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By Grace Lee Billings

INTRODUCTION
When Suzanne Lansé died on
January 16th, 2002 at a nurs-
ing home in Veyrier-du-Lac,
France, more than 103 years of
life quietly came to a close.
Her death turned out the lights
on an extraordinary century of
living. The golden glow of
those years shined in her
memories especially when
she spoke of Donald and
Charlotte MacJannet.

These giants came into her
life after seventy very con-
strained years of living with
her mother. The Macswere

life and new hope, opening
her world to international
friendships and new mar-
ketsfor her paintings. Suz-
anne became one of the
Foundation’s most loyal
supporters. With Suzanne's =

passing those enchanted ~ #L =

decades are now over.
However, like ahalo ema-
nating around a closed
door, her stories brighten
the darkness.

By her nineties, Suzanne's
memories were distilled to the
purest of recollections. She
spokein highlights. Sitting by
the open window to the bal-
cony in her turquoise living
room, she recounted moments
of that century in the precise,
elegant French of her child-
hood, free of all slang or argot.
Certain phrases—“au fur et a
measure,” “dureste,” “tel et
tel” - accompanied by aflick of

her hand - always paced her sto-
ries. She spoke lovingly of when
Savoiejoined Francein 1860 and
of her great grandfather in the
honor guard of Empress Eugenie.
With uncomplicated adoration, she
recalled her father. It was not the
same when she spoke of her
mother. And always, Suzanne
found away of mentioning the

Prieuré, the Macs and of their
friendship which changed her life.

In good Savoyard tradition, Suz-
anne was small of stature (and
shrinking every year she la-
mented.) In her youth her hair was
brown (chatain), and her skin was
fine grained, nearly without a trace
of aging, even in her last decade.
She attributed this to using only
soap and cold water and to avoid-
ing all face powder. Suzanne's
uniform was a suit. She and Char-

lotte decided that suits were the
only appropriate outfits for old
age. Shewas proud to wear a
handful of good outfits year in
and year out. Her jewelry was
acopper bracelet against arthri-
tis and once she became legally
blind, awatch that spoke the
time. On her little finger she
wore a pink gold signet ring
1 w

given to her on her eighteenth
birthday. A straw hat in the
summer for sitting in her be-
loved garden and a mouse
brown “vison (mink)” beret for
the winter were the final
touchesto her wardrobe. She
walked with a definite step, sat
in afoursguare way - always
with her legs crossed. Suz-
anne’s mind was diamond
bright, diamond sharp, till the
end and so was her tongue.
And even in the darkest mo-
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ments of the last years she till
poked fun at herself. She was an
Oblate of the Order of Les Soeur du
Saint Esprit in Paris and wore on her
lapel asmall silver dove, with its
wings spread out. When a stranger
mistook the pin for an airline em-
blem, and asked, “ Are you an avia
trix?’ Suzanne answered, “Un peu,
oui!” Shenever tired of life'ssim-
plest pleasure, saying, “how good it
felt to have these ‘éclats derire.” ”

Suzanne expressiveness could bein
a down turned mouth or eyes shut
and a dusting motion of the hand.
Her gestures escorted the imagina-
tion to her exact meaning. Some-
times she scowled at adistant, re-
membered event
and asthe
French say, her
scow! “cadit
tout.” Suzanne
could cut down
an obnoxious
situation with
unrelenting
speed and accu-
racy. Rarely did &2
anyone come
back from Suz-
anne’sdisdain.
And it wasn't
just coquettes
and self-
important peo-
ple. Under baked bread, rosé wine,
cold soup, al pears (ils m empoison-
nent) had been so relegated. She
was very decided on how life should
be and certainly on how it should
have been.

A REAL TALLOIRIENNE
Suzanne had encyclopedic memories
of her century lived in her beloved
Talloires. She was born in Annecy
July 9th, 1898 and ten days later the
family brought her to her mother’s
ancestral home in Talloires. That
little lapse of aweek and afew days
did not keep Suzanne from consider-
ing herself areal “Talloirienne.” At
the turn of the last century, Talloires
wasisolated and the trip from An-
necy to Talloires was by steamboat
asthe road along Veyrier-du-Lac

and Menthon was non-existent. There
were four white boats - France, Ville

d’ Annecy, Mont-Blanc, Savoie - which
criss-crossed the lake like a shoe lace:
Annecy, Veyrier, Sevrier, Menthon, St.
Jorioz, Duingt, Talloires, Dussard. The
coming and going of these boats con-
nected Talloiresto the world.

The oldest part of the family home
dated to the 15th Century. A small
plaque, no bigger than a brick, with the
date 1410 was imbedded in an outside
wall dated from the original dwelling
on thislocation. The front part -- din-
ing room, petit-salon, salon, Suzanne's
bedroom and the tower room -- dated

from 1910 and had been added to the
back of atraditional Savoyard farm

house, with its hayloft in the attic and
its écurie in the basement. The new
addition had the first bathtub in Tal-
loires, causing much talk. A high stone
wall, with a double green gate that
squealed on its hinges, surrounded the
house. A gravel path through hydran-
gea bushes led to the house. A small
brook ran beside the house, dividing
the property into what had once been
Suzanne' s large flower and vegetable
gardens and the plot from which the
house |ooked towards the |ake. For one
hundred years the house was her an-
chor, her prison, her international hotel,
her heartache and always her true
north.

John Steinbeck referred to the “elastic
string of time,” and the house was
filled with this pliant connection of



French history and French family life
that stretched across centuries. The
ancient écurie of the farm house was
changed from animal stallsto alaundry
room (buanderie), a wine keeping
room (still with afew kegs), a
wood shed (half filled with bun-
dles of fagots), aroot cellar and in
more modern times a kitchen with
itswood burning stove till in
place. What appeared to be awell
with stone cover outside the front
door wasin reality an ancient
“refrigerator” where meat could be
lowered into the thick hollowed-
out stone tub and kept safely cool
even on the hottest summer day.
The hay loft had become over time
the repository of unwanted furni- _
ture, travelling trunks with Second
Empire military uniforms, oil
presses from when the region had |
nut trees, farm tools (scythes, two |
handled saws, an adz) and leather
harnesses for work horses which
the family used to own. The
house was full of beautiful and
nearly beautiful things: 18th Cen-
tury grandfather clocks were miss-
ing their works because they had
been sent to Paristo be fixed in
1850 and never been retrieved; her
great-grandfather’ s dress sword
hung by a nail in the stairwell, and
her grandmother’ s wooden cane,
with a3 inch carved locust handle,
stood in the corner of the hall.
From the days of her great, great,
grandfather, Japanese silk prints
decorated the walls - treasures of
another time when the family business
wasin the silk trade of Lyon and
Faverge. And in the back yellow bed-
room resided the sleigh bed that the
Emperor Napoleon |11 had slept in
when he visited Annecy in 1860. Suz-
anne'spride
were four chests
“de grande
valeur.” One
was commis-
sioned by her
grandmother

froman itinerant |[)FS e [o]
cabinetmaker o

who carved the cabinet doors to have
the Renaissance perspective of a
vaulted Florentine Palazzo. Inthe sa-

(O N[O

lon were four armchairs covered in her
mother’s beautiful yellow petit point
with blue fleur-de-lis. Suzanne even
referred to the lizards that sunned

The turquoise salon in the Lansé family home

themselves on the front steps as
“descendents of descendents of anciens
|ézards depuis toujours.”

At the turn of the century, Annecy
(population 13,611) was an unimpor-
tant town with a few paved,
gas-lit streets. Talloires was
) insignificant. 1t wasatiny
0 (population 750) farm com-
munity with its lakeside
fields banded in vineyards
instead of summer houses.
Suzanne said the villagein
those days had no trees and
wasin her words, “Pasjoli du tout.”
Talloires had no electricity. In the eve-
ning, the villagers gathered in their

»

kitchens with just one lamp burning.
During these Veillées, when family and
neighbors might crack nutsto be later
pressed into oil or whittle small objects
to be sold, they often sang and
told stories. (The Macs bor-
rowed the Veillée for the eve-
ning gathering of the campers
at Angon.) Suzanne said that
in her youth oil for lamps was
so precious that if someone left
the gathering to fetch an item
from another part of the house,
they would take the lantern,
leaving those at the Veilléein
the dark. During La Grande
Guerre, when Suzanne was a
teenager, she walked home
from tutoring lessons at the
other end of the village in pitch
black. The village streets were
so dark that she could only see
her way home by following the
starlit night sky shining be-
tween the overhanging roofs.

Suzanne was, to the despair of
her mother, close to the peas-
ants of Talloires. She spoke
their patois and was often
asked into their homesfor a
glass of fiery “gnole,” ahome
brew of pure alcohol made
each fall. On her early morn-
ing mountain climbs, Suzanne
passed the farmersin their
fields. When the 7:00 AM
church bell rang the three
opening notes of the Angelus,
she'd stop with them to pray.
The Talloires church bell till ringsthe
morning and evening Angelus, and
even at the end of her life, Suzanne
would follow its chimesin saying “The
Angel(us) announced to Mary, blessed
are you among women...” The French
speak of the church and its bell tower
surrounded by its village, as a hen sur-
rounded by her chicks. Suzanne
thought of her church, St. Maurice de
Talloires, injust that way.

The villagers taught her endless practi-
cal skills: cutting wood, working the
garden, making repairs. She regretted
however, never learning to solder.
These skills she would use al of her
life. It was Suzanne who maintained
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the family house right up until her last
decades: painting shutters, grouting
windows, fixing doors. After her fa-
ther’ s death at the end of “La Grande
Guerre” and her brother’s work took
him from Talloires, Suzanne became
the “ man of the house.”

Her father, Leon Lansg, officier d' etat-
major and a colonel in the French
army, was a career officer who had
been decorated by
Czar Nicholasl1
with the Order of
Saint Stanidlas. He
also received the
Legion d’ Honneur
and the Croix de
Guerre. He had
been first in his
classat St. Cyr (the
French West Point)
and, after gradua-

She always spoke with great
emotion of being daughter,

granddaughter, and
great-granddaughter of officers,
men who had
“Spilt their blood for France.””

tolerate waste. And so, instead of
throwing out the accumulated gifts of
perfumed talcum powder from doting
young soldiers to her mother, her father
the Colonel sprinkled the talc inside his
riding boots each day before his morn-
ing ride. Most of those young men,
“the flower of ageneration,” died in
World War I. So many men were
killed that for decades after the war in
France one saw only old people and
women in the

to marry when
shewasin her
twenties. In
truth, she was
briefly engaged
to the son of the
owners of the
Prieuré, the

tion, was appointed [[o)Ferrerr e e e e e e e ez =d[e)| People from

to apost in Paris.

He turned it down, as his wife could
not abide to be too far from Talloires.
Therefore, he was assigned to Cham-
bery and to Lyon where Suzanne and
her older brother Georges spent much
of their childhood. Suzanne described
her father astall, blond, with a friendly
character, liked by his colleagues and
loved by his soldiers. Madame Lansé
reproached Suzanne for having this
same friendly manner, saying that “la
fille d’ un officier” should be separate
(apart) from ordinary people. Suz-

anne, however, identified completely  pom
with her father. She excused her three ==~

and four sneezesin arow, a habit her
father had, as validating his claim that
she was “frabrication Lansé.” She

grew up surrounded by the military and b

collected lead soldiers and her favorite
bedside reading was “ History of the
Revolution and of the Empire.” Suz-
anne always spoke with great emotion
of being daughter, granddaughter, and
great-granddaughter of officers, men
who had “ spilt their blood for France.”

She proudly walked “in step” with her
father as he went to his office, knew all
the drills and battle terms, and loved
the regular gatherings of his young
officers at their home. She mischie-
voudly told of her father’ sinability to
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whom years
later, the Macs would buy the property.
She chose instead to become a painter
and felt that one could not have a ca-
reer and afamily, aview unusual for its
time, as awoman’s career wasto raise
afamily.

She never forgave Annecy for misun-
derstanding her father’s 1914 wound at
the battle of Gerbevillier, which kept
him from returning to battle for a year.
Annecy considered her father’slong
convalescence in Talloires as a means

The family crest carved on the mantle in the

dining room

of evading the war. Suzanne said that
the last of her grandfather Bernaz' s red
wine, laid down in 1870, helped him
“reprendre force et santé.” He not only
recovered from his head wounds but
miraculously most of his sight came

back. He returned to the battlefield in
April of 1915. He was named com-
mander of the 1st Infantry Regiment
and fought at Berry au Bac, Sapigneul,
La Cote 108, Verdun. He died in 1918
from after effects of the wounds of
1914.

Her mother was Marie Louise Lansg,
née Bernaz, and owned the vineyards
that stretched from the Abbaye Hotel to
the Roc de Chére. Suzanne said that in
1890, at her parents’ wedding reception
at Pére Bise, wine from the Bernaz
vineyards was served. Thiswould have
beenin 1890. Over the years, partly
because of the wars and her father’'s
premature death, the lands were sold
off. Tracks of forests on the Roc du
Chere were eventually taken over by
the state to form a park. Suzanne later
used her own earnings from painting to
cobble together new holdings of land.

In the 1600’s, during the Protestant
reformation in Switzerland, the Catho-
lic ancestors of her mother’s family
Bernaz sought refuge in France. The
walnut mantle in the dining room was
decorated with the family crest of a
rampant bear on a chevron field. Suz-
anne suspected that the family name
Bernaz was a corruption of Bern that
has the bear on its eschuchion. Later,
the Bernaz family was associated with
the silk industry of Lyon and Faverge.
On her mother’s paternal side they
were related to the Bernaz family that
was ennobled in 1757 by the
royal family of Piedmont-
Sardinia, when Savoie was part
of that kingdom. Suzanne said
her mother was particularly sen-
sitive to this “petit brin de no-
blesse (small twig of nohility).”

—~ When shewas 7, Marie

| Louise's father died suddenly
and tragically at the age of 30 in
afirein Annecy. Hislimestone
tomb, of a draped coffin at the
base of alarge cross, is at the
right side of the church in Talloires.
Suzanne described her mother as some-
one “arrested”, living in the past and
emotionally frozen. Suzanne thought
her mother’ srigidity came from the
trauma of losing her father so suddenly.



The house in Talloires was

where Suzanne spent her

childhood summers and the

N First World War. When her
father left for La Grande

Guerre, he commissioned Suz-

anneto care for her mother

and grandmother until he re-

turned. Shewas, asthey say,

“fidéle a son foyer” for the

next 50 years. The “entre

guerre” period meant summers

4 with the long happy visits of

¥| her nephew Bernard and es-

« | caping the house to paint in

& the mountains,

' ’ Lo For nearly the entire “Guerre
- ’ §" de 39-40,” Suzanne lived with
'l.‘ - " her mother and the house-

PR P Keeper “Iabrave Joséphine” in

™y Talloires. During the winters,
most of the house was closed
off except for the petit-salon
and two little bedrooms in the
back. The only heat was a
stove in the petit-salon. It was
Occupied France with Barbie
not far off in Lyon, Jews being
smuggled across to Switzer-

AP . :
Suzanne (left) with her mother, her sister-in-
law and her beloved nephew Bernard Lanse

tusian monastery where herbs were
grown for medicinal purposes and for
the making of the famous chartreuse
liquor. These dried herbs were sent to
monks at La Grande Chartreuse near
Grenoble, where only three monks
knew the recipe for the liqueur sold
throughout the world. Under the aus-
pices of the Red Cross and with the
help of the holy fathers, parts of the
Chartreuse not being used by the
monks were temporarily turned into a
hospital for French African soldiers.
The nurses were nuns from a medical
mission of the Saint Esprit brought
home from Africato France at the be-
ginning of the war. These Sisters were
fluent in several African dialects and
usually were able to speak with their
patients. However, this did not prevent
odd moments, as Suzanne loved to tell
of when the first 30 wounded African
soldiers arrived, burdened by their gas
masks, helmets, guns, canteens. As
they stood at attention in neat rows the
Head Doctor, Soeur Gilbert, in sign
language indicated to the exhausted
soldiers to drop their equipment. Her
elaborate hand gestures were obviously
misunderstood, because when the

Marie Louise had few friends and her
style was a severe elegance that easily
intimidated those around her. It made
for avery difficult home life for Suz-

anne.

However, Marie Louise was gifted in
the arts. She was an accomplished wa-
ter colorist, and many of her still lifes
decorated the family home. A large
painting of white peoniesin the style of
Fantin-Latour was a particularly beauti-
ful example of her work. Suzanne said
her mother had “ doigts de Fées’ - fairy
hands - in her ability to do al manner
of embroidery, lace and tapestry work.
She was equally a very talented pianist
and at 90 could till play from memory
Chopin’s Concerto #1. Suzanne said
her own life-long love of music surely
came from falling asleep each evening
as achild to the sound of her mother’s
MeEzz0o Soprano voice accompanying
herself on the piano. Later, in the tur-
quoise salon in Talloires, Suzanne and
her mother often played piano four
hands.

land (helped by Charlotte’s maid
Mart Liaret Bouvier) and the be-
ginning of the French Resistance
on the Plateau des Glieres. Suz-
anne stated simply the depriva-
tions of the Second World War,
“every one suffered. We were no
different.” But she still bristled at
the Germans garrisoned in the
local hotels of Talloires. The
soldiers came by daily to appro-
priate eggs from the Lansé
chicken coop. For the civilians,
as Pepita Aube said of lifein
Paris, war meant, “ we were cold,
hungry and scared.” The war
years were the samein Talloires.

Suzanne was able to escape from
the constant care of her mother
for abrief time during the war.
After much hard persuasion by
the chief administrator of the Red
Crossin Marseilles, Suzanne's
mother allowed her daughter (ma \
fille) to help with the war effort. g
La Chartreuse de Montrieux, in
the department of Var, was a Car-
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Oil Painting - La Tournette -
known as “Le Fauteuil de Bon Dieu””
(God 3 arm chair)

Soeur |ooked up from her paper work
she was confronted by 30 naked
(“hommes splendides du reste”) sol-
diers but still wearing their dark red
tarbooche “sur la téte commeil faut.”
Suzanne said it was a rare moment
when she wanted a camera. Soeur Gil-
bert, with atiny twinkle in her eye and
more precise sign language, told them
to put back on their undershorts.

Suzanne, under the tutelage of Soeur
Gilbert, ran the pharmacy. She did not
mix prescriptions, as most medications
where already packaged, but she did
have to be sure of quantity and
strength. She recalled once fearing that
a deeping potient was too strong but
gaveit anyway. All night she worried
that she had killed the soldier. The
next morning, when she heard the sol-
dier complain that he had barely slept
all night, her reaction was Deo Gratias!
Despite the privations of the war, Suz-

anne enjoyed the
work and her artis-
tic talent was also
being used. She
drew the cycle of
tropical diseases,
beginning with the
germ or microbe
which began the
illness, then illus-
trating the effects
and progress of the
disease. These
would later be used
for instruction when
the Sisters returned
to their mission in
Africa. Thiswork,
plus decorating a
small roomin the
Chartreuse as a
chapel witha
“chemindela
croix” led to ex-
haustion. Malnuitri-
tion severely af-
fected Suzanne's
ability to see, and
for an artist thiswas
doubly painful. She
had periods of
“seeing white” --
that is, she could no
longer distinguish
colors. Later, when the hospital was
converted to ateaching facility, she
went home to Talloires and resumed
the care of her mother. When Libera-
tion finally came to the Haute Savoie,
Suzanne rode her bike on its
wheel rimsto Annecy, just to
feast onthe French flag inits
glory flying over the Préfécture.
She said, “1 knew in seeing the
tri-color that the war was over.”

—_

After the Second World War,
Suzanne and her mother spent
the winters on the Céte d’ Azur
at St. Raphael. But summers
werein Talloires, painting, tend-
ing her gardens, being the or-
ganist at the church for 40 years,
and doing in the early 1960’s
the Tour du Mont Blanc, a
week’ s hike with her friend
Renee Partoes. Marie Louise
Lansé lived till 1966, age 99.

5

Suzanne had been sustained, for 50
years of being at her mother’s beck and
call, by her painting.

HER LIFE AS AN ARTIST

Suzanne Lansé was known as a moun-
tain painter and for her study of light
on snow and ice. At thetime she was
born, the mountains of her native Haute
Savoie were mainly painted by artists
working in the comfort of the studio.
Then slowly, in the post-Impressionist
era, the splendor of the Valley of
Chamonix and the Alps became known
through artists who climbed the moun-
tains bringing their canvases with them.
To paint the highest peaks, Suzanne
recalled overcoming vertigo and of
carrying painting gear strapped to her
back. During the difficult ascents there
was always risk from the quickly
changing weather conditions. Some-
times she spent the night sleeping in the
hay of a shepherd's hut. Then, at the
first hint of morning, she made the final
ascent to quickly capture on canvasthe
fast changing light on the peaks cov-
ered in heavy, voluptuous snow or the
reflected sunlight glowing on the gla-
ciers. Thiswasthe 1920'sand 30's,
long before the comfort and safety of
modern equipment, reliable weather
forecasts and portable communication.

Because of the arduous climb, her ma-
terials were at a minimum: folding ea-
sel, canvas, small aluminum case with

Les vignes de Duignt in 1925
Oil painting —Suzanne Lansé
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only essential tubes of paint, and a pal-
ette knife rather than carrying an array
of brushes. She brought neither oil nor
turpentine. It was necessary to work
the paint straight from the tube, as us-
ing any thinner would have
resulted in disaster to the
painting in the descent where
temperatures could vary
greatly within afew steps
from burning sun to thein-
tense cold in the shade of a
glacier. Suzanne said that at
the time she first began to
paint mountai nscapes, the
standard practice was to use
Zinc White straight from the
tube to capture the snow cov-
ered Alps. However, one day, |
when she was working in the
snow, a pack of cigarette pa-
per dropped from her pocket.
As she bent to pick it up, she
saw the white paper appeared
gray against the snow. Itwas |
then that she began to see
“that the white that burst from
the snow was colored by a
prism of sunlight released in
the snow crystals.” Her paint-
ing technique changed, and
her canvases beganto sell in
Paris.

When Suzanne was a child of
10 in Chambery, her mother
enlisted her in the Artist Un-
ion for her first drawing les-
sons. The teacher was an
Italian who barely spoke
French. He sat Suzannein
front of an easel with aboard and pa-
per. He pointed to a copy of Beetho-
ven's death mask that hung on the fac-
ing wall and indicated for her to copy
it. Not one gesture of instruction was
given. The sight of the lifeless features
devastated Suzanne. Immobilized, she
sat there until another student took pity
on her and helped her with afew pre-
liminary lines. When the teacher came
back, he rubbed off all of her charcoal
drawing and said, “ Recommencez” his
only French word. Thiswas her first
lesson, and instead of being disgusted
with art, Suzanne said “the gift was in
her” and she pursued it.

Later, in Talloires at the age of 14, a

famous neighbor Albert Besnard, of the

Acadamie des Beaux-Arts, discovered
Suzanne's artistic talent. Besnard spot-
ted a drawing pad in Suzanne's back

Oil Painting — Boat House
Of the Chateau of Duingt

pocket as they waited on the debar-
cadere next to Pére Bise for war news
which would come on the boat from
Annecy. After looking at her work, he
told her to keep drawing, and when he
would return from Rome, where he was
director of the Medici Villa, she must
bring him her work. The next summer,
as she sat in the garden with her
mother, Besnard stopped by to check
up on her winter’ swork. He asked
again to see her drawings and she
showed him the best of her “petits cro-
quis.” From then on, two or three
times ayear, he reviewed her drawings,
critiqued them and encouraged her to
keep working.

Another Talloires neighbor, the etcher
André Jacques, also guided her work.
Later she studied in Paris under
Jacques Simon. Through all of this, her
mother dismissed Suzanne's
talent and dreams. Eventually,
Suzanne was forced to give up
her training, as her mother
wanted to leave Paris and return
to Talloires. Suzanne felt her
father’s career and hers had
been ruined by her mother’s
intractable need to bein Tal-
loires.

Madame Lansé never under-
stood her daughter’ s talent.
Suzanne had really wanted to be
aportrait painter and did acele-
brated study of the Countess de
Saint-Exupery, mother of An-
toine. She made fine charcoal
drawings of the people of Tal-
loires, but as soon as she settled
down to begin a portrait, her
mother would interrupt her to
look after adelivery or complain
of adog barking in the alley.
“Elle mamisle béton dans les
roues (She put her stick in my
wheels))” Eventualy, theim-
possibility of working at home
became so evident that Suzanne
took refuge in the mountains
and on her boat -- two places
that her mother couldn’t inter-
rupt her as she painted. And
paint she did: the mountains of
la Haute Savoie, the Cote d’ A-
zur, the lake, orchardsin flower,
aprie-dieu in the snow, lesvignes de
Duingt. Shelived in a paradise and
loved to record its every mood.
Though failing eyesight halted her ca-
reer at age 86, Suzanne finished over
700 paintings. These paintings, with
their extraordinary blue (bleu Lansé),
captured the luminescent air over the
lac d’ Annecy and the brilliant light in
the frozen moisture of snow. Today,
they can be found today in museums
and private collectionsin over twenty
countries. In avery clear way, Donald
and Charlotte MacJannet were an inte-
gral part of her artistic success.

HER FRIENDSHIP WITH DONALD
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Macs offered their home,
Le Prieuré, asasite for the
J show. The Macs sponta-
M neous generosity showed
them as people who, when
confronted with an obsta-
cle, found solutions. The
show was so successful
that it was held over an
extraweek to accommo-
date all the visitors. But
more importantly, the use
of the Macs' home asa
center for local and inter- ing from awide variety of denomina-
B nationa causes had been tions and Suzanne said in that moment
born. she finally understood the word
“ecumenism.”

Hearing, the closing “Our
Father”’recited in six different
languages, coming from many

denominations, Suzanne said
that was the moment she finally
understood the word
“ecumenism.””

IATHTHOTHTHTATHH

The next step wasto find a
§ point of common interest.
A few years earlier, Vati-
can |1 had encouraged in-
ter-denominational meet-
ings between Protestants

™ and Catholics, anidea

- close to the heart of both
Charlotte and Suzanne.
Soon the Prieuré was used
as a center to promote
these encounters. For the
next 24 years, Suzanne worked with
Charlotte, Pasteur Rochedieu of Ge-
neva and R.P Brix to foster these ecu-

The Entretiens lasted three days, with
invitations sent out to all of the Macs
friendsin the Annecy region, plusto
friendsin Switzerland and other nearby
countries. Suzanne brought posters of
the eventsto all of the hotelsin Tal-
loires. The large audiences were a mix
of friends and strangers. The villagers
of Talloires came each day to the
Prieuré to make sandwiches and butter
mountains of pain d’ épice for teatime.
Suzanne denuded her own garden of
flowers to decorate MacJannet hall so
that the Prieuré garden stayed in its

the Suzanne Lansé room at le Prieuré

AND CHARLOTTE

Between the years 1927 and 1963,
when the Macs ran the summer camp at
Angon, Suzanne knew Charlotte and
Donald in aformal, distant way. Once,
Suzanne was caught in her boat in a
storm on the lake and was blown to the
camp at Angon. Asit was evening, she
left her boat there and walked home.
The next day, she came back to retrieve
it. Suzanne later teased Donald that he
had been her safe harbor (havre de
gréce) in astorm even though he didn’t
know it at the time. Sometimes Suz-
anne and her mother accepted invita-
tions to the camp’s Gymkana festivities
at the end of summer. It was only after
the Macs bought Le Prieuré in 1958
and began to restore it that they became
neighbors and friends.

community effort. Then on
the appointed days, Charlotte
and Suzanne stood side by side
at the top of the beautiful
Prieuré staircase greeting each
guest. Thiswelcome the ac-
cueil wasfor Suzannethe
most import moment of the
whole Entretiens week. Inthe
accueil, two parts of Suzanne's
life met, that of her father’'s
and that of the Macs'.

Suzanne knew her father as
welcoming and saw that same
quality shine doubly in Char-
lotte and Donald. She spoke
of them as a couple who
walked into a room and added

As Suzanne said: ““This (MacJannet)
welcome was reassuring, comforting
and created a sense of security that one
truly was considered as an individual. It
is this warm welcome which allows the
other to come out of his silence. It

dares one to feel that they are worth
knowing.”” Perhaps that was the very
heart of the MacJannet experience --
they helped us see our own value and
gave us the courage to realize what we
hoped we saw in ourselves- fragile and
tentative as it might be.

In 1967, to celebrate the 300th anniver-
sary of the birth of St. Francois de

Sales, the patron saint of the Haute
Savoie, an art show was organized.
The art came from local private collec-
tions and was to be exhibited in An-
necy. At the last minute, the hall for
the exposition was no longer available.
Instead of canceling the event, the
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menical Entretiens. The Entretiens
were hosts to many different topics; the
arts, world affairs, human needs. The
meetings began and ended with prayer.
Once, the closing “Our Father” was
recited in six different languages com-

anew tone of conviviality.
She saw them as interested in each per-
son they met, and in return, those peo-
ple felt valued in a new way from their
encounter with the Macs.  Suzanne
interpreted their acceuil thisway: “It
is our responsibility to receive another




with our whole person, open in our
comportment and our person, putting
joy in our eyesto better receive the joy
of theinvited, and in thisregard, this
look, to bear witness of our desire to
know the other. Thiswelcomeisin our
smile, our handshake, our simple words
of introduction and welcome.” Suz-
anne said it was Charlotte and Donald’s
endless small gestures of kindness
which gave confidence to al those who
cameinto their presence. As Suzanne
said: “ This welcome was reassuring,
comforting and created a sense of secu-
rity that one truly was considered as an
individual. It was this warm welcome
which allowed the other to come out of
hissilence. It dared oneto feel that
they were worth knowing.” Perhaps
that was the very heart of the MacJan-
net experience. To know Charlotte and
Donald was to encounter the possibility
of one's self. Whether at the schoolsin
Paris, or the camps at Angon, or at the
Entretiens, the Macs created an ambi-
ence asrich asthat of a Petri dish.

With them, one could grow into one’s
purpose, fragile and tentative as that
purpose first seemed to be.

Besides the Entretiens, Suzanne and
the Macs lived on awonderful plane of
adaily friendship. Suzanne had never
learned to cook, so Mr. Mac taught her
to make soup and an omelet. Charlotte
did not want a phone to disturb the
peace of the Prieuré so Suzanne's home
became their “cabinet de téléphone.”
Suzanne would run down the Roman
Path beside her house to the rue de la
Colombiere, then into the Prieuré to tell
the Macs that so-and-so had called
from New Y ork, Paris, London, or
Somerville. How far thisworld was
from the insular years with her mother!

The Macs often invited Suzanne for
stays at 12 rue Hétel de Villein Ge-
neva. There they went to concerts, art
shows, and lectures. Through the Macs
came friends from all over the world:
Jean Foster, Bridey Snyder, Julia Hal-
sey, Howard Cook, PriscillaBarclay,
Dagmar Munck af Rosenshdld and so
many others. She met “anciens camp-
ers’ like the two Sawada sons, whose
father was the former Japanese Ambas-
sador to France. When the sons visited

=2
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Charlotte and Suzanne having tea at
12 Rue Hotel de Ville, Geneva —summer of 1996

the Macs at the Prieuré, one of the them
had tearsin hiseyes. Suzanne remem-
bered his words to the Macs. “ The last
time | was with you | cried because of
the sadness of |eaving the camp. Now |
cry with joy for having found you again

after so many years.” Suzannetold this
story not to recount the emotion of
youth, but to show what it meant to
have once known the Macs. And Suz-
anne never lost sight that the beauty of
Talloires and the lake were complicit in
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this self-understanding. The beauty of
the setting became a point of reference,
ayardstick, by which all other beauty
would be measured. The setting and
the welcome had the possibil-
ity in her words, “to transform
thelife of a solitary person
into le bonheur.”

There were two simple but
very generous acts which
Donald and Charlotte did that
showed unimagined kindness
to Suzanne, a woman who
had known great lonelinessin |
her life. One act belonged to
Donald and Suzanne never
hid her immense pridein re-
counting the moment that he
changed the friendship with
the Macs into afamily rela
tionship. It was at the time of
Donald’ s 80th birthday. Suzanne
would mimic Donald MacJannet saying
to her, “SUZZZ-ann, our family isfar
away and so isyours. You are often
alone. From now on we will be afam-
ily and I will be your big brother.”
Later, when Suzanne saw Charlotte she
said, “ You are now my sister. Donald
has said s0.” Charlotte was delighted
with Donald’ s gesture, and from then
on the three would often refer to this
special relationship.

g wrd v rfen o i

The President du Conseil General at
Suzanne 3 100th anniversary
retrospective art show
Annecy, 1998
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The other act, so small and fleeting,
belonged to Charlotte. Suzanne re-
counted that she was in her seventies

Le déjeuner est servi chez “international hotel” Lansé

when she heard the first word of en-
dearment ever directed at her. In her
family, only her brother was called by
an affectionate word or a diminutive.
One day, Charlotte casually said, “ Oh
Suzanne, chérie, viens diner chez
nous.” The use of the word chérie was
boulversant. Suzanne said she turned
away to hide her emotion. But this
moment of unimagined kindness re-
mained vivid thirty years later.

Suzanne reluctantly allowed that
perhaps the Macs might have afew
shortcomings. Because she always
spoke of them in glowing terms, it
was intriguing to hear Charlotte and
Donald fleshed out more fully from

| timetotime. Suzanne said Donald

had no concept of time. Just asthe
three of them were ready to get in the
car a 12 rue Hotel de Ville for the
return trip to Talloires, Donald would
suddenly leave on a minor mission
(to buy three tacks) promising to be
back in two minutes. Three hours
later he'd return without the tacks but
with bits and pieces for six other pro-
jects he was working on. As Suz-
anne paced the floor, Charlotte said
she was the only woman in the world
who could put up with Donald’sim-
practicality.

In the last years, Suzanne reproved
Charlotte for taking naps throughout

the day. Suzanne was quite decided
that napping caused forgetfulness and
she attributed Charlotte'slatein life
inability to remember things to sleeping
too much. The truth was,
Suzanne was angry that age,
initsrelentless, cruel process,
was stealing away her best
friend. As Charlotte lost the
ability to speak and to remem-
ber words, Suzanne railed
more loudly. Oncein agreat
Sl while, on a hot summer after-

A noon after alovely lunchin
| the garden, Suzanne would, as
¥ she said, “rest her eyes’ for
twenty minutes. But these
“rests” were not to be consid-
ered naps. After any such
“criticism” of Donald and
Charlotte, Suzanne quickly
said with admiration in her
voice, “They were the most handsome,
dynamic couple. They changed every-
one they met.”

Suzanne remained humbled in front of
what she called God's sense of humor,
this oddity that we learn lessons despite
ourselves. Suzanne spent years of her
life despising the Germans, who had
twice occupied her country and killed
so many childhood friends. Yet in the
end, her dearest friend, Charlotte, was a
German, abeit from the Rhineland. As
Suzanne would say, “ Who would be-
lieve that one could love one’s en-
emy?’ Here was the ultimate lesson of
the Macs. Charlotte and Donald both
knew intimately the atrocities of war
yet hoped that if people of different
cultures could but get to know each
other then maybe “ wars would never
happen again.”

CONCLUSION

It isinevitable in living ten decades that
one feels the loneliness of outliving
friends and family. Asthe French say,
aging isaprocess of living in an ever
encroaching darkness. Suzanne found
solacein the quiet of her garden. She
never seemed alone there. Looking in
the direction of the Charbon, that she
could no longer see, she waited for
annual visits from members of the
MacJannet Foundation: “le

Prophet” (Amos Booth), “Sin-ti-

a’ (Cynthia Raymond), “le grand Vill-




The petit salon in the Lansé home with one
of the four chests that Suzanne prized

ard” (Willard Snyder), May-ree (Mary
Harris), Sal-ee (Sally Pym) and so
many others. She was equally sur-
rounded by her beloved French friends
who came each summer with great
faithfulness. The lizards on the door-
stepsalso listened to Suzanne' sfiery
complaints poured on the name Mitter-
and, the state of the world, and the
French national debt. Suzanne'sradio
kept her current with aworld that
seemed very remote from Talloires.
Music, from tapes brought most often
as gifts, filled the evening hours. The
only void that really broke her heart
was the absence of a cat, with its com-
forting “ronronnement,” nestled on her
lap. That was “difficile a supporter.”

Then in 1999, lost sight, tight finances,
family problems, and “le lourd poids
des années” made keeping the house
impossible. Her wish had always been
to die in her bedroom looking out the
window to the garden with the lake and
mountainsin the distance. It was not to
be. Inthe diminished last two years at

Veyrier-du-lac, she was
uncomplaining, in the
proud way of her father.
The long days were bro-
ken by the “fidele Ména
(Madame Couragoud)”
who came threetimes a
week to care for her.
Suzanne’'s mind and
memories remained clear.
Sherevisited in her mem-
ory each spot that she had
painted, still knew the

. curvesin theroad and
where the view was the
best. She knew the
weather and its affect on
the mountains, saying,
“Les Dents must be silver
at thistime of day.” Al-
though Suzanne left Tal-
loires, Talloires never left
her.

At her death, the church
bell tolled the “glas’ —

§ announcing to the village
that one of their own had
departed. When her cas-
ket left the church, the
bells pealed with joy “to
welcome the soul into the heaven.”
Her body was buried in the family
crypt. Andinthe paradise of Tal-
loires she is again surrounded by her
bel oved mountains whose names
sherecited as alitany — La Tour-
nette, Le Charbon, La Belle Etoaile,
La Sambuy, LesDentsde Lanfont.

This special edition of "Les Entretiens," the
Newsletter of the MacJannet Foundation, is
dedicated to the memory of Suzanne Lansé, a
longtime friend of the MacJannets and of the
MacJannet Foundation. Suzanne's death earlier
this year represented a real loss for many mem-
bers of the MacJannet Community, not just her
family and fellow Talloiriennes. We celebrate in
this newsletter her long life, and we honor her
courage and accomplishments, most notably
her prodigious output of high quality paintings
of life and landscapes in the Lac d Annecy re-
gion. A special room in the Tufts European
Center at Talloires has been dedicated to her
and is being used to display a number of her
paintings which the Foundation has donated.
The MacJannet Foundation is starting a special
fund in honor of Suzanne Lansé, the proceeds
of which will go to an endowment for the
Charlotte MacJannet Avrtist-in-Residence pro-
gram at Le Prieuré. We hope you will donate
generously in Suzanne 3 memory in order to
establish this program. Donations may be for-
warded to:

Mr. George Halsey

Secretary/Executive Director

MacJannet Foundation

200 Linden Street, #200

Wellesley, Massachusetts 02482

We thank you for your consideration
and generosity.
John H. King, President

[ ..

Suzanne photograph — 1997
By TJ Snyder
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A non-profit, charitable organization established in 1968 to promote
international cooperation and understanding through the support of
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mankind

Wete onthe web
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Above, Lansé home;
right, Lansé garden;
left, Suzanne's 98th
birthday party with
Charlotte MacJannet,
Germaine Peytavin,
Suzanne, and Mag Bon-
neanour at Le Cottage
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