Thefallen Red Beech

A hundred year old red beech, growing before Villa L ouise was cut
down following a decision by Rabobank and the city council of
Veghdl.

This beech had become a symbol, an icon for the people and church
going community in Veghel. For many years, it shielded the people
with itsmajestic crown and cleansed the air, giving oxygen in the
process.

As | was passing the scene one mor ning, | was confronted with this
gentlered giant laying alongside theroad, felled by these barbarians
with noregard for nature. Adrenaline flushed through my veins, and
| rushed to the place wher e they wer e hacking away the branches
which once held the crown of thistree.

As| was about to ask the workerswhat was going on there, a
journalist, Martien Holthuis, passed by. hisjournalist took up my
protests against thisact of violence against an icon of peace and
natural value. He also took some picturesto illustrate what was going
on here, and published an article about this scandal.



Kunstenaar biedt burgemeester en
gedeputeerde object als herinnering aan

Jan van Gogh en
de honderdjarige
rode beuk in Veghel..

Jan van Gogh mret een gedeelte schors van de beuk. De struciuur van de Veghelse boom 2l lerug te vinden sijn in het

glazen kunsimerk

VEGHEL - Jan van Gogh s kunsienaar,
En erg snel emotioneel geraakt, wanneer
het om het milieu gaat. Zo ook die vier-
oktober, toea hij min of
g gecanironteerd werd met
an de inmense grote rode
beuk il de tuin van Yilla Louise. Hij
1ag dat de beuk al wat Jaren dood was.

eaiwintigs

En er niets meer a3n te redden viel. Toch
Klopte zijn bart van binnen. En do
kunstenasr ln hem werd wakker Dit
mocht niet momaar vergeien worden.

"Tes i beeft die beuk oas hier bon-

" aldus Jan van Gogh.

Tekst en foto: Mastien Holthuis

""Hart sneller kloppen...”

Jan van Gogh kwam eigenlijk toevallig
op de plek waar de rode beuk op de vier-
entwinligste ekisher werd neergehaald.
“Ik kwam net het postkantoor uit. Mijn

adem stokte en mijn bart begon sneller
te kloppen, En nadat een hoeveelheid
adreline in mija bloed was geapouen,
stoof ik op het gebeuren af™ Zeer ver-
antwaardigd kesk hij de mensen aan dic
de rods beuk aan het toctakelen waren.
"Ik maakie de opmerking: Za, die kan
ans nooit meer voorzien van sussstof.
Hi} words bedankt na honderd fear! En
emotioneel geladen kesk ik naar de
schors. Die was op vele plaatsen ge-
scheard. Duidelijk werd mij dat de beuk
al lang was doodgegaan”,

van duizenden lilers zuarsiof -

"Bijna oudste
ingezetene...”

*Deze beuk zou wannesr hij kon vertel-
len, ons vee verhalen kunnen verisilen
aver al wat gebewrd i3 in en rond de kerk
van Veghel De beuk was bijna de
oudste ingszetene van Veghel, En heeft
duizenden liters zuurstof  afgestaan.
Gratis aan de inwoners van Veghel”, 20
verteit Jan van Gogh verder. "De beuk is
nu gestorven. Dic is nu bedankt, En de

hte oorzaak zal altijd wel onbekend

positi in Nijmegen - wil
ik nu de burgemeester van Veghel en ge-
deputeerde Welschen een object aanbie-
den, waarin of -aan de siructunr van de-
e rode beuk aamwezig is. Dit project
doe ik als sen soort stimulans onze na-
tuur t¢ helpen in siand te hauden. [k wil
dat alle mensen eraan herinnerd wor-
den, dat we de natuur nodig hebben om
gezand te blijven”. "Ik haop dat dit pro-
ject van pakweg drie of vier meter hoog
en van glas worde gemaake, geplaatst
wordt op of in de nabijheid van de
plaats waar de rode beuk heeft gestaan,
Misschien wil de Rabobank - tenslone
de eigenaar van Villa Louiss - het bezld
wel kopen".

"Werder wil ik kicinere abjecten met de
structius van de rode beuk maken om
de bevalking in Veghel ook in de gele-
genneid iz stellen een herinnering aan
deze boom in bezit te krijgen. Dat doe
ik tegen kestprijs. En in de buurt 2al te-
gen de tijd dat de werken gereed zijn een
expositie worden gebouden, Het hele
project neemt”, zo schat Van Gogh. “zes
tot negen maanden in beslag aemen”

several publicationsin

Het Brabants Dagblad... Alsothe municipality awoke, not so much
concer ning the fate of their eldest inhabitant, but more about the
revealing of thisoutrageousact. Maybethisact of violence was meant
to have passed by quietly and unnoticed.

In the period following the publications, | received a letter from the
mayor and deputies of Veghel, urging meto take no further action,
as this might evoke unneccessary commotion with the people of
Veghel.



This puzzled me, after all thered beech was a gift of Gods hand. Who
arethey to think that they can take the choice to destroy a wonder of
nature, based solely on financial merits? Or wasthere a need to hide
adirty plot?

| felt deep sorrow and regret, that people, even though they breathe
the oxygen that nature gives us, could be so heartless. But what to
do? My sorrow and my will to create made meto set aside politics for
the moment, but | still kept the intention to revisit thisact of
destruction later.

In the meantime, the trunk and branches of the tree had been town
away to and dumped on theyard of the building company. After
some resear ch, | managed to find the address of this company , and
the owner gave me permission to make some moulds of thetree, in
order to beableto keep itsimage for posterity.

In the aftermath and the deep impression this occurrence made on
me, | wrote the following poem:



Thelast words of afallen Beech

|, once planted
more than 100 years ago
close to the church tower
by Louise’s hand

In good conditions | grew
many meters high
high above the people seen approaching
who | inspired

Under my leafy roof, | have always stood protected
and provided oxygen, yearslong
for the people who chatted all day long

A task not unwelcomed and not refused
only to end at the hands
of those | served

Am | outdated, isthere no wish
for my oxygen production
and my soul’s gift

The castingswer e made in wax, rather than gypsum, aswax is better
suited to cope with the rugged structure and negative shapesthat
arisein the process of moulding.

In the meantime, while the wax was melting in the kettle, | made a
framein clay to outline the borders of the artwork, on the skin of the
tree. Thisalso fixed the general shape of the object. During the
operation, I took photo’s to register the process. As the wax reached
itsfinal temper ature, the surface of the tree was wetted, first with
water, next with hot wax. Layer by layer of wax was added until
finally it wasthick enough for the next step in the process.

Along the mould, wooden beams wer e used to support the structure
during the release process. The mould was also supported with
chicken gauze, to keep it flexible, even after the wax ghad har dened.
It was a tough job, but enjoying the hospitality of Maggie from
near by, wherel could shower, have lunch and sleep, | rose up to yet
another sunrise and started over again to do the next day’s job



After finishing the wax moulds, | brought them in my minivan to the
Glass Art Center in Schalkwijk, for further processing. The Glassart
center had started up earlier that year, with the mission to reveal the
secret of GLASSto interested artists, and to teach them how to make
their own creationsin thismaterial. It also hosted a glass gallery,
exhibiting the work of, mainly foreign artists. Director of this center
was mr. Geuskes, hewas a true countryman, originating from
Limburg. Being there almost every weekend created a bond betwen
us. | got a position as ateacher, helping the artiststo work with glass.
Thisall enabled meto preparefor larger scuptural work in glass.

The fusing process of the glasswere done at the building TY of
Philipsin Eindhoven. Working in Schalkwijk | met several of my
professional friends, like Pieter Engels, who worked at home creating
objects by glassblowing techniques, and the sculptor Stef Stokhof de
Jong from Wijk bij Duurstede, whoran a gallery

together with hisgirlfriend, Corrie

For the object, | had chosen a black and blue glasstype. Thefinal
mould, with theright glass composition wasthen placed in alarge
tempering furnace at Philips, where| could accessthe mould and fill
it evenly with glass chips. During the long melting process, with a
long and rigid cooling schemetoreleasetension, arelic arose for the
100 year old red beech.



Recently this sculpture wasfitted in a steel frame, using raw steel to
closely match the organic structure of therélic.
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My intent isto display this object as an affront to people who
recklessky and carelessly destroy OUR NATURE

Jan van Gogh, visual artist



