
Former doctor, I became a painter in New York 
  

Jean-Antoine followed studies of medicine, not really by vocation. Him, it is 
painting and sculpting which make him vibrate. At almost 50 years old, he 
get a living from his passion in the United States. 
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At college, I already asked myself questions about my future. But I did not 
dare to express them. My parents urged me to study, especially my father. 
For him, the college education was the royal road and art did not lead to a 
"real job". I obtained my medical degree in 1995. My father was proud. After 
a few years of practice in hospitals of the French-speaking Switzerland, I 
faced my dissatisfaction. I felt the need to create, to express my self 
professionally with my hands. 
I’ve always been gifted manually. As a child, I enjoyed associating objects, 
forms or colors. My older sister never wanted me to play with her. The 
creation held me company. At school, I adored drawing and painting. With 
years, it settled. In 1996, my life takes a turning point. My father dies 
suddenly. While my contract at the hospital where I exercise touch at its 
end, I decided not to look for other positions. At 29 years old, the desire to 
take up with art became too strong. Having gone to the end of my medical 
program, I felt free to do something else. I did not have to satisfy others 
anymore. In sync with myself, I had my ideas clear: if I left the medicine, it 
was for an ambitious project. 
 
Take up with the creation 
 Thanks to my savings and an inheritance left by my father, I was able to 
launch. I took lessons of sculpture at the excellent School Têtard in 
Lausanne. Everything was fluid. I felt comfortable. I expressed myself with 
my hands and succeeded in creating what I had in mind. I trained also in 
painting. At the beginning, I painted in my kitchen … But paint  and food 
next to each other is very bad for the health. I thus took a studio. I explored 
everything and the dripping of Jackson Pollock in particular. 
I had an intense production. In 2007, I made a personal exhibition in Paris, 
which turns out very well. The French capital represented, for me as for all 
the artists of French-speaking Switzerland, a myth. On my return, I felt the 
need to legitimize my art by a diploma. I chose the Angel Academy of Art in 



Florence, a school of classical art. Over there, I especially learnted to draw 
the nude. Me, who had been fascinated by the human anatomy during my 
studies of medicine, was able to take advantage of my scientific knowledge. 
Through the representation of the human body, we learn to understand the 
forms. It is the base. My diploma in pocket, in 2012, I wanted to go even 
farther, to have a complete and internationally recognized training. My idea 
was to train to several techniques to be able to then teach painting. I joined 
the New York Academy of Art to follow a Master's degree program. Besides 
the contemporary art, the critical thinking, techniques classic as the portrait 
and the nude are being taught. I approached the nude from another angle. 
In Florence, it was about photorealism whereas in New York the trend was 
rather the impressionism, with in particular the succession of warm and cold 
tones to create the volumes. 
 
After obtaining my Master's degree last year, I get a part-time job. I paint for 
a photorealistic painter. My work consists in painting what he is asking me, 
on the basis of a photo. It is a work under high pressure, as there are 
deadlines to be held. It is necessary to go fast while the Photorealism 
requires a great deal of technique and of patience. My training in Italy 
certainly allowed me to stand out. I feel particularly fortunate because it is 
rare in the field to be paid for what you’ve been trained. The job is 
surprising, on might say it is scandalous. But in the history of painting, there 
was always a master and his assistants, as in prolific workshop of Rubens. 
In New York, it is common. In the team, we are about ten painters-
assistants. The photorealism takes a lot of time. And when the success 
arrives, it is necessary to be able to satisfy the demand. 
 
Towards a little more lightness   
Besides my job, I conceive my own paintings and sculptures. I like to create 
works in which I take people in a zone of shadow or suffering and bring 
them towards something joyful. The purpose is to make my public lighter, to 
change its state of mind by guiding them towards the light. I work at the 
moment on a series of paintings called " From Darkness to Light ". I use the 
chiaroscuro  and paint dancers who express freeing of the body. The body 
language is easy to understand. It is a means of expression in itself. It is a 
universal language without ambiguity. In Jersey City, a city which faces 
Manhattan, I participated in a group show with a large format dancer. Over 
there, there is a rapidly expanding artistic scene. To be able to take part in it 



is an opportunity! 
 
It is important to be known locally, to be present in the galleries of your 
neighborhood, to develop a regional network. The opportunities arrive this 
way. To have a hundred admirers at the local level allows you to get a living 
from your art. The New York life is intense, even fervent. The Big Apple is a 
demanding city. We are next to the best of every discipline there. Everybody 
envy to be here. But the Competition is fierce. The cultural offer is there 
frustrating due to its quantity. We would like to do everything but the time 
does not allow it. Moreover, the rest it is something about what we do not 
speak. I never stop. When I need to relax, I leave the city. At the moment, I 
also give private class in painting. But the desire to be able to teach 
collectively in art school is always present. 
 
I have as a goal to settle in Switzerland to teach. Today, my relatives are 
proud of my career  path. As a kid, it was my mother who urged me to make 
manual creation. I understood that it was through that relationship that the 
artist in me flourished. My mother was surprised that I leave medicine but 
she always supported me. Herself comes from a family of artists. My 
grandmother, in particular, painted extraordinary watercolors. I have also 
three cousins who paint and I remember having been jealous of their 
creativity. I spent the time to search what made somebody unique. Once I 
found it, I embraced it with all my being. 
	


