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			Foreword

			Only the dream transformed into reality is a Grail. To create, to understand others, artists, human beings. I am an analytical contemplative who only knows how to use his eye and, a little, his defragmented brain. Thinking that it is better to do nothing with one’s life than to miss it, I am interested in that of others, of creators, of plastic artists, of artists who have amazed me by their existence and by the creative force they have conveyed throughout the fabulous modern era in plastic art.

			I tried to understand them, to penetrate their fucking history, their life in their deepest intimacy, to analyze the mysteries of these great masters who have, through their work, had an impact on the evolution of thought. I went so far as to dissect them, to feel them, to hate them, to love them, to remake them, and even to reinvent them without deceiving them. Certainly, deep down, feeling that they have been understood, they would have approved.

			I deeply believe that art is a lie that makes us understand the truth. Forgeries have swarmed in history, and especially in art, in the last fifty years. In the 1960s, Fernand Legros was the instigator of this chaos. This grandiloquent and flamboyant character sold whole lots of forgeries of Picasso, Matisse, Chagall, Marquet, Utrillo to rich Americans, with the complicity of the Parisian galleries Pétridès. Helmyr de Hory, the other great forger of the 20th century, specialized in painting in the manner of Modigliani and Picasso, with the tip of his charcoal and his brush... and considerably enriched the production of the greatest!

			Among the cases that still fascinate amateurs, we could mention the adventure of Geert Jansen and Ellen Van Baren, a Dutch couple arrested in 2001 for producing six thousand modern lithographs. Fake, of course. Guy Ribes, too, has produced Matisse, Renoir, Modigliani, Chagall, and Picasso. And what can we say about Han Van Meegeren, who was so fascinated by the golden age of the Dutch and in particular Vermeer that the greatest experts fell into his trap? Today, his works can be found in museums. David Stein, on the other hand, specializes in Picassos, Matisses, Klee and other Chagalls - it was the latter who, in 1966, uncovered the trick - as well as Andy Warhol’s fake Superman.

			Fakes are everywhere in art: in museums, exhibition halls, galleries, and this for a simple reason: these masterpieces are made with the complicity of the masters themselves (sometimes), of the artists’ families when they are dead (very often), of experts and gallery owners from all over the world (all the time). Everyone wins.

			The forger, first of all. The work of an unknown is worth nothing; the same work, signed by a master, is worth a fortune. The artist forger thus amasses colossal sums of money, as much as a drug trafficker.

			The artist also wins. Without being obliged to create, the famous painter can monetize his signature with forgers and speculators. Dalí, Picasso and many others have understood this!

			Finally, the rightful claimants gain. Indeed, when a master dies, the family and his entourage have a stock problem. When all the masterpieces have been sold, it is in their financial interest to authenticate new works, especially since the flow of rich amateurs who want to invest in art does not dry up. These last fifty years have coincided with the overbidding of the quotation of many artists. A real hunt for fakes!

			For my part, I have been making forgeries for forty years, with the complicity of the artists, their mistresses, their families, their friends, the experts and the gallery owners, in an atmosphere of sex, drugs and creation. I found my masterpieces in exhibitions, Christie’s and Sotheby’s catalogs, in the great galleries of the United States, London, Japan, Korea and the Rue de Seine... An orgy!

			In 2001, at the time of the César scandal, the press presented me as the emperor of forgery. Le Figaro was astonished that, in spite of my immoderate love of art, in spite of my talent, in spite of my genius, I had never thought of rubbing shoulders with Monet or Rembrandt, nor with Rodin or Maillol. I answer that I prefer to play with contemporary artists. Monet is not a period that interests me. Too far from me and my idea of art. For Rembrandt, there is already a very famous forger who makes a lot of them. Same thing for Van Gogh. For the old painters, the cases of forgery have multiplied and have given rise to resounding trials concerning Rodin, Maillol, Claudel and Bourdelle. Guy Hains had hundreds of sculptures made in his foundry in Luxeuil-les-Bains that were prized on the international market.

			I have in my collection a beautiful Monet (real), a small Rembrandt and a fake Rodin, accumulated during my years of creative madness. This Rodin, about thirty centimeters, in bronze with a green patina, issued and recognized as authentic, appeared during the German occupation in Paris, when the Nazis had taken over the ministries and museums. A Nazi took a particular interest in Rodin and took the mold of The Eternal Adoration, which depicts a naked man and woman ready to make love. This bronze was cast in a foundry in the Lyon area. Only three copies were made by the founder, whose personal stamp is stamped on the work, along with Rodin’s signature. The mold was real, it came from the Rodin Museum. I acquired my sculpture from a studio technician who had been Claude François’ musical arranger and, his glory days being far behind him, found himself obliged to resell his collection. Through an intermediary, he thus enriched me with a very beautiful mobile by Calder from the 1940s and this fake Rodin.

			I was never a fan of Rodin, but seeing this object on my desk all the time, I found myself liking it. This fake was valued at two and a half million dollars. Later, I was contacted by a very famous actor who collected works by Claudel, Rodin and Picasso, and had even played the role of Rodin in the movies. In short, Gérard Depardieu wanted to buy my fake. I didn’t sell it to him. You don’t sell what you like!

			 

			 

		

	
		
			1. Saint-Paul-de-Vence: Calder, Ben and César [1970]

			As a teenager, I was fortunate to live in an enclave inhabited by many painters, musicians and filmmakers from around the world. In this place, we were taught a philosophy of life that immediately interested me. Creation was a common place for everyone; the words “freedom”, “love”, “libertinage”, “madness”, “non-action” were the primary values of Tourrettes-sur-Loup. As much for the history of art as for geography, this village has been associated on the one hand with Vence, the town where Matisse, Dubuffet, Ernst worked; and on the other hand, further down the road with Saint-Paul, where these great artists found refuge to satisfy their desires for libertinage and work.

			Saint-Paul has seen Soutine and Modigliani come and go, but also old-timers like Renoir, who lived not far from there, on the heights of Cagnes-sur-Mer. Calder and Miró have also left works on the city’s hunting list, which can be seen today at the Maeght Foundation. Arman had his home-studio there. Not far from there, César filled the Colombe d’Or with magnificent pieces that can be seen between Picasso cubists, Miró anthologies, Delaunay, Léger and many others. Giacometti and Chagall came to work here. They are now resting in the small cemetery of Saint-Paul.

			As far as I was concerned, I was fifteen years old and I was fascinated by so much concentrated energy. Not being able to travel, I had the urge to visit with friends the magnificent exhibitions offered by the Côte d’Azur galleries, the openings and happenings of Ben or the Fluxus movement. One of my friends, a painter and visual artist, told me that he had attended a happening by Yoko Ono. She was part of this Fluxus group of thought. He described the show to me in detail. She was alone on a stage, in a kind of small improvised theater; she was dressed in a black dress and moved without a word on this stage.

			At the entrance, scissors were handed out to all spectator-actors, so that everyone could cut out a piece of the dress. When Yoko Ono came down from her promontory and moved among the audience, everyone had to cut the dress in order to make the performer naked. It was fascinating to see that some people were shy and only cut a small piece, while others were greedy and tore off whole sections. Yoko was naked very quickly. It was a tribute to Marcel Duchamp and his Bride Stripped Bare by her Bachelors, even.

			Impressed by the story, I imagined this performance and have not forgotten it. I wish I could have been there. Yoko Ono repeated this happening in New York some time later, but I could not be there. I had no idea that art could be just an ephemeral action; for me it required brushes, pencils, a subject, canvas and colors.

			I spent my nights at the homes of all these artists who drowned in drugs and alcohol all the reasons they had to exist. With my friends, we would crash at Billy Wyman’s place in the hills of Vence. There was often a known fauna of musicians, Mick Jagger, groupies, and even Murray Head who never supported Vence and told me one day:

			- It’s a dead city, full of assholes. I’ve been at Billy’s for a year now, and while it looks really cool, I’m bored. You want a rail? I’ll introduce you to my girlfriends, it’s gonna be a hot night.

			Around Mick, beaming, his girlfriends were untouchable. All over the place, a lot of people were out of their minds, completely out of control, perched high, high. My buddies and I got into the spirit of things: chicks, champagne and other drugs. We danced like crazy until the next day when, exhausted by the orgy, we left alone, keeping once again the ether of our debauchery in memory. That was my life. This multiculture forced me to flutter around in a whirlpool of delirious people gravitating around hallucinated geniuses... I learned lessons of limitless freedom, love and sex. It was the 1970s.

			In the vernissages, I could see from afar characters like Calder, very simple but impressive of corpulence and surrounded by rare living deities of the modern era. He was waving his hand as if he was greeting the guests around, charmed to be recognized by the ogre-child. In reality, he was simply suffering from Parkinson’s disease and was trembling, feverish, constantly vibrating, just like his mobile sculptures. The little snobs were flattered because, except for me, no one knew about it.

			It was in private that I was able to approach this monster, thanks to the parents of my friends who knew him. This brilliant man behaved like a child in wonder who is amused by life. He made his own existence a theater, whose actors were small wire sculptures, each representing a character and circus animals. Of this, I only know the films from the 1940s, when his audience was a tiny group of Surrealist, Dadaist and Cubist artists who were as unknown as he was at the time. Having had the good fortune to be around lithographers and ceramists who worked for him, all of whom were affiliated with the Maeght structure, I was able to penetrate his creative space better than by talking to him. Calder did not express himself much and was too impressive for me to have the courage to ask him questions. So I went through his collaborators, if I may call them that, who were master engravers and ceramists. 

			On Calder’s advice, his assistants executed in the workshops of the Maeght Foundation the techniques that the master did not master. Calder delegated his creations to specialists. They were his regular executors but also those of certain artists, such as Miró or others: these geniuses did not master the craft essential to many of their works. Calder knew “only” how to twist metal, paint it and balance it so that, once finished, the sculpture was entirely the plaything of the wind, the elements, space, and its movement became free.

			In his preparatory gouaches, I see only spirals, rounds of bright colors, orange, yellow, red - colors full of life, like him. I soon learned that when the amount of work becomes important, even for a monster of solidity, there are techniques with which only specialists can translate the imagination and wishes of the artist himself. They are in a way the technical extensions of his thought, but will never be, even in osmosis at the moment of the common result, the artist himself. I understood that they could bring me important elements on the arcane of the master’s thought. By staying close to these specialists, I was able to better understand these exceptional beings.

			I also understood that the artist could, for many reasons, imagine a concept and have it executed by others, to whom he would explain its purpose. I sensed that the association between thoughts, canvases, colors and brushes was obsolete. In the future, creation would be stripped of techniques. I discovered this even more when I was “in class”. In fact, I spent most of my time in the darkness of the cinematheque’s projection room, where films on the lives of Miró, Chagall, Giacometti or Braque were constantly shown. Watching them work in their private studios was enough to get me excited. I then started to deconstruct their behavior to better know them and, in fine, to understand them. The art of inventing cannot be reduced to purely mechanical processes, it is the result of a philosophical and creative approach.

			On a Sunday afternoon, as a tourist, how can one feel a Giacometti, when facing his skinny, lanky, agonizing sculpture, if one does not somehow penetrate the sculptor’s private life through books and films? What can one feel without knowing that, all his life, the artist has only reproduced his own image of starvation? Today, this image of suffering is proposed and sold, declined in postcards in a strictly lucrative goal whereas, he either, never drew from his art a pecuniary consecration: at the end of his life, he was salaried, fed and lodged by the Maeght foundation.

			My grandfather, a painter and architect, gave me a camera and all the accessories I needed to capture moments of life by fixing them forever. That Nikon and I became inseparable. It served as an intermediary between my ideas, my desire to catch privileged moments without needing to get too close to the subjects, the people and the artists. It served me as a passport to unlock the sacrosanct mysteries of those who made up the art world, the places where works were made, the studios of Arman in Vence, Ben in Nice, César in Roquefort-les-Pins. I photographed the happenings of Pinoncelli. I was able to capture the emotion, to steal the memory of the time, I who did not know how to hold a pencil, a charcoal or anything that would have allowed me to express myself otherwise.

			My grandfather had reminded me that, nine centuries earlier, our oldest known ancestor, Hugues Piedoie, a close friend of Saint Louis, was also an architect and painter. Saint Louis, the man who dispensed justice under his oak tree, commissioned him around 1250 to build the parish church of Saint-Martin in Longjumeau, in the Essonne region, contemporary with the construction of Notre-Dame de Paris. This church, dedicated to Bishop Martin of Tours, was destroyed and then rebuilt during the wars. My grandfather Hugues Piedoie, therefore, was far from imagining that, nine centuries later, I would be a painter and forger. If I could go back in time, I would ask him to put in a good word for me so that I could get out clean of the numerous legal cases that have marked my life and that I could have done without!

			 

			 

		

	
		
			2. The Shadow of a Genius: Klein, Saint Phalle and Raysse [1973]

			After the hippie high school in Vence, I decided to take the entrance exam for the Arts Déco in Nice. During several months of preparation, I wander from museum to gallery, from library to private classes of drawing and color study. At the end of the day, I failed because I was too academic and not open enough. In fact, I didn’t have the necessary mastery to enter this high place of education from which almost all the great visual artists and theorists of the time emerged. Nice is nevertheless the cradle, among others, of Yves Klein, the inventor of the ultramarine blue monochrome; of Arman, the accumulator of heterogeneous objects, the destroyer fixing his anger in resin and making it eternal; of César, the greatest of all, inventor of the recycling of consumer objects into compressions/art pieces; Niki de Saint Phalle who, after her rifle shots on canvas, invented La Femme, which she named La Hon, femme étalon, in ultra-colored resin representing a thirty-meter long, six-ton colossus that she defined as the biggest whore in the world; Martial and France Raysse, who honored love by inlaying neon lights in their canvases that can be seen in the city’s Museum of Modern Art! All of them came from or were close to the Arts déco of Nice.

			I fall back on the Villa Thiole, an elitist competition preparation school, where I try to understand the basics of fabrication and plastic expression. I am the worst student. My line is heavy; exaggerated is my vision of proportions in volume. Very quickly, these courses make me singularly drunk, but I must learn at all costs or, at least, grasp by guessing. No question of remaining on the sidelines without knowing anything, at the risk of never catching this elusive thing that my teachers-artists try until the overdose to inculcate me. Except that I am blocked, hermetic, stuck. When I draw, the teachers throw away my easel and take back my charcoal to finish or redo my exercise themselves: alone, I would never have been able to finish my shit. I feel an enormous frustration there; and this shame remains in me as long as, by dint of work, I do not arrive at a minimum of a small result.

			At the Villa Thiole, the monster of color teaching is called Huguenin. He is a corpulent character, about sixty years old, a failed painter who has remained on the fringe of the art world. A former student of Fernand Léger, during the painter’s post-American period, he was one of his executors, a sort of worker helping the master to assemble his frames, take over sketches or finish what the artist asked him to do for him.

			I realize that most of the great artists of this century have had executors to help them realize their projects. Nothing new, however: since Raphael, the history of art has been a group effort. Direction, choice of colors and materials, signature, glory and fortune for the artist; execution and a worker’s salary for the little hands. Huguenin could not bear to live in the shadow of a genius because he was never recognized as an artist. So he ended his life trying to train those who might be what he had failed to be. He did his best to teach his pupils the meaning, the balance and the value of colors, to give us to see what only a trained eye can discern, to teach us to dissect colors and to decompose them before mixing them on the palette and to arrive at a transposition as accurate as personal of the observation.

			The colors that we don’t see, I end up seeing them by dint of concentration until exhaustion. I separate them and put them back in their place on the canvas. I learn that, placed on a table of dark sienna color, a pot captures purple, blue, red or pink reflections; and it is these reflections that I must paint. The edge of the table on which this pot is placed appears to me with green reflections, even apple green sometimes. By dint of self-denial, tears, irritation and renunciation, I succeed in acquiring a new vision; it took me a year of intense training. I also understand that, in order to work as a team, it is essential to magnetize one’s performers to make them understand the concepts of the works to be realized. Then, these executors become clones of the artist - I will remember this when, like an assistant following the tacit instructions of a genius, I will execute forgeries of certain masters.

			Huguenin would never experience this liberation. The repression of his own art led him, like most of the teachers at the Villa, to neurosis. The teachers and I don’t function in the same way, which explains why they treat me, rightly or wrongly, as a moron who can’t grasp the heart of the art that they themselves are convinced they have grasped. And I, for my part, think that Huguenin is stupid to have missed his destiny. He had everything to be a mad forger; he was the very heart of Fernand Léger; but his ego was too strong. His resentment and honesty trapped him in frustration until his death. What a waste!

			 

		

	
		
			3. My hunting paintings: Legros, Léger and Chagall [1976]

			At Villa Thiole, the magical life of Fernand Legros inspires me. During the 1960s, this artist forger had the whole world in his pocket - experts, rightful owners, dealers and painters’ widows. Reading his masterpiece, Tableaux de chasse ou la vie extraordinaire de Fernand Legros, I begin to dream of a free, libertine and offbeat life, where a certain magic can change a dull existence into a bouquet of lights.

			One morning, in need of money, I consulted some auction catalogs while drinking a tea, and I decided to get busy. Digging through my drawing boxes, recovering a few sheets of Canson paper, I soak these too white sheets in my Earl Grey. Yellowing as if it had been exposed to the sun for too long, the sheet ages, when dried, by about forty years! Grabbing a pencil, I summarily execute a drawing found in a Dufy catalog: it is a scene of carriages, with horses and ladies in crinolines, sketched in the Jardin Albert-Ier in Nice (Raoul Dufy’s favorite subject in the 1940s). I find the drawing nice; so I decide to go and offer it on the market of second-hand dealers, antique dealers and merchants of infamous crusts which is held in the Old Nice, cours Saleya. After two or three refusals, I arouse the interest of a peddler for this “masterly” work, resulting from a morning lamentation. I immediately cashed in the equivalent of 900 €. I laugh, and the dealer laughs too, convinced that he has just made a good deal. He asks me if I have other family works to give him. I let him think that I did, thus arousing his interest in my collection, which is certainly non-existent but which is just waiting for some personal efforts to be made to expand it.

			After my classes, I begin, awkwardly, to sketch sketches, drawings, compositions in the manner of Fernand Léger. I go to the Fernand-Léger national museum in Biot. There, I study the different periods of his work. I analyze the papers, the gouache colors and the inks used by the artist. I preciously note my observations, especially those related to the American period. I spend hours between the museum rooms and the library, rich in information. I take photos that I can use to make new studies on paper with ink and gouache, works that I intend to invent and realize in the intellectual logic of Léger transmitted by Huguenin.

			Later, by frequenting very important collectors, I would learn that, when she became a widow, Nadia Léger continued to create works by her husband. The collectors explained to me that only works authenticated during the master’s lifetime, provided they were major works, were of interest to them; the others were tainted by suspicion. Mine are not important works, barely studies on paper, done in graphite, ink and gouache. They are no less respectful of the spirit of the master; I therefore date them before his death, sign them with his name, and sell them without a second thought to my little merchants on the Cours Saleya. After that, I set about creating works in Chagall’s wash. To achieve this, I analyze already finished works, I go back to the framework of the preliminary drawing, and I recompose, in another balance, a new sketch in 40x60 cm. Out of my six attempts, four seem worthy of being preserved. I contact a gallery in Monaco which also lends money in exchange for the deposit of jewelry or works of art. The gallery and its director took me for a high-spending heir, squandering his family’s assets. This saves me from having to expose myself to the unnecessary risks of direct sales and pressing questions. The gallery offers me the equivalent of a few hundred euros per work, and the possibility of getting them back within a year... with an interest rate!

			My work in Miró’s mixed media - gouaches, charcoal, Indian ink and graphite - is really not great: I’m ashamed of it today! But I’m still learning and my student purse is filling up with ease. This allows me to party, pay for my coke rails and buy my first Beetle convertible.

			 

			 

		

	
		
			4. The meeting: Warhol, Lichtenstein and Mandrake the magician [1979]

			During this period of learning, I jumped on the art train without a ticket. With my friends of promotion, we are overboosted by chemistry and shot with heroin. We are invited to all the crazy parties. One of the most memorable is Andy Warhol’s opening at the Hotel de Paris in Monaco: between the barriers that hold back an uninvited public and the valets who are hallucinating in front of our green crests and our look, we’re a mess in Monaco. Surrounded by Ferraris, Bentleys and other ultra-luxury cars, my Beetle Convertible is picked up by the valet. We head straight for Warhol. He is in a corner of the showroom in a blazer and a blonde wig. He stands still, hands behind his back like a diva, responding to a wall of people standing more than a meter away from him. Only his secretary translates, photographs and records the event.

			During the tour, we go back and forth to the bar. A lot. I spot Caesar in a hallway near the reception. Clearly intimidated by the pop art star, he keeps himself busy by punching a stack of Interview magazine to sign autographs for punk midget girls in Chanel. Warhol was unaware that Caesar was unknown in the United States.

			A few grams of alcohol later, my buddies and I are taken in picture without our knowledge by the secretary of the star, who invites us to stay for dinner under the glass roof with 300 privileged people. I decline the invitation: we want to leave to continue the party elsewhere, in Nice, with friends. When the secretary insists, arguing that Warhol has changed the composition of his table to include us - there are four of us - I give in; and we do what we are invited to do: plant our existentialist scandals by emptying the bottles of Chablis, then recommend other bottles. Warhol doesn’t move. He is content to observe the incessant ballet of the waiters.

			We are the darlings and pariahs of the evening. The dishes follow one another, nobody touches them but us! The vampire Warhol is watching us. We are his attraction. He does not speak, addressing only his secretary and remaining, as usual, at the stage of the deeply superficial and futile. The secretary serves as a relay interpreter and gauges us: who are we? what are we doing? No answer! It is enough to observe us to understand. This is the sport that most of the dinner guests are playing, their eyes riveted on our table. I imagine the conversations...

			In reality, this dinner - where I don’t see Caesar - is only a happening discreetly directed by the masterful vampire Andy. Everything is calculated. Warhol hates Monaco and its fauna. To hold on, he needs destroyed existential fun, like his work. We are his willing toys. The secretary, taut as a bow, translates in bursts the questions that Warhol asks us. The artist is not looking for a dialogue, but he wants to know who are these punks with green, red, blue, white Perfecto, diaphanous and without any doubt completely stoned? No dialogue of the deaf. Our presence has an advantage for him: it positions him as an overhanging deity, half-amused, half-misunderstanding. The frustrated looks of the Monegasque pseudo-intelligence amuse him. It’s his way of sending these snobs away from him. He is the MC and plays with us, for example by letting his wine drip like blood on the corner of his lips. Does he think he is in osmosis with us? Not sure.

			Via his secretary, he asks me if I own at least one of his works. I answer him:

			- No, not one, several. Silkscreens on canvas, one of which represents four Marilyn Monroe of different colors, four Campbell’s Soup Cans also silkscreened on four separate canvases, and a gloomy Electric Chair on canvas.

			What I don’t specify? A tiny detail: these are my first tests made a few days before. I probably bluffed him, but he’s careful not to show it!

			- I don’t like Monaco,” Andy grumbles. I’m bored there. In the gardens and on these tables, I wish there were only artificial flowers.

			The pope of pop art is surrounded by ultra light beings, but his logic of “deeply superficial” is not light!

			The secretary asks us if we would agree to finish the evening in Andy’s suite. We accept and we find ourselves, Andy, his secretary and us, to make flow with Louis Xlll cognac and Cristal Roederer champagne. Finally, we don’t have to hide anymore to sniff! A tape of what Andy filmed in sixteen years at the Factory, on the theme of the “Thirteen most beautiful women in the world”, is played on a loop: a fixed shot of each face for long minutes, women with frozen expressions; only a few mouth movements, eyelash beats, discreet breaths or movements of the nerves of the face animated them. Disturbing, no sound, no action. Vampire Andy!

			The master confides to us - I already suspected - that he is obsessed with Picasso. Picasso is the greatest artist in this bloody story of art and yet one of the most prolific. I agree with Andy. I tell him that I also have several Picassos hanging on my walls.

			These are, of course, fakes. From real Picassos, authenticated studies on paper, indisputable of truth and mastery, I made others in graphite and gouache, on subjects such as The Painter and his Model, Heads of Fauns, as well as nudes of very fat women, attempts at cubist composition... All of this makes up about fifteen interpretations of the master, not really successful, still in their infancy, but which I signed “Picasso” and dated from his lifetime. I hid these works in my drawing box, in the middle of my own studies, those I did at the Arts Déco. By making these drawings and gouaches, I understand Picasso more, the speed of his strokes, the accuracy of his compositions. I understand him more intimately than a course given by the best art teacher would have revealed to me. I have no intention of selling them.  It is only a work of analysis, personal and imperfect.

			Without this subtitle, the vampire seems once again disconcerted. He blurts out:

			- For an artist like me, the most important thing is to produce without rest, without stopping. That’s what I do in my Factory in New York, my factory for creating art.

			The introverted genius would finally open up to us? Then I jumped in and told him, sincerely, that he was the only one who deserved the name of master, in the New York scene, even in the face of colossi like Pollock, Lichtenstein, Jasper Johns and Wesselmann. I would add that he seems to me very close to the New Realism of Nice, to César, Arman and Klein. In my opinion, these three dig a similar path by relentlessly questioning consumer society. New realism and pop art evolve in parallel, simultaneously, barely separated by the distance between New York and Nice. I take advantage of this to slip in the fact that I have a very beautiful work by Roy Lichtenstein, an enlarged comic strip image silk-screened on canvas, but also black and white photos of Roy working, which the artist has signed and autographed for me; and, thrown in, I amuse myself by asking him:

			- Why do you think Lichtenstein never reproduced in large format the hero of my favorite comic strip, Mandrake, the magician with his cape, his wand, his top hat, always accompanied by his eunuch bodyguard, wearing a ring in his ear?
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