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The actor had played our show that evening ; with this general of the first version, it was a question of celebrating one more year in the profession. After the bows, I joined the troupe on stage : we explained to the audience that during all these years I had resisted against the lack of love, all the more crying in the world of the show that its world is paradoxically supposed to produce the illusion of it. A year earlier, the old Trappist who had written "Confession about fame" reproached me for a certain lack of love : this creation was indeed the answer due to the monk. The actor was mistaken in believing that this answer would be enough. It would have taken more than the persuasion of a Cistercian to convince me that my life had no schizophrenic aspect, so that I would have decided to take up the damn charge of organizing the needs for recognition of intermittent entertainers, while maintaining spiritual requirements : but what more would it have taken ?

Afterwards, the actor waited to hear from me : nothing. In order to try to find me again, despite my all too real absence, he had to take stock of what he had at his disposal : the memory of the twelve months that had preceded this evening, the books that had prepared them, republished in the same volume with the strange title of "Coups on the church", a copy of which I had given him for the preparation of the interpretation work, but which he had neglected. Now too late he could concentrate on what had been extracted from it in order to be offered the role he no longer hoped for, but the actor still understood nothing, almost nothing. Did he think of taking a boat like the one on which I had embarked even though the rehearsal period had begun – a cargo ship bound for Canada ? However, the actor did not reach the port of Antwerp because he was soon playing again, something else, and he had no time, really not enough time. But he was tired, after all, of taking himself seriously in order to be taken seriously in return, tired of paying lip service – although in his case, that is to say, for a comedian !

He had worked for me for days, sometimes nights. Within a week, one year had passed between our first meeting and the creation. He would have liked us to celebrate this anniversary together : it didn't happen.

– Good evening, and thank you for your trust.

– Oh, you're welcome, really...

These were the last conventional words I said to the actor when I waved to him after having passed him in the street at the exit of the theater... At the beginning, alone in his small studio, riveted to the screen of his laptop, he had surely consoled himself a little by convincing himself that, this time, I was really running away, doing in any case much more than just moving away temporarily to take a step back from our work, as I had wanted to do a few months earlier by crossing an ocean on a merchant ship : I was in a hurry according to him, so I had to go back by plane, I who could be almost as afraid of it as he was ! The comedian was not mistaken : I had returned to this cursed country. Was it to take refuge there again ?

The actor had seen me a few months before we were introduced, at a private reading in a post-Sixties apartment in a damp building in Saint-Germain-des-Prés. The audience, exclusively male, which had come, was laughing at Socrates as well as at the Alcibiades that the actor was supposed to embody at best. He had been asked to play with sandals on his feet, wearing an unbuttoned white shirt whose flaps fell on canvas pants. The owner, who was receiving guests in his apartment, had long ago exchanged his Central European name for that of a Renaissance painter, but he was no angel. An old handsome man with a crumpled face, he seemed to be convinced that his remains were enough for anyone to be won over by his advice ; but the comedian sent him packing when he was asked to play bare-chested just before his entrance on the stage. A small buffet was set up so that other "croutons" could gorge themselves after the performance. In the crowd that followed, there were some who smiled more or less carnivorous smiles under the pretext of complimenting a weak performance : well, why not try to sleep with him ? But I didn't feel obliged to congratulate him ; and I didn't smile at all when I saw him.

The man who had given the line, assuming the posture of a Socrates at least as unlikely as the Alcibiades the actor had just played, had once been an apprentice interpreter, at the Comédie Française ; after he realized that he would never be entrusted with anything more than second halberdier roles, he had made a career in communications for luxury goods. Then the time of retirement having come and the material assured, he had kept enough fatuity to try again a career of cabot, even particularly late. The good man is representative of those with whom the actor had to work : generally mediocre but perfectly unconscious of the weakness of their talents... Was he already afraid that he would soon resemble them completely, without any possible return ? nevertheless what a pleasure to be congratulated and so much the worse if the noisy praise is worth so little, when it comes from someone who is not much !

Perhaps it would have been appropriate to open from the beginning, so that the actor could understand better, a parenthesis on the words producer and loner : if there is a possibility to speculate on their association, one can however perfectly see oneself qualified in these two contradictory ways, in the exact measure that one is not locked in a schizophrenic posture. The actor had finally understood it, too late still : it is in the link between these two personality traits, that he could have glimpsed the meaning of what he had to interpret. If he had grasped it in time, his performance would have been of a different scale. The actor, before our meeting, was looking for a more and more hypothetical celebrity as time went by, which he wasted ; on my side, on the contrary, I had already gone very far in the exploration of this advantage of not being known by those whom one does not know : it had been necessary, to arrive there, to have fun of the notoriety whatever the degree of it was. And it was still necessary for this adventure to be carried out well, since I had until then worked with stars, to support the frequentation of nerds among whom the actor could end up, in his own eyes, by not missing to appear. How was it possible that his humiliation was not complete in the end ?

"In Paris" : he had thus played, and in a famous theater. After having had the leisure to "gargle" about it, the actor would have all the time in front of him to continue to agitate, in his head, his pretty dream which had finally led to nothing... What else does one do on stage than to poison the spectators with all the ugliness of which one is capable ? not so much one's own, but the ugliness of the lie in which one took part with them ; there are some who go so far as to call that a communion ! On stage, one does nothing "in real life" ; it is not very original to say so, but it is not the originality that matters most in this whole story. The way in which they enthusiastically collaborate with the big lie is terribly disturbing, oh yes, it should be completely frightening. It is said that this comedy has more meaning than life in the city, that it is the quintessence of existence. But one is not at the show in an ultimate miraculous dimension which would concentrate the best extracts of humanity ! That the public lets itself be fooled, that it pays for that, there is not to be moved by it since it is only about entertainment, and that even this kind of amusement can be good. But the artists, who do they think they are, whether they are obscure or not, when they go so far as to claim that they are in charge of a mission, of truth moreover : but which one ? Nothing is more fake than what they show on stage, under the most flattering features or the most vivid colors ; they are adored for that : so they take themselves for what they are not. The temptation to attach importance only to this deception, neglecting the rest that is not theater – nor cinema – is all the more distressing when the talent that serves it is thin. The worst thing about it is that they don't love. The fact that the play is an appearance of love, painting it under its best or worst aspects, is not serious in itself : it participates in the rule of the genre. But, by isolating the feeling in public in a posture always forced, even if it is often seductive, one persuades, and one is persuaded that it is, afterwards, and elsewhere, once the curtain, the applause fell, the imposture of love. One takes the interpretations for what they seem to be : it is of good war since it is there the goal of the spectacle ; but one is rudely mistaken when one forgets that the people who collaborate in the masquerade are, them, spectators or actors, not only shadows.

The actor would have refused to believe in this verdict, because of what it implied : to change his profession. However, he preferred to participate in passable creations at the risk of often thinking himself a creative genius - it was so much more rewarding... I told him that in the church of Les Halles in Paris, the console of the organ loft has, just above the five rows of keyboards, a phrase inscribed in Latin which means "to God alone be the glory". If one should be doubtful about the real modesty of the organist who had the phrase engraved, one should recognize that talent does not come entirely from oneself, that sometimes it could even surpass you. One learns, it seems, authenticity in monastery fences ; it is certainly not the ordinary of the entertainment business, which teaches humility – all those poor models on which fate gave the comedian to lean !

In his little studio, he had begun to hate me. And a good woman above was still pounding the floor with her too high heels : but let her twist her foot !...

We would never have seen each other again, let alone spoken, if it hadn't been for the trap concocted by a particularly experienced theatre-goer ; the director, the lucky fool in question, had the unsuccessful project of adapting a new translation of Shakespeare's sonnets, concocted by the Socrates of the German-Pratinian salon : without a doubt, soliciting a producer by boasting a particularly predictable physique would be enough to get a blank check.

– He can play naked : it's up to the producer. But you know, he's straight.

So that's it, this portrait that he wanted to make of the actor to begin with !...

– I don't work for less than ten thousand euros. I tell you from the beginning : you understand me.

During this first interview it was necessary that I, the courted guest, should approach the artistic desires of the beggar ; in fact, the question could almost seem incongruous : I was expected to confine myself to the role of the sponsor, to be content with giving money for the only presupposed desire for the very physical advantages of the bait that the actor constituted in the eyes of the director who was going to take him to show him off... The trap did not work as planned : the youth again of the approached victim ? ! or the defiance of principle against the practices of seduction in general, an intransigent detestation of crude manipulations more simply ? then, how could one know my solitary part ?

– You have a refined apartment... See you soon !

There are better than people full of themselves : those who overflow with themselves. More than a year after this episode, and once he had proclaimed in a dithyrambic way the success of the general for the show to which he had invited himself, the theatregoer thought he had the right to reiterate more bluntly his request for financing, which this time was definitively refused, while the Parisian garage in the shape of a corridor of the badly named theater of the rue de la Huchette, a store with a back room converted into a performance hall, was waiting for a pigeon to fill the opening hole of its season. Strangely enough, from that moment on, the praises that the too great man of the theater had served, turned into jealous criticisms... As for the actor, he often had to swallow his answer, to hold back his resentment, in short to behave like a submissive prostitute : he had to seduce in order to work and he was often ready to do almost anything ; those who called themselves his friends knew how to spit in his face as soon as they had to defend their own bones. I never wanted to do more than evoke what this director, this long-time acquaintance of the actor, had said about me that was negative, to whom the latter could not help but keep a somewhat weary but sincere attachment : if he had been warned, would he have avoided the errors of judgment that he did not fail to commit again very quickly with others ?... The actor knew that he could not compare himself to those I had been able to help before. But precisely, if he was chosen for the role and if, together, we had managed to endure so many things, by fidelity to this choice, there had to be more there than a simple contest of circumstances, initiated by a director even more egocentric than the toy that he offered without success...

The quantity of poisonous individuals that can be found in this beautiful profession of the spectacle is consequent. Some of these characters would be sufficiently consistent in themselves to be duplicated in a full-fledged satire, without the slightest alteration. The director in question is truculent : that's the word, so much so that his fatuity can be comical. Oh ! of course there are still many who could see themselves, not maliciously caricatured, but faithfully described : no ! he is not the only one... The comedian would not have been the best placed to indulge in this kind of exercise which consists in making fun of those whom one knows : if he had indulged in the same little game by brushing my portrait, after what we had to live, it is probable that I would have gone out unharmed of the process applied with all the inaccuracy of which he was capable ! It would have been better if the actor had made fun of himself for what he was : he had learned to entertain the gallery and if that had never brought in much, at least he lived from it, certainly often more badly than well. Today – it is not just too much but a perfectly logical continuation – one can think that the director, or others of the same type, continue to make him work, the actor, as it had been the case for years, in new productions ; if they remain always as random in their developments, at least they have the merit to exist.

What would have happened if I had agreed to the request of the man who had always convinced himself that he was this great man of the theater ? And could something special have happened, somehow ? In fact, there is this new question, and this one is perhaps really worthwhile : why did I indulge in frequenting, late in life, a category of people that the previous years had spared ? It was difficult for the actor to admit a first obvious fact : the reason for my behavior could have nothing to do with any late desire to give chances to new talents... Directors think they are more or less gods and, finally, considering their function, it is quite normal, excusable so to speak ; to ensure the representation of a dramatic work on the stage, what a beautiful ambition ! To each his own way of doing things, and the one we are talking about here is rather endearing : if he had never worked for big theaters except in his Benelux, and especially not in France, he did his work properly. What is really interesting, to try to understand what happened to the actor, is of another order. To stage is to manipulate first of all for the sole good cause of the creation that one serves, but there is not only that ; one does not only influence as skillfully as possible a troupe, or one of its members in particular, so that the interpretation is in conformity with the thoughts that the author describes, or that one lends him. There is the rest, that which takes place off stage and which the public does not see and, even if it were shown, would not want to see most of the time. Yes ! What can you make an actor believe in order to make him become a professional ? The merry-go-round of seduction, which is shaken to achieve its ends, and which turns and turns again, does not work smoothly. Unless one is propelled by an incredible luck, associated with a remarkable talent, one can have to undergo all the degrees of the flirting, and in this matter all the blows are allowed. Their list starts with this "I like you, so I make you work" – which can be declined without any complex in the way of blackmail with "You sleep with me, so I make you work and so you will succeed with me". What exists above all, with more perversity, is the whole of the networks which are set up to ensure more surely the control of the star apprentice who is coveted : the innuendos, the half lies, what one repeats to the others, what one does not repeat and what one lets believe, the light pressures, the heavy threats, the false kindness and the true duplicity, the whole embellished with small calculated generosities, declarations or ambiguities, tests of strength, angers, tears and sincere remorse sometimes ; devil ! what a know-how... The actor was not so sour during our show, oh no, he was not so sour. He hadn't changed his profession for the sole reason that he couldn't really do anything else ; no doubt he loved what he did, and sometimes he even did it sincerely even if this was already happening at the time less and less often. Everything he had endured he could bear because he was always convinced of the great value of what he was associated with, secretly hoping to meet a man or woman of the theater remarkable enough to give him a chance : a real chance. Yes, but where there is good will above all, one cannot help but feel the work that is being done, far from the grace of the artist that makes one dream. The actor who has reached the age of his director, in the hypothesis that he would have assumed himself sufficiently, that he would have accepted enough of what he was in his private life in order to achieve something with the public, would he also know this deformation of the character and of the feelings, this ability to make up as pretty what can never be beautiful ?... All in all, the place that one reserves for the staging, by distinguishing it at this point from the work of the author or the interpreter, is not so old but it lasts a little too long, all the same, to be only a fashion.
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