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Preface and Introduction

I remember Stanislas KAZAL, in Place de la Victoire, speaking on French culture and Radio Campus Bordeaux with great enthusiasm.

I remember  Stanislas KAZAL at our friend, P.’s house, tasting oysters with relish.

I remember Stanislas KAZAL contemplating his muse with the eyes of the sea.

I remember Stanislas KAZAL dipping his lips into a glass of red wine.

I remember  Stanislas KAZAL sitting in a high-backed armchair, speaking to me of his daughter with devotion. 

I remember Stanislas KAZAL slowly descending the stone staircase of a Bordeaux cellar....There, he had gone to meet Marina, and the ghost of Stalin’s palace, rising up from his distant Poland.

Sitting on the ground, he conversed with Quasiclodo of the Capuchins, while breathing in the scent of a sheesh kebab.

From line to line, I was reminded of the base tones of a BREL, the strength of a FERRÉ and the furious chords of seventies rock. Then BRASSENS and GAINSBOURG bursting in too.

Thoroughly intimidated by this high court, I listened to the voice and observed the body of this teller of stories, of this Poet, this craftsman of words, creating a world where a grey dawn over a murky town could exist side by side with spiralling heavens pierced by stars. The words, in his mouth, became precious gems and the lines came forth in brilliant reds, blues and yellows. So many words, so many strikes against a world deaf to the desire to live, a world drunk on certainty, where the artist has no right to speak.

A world that breaks down these precious gems. A world that condemns itself.

To listen to Stanislas KAZAL is to say no, to the tyranny of right-thinking, right-feeling, right-speaking.

To think, to feel, to speak, three things that humanity must approach with wisdom, justice, kindness, love and circumspection. 

To listen to Stanislas KAZAL is to recognise the authenticity of language. The words sounded like stars hurled into the void of heaven.

To dream of justice that soothes a world in exile where none dares to seek it.

To dream of love that raises up the other person and becomes a refuge. To dream of a place where the impossible could become the future of the human race.

To listen to Stanislas KAZAL is to wake to the world that surrounds us.

With love.

With humour.

There, where one confuses kindness with derision.

There, where one glimpses the shadow of a truth.

There, where a thrill of excitement breaks through the absurdity.

To observe Stanislas KAZAL is to know that memory is a web of dreams.

To observe Stanislas KAZAL is to create form within the radiance of a sound.

“And may the sound be radiance.” 

To observe Stanislas KAZAL is to watch the world unfold.

Uncurl like a scroll, burst out in an uppercut, resolve itself in an anacoluthon.

So to the neck: three little turns in each direction!

The face: a good, wrinkled, old apple!

The shoulders: roll them back then forward. Then back again.

The elbows: they bend easily back upon themselves.

The wrists: forming little marionettes, like so.

The waist: forward, to the right, back, and to the left, and back.

The pelvis: forward, to the right, back, and to the left, and back.

The hips: legs together, stretch one leg out to the side, then bring it back as slowly as possible, to its original position. The same for the other leg: keep the pelvis still.

The abductor muscles: the Lotus flower. Sit on the ground, put the soles of your feet together , knees apart, lean forward, keeping the back straight, your head in line with your spine.

Touch your forehead to the ground, if possible.

The knees: balance on one leg. Bring your other thigh up to the horizontal. Let the rest of the leg hang.

Turn around, first in one direction, then the other.

And relax.

The ankles: stretching out your leg, rotate your ankle first in one direction, then the other. And relax.

The heels: balance on your heels, leaning back as far and as quickly as is possible.

The toes: step back a little, now bend your toes in order to move forward..

Pick up a pencil with your toes.

Final, relaxed position :

Sit on your heels, put your head between your knees and the palms of your hands on the ground.

Rise on your heels, as slowly as possible. Feel Every part of you, suffused with heat, and visualise each in its rightful place in your body.

THAT IS HOW YOU FORGE A BODY !

Stanislas KAZAL did this healthy exercise several times a week!

Once he had satisfied the aforementioned tasks, he could  refine himself in further ways. 

He remembered that he had a voice.. 

For a singer, this was normal! Or so it seemed...

For him... It was the very least!

An O, placed in the belly.

An A, in the chest.

An I, in the head.

What, still?

Understand that, in certain circumstances, this can change. At any time.

Against all odds, the KAZAL, still undefeated, said nothing. Indeed, with the tip of his pencil between his teeth, his legendary capacity for protest and appeal was reduced to nothing.

IT SEEMED THAT THERE WAS NOTHING, AND YET THERE CAME FORTH A VOICE!

Soon, his lips worked. Syllables poured forth from his mouth. Stories of love, like invectives against the all-pervasive foolishness of the world.

AND

Stanislas KAZAL spoke. His body spoke. Through the power of words, everything fell into place.

AND THUS DID HE BLEED!

Even so, a red kiss heals the wounds of the soul.

And truth sailed by on her little cloud... 

A CAFÉ IN PARIS, 10TH MAY 2008.

Corinne TISSERAND—SIMON


Warning

––––––––

The Fortress of Art

Don’t paint here, the wall told me

For I am here to block your view

I don’t believe that painting me

Would explain “show offs” to you

Spit on the dirty, proud and base,

Holed up in their dark market cart

Yesterday they took their place

In this, the fortress of art

I saw “late arrivals” at the start

Precocious unknowns just the same

From this, the fortress of art

To Lachaise, they all, in silence, came

Now, imprisoned here, I stand

And, oft returning to the fold,

To where the champagne still is bland

And the tickets bought and sold. 

I speak to that which holds you back,

Doubts, that imprison and protect.

Best keep off of the beaten track

And with your trust, be circumspect

Be on your guard, my would-be rebel,

The guardian of my bars, you know,

Like those that we call beautiful

Are those named impresario.


Foreword

Urgent and recommended!

––––––––

Sir,

I am writing you a letter, although your case is thoroughly mute, because there is nought but silence that can plead your corrupted side. I write to demand that you retract your speech, once and for all; I am that speech; it will be difficult; it will say everything without ever taking into consideration your sad state. Moreover, I am that state, that great beta. I will not analyse my words nor accept yours in return.

It would be too easy. Why not have a debate while we’re here?

I retract your right to answer, given how you have used your freedom of expression.

I will demonstrate my rigour; I will trample all pity and all compassion for a rebel of your ilk. The Day of Judgement has come for parasites like you!

We must make cut-backs on lives and, since you are one of the living, what you get is what you deserve!

The time of change is coming, and moreover, those who are against change...You, criminal, pure product of erroneous leftist ideologies, of dangerous questions and a lack of faith in God!

You talk of thinking, but must you think in order to obey?

You talk of love, but must you love in order to consume?

Dirty liar, you talk of truth but must you have truth in order to believe?

Therefore be silent! 

You talk, you talk, but must you talk? Why must you?

To irritate me.

Forced to leave my telephone and my secretary, my responsibilities, my good works, my trophy wife, to listen to you!

Are you, alone, aware of the national interest?

And moreover, you call it singing! I come to you, like a rubbish truck going to the dump. I have things in my heart and I tip them out, because I have the power to speak.

And I will not deprive myself of it. 

––––––––

I am speech, you little virus!

You have dishonoured our culture! Do you at least know, you little degenerate, what culture is?

Culture is France!

Therefore, you have dishonoured France...

Yes, surely, sir, you have dishonoured France!

You have done this to your poor, cherished country. A blush spreads across her face, from Menton to Dunkerque and from one ear to the other, from Strasbourg to Brest.

How could you do this?

Oh, France, such humiliation! 

You who have already, many times, been dragged across the ground by your hair into the mud of the dirtiest of streams: paid annual leave, recession, pollution, the Maine-Montparnasse Tower, the loss of your precious colonial empire, immigration, contraception, diversity, homosexuality, weather anomalies caused by satellites, abortions paid for by social security, benefits for scroungers, the single currency, the thirty-five hour working week, casual workers, and them you!

France, ridiculed, mocked, put in a position of shame by one so insignificant!

You, who have abandoned two wars with the excuse that you had not yet been born!

Claiming that your grandparents were not French! Is this how you thank them?







We can censor you, but that is not enough; there is only one solution.

France, love it, or leave it!

I push ardently for your suicide. 

It would have some appeal: you could leave a beautiful letter, the words of a man stripped of all self-respect.

“My soul, torn apart by a monstrous instance of error, after a speech by the President of the Republic, and just before a reality TV show, I was taken by madness and I spat on the fools.

Unable to live with my remorse, I paid with my life for my treacherous crime. Forgive me and farewell!”

To remain French (without hara-kiri) perhaps a bullet to the head.

Or, at the other extreme, poison – ‘Shakespearian’: the cup rolls to the ground and you put your hand over your heart entoning your final speech, strong and noble.

“Unable to live in sin, I choose exile from this world.”

If you opt for a pistol, get it by express delivery in under forty-eight hours; for poison, read the instructions enclosed but don’t have your stomach pumped in the ambulance.

Should you falter, since we are not heartless, I would remind you that you reside on the third floor, so in that case, a simple defenestration would suffice. You needn’t even feel obliged to assume the position of a diver, arms out in front of you.

Because I am France; that is all!

I hereby offer you, sir, congratulations and lively encouragement, with regard to the pursuit of your artistic endeavours. Your most fervant admirer,

Anna Nymus 


The Birth of Stanislas Kazal

––––––––

I am Stanislas Kazal. I don’t do jumps or somersaults. I am not trying to sell you anything and will ask nothing from you but that you give me your time and listen to me because this is the moment and the place wherein I roll out the straw mattress for you all to be seated on.

I write songs, but first, I would like to tell you how I was born, because I was not born Stanislas Kazal.

I was born, enslaved to ignorance that breeds wickedness and to wickedness that breeds ignorance. I was born a machine, a machine of flesh and blood, barely human, a robotic existence. I was sad, I was happy, according to my frustrations and satisfactions, desires that weren’t really me. I had no soul.

Like everyone, I sought to understand my programming and I contented myself with the answers I found in my instruction manual. To that end, I learnt to read.

Like everyone, I tried to offer explanations and I contented myself by justifying my possible technical failures. To that end, I learnt to speak.

Like all of us, I wanted to be, but was only allowed to have and have not, so 
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