I WANNA BE GREAT AND NOBLE
(L’IndispensablE Tristan-Edern VAQUETTE)

« I'm burning to say at last a few words of deep truth among all those literary lies and dramatic repetitions. » (Léon Bloy)

Chapter I: Value





Chapter one: Value.

    The horror of the left-wing idea is that of thinking that all men are equal ; that any minister whose name ends with a "y" is as worthy as Jean-Edern Hallier.

    The stupidity of the right-wing idea, is to think that this guy is better than that one because the former is richer, or more noble, or more talented when it comes to making bucks or stringing together crass jests that please the trisomic audience of familial and TV-show evenings, or because he is white, or black, or Jewish, or not Jewish, or a dissected extraterrestrial making an appearance on Pradel's show. 

The pathetic vileness shared in unison by those two woeful ideas is that one: if they deny the idea of value, they think, on the other hand, that everything has a price.


    That's not true, that's not true, everything is not equal in value. 
 

    The minister whose name ends with a "y" says: "Hey! Why should I give a fuck that Mozart or Einstein ever existed? Anyway, had they never existed, my life, it would have been just the same, right ?" – Of course not! Of course not, friend comrade minister, Man is a social animal. So, if during the history of suffering Humanity, a few - too few - people hadn't, each day, tried to escape from the void of your conformed life, devoid of beauty and majesty, we would be reduced, you and I, to being mere monkeys, grunting, sleeping, eating and copulating sometime, but, you see, even you, you are not exactly a monkey, and by denying value, you deny the essence of Man, of course, but you also deny his daily and factual reality. 

    The minister whose name end with a "y" say: "Heeeey! You bastard! You don't like people!" – Of course not! Of course I don't like people, precisely because I like Men great and noble.
 
    The minister whose name ends with a "y" say: "Ho! But who do you think you are? You are so pretentious!" – Of course not! No, it's too easy to say "There is nothing" just because we are nothing, "Everything is worth the same" just because we are worthless. See, among the crass jests that make for the base of your indigent mind, you repeat that sentence dismissing all value: "To each his opinion, right ?". Do you mean, friend-comrade minister, that your opinion about cinema, culture or society in general is worth Jean-Luc Godard's ? Great! Where is the humility here? 

    But you are right, you are right, I am pretentious: I pretend to. Because, you see, if there is nothing, if everything is worth the same, all I have left to do is sit on my bed, with as my only tragicomic ambition to become a security guard, to chat up a Marks and Spencer's cashier in a nightclub, at a Saturday night party, picking her from 2 or 3 drunk whores, to fuck her on the backseat of my 205 GTI for the price - often quite excessive come to think of it - of a Malibu-Coca and a lubricated condom, before marrying her, having 2 children with her, and knocking out three of her teeth - adventure! 

    So I, I will be treacherous, having betrayed my fathers. Because, you see, in opposition to the dominant ideas of the democratic and liberal times I live in, I owe, I owe to every person who - from Richard Feynman to Vuillemin - brought me up. 

    The good thing in man – take note, you prat, it's from Nietzsche, freely adapted by Vaquette – the good thing in man is that he isn't an end in himself, but a bridge, a bridge to the superman. So, the mind that is desirous of carrying the weight of Man's knowledge and value through the arid desert which is men's contempt - that mind turns into a camel. At the end of the desert, he meets the dragon of "You must". On each of its scales shine, in letters of fire, these two words : "You must !" . So the camel turns into a lion, the lion of "I want". Then, having walked through the desert, having vanquished the dragon, the mind then turns into a child, in order to, free from the hindrances which are men and their moving prejudice, free from the weight of Man's knowledge and value, free from the "You must", free from the "I want", at last create his own world, alone, though a witness of Man's greatness and nobility. 

    The minister whose name ends with a "y" say: "heeeeyyyy!... what that means?" 

    That means, friend-comrade minister, that means that I, I want to be great and noble. 

Chapter II: Imposture





Chapter two, Imposture. 

    "My sweet Vaquette, what you do is really good, but you see, you could say exactly the same thing, and reach out to a much larger audience, without renouncing your opinions of course, but by saying it in a way – how shall I put it? – less aggressive, less direct, more tactful, and simpler too." 

    NO! No, we can't say "We must walk straight forward and keep our heads up" all the while creeping sideways, hiding behind a mask of trickery. The world is not indifferent to value, it doesn't ignore value, it does something much worse : it pointedly flaunts it, the better to use it, tarnish it, pervert it, and finally, deny it. "We rent virtue but we hate it, but it's freezing cold, and in this world, you need to keep your feet warm" . Nothing has changed: Tartuffe is still master and king, what they do is the exact contrary of what they say, the exact contrary, always. Everything is just lies, hypocrisy, imposture, and finally, mystification.

 
    We can do whatever we want here below, even the most revolting and most contemptible actions, to the express and imperative condition not to commit the greatest of all crimes, the most insane heresy: to say everything. How can we do this? – how can we say «we can do it all but not say it all» – without saying it all?  How, how can we essentially say "the enemy is precisely the "saying less", at the same time saying less, without falling into imposture? 


   So, a thousand miles away from the likeable "just a nice person", I, I want to be great and noble.

Chapter III: bravery



 Chapter three: bravery. 

« There is no evil system, there's only a sum of individual acts of cowardice. » 
(At this time of the show, Vaquette leave the stage and come back dressed like a dog of war.)
   I have to reveal something to you: I have noticed that in a democracy in times of peace, there is a great many more pacifists convinced that they will fight for freedom when fascists arrive than there are under dictatorship during the war – That's what I call imposture, to think that it's the same thing to be antiracist in France in 1940 and in 2007. 

   I have to reveal something else too: during all my travels all around our bloody world I never, ever met that awful, oppressing monster you call "system". However I have seen men, stupid and cowardly. I have seen men endlessly repeating things. Of course when you don't have a degree you look stupid repeating P.P.D.'s words, somewhat less so repeating Klossowski's when you have lots of qualifications, but the monkey is the same. 

   Imposture, or the denial of value, often feeds on stupidity, always on conformism, and above all, above all, a complete absence of bravery. There is no evil system, there's only a sum of individual acts of cowardice, responsible for everything, from the most basic pettiness to the worst crime. 

   I have to reveal something to you once again, you're a lovely audience tonight: you abhor vice - me for example - but you know nothing about virtue. Held up by your fears, your crimes are, just like you are, awfully petty. From the daily rotten tricks illustrated by an "Excuse me, I didn't do it on purpose" or an "Anyway he was asking for it" to the murder of a Van Gogh or 300 000 Iraqi, you always shoot from behind, when everything seems safe. 

   While I, I, nailed down to the pillory and forever spurned by all, I would quote LACENAIRE: "My soul remained firm and frank in these atrocities", and then SADE: "Fuck god! At last I am where I wanted to be! Stricken with insults and infamy! Leave me, leave me, I'm going to come". 

   I do not want that compliant life of yours. I don't want to have a job, a family, friends, renouncement, always, and a total lack of will and bravery, great desire, and high ambitions. I don't want anything, anything to do with your normal and expectable lives. I don't want to get up in the morning to earn money, for fear I might starve to death. "Hey, but even Jean-Jacques Goldman gets up in the morning!". 

   I don't want a family life pushed forward by the despicable fear of solitude. Is there any vulgarity worse than trying to live on through one's offspring, Except perhaps for the blissful, falsely embarrassed smile of a mother so proud to gaze at her damn kid whining in a public area? 

   I don't want of these gregarious, indifferent relationships you call "friendships", dictated by the only fear of looking, in your own eyes before all, like a socially disabled person. I love myself so much, I love myself so much when, odious, disdainful and haughty, I feign to forget all the lies, the compromises, the silences and chatting, this ability to adapt oneself that is merely self denial, all that pleasing finery which constitutes social life and which, alone, can make a man seem nice. 

   I don't want any of that constant renouncement of yours, always guided by that same fear. "You're right it would be cool, but... but we can't do anything against it... and, anyway, some other people are worse off". Why overthrow the tyrant, since he is stronger? Because he is a tyrant of course, but most of all because he is stronger. 

   And that fear of death you are constantly showing, that, that makes me shiver, as though life's brevity weren't what makes it so beautiful! Its essence at least. Come on, bless me; I am too kind, a kindness that for sure will be your downfall. Thanks to me, your life will rise in value:1 euro, the cost of a 9mm bullet - no, I'm joking: 2 euros, he was still moving. 

   And in the heart of that sea of void, some wretched reef: "Captain, Captain what have you planned for this weekend?" ; "Captain, captain what have you planned for the holidays?" ; before bringing the boat alongside, if the dilapidated ship hasn't sunk beforehand: "Land, land, it's retirement" - "I'm old, crippled, paraplegic, senile and blind: I can't do anything anymore". Hey, Shut up! Shut up, you didn't do anything before either, now, you just have more time to realize it. Come on! If this is how men live, I'd rather die with a gun in my hand. 

   What? Fascist? Me? No. No, fascism is anything but that. Fascism is, strictly, men in the government's service. This is the exact contrary of my libertarian individualism that intends on protecting the best aspects of men, their value, against those who gather in herds and their leveling totalitarianism - that's pretty, right? 

   What I'm fighting against isn't the fascists, nor the communists, nor the Croatians, nor the Serbians, nor the Russians, nor the Chechen, what I'm fighting against is the nice, normal people, careful and reasonable, who won't ever be saints, nor great criminals, who never aspire to the absolute. 

   You have nothing, nothing for yourselves, except for the terrifying strength of your number that will always crush us. Whatever. Heroism is to prefer a spectacular defeat rather than a graceless victory. Therefore, you see, I will terribly despise this moment – farewell. Come on, if this is how men live, I'd rather die with a gun in my hand, if this is how men live, I... I... want to be great and noble. 

Chapter IV: Art







    Chapter four: sauerkraut

    The favorite weapon of imposture is the confusion of terms. And so, the Minister whose name end with a "y" would give gladly the appealing and suiting name of "artist" to Michelangelo, and to Thomas Fersen, sometime with candor, but never without any innocence. He would even stretch this ultimate provocation to refusing that nice name to the Bérurier Noir, and will always add " Hey! Vaquette! Who do you think you are?! You are doing the same job that Lagaf' !" – Yes so… As the favorite Weapon of imposture is the confusion of terms, the Indispensable is now going to define two very distinct words. 

    First of all, the object whose goal is to entertain the public, And so to please his changing taste. We will call that object "Art" in honor of the Nike advertising "The football make laughable every other kind of Art."
    And then, the object whose goal is to attest of the grateful, the beauty of man, and that the Indispensable is now going to define in four points, we will call that object Sauerkraut 

    First of all, the vision of world. While the artist is thinking the same thing that my butcher or Florent Pagny, The sauerkrautist, have a strong and specific vision of the world, different of the ones, vulgar, of his upsetting con-temporary. Yes, friend comrade public, Speaking only about himself, partial and biased, but upon all, upon all, hard liner, he became, because that's the paradox and the great secret of sauerkraut, he became universal, by talking only about man; disclosing on the public area the pornography of one naked soul, the sauerkrautist divulge a part of humanity, common to every men. 

    Second point, the modernity. The human soul is eternal, perhaps the time is running, the background change, and the poor sauerkrautist, forced so to repeat essentially the same ancestral words, put them, risking to look as a servile plagiarist, to the taste, or to the distaste, of the day, stretching further the formal research proceeded by his pairs, and that way, attest in the same time of the ontological persistence, and of the contingency variations. Also, the sauerkrauts, in opposition to Art, is closely linked to her history. Also, there is no minor sauerkraut, there is only uncultivated artists, cowards, stupid, and completely in lack of ambition. 

    Third point: The technical mastery. Ho! Of course, not the ones who is a end in itself, of a Celine Dion or any other artist, but really the one who is only a way to step, faithfully, from a world, the one who is dwelled by the sauerkrautist, to another one, transmissible, the world of the paper, of the can-vas, of the instrument or of the scene – of the sauerkraut. 
 
    Fourth and last point: Bravery. Always bravery, the bravery to be free, and so alone, often against everybody, to preserve the integrity of his vision of the world; and the bravery to push it until the goal , whatever the obstacles and the difficulties, Because when we are the first in the right, We have obviously right alone; because an idea shared by a lot of people is, strictly semantically, a vulgar idea. The myth of a sauerkrautist spokesman, or of a democratic sauerkraut are, here again, no more than weak impostures. 

    And, also, the bravery to bear, with the smile moreover, or it's immediately the perpetual "Hey Vaquette ! who do you think you are? You are really bigheaded! And moreover, if you keep playing in dirty bars and in squatted places, honestly you will end as a geezer!" Yes so, the bravery to bear, with the smile, the market dictatorship, like if someone was going, gracefully, to pay 20euros on the exit, dedicated by the author, for a work who is going to be read in one hundred years; the critic dictatorship, the critic who " have as much to see with the sauerkrautist, as the historian with the action man" , You can say that's beautiful, that's not from me, that's from Dubuffet. With a time traveling machine, let's compare the peremptory judgment of critics with posterity, and let's burn every critics whose incompetence become obvious: we would resolve that way, by their only combustion, the problem of energy in France; The dictatorship of professionals whose blindness is plain as day, as it's always Rembrandt or Brassens, and never Le Clézio, who is generating money; The dictatorship of the responsible l, zealous of a censorship who never tell its name, and who, endlessly, shit in their functionary uniform on the single idea that a higher responsible could someday arraign them; the dictatorship, finally, of public, which misunderstand, too often, sauerkraut and plumbing "ho yeeees… ho yes, what you've done here is really good! Woaaah! That's interesting! And a had never seen that anywhere else, but… for my home… it's quite too munch… well I mean it's not enough hu… Well I wanted a bathroom like Monique's one, well not in the same color, not exactly the same… » - Shut up, shut up asshole! The famous respect of the public, it's not to give you what you ask for, it's to give you what you need. 

    Come one, keep being little and ugly, I, I want to be great and noble.
Chapter V: LOVE
Chapter five: love

The scene is now a duel to the death between, in the right corner, Anna Karenina, nine hundred and eighteen pages, one hundred and twenty-seven years, "The human soul is a mystery, the Russian soul is an enigma" and, in the left corner, Costal, sixty-seven years, nine hundred and twelve pages, "If I fancied talking to you in a rather pretentious language, I would tell you: life is my wife, and the books I get from her are my children"; the fate, not so gallant, has chosen Costal to open hostilities.

Love, my little dear
There are much more important things
There's my work and my dick
There's the world and the people
Because spitting on it all
And vomiting the void
It's not something you can improvise
It's a full-time job

What happiness ? What happiness ? What happiness ? she cried out, what happiness? What happiness ? Is that love? Is that your « sweet love, your dear love, your heartbreak, that you bear inside of you like an injured bird, and them, unaware, watching us pass by »? But they know, they know the imposture of poetry and love songs, true love, unique and eternal ; and then true sorrow, equally eternal : "Don't leave me", "I'll become those others who give you pleasure", what does that mean ? What does that mean, my dear ? That you're gonna suck them off in the bog, on your knees, wearing a ginger wig ? So, say it out loud, talk about real love then, it will make a nice change from hypocrisy and mystification ; and what's left after that ? Betrayal, of course : life goes on, that's hard, we forget nothing, but we eventually get used to it ; and then, two years later, a new album, because one needs to eat after all, right ? With another true love, unique and eternal...

Come on, they know, they know those little one-night-stands that we make last six months because we're too ashamed of them, and the vulgarity of men's bragging, or of girls' chatting, or of couples' bickering, and the common places of cruising, and the pathetic sex stories, because for lack of thrush, we eat chicken, hormone-fed, cellophane-wrapped to top it all - "I should warn you, I never give blow-jobs, it's too disgusting" "That's alright, I never fuck, it's too tiring".

Hey ! Costal, weren't you the one who wrote "slobbering between our teeth when we don't really want to, that isn't fun" ? And that makes you laugh ? Okay, sure you're right, it makes me laugh, too. 

-------------------------------------------

Love, my dear little chick
I'm sorry about it
But it's a rolling stone
You shouldn't cling to it
So, we won't ever go
To your stupid island
And where is it anyway ?
Probably deep in the suburbs

What happiness ? What happiness ? What happiness ? she cried out, what happiness ? What Happiness? Is that love ? That's...

« If one night you miss me
Call me, I'll come right away
If you feel like a private date
Dial my number right then
You know, I don't live alone anymore
And if it's Cathy who picks up the phone
No need to be sulking
I can't live alone, abandoned, without affection anymore
I can't live alone anymore [x5] »

Well, go buy yourself a dog, dude, or a hamster, or a goldfish. What ? Is that love ? That's "He talks about love the way he talks about cars" – "Yeah, damn ! See the coachwork on that bitch ?! Look at her front bumpers, and her rear trunk, fuck, you could stuff lots of things inside ! And I'm sure she pumps like mad". Or maybe even worse : "Well, she's not first-hand, I don't quite like the color, for sure if I could, I'd rather get a Ferrari (Lolo Ferrari ?), but it was all I could find, it's a good bargain, I can't afford anything better, I need something right now, I can always sell it later if I find something nicer, and anyway, you have to learn to make do with what life gives you". - Great!

So, we get shacked up together, and everything is disgusting, and petty, and ugly. From wedding (Beep ! Beep !), to divorce ("You got the kid, so I'm taking the piano"), including the aforementioned kids because we need to find a good reason to stay together ; from the sordid rows ("Don't forget you owe me money", "Yeah, well, at least my ex had the courtesy not to remind me of that") to the pitiful boredom we share, with the only thing giving it any rhythm being this sole question we never dare to ask : "I wonder when we're going to start cheating on each other", not to mention the stifling vulgarity of family life ; everything disgusts me, all of that disgusts me, it's even nearly enough to make me stop laughing.

-------------------------------------------

Love, my angel
Well, let's be lucid
In the end, what change does it make ?
Except for emptier silence
Why search for a meaning
To this game we're playing there ?
And nothing matters
Except, maybe, me, to me.


What happiness ? What happiness ? What happiness ? she cried out, what happiness ? What happiness? That isn't love. It's not finding a guy, or a girl, somebody, anybody. No ! It's praying, each and every day, in the hope that you'll meet that god who is everything. It's the contrary of the resignation that you're preaching for everything, for everyone, all the time - "But, who do you think you are, poor girl ! It's no use believing in Prince Charming".

As always, imposture feeds on the confusion of terms. Do I have to call my true love "cassoulet", like Vaquette ? Or do I have to spell it with three capital "L" like you do, Costal, to jeer at it ? You're so wrong, you're so wrong, your little "stories" are the only ones that are grotesque and pitiful.

As for me, my true Love is great. It is a goal, an achievement, a redemption, a bridge, a bridge to the superman : it is a passage, and a fall as well. Prior to it, there is nothing ; following it, there is nothing left, because it is everything.

You're so wrong, you're so wrong, Costal ; when I'm about to get run over by a train, I won't scream "I might still have some more time to go", no, I shall simply say, let's preserve through my death the essence of my life : spit on it, that's love, it stinks, it kills. This cannot go on, this cannot go on, I, I want to remain great and noble – I want to be great and noble.

Chapter VI: Metaphysics

All is play, so let's play. And all is vanity, so let's show off : I, I want to be great and noble.

--------------------------------------

Chapter six: Metaphysics.

Life is but a perpetual choice between the unpleasant and the unbearable : freedom or safety ; demand or ease ; fight or obedience ; pain or boredom ; action or inaction ; dining alone or eating among noise, compromise, and insignificance ; jerking off to porn mags or enduring all night long a bitch coming out, between two redneckeries, with some lame vulgarities, before crying out in the morning like in the Gospel, "woman, what do you and I have in common ?", with, ringing in your ear, a pathetic "Hey! aren't you gonna ask for my phone number?" - finally, bravery or cowardice. And within that choice, what is, in my eyes, unbearable ? And what is, in my eyes, merely unpleasant ? This is what, deep down, defines a man's nature.

Happiness is to aim at a goal, and the harder that goal to reach, the greater the happiness. On the other hand, despair essentially originates from the dichotomy between ambition -pretension- and reality, or more precisely, a cruel perception of said reality. Thus, there is only one alternative in order to resolve despair : either bringing down one's ambitions to the level of one's reality, or elevating one's reality to the level of one's pretension.

One of the major traits of human nature is that we always long for what we don't have. For those three reasons, an unattainable goal is, potentially, an eternal source of happiness:
I, I want to be great and noble.

--------------------------------------

All is play, all is play, but there are two ways to play Trivial Pursuit, both equally foul. The first is thinking it's very very important to win, bitching when the others fool around, and thinking you're very very intelligent, and very very cultured when you answer the questions correctly. The second one is invariably coming up with silly answers, cheating shamelessly, and preventing the others from playing – hey, boy ! if you don't want to be here, just beat it, and go play hangman in the next room.

All is play, all is play, and though, "we find happiness in the slightest little things, the sun shining... trifles... But happy, so happy that we choke, that we clearly feel we secretly desire something else". But what ? Very good question, in the back row, mister Bernanos : God, of course.

Not a God extrinsic to Man, that of a religious zealot or a Jacques Gaillot, who would be but obedience and resignation, of course, but a God intrinsic to Man, one who might thus speak to Vaquette : Vaquette, you think, therefore I am.

A God who made it so that even any old minister whose name ends with a "y" has, deep inside himself, in his case fairly well concealed, a longing for absolute. A God who made it so that some prehistoric wanker whose energy should merely be aimed, as would be pragmatically and liberally logical, at eating, sleeping, surviving despite the bears, and, from time to time, banging his females, locks himself away in a cave to paint a bison, because it's useless, but the gesture is beautiful.

A God, finally, who has me repeat, tireless, stubborn, ridiculous, ingenuous and pitiful, but sincere and determined : I, I... I want to be great and noble.
(Traduction Jagix et Ozymandias, juin 2008 – http://www.animalia-production.com) 

