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Voyage, voyage

The following summer, back from Avignon, where we 
have just played several days following a show in revo-
lutionary title-Please leave the 20th century in the state 
where you found it, posted in all the toilets of the city-I 
decide to make an appointment with Peter to propose an 
idea which seems to me to be entirely original.

“Here is, Pierre, there are now more than five hundred 
shows mounted by young actors, which one can see in 
Avignon and judge live on the scenes of the festival. Why 
not select the top ten and program them in the Cardin 
space at the end of the festival?

-Yes! That’s a good idea. You know I love young people. 
I love young people, I want to help them. I was young too, 
I know what it is. And today, when you’re not known, it’s 
very hard for a young person to find a room. Then we 
could launch the stars of tomorrow by creating in Paris a 
festival of the best shows in Avignon. We could do this at 
the beginning of the year. Could you deal with it?”

The project is attempted at the end of autumn, and I am 
responsible for the programming: Václav Havel, Antonin 
Artaud, Jean Genet, Jean Cocteau, Samuel Beckett, to 
whom I add a young unknown author, Gérard Chambre, 
with his new show, Le Petit Groom at Maxim’s.



Unfortunately, the experiment is running short. At 
the beginning, all of our shows are programmed on the 
big stage of the Space Theatre, but very quickly the big, 
more profitable productions are priorities and, as the 
different rooms are rented, we have to retreat to more 
modest places. Thus, after playing on the large plateau, 
one moves to the first floor in the exhibition gallery, 
then in the small projection room in the basement and, 
finally, in the locker room. All rooms are requisitioned: 
end of the festival after festival.

pp. 16-17

Every Time I Meet You

I have to be in the office for thirty-five good minutes, 
and I have to admit, I have to say, a certain pleasure in 
imagining the concern of those queued behind the door. 
I even think I hear their trampling impatient. Thirty-five 
minutes, and I still don’t know why Pierre Cardin asked 
me to come and see him. They’re going to lynch me, 
that’s safe.



I take advantage of the umpteenth picture to slip into 
an interstice of the monologue.

“But yes, Peter, I was there, with you, when you took 
this extraordinary cliché in the combination of cosmo-
naut Neil Armstrong, at the NASA Museum in Houston. 
It was one of my first trips with the mannequins team.

-Oh, that’s true. I remember it very well now.
You also took part in that in Japan, with Gilles and 

Maryse, didn’t you?” He pices up the picture, which he 
contemplates with tenderness.” It cost me a lot, you 
know. I had to give a royal tip to the museum’s guard 
so that he would come back one night after the closure 
to allow me to put on this cosmos costume. But it was 
worth it. This picture has been around the world.”

While we acquiesce, of course, I try to put it in orbit, 
direction the still unknown objective of my calling.

“The whole model team had dinner with you, one of 
the cosmonauts. We had just put on one of your “cosmo-
bodies”, these futuristic combinations that you had 
created for the last collection, and it ended all dressed 
up in the pool! We didn’t have other cosmo-bodies for 
this ten-day trip to the USA. Fortunately, they resisted 
this “makeshift ground bath.”

The time continues to slide on the green carpet of his 
office, with the apparent slowness of a spaceship in the 
silence of space.



The door, will they drive it? Pierre reassures me with a 
broad smile, and suddenly takes a confidential tone:

“I have a big project for you.”
pp. 34-35

Le Carnet à spirale

One morning, I find Peter, alone, installed at a small 
table in the shadow of his favorite olive tree, at the back 
of the Château des Quatre Tours, at Lacoste.

“Gerard, come and eat breakfast with me.
Hold, the croissants are fresh, we’ve just brought them. 

So what do you do this morning?
-Well, Pierre, today it’s the big market at Coustellet. I 

love this market, so I’m going to go shopping there.”
After a slight time of reflection, he tells me, from a hesi-

tant voice, petrie of timidity: “It’s a good idea, Coustellet. 
It’s open every Sunday? I’ve never been there. Would you 
mind a lot if I came with you? “

In my turn to hesitate. Pierre is 94 years old, and 
he’s starting to walk with difficulty. Coustellet is like a 



huge fair, with the crowd shaking in a maze of shops 
and stalls, and where the heat in this month of July will 
surely be dreadful.

“You need something, Peter? I can tell you what you 
need, you know.

No! No! I, too, want to go shopping at Coustellet. Could 
you take me?

-Of course, Peter. But I don’t have a car here, I only 
have my motorcycle.

-No, no motorcycle: I don’t have a helmet! My driver 
took the Jaguar to get to the station, it’s not serious we’ll 
take my car. So, OK? Is it at noon?”

And at the moment, precisely, Mr. Cardin, who almost 
no longer drives, takes the wheel of what might be called 
his service vehicle. It is a Volvo Cabboned Vielle, which it 
sometimes uses to move around Lacoste, when it follows 
its various moves.

A car that is far from the noise, because for a long time 
it left its tailpipe in a corner of Lacoste.

To be seated next to Pierre Cardin on a department of 
the Luberon is an experience which is not without recal-
ling the Paris-Dakar Rally with Hubert Auriol.

The speed is to the maximum of the possibilities of the 
vehicle, Pierre drives on the departmental as if he rolls 
on a motorway. Each turn is negotiated in the tightest, 
often biting the side, and the rest of the time it occupies 



without complex the middle of the carriageway, forcing 
the cars to be crossed to free the passage as soon as 
possible. Without sirens or gyrophare, with a perfect 
calm, it doubles everyone and arrives in record time to 
reach its destination-Coustellet!

pp. 92-94

Caruso

It’s two o’clock in the morning. In Lacoste’s quarries, 
we finish the rehearsal of Feyd ‘O’ Fenbach, the new 
show to play in a few days. The technical team is still in 
the process of assembling the latest lighting. The come-
dians and the dancers took refuge by affinity in all the 
interstices, all the anfractuosities, all the hidden corners 
of this gigantic career in which Pierre Cardin set up the 
outdoor theater of his festival.

The nine hundred places are for the moment deserted, 
and the mistral, which blows and screams at the four 
corners of the quarry, gives this decor a supernatural 
and fantomatic look.



Chairs, pushed by the gusts, slowly slide like on a take-
off runway, ready to fly to the tumultuous mass of clouds, 
queuing in the sky at the speed of a horse camarguais at 
the gallop.

In a twilight light, the quarry is swept by the beams of 
the lights that seem to bounce back on the stage, gigan-
tic wall carved in the stone. Tonight, the end of the world 
seems to want to precede that of repetition.

A phone ring sounded in the dark, at the other end 
of the career. The time to cross the scene, strewn with 
leaves and branches blown off by the wind and the car-
casses of floodlights falling below the gust, and I get on 
the plane.

“Hello, yes? I can hear you very badly. How? Mr. Cardin 
wants to talk to me? I don’t hear you. I’m going to hang 
up and I’ll remind you right away.”

I take refuge in the governance.
“Mr. Cardin? Did you call me?
-Ah! Do you, Gerard? Here I am in Stia, a city forty 

kilometers from Florence. We are going to launch a 
major international festival in Florence. It will be a huge 
success, we will come from all over the world. I would 
like you to attend tomorrow evening at the premiere of a 
magnificent ballet that we will give in the theatre of the 
future festival.

-But, Pierre, I am in Lacoste! In rehearsal! How can I be 



there tomorrow?
-Find a plane in Paris in the morning, we will pick you 

up at the airport of Florence. Come on, good travel. I’m 
expecting you.”

And he hung up.
Five minutes later, he reminds me. “ In fact, the ballet is 

played tonight. Too bad, you can’t see it.
Yes, shame, because it will be very beautiful. But, it’s 

not serious, come anyway. You really need to see this 
place, Stia. It is a wonderful village, very close to Flo-
rence. It will be wonderful. Stia, you know, that’s where I 
bought the sources of my water, the Maxim’s Water. It’s 
the water that Michelangelo, Leonardo da Vinci, Dante, 
Niccolo Machiavelli, drank. Come on, I’ll leave you to 
your rehearsal. So tomorrow, so. And a good journey! ” 

pp. 127-129

J’ai la mémoire qui flanche

My presence does not seem to surprise me.
“Well, Gerard, what are you doing here?



-And you, Peter? It’s very late.
-Tard? It’s never too late, let’s see! Well, as you see, I 

work. There is no time to work. I’ve been doing this all 
my life, working, and it’s not because I’ve spent the 90 
years I’m going to change!

I am preparing the next collection. What do you want? 
I’ve never stopped working, I’ve never even taken a holi-
day, it’s not now that I’m going to start. Besides, it’s very 
simple, if I don’t work, I’m bored.

-It is curious, all your offices are closed, your employees 
have been gone for a long time, you are alone in the 
workshop ...

-But I’m never alone, never! The real solitude is not for 
me, I am alone in the middle of the world! And, by my 
creations, I tell the world. I know the whole world, but the 
world doesn’t know me. He thinks I know me. He knows 
my character, the one who made me famous, but it’s not 
me. I have always preserved myself behind a character, 
a character I built, which I created-my legend. While my 
true self, if it exists, is in my creations.

My creations are the confidences of my true self. I 
wrote my life through my creations, as I could have writ-
ten a book. That’s why I don’t need to write a book about 
me. Well, well, right now, I was almost finished when you 
arrived, so I’ll take you to dinner. Au Boeuf sur le Toit, 
rue du Colisée. We go on foot, it’s right next door.”



Here we are now in this very fashion restaurant, which 
welcomes the “Today’s great ones, those who have 
taken the rest of the “Yesterday’s big (Jean Cocteau, 
Paul Éluard, Christian Bérard, the group of Six, Pablo 
Picasso, Sergei Diaghilev, Igor Stravinsky, Erik Satie, to 
name but them).

“It was all my band, at the Beef on the Toit, or rather 
that of Cocteau. It was the place where you had to be, at 
the Boeuf sur le Toit. The All-Paris of the time was there 
every evening to celebrate. Me, I was 24 years old and, 
since Cocteau and Christian Bérard had hired me for the 
costumes of La Belle and the Beast, I did not leave them 
any more. Celebrations every day, jazz, classical music, 
Brazil, Mexico, by the group of Six, under the guidance 
of Cocteau, who gave it to heart joy. I remember him 
playing drums with a chained jazz band. They improvise, 
and that’s where the expression “make a beef, the name 
of the restaurant, comes from.

pp. 150-152


