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Pierre Cardin, tellement de 
choses à ne pas dire,

a novel by Gérard Chambre



Pierre Cardin, « J’aurais voulu être un artiste »1

It is a great privilege to meet an exceptional man during one's lifetime; it is an 
even greater privilege to live with him for more than fifty years, without seeing 
the time go by, without paying attention to what is happening, discovering little 
by little that you are part of his life, without knowing it, without having looked 
for it, without having guessed it - without having deserved it?

Who hasn't dreamt of being Cocteau's friend, of following Stravinsky's 
rehearsals, of singing with Brel in a Schaerbeek café, of sitting next to Mozart 
to play the piano with him, of playing football with Camus, of playing dînette 
with Marguerite Yourcenar... We know the story of all the famous people, their 
biographies, their dazzling feats, their suffering and their moments of glory.
The life of Pierre Cardin? Pierre Cardin's life is well known, it has travelled the 
world, and he has left traces of his work everywhere, this dream of the future, 
this imperious desire to embrace the whole Earth.

1.	 Chorus of the song Le blues du businessman, Michel Berger-Luc Plamondon, Starmania, 1978



But we don't know him, so well known in the media yet so secret, so solemn yet 
so whimsical, so rich yet so naked, so insolent yet so haughty, so severe yet so 
full of humour!
So when you're lucky enough to have followed him along his byways, the ones 
he always took to escape reality, to surprise, to amaze, to ‘intoxicate yourself 
with the imaginary’, and to have been able to enter, behind him, backstage 
of his shadow theatres, behind the scenes of his sets, where day after day he 
embroidered the threads of his future, we can perhaps trace the source of his 
palimpsests, which he continually rewrote.
By taking the little paths of everyday life with him, by abandoning the great 
legend to tell the little stories, we might discover what he hid in town and what 
made him rejoice in private: laughter, games, poetry, songs, cinema, ballet and 
theatre.
We will undoubtedly be able to unravel some of the mystery of the man who, 
while chasing fame all his life, never managed to become what he dreamed of 
being: a mere actor.
Yet fate, which respects nothing, made him one of the world's great actors. So, 
resigned by this blow of fate, he consoled himself by becoming an Immortal2. 

And I, at the end of his life, by becoming his Friend.

Gérard Chambre

2.	 Member of the French Academy
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Pierre Cardin, Maxim’s, famous names, synonymous with luxury, which make 
you dream. However, if we know Pierre Cardin as a genius fashion designer 
and a shrewd businessman, we know less that he was also a talent scout, who 
discovered Gérard Depardieu, Coluche, and so many others; that he financed 
shows (Václav Havel, Bob Wilson, Peter Handke), ballets (Beijing Modern 
Dance Company), and festivals (lyrical music, theatre, cinema), right up to his 
last breath, with an unflagging energy, greed, and enthusiasm.

Gérard Chambre knew Pierre Cardin well, who appointed him director of the 
Maxim’s theater (closed on Mondays to diners, but open to spectators). It is with 
humour and tenderness that he recounts here a handful of memories gleaned 
over more than 50 years of artistic complicity, in order to draw up an unedited 
portrait of a generous and enthusiastic Pierre Cardin, lover of art in all its forms, 
a bit of playful and facetious character.
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Gérard chambre is a French comedian, actor, 
director, singer and composer. In 1967, he 
met Pierre Cardin by answering an ad to be 
a model. The two men met again a few years 
later and together they staged shows from 
Aleppo to Beijing, from Avignon to New 
York, from Lacoste to Paris (Espace Cardin, 
Maxim’s restaurant), sealing more than 50 
years of unfailing friendship, bubbling with 
artistic creativity.





Voyage, voyage

L’été suivant, de retour d’Avignon, où nous venons de jouer plusieurs jours de suite un spectacle 
au titre révolutionnaire — Prière de laisser le xxe siècle dans l’état où vous l’avez trouvé, affiché 
dans toutes les toilettes de la ville —, je décide de prendre rendez-vous avec Pierre pour lui 
proposer une idée qui me semble tout à fait originale.
«  Voila, Pierre, il y a en ce moment plus de cinq cents spectacles montés par des jeunes 
comédiens, que l’on peut voir à Avignon et juger en direct sur les scènes du festival. Pourquoi 
ne pas sélectionner les dix meilleurs et les programmer à l’espace Cardin dès la fin du festival ?

	– Oui ! c’est une bonne idée. Vous savez que j’aime les jeunes. J’adore les jeunes, je veux les 
aider. J’ai été jeune moi aussi, je sais ce que c’est. Et aujourd’hui, quand on n’est pas connu, 
c’est très difficile pour un jeune de trouver une salle. Alors, on pourrait lancer les vedettes de 
demain en créant à Paris un festival des meilleurs spectacles d’Avignon. On pourrait faire ça à 
la rentrée. Vous pourriez vous en occuper ? »
Le projet est tenté à la fin de l’automne, et je suis chargé de la programmation : Václav Havel, 
Antonin Artaud, Jean Genet, Jean Cocteau, Samuel Beckett, auxquels j’ajoute un jeune auteur 
méconnu, Gérard Chambre, avec son nouveau spectacle, Le Petit Groom de chez Maxim’s. 
Malheureusement, l’expérience tourne court. Au départ, tous nos spectacles sont programmés 
sur la grande scène du théâtre de l’Espace, mais très vite les grosses productions plus rentables 
sont prioritaires et, au fur et à mesure de la location des différentes salles, nous devons nous 
replier en des lieux plus modestes. Ainsi, après avoir joué sur le grand plateau, on déménage au 
premier étage dans la galerie d’exposition, puis dans la petite salle de projection au sous-sol et, 
pour terminer, dans le local du vestiaire. Toutes les salles sont réquisitionnées : fin du festival 
d’après-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 cosmonaut 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 hesitant 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 recalling 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 comedians 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, gigantic 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 carcasses 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 Florence. 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 holiday, 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 written 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
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