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I had seen you push the door of the church to take shelter ; a violent summer rain had just fallen on Paris, and you were not alone in seeking refuge. The interior was darkened by the storm clouds that echoed in the stone space. You began to walk through the double ambulatory towards the nave, where you saw a silent crowd for the last Sunday mass. In order not to disturb anyone, you slipped to the back of the church, almost under the organ case... As a child, did you believe, as I did, that grown-ups would teach you to be great, in the city as well as on the stage, and to live without despising or lying ? They often distill only an illusory perfection, a false humility, a dream of happiness ! Did you guess, too, the lie of the dressing rooms and the backstage ? When the lights of the room are turned back on, the show is well over and the idol can be frightening to see, and the pleasure taken away weighs down the pain, ultimate futility. And these faces, so unsmooth, of those who betray, polite and impersonal portraits that do not forgive our refusal to rally them – the heroes are sad and usually jealous of their talents. I played so that my music would impose itself on you... You turned around, raised your head to contemplate the gigantic mass, believing you could guess the silhouettes that had disappeared under the mountain of wood and pipes. This music, coming from who knows where, so white, imposed itself more loudly, haunting beauty there, above. I would like you to have wondered if an evil genius had taken up residence in this organ, or what devil could have the grace perhaps to renew your baptism, and to confirm it – I never took humility for modesty ! I had crossed you, a little before the hour to go up to the sideboard, you the young drummer, soaked and sober ; the other, where had you left him before finding him ? I simply asked you if you wanted to be introduced to the organist of this church. You smiled at me and nodded. When later the door at the bottom of the organ staircase opened, I introduced myself laughing ; not you, a little flabbergasted by this... They say I am a star, they admire me. And it is true that I have built the evidence of my art around a mythical instrument : they say that I am the only true master of it – why not after all ? In order to be "dans les trois X", I have not been content to slip into this dynasty of organists who have succeeded one another for more than sixty years at this desk !... I was a child when I entered an organ for the first time ; the instrument seemed to guide me, I who did not know yet : this encounter was my first happiness, enormous. At first, when I started to climb the endless staircase, I was taken by a particular smell, the heaviness of the warm air of the wood. Then, it was a recreation that began, I became magician of a new ball when I saw the pages of its music that the instrument seemed to propose to me to decipher. I knew almost nothing then, but these notes I swore to myself to have them. And then I drew on the strength of my desire alone, to feed each set with a perfection I must dare to imagine, the joy of a spell that unfolds not to cease, the musicality of a life – at least I convinced myself of this until you. I possess, sometimes, the rare and fragile gift that leads to the light, and I marvel at it each time the first... In a few hours and in the machine, under the ceiling of wood and pipes, I will still play the passacaglia, and I will find again the haven of childhood, I will see hovering this known melody, a blessed moment of silence as when the public forgets to applaud in order not to break the enchantment Of course ! it was necessary to learn to remove the emptiness by metamorphosing the provisional, to make of it the shield of a retained present. My music has won to warn against automatism, which remains a reduction of the work, another violence. My game would like to be a gift, unceasingly renewed, of a fictitious reality : my need to continue to live and to recreate myself each time by this gift... to reinvent the world, and its beauty, by love in short. I had the words "soli deo gloria" – glory for God alone ? – because, without homage, talent often remains a vain gift, forgetting to show the beauty that emerges if the eye dares to look. Before meeting my instrument, the universe remained for me whole with this incomprehensible thickness, which scandalized me, this immobility which made fun of the death, as well as of the life ; since, I am not afraid any more. This fear of child, that the music already appeased, when the sorrow was too strong : I fixed a point on which I leaned, that I tightened eyes to raise me of the pain, to take me again. I wanted so much to enter in this flow which caressed me, that I mastered more or less from now on. For that, I had to leave the side of the mirror, the nonchalance, this power which I used with candor to consider everything on a playful level, without too personal implication, too constraining. Music has become my consolation, which demands nothing in return, a dialogue of the heart like a hymn, because there, in the middle of the secret, I have lost and gained my life. I know, today, not to impose vain images on events to make them conform to my choices, but to let go. It is my unaccomplished lesson to no longer defy beauty, but to receive the coherence that only its mystery can give, even if it never makes the economy of what we are. To have no other ambition than to see the gestures run on the keyboard, far from the common sense of the absurd : a journey towards the only prayer in a communion greater than believing or hoping, this love of the artist who is not reasonable. Beauty can change the best of worlds and recapitulate all theology...

But I speak of myself, to better speak of you, in fact, whom I have had so little time to know, I who have invented a past for a future, in which I will not be... So I saw you again after mass : your silhouette increased the impression of tension in the immense nave, then almost empty ; you seemed to have changed – a new lightness. You were probably a little angry at yourself for accepting my invitation, perhaps also fearing a vague danger that would arise from it. Some lights were still on. I pointed to the buffet, the mechanical heart far from that of the nave. Silent, you followed me up the stairs. After having passed through two doors, I made you enter directly into the machine, penetrating inside a series of tiered steps... You then discovered – as I discovered – the unimaginable number of pipes arranged in multiple guards, enclosing in extravagant curves the guessed console. Viewed from the inside, an organ appears almost raw. You immediately like these interlocking masses, attentive to the slightest solicitations of a musician ; you must begin to understand. We go back down to the back of the case, to the level of the organ loft. The keys of several keyboards, and of an imposing pedalboard, await the implementation of a forest of buttons. I sit down in front of the miniature lining of the pipe theater, lower my eyes for a short moment ; my fingers run over the registers. The air I breathe is preparing for an event, seeming to shake itself out of its torpor – above us birds would be ready to fly away. Then, a dull stream of sounds flows in white light, which starts to rustle in tutti, stretching towards the horizon of the choir in undulating layers... I then simply answered each of your questions, risking the same precision for the most awkward ; my thought seemed to reassure you, more than the virtuosity of my interpretation. Then, I repeated a short passage – brilliant as they say –, gathering my gestures to better open them. The music was born to the rhythm of their only vibration, in the silence of a cathedral of sounds. The movements of hands and feet followed one another, rituals, defying the number of combinations they imposed on themselves. The zenith of the sentence approached, imperfect solo in the enthusiasm of the machine. Then, I asked you to leave me. I did not know what the loss was...

Is it then that you started not to believe in chance anymore ? If you agreed to reread these years as I am doing here for you, to take back the words to give them the meaning of a demiurge, the one I am told is in this place ? You are going to mentally re-hear moments of the music, which have insinuated themselves into your body so that you relive the text of your past, know how to test your reserves of fidelity. Have you decided then, as if after a novitiate of eternity, to accept the choice which you had to recognize – for the first time – that it did not come from you ? Obviously, you will have to face incomprehension, a sign of vanity if you take care of it too much like a memory that it is better to tear up. You, before the decision which was imposed, with all the more energy that it had only a vague significance : to like, to like it ?... you, who planned certainly also, initially, what you did not have to make – the characteristic of the true lazy ones because work is the art of the dilettantism but I still speak only for me –, did you believe, also, to know the remoteness of a growing tiredness ?! You did not want their dirty pain. Not to live naïvely like the majority : a love does not have the air of a candy cane, but has the brutality of a throbbing refusal to better impose itself – that is what I suppose. To be a stone against the others, pilgrim of stumbling and watchman, dangerous traveller in order to find where you had to live, standing in front of your love... I was starting to be sick, like those crazy people I had heard about. I have, in spite of everything, marked out your memory to affirm this certainty, new and stable, without which you would never have been able to carry out your desire : heaviness, in spite of its hypocritical tricks, never manages to get rid of grace, a grace more sacred in this music than in a thousand oaths, because it is a gift that no man can steal. A vocation to love, that's it : you heard the message – a clerk would have recorded it as proof of your guilt... Yes ! you were chosen at that moment, you couldn't ignore it. You looked up and listened to the music reverberating against the high keystone of the transept – you would have liked to visit the triforium from where the rest would have seemed dizzying or derisory. You listened to the music enveloping the high altar and echoing against the main chapel. You counted the main candelabras, and lingered on the polish of the pew to your right, mentally climbed the steps to the pulpit directly opposite – but said nothing. You looked, too, at the impossibly pale light ; above all, you did not forget the life of the machine from which the sounds are born white and complete. You must have imagined the beginnings of this church with the anonymous architect ; you plunged back into the highest vaults of Paris, and tumbled down the second pillars. The laughter then took shape and never disappeared : even now you can't forget it. You could see how easy it was for you. Then there would be silences, of course, and the waiting, arranged for you. This church, because you were in the heart of the city, of an interloped and virtual life. You were not asked to change, but it was up to you to judge your false temperance beyond your excesses. At first you stayed in the back of the church to keep yourself, but you didn't believe that only the storm had brought you here, in this church, because I convinced myself that you needed all these talents to find yourself. You didn't know it before, but you were chosen... Then you knew the disillusionment of the stars that have lost their attraction, become elsewhere that remain stupidly similar. This path could not be avoided, that too you will understand. Should you be forgiven, when it would have been so easy for you to stop listening ? To play the unsuspected, to replace the emptiness that is left, thanks to the providence at work in the matter, at the exact intersection of our freedom to answer it. You evoked your happy youth, when I spoke to you about my childhood, the wood where you lived and where you



[image: image]


[image: image]




















d2d_images/cover.jpg
Jean Guillou Organ Master

© Pascal Maurice éditeur & n° 19 Sinpuliers magazine
ISSN 0992-2881

an ebook from
"Hermit's confessions (film "No-Shows" postscriptums)”





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





