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Do you really love Russia ?

Personally, I've learned not to love my country any more thanks to ten years of living in the provinces, which I consider to be a great stroke of luck, as it has forced me to turn even more towards other horizons and do my utmost not to let myself be trapped by the incompetent, vain and vulgar entre-soi that I've seen around me. In the end, living in France can be very stimulating : the decline rests and entertains at the same time, while at the same time giving the irrepressible urge to live as a foreigner at home, in a kind of quasi-permanent state of holidaying barely disturbed by a few material contingencies over time... Incidentally – but details are often important – I've come to understand how my beloved capital, Paris, has been gradually contaminated by the rancid, smug provincialism of the so-called cultural elites who have ascended, or descended, to the big city. A people chooses the leaders it deserves, and I'm certainly not the one who'd start complaining that it's endowed with people who are supposed to be providential, but who turn out to be dramatically predictable in the role of little king.
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The problem in Paris is not the Parisians, nor the foreigners, but the provincials, who have been far too numerous in the French capital for far too long ; the proof is in the politicians, to name but one ! Example ? a certain Emmanuel Macron is a good one.

In the spring of 2024, we decided not to publish a small book, although we had publicly announced it, on this pretentious little provincial who had come down to Paris, judging that it would be more ecological to consider a digital edition at a later date : a few remnants of this text appear below. I had already voted by default for this little man – solely for his re-election – despite my former contempt, but fortunately indifference had since taken first place... And then there were the fatal French electoral events that he provoked two years later : the opportunity was too good to decide to scribble these few lines and put an end to this unpleasant subject once and for all. It has to be said once again that since my exile to the provinces in search of a little peace and quiet, I've come to realize two things in particular : that I was right to detest subsidized culture, and that I had just as much reason to spit on the rancid provincialism exuded by all those dubious talents who believe themselves indispensable once they've settled in the big city.

"Life has this extraordinary thing about it that it can place anyone in any position" : when I wrote this sentence some twenty years ago, I perhaps didn't think I was saying it so well, so universal is its application. To come back to the man we're dealing with here, the portrait is quickly painted : the child of small notables from a small provincial town in a small country, believing that private education is the best (on the contrary, I've measured the poor level of Catholic establishments, even higher ones, and even Jesuits, which are still rampant in Paris) ; and then a good memory which passes for intelligence, which is essential for competitive examinations to become a certified copier for the French state ; add to this a rather predictable physique, i.e. rather fashionable, a slightly gauche smugness, and cultural pretensions like those that can be acquired in amateur theater, as well as the proximity of a so-called great philsopher who was mocked ferociously around me when I was attending the same university. It could have ended up as just one of those insomniac upstarts whose proximity I shun when I have to wait for a "Eurostar" train in the "business" lounge of London's St. Pancras station. But there have been fatal encounters, above all a chain of unfortunate coincidences, and here is the little man, quite happy to embrace and be on first-name terms with the reputed greats of this world as soon as possible, very proud too to be an honorary canon of the Archbasilica of St. John at the Lateran, in the manner of that Béarnais who came to Paris, Henri IV... Has the little man thought of reactivating the Order of the Holy Spirit founded by the latter's predecessor ? The temporary anointed of the French republic, if not of an all-powerful god, can then boast of the greatness of France, in the same way as one extols the qualities of an arrondissement... But Paris is not France, and happily so.

"Good taste sometimes means being just a little wrong" : the narcissist have virtually no taste at all, since they make everything about themselves. He also has opinions on everything, since he claims to be exceptional. He can keep himself busy by decorating, commemorating, talking, reviewing the troops, and he asks us to love him for it, he even demands it, he orders it : for this there are enough flatterers flattered enough to maintain the illusion of this power. Among them, we also find former ministers, who are ready to repeat some guilty industries. An interesting case in point is the choice of a former mountain Olympics organizer for the job of prime minister ; the presidents look alike, from a small local authority or a small country, enough to recognize each other : they have the same sacristy smell... There's a real perversity in thinking oneself the quintessence of legality. Behind the appearances of an enviable social adaptation, it's the refusal of reality that always ends up manifesting itself. If the pervert is conditioned by his original milieu – the Catholic right, for example – and always ends up returning to it, he is intrinsically incapable of understanding the seriousness of his condition... In my defense, I must add that I have never had the slightest intimate contact with a narcissistic pervert ; I have no taste for manipulation, as I don't need to convince myself of any superiority ; I don't need to repeat to myself where I've come from, as I've known for a long time where I'm going : transgression isn't the accumulation of inconsistent provocations, but the courage to assume what you are.

France today ? it's like those decrepit old women, perched on heels too high for what they've become, desperately looking for arms within reach to lean on so they don't fall over for good. Often, those who ostensibly come to their aid are the creatures of a typically French cancer : the ENA (École Nationale d'Administration). It's hard to understand this evil invention when you're not part of this corporation : elsewhere, we've already given the floor to a repentant enarque. The fact remains that the individuals who come out of it are brought up to believe that they are the best there is... I had to learn a little lesson of my own. Since I left Paris for the provinces, I don't work much with French people, to the point where I'm almost tempted to renounce my French nationality. But there's one obstacle too big for me to overcome : my application would have to be accepted by individuals from this institution of higher learning, the vast majority of whom are afflicted with that provincialism that reeks of the unimaginative ideas of sickly infatuated minds. So I prefer to keep a passport that's foreign to me : after all, it reminds me that I too was academically programmed to become what I'm happy to have learned to abhor.

What can I say about those who, like Putin, are destined to end up in the dustbin of history ? Every time I have the chance, in spite of myself, to shine again in the world, I think back to those I spent my time trying not to be like, and I'm delighted to be able to do it again.
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Ten years of self-imposed exile in the provinces will also have produced a text on one of those many provincials whose presence in Paris has long been fatal to France : after giving up on publication for a while ("Macron provincial down in Paris"), we have published it elsewhere, retaining this kind of preface in English...

There's nothing very new in this little text, because the subject isn't worth the trouble : rather than a book, a brochure is sufficient for a satire in the end... We had already talked about "ENA notre cause (lettre d'un repenti)" in "Anne Hidalgo, inspectrice du travail (et maire de Paris)", and we thought we'd leave it there. But there's this war in Ukraine, which has already made us publish a lot about those Russians who so fascinate the good French, but not on this point : what can explain, in a provincial who's come down to Paris, such an attitude towards the plantigrade Putin ? So we've put together a few "extracts" from other texts already published... In fact, my publisher asked me to do something about that : I'm under contract, but he lets me write what I want ; so I could have written about a head chef, it wouldn't have made much difference from my point of view ! He also knows when a text doesn't need a printed version, so I don't really understand why he wanted one in this case. But since I had to go through with it, I prefer to content myself with just some old texts... Really, I can't imagine why he left Paris for such a province, except that there are indeed fewer of these provincials than in the capital ; in fact, he's content to live happily here as if he were on a permanent vacation, but neglecting the local economy as much as possible for personal needs and, as far as his work is concerned, preferring to work only with Anglo-Saxon partners who are as far away from this France as possible. In Quebec, some old-timers used to say, at the end of a meal : "Another thing the English won't have" ; but it seems that for some time now, farther west on the Pacific coast, some people have been repeating on certain occasions : "Another job the French won't have"... So here are some aphorisms that are useless from my point of view...
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Still in English from the start, there was also this afterword for "Macron provincial down in Paris"...

Aphorisms ? A vitriolic painting of the ravages of provincialism, based on ten years of observation and the testimonies of repentant enarques : a small essay on moral physiognomy in the form of primer for use by prime ministers of all kinds. The big problem is that there are too many provincials in Paris... so the worst concentration of provincialism is to be found there : that's why it's better to move to a provincial town where, paradoxically, we can better protect ourselves from the dangers of this provincialism ; this is what can be
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