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  Foreword to the English Edition (Jared Taylor)


  I write these words with a deep sense of gratitude: First, to Guillaume Faye and his heroic life of struggle for our people. Second, to the men who have contributed to this collection. And, finally, to Arktos Media for publishing this tribute and for introducing Faye to English-speaking readers. Our heroes are not heroes to the larger public, so it remains to us to erect our own monuments and to mourn our fallen. 


  This book contains a wealth of information about Guillaume Faye that can be found nowhere else. I first met Faye in 2003, long after his associations with G.R.E.C.E. or his 10-year interlude as the ‘Skyman’ radio personality. Therefore, it was with the greatest interest that I read Mr. Steuckers’ essay, which treats Faye’s entire career with great detail and sympathy.


  Faye was fortunate to have had a comrade in arms of 40 years so intimately knowledgeable about the many stages of his life. Mr. Steuckers tells us the circumstances and consequences of all his major works — not just the books but also the important magazine articles — and even the currents of thought that influenced Faye and that he himself was influencing. An intellectual history of Guillaume Faye is nothing less than an intellectual history of both the New Right and of the far bolder Dissident Right, of which Faye became an unquestioned leader. Thanks to Mr. Steuckers, I now know, for example, of Faye’s prankster persona; when Skyman was off the air, he did such things as stroll the streets of Paris pretending to be a blind man and even once posed as a close friend of newly elected President Bill Clinton, in Paris on a mission to appoint a European representative of the Clinton foreign policy. It gives me great pleasure to imagine Faye doing these things.


  Mr. Steuckers also writes of Faye’s ‘heart-breaking naiveté’ and the price he paid for it. The Faye I knew had nothing of the maneuverer in him, only a conviction of the rightness of his cause and a passion to pour out his insights before any audience that would listen. I can easily believe he would come out the loser in any office politics or movement rivalry because for Faye, the movement was not about personal gain. As Mr. Steuckers writes, he devoted is life — he gave his life — for the liberation of Europe and its people. This was his passion, not making a name for himself, climbing a hierarchy, or building an organisation to rule over.


  In his own essay, Pierre-Émile Blairon captures another side of Faye when he writes: Faye ‘was more than just an intellectual; he also had a sense of theatrics and farce.’ Mr. Blairon also writes, ‘He was, above all else, a brilliant and passionate orator.’ After a good meal and a bottle of wine, Faye’s theatrics and farce would delight his companions, but it was at the lectern that he became a force of nature. It was my pleasure and honor to introduce him to American audiences on two occasions, at the American Renaissance conferences of 2006 and 2012. Some English speakers had to struggle with his accent — a hostile critic said it was so thick it could float a cannonball — but his passion filled the room and thrilled his listeners. Even in a language not his own, he was an intense, brilliant, visionary. One man spoke for many when he rose to thank Faye for a speech that ‘touched my genes.’


  No one, whether reading Faye or listening to him speak, could help but be swept up by his conviction, his eloquence, and his sense of tragedy. Faye coined several neologisms and one that will certainly endure is ‘ethnomasochism,’ which captures the horror of a great people — his people — turning on itself in a frenzy of disgust and contempt. As Pierre Krebs writes in his contribution to this volume, Europeans are ‘in a state of war against an enemy that threatens to smother the very Essence of our Being, to snuff out our inalienable right to be and remain ourselves, in line with our ancestors,’ but the true abomination is that ‘Europe is giving its wealth away so as to fund its own suicide.’ Faye was one of the first to see this, to be horrified by it, and to struggle in every possible way to shake, shock, persuade, and shame Europeans out of their potentially fatal ethnomasochism.


  It was this passion that drew me to Faye when we met for the first time. After 15 minutes it was clear that this was a man who lived his convictions, and his convictions mirrored my own. Although I was an American and therefore citizen of a country he had often called a competitor and even a rival, he quickly saw in me a fellow European, his own flesh and blood, an ally in the struggle. Perhaps I flatter myself, but I think I helped him see that there was more to America than General Motors, the New York Times, the Baptist Church, and the State Department, that even in decadent America there were men and women who know that our civilisation is dying and are fighting to save it. And so it was that at the 2012 American Renaissance conference, Guillaume Faye, in full sincerity, could deliver a speech with the title: ‘America and Europe: Brothers in Arms.’ There are a true Europe and a true America, unrepresented in the halls of power, and we are truly allies.


  By the end of his life, by the time he wrote Ethnic Apocalypse, Faye had no illusions about what was at stake. His last book is a grim warning to the West of what we face and the choices we must make. If all his previous work was diagnosis — brilliant, witty, irrefutable — Ethnic Apocalypse is cure. You may have been innocent before you read this book; afterwards, you are innocent no longer. No one who reads Ethnic Apocalypse in earnest can escape its deadly logic or remain deaf to its call, a call that rings out to every land where the sons and daughters of Europe have spread the civilisation of their ancestors.


  There is little I can add to the esteem and affection for Guillaume Faye that shines through the following pages. The men who have contributed to this book served with Faye in the same regiments, fought in the same battles, bear the same scars. Alas, Faye fell before his time, but he was fighting to the end, writing and thinking even on his sickbed, unwilling to die without a final blast against the forces arrayed against everything dear to him. This book is a heartfelt tribute to a man we loved and admired, but our best tribute is to stay in the fight — Faye’s fight, our fight, Europe’s fight — and battle to the end just as he did.


  Jared Taylor, 


  Oakton, Virginia, USA,


  May 17, 2020




  Incipit: All Grandeur Lies in the Attacks One Launches (Pierre Krebs)


  Dedicated to Guillaume Faye


  Towers of an immemorial Europe stemming from our most distant days,


  from the farthest reaches of our unfailing memory’s herculeanly fearless ways,


  mastering the energies of which our peoples were begotten,


  yet have now been all but forgotten.


  Towers which, from our recent deceiving words, do rise


  And are brought forth by our surrender and weakest vice,


  muting our century’s most pernicious lies.


  These tall, firm and thick towers


  are the citadels of this imperial Europe of ours —


  the belligerent architecture of ideological defiance,


  the perennial framework of historical reliance.


  These deep-rooted citadels are heavy and massive at the base,


  all threats and dangers to erase.


  High and sharp are their edges, as if those of the reclaimed blades


  of our reconstituted phalanxes, defying Europe’s divine renegades.


  Citadels rising above the desperate fate of our Western Land,


  To re-instil faith in the gods’ rebirth, now at hand,


  The barbaric will of super-humanist challenges heedfully to command.


  Though Pericles and Faust may stagger under the diabolically entangled


  chains of weakness, shame and betrayal with which they are shackled,


  the citadels of Europe remain unshakeable,


  secure, strong and impregnable.


  A Titan shall be reborn, reborn he shall be,


  to shatter the Chaldean fetters and henceforth be free


  of the very chains that have kept our souls ever exiled,


  our bodies disfigured, our minds miscegenated and defiled.


  A Parsifal of the Heideggerian ages leading up to an event,


  a development that, to synthesise, is meant —


  immemorial pagan pre-science with Nietzschean aeons of advent.


  For as the world’s clock now strikes midnight,


  it is from within the shadows of the fossilised stone eagles


  perched upon the towers of our enslaved and enfeebled


  fatherlands that the eagle-like might


  of our empire-founding energies


  and wills is already taking flight,


  reinventing our deities.


  Written by Pierre Krebs in the 1980’s




  I. Guillaume Faye’s Contribution to the ‘New Right’ and a Brief History of His Ejection (Robert Steuckers)


  I


  Guillaume Faye was truly the driving force behind G.R.E.C.E.,1

 the ‘New Right’s main organisation in France during the early 1980s. Driven by his incredible dynamism, an unrivalled enthusiasm within this environment, his overflowing vitality and a discourse that comprised astonishing and highly appealing moments of sheer brilliance, Guillaume Faye had, as he himself liked to say, been very impressed by his readings of the situationist texts of Guy Debord’s2

 school. If we were to oversimplify or strive to summarise the essential/existential core of his approach, we could say that he denounced the ideological stagnation in the aftermath of 1968, that of the 1970s and the Giscard era in France, which he regarded as a stupid, dreary and bland ‘spectacle’. Faye was a man who entered the scene virtually alone, at some time between the departure of the partisans of the 1968 events and the arrival of the Reaganian ‘yuppies’. 


  In the second issue of Élements magazine, which was, and remains, at the forefront of the oldest cenacle of the ‘New Right’ in France, whose members gather around the irremovable Alain de Benoist, one can see a photo of the young Faye, aged twenty-three, at a time when he was involved in the teaching profession as part of the ‘Vilfredo Pareto Circle’. In his scientific work On the New Right, Pierre-André Taguieff sketches a brief history of this ‘Vilfredo Pareto Circle’ (p. 183), run by Jean-Yves Le Gallou, a man who is now active as an MEP for Jean-Marie Le Pen’s Front National party. In 1970, G.R.E.C.E. established its ‘Paris-Île-de-France Regional Unit’ (URPIF), with the ‘Vilfredo Pareto Circle’ acting as the latter’s branch within the ‘Institute of Political Studies’ (IEP) in Paris. Taguieff adds that it was, in fact, Faye himself who chaired this Pareto Circle from 1971 to 1973 (Op. cit., p. 205). This being his very first appointment, Faye was thus immediately someone new, someone who was not attached to any branch of the conventional French Right.


  He had no ties to any Vichy or collaborationist circles, nor to those of the OAS3

 or the ‘Catholic-traditionalist’ movement. He was not a nationalist per se, but a disciple of Julien Freund, Carl Schmitt (of whom he had already spoken with simplicity, conciseness and accuracy in the columns of Cahiers du Cercle Vilfredo Pareto4

), François Perroux, etc. One could say that, if such language had any meaning in the final instance, then Faye was, within G.R.E.C.E., the representative of a ‘Right’ that lay beyond the factions, of a ‘regalian Right’ that cast upon all events a sovereign and detached eye, which was not, however, devoid of ardour and ‘plastic’ will, sorting out in some way the wheat from the chaff, the political from the impolitic. Those who kept company with him or, like me, were once his colleagues know that he always made fun of the flaws of those Parisian rightist movements, the stilted attitudes and the prestige-seeking quarrels of those who, in all earnestness and in a display of great arrogance, advocated certain simplistic ideas: the latter were sometimes Nazi psychobabble5

 of immeasurable inanity, one that was modelled on the ideas of American comic strips, simplistic notions that obviously bore no connection to any historical context and failed to mould themselves in a manner that reflected reality. He also mocked — and not without malice, one might add — all those who, within our world, where so many psychopaths jostle one another, bestowed upon themselves a ‘sublime’ (and often tough and ‘supermanistic’) character, one which did not correspond at all to their actual and oftentimes glaring mediocrity. Faced with all kinds of nostalgia, Faye liked to say that he was both ‘realistic and accepting’ and that the latter attitude was, in the long run, the only fruitful one. Indeed, no sooner did the development of the New Right — either as a metapolitical working network or a specific political commitment to the RPR,6

 the National Front or various national-revolutionary groups — require rigour and endurance than the ‘supermanistic’ mythomaniacs melted away like snow in the sun or were recycled into small groups in which masquerades and psychodramas were constantly on the agenda.


  Faye produced his work in an environment that was not his own, one that did not fully identify — or perhaps not at all — with what he wrote. He gave the impression of repeatedly targeting the anthill with the heftiest kicks, trying to shock people in the hope that this mischievous maieutic would hatch a truly new ‘Right’, one which would not content itself with hastily camouflaging its pro-Vichy attitude, its colonial nationalism, its Parisian lounge-lizard Nazism, its purely material ambitions or its caricatural militarism under a few scholarly references. It was ultimately Faye who alone embodied the ‘New Right’, for never had he been anything else. Almost everyone who was part of his entourage during his passage through G.R.E.C.E. (and thus benefited from his charisma, energy, quick-paced and ever relevant work, and brilliant intelligence) considered him a stranger in the end, a ‘little newcomer’, who was not to be let in on things and was removed from the movement’s actual command centres, where a few ‘elders’ made decisions that were unappealable and final. From the very outset, Faye would be free of the ‘rightist’ cangue, which could not be said of his associates and especially those who paid him (so very badly). Naive and ever anxious to do as much work as possible, Faye never cared much about all those vicious backstage intrigues; to him, what mattered was that texts were being published and books and brochures spread to the public. In the end, his realisation of how harmful this opacity was would come too late, with the latter having weakened and handicapped the movement, to which he sacrificed the best years of his life, and enabled endless manipulations and hedging, as he himself ended up falling prey to the plotters lurking behind the scenes, without ever succeeding in patiently building up an alternative apparatus. Faye was indeed a victim of his own confidence, naivety and lack of belonging to a very specific network of the ‘old Right’, which was basically reluctant to renew itself and face both the world and life head on. Parisian illusions, fantasies, cronyism and intrigues took constant precedence over the ideological relevance of the actual discourse and over all efforts to expand and deepen the movement.


  As the ‘New Right’ emerged, finding itself in the limelight after the summer of the 1979 press campaign, Faye volunteered to go on a continual ‘Tour de France’ of the regional units of G.R.E.C.E., which were springing up everywhere in a spontaneous manner. Thanks to his personal commitment, presence, and a skilful language that excited people’s wills, he turned G.R.E.C.E. into a genuine community in which the ‘elders’ (who stemmed from all walks of the ‘Right’, with the sole exception of fundamentalist and moderate Catholics) rubbed shoulders with ‘new’ people, who were often students and instinctively grasped and accepted the novelty of his speech and the essential notions it conveyed. Highly attentive to the sociological analyses that investigated fashion, examined mores and harnessed the sources of protest as soon as they hatched, Faye became quite naturally the idol of the young non-conformists belonging to the French ‘Right’, who would soon be joined by some differentialist supporters of the 1968 movement (inspired by Robert Jaulin, Henri Lefebvre, Michel Maffesoli, and the defenders of the Third World against Western capitalist ‘homologation’) and former situationists who rejected certain classic social conventions (such as religion) without, however, accepting the temptations arising from the implicit ideology of the baba-cools of 1968, which acted as the matrix of the conformism that plagues us today.


  Unlike Marcuse’s7

 readers, who had bet on some kind of soft Epimetheism,8

 an Orphic sort of eroticism that served as the basis of an almost paradisiacal anti-civilisation, a soft and resignation-based type of protest, and a permanent negation of all institutions involving any sort of ‘you must’ attitude, Faye merged protest with affirmation and rejected as vain, impolitic and capitulationist any and all Marcuse-style opposition, betting instead on hard-line Prometheism; on a goliardic9

 sort of eroticism, which, by spreading healthy joy, promptly frees its followers from the bitter tensions of permanent action; and on a permanent and unruffled affirmation of new duties and institutions, which are, however, not considered definitive. Although Marcuse and Faye both challenge our stagnant society and the old hierarchies of the 1950s and 1960s, what Marcuse attempts to do is exit history once and for all, blaming the latter for having generated these inert hierarchies. As for Faye, what he desires is a return to the turmoil of history while simultaneously believing in the antagonistic and tragic framework of life (just like his mentors, namely Freund, Monnerot and Maffesoli). Convinced of his own anti-totalitarianism, Marcuse actually has a demobilising effect. In an effort to evade the soft kind of totalitarianism that smothers souls and peoples through the limitless extension of its scolding moralism (just as the mind-numbing hierarchism of pre-68 conventions stifled people’s creative spontaneities), Faye is, by contrast, hyper-mobilising.


  This antagonistic and affirmative vision would thus be conveyed from city to city for several years, between 1979 and 1984, a space-time context in which G.R.E.C.E. was at its height. All of this took place, of course, under the leadership of Alain de Benoist, but thanks to Guillaume Faye’s charisma above anything else. The latter left his mark on Élements magazine, defining the topics and approaching them with a passion and timeliness that would never be seen again after his departure. With Faye now gone, followed by Vial and Mabire (both of whom were, however, very different from him), Élements began to literally flounder; the magazine lost its ‘core’ and became an arena where very young polygraphs, mediocre paraphrasers and incorrigible compilers, fake Germanists and false philosophers, false leftists and fake neo-fascists, scribblers of ephemerides and dreary aesthetes all amused themselves, not to mention, above all, some fine samples of ‘slap-worthy’ individuals from the sixteenth arrondissement. It was, in fact, Faye who launched many new topics that were mostly unknown among the ranks of the ‘stupidest Right in the world’. Thanks to his effortless contact with academics (unlike Alain de Benoist), what Faye grafted on his initial legacy of political sciences and the Pareto Circle was novelty, introducing his own interpretation of Habermas’ ‘communicative action’, the theories of American neoconservatives and Christopher Lash’s anti-narcissistic sociology. Then, breaking resolutely with right-wing ‘Westernism’, Faye initiated, in the 32nd issue of Élements, his own criticism of Western civilisation, establishing or renewing a connection not only with the anti-Westernism of the German nationalists or conservatives of the Weimar era (including Spengler, Niekisch, Sombart, etc.)’, but also with the ethnological arguments that stigmatised the ‘ethnocides’ occurring on the fringes of the West’s techno-messianic civilisation (Robert Jaulin) and with the Differentialist Manifesto penned by Henri Lefèbvre (a former French Communist Party theorist who was also once a disciple of surrealist André Breton). Westernism, heir to a stagnant, fixist, immobilist, humanitarian, repetitive, and parrot-like conception of the Enlightenment, is a cangue from which one must free oneself, as it impedes ‘communicative action’ (which the young Habermas had dreamt of and Faye and his true friends would long to restore in their community-related, identitarian and deep-rooted logic). It is a pathological state that generates false and ineffective hierarchies, which a rotation of elites will have to bring down. Last but not least, and in accordance with Faye’s brilliant formula, it acts as a ‘system for killing peoples’.


  And yet, although the criticisms formulated by the proponents of the Frankfurt School and by Faye himself both reject the system founded by the ideology of the Enlightenment (since this system obliterates Life, meaning our Lebenswelt, a term adopted by Habermas and previously used by Simmel), these two schools — namely the New Left, whose best platform is epitomised by the New York-based magazine Telos, and the real New Right, which Faye was alone to embody, without ever finding himself entangled in incapacitating bouts of nostalgism — differ in their appreciation of ‘instrumental reason’. In the eyes of the Frankfurt School, instrumental rationality is the source of all ills: from Manchesterian capitalism to the authoritarianism of the Obrigkeitsstaat, from fascism to the abandonment of the famous Lebenswelt, and from electro-fascism (Jungk) to the destruction of the environment. From Faye’s perspective, however, instrumental reason is a source of power, and it takes power to make things happen in politics, including the fact of restoring our Lebenswelt, our roots and our people’s spontaneity. The difference between the New Right (i.e. Faye) and the New Left (the Telos team, basically) is to be sought entirely in this issue of power, in connection to which instrumental reason can serve as a tool. This dispute was also that of German social sciences (See De Vienne à Francfort, la querelle allemande des sciences sociales,10

 Ed. Complexe, Brussels, 1979): is it instrumental reason, which puts values in brackets, makes no value judgments and practices the Wertfreiheit postulated by Max Weber or perhaps even the ethics of responsibility, that is to gain the upper hand? Or is it, in fact, normative reason, which insists on values (albeit only the ‘enlightened’ values of the modern West) and thus develops an ethics of conviction, that should come out on top? Although Faye never answered this exact question within the framework of the debate that shook the intellectual world at the end of the 1970s and the beginning of the 1980s, one perfectly sensed, both in his articles and his ‘System for Killing Peoples’,11

 that he intuitively perceived the hiatus or perhaps even impasse: indeed, he knew that both instrumental reason (when handled by political authorities that do not share our values, i.e. those of the Greek zoonpolitikon or Roman hyper-politics, nor, above all, our metaphysical and legal traditions) and normative reason (whenever it proceeds to impose abstract or foreign norms on our history) can be obliterating and alienating. And although it would be more accurate to speak of ‘axiological reason’ instead of a normative one, in the sense that a ‘norm’, as defined by Carl Schmitt, is always an abstraction that latches itself onto life, whereas a value, as understood by Weber and Freund, is an immutable positivity that can undergo a change of form but never one of content and, while remaining the prerogative of specific cultures or peoples, burst into reality, withdraw from it or enter a state of latency, neither reason is actually obliterating nor alienating as long as peoples live by their own values and are not subjected to abstract standards that deliberately eradicate all that is spontaneous, correcting whatever seems irrational to them and erasing historical legacies.


  Faye did not have the necessary time to become involved in the debates that raged around Rawls’ work (on social justice), nor the time to follow the debates promoted by American ‘communitarians’, who have found their cementing values within the field of sociology and intend to reactivate them. And above all, he did not keep track of the great secret adventure of the 1980s, namely the rediscovery of Carl Schmitt’s work in Germany, Italy and the United States, with France remaining more or less outside this groundswell, which spanned across the entire planet. One only finds themselves outside the dilemma between instrumental reason and normative reason if one turns to history, which offers specific values for specific peoples, values that are perhaps fundamentally subjective yet also objective, as they are the only ones capable of structuring coherent and lasting behaviours within a context of flexibility and generating, within a given people, what Arnold Gehlen12

 termed ‘institutions’. A people who adhere to and put into practice their own values obey laws which are objective to them alone, but which are the only practical objectivity in the political sphere; if they obey norms that are extrinsic to them, imposed by external and/or dominant powers, normative reason will, whether consciously or unconsciously, seem alienating to them, and instrumental reason unbearable. In such a context, the people in question will die if they have forgotten their own values, because they can no longer act according to their own internal laws. And it is the system that will have killed them.


  Indisputable and determining was the influence of Henri Lefebvre on the evolution of Guillaume Faye’s ideas; Henri Lefebvre was one of the main theorists of the French Communist Party and the author of many fundamental texts intended to be used by the militants of this highly organised and combative party. Guillaume Faye and I had the pleasure of meeting this ex-communist French philosopher on two occasions in the hall of the famous Parisian restaurant ‘La Closerie des Lilas’, which Lefebvre liked to frequent because it had once been an important venue from the Parisian surrealist perspective, back in the days of André Breton. Lefebvre liked to recall the Homeric rows between the surrealists and their adversaries, rows that had enlivened the restaurant. Before embracing Marxism, Lefebvre had been a surrealist. The conversations we had with this philosopher of exceptional distinction, who was highly refined and very aristocratic in his words and manners, were fruitful and contributed, in particular, to enriching the Nouvelle école issue that focused on Heidegger and which we were preparing at the time. Three additional and recent works by Lefebvre, all of which were post-Marxist, caught our attention: Position: contre les technocrates. En finir avec l’humanité-fiction13

 (Gonthier, Paris, 1967); Le manifeste différentialiste14

 (Gallimard, Paris, 1970); and De L’État. 1. L’État dans le monde moderne,15

 (UGE, Paris, 1976).


  In Position (op. Cit.), Lefebvre protested against both space and lunar exploration projects because they turned man away from ‘the humble surface of the globe’, causing him to lose his sense of Earth, which was so dear to Nietzsche. In Lefebvre’s eyes, it was also the result of an ideology that had lost all practical potential and any ability to forge a specific project that would remedy the issues that affect the real lives of men and cities.


  This ideology, which is that of ‘liberal bourgeois humanism’, is no more than a ‘mixture of philanthropy, culture and citations’; within it, philosophy is ritualised, becoming a mere ceremonial system that sanctions an extensive fool’s game. From Lefebvre’s perspective, such stagnation in pure phraseology should not lead us to reject man as the structuralists around Foucault do, casting destructive and ‘deconstructivist’ suspicion upon all political projects and wills (though, at a later point, Lefebvre would no longer be so severe towards Foucault). In such a context, no further revolutionary impetus — or of any other kind — is possible: movement, dialectic, dynamics and becoming are all simply denied. Anti-historicist and Foucauldian structuralism is the peak of the rejection that targets the formidable potential that Heraclitus bequeathed to us, ushering in, says Lefebvre, a new ‘Eleaticism’: whereas the old Eleaticism challenged sensory movement, the new one denounces historical movement. To Lefebvre, Parmenidean philosophy is one of immobility. To Faye, the neo-Parmenidean attitude espoused by the liberal, bourgeois and plutocratic system is the philosophy of the liberal-humanist discourse that is endlessly repeated as a dry sort of catechism devoid of any marvellous aspects. In Lefebvre’s eyes, Heraclitean philosophy is the philosophy of movement. To Faye, who thus displays some Spenglerian echoes specific to the neo-rightist takeover of the Weimarian ‘Conservative Revolution’ (through Locchi and de Benoist), contemporary Heraclitism must be a joyful cult of innovative mobility. To both Lefebvre, the ex-Marxist and ex-surrealist, and the absolute neo-rightist that Faye was, beings, stabilities and structures are mere traces of the journey of Becoming. In their eyes, there are no static and definitive structures: the real movement characterising both the world and politics is a movement subject to constant structuring and de-structuring. The world cannot be locked into a system whose sole concern is to preserve itself. One must counter this structuralism, which can justify systems through the exclusion of the ‘anthropos’ of flesh and willpower, with an anti-system or even with Life itself. From Lefebvre’s (and Faye’s) perspective, this recourse to Life is not synonymous with backwardness or archaism: one cannot fight against the system by waving about embellished images of a completely hypothetical past but, instead, by making massive technological investments in everyday life and finally leaving behind all purely speculative philosophy and notions of a fictitious humanity. Man’s important aspect is embodied by his work, by what he strives for. Man is only genuinely human when ‘striving for things’ and thus participating in the process of becoming. The ‘non-striving’ are those who shun technology (the only lever available to us), refusing to stamp everyday life with the seal of technology and seeking to escape into the archaic and primitive, into the marginal (Marcuse!) or into neuroses (psychoanalysis!). The glorification of technology and a rejection of archaising nostalgia are truly the main traits of authentic neo-rightism, i.e. of Fayean neo-rightism. They stem directly from a careful reading of Henri Lefebvre’s work.


  In his Differentialist Manifesto, one finds additional parallels between the author’s post-Marxism and the neo-rightism espoused by Faye, with the former having undoubtedly fertilised the latter: a criticism of the processes of homogenisation and a call for ‘differential powers’ (which must relinquish their defensive positions so as to take the offensive). Although ‘repressive-oppressive’ homogenisation is indeed dominant and seemingly victorious, it fails to put a definite end to particularistic resistances: despite everything, the latter can then impose a sort of polycentrism, one that is induced by the ‘planetary struggle to differ’ and is to be consolidated. If we ever put an end to this struggle and the repressive/oppressive powers were to secure a conclusive victory, this would signify the end of analysis, the failure of action, and the demise of discovery and creation.


  From his reading of Lefebvre’s State in the Modern World, Faye seems to have drawn a few other key ideas, notably that of a ‘total mystification’ that is concomitant with planetary homogenisation, in which the state is sometimes exalted (from Hobbes to Stalinism) and sometimes underestimated (from Descartes to illusions of ‘pure knowledge’) and where genders, the individual, the elite, structure (that of stagnant structuralists) and superabundant information serve, in turn, to mystify the public. Next comes the idea that the state should not be seen as some sort of ‘mortal completion’ or an ‘end’, but rather as a ‘theatre of struggle and a battlefield’. Although the state itself will indeed come to an end, this will not mark the actual cessation (of the political). Last but not least, what Faye retained from this book was Lefebvre’s call for what is ‘differential’, meaning for ‘that which eludes repetitive identity’, ‘that which never reproduces, but produces’, and ‘that which struggles against entropy and the space of death in order to conquer a differential collective identity’.


  Faye’s reading of Henri Lefebvre and his meetings with the latter are interesting for more than one reason: we can now retrospectively say that a certain chemistry undoubtedly existed between the two men, certainly because Lefebvre was a former surrealist and thus able to comprehend the unstable, bubbling and turbulent mixture that Faye embodied; a mixture, in fact, of critical anarchism directed against routine-based states and of recourse to (charismatic) political authority, which shall shatter, through the very power of its decisions, a routine that remains unable to face up to the unforeseen, to wars or to disasters. If we describe Faye’s approach as ‘aestheticising’ (which is certainly a leap), his aesthetics can only be the ‘aesthetics of terror’ defined by Karl Heinz Bohrer, in which a fusion of intuitionism (the Bergsonian kind with Faye) and (Schmittian) decision-making reveals suddenness and unforeseen or impromptu events — i.e. that which Faye termed an Ernstfall, in accordance with a certain Schmittian school — as a manifestation that is both vital and catastrophic, with life and history being an uninterrupted stream of disasters that excludes any and all tranquillity. The permanent struggle that Lefebvre called for, the perpetual cry for what is ‘differential’ (so that neither men nor things remain stagnant and ‘Eleatic’), the very real but brief time of suddenness, the Kairos, the unexpected or the unusual postulated by the surrealists and their epigones, and the shock resulting from the state of emergency, which Schmitt and Freund considered essential, are all concepts or visions that converge in this Fayean synthesis. They render it inseparable from the bodies of doctrine that were debated in Paris during the 1960s and 1970s and prevent us from concluding that there actually could be some kind of consubstantiality with the phantasmagorical ‘fascism’ or ‘extreme-rightism’ that has been lent to his New Right ever since the moment when, frightened by the numerous instances of philosophical boldness on the ‘left’, ‘right’ and ‘elsewhere and everywhere’, the system began to demand that a backward step be taken and a reduction to minimal moralism take place — an infamous task that has been tackled by Bernard-Henry Lévy, Guy Konopnicki, Luc Ferry and Alain Renaut, thus paving the way for the platitudes of our political correctness.


  All that is left for us to do is to attempt to explain Faye’s Nietzscheanism and re-situate it, if at all possible, in the context of the French Nietzscheanism that lasted from the 1960s to the 1980s; but what is it that distinguishes his implicit (and sometimes explicit) Nietzscheanism from the one professed elsewhere, whether in French universities, among independent (and even marginal) philosophers or among other protagonists of the New Right?


  1) If the Nietzscheanism taught at university level is complex, too complex to be used by metapolitical associations such as G.R.E.C.E.;


  2) if the arabesques, meanders, rhizomes,16

 arrangements, transversals,17

 multilinearities and ritornellos18

 of an original and fertile Nietzschean philosopher such as Gilles Deleuze, for instance, revealed a vocabulary that was as original as it was surprising, but remained largely misunderstood outside the faculties of philosophy at the time of the New Right’s heyday (they would only have encountered misunderstanding among non-philosophers, even at university; in Italy, Francesco Ingravalle had the merit of drawing up an excellent synopsis of Nietzschean approaches, by bringing Deleuze’s contribution to light in a clear fashion; see F. Ingravalle, Nietzsche illuminista o illuminato? Guida alla lettura di Nietzsche attraverso Nietzsche, Ed. di Ar, Padova, 1981);


  3) if the more marginalised, less academic and solitary philosophers worked thoroughly on Nietzschean themes that were more circumstantial and clearly less politicisable or metapolitisable;


  4) if the (sometimes scattered, sometimes concentrated) fragments of an extreme rightist heritage, spontaneously transposed into the clumsy metapolitics of the most modest grassroots activists involved in the early stages of G.R.E.C.E., conceived a very hieratic, frigid and stagnant Nietzscheanism, naively embracing a literal interpretation of the discourse on the ‘Superman’ and especially the latter’s travesties at the hands of the Anglo-Saxon cinematographic propaganda during the two world wars, a propaganda that blended together clichés such as the ‘Hun’, the ‘blonde beast’, the caricatural madness of genetics professors wearing a nervous grin and large pair of glasses and, last but not least, the arrogance and disdain attributed to the officers of the Freikorps or stormtroopers;


  5) if the ‘super-humanism’ advocated by Giorgio Locchi, understood as the type of Nietzscheanism that enjoys strong support in the speeches of G.R.E.C.E. members, insisted on overcoming the philosophical and scientific avatars of the passive and levelling type of egalitarianism resulting from Christianity and transformed into ‘science’ in the wake of positivism and Marxism;


  6) if Pierre Chassard’s theories on Nietzsche’s anti-providentialism, which were incorporated by G.R.E.C.E. in the early 1970s as a result of a lack of original interpretations regarding the philosopher of Sils-Maria, insisted on the ultimate impossibility to create a completed, closed world that would no longer be characterised by any vicissitudes, tragic events, turmoil or conflictuality,


  Faye’s own Nietzscheanism would inscribe itself into this space, a space whose outlines are blurry and lies somewhere between the sphere of laughter and that of the tragic, as highlighted by Alexis Philonenko in his approach to Nietzsche’s work (see A. Philonenko, Nietzsche. Le Rire et le Tragique,19

 LGF, 1995).


  Indeed, the world’s very fabric is fundamentally tragic in Faye’s eyes, and will remain so in spite of the wishful thinking formulated by Christians, post-Christians, the proponents of natural law, etc. Following in the footsteps of Jules Monnerot, whose thoughts were systematically centred around ‘heterotelia’ (i.e. the fact that one always attains a different objective from that which one had assigned oneself in one’s dreams and plans), Faye constantly writes about and affirms the notion according to which the political efforts, institutional constructions and obstacles clumsily put in place by censors that long to avoid a re-dealing of the cards will always end up being swept away; but before such well-deserved disappearance and necessary cleansing can come to pass, the agitations, tantrums, objurgations and admonitions stemming from those who want the same rules to forever remain in force, for centuries on end, must arouse the laughter of all impertinent realists who accept and affirm the world’s tragicality and the finitude of all things. In this sense, ‘laughter is a naked and truly multifaceted kind of power’ to Faye, as stated by Philonenko, who adds that, in Thus Spoke Zarathustra, laughter is also ‘the key that opens all locks’, precisely because it enables one to jump over obstacles which, in fact, are no obstacles at all and to look through the cracks or beyond the seemingly monolithic masses. Nietzsche’s conception of laughter is not one of substance, but of a meta-critical function that not only makes life itself possible (while freeing it from both gravity and anachronisms), but, as added by Philonenko, also enables ‘authentic existence’, in the sense that ‘authenticity’ is, in such a context, synonymous with fullness and innovative brilliance — unlike stagnant routines (and, in Faye’s eyes, stagnant traditions), which remain ‘inauthentic’ and devoid of interest. One can thus say that the fascination exerted upon Faye by Heidegger’s post-Nietzschean reflections on the sad ‘reign of the One’20

 (and by the French writers who, each in their own way, praised the ‘royal roads’) had hardly any impact on the thoughts of the New Right’s only true original thinker.


  Nietzsche and, unconsciously, Faye himself thereafter imagined laughter which, ‘having brought down the pillars of civilisation’ (of the rigid and disillusioned civilisation that was both bequeathed to us and imposed upon us by the Aufklärung through an ever-increasing range of police methods), would channel the superman into being, meaning our overcoming of the ‘human, all too human’ condition, one that keeps us imprisoned in cages of legality that have lost all legitimacy, in the golden cells of a civilisation of material abundance and spiritual deficiencies. It is in this critique of civilisation, no longer driven by the idyllic and neo-pastoralist eros of ‘Marcuso-Rousseauism’ but, instead, by laughter and mischievousness, that we must draw a parallel with the German Conservative Revolution, which rejects this ‘civilisation’ either in the name of the simultaneously traumatic and exhilarating experience undergone by World War I soldiers or in the name of an Oriental, Asian or Russian-Orthodox faith that has apparently been modernised under the tinsel of Bolshevism. Nietzschean/Fayean super-humanity is therefore not a dauntless humanity of gendarmes characterised by their zygomatic, muscular and hieratic stiffness (with the sole, notable exception of some parts of Faye’s comic strip, which is fraught with contentious topics and entitled Avant-guerre21

); nor is it, as dictated by the spatiotemporal context, an anachronistic duplicate of the ‘soldier nationalism’ advocated by the Jünger brothers or Schauwecker, nor even a traditionalist sort of fideism tinged with orientalism. What it is, instead, is a super-humanity borne by a band of joyous, creative and impertinent scamps that evade all norms and standards. The bearers of ‘civilisation’, who have either forgotten how to laugh or have stifled laughter within themselves, erect paper idols, moral codes and entirely mental conventions, which, in fact, obliterate and repress the Lebenswelt, this instantaneous obviousness that only laughter is capable of grasping, capturing, and ‘completely unlocking’. This commitment to saving the Lebenswelt is the leitmotif, which allows one to understand Faye’s simultaneous infatuation with Heidegger, Habermas, Monnerot, Freund, Schmitt, Jünger (in his Worker) and Simmel, as well as his personal synthesis of all these philosophers, political scientists and sociologists, who seem very different from one another. Later on, Michel Maffesoli would undoubtedly become the academic who devised a very similar corpus to Faye’s own vision (i.e. a brilliant, Dionysian and sparling one), but at a philosophical and sociological level that enjoys full university recognition, whether in France itself or internationally. This is what had to be said, or so it seems to me, about Faye’s Dionysian Nietzscheanism, one that marked the New Right so very deeply. Had he polished and re-polished his intuitions in accordance with the criteria of an academic approach, Faye would indeed have been the thinker who could have become a philosopher standing halfway between Freund and Maffesoli, meaning one who would take into account the essential imperatives of the political without absolutising them, always leaving the doors wide open to allow the manifestations of Life (i.e. the Lebenswelt) to seep in. If Freund, ever faithful to Carl Schmitt in this regard, did not waste much time dwelling on all the bustling, outbursts and infatuations that could give rise to a thousand and one pretexts for ‘occasionalism’, Maffesoli does sometimes go too far, it would seem, when overestimating suburban phenomena (such as tribes) and simultaneously announcing the end of the political within the Dionysian. Faye, who had left the serious sphere of politics behind, could have bridged the gap that separated Freund from Maffesoli (with the latter having been the pupil of the Alsatian political scientist) insofar as, to him, politics should only come into play in case of an Ernstfall (of a dangerous, exceptional situation), disappearing as soon as the danger itself vanishes. In this respect, ‘politics flows back and forth between imperium and anarchy’, as Christiane Pigacé, who was also Julien Freund’s disciple, pointed out during the First FACE22

 conference in July 1993.


  This Nietzscheanism, which lay halfway between laughter and tragedy and amounted to a bet on both ‘naked power’ and the ‘meta-critical function’, also found it difficult to make itself understood — not among the young activists of G.R.E.C.E., who were all fascinated by this kind of ardour, but within the movement’s ‘holy of holies’, i.e. at its very peak, where no sun shone and no warmth reigned, and where a cantankerous mood constantly spewed out miasmas that were as unhealthy as they were undefinable; all this in an atmosphere full of foul swirls of nicotine, in which an ever-confused face and a pout that constantly belched out gratuitous insults revealed, to all lucid individuals blessed with the ability to see things clearly, what was fundamentally a parody, one that Nietzsche would have ridiculed most generously. In no way did the petty vanities of a certain guru tolerate the development of some sort of ‘meta-criticism’ centred around ‘liberating laughter’, which always begins with a healthy capacity for self-mockery. As for Faye, he never hesitated to get himself noticed, to laugh at his own images, fantasies, tastes and sentences, which he took to absurd extremes so as to ensure that they never sunk into the quagmire of intellectual dead ends, etc. In order to question yourself, you must, in fact, be able to take each idea you develop to the point of absurdity, to realise at all times the derisory nature of your own vanities and fantasies and be aware of the ridiculousness of those petty camouflage attempts that we practice in the futile hope of impressing the gallery someday and having an ‘irreproachable image’ in the eyes of the media, which are controlled by the ‘system that kills peoples’ — a fact which ultimately indicates that one could not care less about one’s own people, regardless of all the speeches one gives in one’s desire to impress the public. One has always failed at exercising such self-mockery at the highest levels of G.R.E.C.E., which obviously claimed that it was not actually G.R.E.C.E. but rather a simple and fortuitous core site that had no connection to some vague ‘personal strategy’ of entryism in the media or to a desire to participate in the debates (?) of the Tout-Paris.23

 


  This is why the machine, set up by a compiler aligning citations and references in the sole hope of showing off, ended up running idle ‘at some point’. In the end, this ‘Nietzscheanism of laughter’ remains the basis of Faye’s post-G.R.E.C.E.-ist efforts, from the launch of J’ai tout compris24

 (1987–1988), which merged grating irony with caustic satire, political messages and trendy style, to Skyrock radio programmes (with their huuuuge pranks) or even the hilarious inquiries conducted in Écho des Savannes and Paris Match, where one witnessed Faye in the role of ‘Professor Kervous’, a friend of Bill Clinton’s (who had just been elected to the White House). Kervous himself looked like a typical proponent of the 1968 events and was flanked by his sprightly British secretary, ‘Mary Patch’ (!). He would approach some French politicians and ask them, on behalf of ‘Mr President Bill Clinton’, if they were prepared to apply for the post of “Secretary of State for European Affairs’ in the new American ‘administration’… Such practices of the Fayean New Right’s ‘meta-critical/metapolitical theory’ are, however, a different matter, which has no place in this introduction.


  II


  But how was Guillaume Faye, whose charisma was undeniable, driven out of the group to which he gave a real backbone? Emblematic, his expulsion proves that the internal logic of G.R.E.C.E. has been, and remains, one of ejection. Throughout its history, the movement has excluded more officials than it has actually recruited! Some paranoid minds have deduced that this strategy of successive expulsions has been abided by in the implementation of ‘given orders’, orders whose purpose is to prevent France from developing an ideology that is extremely critical of the republican, Enlightenment-based, legal and administrative anachronisms that have been leading this country towards intellectual drying-up and institutional petrification, so that no sufficiently well-informed current of opinion would ever demand extensive reforms or lay down the requirements for a second French Revolution that would sweep away the institutionalised revolutionary bourgeoisie, its Enlightenment-inspired clubs and its omnipotent civil servants, including the prefects that govern a total of 95 French departments without having been elected, in flagrant contradiction with the democratic principles of the European Union! The theory of ‘acting under command’ has been proposed by Mexican professor Santiago Ballesteros Walsh, although I myself cannot endorse his demonstrative approach… Indeed, there is nothing to directly support Ballesteros Walsh’s hypothesis, a fact that should not, however, prevent us from noting that in nearly thirty years of existence, the Parisian New Right has failed to propose one single coherent reform of our French institutions and to contribute to the deepening of a ‘regionalism’ or ‘subsidiarity’ that could have served as a lever for a general questioning of the Jacobin system, which was directly inspired by the Enlightenment. Nor has it been able to suggest any economic reform project based on Gaullist ‘participationism’, the theories of François Perroux or any non-conformist economic thoughts. These failings and the persistent refusal to tackle such subjects are, at the very least, bizarre, perhaps even highly suspicious. Faye never stopped calling for the inclusion of such steps in the New Right’s corpus. Was this the real reason behind his own ejection and that of all others who were also driven out? In discussions held by G.R.E.C.E. leaders, two other bizarre strategies are often mentioned: a marking strategy and one of denigration. The marking strategy is alleged to involve luring intellectuals into riding on the New Right’s coattails so that they are forever marked by this and thus prevented from pursuing their research. The denigration strategy, on the other hand, consists in pitting militants against each other, labelling them ‘idiots’ or ‘madmen’ as part of a preventive measure whose purpose is to inhibit any autonomous collaboration between them beyond the headquarters’ control. One would thus, for example, approach a certain independent publisher and say that ‘Steuckers (or Faye, Battarra, etc.) is a dangerous, raving lunatic, perhaps even a Nazi-Trotskyist or a national-revolutionary activist, a worthy heir to the Russian Narodnaya Volia25

 (Steucker’s own magazine is, in fact, entitled Vouloir,26

 isn’t it?)’, so that he would reject any manuscripts sent by that sub-Nechayev27

 of a Steuckers; with Steuckers himself being told twenty minutes later by the very same person that this publisher is ‘a pleasant but foolish man caught up in the quirkiest Völkisch ruralist sects’, to ensure that one does not entrust him with any manuscripts…


  At the request of some well-known expelled individuals and some former G.R.E.C.E. executives, all of whom have been wallowing in bitterness since the failure of their constructive reformism within the movement (in which they themselves were once involved as activists), it seems useful to me to paint a summarising and comprehensive picture of this unbroken sequence of expulsions, placing particular emphasis on Faye’s case.


  Having been part of — and active in — circles very close to the ‘centre’ (despite his unawareness of who the organisation’s real sponsors were, for none of its members, or even its leaders, knew them), Faye was not sufficiently wary of the fragility of his own position: indeed, he was both naive and trusting. He remained foreign to this environment and outside it, for that is where he had come from. Those who claimed to be ‘initiates’ never allowed him to integrate and he was always considered a ‘tough nut to crack’. The most obvious indication of Faye’s non-belonging to the ‘core nucleus’ were the poor wages he received. I still cannot comprehend how he could ever have been weak enough to be content with such a situation and to have made two mistakes:


  ■ that of having had excessive confidence in his own charisma and having often worked too quickly, through flashes of brilliance and independently, failing, at times, to support his texts with adequate references and to give them proper weight. The ideal situation would have involved Faye being supported by a team that would have explored the library universe for him, passed on bibliographies and book summaries to him, attended academic and political conferences on his behalf, etc. Unfortunately, Faye did not surround himself with people capable of doing such work for him. In the medium term, this would constitute a great loss.


  ■ Secondly, Faye lacked a personal and autonomous tool that would have provided him with a way out and enabled him to resume his activity independently, by redirecting the audience he had recruited within G.R.E.C.E. towards his own person (his own circle or magazine, for instance). Faye never organised the network of his own connections, nor did he maintain structured relationships with the personalities that he was required to meet with on his numerous journeys. Once ejected, he found himself all alone, without a portfolio, platform or his own resources. Because of the very movement which he himself had endowed with so much vigour, his intellectual quest had to come to an end. The basic principles of political activity teach us that it is necessary, under all circumstances, to keep one’s exit door handy, so as to fall back on one’s own feet in the event of expulsion and re-initiate the dynamics autonomously — even against one’s former partners, if necessary.


  These few reflections on Faye’s person force us to retrace the chronology of his ‘G.R.E.C.E.-ist’ itinerary. As Taguieff writes (op. Cit.), this journey began within the framework of the Vilfredo Pareto Circle, dominated by the personality of Yvan Blot (alias Michel Norey), today a Front National MEP. Faye, who worked in the automobile industry at the time, mastered his oratorical techniques there under the instigation of a former militant of the French radical Right who had relinquished all militancy. Unquestionably, Faye was a good student, which I quickly noticed in 1976 upon meeting him for the first time in Brussels, in the hall of the Ramada Hotel at Chaussée de Charleroi, where he delivered a fiery speech on ‘Europe, the U.S. colony’. Following in the footsteps of Giorgio Locchi, who had put together an entire Nouvelle école issue to stigmatise the American hold on Europe and highlight the radical differences between the European mind and the American one, Faye immediately shifted gears to embrace the anti-Americanism strongly supported by the Italian philosopher and definitively broke with all the ‘Westernist’ temptations of the French Right, including those of certain survivors of Europe Action, an activist movement of the 1960s in which a large number of G.R.E.C.E. executives had initially made their debut.


  In 1977–1978, the first wave of division struck the New Right, which was still little known to the general public. On the one hand, Yvan Blot, Jean-Yves Le Gallou and a few others founded the ‘Club de l’Horloge’,28

 whose strategy was to invade the political sphere, the professional domain (mainly the managerial one) and the most prestigious schools of Paris (the ENA,29

 etc.) at a time when Alain de Benoist was betting on a ‘fight for ideas’, both in the press and the general media. The Club de l’Horloge opted for liberal or national-liberal endeavours. Although Alain de Benoist had the merit of keeping clear of this march towards ‘respectability’ (which did, however, announce the return of liberalism in the debates of the 80s), he did not outline any coherent and structured alternative to Giscardism and the elements of social democracy that pervaded French society following de Gaulle’s disappearance. Faye rejected liberal logic, all in the name of the discourse which he defended in the columns of Cahiers du Cercle Vilfredo Pareto. He felt that his statist, autarkist and ‘regal’ ideas could not be defended on the rostrum of the Club de l’Horloge and thus remained with de Benoist in G.R.E.C.E… His motivations were therefore purely ideological and his choice dictated neither by material interests nor professional opportunities.


  Philippe Marceau then entered the scene in G.R.E.C.E. and structured the latter with formidable efficacy. Thanks to his dedication and generosity, Faye found a solid framework, one that was worthy of him. Marceau disciplined the spirited horse that Faye undoubtedly was and ensured that he was properly paid. Faye would give things his best from 1978 to 1982, a period during which he would benefit from the organisational rigour imposed by Philippe Marceau. In addition, G.R.E.C.E. managed to score some points at the time, founding its Copernic editions in 1978 (though the latter would go bankrupt in 1981) and flooding the editorial staff in Louis Pauwels’ Figaro-Magazine. Faye was smitten, as were many others, including myself. He believed that the future lay in ‘meta-politics’. At that stage of the movement’s history, so did Marceau.


  At the end of 1981, in spite of the officially anti-American and anti-liberal discourse, Alain de Benoist developed a ‘personal strategy’, undoubtedly seeking to outpace the Club de l’Horloge. Such would be the ‘liberal alternative’ adventure, an ambitious project to organise a gigantic conference in Paris, with the support of Figaro Magazine. This conference was intended to bring together all the French theorists of political and economic liberalism, including Raymond Aron, as well as their American counterparts and mentors, including the Chicago Boys, etc. It was, however, Alain de Benoist himself who would force his way into the very centre of this ‘Areopagus’.30

 Alerted by some good journalistic consciences, several prospective participants refused to speak if the ‘Nazi’ (?) de Benoist stepped onto the rostrum. The incurred costs were such that the organisers and sponsors could no longer back down, and Alain de Benoist was simply ousted. The conference did take place, with Figaro-Magazine echoing it all. ‘Liberal alternative’, however, ceased to exist the day after the event. This little adventure speaks volumes about the lack of sincerity characterising the New Right’s leader: in order to achieve stardom, he was willing to sell his anti-liberalism and anti-Americanism cheaply and discard his Europeanism/neo-Gaullist positions, Germanophilia and cult of the ‘Conservative Revolution’. I remember seeing a very sceptical and highly doubtful Faye at the time, a Faye who was an honest man and had always followed his own ideas rather than chase political or media opportunities… He seemed distraught; distraught to find that others were willing to make statements that contradicted all that they had always said, all in a desire to hold a minor position, take advantage of an opportunity or follow a (Parisian) trend.


  In January 1982, an issue of Élements magazine31

 entitled ‘Mourir pour Gdansk?’32

 is published. In it, Alain de Benoist rejects all pro-Western logic (although he had been ready to sacrifice many things to it no more than a month earlier!) and argues against the NATO maximalists, who had expressed their concern about Jaruselski’s assumption of power in Poland; he dismantles the myth of the Soviet enemy and declares that the Soviet system — which he does not, however, endorse — is actually less dangerous for European culture than American fashions and films and wages what is, in fact, a pre-emptive war against Reaganism, which had just taken over the White House. This well-constructed and courageous sort of anti-Westernism angers Raymond Bourgine, the head of Valeurs actuelles33

 and Spectacle du Monde,34

 a weekly and monthly magazine in which Alain de Benoist had begun and from which most sections of Vu de droite35

 actually stem. Alain de Benoist is expelled from the editorial staff. Although this marks G.R.E.C.E.’s first major failure, Alain de Benoist keeps his ‘idea column’ in Le Figaro Magazine (which he would be deprived of a few months later).


  Soon, Philippe Marceau apprehended that the situation was deteriorating. Being a good businessman, he felt that his investments in G.R.E.C.E. had not borne the expected fruit; his financial effort had been too great for the meagre results obtained. He probably believed that the successive failures which the movement had just suffered (the bankruptcy of Copernic editions, the failure of ‘liberal alternative’, the ousting from Bourgine’s publications, G.R.E.C.E.’s faltering position in Le Figaro Magazine, the decreasing media attention, the relentlessness of opponents, etc.) did not bode well. Marceau realised that he had failed to overcome the movement’s ‘flaws’ (the presence of ‘decision makers behind the scenes’, the mismanagement of funds, the whims and personal strategies, the inability to abide by a specific line, ideological variations in accordance with current trends, etc.). He found that the books which some had assured him would be written had not been written at all, that the budgeted funds had to be used to plug further gaps, etc. He thus came to the conclusion that ‘meta-politics’ had failed. Using G.R.E.C.E.’s networks and files, he attempted to set up regional forums, whose intended role was to organise the opposition against Mitterrand36

 and the socialists who had just seized power during the elections of May and June 1981. In order to oppose the socialists and the supporters of the 1968 events, who had gained access to the command posts of French society, a network of political clubs became a necessity — and that is where Marceau thought the future lay. The political cards he played in right-wing Gaullist circles, however, amounted to nothing. Compelled to dissolve the regional forums, Marceau left the stage. G.R.E.C.E. was thus deprived of the advantage of having a formidable organiser and a patron who never counted his gifts. Marceau’s exit marked the end of both rigour and the apparatus’ disciplined organisation. Two years later, Marceau would find himself in Le Pen’s party, where his generosity and appreciation of the importance of work would allow him to give the best of himself.


  With the departure of this exceptional, honest and scrupulous man, Faye was destabilised, losing all protection and guarantees. He had not followed Marceau; being anti-liberal and hardly drawn to conservative political circles on the fringes of the RPR or within it, Faye still believed in ‘meta-politics’. One proceeded to deceive him and lured him in with promises of a return to the 1978 situation (the founding of a new publishing house, the creation of a new weekly, etc.). While alone with a few friends in early 1983, Faye hosted three brilliant days of his CRMC (Collectif de Réflexion sur le Monde Contemporain37

) in the space of eight months. After these three days of exceptional intellectual quality, however, the CRMC disappeared, Faye having failed to maintain this circle, one which could have granted him full autonomy. From 1982 to 1985, he participated in the ‘Athens Colloquiums’, organised by the rector of the University of the Greek capital, Jason Hadjidinas, who, having encouraged Faye to resume his studies and write a doctorate thesis, passed away prematurely. Faye then taught ‘sociology of sexuality’ courses at the University of Besançon. In 1985, while at the University of Mons, he took the floor at a major Euro-Arab conference, where he undoubtedly set the tone, his oratorical talents impressing the Vatican’s representative, Father Michel Lelong, during the entire initiative (which had been launched by Professor Safar)! The day after the conference, a few dozen G.R.E.C.E. executives gathered so as to attempt a revival in the shape of the Institut Européen des Arts et des Lettres38

 (IEAL), which, unfortunately, would remain short-lived. After the passing of Jason Hadjidinas, who had encouraged Faye in a paternal manner and strived to cure his heart-breaking naiveté (but to no avail), Faye found himself increasingly isolated. He no longer participated in major conferences, neither in France nor elsewhere. Under the pseudonym Gérald Fouchet, he wrote some excellent articles and exceptional interviews in Magazine Hebdo, a news service run by Alain Lefèvre. Smothered by publicists ever hostile to the New Right, however, Magazine Hebdo was forced to cease its publications. Faye was thus left with no other income but his very meagre permanent-member salary in G.R.E.C.E. The years of 1986 and 1987 brought nothing but stagnation to him. Treacherously orchestrated propaganda described him all over Europe as a ‘fanatic’, a ‘madman’ and a ‘drug addict’, words which, to my great amazement, I myself heard when at Armin Mohler’s back in July 1984. ‘One’ had spread the fictional story of a slightly insane and simple-minded Faye, and especially that of a muddleheaded Faye, whose articles ‘one’ had to rewrite…


  Shortly before the Mons conference and the death of Rector Hadjidinas, Jean-Claude Cariou, the (then) Secretary General of G.R.E.C.E. and a lad whose exceptional devotion bordered on holiness, attempted to salvage things. Being the one who organised, from his office in Paris, the movement’s conference and colloquium programmes and its other initiatives in the provinces, he knew all too well that, without Faye, G.R.E.C.E. would be doomed to dry up. Faye himself was, however, paralysed by his insignificant salary, which, since the departure of the generous Marceau, he perceived as mere alms, as if it were a bone thrown to a stray dog. Cariou thus suggested reforming the movement, a process that was to involve:


  ■ giving Faye a decent salary, a proposal rejected by the new patrons, two fellows who, although only half-literate, still displayed immeasurable pretentiousness. Cariou’s first suggestion shows how dependent and ‘financially assisted’ Faye actually was (a situation that led to his being repeatedly targeted with reproach). There is a lesson to be learned here by all young aspirants to ‘metapolitical struggle’.


  ■ a general amendment of salaries and the supervising of accounts by a regularly elected board;


  ■ a definitive rejection of ‘occult power’, i.e. espousing transparency;


  ■ and the movement’s rejuvenation.


  A few days after formulating these reasonable proposals, Cariou found himself excluded following the staging of a grotesque scene during which he was made to appear before a sort of hastily assembled tribunal, one that was comprised of completely illiterate lackeys that shouted slogans, which they had learned by heart and who, of course, knew nothing of all the intricacies of ‘metapolitical struggle’ nor of the ideas that their movement was supposed to defend. And this is where the entire parodic dimension of the New Right’s Parisian adventure came to light. The preposterous idea of organising such a tribunal shows that the philosophical claims made by this group of immature individuals were nothing more than deception. The written testimony left by Cariou inthe shape of a letter is quite eloquent in this regard: while these operetta-worthy Fouquier-Tinvilles39

 vociferated and spewed out their hostilities, a pallid Alain de Benoist floundered in his adjacent office, alone and in a state of pitiful hyper-nervousness, awaiting the end of this vaudeville40

 performance. It was only after the latter had finished that the pontiff himself came out of his lair and stammered to the victim: ‘do not destroy my movement’,41

 repeating this injunction three or four times in a row, mechanically and pathetically, his stomach in knots and with a tone of remorse that would only be fleeting, just as his remorse always is. Cariou’s mistake lay, first of all, in not having laughed out loud at these puppets and bowed out, punctuating his departure with Homeric snickering and leaving those miserable acrobatic entertainers hanging, without further ado, so that they may glimpse, were it only for a brief moment, their own finitude, their own dereliction; and, secondly, in not having detailed his misadventure in a brochure, one that we would have gladly distributed. This negligence allowed the illiterate to control the movement and to make and break its executive body in accordance with their cramped brains’ own whims. What a sad involution that was!


  With Cariou now gone, Gilbert Sincyr would attempt to put the house in order, but since Faye had begun to kick over the traces and Alain de Benoist had imposed the presence of the neo-Nazi Olivier Mathieu in the ‘Études et Recherches’ Circle,42

 which was Faye’s only prerogative within G.R.E.C.E., Gilbert Sincyr left most hurriedly, as disgusted as the others had been before him. The 1986 party conference was a complete fiasco, turning into a farce under the leadership of the indescribably outrageous Mathieu, Alain de Benoist’s favourite at the time. The conference held in November 1986 only brought together a handful of people. Marco Tarchi (the head of the Italian New Right) and I were called to the rescue in order to enrich the conference, during which Faye would deliver a speech that revealed his disappointments and resentments. And here’s an anecdote: one of the illiterate individuals mobilised a few months earlier to get rid of the unfortunate Cariou — who would suffer terribly as a result of his ejection — had my wife’s bag searched, suspecting her of bringing in some sort of infernal device that would blow up during the conference… Despite being so solicitous to maintain his own respectability, Alain de Benoist was, at that time, prone to choosing very peculiar collaborators. This anecdote betrays, in a most exemplary manner, the atmosphere of para-military childishness, tyrannical authoritarianism and Nazi hysteria that prevailed in this environment, an environment that claimed to be strictly intellectual.


  In 1987, Faye proceeded to burn, once and for all, all the bridges that still tied him to G.R.E.C.E. In May of that same year, he drafted a proclamation in which he calmly took stock of his own commitment. The text was imbued with great wisdom, in contradiction with all the gossip spread about Faye, describing him as ‘insane’, ‘alcoholic’ and ‘drugged up’. As part of the New Right, it was in Brussels that he would give his last lecture in September 1987, on the rostrum of Rogelio Pete’s GRESPE, in a luxurious lounge at the prestigious Hôtel Métropole. The topic? ‘Soft’ ideology. Very calmly and extremely methodically, he described the mechanisms of what Huyghe had termed ‘langue de coton’43

 and the soft totalitarianism that this watered-down language had paved the way for, heralding our current ‘political correctness’. Pity that he arrived at the Métropole flanked by the scandalous Mathieu, who could not help talking about the ‘black sun surrounded by a white circle on a red background’, a lyric slip of the tongue, which his boss must have greatly appreciated in private before hiring him… The fact of having invited Faye led to my being targeted with several insults during a telephone conversation with a fiercely committed G.R.E.C.E
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