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THE LEDUC FAMILY

ISABELLE LEDUC
(Age: 40. Born: 1952)

PHILIPPE LEDUC
(Age: 41.  Born: 1951)

ARNAUD LEDUC
(Age: 15. Born: 1977)

(Philippe owns the local tennis-club ... which., as well
as courts, includes a bar/restaurant meeting-place.)

ISABELLE:

... 'is an only child, born in Paris. A cultured and
intellectual (almost 'theatrical') household. Her mother
was a potter (her workshop and kiln being in a room
at the back of their large house) and her father a popular
radio actor. Isabelle grew up to the sound of chatter
at 'Arty' dinner-parties with  someone always playing
the upright piano in the background. She was photographed,
sculpted (if there is such a word!) and painted, and
images of her developing childhood always adorned her
parents' living-room walls. She became used to staying
up late, sinking the;kqlass of watered down red wine
and mixing with a noisy cosmopolitan crowd. As a schoolgirl
(something she enjoyed -sometimes basking in the fact
that she was the daughter of a famous father who'd made
the move from radio actor to TV Presenter) Isabelle
was unaware of any strains in her parents' marriage.
But they were there ... Her mother fﬁunﬂ,-as the vyears
went by, that her ‘'arts/crafts' philosophy was at odds
with her husband's more 'showbiz' mentality. As Isabelle's
father pursued an artless (often ruthless) commercialism
so her mother became more and more the intellectual
idealist. In time it was ‘art-for-arts-sake' wversus
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the 'pots-of-gold' ... Finally, father decamped with
a younger woman - a gushing but vapid showgirl, who
locked gocd on the end of his arm and who restricted
her intellectual conversation to words of one syllable.
Isabelle was fourteen ... She staved with her mother.
Over the years she began to understand what had happened.
She saw her father frequently and, although she Iloved
him, she too began to tire of his flashy attitude and
his wvacuous companions. She learnt to bite her lip
and cooly put up with things. She grew closer to her
mother and was soon being influenced by HER friends-
a motley collection of rather lefty creative-types.
They treated her as an equal. (Even to the extent of
one of them, a struggling young novelist, making an
unsuccessful pass at her.) Isabelle had a passionate
interest in books. She read everything she could lay
her hands on. Her education progressed well and the
fact that she was very bright was almost taken for granted.
Her (now rarely wvisited) father found his ‘'little girl"
more and more of a stranger 'as conversation  between
them (other than the most trivial) became a strain.
At University. Isabelle studied French and Literature,

‘Books' were almost taking over her life. They became
a substitute father and a substitute lover., too. For
Isabelle, who'd blossomed into a «chic and attractive
young woman, was still 'a sexual wvirgin. She avoided

sexual /emotional contact with the opposite sex

Maybe something to do with the behaviour of her father?
(Or. possibly, because her mother had taken a new lover?
An architect. A brutish, arrogant slob of a man whom
Isabelle despised.) Isabelle had a largish collection
of female friends. They went to the cinema together.
Went riding. Played tennis. Threw dinner parties ...
Any urge for ‘romance' in her life was satisfied by
burying her head in a book. Then, when she was nineteen.
she met Philippe. They met at a tennis-match and were
introduced by a mutual friend. He was just starting
a career as a professional tennis-player at the same
time as Isabelle had been accepted by a Paris publishing
house as a very junior fiction editor. They made a

W begutiful coup And. as they saw more of each
o%ggr, 1 % %he beauty at arm's length -  remaining
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cool and aloof - 'romantic' even ... ‘Idealistic’' rather
than passionate. Philippe., correctly, guessed that
Isabelle was still a sexual wvirgin and that was what
mainly attracted him to her. Isabelle, for her part,

found Philippe's poetic 'distance' (plus his classic
rather 'icy good looks) perfect at this stage of her
life - a 1life that maybe was awakening but was still
inexperienced. (For the first time Isabelle started
having arguments with her mother who was convinced that
philippe was no intellectual match for her daughter

and almost a carbon-copy of Isabelle's father - more
about 'vanity' than  brain-cells ...) When Isabelle
was twenty, she and Philippe married. The whole courtship
had been cool and formal. Flowers. Dinner. A proposal
on one knee. And a chic, beautiful wedding ... Passionless
and perfect. (A description that also perfectly fitted

Philippe's tennis-playing and Isabelle's approach to
editing. A description that also perfectly fitted their
eventual love-making ...) Within a vyear, Isabelle was
thoroughly bored. Her mother had been right - Philippe
was not a million miles from her own father. As a couple
they hardly talked, and they never grew. They went
through the formal motions of a husband and wife enclosed
in the formal institution of marriage. Soon. Philippe
had a mistress. In a 'French' way this seemed an inevitable
development - again, part of the formality. Isabelle
didn't complain: it was as if she, too, expected it...
What NO-ONE expected was that Isabelle - bored to the
gills and heavily affected by the often torrid nature
of the books she was reading/editing - would take a
lover. A passionate, randy intellectual would-be novelist
hardly out of his teens ... Suddenly, the 'formality’
(interesting that  'French' is considered the 'legal’
language of the EC!) was exploded. What Isabelle was
doing was not done. Conventions were being upset, and
conventions were all. Philippe's infidelities could
not upset the marriage, but Isabelle's could. BSo. FPhilippe
had to take the marriage in hand. He and Isabelle decided
to have a child. In 1977 (lsabelle was 25) Arnaud was
born. Back to the status quo. Philippe with his (new)
mistress. Isabelle at home with their son, though soon
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to return to work. The marriage (once again) intact.
Philippe made money as a tennis-pro. but was clearly
not up to Wimbledon standards. And, Isabelle started

to have dreams of writing novels instead of only editing
them. Both these facts brought new strains and frustrations
to' the marriage. Before long. 1Isabelle had found herself
a fresh lover ... A painter this time, and Isabelle
was frequently his model. When charcoal drawings of
a nude Isabelle started to appear in a certain Paris
art-gallery Philippe knew that he had to take action
again ... Philippe guessed that both he and his wife
were to selfish to even consider the possibility of
a second child, so he hit 'upon the notion of the whole
family moving away from the city that had witnessed
the cracks in their 'relationship’'. They would run
away . To Spain ... Philippe would open a small tennis-
club (he now accepted the fact that as he wouldn't make
it as a star he would have to coach), and Isabelle would

write the Great French Novel ... They moved to  the
Costa del Sol. And, for a while, the plan worked.
Life was busy. Setting up the club, the home and getting
Arnaud settled inte a school. By taking some action
the marriage has come off of the rocks. {0ddly enough,
neither Isabelle nor Philippe. AT ANY STAGE, has even
considered ENDING the marriage. That just wasn't an
issue ...)

The essential points of 1Isabelle’'s character: she's
a cool., chic intellectual woman - who is easily bored

with a life that doesn't match up to the 'fictional'’
life she encounters daily in her work. She is a dutiful
wife and mother - and she doesn't have to FORCE herself
in these rocles. DUTY - is natural. It's part of the
‘formality'/'conventionality' that is part of her marriage/
life contract. The Great French Novel is a long time
coming and maybe Isabelle is starting to realise that
she's a better editor that a writer, just as her husband
has had to realise that he's a better tennis-coach than
a tennis-player. Isabelle is a good mother and loves
her son. But it's a love that's 'formal - something
you DO ... (Isabelle doesn't much like the Brits and
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loathes ANYONE fracturing the French language ...)
Isabelle's running-away: to preserve the marriage.

Her secret is: that. wunderneath, she has a passionate
desire to break the rules that her life 1is bound by.
And as a separation/divorce from her (bloodless?) husband
is not an issue this will probably always take the form

of sexual/emotional ‘'affairs’




