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PHILIFPPE:

... is an only child, born in Paris. His  father (a
failed priest) is front-of-house Manager at the Sarah
Berhardt theatre. His mother calls herself a 'housewife'-

or wife and mother ... Philippe's parents were a very
loving couple - to each other and to their only son.
Perhaps., in his youth, Philippe sometimes found this
love a trifle stifling ...7 Working in the theatre,

Philippe's father was out most evenings. But., his mother
refused to dote on him during father's absence. (Philippe
had a ‘'nanny’ anyway.) OK, she showered him with parental
love - but, wouldn't spoil him. She also encouraged
him to develop male-friendships early on ... maybe she
was aware enough to be concerned about her son only
being surrounded by women? She needn't have worried.
Philippe gquickly developed into a normal, rather traditional
young man. Conventional. If it hadn't been for his
extreme good looks. he might actually have been considered
a rather ‘'dull' 'young man. He didn't have a lot to
offer in terms of stimulating conversation but he was
a joy to look at. *Vanity' got to him rather soon and
his two most important props were a comb and the nearest
mirror. This wasn't helped by the fact that people
(young girls) kept  ‘commenting’ on his good looks. It
gave him a false wview of his worth. If all he had to
do to get adoring attention was to sit there and look
stunning, why bother to make the effort to do anything
else? (If he's had a - rival? - brother, he would probably
have turned out ‘differently ...) This concentration
on physical appearance probably accounted for his dismal
record at school. He was too busy basking in the glory
of his profile to pay any heed to what his teachers
were saying. Why did he really have to learn anything
when he could get everything he wanted with a quick
grinning flash of his teeth and a sparkle of his eyes?
He knew as much about 'sex' as he did about his studies.
Suddenly just sitting (or laying) there and looking
beautiful wasn't gquite enough - you had to DO something.
(Just as in .conversation you had to SAY something.)
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Philippe, at a teenage time when it MATTERED, was getting
a reputation for being a ‘'dumb blonde' (even though
he was dark!) ... a male egquivalent of what, nowadays,
we'd call a 'Bimbo' ... The 'sex' he soon learned about-
from his mates, and books. (Though he found reading
difficult.) He became a practised (if conventional)
lover: experimentation wasn't in it ... So. at least
on THAT front, he 'wouldn't have to emerge as too much
of an idiot. On the social/conversational level, things
were harder. He Jjust wasn't wvery bright ... And now
it was too late to re-develop the learning-habit. (If
he's ever had it in the first place.) But, he was ACE

at SPORT. His conversation, in terms of sporty body-
language, was brilliant. So, he replaced his lack of
intelligence with success on the tennis-court, the squash-
court and the football field ... Not clever enough

to work things out for himself, he listened, avidly,
to everything his coaches told him, and acted on their
instructiens. It turned him into a fine technician,
but one rather lacking in heart. (Like Chris Evett.)
He excelled in tennis and started winning competitions.
Soon it was being discussed that maybe he might make
this his professional career. His parents (though initially
disappointed: they'd hoped he'd pursue a life in the
‘arts') encouraged him, maybe  tacitly realising that
their offspring was no Einstien or Picasso ... Being
a tennis-pro. meant 'glamour' to Philippe, and 'glamour’
was one of the few things he was really good at

Philippe was twenty when he first met Isabelle - introduced
by a mutual friend. He thought she was a lousy tennis-
player, but found her extremely beautiful. (She was
clearly several cuts above him in the intellectual stakes.
but somehow managed not to embarrass him about it.)
Her ‘'beauty' was the thing that appealed to him most
about Isabelle. Philippe. till now, had gravitated
towards girls/women who were ‘'plainer' than himself:
sporting-competitiveness was gquite enough to cope with!
But, suddenly, confronted by Isabelle, Philippe wondered
if he'd found the reflection of himself ... Wouldn't
they look beautiful - together? As a pair. A couple.
Complimenting each other ... Their courtship was 'a
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formal 'armslength' affair (like Jessica and that dreadful

Lorenze in 'Merchant' ~...) = ‘'all about love/romance
in an idealised (glamorous) way. And, like a drug,
they became addicted to it ... They were both. in their
different ways, cold as fish. Ice-cold. And marriage
didn't melt them. This was not to prove a problem for
Philippe. (Maybe he expected it?) He wanted a WIFE
after all. Someone who could 'look after all that sort
of  thing ...° An escort. A friend and companion. A
hostess. An other half. AR wife ... Passion, in his
mind, wasn't a clause in the contract, not even in the
smallest print. He took a mistress (on the advice of
his father) and continued to do well on the fair-teo-
middling stratum of the tennis-circuit. Then Isabelle
took a lover ... Philippe was shattered and quite unable

to cope. His little book called: 'The Rules of a Successful
Life/Marriage' had no section to cover the rules being
CHANGED. It was like a game of tennis where the umpire

shouts: “"Love Thirteen and a Half" ... Back he went
to his father, and at no stage was 'divorce' mentioned...
or even 'separation'. The marriage would continue -
that was a known and inevitable FACT. It just had to
be got back onto the straight and narrow. 'Deuce  ..."
Isabelle became pregnant, and gave up her lover: 'Advantage
Philippe' ... The marriage returned to normal: 'Game,
Set and Match' ... Until the next tournament, that
tsy S Philippe was not moving up the tennis-ladder

at the very same time as Isabelle was getting frustrated
at being the middle-person to a load of writers that
she was possibly better than ... So, Philippe's wife
took a second lover. Another child wasn't the answer.
They'd done that, been there and purchased the T-Shirt.
Spmething more drastic was called for ... So = they
Tan away ... Philippe opened a small tennis-club on
the Costa del Sol where he could be a big fish in a
small pond. They bought an apartment (in the 0ld Town
away from the Brits) and Isabelle would be able to WRITE.
The solution was so drastic, so revolutionary, that
Isabelle would never stray again from the Book of Rules...

The essential points of Philippe's character: he's a
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pretty face ... even at 41 he's still a dish. And,
he's still as wvain as hell: he KNOWS what he looks like
in his white shirt and shorts. He's not too bright.

Ha'srmﬂn who likes 1life and marriage to be run like
a game of tennis with a book of rules to consult when
something's in dispute ... In a ‘'formal' way he loves
his wife and son - that is, after all. one of the rules.
He can't walk past a mirror without locking at his own

reflection ... He kisses his wife, formally, on the
forehead rather than the lips ... And he doesn't hear
the brittle sounds coming from the apartment which is
nearly all marble ... high-heels on the floor, coffee-
cups on the table ... Philippe is not a sensitive man...

He's running away: to preserve his marriage ...

His secret is: that he must be very worried that as
soon as his wife gets bored again she'll take another
lover again ...




