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When Robert Bresson, then nearly 80,
slowly ascended the steps to the stage of
the Palais du Festival to accept an award
at the 1983 Cannes Film Festival for
L’Argent, the predominantly French au-
dience booed him roundly. I am told that
the same indignity had befallen him some

years before on the occasion of a Festival
erumh Il:r Lancelot. Hence, Bresson can
hardly be regarded as a French
taste like the post-’50s Jerry Lewis. He is
not, for that matter, a widely shared
American taste either, but I doubt that an
American audience would ever boo him in
the flesh. Not only do we tend to be more
intimidated by the physical presence of an
artist than are our French cousins, but we
also tend to be vaguely, numbly respectful
of allegedly religious art. Most Americans

confuse piety with religiosity, and, like

t&mtrammbleprmdant.tnhrehgmm-
. ously only

The French attitude toward Bresson is
complicated by an encrusted anti-
clericalism in league with the many mod-
:ih offshoots of nau-Marmm and neo-
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can often mistake the temple of
dﬁnfﬂnfun little
fun in Bresson, but

There is very ttl
an almost incredibl
huuﬁymdmtam:ty '

For the record, Bresson hna adapted
LdmemfromastorybyTuhtoy and is
concerned here as he was in The Deuil
Hnbablymththeprohhmofwﬂutha

force of social intercourse. A
petty crime—passing counterfeit
B aaling tn & hies mars ik Tives vt

a mass
has his reasons, of course, but they are all
bad and selfish reasons. A hysterical con-

With Hitchcock, one can mistake the temple
of cinema for a fun house. There is very little
fun in Bresson, but an almost incredible
beauty and intensity.

of the text. Certainly, I wouldn’t want the
rest of the cinema to be infected by the
feverish “purity” of Bressonianism, and
yet Bresson achieves overpowering effects
mthhmm&thnd I am reminded of the
moment in Lancelot when the deadpan
hero tells an equally deadpan Guinevere
that without her love he will lose all faith
in God and the world. The very absence of
histrionic inflection so mmpla&iy isolates
the Idea that it bursts into flames in my
brain as an expression of the cosmic sweep
of medieval passion. It is for such an
epiphany that I go along with Bresson as
he carries his cinematic cross across the
mntnsumeunhnmﬂolgothaofhls
mhmﬁ;;‘&me” e
tmmto

is the problem. And is it worth

with Bresson. To the average,

vict addresses Money itself as if it were a
new god, and one does not have to follow
the hilarious adventures of Ed Meese to
realize that Mammon is alive and well and
thriving far beyond Orange County. On
the surface L'Argent would thus seem to
be fashionably antibourgeois entertain-
ment, and thus ideal fare for the straw
men and women of the art-house liberal-
left. The problem is that Bresson cuts all
the way to the bone in charting the course
of moral disillusion and disintegration.
There are no halfway houses between
heaven and hell in Bresson. There are no
easy cures, and no sentimental consola-
- tions. Bmuuunl momllty is 100-proof.
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