Tristane Banon

Pretend ingénue

Tristane is back from a splendid holiday in Barcelona, but she’s already sleepless in Paris. Exhibitions, parties, walking the dog… Her apartment window framing the tip of the Eiffel tower, she confesses her addiction to the city: in spite of the high taxes, the ridiculous working hours, the defective public transport, the constant strikes, she relishes the streets at night, the noise, the cafés, the arguing, the traffic, the stress and beauty. All this she consumes by day, so she can produce at night. 


Of uncertain Russian descent, Tristane’s father had chosen his surname of “Banon” from an infamous Southern cheese marinated in alcohol. A lonely child, she learnt early on to be independent, and spent all the time writing, for an imaginary elder brother. Her only talent was in fact writing, though she also revealed to be a prodigy at puzzles and Rubik’s cubes. She started to work at age 14, as an au pair, then as copywriter, researcher, and a morning news anchor for a financial TV network. After a few papers in the national daily Le Figaro, she wrote her first literary review for Paris Match at age 23.

Her first book, ”Erreurs Avouées” (Admitted errors, Anne Carriere, 2003), was an essay where she dared to have successful French men confess their biggest mistakes: Christian Lacroix, writers Frédéric Beigbeder, Philippe Sollers, Bernard Werber, dark comic creator Enki Bilal, TV presenters... The ex minister Bernard Kouchner declined. Her youthful, sprite charm disarms and mocks the industry’s preconceptions. At age 25, she writes the cultural and literary pages for popular weeklies Paris Match and Voici, collaborates to Beigbeder’s trendy literary review “Bordel”, and is invited to every party in town, which she prefers to snob. Her second book, “J’ai Oublié de la Tuer” (I forgot to killer her, Anne Carriere, 2004) is her first novel, exorcising her own difficult childhood: “the past is the past”. Now she only wakes up to eat, and write. Although there is an over supply of books in France now, she is unimpressed by the limited inspiration, and laments the loss of literary bridges with foreign friend countries, such as Germany or Russia. Now there are so many Parisian adaptations of Bret Easton Ellis, left and right bank versions of Americanisms... Stuck in a narcissist carpel tunnel, the French are losing their much-championed cultural exception. So Tristane feeds instead on the classics: Nabokov, Anaïs Nin, Bukowsky, and always Stendhal’s “The Red and the Black”, which urged her to write. The book she’s working on now is about a Vietnamese blonde, a friend of hers who has become an overnight celebrity on reality TV. 
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