
 

 Guy Peellaert was a man animated by a unique passion: drawing and painting. He was 

born in Belgium but spent his life in France. I met him when he published the first issue of 

Rock dreams in the early eighties. We immediately became friends.   

 A student of art, he created idealised women on drawing paper. His creatures were 

named Jodelle or Pravda. They are naked heroines in a world of innocence and perversity. 

Their success took Peellaert around the earth, from Peter Zadek’s Berlin (Zadek was a leading 

director of theatre) to Mick Jagger’s swinging London. With his two partners Nick Cohn and 

Michael Herr, both writers, he then published Rock dreams, a brilliant book, possibly his 

masterpiece.  

 Nick Cohn was born in Northern Ireland. He is the man who invented ‘Rock’ critique. 

When he was twenty, he was one of the kings on the New York scene. But some crowns are 

too heavy. He went back home to Ireland to become “writer, pinball star and pig farmer”. 

Some years ago, he published a wonderful book to celebrate the rock and roll universe: 

Awopbopaloobop Alopbamboom: The Golden Age of Rock. Michael Herr wrote an incredible 

book about the Vietnam’s war, Dispatches, and the script of Apocalypse Now for Coppola.  

 Rock dreams is an anthology of the dreams living at the threshold of the seventies, a 

sort of life’s review invented by two old fellow travellers who had seen a lot. In fact, what 

remained of a passion when the fire died out as we all continue to believe that rock’n’roll will 

never die, coloured embers in the shape of those who sang to our spirit. Rock music had not 

only moved the canons of demotic music deeply, it heralded a new way of life and above all 

of fresh dreams. Youth turned into an international secret society, with its own dress codes, 

passwords, social mores, elegances, taste, rites and Dionysiac temptations, high masses, icons. 

And rock’n roll music was its religion.  

 If we care so much about the singers, said Salman Rushdie that is because we need 

ecstasies. In many Western countries, the spirituality of yesteryear is asleep, but humans 

always need icons, stars and prayers. All those who are citizens of nihilist societies create 

inaccessible dreams for themselves. 

“Rock dreams” is filled with nativity, agony, passion, crucifixions and pieta, 

temptations and ecstasies, and almost every page contains an epiphany,” wrote Michael Herr 

in his preface in 1982. Nothing has changed.  

Daniel Rondeau  

“Rock dreams”, devoted to the works of Guy Peellaert, organised by the French Embassy in 

collaboration with Saint James Cavalier, will run all through the month of December.  

 

A conference in English by literary critic, journalist and novelist, Michka Assayas, will also take 

place on 2
nd
 December in collaboration with the Alliance Française at Saint James Cavalier at 6 

p.m. Mr Assayas is the author of best-sellers Dictionary of Rock'n'roll and Bono by Bono, books 

translated into many languages and unanimously greeted by critics and readers all over the 

world. 

 


