
Remise des 

 Insignes de Commandeur des Arts et Lettres à 

M. Ringo Starr 

Par S.E M. Hugues Moret 

Ambassadeur de France à Monaco 

Musée Océanographique, mardi 24 septembre 2013 

 

 

All dear Friends, 

Dear Ringo Starr, 

“What would you think if I sang out of tune 

Would you stand up and walk out on me? 

Lend me your ears and I will talk you a speech 

And I will try not to talk out of key” 

(“With a little help from my friends”). 

When I first talked with Roger Shine and started scheming about this evening 

it came across as a bit difficult: Roger, 

“You say yes I say no 

You say stop and I say go go go 

Oh no”. 

(“Hello goodbye”). 

I felt a bit nonplussed and out of step:  

“Day after day alone on a hill 

The man with the foolish grin” 



(“The fool on the hill”). 

So I went away, to lighten up a bit my mind, but exhausted I: 

“Flew in from Miami beach; 

Didn’t get to bed last night 

On the way the paper bag was on my knee 

Man I had a dreadful flight” 

(“Back in the USSR”). 

I prayed by myself wishing aloud: 

“Don’t let me down 

Don’t let me down” 

(“Don’t let me down”) 

Then this morning I opened up my windows: 

“Here comes the sun do do do do 

Here comes the sun and I say 

It’s alright” 

(“Here comes the sun”) 

So I cheered up myself and said: 

“Let it be let it be let it be 

Whisper words of wisdom let it be” 

(“Let it be”). 

And I shouted loud top of my head: 

“Roll up, roll up for the mystery tour” 

(“Magical mystery tour”) 

And I turned and nodded to Roger: 



“Hey Roger don’t make it bad 

Take a sad song and make it better” 

(“Hey Jude”) 

Of course then we asked ourselves who is going to fund this event ? 

We happened to be with: 

“Lady Madona, children at her feet; 

Did you think that money was heaven sent?” 

(“Lady Madonna”) 

“Penny lane, on the corner there is a banker with a motor car” 

Great, we are moving ahead. 

(“Penny lane”). 

Of course we had to solve the issue of where we would throw the party: 

I told you:  

“Picture yourself in a boat on a river 

With tangerine trees and marmalade skies” 

(“Lucy in the sky with diamonds”). 

You talked back to me: 

“I’d like to be under the sea 

In an octopus garden in the shade” 

(“Octopus’s garden”). 

I looked back at you in sheer disbelief and said: 

You are a genius! Let’s make it at the Musée Océanographique! 

The Temple of the sea, haunted by the ghosts of Cousteau and his silent 

world. 



But where were you Ringo? You had evaporated. 

You first came in Monaco in 1975. But then?  

You had left: 

“For some California grass” 

Both Roger and I rang you: 

“Get back, get back, 

Get back to where you once belonged 

Get back, get back, 

Get back Ringo” 

(“Get back”). 

The first time I met you Ringo Starr you were dropping out of the sky. Out of 

a helicopter on the very lush green and sprawling estate of the Duke of 

Bedford. 

But a few days ago you were still: 

“Standing in the dock at Southampton 

Trying to get to Holland or France” 

Christ you know it ain’t easy” 

(“The ballad of John and Yoko”). 

You finally shorten up your way: 

“and sailed up to the sun in your yellow submarine”: 

(“Yellow submarine”). 

And here we are tonight. Roger and I: 

“We are sergeant peppers lonely heart club band 

We hope you will enjoy the show. 



Sit back and let the evening go”. 

But before I let you all stroll through this exhibition and this so called “rock 

star corner”, amid all these paintings and canvasses, let me add a few more 

words: 

Ringo Starr, you are many things.  

We all know this.  

But first and foremost, you are a legend. 

You are a rock Starr legend with a double “R”, if you allow me this little play 

of words. 

You are a genius drummer. You taught yourself in this rhythmic and 

mesmerizing little sticks art since your early childhood in Liverpool. 

You drummed. We dreamt. And we were taken aback by this new rock style. 

Never had a music play band such as The Beatles entailed such a revolution. 

You were epochal. You were seminal. You are what music history is made of: 

you made a whole generation heart beats on a new rhythm, enthralled by 

unheard of lyrics. 

Ringo Starr, Like in the French three Musqueteers, you are the fourth man in 

the band. 

You joined the Beatles in the early sixties. Soon afterwards the Beatlemania 

spread throughout the world. 

I will not dwell on this swirlwind and amazing years.  

After the Fab Fourth dissolved, after The Beatles separated, you all went your 

separate ways. 

Instead of withering under the strain, you embarked yourself on a new 

conquering and artistic solo musical life. 

You flourished anew. 



You wrote new songs, wrote new lyrics, produced numerous and successful 

albums. 

As a new eponymous album you released Ringo. In 1973. And went on and 

on. 17 solo albums all in all. 

Till the last one I bought in Paris a few days ago: Ringo 2012. 

As you once said, I got the shivers listening to it. 

Less known is the fact you stepped up over some new artistic boundaries: you 

were a composer, a song writer, a uniquely talented musician. 

You launched yourself in photography, acting and painting. 

Tonight, some of your paintings are to be seen and admired. 

Without giving up on your music endeavour since you are still touring the 

world with your band, the All Starr band. Last year you were touring the USA 

and Canada. This year you performed in Australia, New Zealand and Japan 

before going in the next few months in South America. 

I would not be as thorough as I should be if I were to overlook your less 

publicized contribution to charities. In particular in favour of under privileged 

children. I know that this cause is dear to your heart. 

Let me conclude on a sunny side. As every British man you are longing for 

what is the most rare commodity in your most admired country: a shining 

sun.  

The British conquered the seas, founded the Raj, lost America to the 

American Insurgents: but they invented a most precious land paradise: The 

French Riviera. From the Queen Victoria to Churchill, to Graham Greene this 

shore is your shore from Cannes, to Antibes to Monaco. 

Ringo Starr, j’ai l’honneur de vous élever, en raison de votre immense 

contribution artistique, au grade de Commandeur des Arts et Lettres.  

 


