
Sex has always been one of the most important 
human concerns. While the Lumière brothers had 
just invented their system of visual capture which 
would see the advent of cinema, it was not neces-
sary to wait more than a year for a pornographer to 
seize the process, as early as 1896, with Léar’s «Le 
Coucher de la mariée». From the graffiti of Pompeii 
to the Japanese Shunga, Eros reigns supreme over 
humanity.

Pudibonderie never ceases to struggle against the 
body. The Second World War favoured the victory of 
the North American trusts. Protestant culture took 
over. A leaden moral blanket was created over old 
Catholic Europe, where the tradition of sauciness 
from Brest to Vladivostok was quite different. Since 
1945, this detuned dialogue imposed by Yankee 
imperialism has forced us to undergo the vagaries of 
another ethic. That of the search for easy money, the 
culture of the gold rush, which has made Hollywood 
the heart of the production of the world image. The 
matrix of the devil.

In its wake, Los Angeles has become the bait of all 
illusions for girls and boys from the Middle West 
attracted by the spotlight. An inexhaustible breeding 
ground for starlets with no tomorrow, fresh flesh 
renewed daily for sharks of all kinds. In Babylon, the 
traps are endless. An advantageous plastic and the 
hands rub together. However, few are the chosen 
ones in the land of affirmative action. And contem-
porary history seems to show us a little more every 
day that even its stars have paid a heavy price for 
the mental illusion of success.  

To the industry, they are all prostitutes. What 
changes is the price, set as randomly as a throw of 
the dice.

To come to our subject, that of a small-time 
delinquent, a loser like America First produces by 
the dozen, Paul F. Little by his real name, and who 
will take the hyperbolic nickname of Max Hardcore. 
Anti-hero of the ass. For Mister Hardcore, born in 
1956, appears at a time when a whole generation of 

pornographers has just sunk into dope and been 
decimated by AIDS, which at the time was still called 
the homosexual cancer.

The drastic drop in production means led to the rise 
of the cheap film, and the exponential access to 
television sets, then to video recorders, made video 
the main medium of the 90s. The opium, which the 
American people were going to sell to the entire 
planet. Cable and its multitude of channels, video 
clubs and cameras gradually relegated the paper 
medium to oblivion. New channels of American 
imperialism. In sunny California, the hippie nerds of 
the North gradually imposed computers, while the 
Internet was being tested at the Pentagon.  

Under the seal of an infinite extension of freedom, 
the American golden calf turns into a $un, so much 
so that it melts the Berlin Wall and perestroika. 
At the same time, European x-industry is moving 
to Budapest and Moscow, giving ‘carrots’ to poor 
and naive homo-Sovieticus. Pamela Anderson - 
the iconic buxom mermaid from Baywatch - gain 
increased fame when a private video of her having 
sex surfaces. 

The sex tape culture was then born. Max, on the 
other hand, officiates from the heights of his 
Fairbanks villa, which has become the preferred 
filming location for his most perverse fantasies. 
Girls dressed as children, lollipops in their mouths 
or in their anuses, urology, fisting, everything goes 
through it. Max’s depraved delusions have no limits 
and he soon becomes rich, shooting every day and 
producing hundreds of films in a few years. He will 
even spend 46 months in prison from 2009 to 2011, 
convicted of obscenity.

 The Internet will be the last word on him, making 
hardcore commonplace, but he is still a myth in the 
memories of world wide wankers. 

« Cover that breastwhich i cannot see.  
By such things souls are wounded,  
And it brings guilty thoughts. »

— Mollière, Tartuffe, (1669)

Max Hardcore  
San Fernando Valley (usa), 2001 
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