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Deeply unpopular in France, President
Macron relishes the international stage,

where he projects himself as the leader
best placed to handle Trump. Seven years
after our last encounter, I joined him as he
prepared for battle
By Emmanuel Carrère
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1. At the feet of Hans Egede
Nuuk, the capital of Greenland, is a small jumble of orange prefab buildings

and low grey apartment blocks nestled on a stony outcrop on the edge of the

ocean. There are no trees, but there’s a hill topped by the statue of Hans

Egede, the Danish-Norwegian missionary who evangelised the world’s

biggest island in the 18th century and which, as such, is threatened with

removal by Inuit anti-colonialists. It was at his feet that I awaited the

helicopters bringing back the Greenlandic prime minister, Jens-Frederik

Nielsen, the Danish prime minister, Mette Frederiksen, and the French

president, Emmanuel Macron – referred to throughout this trip as “PR”, short

for président de la république – from their excursion on the ice.

I was hoping I could also get on one of those helicopters, and I thought I had

it in the bag when, as the delegation was being split between the chosen ones

who would accompany PR in the air and the rest, Macron shot me one of

those telling winks he often gives, so unexpectedly, to those who come into

his field of view. I quickly returned to my senses: there are many seats on a

plane, very few in a helicopter, and this was a PR+3 event, meaning PR plus

three other people, which was out of my reach. As an embedded writer

travelling with the French delegation to the G7 – the summit of the richest

and, in theory, most democratic countries, which is being held this year in

Canada – I started having a chance at about PR+6 or 7, which wasn’t too bad.

While waiting for the head of state to return, the mid-level members of the

French delegation found a hangar equipped with wifi to work in. They work

all the time and, as a diplomatic adviser told me, don’t get jet lag because

they hardly ever sleep. As for parasites like me, and the photographers

who’ve got nothing to do while PR’s away, we kicked around Nuuk,

perspiring in our down jackets and moon boots because we’d been told it

would be below freezing while it was actually a balmy 10C (50F) out.

Only a few months ago, Macron would never have got it into his head to visit

Greenland. In fact, no one really cared much about Greenland until Donald

Trump let it be known that, like Canada, it was destined to become

American. There’s a “good possibility”, he said, that Greenland could be

annexed “without military force”, adding: “I don’t take anything off the

table.” In this context, it was what political communicators call a “strong

gesture” on Macron’s part to stop in Nuuk for a few hours on his way to the

G7 and address the 200-300 people who’d turned out to listen to him, his

voice alternately stirring and cajoling, his words peppered with skilfully

placed pauses the Greenlanders have not yet had time to grow tired of.

Hating Macron is a national sport in France – one that I personally do not

participate in. Here, on the other hand, people were crazy about him. Ten

days earlier they didn’t necessarily know who he was, but on the day of his

visit, Nuuk looked every bit like a hotbed of fervent Macronists. His presence

brought solace, and the crowd’s enthusiasm reached its peak when, after a

resounding “Qujanaq!” (“thank you” in Greenlandic), he declared first that

Greenland is neither up for sale, nor up for grabs (prolonged cheers, as if he’d

said “Ich bin ein Grönländer”), then that as a sign of unwavering solidarity

France will open a consulate in Nuuk (somewhat less enthusiastic cheers),

and finally that his helicopter trip with the two prime ministers had allowed

him to observe up close the effects of global heating – to which Greenland,

whose entire population lives on the narrow coastal strip of a gigantic glacier

that is melting at an alarming rate, is particularly exposed.

In the succession of brief speeches, the three leaders outdid one another in

their use of the word “climate” – five times for Macron – but I didn’t yet have

a feel for just how provocative such seemingly banal statements could be.

When the speeches were done, a journalist asked PR how far his solidarity

would extend if Trump invaded Greenland, and he answered with a hint of

impatience that he didn’t want to waste his time speculating on questions

that were not currently on the table.

2. On the plane
Almost seven years earlier, in September 2017, I’d travelled on the

presidential plane with Macron, whom I was profiling for the Guardian. It

was at the start of his first term in office, and everything seemed to be going

well for him. We were heading to Saint Martin, an overseas territory in the

Caribbean that had recently been ravaged by a hurricane, and then to

Athens, where Macron gave a pivotal speech on European civilisation. In

hindsight, those times seem almost carefree, when you consider that our

journey to the G7 was taking place against the backdrop of war in Ukraine,

the systematic destruction of Gaza, a now irreversible ecological disaster

and, for the previous two days, Israeli strikes on Iran which some considered

a prelude to World War III. All this made me wonder if, in another seven

years, we’ll look back with nostalgia on our current calamities, so wanton

and unstoppable does the chaos seem to have become.

In my notes from 2017 I found these words by Macron: “If we weren’t at a

tragic moment in our history, I would never have been elected. I’m not made

to lead in calm weather. My predecessor [the jovial socialist François

Hollande] was, but I’m made for storms.” On the plane, I showed it to him.

“Well, here we are,” he said with a smile.

On the domestic front it must be said that Macron did nothing to calm the

storm when he decided a year ago to dissolve the National Assembly – a

political electroshock that he no doubt saw as a kill or cure approach to his

unpopularity, unprecedented in the history of the Fifth Republic, but which

left the country if not totally ungovernable, then at least even more difficult

to govern than usual, and in any case more difficult for him to govern. But PR

being PR – meaning little inclined to self-criticism – he remains convinced

that history will prove him right. At most, as he admitted in his last New

Year’s address, his decision had not been understood and he bore some of the

responsibility for this misunderstanding, without saying who bore the rest.

Whatever his difficulties on the home front, however, foreign policy

traditionally remains the preserve of the French president, and one could

reasonably argue that although he’s toast at home, Macron thrives on the

international stage. “Good career move,” Gore Vidal is said to have remarked

on hearing that Truman Capote had died. In the same way, the global

mayhem is proving to be an exceptional career boost for Macron – given that

there’s a position to be filled at the head of Europe. In any case that’s how he

sees it, and in fact, during the time I spent with him, he did seem to be in fine

form. I had imagined that my second portrait of him would be very different

from the first, the fall of the Roman empire after its heyday, especially as

some had told me that he was now gloomy, tormented, abandoned by all, his

nails bitten to the quick, wandering through the corridors of a presidential

palace where decisions are no longer taken.

For my part, I saw nothing so Shakespearean. He seemed relatively

unchanged, apart from the fact that he’s clearly taken to pumping iron and

that, in a tight-fitting black T-shirt – his outfit on the plane – he displayed

some quite impressive biceps, which he wasn’t content just to display but

kneaded with visible satisfaction. Otherwise he’s still cool, quick on the

uptake, available, his blue eyes fixed on yours, his hand clasping yours and

The long read

The Shining: my trip to the G7 

horror show with Emmanuel 
Macron

Eur

Sign in

It's your choice
When we make the

Guardian available to

you online, we and our

partners may use

cookies and similar

technologies to help us

to do this. Some are

necessary to help our

website work properly

and can't be switched

off, and some are

optional but support

the Guardian and your

experience in other

ways. To do this we

work with a cross

section of 132 partners.

Cookies and other

similar technologies

may be used to access

personal data,

including page visits

and your IP address.

We use this information

about you, your devices

and your online

interactions with us to

provide, analyse and

improve our services.

Depending on your

choice, we may also

use your data to

personalise content or

advertising.

We use cookies and

similar technologies

for the following

purposes:

Learn more in our

privacy policy and

cookie policy, and

manage the choices

available to you at any

time by going to

‘Privacy settings’ at the

bottom of any page. 

Store and/or

access information

on a device

Personalised

advertising,

advertising

measurement,

audience research

and services

development

Personalised

content and

content

measurement

Are you happy to accept cookies?

To manage your cookie choices now, or to opt out where our partners rely on legitimate interests to use

your information, click on manage cookies.

Yes, I accept No, thank you Manage cookies

https://support.theguardian.com/eu/contribute?REFPVID=md4e6gosw4mqdd5z3iun&INTCMP=header_support_2024-12-10_EVERGREEN_HEADER__EU_CONTROL&acquisitionData=%7B%22source%22%3A%22GUARDIAN_WEB%22%2C%22componentId%22%3A%22header_support_2024-12-10_EVERGREEN_HEADER__EU_CONTROL%22%2C%22componentType%22%3A%22ACQUISITIONS_HEADER%22%2C%22campaignCode%22%3A%22header_support_2024-12-10_EVERGREEN_HEADER__EU_CONTROL%22%2C%22abTests%22%3A%5B%7B%22name%22%3A%222024-12-10_EVERGREEN_HEADER__EU%22%2C%22variant%22%3A%22CONTROL%22%7D%5D%2C%22referrerPageviewId%22%3A%22md4e6gosw4mqdd5z3iun%22%2C%22referrerUrl%22%3A%22https%3A%2F%2Fwww.theguardian.com%2Fnews%2F2025%2Fjul%2F15%2Fmy-trip-g7-summit-emmanuel-macron-emmanuel-carrere%22%2C%22isRemote%22%3Atrue%7D
https://www.theguardian.com/
https://www.theguardian.com/
https://www.theguardian.com/commentisfree
https://www.theguardian.com/sport
https://www.theguardian.com/culture
https://www.theguardian.com/lifeandstyle
https://www.theguardian.com/profile/emmanuel-carr-re
mailto:?subject=The%20shining:%20my%20trip%20to%20the%20G7%20horror%20show%20with%20Emmanuel%20Macron%20|%20Emmanuel%20Carr%C3%A8re&body=https://www.theguardian.com/news/2025/jul/15/my-trip-g7-summit-emmanuel-macron-emmanuel-carrere?CMP=share_btn_url
https://www.theguardian.com/world/emmanuel-macron
https://www.theguardian.com/world/g7
https://www.theguardian.com/us-news/donaldtrump
https://www.theguardian.com/us-news/donaldtrump
https://www.theguardian.com/world/france
https://www.theguardian.com/news/2017/oct/20/emmanuel-macron-orbiting-jupiter-emmanuel-carrere
https://www.theguardian.com/world/europe-news
https://www.theguardian.com/news/series/the-long-read
https://profile.theguardian.com/signin?INTCMP=DOTCOM_NEWHEADER_SIGNIN&ABCMP=ab-sign-in&componentEventParams=componentType%3Didentityauthentication%26componentId%3Dguardian_signin_header
https://www.theguardian.com/help/privacy-policy
https://www.theguardian.com/info/cookies

