soixante affiches, douze écoles, douze pays
sixty posters, twelve schools, twelve countries

Une production de I'association

démocratie culturelle

par la Région Tle-de-France.
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voulait capter la moindre brise de savoir, boire la moindre goutte
de beauté, de joie spirituelle. 1l attend. Je suis triste et joyeuse & la
fois. Triste devant la tristesse des fenétres opaques. Joyeuse que cette
tristesse ne soit pas parvenue a boucher les &mes. Les dmes aux yeux
bouchés se sont fait pousser des oreilles. Bravo mur aveugle! Tu as
voté pour le savoir, la beauté, la joie spirituelle. Je sais ce qu’il me
reste a faire. Je quitte le quartier gris. J’avance dans les rues en cou-
leur. J'y rencontre la directrice du théatre:

— «Venez vite! lls ont mis des oreilles partout. C’est comme ¢'ils

avaient voté pour la culture. Qu’est-ce qu’on fait?»

— «Innocente! Si tu veux vraiment te rendre utile, arrache ces

oreilles une a une. Ces oreilles n’attendent rien de la culture. Ces

oreilles sont une insulte a la culture. » Je laisse la directrice. Je cours
chez le maire:

— «Monsieur le maire, ils ont tendu des oreilles par centaines sur le
mur gris. Qu’est-ce qu’on fait?»

— «Ma chere enfant, ces gens-la ont trop de probléemes pour s’occu-
per de culture. Ces gens-la veulent du social. En matiere de culture,
il y a pour eux les fournisseurs adaptés qui remplissent comme il faut
les entonnoirs posés sur les murs et qui n’entament pas le budget
municipal.» Au fond, la vague noirétre remonte la rue. J'ai peur.
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J'ai peur. Mes yeux cherchent de I'air. lls me portent sur un chiffre
rouge. Un signe indéchiffrable qu’on dirait sorti d’un soupirail, la-
bas. Une indication rageuse, sur le mur, a hauteur d’homme. A quel
jeu de piste nous engage celle ou celui qui I'a laissé 1a? Vers ol nous
entraine cette signalétique paradoxale née de la méme fermentation
que les oreilles sur le mur aveugle? Le chiffre est accompagné de
mon nom que questionne un point d’interrogation. Moi, a peine
née, déja mise en cause: « Démocratie? culturelle». Mise en cause

par ce chiffre, ce signe indéchiffrable, cet écrit rouge dont le sens est
mystérieusement caché a la vague noiratre qui s'avance. Je n'ai pas
les connaissances qu'il faut pour décoder le cryptogramme évadé des
soupirails. Et si je I'avais, je m’en garderais. Le sentiment bien flou,
encore incertain d’une kabbale a I'ceuvre contre de la vague noire...
Une kabbale montante, capable d’en égaler la puissance... Laisser
monter cette révolte, m’alimenter de cette révolte, grandir par cette
révolte?

une vitrine encombrée de poupées roses
Javance encore. Mauvaise surprise. Une vitrine encombrée de
poupées roses s’est installée sous le label de mon nom. Je suis verte
de rage:

— «Tu n’as pas le droit de prendre mon nom, vitrine rose! Nul n’a
le droit de me voler mon identité. »

— «Nous nous ressemblons tant!»

— «Ce n’est pas vrai. Je ne te ressemble pas. »

— «Tu fais comme moi. Tu te ranges a la volonté majoritaire du
peuple.»

— «Je ne me range jamais. »

— «Mais tu te payes de mots. Le peuple plébiscite les poupées roses.
Je les lui fournis. Et j'y ajoute 20 % de produit gratuit en plus. Plus
démocrate que moi, tu meurs!»

La vitrine rose fonctionne comme la vague noiratre.
C’est une mécanique. Je I'ai compris en observant la caméra qui
fait le décompte des chalands. Vingt-deux images minutes. Vingt-
deux images fixes. Derriéere I'illusion du mouvement, comptabilité
de I'inertie. Fraction de seconde apreés fraction de seconde, la vitrine
rose fixe les appétits, puis répond aux appétits qu’elle fixe. Moi, pour
que ma rencontre avec le peuple puisse avoir lieu, il faut qu’il bouge.
Quand il se soumet a la fixité de ses appétits, il place ses désirs sous
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un autre souverain que lui-méme et quand j'arrive, il me repousse.
Sais-tu que je suis trés vive ? Note ceci: chaque fois que tu chercheras
a me fixer dans ton appareil, I'image toujours sera floue. Si tu aimes
les images fixes, regarde du coté de I'audimat. L’audimat est une
photographie de la soumission. L’exact contraire de la démocratie.

magasin de chaussures
La suite de la route se fait a pied. Cinquante pieds. Cinquante? Pas
vraiment. L’artiste a mis les pieds dans des baskets. Quarante-neuf
baskets et un pied nu. Les mathématiciens disent que seuls les objets
semblables s’additionnent. Les baskets s’additionnent. Les baskets se
prétent a la statistique. Produit intérieur brut, section baskets.

Un seul pied nu. Les pieds sont comme les oreilles,
comme I'empreinte des doigts. Toujours absolument singuliers. Et
ca ne les empéche pourtant pas d’aller par deux. Tu m’entends, vi-
trine rose? Oui, tu m’entends, mais tu ne peux pas me comprendre.
Toi, tu ne chéris les objets que pour en faire I'addition. Moi, c’est
I'inverse. 1l m’arrive de faire des additions. Mais c’est toujours au
service de ce qui ne s'additionne pas. L’addition chez moi n’est pas
le but. Elle est I'instrument. Si le pied nu s'échappe grace a moi,
méme s'il S'échappe loin de moi, dans un espace ou ne s'exerce
aucun pouvoir, fut-il le pouvoir du peuple, j'ai rempli ma mission.
C’est pourquoi je ne vais jamais sans ma sceur, la diversité culturelle.
Elle m’a fait remarquer I'image ou, intimement collés les uns contre
les autres, le verre, I'huile et I'eau superposent leurs transparences
singuliéres. Moi aussi, cette image me parle.

soixante affiches
Beaucoup des affiches montrées dans ce livre m’ont replongée dans
le souvenir des embdches placées sur ma route. Ces embdches, je
ne les redoute pas pour de rire. J'affronte chaque jour les maléfices

qu’elles propagent. Je sais que ces maléfices peuvent m’empécher de
grandir. lls peuvent méme me vaincre. Et pourtant, leur mise en
images m’a fait du bien. Pourquoi? D’abord, je ne me I'expliquais
pas. Puis j'ai ouvert les yeux sur d’autres images, celles grace aux-
quelles la mécanique nous place sous son pouvoir souverain et qui
sont aujourd’hui partout. Regardez-les! Elles agissent comme des
rabatteuses, ces poupées roses dont le clin d’ceil semble promettre
le jardin des délices, puis qui entrainent au fond d’un bar le prome-
neur au désir négligent, lui vident les poches et I'abandonnent a la
rumination migraineuse des ivresses ratées. Vingt-deux images par
seconde. Images fixes. lllusion du mouvement.

Reprenez ce livre a son commencement et feuilletez-le
derechef, page apres page. Si votre téte et votre cceur fonctionnent
comme les miens, ses soixante images vont vous les mettre en mou-
vement, les emmener en un endroit ou ils n’étaient pas encore allés,
en un désir dont ils n'avaient pas encore joui. Peut-étre que pour
me laisser grandir, il faut aussi des images capables d’aller contre les
mensonges qui prennent les ames au filet et les épinglent comme des
papillons morts. Peut-étre que j'ai absolument besoin pour grandir
des images qui font bouger les &mes. Peut-étre méme que les images
a fixer les papillons sur la planche sont un poison mortel pour moi
et tout ce qui, comme moi, porte le nom « Démocratie». Il faut que
j’en parle & la directrice du thétre. Et aussi au maire. Surtout au
maire.

ma petite cousine
Je ne peux pas clore notre conversation sans vous parler de ma petite
cousine. Avez-vous fait attention a I'image de cette gorge ou sont
inscrits les mots: «Inspirez, exprimez». Ce n’est pas de moi qu’elle
parle. C’est d’elle, ma petite cousine. L’artiste nous a confondues.
Ca arrive souvent. Néanmoins, ¢a reste une confusion.



Elle, c’est la liberté. Moi, j'ai pour mission de la protéger, éventuelle-
ment de donner les coups qu'il faut pour ¢a. Je repréesente le peuple
dans cette tache. Mais comprenez bien. Dans le coup qu’on inflige,
celui qu’on rosse n'est pas libre. Dans le peuple qu’on représente, il y
a I'exercice d’un pouvoir, c’est-a-dire une limite mise a la liberté. Les
images qui se donnent a voir dans ce livre ont été commandées (sic)
par un pouvoir démocratique. Mais pour naftre, il a d’abord fallu
qu’elles oublient la commande: inspirez, respirez...

Si le peuple m’en donne la force, peut-étre aurais-je un
jour un pouvoir suffisant pour faire refluer la grosse vague noiratre.
Mais ce pouvoir, mon pouvoir, devra s’incliner bien bas devant ma
petite cousine, la liberté. Elle est plus grande que moi.

INSPIRE:

I'm still only little, rather clumsy, inexperienced. I'm above all inca-
pable of behaving properly in high society. | was therefore somewhat
distressed to receive an invitation from the Tle-de-France region to
take part in its cultural conference. This anxiety was heightened
by the fact that, despite still having poor service records, my name
seemed to have been brandished there like a standard. So how would
they find me? What would they say about me? What were the ob-
jectives behind this sudden interest in me? I'm an inquisitive kid. |
decided to go along.

You're only little. In amongst the hustle and bustle of
the personalities who make the news, your nose barely comes up to
the level of the others’belly buttons. This makes it difficult to have a
good overall vision, but it’s rather handy for spying. This is how I in-
stantly realised that lots of conversations were too serious or sensitive
for a snotty-nosed kid like me to join in without appearing absurd.
But several concerned guests looked for me amongst the legs of the
big people, without always succeeding in tracking me down. Some
wanted to carry me on their shoulders. Others begged me to act as
their megaphone. Like many children, I can work out the meanings
of the expressions on people’s faces. | soon realised that many people
had taken my squawking for inappropriate childishness. However,
despite my young age and my “just asking for a smack” face, | don’t
think that I stood on the sidelines at this gathering.

This first judgement is backed up by the inquiry that
the organisers decided to conduct into the usefulness of my attend-
ance. Not a scientific enquiry. I'mstill too young, too impressionable
to be usefully submitted to the scrutiny of the microscope. No, this
was an intimate, emphatic inquiry. An inquiry conducted through
images, entrusted to the minds of young graphic designers from all
around the world. It is presented in this book and precedes me tes-
timony. | recognise myself in it. Like the white stones laid down by



Little Tom Thumb in the wild woods, these images set out a path
that | am travelling along, one which is full of traps. I am therefore
going to try to add the score of words to that which the graphic
designers’images have worked out, in the hope that the fusion of
these two elements will bring some depth to the complete picture.
My name, you've guessed it, is the one that each graphic design
student carefully affixed to his or her offer: Cultural Democracy.

a huge blackish wave

The most threatening trap set along my path is a huge blackish wave
which swallows everything up, digests everything, makes everything
head towards its blackish torrent. This huge wave represented by the
graphic designer isn’t money, even if it’s in money that it spreads out
its ebb and flow. The huge blackish wave is the capitalist financial
mechanism. As it gobbles up everything it finds along its way, it
also gobbles up culture. And it’s getting a taste for doing so. And
it's spreading this culture through its floods that flow all around. |
say to him:

— “No! Humans'culture and the expansion of the forms, knowl-
edge, ideas, and language that their minds live off mustn’t be left to
your devices. The minds of humans suffocate if it's the mechanism,
and not human power, that designs cultural prospects.” The wave
laughs and tries to flow over me:

— “Poor idiot. Take a look at the force of the floods that | dedicate
to the digestion of culture and you’ll see how poor the resources of
these human powers that you commend are in comparison. Look
how efficiently | spread the ink of knowledge and the whirl of pleas-
ure all around. You will never be able to keep up the competition
on this one. Your story is over. Take a rest. I'll take care of after
everything.”

ears on a wall

I turn my back on the wave. | find myself before a grey wall with a
number of dark windows set in it. A blind wall. But the wall refuses
its blindness. It’s tortured by the thirst for knowledge. It bristles
with parables as though it wanted to snatch the slightest breeze of
knowledge, to drink the slightest drop of beauty, of spiritual joy.
It’s waiting. I'm both sad and joyous. Sad before the sadness of the
dark windows. Joyous that this sadness has not succeeded in stifling
souls. The souls with covered-up eyes have grown ears. Bravo blind
wall! You voted for knowledge, beauty, spiritual joy. I know what I
have to do now. | leave the dreary district. | move forward along the
colourful streets, where | come across the theatre director:

— “Come quickly! They’ve put ears everywhere. It’s as if they’d
voted for culture. What shall we do?”

— “Oh innocent one! If you really want to make yourself useful, pull
down those ears one by one. Those ears don’t expect anything from
culture. Those ears are an insult to culture.” | leave the director. |
run to the mayor’s office

— “Mr Mayor, they’ve hung up ears by the hundreds on the grey
wall. What shall we do?”

— “My dear child, these people have too many problems to worry
about culture. These people want social issues. As far as culture’s
concerned, for them there are suitable suppliers who fill up the fun-
nels on the walls as need be, without dipping into the municipal
budget.” In the distance, the blackish wave is making its way up the
street. I'm scared.
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I'm scared. My eyes search around for some air. They fall upon a
red figure. An undecipherable sign that you’d say had come out of
a basement window, over there. A furious indicator, on the wall, at
the right height for a man. What treasure hunt is she or he who left
it there leading us on? Towards where is this paradoxical sign, born
of the same fermentation as the ears on the blind wall, directing us?
The figure is accompanied by my name, which is interrogated by
a question mark. Me, hardly even born, already being challenged:
“Cultural democracy”? Called into question by this figure, this unde-
cipherable sign, this red piece of writing whose meaning is mysteri-
ously hidden from the blackish wave that comes forth. I don’t have
the necessary knowledge to decode the cryptogram that has escaped
from the basement window. And if I did have this knowledge, I'd
be wary of it. A very vague, still uncertain feeling of a plot in ac-
tion against the black wave... A rising plot, capable of equalling the
wave’s strength... Shall I allow this revolt to rise up, feed from this
revolt, grow through this revolt?

a shop window littered with pink dolls

I move forward again. Bad surprise. A shop window littered with
pink dolls has set itself up under the label of my name. I'm green
with rage.

— “You're not allowed to use my name, pink window! Nobody is
allowed to steal my identity.”

— “We're so alike!”

— “That’s not true. I’'m not like you.”

— “You do as | do. You go along with the majority will of the
people.”

— “I never go along.”

— “But you talk a lot of hot air. The people heartily approve of pink
dolls. I supply them to them. And | add an extra 20 % of free prod-
uct. You can’t be more democratic than me!”

The pink shop window works like the blackish wave.
It's a mechanism. | realised this in observing the camera that counts
the customers. Twenty-two images a minute. Twenty-two fixed im-
ages. Behind the illusion of the movement, the counting of inertia.
Fraction of a second after fraction of a second, the pink window
determines appetites, and then satisfies these appetites that it deter-
mines. For my encounter with the people to be able to take place,
they must shift and change. When they submit to the stillness of
their appetites, they put their desires under another sovereign than
mine and when 1 arrive, they brush me aside. Do you know that I'm
very lively? Make a note of this: every time that you try to focus on
me with you camera, the image will always be blurred. If you like
motionless images, look towards ratings, which are stills of submis-
sion. The exact opposite of democracy.

shoe shop

The rest of the journey is made by foot. Fifty feet. Fifty? Not re-
ally. The artist has put his feet in trainers. Forty-nine trainers and
one bare foot. Mathematicians say that only alike objects add up.
Trainers add up. Trainers lend themselves well to statistics. Gross
domestic product, trainer division. Just one bare foot. Feet are like
ears, like fingerprints. Always completely unique. And that doesn’t
stop them, nonetheless, from walking in pairs. Can you hear me,
pink window? Yes, you can hear me, but you can’t understand me.
You only treasure objects to add them up. For me it’s the opposite.
I find myself adding up. But this is always done for that which can’t



be added up. Addition for me isn’t the aim. It’s the tool. If the bare
foot escapes thanks to me, even if it escapes far away from me, to a
place where no power is exerted, even if it's the power of the people,
I’'ve accomplished my mission. That’s why I'm never without my
sister, cultural diversity. She pointed out to me the image where, in-
timately pressed up against each other, glass, oil and water superim-
pose their unique transparencies. This image speaks to me as well.

sixty posters

Many of the posters displayed in this book have thrust me back into
the memory of the traps laid along my path. These traps, I’'m not
afraid of them for a joke. Every day | face the evil spells that they
cast. | know that these spells can prevent my growth. They can even
defeat me. In spite of this, seeing their incarnation has done me
good. Why? At first, I didn’t understand. Then | opened my eyes to
other images, those thanks to which the mechanism puts us under
its sovereign power, and which are everywhere today. Look at them!
They act like touts, these pinks dolls, with their winks that seem to
promise the garden of delights. Yet they then drag the stroller with
careless desire to the back of a bar, empty his pockets and abandon
him to the head-splitting rumination of failed drunkenness. Twenty-
two images a second. Fixed images. Illusion of the movement.

Start this book again from the beginning and leaf
through it once more, page after page. If your head and your heart
work like mine do, these sixty images will set them in motion, lead
them to a place where they hadn’t yet been, to a desire that they
hadn’t yet enjoyed. Perhaps to allow me to grow, we also need im-
ages that are capable of going against the lies that catch souls in a net
and pin them up like dead butterflies. Perhaps I very much need, in
order to grow, images that shake up souls. Perhaps even the images

that pin the butterflies to the board are a deadly poison for me and
for all that carries the name “Democracy” like me. | must talk to
the theatre director about this. And also the mayor. Especially the
mayor.

my little cousin

I can’t bring our conversation to an end without talking to you
about my little cousin. Did you notice the image of that throat on
which the words “Inspire, express” are engraved? This isn’t talking
about me. It’s about her, my little cousin. They just got us mixed up.
That happens often. Nevertheless, it’s still confusing.

My little cousin is freedom. My mission is to protect
her, and to deliver the necessary blows to do so, if need be. I rep-
resent the people in this task. But do understand, in the blow that
we inflict, the one that we thrash isn’t free. In the people that we
represent, there is the exertion of a power, that’s to say a restriction
placed on freedom. The images that make themselves seen in this
book were commissioned by a democratic power. But to be born,
these images firstly had to forget the order: inspire, breathe...

If the people give me the strength for it, perhaps one
day I will have enough power to make the huge blackish wave flow
back. But this power, my power, will have to bow down very low
before my little cousin, freedom. She’s bigger than me.



reglement et jury

Les participants au projet en acceptent
implicitement le reglement. Chaque école
sélectionnera cing projets, ce qui permettra
a chaque école d’étre représentée a égalité
dans I'exposition et dans le catalogue.

Les projets seront au format vertical

de 40 cm x 60 cm (cette une contrainte
impérative est liée au mobilier
d’exposition) ; la technique en sera libre
mais les supports devront étre souples

et sans cadre; le texte «démocratie
culturelle, assises de la culture en Tle-
de-France» devra obligatoirement figurer
en petit, en signature ; chaque projet
comportera également le prénom, le nom
et I'école de son auteur. Les projets
devront parvenir avant le 10 avril 2005

a I'adresse suivante: région Tle-de-France,
direction de la communication,

35 boulevard des Invalides 75007 Paris,
France. Pour réaliser tous les documents
imprimés, il est demandé a chaque école
de faire parvenir un cédérom contenant
les images « Photoshop » des cing projets,
au format 20 x 30 cm a 300 dpi. Un jury
international désignera trois lauréats.

Le premier prix sera une invitation

en Tle-de-France pour une résidence
artistique de six mois, le second prix

sera une commande du conseil régional,

le troisiéme prix sera une série de livres.

Le jury international sera composé de
quatre graphistes: Anette Lenz, France;
Laurence Madrelle, France ; Guy
Schockaert, Belgique ; David Tartakover,
Israél et de deux élus. Un livre-catalogue
présentera tous les projets, une bréve
information sur les écoles (nous fournir
également, sur le cédérom, une photo

et un texte de 1000 signes) et sera aussi

le support des actes des «Assises de la
culture». Un exemplaire du catalogue sera
offert a tous les étudiants et a tous les
enseignants qui auront participé au projet.
Les images seront exposées en Avignon,
pendant le festival de théatre au mois

de juillet 2005, dans la région Tle-de-
France & I'automne et a Echirolles au mois
de novembre. Apres cette date,
I'exposition pourra circuler a la demande.
Les images fournies, serviront a la
promotion de I'exposition et du catalogue.
Les autres utilisations se feront dans

le cadre de la loi sur les droits d’auteurs.
Les villes des écoles qui ont donné leur
accord pour participer au projet sont:
Aveiro, Portugal; Berlin, Allemagne;
Beyrouth, Liban; Bruxelles, Belgique;
Paris, France ; Pékin, Chine; Ramat Gan,
Israél; Rio de Janeiro, Brésil; Turin,
Italie; Usti nad Labem, République

Tchéque; Varsovie, Pologne.



rules and panel of judges

Those taking part in the project fully
accept its rules. Each school will choose
five projects, thus allowing them an equal
representation in the exhibition and the
catalogue. The projects will be in a vertical
40 cm x 60 cm format (this condition is
essential in order to comply with the
format of the exhibition boards); any
technique is permitted but the support
must be flexible and unframed. The
signature text “cultural democracy,
cultural conference in Tle-de-France” must
appear in small characters; each project
will also feature the first and last name

of the author, as well as the name of their
school. The projects must be sent hefore
the 10th April 2005 to the following
address: région Tle-de-France, direction
de la communication, 35 boulevard

des Invalides 75007 Paris, France. In order
to produce all the printed documents,
each school is asked to supply a CD-Rom
containing the “Photoshop” images of

the five projects, in a 20 x 30 cm at 300 dpi
format. An international panel of judges
will choose three prize-winners. First place
will be awarded an invitation to the Tle-de-
France region for a six-month artistic
residency, second place a command of the
région, third place a bunch of books. The

international panel of judges will be made

up of four graphic designers: Anette Lenz,
France ; Laurence Madrelle, France;
Guy Schockaert, Belgium; David
Tartakover, Israel and two elected
officials. A catalogue-book will present

all the projects and a brief overview of each
participating school (please also supply,

on the CD-Rom, a photograph and a 1000~
character text), and will also be the medium
for the proceedings of the “cultural
conference”. A copy of the catalogue will
be given to all of the students and teachers
taking part in the project.

The images will be exhibited in Avignon
(during the theatre festival) in the month
of July 2005, in the Tle-de-France region
in the autumn, and in Echirolles in the
month of November. After this date, the
exhibition may move around on demand.
The images supplied will be used for

the promotion of the exhibition and

the catalogue. Any other use of the images
will be in compliance with copyright laws.
The cities of the schools which have
agreed to take part in the project are:
Aveiro, Portugal; Berlin, Germany;
Beirut, Lebanon; Brussels, Belgium;
Paris, France ; Peking, China; Ramat
Gan, Israel; Rio de Janeiro, Brazil ;
Turin, Italy; Usti nad Labem, Czech
Republic; Warsaw, Poland.



Démocratie culturelle a été réalisée

a partir d’une idée originale de Jean-Louis
Sagot-Duvauroux et Thierry Sarfis,
commissaires du projet.

Nous remercions tous les enseignants

qui ont animé les ateliers et notamment
Yasmina Taan, Reza Abedini, Billy Bacon,
Henrique Cayatte, David Grossmann,
Alex Jordan, Lech Majewski, Frangois
Miehe, Karel Misek, Jean-Pol Rouard,
Gianfranco Torri et Xiao Yong.
Conception graphique du catalogue
Thierry Sarfis, textes de Jean-Louis Sagot-
Duvauroux, photographies d’André
Lejarre, le bar Floréal, traduction anglaise
de Jennifer Stephenson, réalisation Olivier
Cabon Thotm, impression Img, Baume-
les-Dames.

Les droits d’exploitation des affiches

appartiennent a leurs auteurs.
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