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Work of street art seen in Paris 20 th (anonymous)

(Palindrome) In girum imus nocte ecce et consumimur igni = We spin in the night, and here we are consumed by fire.

DO NOT DISCARD IN THE PUBLIC SPACE / SHARE OR PUT IT BACK UP IF NOT INTERESTED / THANK YOU Y’
a 

pl
us

 q
u’

à 
is

 a
 b

lo
g 

th
at

 b
ri

ng
s 

to
ge

th
er

 s
ho

rt
 

no
te

s,
 w

ri
tte

n 
to

 c
om

pl
et

e 
ea

ch
 o

th
er

 o
ve

r 
tim

e,
 

be
ca

us
e 

ev
er

yt
hi

ng
 is

 li
nk

ed
.

Y’
a 

pl
us

 q
u’

à 
sp

ea
ks

 o
f 

et
hi

cs
 a

nd
 p

ol
iti

cs
, 

in
 

th
e 

no
bl

e 
se

ns
e,

 o
n 

th
e 

ba
si

s 
of

 a
ffi

rm
in

g 
th

at
 

th
e 

w
or

ld
 i

s 
up

si
de

 d
ow

n,
 a

nd
 i

s 
dr

iv
en

 b
y 

a  
re

vo
lu

tio
na

ry
 d

es
ir

e,
 to

 p
ut

 it
 b

ac
k 

in
 it

s p
la

ce
.

Y’
a 

pl
us

 q
u’

à 
is

 a
 r

es
ol

ut
el

y 
ba

st
ar

d 
an

d 
va

in
  

ob
je

ct
, e

xc
ep

t t
ha

t i
t t

hi
nk

s 
th

at
 th

es
e 

no
te

s 
ca

n 
br

in
g 

ho
pe

 to
 th

os
e 

w
ho

 o
fte

n 
pl

ay
 w

ith
 th

e 
id

ea
 

of
 a

bs
ol

ut
e 

fr
ee

do
m

. T
he

y 
ca

n 
al

so
 e

nl
ig

ht
en

 lo
st

 
m

in
ds

.
Y’

a 
pl

us
 q

u’
à 

do
es

 i
ts

 p
ar

t 
an

d 
yo

u’
ll 

do
 y

ou
rs

,  
if 

yo
u 

th
in

k 
it’

s 
us

ef
ul

 t
o 

sh
ar

e.
 F

or
 t

he
 r

es
t, 

it 
w

on
’t 

ch
an

ge
 th

e 
w

or
ld

, b
ut

 th
e 

bu
tte

rfl
y 

eff
ec

t, 
an

d 
al

l t
ha

t..
.



 ya
plu

squ
a.o

rg 

artists

Every man, every woman, every child in the world is a potential artist. Each one of us 
carries within him a creative genius which would develop if it were encouraged. I 
address myself to the potential artist in you. It is your childhood dreams that I want 
to awake, it is your deep sensitivity that I want to converse with.
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Artists are those for whom producing their work is an existential question, which can 
lead them, like Séraphine de Senlis, to pursue their quest for meaning, rather than fill 
their stomach. It is clear today that many of those who claim to be artists are shopkee-
pers. This is why we must redefine what an artist is and what art is[1] since we are in 
the process of deconstructing everything. Because these words don’t mean anything 
anymore, except that the elitist world of art is mingling with the commercial world which 
sells emptiness for dreams, which slaughters what humanity has created of the most 
beautiful.

You call yourself an artist and you feel unfairly targeted by my words? Forgive me for 
reminding you that criticizing is not condemning. I’m making a critical judgment to invite 
you to question yourself with me. You didn’t wait for me to do it? Good for you! You doubt 
your legitimacy? It is because you know the absurdity in which we are embarked, and it’s 
because you will assert it, that things will move. It always comes back to the butterfly 
effect.

It depends on each of us to reinvest the field, starting by choosing the artists to whom 
we offer our admiration, without letting ourselves be seduced by the deceptive appea-
rances of the commercial world. As we are all potential artists, it’s also up to us to visua-
lise and materialize the world to which we aspire, with the ideal and the imagination, by 
ceasing to put our existence in the hands of madmen or inconsequential individuals, put 
into action by the ‘survival of the fittest.

It is inhabited by the conviction that all humans are artists, that the idea came to me 
to archive the drawings, the strokes of mind, the ideas that the Gilets Jaunes inscribed 
on their back. It became Plein le dos[2], an artistic, political, collective and solidarity ini-
tiative, which I will talk about later. Finally, as an artist, no more, no less than you, and 
taking my role very seriously, and since it is time for the end of the dying Old World, I 
aspire to put some ideals back on the horizon, by proposing you first of all to emancipate 
yourself from the certainties with which the obscene world does not cease to stupefy us 
in order to maintain its domination.

[1]  Annie Le Brun, Ce qui n’a pas de prix, Stock, 2018.
[2] www.pleinledos.org.

“Open-mindedness is not a skull fracture.”

    PIERRE DESPROGES


