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PROJECT DEVELOPED BY. AUTORI PROJEKTU. Andrea Wilkinson & David Gardener

The means by which we find our way
(Observations on design)

+ Regardless of where we live, we are both communicators and readers of a visual

B language that permeates our day-to-day lives through branding, wayfinding,
iconographic motifs, colour and letter-based graphics.
Unlike the hometowns over which we all reminisce, travelling confronts us with the
unfamiliar. We welcome the anxiety of the landmarks that have been reduced to icons
on a map on which the lively streets take no more prominence than the mundane ones.
Without the knowledge of a language made by letterforms or characters we respond with
what we know: attempts at pronunciation, learned colour-schemes, familiar shapes and
often the kindness of strangers. Quite often, a visual language of another culture differs

significantly from our, familiar one.

I The project The means by which we find
s o our way was born from a desire to bring the
SIS CARPARK I UNDER VIDDO SURVITULANCE ANY DAMSE — \vider design world’ to Hamilton, New Zea-
Wwﬁ%w“‘“““nl““‘ml:}““ land within the context of local surroundings.
i The project consisted of two parts: in the first
part, paring down an original 100+ photo-
graphs, twenty-six images were selected that
covered local urban locations: some iconic to
New Zealand, others common to most cities.
By removing the textual component from the
imagery, empty canvases were created; bran-
dless city streets that became all the more ge-
neric and less location-specific. After an initial
e call for interest, design educators from around
the world were provided these blank-images
along with the ‘missing text’ and encouraged
to reintegrate the textual content back into the
image. The results raise questions about col-
loquial visual language and cultural residue —
how space and the meaning of words inform
design decisions. It also sparks debate about
the role that research plays in graphic design
professional practice and graphic design’s
non-commercial function.
The second part of the project consists of
essays, in which participants were invited
to respond to the following topic: Describe
an experience that, due to an unfamiliar lan-
guage, knowledge, format, timing or environ-
ment, led to a greater level of appreciation or
understanding of visual communication.
The results are a myriad of poignant and
sometimes anecdotal remembrances, travel
stories and commentary that shed new light
on typography and design and how they
function.
A few selected essays follow.

CARPARK

Kate Carlyle

Assistant Professor, Graphic
Design, Dar Al-Hekma College,
Jeddah, Saudi Arabia

Joyce Walsh Macario
Professor, Boston University,
Boston, Massachusetts, U.S.A.

=# HALIM CHOUEIRY
Icograda Vice President, 2007-2009
Assistant Professor of Communication
Arts and Design, Virginia Commonwealth
University, Doha, Qatar

Spaces of memory

If you ask anyone in Doha, the capital of Qa-
tar, for directions, he will give you directions
by following roundabouts, corners, existing

buildings, turning right at this gas station and
then left at the corner where the mosque is.
That which is there on the corners of build-
ings, and the houses with trees, simply ex-
ists... If we don’t name them as such, they
will not be recognized as such, and then we
will need street signs to navigate the urban
environment.

In oral societies, such as Doha, one doesn’t
have formalized systems. Although Doha
streets have names, there is complete lack
of street addresses in the city. A couple of
years after they were invited to help the local
post authority establish a home mail delivery
service, Canada Post left Doha without any
success of establishing such a service. The
system is still not in place and even now it
seems like it is the mail home delivery service
that does not conform to the oral urban envi-
ronment of Doha.

On top of that, in Qatar the existing map
doesn’t do service to the topography of the
country. Many places that are set out on the
map do not exist anymore in reality; places
like Al-Gamel that once existed, are main-
tained as actual places, even if they are in
fact ruins of the past. Similarly, maps contain
plenty of references to places that will eventu-
ally exist in the future; developments that are
not yet started or barely planned are marked
out as if they are indeed actual places to visit.
They form an actual topography of the future
that, even if it looks real, it is in fact the ruins
of a future to become.

=% OSCAR FERNANDEZ
Associate Professor, Digital Design
Program Coordinator, School of Design,
University of Cincinnati, Cincinnati, Ohio,
US.A.

| was six years old. My first day attending

Sts. Peter & Paul, an old New Jersey Catholic
school, was filled with fear. Just two weeks
earlier, my family and | arrived in America hav-
ing fled our Cuban homeland. Walking through
crowds of children in the school courtyard,

| felt all those suspicious eyes fixed on my
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Zpusoby hledani cesty aneb Postiehy o designu

METROPOLIS CAFFE

Jeff Barlow

Instructor of Graphic Design
School of Visual Concepts,
Seattle, WA, U.S.A.

Jason Bader

Associate Professor of Art
& DesignMt. San Jacinto
CollegeMenifee, California,
USA.

-+

~ do nadeho kazdodenniho Zivota prosttednictvim ikonografickych motivii, znacek,

mlls At Zijeme kdekoli, vzdycky jsme zaroveri tvirci i pfijemci vizualniho jazyka: pronika

typografie ¢i barev, které nam pomahaiji pfi orientaci v prostoru.
Na rozdil od Zivota v divérné znamém a srozumitelném prostoru nasich rodnych mést

nas cestovani stavi tvafi v tvaf neznamému. Nedoékavé touzime po mistech, ktera pro

nas dosud byla pouhymi body na mapé, kde ulice pulzujici Zivotem vypadaji tipiné stejné
jako ty vSedni. Nerozumime-li jazyku tvofenému znaky a pismeny, reagujeme podie svych
schopnosti: na povédomé zvuky, znamé tvary, nauéena barevna schémata, a nékdy se
spoléhame i na pomoc ochotného kolemjdouciho. Casto se ale stane, Ze vizualni jazyk jiné

kultury se od toho naseho lisi zasadné.

Vystava The means by which we find our
way (Zplisoby hledani cesty) vznikla z potfeby
predstavit svét ,velkého designu“ obyvatel(im
novozélandského Hamiltonu.

Projekt sestéaval ze dvou &asti; v prvni z nich
jsme ze stovek fotografii vybrali dvacet Sest
méstskych scenérii — nékteré z nich byly typic-
ké pro Novy Zéland, jiné najdeme ve vétsiné
svetovych mést. Z fotografii jsme odstranili
veskery text a ziskali tak jakési prazdné mapy,
nepopsané tabule mést. Tyto fotografie jsme
pak spole€né s ,,chybéjicim textem“ poskytli
pedagogiim vyucujicim design z nejriiznéjsich
¢asti svéta. Jejich tkolem bylo vratit méstu na
fotografii jeho textovy obsah.

Rozpoutali jsme tak debatu o spoleéném
vizualnim jazyce, kulturnich prezitcich, o tom,
jak designérské rozhodnuti formuje prostor

a vyznam slov, jakou roli hraje vyzkum v préci
grafického designéra a v nekomeréni sféfe
grafického designu.

Druhou ¢ast projektu tvoii texty, v nichz titiz
pedagogové odpovidaji na vyzvu: Popiste
zkuSenost, ktera vas prostfednictvim nezna-
losti jazyka, prostfedi, mistnich realii, sou-
vislosti nebo Spatného nacasovani naudila
vice si vazit vizualni komunikace a lépe ji
porozumét.

Seslo se nescetné mnozstvi vtipnych i dojem-
nych vzpominek, zazitk(i z cest a komentard,
které ndm umoznily podivat se na funkci
designu a typografie z trochu jiného thlu. Na
dal$ich stranach pfinasime nékolik vybranych
prispévka.

=# HALIM CHOUEIRY
viceprezident spole¢nosti Icograda v letech
2007-2009, profesor vizuélni komunikace
a designu, Virginia Commonwealth
University v Doha, Katar

Vesmiry paméti

KdyZ se na ulici v hlavnim mésté Kataru Doha
zeptate na cestu, kazdy vam ji popiSe podle
nejblizsich kruhovych objezdd, roh( &i sto-
jicich budov. Rekne vam, ze mate odbogit
vpravo u té a té benzinky a pak tfeba vlevo

u mesity. A to, co hledate, tam pak - za rohem

a vedle téch domt se stromy - opravdu najde-
te. Kdyz to ale pojmenujeme jinak, nikdo to
nepozna, a budeme potfebovat jména ulic,
abychom se ve mésté vyznali.

Ve spole¢nosti s ordlini tradici, jakou je Doha,
formalizovany systém neexistuje. Pfestoze
ulice v Doha jména maji, adresy ve mésté Upl-
né chybi. Spole¢nost Canada Post byla mist-
nimi Ufady v Doha vyzvéna, aby se podilela na
zavedeni prvniho mistniho doruc¢ovaciho sys-
tému. Nekolik let nato ale byla kanadska posta
nucena pfiznat svij totalni netdispéch a od
projektu ustoupit. Systém doposud nefunguje
a zda se, Ze dorucovani posty do doméacnosti
se ve spolecnosti zaloZzené na oralni tradici

a vsazené do méstského prostiedi zkratka
neujme.

Orientaci v mistopisu zemé ostatné nijak
nepomahaji ani existujici mapy. Mnohé mista,
ktera jsou v nich uvadéna, tfeba ruiny domt

v Al-Gamel, uz ve skuteénosti neexistuji. Na
druhou stranu na mapéch najdeme mista,
ktera by mohla teoreticky nékdy v budoucnos-
ti existovat. Stavby, které jsou teprve ve stadiu
planovani, jsou na mapéch zaneseny jako
mista skuteéné existuijici. Tvofi tak pfitomnou
topografii budoucnosti, ktera prestoze vypada
redlné, je ve skutecnosti viastné jakousi ruinou
budoucnosti.

=# OSCAR FERNANDEZ
profesor a koordinator studia digitalniho
designu, oddéleni designu univerzity
v Cincinnati, USA

Bylo mi Sest let. MUj prvni den ve staré kato-
lické Skole sv. Petra a Pavla v New Jersey byl
napinén obavami. Pfed dvéma tydny nase
rodina emigrovala z Kuby. Prochazel jsem
témi davy déti na $kolnim dvofe a vidél jsem,
jak si nevéficné prohlizeji mdj nezvykly odév.
Moje maminka mi ve snaze, abych vypadal
co nejlépe, vybrala straslivy Sedy oblek, tri¢-
ko s bilym limeckem, prouzkovanou kravatu
a Gerné lakyrky. Nestihla si jesté v§imnout, Zze
Amerika je trochu méné formaini.

Najednou do mé zezadu nékdo stréil. Oto-

¢il jsem se a uvidél vysokého, svalnatého
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unusual attire. You see, wanting to look my
best my mother had selected that dreaded
grey suit, white collared shirt, stripped tie and
glossy black shoes. She didn’t realize America
was a bit less formal.

Suddenly, | was pushed from behind. Turning
around, a burly blonde boy stared down. He
yelled in that odd and loud language. Through
my Spanish ears his foreign words sounded
like a dog barking.

Obviously, | did not understand his words. All
| knew is they were not friendly. And likewise,
my attempts to speak were in vain. (He too
didn’t understand that gray suit and tie). There
was no communication.

The remainder of that school day was filled
with other similar experiences, both with stu-
dents and teachers. Most humiliating of all
came when an unsympathetic nun refused
my urgent hand signal plea for lavatory relief.
So, there in that classroom, a bodily accident
followed. Everyone laughed. That same nun,
now irritated, had me sent home in shame.
This is how | remember my first day in an
American school.

In retrospect, that traumatic event made me

a better designer. When considering my us-
ers, | always recall that terrible day. Inability to
understand is one of the worst human fears.
In his book, Information Anxiety, Richard Saul
Wurman warns designers, for the user’s sake,
not to forget that very moment of not knowing.
When forgetting, the designer allows “famili-
arities” to set in. Along with overconfidence
the designed communication experience
becomes questionable. The intended user will
likely not understand.

=% PETER GILDERDALE
Head of Graphic Design
AUT University, Auckland, New Zealand

A good design is a good design, right? Well

| used to think so. | particularly believed it dur-
ing the four years | lived in Denmark — a place
in which everything is well designed. | was es-
pecially fascinated by their post boxes, which
seemed the epitome of fine design.

Post boxes in New Zealand, as | had expe-
rienced them, were long, narrow and they
leaked when it rained. Such was life. Soggy
post happens. In Denmark, it rained. It hailed.
It blew. It snowed. And did the letters get wet?
They did not! Danish letter boxes in the early
80’s had been designed by someone who was
determined that the mail should get though
dry at all costs. Danish letter boxes were
therefore wide, with an A4 length opening, and
they had a flap. All you had to do was put an

A4 envelope in sideways and it slipped in and
stayed as safe and dry as you could please.
Thus, when | got back to New Zealand, and
was running a freelance calligraphy business,
| started getting very irritated when the A4 art-
work being send to me suffered the double in-
dignity of being folded in half and then rained
on. Such was my irritation that, on a trip back
to Denmark to see the in-laws, | purchased

a new plastic letter box. It was light, and fit-
ted into our suitcase happily. We packed our
clothes in it, and it sailed through customs.
Imagine my pride as | erected what may have
been New Zealand’s first wide, flat letterbox.
It shone, in all its white plastic glory from the
kerbside. Problem solved, | thought. No more
wet mail. This beauty was so well designed
that even if any rain got in when the postie
opened the flap, the mail would sit on raised
plastic struts, and the water would drain from
below. It was a masterpiece. Posties enjoy!
Unfortunately, | had made one rather basic
mistake. Our postie had not been to Denmark.
Next day, all the post was sticking, end on,
out of the flap. And so it did the day after that
(when it was wet) and the days and weeks
following. A couple of months later, the postie
must have had an eureka moment, and the
post was actually inside. Halleluiah! But then
the postie changed, and we were back to
square one. And so it continued. | took to lying
in wait when new posties started, just so that
| could explain the benefits of this box. They
looked at me pityingly.

Finally it dawned on me. There is no such
thing as an intrinsically perfect design. Design
is a conversation between the designer and
the user, and if you are not talking the same
language, you inevitably get miscommunica-
tion. And this, of course, applies even more to
graphic design. It doesn’t matter if what you
design is so groundbreaking that every design
annual is begging you for it - if the person who
really counts cannot figure out how to decode
it and what to do next, then it has failed.

=# SILVIA SFLIGIOTTI
Professor of Typography and History of
Graphic Design, Scuola Politecnica di
Design, Milan, Italy

How to get lost without moving

On a closer look, a place we think we know
can turn into something very different. This is
what happened to me during a trip in my own
country.

Mestre’s railway station is a familiar place to
me. Or at least | thought it was. In the last
years I've been there many times, usually
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blondaka. Néco na mé hulakal v tom divném
hluéném jazyce, ktery mym $panélskym usim
znél jako psi Stékot. Nerozumél jsem mu
samozfejmé ani slovo, ale byl jsem si jisty, ze
to, co fikd, neni nic pratelského. Stejné tak
mdj pokus o konverzaci pfisel vnived. Ani on
nerozumeél mné (nebo tomu $edému obleku

a kravaté). Komunikace se nekonala.

Zbytek toho dne byl vypInén podobnymi uda-
lostmi, at' uz $lo o komunikaci s Zaky, nebo
uciteli. Ta nejvic ponizuijici chvile véak pfisla,
kdyz Ihostejna jeptiska odmitla mdj ruéni sig-
nal o urgentni uvolnéni na toaletu. A tak nasle-
dovala jista télesna nehoda, které se celd tfida
chechtala. A ta stejné jeptiska mé dopalené
poslala s hanbou domd. Tak si pamatuju svij
prvni den v americké $kole.

Tenhle traumaticky zazitek mi ale pravdépo-
dobné pomohl stat se lepsim designérem.
VZdycky, kdyz pfemyslim o recipientech svého
designu, vzpomenu si na ten pfiserny prvni
skolni den. Neschopnost porozumét je jed-
na z nejhorsich no¢nich mir lidského druhu

a Richard Saul Wurman ve své knize Informa-
tion Anxiety varuje designéry, aby s ohledem
na uzivatele vyznam nevédomosti nepodce-
fovali. Kdyz ji totiz podcenime, zaéne se nase
tvorba automatizovat, spole¢né s pfilisnou
sebejistotou se planovana komunikace autora
s divdkem problematizuje a budouci uzivatel
vasemu dilu pravdépodobné nebude rozumét.

=¥ PETER GILDERDALE
vedouci oddéleni grafického designu,
Univerzita AUT v Aucklandu, Novy Zéland

Dobry design je prosté dobry design, ne?
Aspori jsem si to myslel. Byl jsem o tom
pfesvédcen hlavné béhem svého &tyfletého
pobytu v Dansku, v zemi dobrého designu.
Zvlast mé fascinovaly jejich domovni schran-
ky na dopisy, které pro mé byly ztélesnénim
vybraného designu.

Schranky, které jsem znal z Nového Zélandu,
byly dlouhé, uzké, a kdyz préelo, teklo do
nich. Takovy byl Zivot. Nacucana posta. No,
v Dénsku prselo. V Dansku padaly kroupy.

A fucelo. A snézilo. A byly snad dopisy mok-
ré? Ne! Danské schranky na dopisy pocatku
80. let navrhoval nékdo, kdo vé&dsl, Ze dopisy
musi dojit suché za kazdou cenu. Danské
schranky proto byly Siroké, s otvorem velikosti
A4 a mély zaklopku. Stacilo obalku formatu A4
natocCit kratsi stranou, vklouzla dovnitf a byla
v suchu a bezpedi.

Proto kdyZz jsem se vratil na Novy Zéland

a zacal pracovat jako kaligraf na volné noze,
zaGalo mé velice dopalovat, kdyz obalky for-
maétu A4, v nichz mi postou chodila umélecka

dila, trpély dvoji potupou - jednak je postak
vzdycky prelozil, jednak na né vzdycky napr-
Selo. Mé roztrpceni dostoupilo jednoho dne
vrcholu a ja si pfi dals$i navstévé manzeléinych
pfibuznych v Dansku koupil novou, plastovou
schranku na dopisy. Byla lehoucké a vesla

se nam krasné do kufru. Nastrkali jsme do ni
obleceni a propluli celni kontrolou.

Predstavte si, s jakou pychou jsem zavésil
pravdépodobné prvni novozélandskou plo-
chou a Sirokou schranku na dopisy. V celé své
plastoveé krase zéfila na ulici. Problém je vye-
Sen, pomyslel jsem si. Uz 24dn& mokré posta.
Tahle kraska je tak dobfe navrzena, Ze i kdyby
se dovnitf dostalo par kapek desté, kdyz
postak otevre zaklopku, zasilky se zachyti na
plastové podpérce a voda odte¢e spodem.
Bylo to mistrovské dilo. Postéci, téste se!
BohuzZel jsem udélal zasadni chybu. N&s
postak totiz nikdy nebyl v Dansku. Druhy den
v8echna nase posta tréela ven ze schranky.

A tak tomu bylo i dalsi den (to byla navic jesté
mokré) a celé nasledujici dny a tydny. O néko-
lik mésicl pozdgji zfejmé postakovi koneéné
svitlo a dopisy byly uvnit schranky. Haleluja!
Pak ale doruc¢ovatele vyménili a vdechno
zacalo nanovo. A tak to pokraGovalo porad
dal. Vzdycky, kdyz zacinal novy postak, éihal
jsem na néj, abych mu vysvétlil vyhody nasi
schranky. Divali se na mé pokazdé velmi
litostive.

A pak jsem to kone¢né pochopil. Skutedné
perfektni design prosté neexistuje. Design
spociva v rozhovoru mezi tviircem a spottebi-
telem, a kdyzZ ti dva nemluvi stejnym jazykem,
musi nevyhnutelné dojit k nedorozuméni. Jes-
té vic to samoziejmé plati pro graficky design.
Je uplné jedno, Ze je vas design tak priilomo-
vy, Ze se po vas kazda roéenka designu mize
utlouct. Pokud uzivatel neni schopen dekédo-
vat vas zamér a nevi, co si s vasim designem
pocit, pak je to celé k nicemu.

=¥ SILVIA SFLIGIOTTI
profesorka typografie a historie grafického
designu, Polytechnicka $kola v Milané

Jak se ztratit bez pohnuti

Pfi bliz8im pohledu se mdZe misto, které dobie
zname, promeénit v néco UpIné jiného. A presné
to se mi stalo na cesté po mé vlastni zemi.
Vlakové nadrazi v Mestre znam velmi dobre.
Aspori jsem si to myslela. V uplynulych letech
jsem tam byla mnohokrat, vétsinou jsem tam
presedala do vlak( sméfujicich na vychod.
Jednoho pate¢niho odpoledne loni v 16té ale
tento pocit dobfe znamého prostredi na pat-
néct minut zmizel a nahradil ho pocit silného
odcizeni.

V priibéhu ¢asu jsem si vybudovala viastni
mentalni mapu nadrazi, vSech mistnich sou-
vislosti a prostoru, ktery je obklopuje. Funké-
nost téhle mapy jsem ale vlastné nikdy nemu-
sela nijak testovat. Pri svych cestach pres
Mestre jsem malokdy viibec opustila nadrazi;
kratka doba mezi jednotlivymi spoji mi to ani
neumoznila.

To Iéto vjel mij vlak do stanice ze zapadu

a brzy nato mél odjizdét smérem na Terst.
Nebylo potfeba pfestupovat a ja jsem nemu-
sela nikam pospichat. Opfela jsem se o sklo
a vyhlédla ven z vlaku. Tento jednoduchy akt
ale naprosto zménil mé vnimani celého mista.
Podivala jsem se smérem k vychodu

z nadrazi, odkud vede ulice do centra mésta.
Pamatuiji si, Ze jsem tamtudy jednou prosla
ven a nasedla na autobus do Benatek. Benat-
ky leZi tamtim smérem, pomyslela jsem si,

a kolem této myslenky jsem vystavéla svou
mapu.

Svétlo pozdniho odpoledne a prodiuzujic

se stiny ale jasné fikaly néco jiného: Ze totiz
vychod ze stanice ved| na sever, tedy smé-
rem na pevninu, nikoli k mofi. M& mentalni
mapa byla otfesena, ale plvodni myslenka
se snazila vytrvat a svadéla boj s tim, co jsem
pravé vidéla na viastni o¢i. Napfiklad to, ze
slunce jako obvykle zapadalo na zapadé, mi
v tu chvili pfipadalo jako $okujici apokalyptic-
ky obraz. ,
Pocit nevolnosti chvili pfetrvaval, nez jsem si
konecéné vsimla, Ze maj viak mifi na vychod.
Jen o par dni pozdéji se mi s pomoci skuteéné
mapy podafilo opravit mapu mentaini: ta nova
uz byla o néco bliz k realité.

Kdyz cestujeme spolecné, piatelé mi obvykle
divétuji, protoze se na novém misté snadno
zorientuji. Nebyt toho odpoledne, byla bych
si svymi orientaénimi schopnostmi jist4 i j&;
ted'je ale vSechno jinak. Mozna je to tak lep$i,
protoZe ted’ uz si budu vZdycky pamatovat, jak
snadné je se ztratit, aniz by se ¢lovék viibec
pohnul z mista.

=% DON KLINE
hostujici profesor grafického designu,
Statni newyorska univerzita ve Fredonii,
USA

Budik zazvonil ve tfi rano. Oblékl jsem se a po
Spickach se vykradl pfed nasi Svycarskou
nocleharnu, kde na mé uz ¢ekali spoluzéci.
Vydali jsme se na tajnou sobeckou misi, na
které jsme chtéli pozorovat méstského pekare
a starostu v jedné osobé pfi peceni croissant(i
a briosek, kterymi jsme se kazdy den ladovali.
Hlavné jsme je ale chtéli jist rovnou vytazené
Z pece.



for a train change on an eastbound trip. On

a Friday afternoon, last summer, for no more
than fifteen minutes, this familiarity disap-
peared, and a strong feeling of estrangement
replaced it.

Over time, | had built up my own mental map
of the place, and of its connections with the
surrounding areas. This map had never re-
ally been put to a test. In my stops in Mestre,
| rarely left the station: the short time between
the two trains made it impossible.

This summer, my train entered the station
from the west, and it would shortly leave
heading for Trieste. There was no need for

a change, and | didn’t have to hurry. | leant
against the window to look outside; and this
simple act ended up totally changing my idea
of the place.

| looked towards the exit of the station. From
there a street leads to the city centre. From
there | remember having once gone out,
walked, and finally taken a bus to Venice.
Venice lies in that direction, | thought, and
around this idea | had built up my map.

But the late afternoon light, and the shadows
getting longer, clearly said something else:
that the station exit was looking north,
towards the land, not the sea. My mental map
was shaken, but the old idea tried to resist,
struggling against what my eyes were seeing:
for an instant, the sun setting to the west, as
usual, appeared as a shocking, apocalyptic
image.

The feeling of sickness persisted for a while,
until | saw the train finally heading east. Only
a few days after, with the help of a real map,

| managed to rebuild my mental landscape:
this time making it closer to reality.

When we travel together, my friends trust me
a lot, for the easiness | have in becoming ac-
quainted with a city. After awhile, they let me
be their guide and find their way home.
Before that summer afternoon, | trusted myself
too. Now it’s different; maybe it’s even better,
because from now on I'll remember how easy
it is to get lost, without even moving.

=# DON KLINE
Visiting Assistant Professor, Graphic
Design State University of New York,
Fredonia, NY, U.S.A.

My alarm sounded at 3 a. m. | dressed, tip-
toed down the stairs and met my classmates
outside our Swiss lodgings. We were on

a selfish mission to watch the town’s baker
(and Mayor) bake the croissants, brioches and
breads that we ate every day. What we really
wanted was to eat them right from the oven.

It was dark and the town was sleeping.
Hushed and on tiptoes, we peered through
the bakery’s large window to the ovens and
watched the Mayor and his crew transfer the
breads from ovens to racks and from racks to
baskets. Their motions were smooth, light and
practiced. Then we were spotted by one of the
crew who, alarmed, informed the Mayor. The
Mayor, wagging his forefinger and shaking

his head, invited us in to watch. We crowded
around the ovens with a shameful mix of joy
and greed. We wanted croissants—we wanted
them to touch our hands, kiss our lips, and
quiet our growling bellies. But we had to listen
to the Mayor’s detailed descriptions of bread-
baking and acknowledge the importance of
his operation before he sat us at table with
warm croissants and brioches.

Our bellies full, we made our way back to the
hotel for an hour of sleep before our breakfast
of fruit and, ironically, fresh croissants. Would
we be too drowsy to work at our best for eight
hours of class? With a growing sense of guilt
we anticipated what our professor would say
about our behaviour. We were studying with
Armin Hofmann—to us, nearly a God. Would
he judge us as irresponsible?

Stumbling over ourselves we babbled to
Armin the reasons for our tardiness. His
reaction surprised us. He was elated. To
Armin, our actions struck the core of what
design is about.

Thirty years later, this experience continues

to impress my definitions of design as a verb
instead of a noun; design as an act of engage-
ment with subject and audience, bridged by
intent; and design as an analytical and expres-
sive process of investigation, ideation, and
control of form. It's not about Photoshop; it’s
not about decoration; and it’s certainly not
about mindless self-expression.

=# MARA JEVERA FULMER
Associate Professor Graphic Design
C. S. Mott Community College, Flint,
Michigan, U.S.A.

A coconut for your thoughts...

There it was, used as a border around a job
offer from the University of the South Pacific in
Fiji, a palm tree and canoe. My colleagues at
the university in New York all let out a laugh.
“What kind of job were they offering? Where
would you plug in your computer?” they
asked. Yet, | went ahead and accepted the
offer and for six years | served as the defender
of this odd logo. | learned to appreciate the
importance of its meaning and other similarly
“different” symbols, even going so far as to

write my own visual dictionary.

My American visual language no longer ap-
plied here in the South Pacific. What is a pic-
ture of an ear of corn, a staple of the American
Midwest, to someone who lives in a climate
where the mould would grow faster than the
cornstalk? How would an image of a light bulb
be received by a villager who may only have
electricity in her home a few hours a night (if
at all)? Meaningful metaphors would no longer
come from my western culture. | would have
to learn a new visual language, one that was *
ancient but unfamiliar to me. | was serving

a different audience, the people of the Pacific,
and it was their visual language that | began
to adopt.

In the end, the “strange” logo with its palm
tree and canoe did not mean recreation and
leisurely travel, as a westerner might interpret
it. In the Pacific visual language, the sprouting
coconut represented life, sustainable growth
and development, a valuable resource provid-
ing everything from food to clothing to shelter.
It was so valued that in Fiji, the practice was
to bury the umbilical cord of a newborn baby
underneath a sprouting coconut to assure the
baby’s future wellbeing.

And the so-called canoe was a Drua, a sail-
ing ship that represented the expansion of
knowledge, heading beyond the horizons,

and a demonstration of faith in the future.

| embraced the simple gifts of these images,
and found many more, realizing that they

hold a treasure that is at serious risk of disap-
pearing, overshadowed by global imperialism
and superpower nations with narrow-minded
greedy leaders whose arrogance leave them
blinded to the beauty of another culture.

| vowed not to follow their lead.

The project developers would like to thank
all of the participants who submitted mate-
rial to this project. For more information
about the project, hosting the exhibition,
or purchasing a copy of the book visit:
http://www.designproject.co.nz/themeans
project@designproject.co.nz

ANDREA WILKINSON.

Design Lecturer and Graphic Design
Coordinator at Waikato Institute of
Technology, Hamilton, New Zealand
DAVID GARDENER.

Senior Design Lecturer and Digital Design
Coordinator at Waikato Institute of
Technology, Hamilton, New Zealand
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Byla tma a celé mésto spalo. Tige jsme na
Spickach nakukovali do velkého okna pekar-
ny, kde starosta a jeho zaméstnanci vyta-
hovali chleba z peci a ukladali ho do regal

a z regall do kosu. Jejich pohyby byly ladné
a zkuSené. Pak si nas ale najednou nékdo ze
zameéstnancl vsiml a zavolal starostu. Ten
nas posunky pozval dovnitf, shlukli jsme se
kolem peci a citili nestydatou smésici radosti
a lacnosti. Chtéli jsme croissanty, chtéli jsme
se jich dotykat rukama, tsty | kruéicimi zalud-
ky. Napred jsme si ale museli vyslechnout
starostlv detailni popis peteni chleba. Teprve
pak nas starosta usadil ke stolu s teplymi cro-
issanty a brioskami.

S pinymi brichy jsme se vratili do hotelu a pred
snidani, ke ktere jsme jako obvykle dostali
ovoce a Cerstvé croissanty, se hodinku pro-
spall.

Na to, abychom byli schopni pracovat osm
hodin v ateliéru, jsme byli pékné utahani.
Studovali jsme tenkrat u Armina Hofmanna,
ktery pro nas byl néco jako buh, a s rostoucim
pocitem viny jsme oéekavall, ze nam nase
nezodpovédné chovani vytkne.

Jeden pfes druhého jsme se snazili Arminovi
vysvétlit diivody nasi liknavosti. Jeho reakce
nas ale prekvapila. Byl na nas hrdy! Tim, co
jsme udelall, sme podle néj pfesné vystihli
smysl designu.

O tiicet let pozdéji tato zkusenost stale ovliv-
fiuje muj pohled na design — design podle
mého nazoru neni podstatné jméno, ale slove-
so0. Design je Ucelem zastfeseny akt zdvazku
k objektu, k obsahu a k divakovi. Design je
analyticky a expresivni proces hledéni, tvorby
ideji a ovladani tvaru. Jeho podstata nespoéi-
va ani ve Photoshopu, ani ve zdobnosti, a uz
viibec ne v bezmyslenkovité sebeprezentaci.

3 MARA JEVERA FULMER
hostujici profesorka grafického designu,
Charles Stewart Mott Community College
ve Flintu v Michiganu, USA

Kokosovy ofech za odménu...

Logo s palmou a kanoi zéfilo z nabidky prace
z Jihopacifické univerzity na Fiji. Moji kolegové
z newyorskeé univerzity se mohli potrhat smi-
chy: ,Jakou praci ti nabizeji? Kam si zapojis
pocitaé?"

Navzdory jejich smichu jsem nabidku pfijala

a Sest let slouzila jako obrance tohoto zviast-
niho loga. Naugila jsem se vazit si jeho vyzna-
mu i vyznamu dalSich jinych" symbold a zasla
tak daleko, Ze jsem sestavila sviij viastni vizu-
alni slovnik.

MUGj americky vizualnf jazyk se tady v jiznim
Pacifiku pouZit nedal. K éemu je predstava

kukufieného klasu, hlavni plodiny amerického
stfedozapadu, nékomu, kdo Zije v klimatu, kde
mnohem rychleji nez kukufiény kias vyroste
plisen? Jak pochopi obyvatel vesnice, kde
elektfina (pokud vibec) funguje jen par hodin
vecer, obrazek zarovky? Smyslupiné metafory
uz nepochazely z meé zapadni kultury. Musela
jsem se naucit chapat starobyly vizuélni jazyk,
ktery mi byl totalné neznamy. Pracovala jsem
pro naprosto odlisné publikum, lid Pacifiku,

a zacala jsem pouzivat jejich vizudini jazyk.

To ,divné” logo s palmou a kanoi nakonec
nebylo symbolem rekreace a volného ¢asu,
jak by se predstaviteli zapadni kultury mohlo
zdat. V pacifickém vizudlnim jazyce zname-
nala rasici kokosova palma Zivot, udrzitelny
rust a rozvoj, hadnotny zdroj véeho podstat-
neho - od potravy pfes odév po pfistresi.
Rasici palma ma na Fiji takovy vyznam, Ze je
zvykem zakopat pod ni pupeéni $itru Gerstvé
narozeného ditéte, aby mu zaruéila $tastnou
budoucnost.

Ta ,kénoe" byla Drua - lod, ktera reprezentuje
expanzi vedeéni, sméfovani za obzor a projev
viry v budoucnost.

Prisvojila Jsem si jednoduchou symboliku
téchto i fady dalsich obrazi. Zjistila jsem, ze

v sobé skryvaji poklad, kterému hrozi velké
nebezpeci. A to, ze zmizi pod pitkrovem glo-
balni kultury a supervelmoci s omezenymi
chamtivymi viidci, ktefi jsou pro svou aroganci
slepi ke krasam jinych kultur. Tajné jsem
prisahala, Ze se jejich prikladem nenecham
zmast. B

PREKLAD Linda Kudrnovska

Autori projektu by radi podékovali viem,
ktefi se do néj zapojili. Vice informaci

o projektu, o pofadani vystavy ¢i o prodeji
knihy najdete na http://www.designproject.
co.nz/themeans

ANDREA WILKINSON. a DAVID
GARDENER. vyucuji graficky a digitalni
design na Waikato Institute of Technology
v Hamiltonu na Novém Zélandu,



	Cover_TYPO
	P1_TYPO
	P2_TYPO
	P3_TYPO
	P4_TYPO
	P5_TYPO
	P6_TYPO

