Les Etats de la Matière
projet, vidéos, installations et images,
2013
States of Matter
project, video, installation and images,
2013

Le projet les Etats de la Matière a commencé par l’achat d’une maison.
La maison située à Saint Yaguen, dans les Landes était vendu sans terrain, à emporter.
Pauline Bastard l’a acheté et l’a démolie petit à petit, et l’a progressivement répandu dans les paysages
alentour.
La matière de la maison dans son integralité est remise à l’état de matière première et est rendue à la nature, les pierres sont déposées une à une, les poutres cassées ou broyées sont dispercées dans les champs,
les forêts, les marais alentour.
La disparition de la maison devient omniprésence, la maison est partout, dans les paysages, dans les images, dans les vidéos et dans l’exposition.
Une partie des matériaux est utilisée pour fabriquer le mobilier de l’exposition, les poutres et les pierres
de fondation sont utilisées pour faire des bancs, les vitres des fenêtres servent de verre à des cadres fait
du bois récupéré pour encadrer les photographies de paysages dans lesquels la matière à été déposée. La
maison est là partout, elle fournie jusqu’aux clous qui servent à l’accrochage du projet.

The project States of Matter began with the purchase of a house.
The house situated to Saint Yaguen, in region of the Landes was sold without ground, to go.
Pauline Bastard bought it and demolished it stone by stone, and gradually spread it in the landscapes surrounding.
The matter of the house in its entirety is put back to the state of raw material and is returned to
the nature, stones are put down one by one, the broken or crushed beams are scattered in fields,
forests, swamps surrounding.
The disappearance of the house becomes omnipresence, the house is everywhere, in the landscapes, in the images, in the videos and in the exhibition.
A part of the matter is used to make the furniture of the exhibition, beams and foundation
stones are used to make benches, the windows are used as glass for frames made of the house
wood to frame photos of landscapes in which the matter was scattered. The house is there everywhere, it supplied up to the nails which are of use to hang the project.

page de droite:
Convention signée pour la vente de la maison.
ci-dessous:
La maison à Saint-Yaguen
Right page:
Agreement signed for the sale of the house.
Below:
The house at Saint-Yaguen

Les Etats de la matière, le mur, vidéo, 12 minutes, 2013
Ce plan séquence de 12 minutes documente la démolition à mains nues d’un des murs de la maison de Saint Yaguen.
States of matter, video, 12 minutes, 2013
This sequence shot of 12 minutes documents the demolition with bare hands of one of the walls of saint Yaguen’s house.

Les Etats de la matière, recherches, vidéo, 2 hours, 2013
Cette vidéo est formée de plusieurs plans séquences dans lesquels diverses methodes de dispersions de la
maison sont testées. Certains plans très sérrés ne laissent voir que les mains des personnes qui déposent
minutieusement la matière de la maison, d’autres bien plus larges donnent une plus grande importance aux
paysages. Dans ces recherches effectuées dans la première partie du projet, la matière est répartie en petite
quantité, de façon discrète, elle disparaît sans avoir d’incidence sur les paysages.
EN
States of matter, research, 2 hours video, 2013
This video is composed by several sequence shots in which diverse methods of scattering of the house are
tested. Some close-ups let only see the hands of the persons which put down minutely the matter of the
house, others wider give a bigger importance to landscapes. In these searches, made in the first part of the
project, the matter is scattered in small quantity, in a discreet way, it disappears without having of incidence on the landscapes.

Les Etats de la matières, video, 2 heures, 2013
Cette vidéo est faite de longs plans séquences dans lesquels Pauline Bastard, aidée par des gens, dispose les matériaux de la maison en grande quantité dans différents paysages. Les pierres, le sable, le bois, sont déposés avec soin.,
de nouveaux paysages sont ainsi composés dans les paysages existants.
The States of materials, video, 2 hours, 2013
This video is made by long sequence shots in which Pauline Bastard, helped by people, scatters the matter of the
house in great quantities in various landscapes. Stones, sand, wood, are carefully deposited, so that new landscapes
are composed in the existing landscapes.

Les Etats de la Matière
série de photographies, 2013
Les compositions réalisées lors de la dispersion de la maison dans la nature sont photographiées et encadrées
avec les vitres et le bois de la maison.
States of Matter photogrph series, 2013
The compositions realized during the dispersal of the house in the nature are photographed and framed with
windows and wood of the house.

Beautiful Landscapes
série de photographies
photographs series
2006-2013

Sunset
Installation, 2009
Sunset est un dispositif qui créer et diffuse la video d’un coucher de soleil sur la mer, en temps réel.
Sunset is a installation which to create and broadcast the video of a sunset on the sea, in real time.

Bench, installation pour video, 2010-2013
ci- dessous: vue d’exposition, 30ème biennale de Sao Paulo
page de droite: vue d’exposition, Jours heureux, 80WSE gallery, New York
Bench, furniture for video, 2010-2013
below: exhibition view, Sao Paulo 30th biennial
right page: exhibition view, Jours Heureux, 80WSE gallery, New York

Vue d‘exposition
XOVUXY
Galerie Eva Hober
Exhibition view
XOVUXY
Galerie Eva Hober

The Travelers, video, 14 minutes, 2011
The travelers est une video faite de plusieurs cartes postales, pour chacune le texte écrit par les vacanciers est
reporté au devant de l’image à la façon d’un sous-titrage. Selon les cartes, l’expérience personnelle va plus ou
moins dans le sens de la représentation idyllique des différents endroits.
The Travelers, video, 14 minutes, 2011
The travelers is a video composed by several postcards, for each the text written by the vacationers is brought
in the front of the image like a subtitling. According to cards, the personal experience goes more or less to the
sense of the idyllic representation of the various places.

Untitled, Bruxelles, Objet, 2012
A chaque voyage que Pauline Bastard fait pour ses projets, elle fabrique un de ces appareils photos. Chacun
correspond ainsi à une ville.
Untitled, Bruxelles, Object, 2013
During every journeys that Pauline Bastard makes for his projects, she makes one of these cameras, each one
corresponds to a city.

Untitled, Saint Ouen, 2013

Untitled, London, 2013

Hollywood Childhood, 8mm film, 14 minutes 47
Hollywood Childhood est un film fait à partir de vidéos Youtube dans lesquelles des gens rejouent des films
cultes. Les vidéos youtube remontées et refilmées ont perdu le son, la couleur et les pixels. Le film 8mm
ressemble à une vieille bande trouvée dans laquelle on pourrait reconnaître toutes les plus célèbres scènes de
films hollywoodiens, comme si cela avait été tournée auparavant avec des moyens techniques très reduits.
Hollywood childhood is made from youtube videos in which people reenact cult movies. The youtube videos,
reedited, reshot, have lost their sound, their colors and their pixels. The 8mm film look like an old found footages in which you could recognize all the most famous scenes of Hollywood movies, as if it would have been
shot before in a very low means.

Home cinema, collaboration with Ivan Argote, Installation for video, 30th Sao Paulo Biennial

FX500, installation, two speakers and a projection, 2009
Two speakers face each other and from time to time a lightning appears with a strong electric sound, FX500 is a
very low tech installation / special effect.
FX500, installation, deux enceintes et une projection, 2009
Deux enceintes se font face et de temps en temps un eclair surgit avec un son électrique fort, FX500 est une
installation /effet spécial très simple.

Form and matter
série de diapositives cassées, 2013
series of broken diapositive, 2013

Mirage brûlant, installation, trois radiateurs et une projection, 2010
L’image projetée ondule grâce à la chaleur des radiateurs.
Burning Mirage, three radiators and a projection, 2010
The projected image is waving thanks to the heat of radiators.

Jungle Studio, installation, 2009
Jungle studio is the setting up of a video system in a pot plants jungle.
None of the image is really live and some of the broadcasted videos come from documentaries on insects
Jungle studio est la mise en scène d’un système vidéo dans une jungle en pot.
Aucune image n’est en réalité prise en direct et certaines des vidéos diffusées viennent de documentaires sur les insectes.

Desert Studio
installation
2009

Found Objects, 2012-2013
Objets fabriqués au cours des montages d’exposition avec des matériaux trouvés
dans les parc et les rues autour des lieux d’exposition
ci-dessous et page suivante: Objets fabriqués pour la 30ème bienale de Sao Paulo,
matériaux trouvés dans le parc Ibirapuera.
Objects made during exhibitions installation, with found pieces of matter in parks or
streets around exhibitions places.
Below and next page: Objects made for Sao Paulo 30th biennial, matter found in
Ibirapuera park.

The cave, project, 2013
Invited to show her Found objects for an exhibition, Pauline Bastard used the whole budget to by a cave where
she brought the objects after the exhibition ended.
La Grotte, project 2013
Invitée à montrer les Objets trouvés pour une exposition, Pauline Bastard a utilisé tout le budget pour acheter
une grotte dans laquelle elle a déposé les objets une fois l’exposition terminée.

Le Bon Coin, Installation, Domaine de Chamarande, 2012

Relics, objets, argile, 2006-...
Série de répliques des outils numériques que Pauline Bastard a cassé ou perdu.
Relics, objects, clay, 2006-...
Replicas series of digital tools broken or lost by Pauline Bastard.

Histoire Naturelle
série de photos, 45 x 50 cm, 2013
Série de photographies prises dans des vitrines de musées d’histoire naturelles. L’absence des animaux laisse apparaître de beaux paysages qui
n’ont rien de naturel.

Natural History,
photographs series, 45 x 50cm, 2013
Series of photographs taken in the vitrines of the natural history museums. The absence of the animals lets appear beautiful landscapes which
have nothing natural.

Lucky stones
objects
2013

Thinning out of leaves, Barcelone, 2013
7 photos, 30 x 45 cm
Lors de deux résidences en 2013, Pauline Bastard décide de se défaire de tous les effets
personnels qu’elle a apporté avec elle. Thinning out of leaves est une
série de photos des vêtements qu’elle a abandonnés.
Thinning out of leaves, Barcelone, 2013
7 photos, 30 x 45 cm
During two residences in 2013, Pauline Bastard decides to get rid of all the personal effects that she brought with her. Thinning out of leaves is a photo series of the clothes she
abandoned..

Thinning out of leaves, Los Angeles, janvier et fevrier 2013
7 photos, 30 x 45 cm

Thinning out of leaves, Los Angeles, January and February, 2013
7 photos, 30 x 45 cm

True Story
True Story est une série d’objets et d’histoires trouvées à Los Angeles. 2013
Pendant une résidence à Los Angeles, Pauline Bastard a ramassé des objets dans les rues, pensant qu’ils pourraient signifier quelque chose ensemble, elle a posté des annonces sur Craigslist demandant à toute personne
intéressée d’écrire une histoire pour lier les objets entre eux.
Ci-dessous: Real Donuts Have Curves, 8 objets et une nouvelle de Sinbad Richardson.
Page de droite: première page de la nouvelle Real Donuts Have Curves par Sinbad Richardson.
True Story
True Story is series of objects and stories found in Los Angeles. 2013
During a residency in Los Angeles, Pauline Bastard collected objects in the streets, thinking they could make
sense together, she posted adds on Craigslist asking to whom would be interested to write a story that would
link the objects together.
Below: Real Donuts Have Curves, 8 objects and a short stroy by Sinbad Richardson.
Right page: first page of the short story Real Donuts Have Curves by Sinbad Richardson.

“A

NOTHER DAY, ANOTHER DONUT” THOUGHT THE PARAKEET
as he landed on a garbage can outside Santa Monica Donuts. A half eaten
honey glazed donut had been left under the blaring midday sun, it was to be
breakfast for our green feathered hero. This Oriental bird was not native to
these lands. Legend has it that in the 70s a pet shop in Calabasas burned down and the only survivors were forty Rose-ringed Parakeets. From those forty birds were born several generations
that eventually populated Southern California from Oxnard to San Diego. Parakeets are a pretty
small bird, they could never join a council of pigeons feeding in the park or a row of crows
standing guard on a phone wire. They would muscle him out, he was a delicate animal. His
delicate feathers were of an avocado flesh green moving to a deeper green at the wings. Powder
blue feathers covered his small head that held a maroon colored hooking beak.
As far as parakeets go he wasn’t big but you could say he was pleasantly plump. After
all he had fully accepted his donut addiction. He knew they were bad for his health but in his
darkest hours health was far from him mind. He had been without a flock for quite some time
and he yearned for companionship. His loneliness echoed in his heart with a deafening silence.
He shook the feeling off. It was nice out and he was young and this was Santa Monica. It was
the kind of place that would never let you forget it’s name. Santa Monica Donuts is on Santa
Monica Boulevard and he was in Santa Monica because the garbage can had a big City of Santa
Monica sticker on it. The bird flew up and over the busy slow moving cars below and headed
westward a couple blocks to Wilshire. The hero of our story first noticed her walking down
Wilshire when he landed on the Spanish tile awning of a Starbucks Coffee. It was love at first
sight and also at second sight, as he tilted his head from side to side catching a glimpse of her
with one eye at a time. She was barefoot just like him but she wasn’t a bird. She was a woman,
a plump woman with freckles. She wore a flowing black dress and had black unkept hair. The
bird was mesmerized as he watched her hips shift from side to side as she passed him. An envelope fluttered behind her and lightly landed on the sidewalk. He swooped down from the awning and grabbed the envelope in his talons. It was her energy bill that she had dropped without
noticing.
Determined to return the envelope he kept following her as she walked down the street,
he flew from roof to roof, tree to tree and traffic light to traffic light all while holding on to that
envelope with all his might. He danced this way for three blocks. Ouch! He landed on a pine
cone, a Jeffrey pine cone that was particularly unforgiving with it’s sharp spikes. He immediately jumped off and got a bit ahead of her. Ouch! Ouch! Ouch! His left foot was sore and he
had to stop again. He crash landed into the negative space of the V from the CVS sign. As luck
would have it she walked into that very pharmacy. He stayed perched on the store’s sign, in the
middle of the V and looked down as she walked in triggering the automatic doors. He tried flying in front of the doors but his small body could not trigger the sensors.
The bird flew into the CVS after an overweight mother and her three unhealthy kids,
leaving a good amount of time for the bird to make it’s way into the store. He flew around the
store causing a minor panic among some shoppers. There she was! He found her in the travel
section. She was buying miniature hygiene products. Preparing for a trip perhaps, where was
she going? A small foldable toothbrush, three ounces of toothpaste and a thimbles worth of
CVS brand mouthwash. Wherever she was going she was expecting a small bathroom cabinet
thought the bird unaware of the restrictions on traveling with liquids.

Like Jenga
written by Tony DiGerolamo
Copyright 2013
It was times like this when Wilby really hated his job. He had been sitting with the guards for six hours
playing some sort of medieval version of Dominos and listening to their boring stories of bravado. He was
sweating in his armor or rather the armor he had “borrowed” from the guard that was supposed to be here. That
was when, finally, Charles Barrington arrived.
Barrington was just another guard stationed at the castle in 1450. An insignificant gnat, historically
speaking, except for one fact Wilby was about to change. Wilby almost felt sorry for the man. Here he was,
alive in his prime, with no idea that his only legacy would be a tiny entry in Wikipedia he’d never see. And
Wilby was here to delete that entry.
Almost on cue, Thomas Malory, one of the castle prisoners, turned the corner with a crossbow in one
hand and a guard in a headlock in the other. Only Barrington would see him in time.
“Malory!” said the soon-to-be-ex-historical guard.
As Barrington to go his feet, he slipped his loaded crossbow into his hand. Malory shoved his hostage
into the crowd of other guards knocking them over and went sprinting for the window on the third floor. Wilby
shoved Barrington to the ground just before he could shoot the famous author in the back. Malory would dive
into the moat and swim away, adding to the historic author’s legend.
The other guards headed for the staircase in a fruitless effort to stop the escaping prisoner. Barrington
turned to Wilby, furious.
“Why did you do that?!” he demanded.
“It was an accident, I--- I stumbled,” said Wilby.
“I should kill you.”
Wilby dropped the pretense and his bad English accent.
“Look,” he said, “I’m not a guard here. I had to stop you from killing Thomas Malory.”
“What? Why?”
“Malory’s a great author. He writes Le Morte d’Arthur, it’s a classic. I mean, yeah, he’s a complete
asshole. A rapist, a thief--- Don’t blame you for wanting to lock him up, but I couldn’t let you kill him. Not
what my client wanted.”
“You speak nonsense!” said Barrington, raising his crossbow.
“Oh, if you only understood,” sighed Wilby, pulling the iPhone out of his pocket. “Listen, time is very
complicated and history is like a game of Jenga. Your piece just has to go.”
“You’re the one that’s going,” assured Barrington.
Barrington fired the crossbow, striking Wilby square in the chest just as the phone app had told him. On
cue, the time app open a swirling hole just long enough for Wilby to fall through along with half domino and
part of a plate. The crossbow bolt ricocheted back through the time portal striking Barrington in the eye, killing
him. Falling back and landing on the sidewalk on the other side of portal, Wilby watched Barrington’s confused
expression as the guard’s arm fell limp and the time portal closed. Wilby checked the iPhone.
“2013. Hmm, not a good year,” he muttered.
Wilby ditched the armor in the shrubs on some nameless suburban street. The kinetic vest, which had
saved his life from the crossbow bolt, he kept. He had some grungy clothes from 1966, his previous stop,
underneath the armor. They would do until he could find a change of clothes.
The iPhone beeped, the app having calculated his location and time period. April 18, 2013, San
Francisco. His client had forwarded another gig to him. As always, there was a “whoosh” sound as the app
transported something into his pocket. Wilby found a crumpled post-it note with his client’s next target.
“Lisa? That’s it? They put the address, car and phone number on this, but no last name?”
Wilby sighed in exasperation. Chrono-altering was still in its infancy in his time. He had heard rumors
about the dangers. Agents winking out of existence and unprofessional ones that had gone back in history to
try and make a name for themselves. Most of those agents had ended up like Barrington. Deleted from history.

Hotel Room, vidéo, 51 minutes, 2013
Hotel room est un film réalisé dans différentes chambres d’hotel au cours des voyages effectués par Pauline Bastard
en 2012 et 2013. Pauline Bastard dérange minutieusement chaque chambre, déplie les serviettes, froisse les draps,
dépose de l’eau sur le sol de la salle de bain, laisse une pièce sur la moquette, et un cheveux sur l’oreiller créant
ainsi les fausses traces de son propre passage.
Hotel Room, video, 51 minutes, 2013
Hotel room is a movie shot in various hotels during Pauline Bastard’s journeys in 2012 and 2013. Pauline Bastard
minutely untidies every room, she unfolds towels, she creases sheets, she puts down some water on the bathroom
floor, she leaves a coin on the carpet, and one hair on the pillow, she so creates the fake tracks of her own passage.

Microclimat, installation, Saint Brieuc, 2012
Invitée à intervenir dans un supermarché désaffecté pour un festival, Pauline Bastard choisi d’y créer le
décor d’une catastrophe, elle y installe alors les faux dégâts provoqués par une tornade. Les images de
l’installation deviennent une série de photographies.
Invited to intervene in a disaffected supermarket for a festival, Pauline Bastard chose to stage the setting
up of a disaster, she settled there then the fake damages caused by a tornado. The images of the installation
become a series of photos.

Morning Glories, jardin de plantes psychotropes et hallucinogènes
Installation, Villa Mettlen, Berne, Suisse, 2013
Morning Glories, garden of pschotropic and halucinogenic plants
Installation, Villa Mettlen, Bern, Swiss, 2013

