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First of all we draw a picture of a pair of binoculars, neck cord and all.
Then we hold them and study the faraway from close up...
the faraway small world grows bigger and bigger, clearer and clearer,

more and more distinct.
From faraway you can see close up... For you, the reader, we dismantle
the finished journey and put it back together again.

Lila Passima, is a curator at the Museum of the Romanian Peasant,
and is in charge of the Museum’s education section



*
Childhood. Remnants and Heritage
toolkit for the topic:

Childhood travelling museum / minor heritage / stories storytellers / play games toys / favourite hero
plaything-friend / anonymous objects and collector's items / my collection and the museum collector /
little big / new old /yours mine ours/ rustic urban/the goose game the labyrinth / cartoons comics

exhibition structure:

The mobile and material component of the virtual museum of childhood, which travels around Europe
and is reconstructed differently at every destination, depending on its latest venue.

props:

Items from MRP collections: rustic chairs, cradles, dowry chests, a trough, wooden toy furniture, peasant
dolls, swaddling clothes and hemp rugs, a fairy and Santa Claus made from corncobs, a tractor, a toy
wooden digger and car, a brimless peasant hat and bast shoes, photographs from the MRP archive.

items from private collections:
Children's folk costumes, knapsacks, the paraphernalia of urban baptisms and other useful items: a pair of
scales, baby's bottles, pushchairs, a Christmas star, handheld Crosses, wooden, stuffed and plastic toys, clay

figurines: horses, birds, stags, rams, horsemen; autobiographical objects: photographs from albums, books,
toys, bibelots, tablecloths, accessories

working method:

We talk about childhood through the filter of subjective archaeology, it is the viewpoint of the grownup
child that pieces back together the experiences and the world of childhood, revealing a language and a
range of paraphernalia that become universal

childhood's journey:
london — paris — madrid — rome — stockholm — warsaw — lebork
childhood's motto:

How large can a museum of childhood be? it can fit in your pocket, reach as high as the clouds, cut the
world in two, enter a fairy tale; you can put it on a coat hanger or whisper itin papelka, let's say. one thing is
for sure, we all carry a museum of childhood around with us, and its doors are always open, from the story of the
Fates to angels with clipped wings.

the “fears” of our childhood:

That our story might be understood only by grownups and remain nothing more than the melancholy
viewpoint embodied in a black and white photograph.

*key exhibition as part of the European Childhood. Remains and Heritage project, financed through the Culture programme, 2007-2013

Organiser: The National Museum of the Romanian Peasant

Co-organisers: The Romanian Cultural Institute, The Artees Association — France, The Lebork Museum — Poland

Partners: The Ministry of Culture, June 2012 - Romanian Cultural Institute, London, September 2012 - Romanian Cultural Institute,
Paris, October 2012 - Circulo de Bellas Artes Madrid, November 2012 — Accademia di Romania, Rome, January 2013 - Romanian Cultural
Institute, Stockholm, February 2013 - National Museum of Ethnography , Warsaw, March 2013 - Lebork Museum, Lebork, April 2013 -
Galeria Urbanesc, Bucharest

Curator: Lila Passima, assistant curator Cosmin Manolache



excerpts from a diary

the first journey, London, June 2012

the crates of childhood arrive, somewhat scuffed due to the negligence

of the transporter. we settle into the place where we will be spending our
childhood for a while, we get to know our hosts and as we wait for the game
to begin. they suggest that we take a walk around Shoreditch, a district

full of vintage and antiques shops. there, we come up with the idea of a
visual diary of childhood, which will come together gradually in each
different city a work in progress that will form a counterpoint to the
structure of the exhibition. In the cramped confines of an antiques shop

we rummage in nooks, bending down to look at old photographs of children
and grandparents, bicycles and landscapes. we discover a notebook with
pencil drawings, three metal horses with flaking paint, one of them lame.
having taken away the small black and white photographs and the horses,

a typical cold London shower forces us to buy an umbrella, nothing could be
more natural given the setting, and to take shelter in a covered market,

a place full of enticingly scented Asian and continental food, a sign of
London's long-since naturalised globalisation.

we arrive at the Museum of Childhood, which is nearby and which we find
a little disappointing given the standardised display cases and labels that
are far bigger than the toys themselves. but the items and the collections
of toys are wonderful and their materials reveal amazing inventiveness and
creativity, even when made from just wire, unpolished wood, tin and
hand-woven fabric, no matter where their place of origin. rather than
playing or participating creatively, however, you are introduced to a
materially embodied childhood, which invites you to discover the rigour
and multiplicity of themes arranged anthropologically by categories

and periods.



To return to Our Childhood, the text that forms the armature of the travelling exhibition, and which
we provide to visitors, goes like this:

We offer you an essay in visual remembrance whose principal brushstrokes form a game with

the time(s) of childhood, constructed by means of a gaze that fastens on subjective archaeology
and which rhymes with objects and things that reshape and rebuild the space of our childhood.
Keeping watch somewhere in the little world are Father Christmas, Pinocchio, Nasreddin Hodja,
Cinderella, the genie from Aladdin's lamp, the little lead soldier, and, above all, the slightly askew
bedtime stories told by our grandparents and parents, which often never reached their end
because we used to fall asleep.

Mythological figures cartoon heroes, personal heroes, eternal friends, fictional characters,
fantastical local inventions once more throng the collective imagination and powerfully reinvent
memory and the remnants of the universal heritage of childhood.

At first sight a museum of childhood looks like a contradiction in terms, but still...

How big can a museum of childhood be? It might fit in a pocket, it might reach to the clouds,

cut the world in two, enter a fairy tale, hang on a coat hanger, or be whispered in the papelka
tongue. One thing is certain: we all carry our own museum of childhood, whose doors are always
open, from the story of the fates to angels with clipped wings.

Rummaging through drawers, you retrace the twisting path of the labyrinth. You enter the world of
Piticot, you move your piece forward, you move it back, you miss a turn, maybe you'll be unlucky
and have to go back to square one...

The world seen through binoculars

For our game we have chosen a number of paths. Along one of them we zoom in and focus on the
rituals and thresholds that mark and delimit the different ages of childhood, whether in the town
or in the countryside.

Another image brings to mind our grandparents' archive of baptismal names, forgotten and
discarded in far distant times, the first imprint we make upon the life we have been given.

Another tells of the shared language of childhood, in which the involuntary pensées of little children
build a world inhabited by the sun, God's smell, angels, music, computers, peasants, friends good
and bad, and, of course, favourite animals.

Before we end the game, we capture a few of the relationships that shape the little person and

the big person, the character and the plaything that becomes a friend, the objects and their
animated world, the peasant child and the urban pioneer, the act of cloud-gazing and the collector's
toy car, the belly button and the ultrasound scan, the world of our grandparents and our children.
We speed downhill on our bicycle... We zoom in again and end the game by having another turn...



Favourite heroes / personal heroes / our grandparents' heroes / villains:

Prince Charming — Superman — Piedone — Rahan — Pif — Pinocchio — Tintin — Trickster and Lazybones
Tried-and-Tested Stan — Corncockle — Little Wick — Robin Hood — Tarzan — Sinbad — Popeye
The Valiant Tailor — Winnetou — David Copperfield — Asterix and Obelix — Lolek and Bolek — Rumburak
Mihaela — Apolodor — Bambi — Cinderella — Peter Pan — Snow White — Laurel and Hardy
Charlie Chaplin — Cuore — Remy — Little Red Riding Hood — Heidi — Vitya Maleyev — Donald Duck
Mickey Mouse — Onion Seedling — Nasreddin Hodja — Ali-Baba — Aladdin — Mowgli — Oblio
The Pink Panther — Alice in Wonderland — Fred and Barney — Tom and Jerry — Daniel Hayrick
Greuceanu — White-Arab — Bugs Bunny — The Muppets — Jack and the Beanstalk — Sandy Bell

Turtle Ninja —The Smurfs — Hannah Montana...






Paris, September 2012

Rue Edgar Quinet, the flea market... unbeatable bargains, ranging from
one to one hundred euros... sunshine and countless objects mingled

in strata of the memory... among the paintings, porcelain teacups,
silverware and antique furniture, old books and photographs, records,
hats, terracotta horses, clothes and lots of accessories, we rummage
through an entire box and find a small collection of bibs and

port mouchoirs of every material, stitched and embroidered, the lady
selling them is very friendly and talkative, she tells us what

the port mouchoirs were used for: they were set on the table at
mealtimes and then hung on the wall in the kitchen afterwards...

a yellow checked shirt with an embroidered toy train and a sky-blue

bib with chickens sewn on with pink thread will, along with the (b-and-w)
photograph of a mother cradling twins and a port mouchoir embroidered
with blue birds and corals: the imprint of our Parisian diary. as a bonus,
we come across a number of photographs, almost A4 in size, images of a
black-and-white communist childhood in the Ukraine, with the same
stereotypes that shaped the collective imaginary in every other
communist-bloc country: pioneers and the Party, folk costume and
national history, the little peasant, collective life, school and the
transformation of the child into a grown-up comrade.









Madrid, Sunday... October 2012

paella and the small, unassuming and very welcoming taverna with checked
tablecloths, near the place where we are staying. the owner is Uruguayan,

full of laughter, friendly, he makes you feel completely at home and when

it's very late he even does the cooking for you himself. rastro the Sunday
market lets us discover whole side-streets full of objects old and new, with
affable vendors who are reasonable when it comes to haggling. we carry out
an archaeological dig and finally we discover small, anonymous objects with
their own autobiographical stories, having searched for them tensely among
the overwhelming amount of goods displayed on the stalls. we discover two
very special postcards from the 1930s, 40s, 50s, we believe, or perhaps older,
with a perforated drawing so that you can create the design using a fine
thread, the same as in a tapestry. there are surprises when it comes to
chocolate and bonbons: chocolate con Leche, Estilo Suizo, Santander,

with a picture of a castanet dancer, and Cafes El Cafeto, Madrid brand,

with a drumming drummer. we rummage further and come across a collection
of trading cards with Spanish footballers from the 1990s and 2000s, which

we buy in a job lot with a dozen black and white photographs of Spanish
childhood, a cloth-covered photo album with embossed stitching and a scrap
of matador cloth with cross-stitch patterns, like a page from a miniature visual
and decorative dictionary of symbol-images: birds, blue and green rabbits,

a violet chair, a red ship, a blue trombone, a cherry-red mill, a brown key,

a green puppy, an orange cat, little trees and flowers.



| forget to mention the free videocassettes of Popeye and Friends, and the
one-legged man who sits making objects from recycled drinks cans: we buy

a motorcycle made from a la sin de Mahou 1890 beer can for 6 euros, | think
about how well it will go with the miniature black metal motorcycle we found
at a market in Romania and what a wonderful combination the two objects will
make, which although fashioned differently both preserve a very strong sense
of being handmade. we leave contented.

speaking of handcrafting, this time ideas, Georgiana, the volunteer who

helps us to set up childhood in Madrid, asks us to find room for her yellow
teddy bear, the friend that travels with her everywhere, in the suitcase of
stuffed toys along with the army of other friends, so that he can join them

on the childhood exhibition's journey around Europe. she turns him into

a character and writes his story.

chance occurrences increasingly link things together: at the opening we meet
an old artist who used to work at the Circulo de Bellas Artes, the place where
we are exhibiting, and who often comes there to meet up with his friends and
socialise in the billiards room. enthused by our story about childhood he gives
us a photocopy of a A,B,C, a Spanish magazine, which reproduces a handbill
published in Vienna in 1952 with a series of black and white photographs,
arranged like a comic strip, showing children pulling funny faces, accompanied
by ironic captions aimed at the communist regimes of Eastern Europe.

besides the little Berias, Stalins and Trotskys, there is also a Romanian child,
who says: Intenten, intenten ustedes aplicar la colectivizacion a los rumanes...
(Strive, strive to implement collectivisation in Romania)... we will include it

in the next childhood exhibition, in Rome.









we come back to remnants and heritage. to the world seen through binoculars. the way in which
you get closer to the faraway... how do you reconstruct an image of childhood so that it will
become a common language of the spaces you cross? by means of the fragmentary, of course. ..
...a composite project... a travelling museum... a perpetuum mobile

a stratified structure readable at multiple levels. we opt for visual paraphernalia that
reconstructs the imaginary of childhood between 1900 and 2010 within an open territory: revisiting
types of image that create an aesthetic and an identity specific to the periods presented and which
at the same time reveal to us attitudes and universally valid hypostases of childhood everywhere.

labyrinthine structure. the dividing screens embody the visual armature of the essay.
Constructed as modules using blown-up photographs, close to the human scale, printed on canvas
and placed in copper frames, they enter into an animated dialogue with the exhibition's other
installations, conjured up by the strong materiality of the heritage objects, the beauty of the
archive images of our rustic and urban childhood and the interventions of our recent past.

a stratified imagery of childhood is created, setting out from the autobiographical photograph,
the diary, the archive photograph: the glass stereotype or black and white photograph that
witnesses the peasant milieu of the late-nineteenth/early-twentieth century, the sepia or black
and white studio portrait from the interwar period, the ideologically charged surrogate
photography of the communist period, the polaroid photography of the 1970s and 80s, which
brought with it the mirage of the instant colour image, and finally the video images of the early
twenty-first century. opposite the archived traces and fragments of childhood customs and rituals
we place the new urban mythology, in which favourite heroes become the iconic images

of childhood. we link the past with contemporary life by means of seemingly contrasting
juxtapositions, but which provide a more complex view of the context by creating continuity.

for example, the peasant custom of breaking the unleavened flat cake on the child's first birthday
is juxtaposed with the tray of contemporary objects the one-year-old chooses from as a way

of revealing his destiny, objects that are a postmodern mixture of a living culture: jewellery,

car keys, pocket calculators, a one-hundred-euro banknote, led pointer pens. we circumscribe

the spindle of the Fates from peasant lore with the image of the three fairies with magic wands
from western mythology. we place superstitions about the sex of the child (divinable using a ring
dangling on a thread by the womb) in counterpoint with ultrasound scans, a method whereby

a world governed by numinous forces is stripped of its magic. there exists a place where European
childhoods intersect, childhoods both different and similar in their customs and lore, whether
they be spent in Bucharest, London, Paris, Rome or Lebork.



omnipresent relations and correlations in the world of childhood reconstructed in the
travelling museum:

little/big, real/imaginary, old/new, child/favourite animal or thing

the same as the photographs, in our reconstruction of childhood autobiographical objects,
whether anonymous or from private collections, and objects collected and archived by the
museum become universal archetypes, iconic representations, regardless of their period:

the bicycle, the doll, without or without a pushchair, the child's highchair and its toy duplicate,
the teddy bear and the collector's toy car, the wooden tractor and the peasant dolls, the rustic
house and the playroom; the child trying to mimic adults: the little girl with a little handbag

and frock like her mother's, wearing pearls and jewellery, the little boy with a sword, rifle or
pistol, riding a pony, kicking a football or shooting an arrow, the miniaturised peasant in festive
folk costume;

the child's relationship with its grandparents, the studio portrait and the pose of being the lead
actor at the centre of the group, cradled or seated, as part of a deliberate scenography like that
of the city studios or a simple décor like that in the countryside, with an embroidered cloth in
the background or a vase of flowers on a chair, but also the image of the pioneer with a red
cravat, which became a propaganda prop, the saluting pioneer who pays homage to the beloved
leader of the Party, the glorious parent who leads the little pioneers to the summits of the

luminous future of a multilaterally developed society, training them to become prototypes of the
new man in the golden age of Ceausescu's communism.

the army of friends the wooden suitcase of stuffed toys, the plastic and wooden cartoon
characters from 1950s to 1990s laromira's good gang, Lidia's great-grandfather bear and metal
chair, Naum's music box, Piscu's animal-whistles, the two Donald Duck the sailors: by their
preservation, all these ironically and humorously comprise a moveable structure and round off
the instrumentation of toys and objects from contemporary childhood alongside the new friends:
computers and 3D games and puzzles that virtually reconstruct the world of stories and cartoons.



Rome, November 2012, Porta Portese,

Sunday, rain, market

| try to remember the place where | found the man with the stall of wonders,

full of stationery items that bewitch you with their shapes, colours, textures

and scents. all kinds of pen nibs, watercolour cubes, pencils from a hundred
years ago and from more recent times, with black or coloured leads and made
from different essences of wood, leather-bound diaries, ruled and squared
notebooks, tiny colouring books from the 1950s and 60s, with yellowing,

porous paper, with simplified outlines and chromatics, resulting from
lithography and xylography, published by Facili Pitture, editione Salvadeo,

Torino, and collana alba - 42 soggetti, with animals domestic and wild, cars,
children’s toys, houses and landscapes. | would buy the lot. the man understands
the gap between our financial means and our boundless joy at the items on

his stall, and after | renounce the things obviously too expensive for me, | receive
a welcome discount.



and so we are able to put together a small collection of painted plaster pencil
sharpeners: the Cuban truck, the pair of clowns, the bunny in the pink jumpsuit,

the duck with red-striped yellow trainers. shortly beforehand we had provided

our Roman diary with a visual mini-inventory of childhood by the seaside —
children with their family and favourite playthings, an inflatable ring and a bucket
for making sandcastles — a series of small polaroid photographs, measuring

4 x 4cm and 6 x 6cm, which, discoloured by time, lend our visual essay a
postmodern contrast substance. here too we find the black and white photograph
of two little girls receiving their first communion (Ricorda della prima comunione

— Aurora e Mirella), allowing us to construct a relationship of complementariness
with the peasant Orthodox baptismal ritual recorded in an archive image.



stories hung out on the line. text installation

we select a series of spontaneous musings collected by Sorin*, composed by
different authors, and exhibit them in the form of hanging cards inscribed

with text. the children become the agents of their own thoughts and dream up
a fantastic world that we capture on paper and hang out to dry like washing.
Here are just a few of them:



The angel

An angel is like a ball of thread,
except that instead of threads,

he has good thoughts.

An angel looks like a child with wings.
Like a good ghost.

He is transparent,

but he has small feet.

Why objects don’t have a soul

Objects have no soul.

That's obvious.

Because it would be funny,

To give just one example,

If the notebook ran away from your pencil.
It would be complete chaos.

And it's enough that we destroy everything
Without objects doing it too.

God'’s smell

God smells of freshness

An aftershave balsam

He smells of French perfume
Because He's God and

He can afford it

The sun

The sun is made of,
what do you call it?
Lava, that's what!

The sun might be made of fire.
From yellow cloth.

Or, depending,

The sun is made from
something sticky.

And some parts of it are
made of cosy wool.



on the back of the cards, readers are able to discover personal stories from the countryside and

the town, which bear witness to childhoods past. (we select just a few of the interviews* conducted
by volunteers from the virtual museum of childhood.) in this way we manage to connect times past
and present and to lend the text a visual function.

to the textual installation we add the diary provided by the museum in Lebork, our Polish partner
in the project - children’s accounts of their favourite toys, accompanied by a photograph of each toy.

Soft toy - HORSE...

“So he's at least 24 years old, as old as | am. Ever since | can remember he has always been with me.
He kept me company in bed, kept the nightmares away. He was my guardian angel with his own
place of honour either on the bed next to my pillow or on the bedside table. | could never shove
him under the bed or into the cupboard and sentence him to loneliness. He never actually had

a name, | just used to call him “my Horse". He's really special to me, unique. I've seen many soft toys
in my time, but I've never seen another “two-legged 2D version” before;-). I've often wondered if
anyone else has one the same. Perhaps there is one somewhere, with a family waiting — he must
have had some brothers. I'd rather like to find out. My Horse has played such an important role in
my life that when | bought my girlfriend home | never tried to hide the fact that | still had this
childhood toy but quite the opposite, they were officially introduced. Actually, she wasn't put off
by him, just accepted things as they were. But | am still hurt by the fact that she calls him a donkey,
just to annoy me.

After 24 years of being together | am still enchanted by Horse — it is with much tenderness that

[ look into his cheerful eyes.”

Mateusz (age 24)

* “Sometimes | used to go to see films, because they were those films starring Charlie Chaplin. And what films they were!

| used to split my sides laughing. They were projected on a big screen. It cost 1 leu and 25 bani. That was quite a sum.

One evening there was a Chaplin film, and a Buster Keaton film as well, | think, and everybody laughed so hard that even

the man who never laughed joined in, the man with the iron face | think they called him, or something like that, | no longer
recall, but that's not what | wanted to tell you. What | want to say is that at one point | was so delighted by what | was seeing
on the big screen that | stood up during the film. It was dark and he was doing his thing on the screen, and | looked around
the hall to see whether the audience was sharing the same joy as me. And | saw that yes, they were, but then a lad | knew,
when he saw me standing there amazed and delighted at what was happening, grabbed my trousers and pulled them down,
and | was left standing there bare-arsed in front of everybody. And they were no longer laughing at Chaplin or Buster Keaton,
but at me." (fragment of an interview)



the video installation of children’s faces. using cuts between close-up frames, snatches of Romanian
and Polish childhood, featuring blown-up children’s faces, roll in a loop forming a counterpoint of
moving images — memory transformed into the vehicle, the embodied image of the documentary
photographs of the screens, and transgressing geographical boundaries. in Stockholm we add to

the image a sound recording consisting of a montage of lullabies, featuring contemporary and

archive recordings and carols sung by lana.

the study booths.

the same stratigraphy is constructed here too, and to the story books and comic strips we bring
from Bucharest we add others bought ad hoc from markets and fairs, enriched with magazines and
video and audio cassettes of local cartoon heroes. most visitors are able to find their favourite
characters and stories, whether they are in English, French, Romania or Spanish, whether they are

in hardback books from the early twentieth century, magazines of patriotic culture for children from
the communist period, or comic strips from the 1990s and later.

small inventory of titles: Cuore - child’s heart; Robinson Crusoe; Little Peacock of the Forest; LArche de Noe;
Undying Tales, Intrepid magazine; English Reader; Captain Jon’s Arrow; La Raposa y El ratoncito; Prince Charming
the Wanderer; Recollections of Childhood; Rhymes and Lullabies; The Adventures of Quacky; Puss-in-Boots. Our Child
Has Guest; Atlas of Ancient Civilisations; Dans ma jungle; The Tale of Jeremy Fisher



Stockholm, January 2013

time has got ahead of us, I'm behind schedule with the re-construction of
childhood, and so | send Cosmin and Sinziana to look for new objects for

the European diary. in the meantime | talk to Anna Kharkina about the shared
language of childhood and we map out the start of a dialogue that will continue
here: http://balticworlds.com/seen-through-binoculars . Cosmin enriches

the diary collection with a wooden doll from lkea, a souvenir doll, a puzzle based
on Swedish fairy tales, and a children’s book about the famous Pippi Longstocking.



The archive-boxes

the three wooden boxes archive rituals that take on new forms, we juxtapose an old, simple object,
the silver coin, with pink glass baptism souvenirs from the urban milieu, with gaudy accessories made
of lace and embroidery. we exhibit the plaster handprint of a new-born child, a new west-European
custom, along with the cot, Lego babies and the archetypal image of the naked new-born baby laid
on a blanket, fur rug or bedspread. on a miniature scale we lay down our beginnings: Noah's Ark with
little clay animals, and little clay houses and whistles made by children in our creative workshops.

the seam - the component that sewed together the whole story of our childhood:

made from sticky-backed plastic and textile material glued to the floor, it visually links the space
of memory, consisting of the installations and archetypal objects that make up the paraphernalia
of childhood.

the workshop space and the Goose Game

the goose game and the labyrinth book, French contributions to our childhood, are projects created by
loana Violet at the Artées workshops, our European partner in the virtual museum of childhood.
accompanied by sound installations, they create an interactive space, in which the visitor is invited

to remember one of Europe's childhood games. consisting of a series of thirty-five squares in the form
of a spiral labyrinth, the goose game reveals to you its symbols, obstacles and bonuses, which you land
on after casting the dice and following the rules of the game, the same as in our own childhood games:
Piticot, Don't Get Peeved, Up/Down, etc. the labyrinth book, a collection of contemporary collages,
interprets major themes in the special key of childhood's gaze: time, the bridge, life, death, war, love



||
( ( S - ‘..-.:
\\

e

\
\
S
y; ‘ WARSZAWA

= AEBORK
\ 7 \

$TOCKHOLM

pohie=

\ ROMA

~

\ /
N— —_
\ (
we return and bring the story to a close with the plastic projector of our
childhood, we view a stereoscopic image of children beneath a fountain - \

the system of reference whence we set out.
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