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In memory of Georges Balandier who encouraged


and steered me in writing the beginning of the essay


In memory of Yvonne, my grandmother


to whom I owe a lot of all this


To you Dominique, my wife


To you the connoisseur who expressed with the same wisdom, the same acuity, the same passion, the same desire, the same thrill, the same culture of the technique of the true Formula One to which I dedicated a large portion of my life, I know who you are and you know me.


To you too, discreet butterfly who flew day and night over the paddocks, from whom I perceived in your reddened eyes, the tears of an extreme passion that devoured every moment of your life, for a team, a driver, a Grand Prix.


In memory of Chapo our cat often slumped on my forearms, to share the draft of this book




People think that happiness is to be found at the top of the mountain, while in fact it resides in the way of climbing it.


(Confucius)


Success is not final; failure is not fatal; it is the courage to continue that counts.


(Churchill)




Preamble


This morning, I was pruning the wilted flowers of my centenarian rose bushes. I was silent and meditated on the essentials of a life, the one which was beginning to appear to me better above the rose bushes without yet knowing it. I had explored the past. My trees were suffering a bit, they were thirsty since I spent my days scribbling, erasing, starting the story again, sticking out my tongue like a child bent over work, rethinking, remembering, writing, rewriting because there is the story, the one of a failed, shriveled life, because there is an urgent need to write where it is necessary to transport oneself entirely, in his truth, in his words which will perhaps one day be windows that open.


Because the writing of the story of life has become an act, the product of a concern, the fruit of a reflection, of a conception. You have to build a bridge over the abyss, reach the other part of yourself through space and time. You have to say love. Passion held me endlessly on this one object for three decades, but instead of seeing all things stand out on it, I saw it stand out on all things. Instead of surrendering me to the world, my love hid it from me.


So, I experienced the real “Formula One”.


I adhered to this unique background on which I worked for two decades, not for its colorful media splendor, its intrigues or its magical show, but one far from everything, absorbed by the culture of technology and that of the anonymity in the midst of uniform but different men, not for appearance, but for the search for absolute excellence of action among the men who invented, for its spirit of freedom also, and for the best space susceptible of offer the opportunity of truthful judgment today to those who, not having participated in the action, were content with it, surely privileged to walk on the space, to observe it.


This theater set is Art par excellence when the mechanics becomes Art with the capital letter “A”. The “Formula One” I shared was that. Ferrari increased the scene ten-fold. At the end of this epic, I had abstained from silence so that beyond the wind of words, I could hear their meaning, it became my role to look at the facts of life to milk them small little by little, a concept.


But there is nothing to expect here, no prophecy.


Most of the concepts have a source in a singular historical event of life, they are of an a priori restricted nature, it is only then that one undertakes to make them exemplary. In fact, it is a question of grasping in the particular, a singular event experienced, which nonetheless becomes a spectacle in the narrative, a spectacle which is also, essential for understanding the narrative, but sometimes of a monstrous claim of oneself at the center of this unique scene to sign its social visibility, and ultimately to attribute a value beyond its uniqueness, a value that turns into willpower to forge future concepts as a sign of recognition.


Inventions, innovations and all the necessary research are much more than what one can usually think: they are the revolutionary factor in the economic and human change of a society, a country, a company. It is so! But the economy, like politics, is also essential to encourage and guide this change, to steer it and manage the transformations that will occur.


Without technology, without technological innovation, the economy and politics would be fundamentally handicapped. The handicap would not only be in the research and the invention, but in the need of all the brains which would express all their potentialities. In the absence of technological development, the best brains flee. This is what happens in “Formula One”.




The culture of the technic


The twentieth century allowed all this and at the same time, the development of democracies has been enabled through the development of technology and energy, releasing working time dedicated to manual labor in the fields to feed, and to gain the time necessary to pursue studies, for all boys and girls, over long or even very long periods, to acquire a culture, some notions of letters, science, technique..., to read, travel to beyond our immediate surroundings, watch television... to be free.


Technology not only brings benefits; it is also poisons for the ecosystem of humanity. Not just pollution, but serious problems linked to the excessive extraction of non-renewable and renewable resources, climate change, weapons of mass destruction, overpopulation in certain regions of the planet, part-time work, frustrations, dissolution from families, to the problems of famines, access to drinking water or mobility for the most vulnerable.


Let's talk about the culture of technology!


How complicated and absent is it from public cultural debate? It is probably the serious point, the technical culture for historical reasons, does not find support to express itself, because it is boring. It creates serious damage in a society. Television does not broadcast it even though we spend about 1,300 hours a year in front of the cathode ray tube, 4 hours a day softening our brains1. The orders of magnitude of technical choices are very often erroneous, for example the electric car which would not pollute, because the technical culture does not have the simple tools to express itself with figures and mathematics, its debates are boring and dissuasive. But this debate on this singular product, of which governments and investors want a forced acceleration for the coming decades by exerting pressure on manufacturers, could also, be a debate of the essay: threats to employment, threats to the quality of vehicles due to the additional cost of production, problems with recycling the materials of its components, and certainly foresee, through the open window, a death sentence for the European automotive industry, a form of destruction by one another, or a suicide. There we touch the industry, and the risk of a tornado that sweeps everything.


Because technical culture naturally remains the expression of a peasant society, of a poor society, not very intellectual, on which is erected a refined, educated, arrogant elite, of high society, the only one who possesses the skill of the speech, who speaks on behalf of all and who impose their own choices of a thoughtless transition. It is dangerous.


Plato would have added, by taking his sentence out of context to place it in the atmosphere of the “Formula One”: “the perversion of the city begins with the fraud of words”. But isn’t the «Formula One» in the city? Who, according to Plato, perverts the city? The promoters of high society, the characteristic of an oligarchic government in an opposition between intellectuals and peasants, who know how to skillfully exploit popular passions, and impose their choices because they have developed a whole semantic field and poetic that aims to make forget the arrogant character of their words. Yet there, Montesquieu expressed himself and reassured me: “I like the peasants; they are not sufficiently scholarly to reason wrongly”. On one side, there is “general culture” inspired by great authors, on the other, “technical culture” seen from “the act”: my peasant profile in the dynamics of events.


I am a peasant.


The writing of the story of a life is certainly not a confession or a romanticized autobiography, but rather an example of “act”: the particular case, even the case manipulated by the author who would like to show the extraordinary of a common life. This “act” case is the example of the individual and the event that provokes passion and imagination. The example in the story becomes the particular which contains a concept or a general rule, but what about in the sense of truthfulness? The validity of the example is limited to those who have had the same personal experience either as a contemporary of the event or as inheritors of the particular historical tradition described in the story. In writing the story of a life, that linked to two decades within “Formula One”, one has an impression of forced, imposed, feared loneliness. The pleasure of solitude, the enjoyment of emptiness form two emotions that are willingly denied and renamed the companion that appears little by little on the way.


Exactly, let's talk about the culture of technology!


Today's future is no longer that one in the past. However, humans have an extraordinary advantage over animals: they are able to project themselves into the future of a given situation from experiences, they know how to make it evolve mentally and imagine different successive scenarios, like the player in chess who advances its pawns by anticipating the next moves, and so on, with each new move by guessing the strategy of the other or a change in the game. Thinking about the future and projecting it are two of the most important noblest functions of man's mental activity because it allows him to look beyond his horizon, to anticipate events if they are constructed with reliable data and verified trends.


Thinking of the future has today become a fundamental requirement for society where everything is evolving at a much faster rate than in the past, where man has damaged ecosystems too much, both ecological and artificial. It is also, looking at where humanity is going, identifying what would be the most suitable routes to avoid nonsense, avoiding, as we do today, honking while rushing without braking, into the wall of the disaster. It is understanding the orders of magnitude of future choices, it is the contribution of the culture of technique thanks to science, mathematics, physics, with the aim of no longer playing on the immediate advantages of politics and economics, such as making certain convenient choices which, in a narrow view, would not be or would be unpopular, but by trying to put into perspective certain problems which have not yet entered the field of vision, but which are already at the state of advanced research, such as the gaze of the chess player. We can only be more motivated to act. To make these adequate mental assemblies, we need to have the right pieces of the puzzle: we must acquire the culture which today understands well the role of science, technology and their continual interactions with the economy, with the great changes in our ecosystem, ecological and artificial, which are happening so, as to succeed in developing a course of action that takes into account all the elements in play.


The writing of the story of life becomes this obligatory act, the result of a concern, the fruit of a reflection, of a conception. There is an intimate movement that prompts writing, to find energy in remembering a few forgotten events. We do it for narcissistic libidinal reasons, we enjoy the construction of the story! But why write a book when others implore me “a story of my life”, Georges2 the first? The discussion with Georges turned to his acerbic gaze which scrutinized this closed, egocentric “Formula One” world, a world of swaggers. Are not these only tedious and time-consuming things? No, on the contrary, one transcribes in a meeting with oneself, the writing of desirable words; as the text progresses, one no longer manages to prevent oneself, to refrain from writing down sentences. Yet Georges advised me: “do not hesitate to delete unnecessary parts of the text!” While it is often against heart, I eliminated a few days of precise writing a kind of exploration of the unknown that came into resonance with myself, which vanished in an instant. We fear eliminating a piece of the demonstration, we reread the deleted passage once again, we liked it. Frustrating! One day, Georges showed me his last manuscript3 written in an indecipherable handwriting, placed on his desk: “this is the third time that I write it!”. I took it in my hands, moved. It was at least his thirtieth book.


Who am I writing for, for myself or for others, for those who dared not ask me? Is there already a readership? It doesn't matter because there isn't one because it's not the romance of a life. What then is this story of a life? Georges advised me: “don't write about “Formula One”, but about the spirit that emerges from it!”. But I am by no means a sociologist! So, I write for posterity, not for income, but in a meeting with myself made up of choices or of chosen opportunities of life, of observations.


But how much can the story of a singular life give an impatient reader to discern with participatory distance? It's an unusual kind of interpretive style where we risk ourselves. Risk of compromise between the elite and the reader. Risk of evoking the greatness of a man at the same time as his respectability in front of the astonished reader. Risk of being fascinating and annoying while indulging in the passion of his own life. Risk of experiencing a kind of involuntary mysticism and loss of self. Risk of reciting his life like a work of art. Risk of becoming the spokesperson for the event. Risk of writing a plea for a destined life acting on this world. Risk of reworking events to ignore other events. Risk of losing oneself between the experience of this life and the intimate life. Risk of a need to acquire the reader's opinion by transforming the authentic originality. Risk of egocentric stubbornness. Risk of curious intimate passages as refuges to protect oneself from exclusion or of conflicts to smooth out an exciting existence. Risk of no longer understanding the thread of the story as a whole and discerning the relationships that had allowed it. Risk of being interested in something other than his person in front of the event. Risk of falsehood of the situation described.


The story of a life would only be the essential act to give meaning to life, to escape a banal continuation of life, to forget about life in order to fit into history, to save its little bit of history. It protects against death, or makes it more recognizable, less forgotten: we are born, we live, we die. It would remain the works.





1 The philosopher Michel Serres said: “the 3 hours 37 per day of life expectancy that people have gained, they pass them in front of the television to become idiots. It’s extraordinary!”


2 Georges Balandier was a French ethnologist and sociologist.


3 « Recherche du politique perdu ». Editions Fayard 2015




The transcendence of the demigods


The time of a life is indistinguishable. It can be that of discretion, of disappearances, of silences, of excess, of forms in the process of being made; it lacks yardsticks. To tell the story of his own life does not make sense. The phases during which there is a great and total transformation of life, also, generate time for moderation, they create disorder in the noise of banalities.


To treat his life sincerely is to treat it in the present state in the wandering of memories which reappear at the sight of an object, a photo, a chatter, a glance. The landscape remains blurry, out of place, with uncertain locations. Appearances hide what must be distinguished.


The underlying passionate story will cause a division, a sharing between extremes. A rational or reasonable account consists in treating the lived universe, but the choice of the possibilities is done gradually or successively, like a step-by-step journey to reach the present day. The imagination is nourished with previously unknown images, with personal and collective experiences.


The story of a life explores the past in a conquest of passions to avoid expressing it flatly. He can grip to known guides, sometimes without shame, by appropriating the other known and recognized person So, as not to appear unknown in the written account.


The story of a life brings together multiple elements: things, sequences of actions, signs, symbols and speeches, then it brings them together in order to constitute intelligible sets, complex universes which can be described and carry meaning. The elements and events that make it up evoke the mixed, incomplete pieces of puzzles whose images have been misplaced.


Threatened life, desirable life, but what life? Life, madness, evils, such could be the beginning of the story. First of all, life! What is the meaning of life?


Some extraordinary people are in their own lives so exposed that they become crossroads and concrete perceptions of life itself, forcing us to tell us their story because they are inseparable from the swarm of questions they have. asked. It is as if there was a God who, seeing himself dying, would have shifted His transcendence towards these people. Who are these people, Wolfgang Mozart, Albert Einstein, Marie Curie, Nelson Mandela, Youri Gagarin, Ayrton Senna, Enrico Fermi, Eric Tabarly, Mahatma Gandhi, Chuck Yeager, Henry Edward Roberts, Charles de Gaulle, and how many others who have changed the world? Are they dead or are they still dying? Or how many other alive people, Federico Faggin, Tim Berners-Lee… and how many of my former colleagues from Scuderia Ferrari, extraordinary people, discreet, invisible, outside the limelight who, by their genius, have allowed, from the depths of their laboratory, the successes of the “dream-team” and which, like me, left it at the beginnings of its collapse. Social networks allow me with some of them, to maintain an episodic contact, with the memory of the glorious and accomplice past.


Why will I not mention here the names of the 20 “Formula One” drivers that I have encountered in my work? Only one awakened my reality as an engineer, Ayrton Senna, he is mentioned above. Why didn't I quote Michael Schumacher with whom I worked for 11 years? He was an excellent co-worker, very hardworking, and disciplined, like the majority of “Formula One” drivers. He was a talented component of the “dream-team”.


I really appreciated Damon Hill and David Coulthard for the bond that had been established with them, for the quantity and quality of serious work that I was developing with them under the engine development aspect, punctuated by a rhythm precise on my schedule. For the story, in June 1995, Michael Schumacher at the period driver at Benetton-Renault came to see me during private tests at Silverstone, while I was developing an evolution of the Renault engine with Damon Hill on the Williams car. He asked me, interested and curious like any driver, what this new engine was and when team Benetton might have it to try it out. In fact, never. It was the Renault engine mounted in Grand Prix on the two teams, Williams and Benetton, and winner of a triple at the 1995 French Grand Prix.


A poster was produced on which Michael wrote to me “don't push too hard”. Did he know that I was going to join Scuderia Ferrari a little later, like him? Or had he seen a guy who worked well in the other team? I found him in a white F1 driver suit in October 1995 at Fiorano during the 1995 Ferrari V12 test. He had come to greet me, an accomplice of this recent past at Renault-Sport. At Ferrari, the drivers had a completely different status than at Williams, a bit the pampered children of Ferrari officials. But also, at that time, the track test team was considered the “second division” by these same officials, guys who play with cars to “push the tires”, the considerate team being the race team. We had demonstrated over time, exactly the opposite, with a precise working method, so, the “dream-team” was born here, they were jealous of us.


Does this justify the meaning of life? No, life is justified in a humbler way. The impact of the works of these persons listed above, is not reduced to a sum of elements, but they incise life with their repercussions on history whose fundamental contribution to society has been forgotten. These demigods are born, live and die, just like us. We search for the words for their biographies, to measure the extent of their works on us and on the world. But their works have no sense of the values that we grant them, because they have shaken us, in an unforeseeable, unusual, indispensable way. At the same time, we look for our participation in the work in the story of our life. Why shouldn't we all be demigods? I believe that. Dad was, because of the impact he had on my life. Georges has become one.


Everyone begins their life by inserting themselves into the human world in which they live, through action and speech, no one is the author and producer of the story of their life. Is he subject to it, or has he had a choice? Man is gregarious. In order to be able to think and act, man needs a space that preserves his singularities and allows dialogue.




“The work of a life is possible when people act together; it vanishes as soon as they disperse. Then the story of such a life is possible, in the common work”.





Should we regard the evils of society as a monstrous exception of individual acts of human history or the common work of Homo Sapiens? We approach self-criticism as a starting point for the stories of our lives, namely:




“How much each of us is subjected and acts according to the rules of a fictitious world, revealing as much the excellence of the men as the risks of self-destruction which it carries on humanity?”





In fact, what is the man in a given universe? A suggestion can be made:




Let us not focus on delivering our story on a successful life, but let us try in a new way:


→to know how we could succeed in building, in a small part, the world for which we are responsible because we inhabit it





There, you have it, the good starting point for the story.


Certainly, we cannot reason in a confinement reduced to our only lives, to our only thoughts, to our only profits because our reasoning would be locked in ignorance. We do not stop transforming the world we are building, we inhabit it among our fellow human beings, ignoring it. The work of a life cannot be reduced to a sum of elements, because the work of a life incises life with its repercussions on others, and on humanity.


Knowledge is bitter, the tree of knowledge is not the tree of life. In the story of a life, we have to stop reading the past through the prism of the present, we have to get out of scholarship and compartmentalization, we have to step back from prevailing preferences, we have to question them, overcome them. The raison d'être of man is the freedom which allows action.


The 20th century was one in which the accelerated progress of technology revealed, more and better than before, both the excellence of men and the risks of self-destruction that humanity carries in it. The atomic bomb is the proof, the dangers of globalization and Anthropocene, not to mention the Holocaust and genocides.


The 20th century also put an end to the belief that women were half of a mammal species destined for birth. But we have not put an end to everything, every new day, we are irreversibly damaging nature, we know it and we continue shamelessly to contribute to the catastrophe that threatens humanity.


That is why I try to tell the story of a life to those who ask me, without doubting the underlying concept in the text.




“For other engineers to think about the consequences of their activities. I think that the allusions of a personal journey, can be interesting because they are the story of an awareness after a classic journey and in which I could very well have stayed. Many people can recognize themselves in this path of success but few dare to leave it. This is why the story of a life, so that the reader is called to an intimate reflection on the meaning of his action in the world.”


→"Do I ask the right questions?"


→"Can I question myself?"





We belong to the generation informed by the acquired knowledge of the responsibilities and we feel small, miserable to act and try to identify what happens to us human beings who endanger the nature of the human being. The roots of the crisis of civilization lie in the illusion of man believing himself independent of the biosphere in the will of power.




What about “Formula One”?





Man, the holder of the consciousness of the development of humanity as a whole, has the greatest responsibility for it. Does he seek wisdom in uncertainty, in ignorance, in an extremely harmful illusion?


When writing the story of life, it is not necessary that the essential no longer be in the content and meaning of the text, but in the sole intensity of the words when reading it in an obsession with profitability, in a paradoxical mixture urgency and apparent calm, an amalgam that gives the premium to his ego.




The ideology of celebrity


The work of a life does not enter into the praise of a relative evaluation of one's life in competition with that of others, of a banal life modeled on the obstinacy of consumerism or by the modern techniques allocated to the process. vital. We must avoid the error of believing, as public opinion does, that wanting is enough for the action of a life.


Who the hell am I?


Herein lies the role of a life story invoking the true story of his actions as well as its words. It is the historical narrative that owes its existence to men to immortalize those who “acted” in the best dreamed opportune space by eliciting a memorable, gripping tale and perhaps sufficient secret intrigue. This is the articulation between two stories, the true one and the invented one of human existence in the act of remembering during the construction of the story. Enough to create a fictitious world due to a lack of sense of reality, or create intense words to appropriate a world in which we have “acted” to differentiate ourselves by becoming one of the celebrities in the space he dreamed of. by taking himself seriously in the catastrophic interiority of the egoistic “me” up to the “me-myself” which moves in space saying to itself: who would I like to have been? So, does there exist an optimal narrative, a narrative art which is subordinated to the narrative of “the act” which makes it possible to enlighten the reader? To finally imagine that the non-narrative of an unwritten story would be the major work?


Precisely, let's talk about the “culture of technology!” Because precisely, it is to it that we must attribute the fame of "Formula One". And there are at the heart of this phenomenon, men who dared to invent it.


Today we expect too much from politics with its often- erroneous approximations to face the challenges of tomorrow, and politics becomes the absolute protagonist of the public scene with its philosophy, even its scapegoat. To circumvent these approximations, these ineptitudes, is there not the existence of the school of the Republic, an extraordinary machine for the human brain, where, on the one hand, the parents place the still raw grey matter of the child, on the other hand, a diamond emerges with intelligence, culture, creativity, knowledge, and thanks to the human interactions of tomorrow’s society?


But to allow creativity, sufficient human interactions for the society of tomorrow, it is not enough to be graduated in the best places in the best universities, it is also, necessary to have the exclusive talent that some people have more than others: the ability to get attention, to establish a good rapport with others, to be brave in sharing new ideas, to do so with dedication without counting. This is the essence of a “dream-team”.




“Because a man alone does not live, a man alone does not invent either. A man alone does not build success, it is necessary to gather different people to create it”





The school is not there to obtain in fine, and this is the error of the ideology of the evaluation, of the celebrity, the famous piece of paper called diploma4] which sticks to our skin for decades, which we would still display clearly hanging on the wall of the office, but to prepare the mind for the future which appears more and more complicated and evolving, with all its instruments adapted to understand the new world that we do not yet know. The school must allow everyone to develop their capacities to circumscribe a problem, to analyze it, to be able to collaborate with various people, to debate, to communicate.


This is what made the strength of Scuderia Ferrari at the time of the “dream-team” of which I shared during these famous twelve years all the strong moments, difficult too, without ever counting the time expended. It is out of the ideology of degree: in the time of Shakespeare (16th century) there were no notes at the university. They were invented by the industrial revolution to classify students and provide its workshops and factories with the best men, which in the past allowed a tremendous social lift for underprivileged children in the countryside, whose children today seem to favor higher social classes, as we can see in the French Grandes Écoles.


Today, we should come out of this competition for the gold medal for the best which society no longer needs, but for a school whose role would be to allow the expression of the true potential of each one, by helping and also, integrating all those who have problems by offering themoutside school opportunities of different types, trips, meetings, experiences, participation in initiatives, living together.


But what about here, the role of the Formula One? To be again or not to be anymore? But by the way, what “Formula One”? That’s the problem: that of today’s show which is no longer the real “Formula One”, the one which was the beginnings of my resignation because it lost its DNA, or that of the innovative technology, the one which is sometimes very difficult to understand, but at the same time exciting, that of the real technological competition, in fact that of the past which was the real “Formula One”, no matter if we sat on straw balls for lunch during private tests sessions, the one which guided the option of my studies since the Mathematics Superior5? In fact, do we still have a choice between the current “Formula One” of social networks or private media animated by cretins, or the real "Formula One" that disappeared, distilled by experts when it was the center of excellence?


Why have the car manufacturers who are planning tomorrow's mobility in their technical offices and marketing offices, and who sell their cars on a global market, have they deserted the world of this "Formula One" people promoted by idiots in the absence of experts?


On which television do we want to program it, the private one, often pay-tv which must maintain its audience points to maintain its annual income, or the one, rather free public which shows the backstage, the technique, the strategy, the development work without in fact, is showing off the boring, dissuasive part, the one that attracts little television audience? There is a political choice on the part of governments, and in general for all programs on culture, and to prevent the people from becoming “idiots” as Michel Serres said, but this has a cost for public money.





4 Yvon Gattaz [“les patrons reviennent” – 1988]: “In this fight for creation ex nihilo, another very French prejudice is swallowed up: the diploma. We are the last country in the world, since China seems to have long since abandoned it, to characterize a sixty-year-old man with a glorious past by his school diploma acquired at the age oftwenty-three and in fact, earned by the mere grade of mathematics which he won at nineteen. A math note that we have been talking about for over fifty years”


Lun yu [the book of Odes XIII,5]: “Though a man may be able to recite the three hundred odes, yet if, when intrusted with a governmental charge, he knows not how to act, or if, when sent to any quarter on a mission, he cannot give his replies unassisted, notwithstanding the extent of his learning, of what practical use is it?”


5 The Advanced Mathematics Class, abbreviated in French to “Math Sup”, is the name of the first year of an old Advanced High School Course




The space-time of Formula One


Would the “Formula One” not have an interest not only in the search for the mobility of the future, but in its new energy necessary for the autonomous movement of land transport or other, or on scientific interest and significant industrial benefits related to the innovations required for this competition? A real laboratory that would become specialized for technology transfers to the automobile, to define research in the most advanced sectors and localize innovative applications. Wouldn’t it be as exciting, if not more exciting, than this boring small show we’re being shown today?




Shouldn’t the “Formula One” become the perfect prototype again, otherwise it is doomed to die?





For this very reason, the culture of technique!


But another problem emerges to widely disseminate the “Formula One” which would embody technology. If we want to reach a large audience, we need to produce television programs with content that is serious and at the same time attractive. The worst enemy of culture is boredom, lack of clarity, lack of creativity, lack of benchmarks. But which television? But what “Formula One”? The current boring one, where cars follow in Indian line from the beginning to the end of the Grand Prix, as they are uniform, standardized, without innovation, where the viewer waits for the event that excites him which he remembers, the collision, the accident, the exit, the safety car, the fire, the death? For what audience?


Here comes the weapon of the television program: “emotion”. Our brain is more attentive when an event provokes emotion, blood, money, sex, scandals, sensational, shootings, verbal or physical arguments, and also sports, health. Physiologically our brain is made like this.


When television programs encourage people to think, to reason, to talk about culture, especially science, they are much less captivating. The risk is to understand nothing of what is said in this culture of the technique, and that still turns on nothing inside the brain, except that of zapper, change of channel and stop on that of entertainment. Following the draft of this essay that you have in your hands, Georges encouraged me to enhance the story with emotions, some stories of my personal life to keep the reading alive. Did I succeed? It depends on the reader! In fact.


[image: ]


The spatio-temporal phenomenon evoked in the Meadows report “the limits to growth”, shows the fall of the interests of each one for everything that moves away from us, in space-time, from the family today to the planet of future generations. The figure above reproduces that taken from this report published for the Club of Rome in 1972:


And now for each passionate of this motorsport, on what black point would “Formula One” lie? And above all, what type of “Formula One”? The looks of each human being vary in space and time, each concern is located in a box of this spatio-temporal table. A majority of people are concerned about matters that only affect family or friends over a short period of time, today and tomorrow. “Formula One” is their instant Sunday entertainment that they share with the family, like a game show where there is a winner and a loser, it used to be mine too.


Others look further in time or at a larger region, city, nation. The “Formula One” (the true technological one) could be this help to a reflection, beyond the game, to understand complex phenomena. Motorsport magazines try this, especially English or Italian, there are readers.


A few people have a more holistic perspective that extends far into the future. It is in this space that I dedicated my higher studies and two decades of my professional life to it as long as it offered a global perspective. Thirty years of my daily life have focused on this culture of technique within passion and innovation.
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