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Radioactivity is the emission of radiation caused by 
the disintegration of unstable atom nuclei. This 
radioactive decay creates another element, which 

is often itself radioactive. The decay series continues until 
a stable (no longer radioactive) element is reached. One 
can read this as a metaphor. Could radiation be a possible 
option? What if we are structured in parallel worlds, that 
we live in pluralities? 

Parallels, by their definition cannot bisect. I don’t 
see parallels as hermetic fields, but rather as radiation 
fields. Each of them is influenced by the others, and 
as a result an extremely complex net of radians is built. 
This is what is usually referred to as a cause and effect 
relation, where both of them represent two polarities 
of one. To make it even more complicated, one radian 
does not have the same intensity all the way. By time 
and distance – the further it goes from its source – a 
parallel, the more its intensity weakens. This means that 
it is possible to talk about “here and now” only when 
it is referred to the parallel. Everything else, placed 
on radians is further than “here” and after “now”. 
This relation is independent of the scale, meaning it is 
present in macro-political, micro-political, individual 
space. The “radiation principle” is a thread which goes 
through this text, sometimes coming to the surface and 
sometimes hiding between the lines. 
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“Everything is happening in a 
momentary, ecstatic illumination 
of time and nobody knows where the 

 next event will take her/him. This  
 punctuality of time means that sense can 
 be grasped, not through the mosaic  
 structure, but rather through fluxes of  
 different intensities.”1

[Presecanje haosa /Cutting through the chaos by Jovan Cekic]

In July 2006 the performance Surrealism of Simplicity 
took place in Weimar. My goal was to do a work which 
would not be in public space, but rather within public 
space. For six nights and days I was living outside, moving 
inside of Weimar’s borders. 

The performance consists of a few segments. At first 
glance they are autonomous and different, but yet they 
are inextricably linked. I will use this as an opportunity 
to present the segments all together:

- Leaving the home and entering the city;
- Sending the letters to the people who were important 
for me. Each letter started with the same printed sentence: 
“When I was a child, I went with my Father to woods. He 
would show me barely visible traces of where deer had 
slept.” These letters also marked the beginning of the 
performance, locating it in a concrete place – Weimar, 
and at a precise time – July 2006;  
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1 Cekic, Jovan. Presecanje haosa [Cutting through the chaos]. Geopoetika: Beograd. 1998, p.132



- Sleeping in carefully chosen places – non-places, in 
contrast to the constant mobility – passing through the 
city during the day;
- Each time after waking up I took a polaroid photo of 
the spot where I had slept – of a “trace” which was made 
by the sleeping body. The photo was left at the very same 
place “trapped” inside the photo;
- Writing a diary;

Keywords are extracted out of these days:

 radiation
 exposure
 traces
 picture
 film
 dreams
 sleep 
 bed
 home
 safety

These writings are part of my final work at the MFA 
“Public Art and New Artistic Strategies” at the Bauhaus 
University in Weimar. 

Two different ways of working around the same topic 
are used, where each one can “speak” independently, yet 
also be supplemented by others. Two different texts – 
excerpts from a diary and a thesis paper, are juxtaposed. 
Excerpts from the diary are taken from the existing diary 

written during the performance. Both texts run parallel 
– the excerpts are on the left side and the thesis paper is on 
the right. Layout obviously visually differentiates them. 

The thesis paper is written around the performance. 
Its structure is in tight connection with the keywords 
extracted out of the performance. It is a floating text, 
although segmentation based upon keywords exists.

The beginning treats historical events as direct 
or indirect influences – as “radiation” events I was 
“exposed” to. This situates the way I perceive my 
surrounding today into the context. The text then 
floats into investigation of a relation between experience, 
thought, speech, text and image and their usage, with 
help of Je Vous Salue Sarajevo/Hail, Sarajevo, a film by Jean-
Luc Godard. I step from the film into dreams. In this 
segment I “walk” through home which is our extension 
and representation of safety, “entering” the bedroom, 
“looking” at the bed. A desert can easily be a stage for a 
dream, so the desert is the place where the next segment 
starts. Here I analyze a relation between an inhabitant 
and its surrounding (with emphasize on non-places), 
the way how she/he responds to it, the way how they 
interchange with one another. A non-place completes a 
circle by bringing the performance back to the surface 
of the text.
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[…]

I was hesitating to leave, although I had packed 

my things a long time before. I don’t know 

what I was waiting for. At the same time I knew 

that I should go before K. came back, but I 

also wanted to see her once more . I called my 

parents to tell them that I will be gone and that 

they shouldn’t worry. My mother started to cry. 

I called one hour later and said the same. Then 

fifteen minutes later I send an SMS saying that 

I love them and that I will be back soon. Then I 

switched off the mobile, left it on the table, took 

the back-pack that I bought in Bucharest I think 

five years ago, and left without saying “good 

bye” to anyone.

[…]

“War is destruction, and even 
when practiced systematically 
by institutions, the extent of  

 the destruction will always exceed  
 expectations. The destruction spreads to  
 that which is communicated. […] Soldiers 
 throughout history have never gone to  
 their deaths entirely voluntarily, it was  
 always necessary to organize this  
 voluntariness. […] The simplest aspects of 
 war are puzzling or mysterious: knowledge  
 is withheld, yet attempts to inform are  
 made. Taboos are created and broken;  
 there is banality and well-kept secrets.”2

[Dog from the Freeway by Harun Farocki]

The Cold War, the division between “the East” 
and “the West”. This division was based not on 
geographical position, but rather an ideological one, 
and with the end of the Cold War it lost all validity. 
The side effects can still be felt, without necessarily 
coming into our consciousness, but rather staying at 
an unconscious level. Both “the East” and “the West” 
were representations of mass-democratic sovereignty 
opposing one another. They were absolute enemies. 
Susan Buck-Morrs*i, the author of Dreamworld and  
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2 Farocki, Harun. Dog from the Freeway/Hund von der Autobahn in Nachdruck/Imprint Texte/Writings. 
Lukas & Sternberg: New York, Vorwerk 8: Berlin. 2001, p. 150, 152
* Please, look at the notes at the end.



I am sitting on a bench, right under the Roman 

House in the Ilm Park. In front of me is a bush 

and a tiny, high, but not elegant tree. I think 

it is Lombardy poplar, but it is not the most 

exemplary sample of its kind . Ten minutes ago 

I took out my tobacco to roll a cigarette. A wet 

man with a blue towel around his waist and 

with his underwear in his hand popped up. He 

asked me if he could roll one for himself, too. 

“Sure”, I said. He stopped smoking a while ago, 

he said, but sometimes, like today he feels like 

smoking one. He sat on a garbage bin and while 

rolling he answered my curiosity: he swims in 

the Ilm, it is refreshing although sometimes odd, 

like when he was surrounded by sheep. Today, 

for example, he noticed that it is dogs’ Sunday. 

At that moment his cigarette was ready. He lit 

it, stood up, thanked me, said bye and went 

Catastrophe notes: “that border was defensive not 
only militarily, but also in a conceptual sense, 
too, because it stood in the way of pollution 
which arrived from imaginary perceptions of the 
absolute ‘other’.”3 In the same chapter Democracy as a 
World of Dreams, she points to the main difference between 
the two sovereignties, saying that “the one is founded 
on politico-imaginary of classes, which are 
irreconcilably opposed and in constant struggle; 
the second is founded on politico-imaginary of 
mutually exclusive, potentially hostile national 
states.”4 Both “the East” and “the West” had its centers. 
For “the East” that was the Soviet Union represented in 
Moscow and for “the West” it was the USA represented in 
Washington. Hostility was at its highest point between them. 

Moving from these centers in a geographical sense, 
their influence weakened and the antagonism faded. 
Both political regimes ruled in the name of the mass, 
they represented the populace, but at the same time they 
maintained the right to rule without being supervised 
by that same mass. That the regime and mass were not 
the same became obvious when the police or army would 
start to use forceii (and in that point the existence of 
mass-democratic sovereignty would fall by the wayside). 
The frame which we call democracy is distorted. In my 
point of view, to call, order, take part in killing in the 
name of democracy does not fit with its tenets. 
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3 Buck-Morrs, Susan. Svet snova i katastrofa – nestanak masovne utopije na istoku i zapadu 
[Dreamworld and Catastrophe – The Passing of Mass Utopia in East and West]. Beogradski krug: 
Beograd. 2005 [© 2000], p. 48, 49
4 Ibid, p.17,18



away. He appeared in the right moment, when I 

needed to exchange a few words with someone.

[…]

Back to yesterday…

When I left home I felt like all my senses were 

reactivated. I had a storm in both my head and 

my heart. It seemed like my survival system had 

slept until then. I was scanning the city like never 

before. Adrenalin was kicking in and fear was 

growing gradually. I wandered through different 

streets, ones that I didn’t “use” before. I came to 

the Post Office, put fourteen letters in the letterbox 

and moved to the train station. I left the backpack 

with the things I don’t need for the night and day 

after (which is today) in locker No. W08.

(Ex)Yugoslavia was part of “the East”, although 
sometimes we like to say that it was in between. And 
maybe it really was in between. So could that be the 
reason the civil war took place in the 90’s? 

Josif Broz Tito was the president of Yugoslavia from 
1945 until his death in 1980. He was the only post-war 
communist leader who was not installed by the Soviets 
and stayed rather independent. In 1948 Yugoslavia was 
expelled from the common institutions of the eastern 
block and with that it truly took the position “in between” 
during the Cold War. Tito’s centralized system was 
suppressive. But the tension between nationalism and 
class struggle was not separated by any wall – neither 
virtual nor real. Nationalism was sleeping for years and 
we can only pretend that it did not exist before. 

It was the perfect terrain for new heroes and national 
defenders who were appearing in a time when communism 
declined in the late 80’s. The mass was used for launching 
them. But what makes this so sad and horrific is that in 
the end we were just a tool or figures of this game played 
by a few politiciansiii (who by the way died in a natural 
way in the last years). One does not have any significance 
in macro-politics, any power to change or to resist. But 
yet we still do try.

 “Don’t, don’t, don’t live under this 
 dream that the West will come in, and  
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I was already very tired, so I decided to search 

for a place where I could sleep. Searching 

took longer than I expected. I was entering an 

unfamiliar area. It seemed like the houses were 

changing in rhythm – one abandoned, one 

inhabited, one abandoned, and so on… It was 

dark and empty. I felt so insecure. I just wanted 

to find a place where I could hide. 

I came to the end of the road and turned left. 

There was a building I recognized, with red 

plates, masking terraces and a playground for 

children, surrounded with an enormous metal 

fence in front of it. I knew it from the brochure 

with student houses in Weimar which I received 

by mail before coming here.

I found a small lawn between the road and the 

building, next to some parked trucks. I took 

 solve this problem out. Don’t dream  
 dreams!”5

 [Lord David Owen, UN Peace Negotiator,  
18.12.1992 in Sarajevo]

As you could conclude until now, I was born in 
Yugoslavia. I am from the country in which the darkest 
human side was replayed in the recent past. I do not 
consider that a personal tragedy, but rather try to look 
at that as bad luck – being in the wrong place at the 
wrong time. 

I was put into the political field by my parents 
in my early teenager days (they took me to student 
demonstrations organized against Miloševic). After this, 
my participation became a mixture of real participation 
and (mostly) TV reality. The good thing with TV 
was that one could change a channel when dead 
bodies would appear. But unfortunately death would 
not disappear. I can just agree with Harun Farocki that 
“[h]owever long, varied, and intensive the war 
continues, there are millions who take no part 
in it. Many are killed by bullets, bombs or shells 
without belonging to any party.”6
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5 producer/director Macqueen, Angus and Mitchell, Paul produced for BBC. Death of 
Yugoslavia III, 1995
6 Farocki, Harun. Dog from the Freeway/Hund von der Autobahn in Nachdruck/Imprint Texte/Writings. 
Lukas & Sternberg: New York, Vorwerk 8: Berlin. 2001, p. 148



 „The amok fails if I die. Tragedy also  
 fails insofar as it fails to attract the at 
 tention of the living strongly enough.  
 The living are the spectators of the  
 fact that tragedy invokes in them if  
 not death, which takes them out of the  
 game, at least the death of thought. In  
 other words, what tragedy teaches is  
 silence, and silence is nothing if it does  
 not put an end to thought at least for a  
 little while. Evidently, there is nothing  
 to say about death.”7 

[The teaching of Death by Georges Bataille]

• • •

 “In a sense, fear is the daughter of God,  
 redeemed in Good Friday night. She is  
 not beautiful, mocked, cursed and 
 disowned by all. But don’t get it wrong, 
 she watches over all mortal agony, she  
 intercedes for mankind. For there’s a  
 rule and an exception. Culture is the  
 rule, and art is the exception. Everybody  
 speaks the rule: cigarette, computer,  
 T-shirt, TV, tourism, war. Nobody speaks  
 exception. It isn’t spoken, it is written: 
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7 Bataille, Georges. The teaching of Death in The Unfinished System of Nonknowledge ed. by Kendall, 
Stuart. The University of Minnesota: Minneapolis. 2001, p. 119

my sleeping-bag out, took off my shoes and lay 

there. It wasn’t protected at all, an open space 

with a small tree and night shadow from the 

street-lamp. I fell asleep immediately, but woke 

up by the smallest noises I heard. A sound of 

someone’s footsteps nearby roused me from 

sleep. I opened my eyes and saw a wild rabbit 

jumping. This made me feel safer. But then it 

turned its head, looking for something and then 

ran away. This made me feel insecure again. 

I didn’t sleep well. I was constantly awakened 

by my dreams where my mind was working 

on constructing all possibilities of what could 

happen during the night. Strange enough, even 

in my dreams I didn’t leave that spot and got out 

of the sleeping-bag, as if it became part of me 

for that night.



 Flaubert, Dostoyevsky. It is composed:  
 Gershwin, Mozart. It is painted: Cézanne,  
 Vermeer. It is filmed: Antonioni, Vigo.  
 Or it is lived and then it is the art of  
 living: Srebrenica, Mostar, Sarajevo.  
 The rule is to want the death of the  
 exception. So the rule for Cultural  
 Europe is to organize the death of the  
 art of living, which still flourishes.
 
 When it is time to close the book I’ll  
 have no regrets. I have seen so many  
 people live so badly, and so many  
 die so well.”

 [Je Vous Salue Sarajevo/Hail, Sarajevo,

a film by Jean-Luc Godard, 1993]

Two men’s portraits, dressed the same, black hats 
and green jackets. I see the direction of their gaze, but not 
their eyes – black shadows, nor what they look at. A camera 
moves to the right and zooms out slightly. Now I see only 
one of the two men. He is holding a rifle. It is clear that 
the camera “wanders” over the surface of a photograph.iv I 
assume that it was taken from a newspaper or the TV. 
When a voiceover speaks about “a rule and an exception” 
the camera goes to the left hand which holds a cigarette 
– the third soldier photographed from the back. Then 
the camera moves to his right hand in which he holds 
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[…]

I got up at sunrise.

[…]

Time is passing so slowly. It seems that this week 

will last forever.

[…]

After packing stuff, I took two Polaroid photos, 

one of the spot where I slept and left it there, 

and one of myself which I kept. It was minimal in 

its character. Not too much information because 

of the low quality of the Polaroid. The trunk of 

the lime tree is in the right corner, leaves on the 

top left and an almost invisible trace of me after 

sleeping there, in the center.



a rifle. The same frames are repeated, again the frame 
of the left hand with the cigarette, and then the right 
hand with the rifle. At that moment the over-voice lists 
representations of culture: “cigarette, computer, 
T-shirt, TV, tourism, war”. 

“Nobody speaks exception.” confronts me with 
different “languages”: a book, music, a painting, a film 
– an art, by putting them at the same level with everyday 
spoken language. I can identify with this, I speak a 
“different language” too. Suddenly I see people lying 
face down. I cannot see their faces. I don’t know if they 
are dead or alive. I don’t know anything. Wait, I know, 
they are dead – there is blood around their heads. I 
am drawn to “reality” – life in Srebrenica, Mostar and 
Sarajevo. Yet this is not my life. For the first time I am 
able to place the event, because the names of the cities 
were pronounced, but at the same time this is due to 
the authority of the voice-over and my trust in it.

The camera “wanders” over the photo for the last 
time, zooming-in on details like boots, a sweater, and 
then zooms-out slowly. For the first time I see the 
complete image. All this time I am left alone, only my 
eyes and the image. My gaze is directed by the camera’s 
movement. The voice-over disappears, but the music is 
still present. After this short “silence” the voice appears 
for the last time: “When it is time to close the book 
I’ll have no regrets. I have seen so many people 
live so badly, and so many die so well.” where the 
emphasis is on “I have seen…” which is clearly not the 
same as “I have experienced…”
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[…]

I was moving towards the train station, still tired, 

without enough sleep. I smoked a cigarette, 

went to the WC to brush my teeth and to use 

the toilet once again. 

[…]

I decided to go to the park, find shade and 

sleep. I picked a Lavender flower – there are a 

lot of Lavender bushes in front of the station. It 

has a divine smell. This made me feel calm and 

less afraid. My mum loves it, too.

I did the round through the park. It was early 

morning and the park was empty. Only joggers 

were running their laps. The grass was “cut 

with sheep” and it was a problem to find a spot 



The film ends with another image: a person, I think 
a man because of his hands, sits on a bench holding in 
his hands a dish or a book on his lap. The body is stooped 
and the face is hidden behind long hair, looking into 
an object. I don’t know who the person is. A beggar, a 
prisoner, Jesus? 

Godard’s films, either fictional or experimental, have 
a definite political element. In the 90’s the Balkan War 
was happening. It was contemporary and close enough – 
a “backyard” of Europe – a call to express once again his 
thoughts on war. Jean-Luc Godard is born in 1930. The 
year of his birth indicates his “witnessing” of World War 
II. This might explain his interest and connection with 
wars, contemporary with his film-making (the Algerian 
War, the Vietnam War, the Balkan War)v. This film is an 
example of his exploration of the relation between an image 
and a text. 
 

• • •

First there is a provocation. Our senses react, we 
experience. Then a thought is created. The thought 
is put into words, the words become speech, and the 
speech becomes a text.

First there is a provocation, but there is a camera, 
too. The camera traps the provocation into an image. 
Eyes see the image. The image is put into thought, the 
thought into words, the words become speech, and the 
speech becomes text. 
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which was not covered with their shit. Finally 

I did find it. Grass, trees and sheep shit smells, 

funnily enough, took me back to my past, to 

my childhood. I had flashbacks of me walking 

over Bobija (a mountain in Serbia), my father’s 

beloved place. I wouldn’t call this nostalgia, 

but just that kind of memory that we have 

implemented in our systems without knowing. 

They come to us when we least expect them.

[…]

What do people find fascinating in a small spring 

which disappears after one and half metres? 

The rocks where the spring is are decorated 

with plants in a way that should make them 

look ‘natural’. I wonder if the spring is real, too. 

Although, I admit, it looks nice.



“An interesting photo. One has to read a lot 
into it to get a lot out of it.”8

 
Experience involves all our senses. Putting it 

into language it becomes sanctioned from the real. 
“To experience” is changed into “to experience the 
imagined”. A link with an actual event is mutated into 
experience through the imagination of the event. How 
we imagine depends on a medium – which medium is 
used for the translation, our knowledge about it and our 
understanding of it. This experience demands an effort, 
an investment, questioning and rethinking what we see 
and what we hear.

Speech, text and image are different forms of 
language. Speech is the most open, the least controlled, 
the most instant form. It is always accompanied with body-
language, with gestures which can be “read” (the exception 
being when speech is autonomous, disconnected from an 
orator). As Marshall McLuhanvi explains “[t]he written 
word spells out in sequence what is quick and 
implicit in the spoken word.”9 If I write I control the 
content by choosing what will be “put on the table” and 
what “into the drawer”. With image this is very similar. 
Spontaneity, which still exists in speech, is lost in both text 
and image through control and isolation. Self-control and 
self-censorship are hard to avoid, or even impossible. 
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[…]

I am not sure if I mentioned that I found the 

spot under the Oak’s shade, took out the 

sleeping-bag which I bought in Budapest. (Now 

when I think about it, maybe I bought it in 

Bucharest and the backpack in Budapest – I am 

not sure anymore.) I planned to read, but fell 

asleep immediately. I am not sure how long 

I slept. When I woke up, I sat and ate. Rain 

started, but just a few drops. I am not even sure 

if I could call it rain, probably not. I packed my 

things again, took Polaroid photos of the spot 

where I slept and of myself. The trace in the 

grass was more visible.

The photo is reduced to two elements, two 

parallel, horizontal, but not equal parts. Grass 

occupies 5/6 of the photo and the rest consists 

8 Farocki, Harun. Dog from the Freeway/Hund von der Autobahn in Nachdruck/Imprint Texte/Writings. 
Lukas & Sternberg: New York, Vorwerk 8: Berlin. 2001, p. 112
9 McLuhan, Marshall. Understanding Media – The extensions of man. Routledge Classic: Abington 
& New York. 2006 [© 1964], p. 85



But on the other hand neither become hermetic, totally 
controlled. There is always space open for interpretation.

 Speech, text, and image are translations of 
experience, existing as our attempts to grasp and 
understand it (experience), but also for “sharing” 
it. What we hear or read, we visualize, when we see 
the image, we textualize. Text and the image joined 
together explain one another. But a “mistake” is 
accumulated by translating from one medium into 
another and from this one into yet another. Spoken 
language can serve as an example – by translating from 
one spoken language into another spoken language 
the content is often changed (and this change is made 
within only one medium). 

Often historically important revolutions which 
influenced society came after “technical” revolutions. 
The invention of a linear, phonetically written, word 
first marked the shift from tribal society to a civilized 
one. “The alphabet meant power and authority and 
control of military structures from a distance.”10 
Society, besides becoming civilized, became military too. 
Flusser defines this as “the beginning of “historical 
consciousness” and “history” in the narrow 
sense”11 and “the fight against idolatry”12. 

Then the Industrial Revolution followed the invention 
of the printing press. Printing “cheap texts” and  
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of the path, a bench, a red hydrant and a bit 

of forest (or better to say a lot of trees) in the 

background. The upper part is darker and it takes 

the place of what usually is sky. After leaving the 

photo I left the place, though I didn’t go far. I 

sat on a bench under the Roman House. I was 

writing until this moment. 

I think I will smoke a cigarette, eat a sandwich 

and move further. Maybe I will read a bit, too. I 

am not sure, I will see... It smells like it could rain.

[…]

It didn’t start to rain. When I was ready to leave 

– when I finished a cigarette – a man passed by, 

stopped in front of me and told me something 

in German. I asked him if he could repeat in 

English, hoping he wouldn’t know and that he 

10 McLuhan, Marshall. Understanding Media – The extensions of man. Routledge Classic: Abington 
& New York. 2006 [© 1964], p. 90
11 Flusser, Vilem. Za filozofiju fotografije [For Philosophy of Photography]. Kulturni centar Beograd: 
Beograd. 2005 [© 1983], p. 11
12 Ibid, p. 17



obligatory education made everybody historically 
conscious. Both traditional images and specialized 
texts withdrew and isolated into their own surrounding, 
pushed out by texts accessible to everyone. Flusser 
further explains that “the culture was divided 
into three parts: first part – fine arts with 
traditional images, but conceptually and 
technically enriched; second part – science 
and technology, with hermetic texts; and third 
part – wide social layers fed by cheap texts. In 
order to prevent the dismantling of culture, 
technical images were created as a code, applied 
to total society.”13 

This introduces the postindustrial revolution, 
which followed the invention of the photo-camera. 
The language was shifting from linear-historicity to 
two-dimensionality. Culture changed from the culture 
of text to the culture of the image. The fight against 
textolatry started. 

Today we are probably taking part in a “new 
revolution”, but because of the fast development of 
technology, faster than our ability to understand it, there 
is no appropriate name for this revolution (if it is at all). 
If there is no word for this, maybe it does not exist, yet. 
But if it is here then it follows from the inventions of 
the moving image, computers,the internet, cyberspace, 
and “real time transition”. The possible side-effect  
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would move on. I didn’t like the way he looked 

at me. It was a ‘filthy’ look. He said that I look 

chic , staring at me in a way which made me want 

to vomit. Then he started to bombard me with 

tons of questions to which I gave answers. I have 

the habit of talking if I feel endangered. We had 

a long talk – or maybe it was just my impression. 

Finally he left. I left, too, but in the opposite 

direction. I felt sick and fragile. I was alone.

[…]

I was walking through the city with a weird 

feeling of being trapped in it. Suddenly its 

frame shrank. I felt as if I was suffocating. 

The city became small and claustrophobic. I 

passed through an old cemetery, going toward 

the bus-station. Those streets were unknown 
13 Flusser, Vilem. Za filozofiju fotografije [For Philosophy of Photography]. Kulturni centar Beograd: 
Beograd. 2005 [© 1983], p. 18



would be an accessibility to live in parallelisms, but also 
an acceleration towards the next change.

But even if we are in “transition” the visual sense 
remains the dominant sense. This does not necessarily 
mean that it is the most developed onevii, yet we still rely 
heavily on it. Information that our eyes provide for us 
has priority. But our eyes, while seeing, make an instant 
selection. We trust our eyes the most. If something is 
seen then it must exist. But the one who uses images can 
be a damn good magician.

    “O shit I’m dead. 
      He’d always wanted to become quantum 

 dust, transcending his body mass, the  
 soft tissue over the bones, the muscle  
 and fat. The idea was to live outside the  
 given limits, in a chip, on a disk, as data, in  
 whirl, in radiant spin, a consciousness  
 saved from void.  
      The technology was imminent or not.  
 It was semi-mythical. It was the natural  
 next step. It would never happen. It is  
 happening now, an evolutionary advance  
 that needed only the practical mapping  
 of the nervous system onto digital  
 memory. It would be the master thrust  
 of cyber-capital, to extend the human  
 experience toward infinity as a medium  
 for corporate growth and investment,  
 for the accumulation of profits and  
 vigorous reinvestment. 
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to me, although they were close to the street 

where I used to live for one semester.

[…]

The train station was my sleeping place for 

that night. I sat down in the main hall and 

read until a man who works there, asked me 

to leave because they had to close it. So I went 

up to platform 3, sat on a bench and continued 

reading. It was cold and windy, so I unrolled the 

sleeping-bag, got into it and tried to sleep. There 

were two more men who also stayed there. 

The bench wasn’t long enough, so I put my legs 

over the arm rest and onto the other bench. It 

was getting colder and colder. Twenty, thirty 

minutes after I had fallen asleep, I woke up. The 

trains were passing by me so fast, that the wind 



      But his pain interfered with his  
 immortality. […] So much come and gone, 
 this is who he was, the lost taste of milk  
 licked from his mother’s breast, the stuff  
 he sneezes when he sneezes, this is him, and  
 how a person becomes the reflection he sees  
 in a dusty window when he walks by. He’d  
 come to know himself, untranslatably,  
 through his pain. He felt so tired now.”14

[Cosmopolis by Don DeLillo]

• • •

The following thoughts were written in connection 
with two separate experiences. The first one was in 
1999, during eighty eight days of NATO bombing. I 
remember “clearly” only two days, the first and the 
last day of it. There had been talks about the possibility 
that we would be bombed, but not many people believed 
that it would really happen. It was a working day, and as 
I remember my mum told me that I should stay at home 
and not go to the University. She believed that there was 
a big chance it would begin that day. I think she heard 
that either on “B92”, “The Voice of America” or “Free 
Europe”viii. That evening, my boyfriend at that time 
came round. It was a normal evening, like any other. 
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was pulling off my sleeping-bag. It was two in 

the morning when I moved down to the hallway. 

I put the sleeping-bag in the corner, next to the 

elevator. It smelled of urine but at least I could 

stretch out my body. 

[…]

I was more awake than asleep. Trains were 

arriving and leaving, people were going from 

one platform to another. At five in the morning 

the metal grid dividing the main hall from the 

corridor, where the exits to the platforms are, 

was removed, but I didn’t notice it . After the 

arrival of a train, people got out of the elevator, 

where I was laying. They were surprised to see 

me there, but I was bewildered, too. Suddenly 

I realized that I was ashamed if someone would 

see me lying there in the corner. I stood up, 14 DeLillo, Don. Cosmopolis. Scribner: New York. 2003, p. 206, 207



Suddenly, without any pre-warning, the first bombs 
were dropped. We were all bewildered, not knowing 
exactly how we should react. This was interrupted by 
late air-raid alarms. Total confusion! For the first time 
my home did not resemble any safety, it became so 
fragile. My boyfriend sat in the car and went home to be 
with his parents. I stayed at home with my parents, my 
granny and our dogs. Our housing area was in between 
two important targets in Belgrade, so it sounded as if 
the bombs were falling next to us. The distance written 
in the sound of the bombs was becoming bigger as we 
adjusted to the circumstances. (It is strange how one can 
adjust to any situation in all its abnormality and start to 
accept and shape it into normality). 

Soon after processing the fact that the bombing had 
started, I felt so tired and sleepy. We decided to sleep 
together in the living room (only my granny stayed in 
her room). After bringing the mattresses from our 
bedrooms, I lay down and immediately fell asleep. This 
became almost a pattern for around one month, until 
I got “used to” it. An air-raid alarm became “a call to 
sleep” for me. It was not important which part of day it 
was, I was able to fall asleep and I surrendered myself to 
that drive. 

I try to explain to myself how and why both our body 
and mind demonstrate that they are one, by taking 
control over the “self” in “extreme” situations, but I 
find myself not being able to grasp any knowledge, being 
suspicious that it stays just a presumption.

34::35

packed, took photos of both the benches and 

the corner next to the elevator and left them on 

their places. After seeing the photo of the corner 

where I slept, I realized I was sleeping in an 

already existing frame, marked by dark gray tiles 

on a light, yellow/gray floor.

Taking Polaroid photos is surreal, to watch a 

piece of paper until a photo appears, to leave it 

and to leave the place, to resist the temptation 

of looking back if the photo was still there.

[…]

I didn’t leave the station immediately. I sat on 

the bench in the main hall, waiting for the WC 

to be opened. At half past six I paid 50 cents to 

get into the toilet, where I stayed for half an hour. 

I pissed, changed my underwear after ‘cleaning’ 



Sometimes I imagine the bedroom to be a pocket, 
like those on a pair of trousers, or on shirts and jackets. 
If the room is like a pocket then what would happened if 
it were turned inside out? So I decided to try. 

In July 2006 I did the performance Surrealism of Simplicity 
in Weimar. I did not forget how I behaved in 1999, but to 
be sincere I had not taken it into consideration. Yet my 
behavior was repeated again. As soon as I would “crawl” 
into the sleeping bag I would almost immediately fall 
asleep. (I want to say here that I never considered 
disguising myself as a homeless person and becoming a 
chameleon . I felt that this would be arrogant; because I 
do have a home. But since the beginning I was aware that 
this would be an association.) The performance lasted 
for six nights.

It started with a childhood memory: “When I was a 
child, I went with my Father to woods. He would show 
me barely visible traces of where deer had slept.” These 
traces, as I remember, were sophisticated. To notice and 
identify them, one had to know deer’s behavior. And 
even then, probably, a lot of marks they made remained 
unseen. The gentleness of their big bodies was written 
into those oval shapes in the grass, fallen leaves or earth. 
Animals’ primal instincts are survival instincts. Before 
seeing those invisible nests I was imagining them sleeping 
in a shelter, and what I found was an open space. 

A house is man’s shelter providing us with protection 
and safety. The house was, and still is, our extension, 
but the difference with contemporary man is that, “a 
tribal man had freely extended the form of his 

myself with tissues for intimate use, changed my 

T-shirt, brushed my teeth and then went out.

[…]

Although “cleaned”, I still wanted to take a 

shower. I went to the public swimming pool, but 

I arrived one hour before they opened. I decided 

to wait, so I sat down and continued reading the 

book. An older woman came as early as I did. 

We waited together, but without talking. At eight 

o’clock the swimming pool was opened. I asked for 

a shower, but the woman who sells the tickets told 

me that showers were closed and that there was 

one outside but with cold water. I didn’t have a 

bathing suit, the water was too cold and I couldn’t 

use the soap, so I resigned.

[…]
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body to include the universe”15 and today’s man 
excludes himself from the universe. The form of the 
house changed during history. The circular base of the 
house was common for tribal societies and later it changed 
into a square. It did not have windows and its construction 
was based upon the sense of touch, where each point would 
be at the same distance if one would stand in its center. 
This change of the base was, as McLuhan explained, 
influenced by accepting a phonetic, linear alphabet. 
The reason was that a phonetic alphabet shifted 
dominance from auditory to visual. This influenced 
the dominance of the visual over the tactile. Symmetry 
became important and windows were included as parts 
of walls. McLuhan further said that “[t]his separation 
of the visual from direct tactile and kinetic 
pressure, and its translation into new dwelling 
spaces, occurs only when men have learned 
to practice specialization of their senses, and 
fragmentation of their work skills.”16 As a result, 
the house was also divided from one common, shared 
space into smaller rooms, separated by functions. At the 
same time that this was introduced it was not possible 
for it to be applied to every house, so it also started to be 
a representation of economic status and the difference 
between levels.ix 

 

 

 

The night before, I saw a park where I had never 

been before. There is a pond with big fish and 

ducks in the middle. White benches are placed 

around in two rings, one closer to the pond and 

one at the edge of the park. I am writing this, 

while lying on the grass in the same park, but 

one day later. 

There are a few places where I feel good and safe, 

so it seems I will come back to them; the places 

where I stay hidden while being in the open.

[…]

I put my things in locker No. 135 and went to 

the top floor of the library and decided to watch 

videos. I waited for twenty minutes to get the 

room, because a man was fixing some chairs 

there. He was using paint or glue. The smell 
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“My house” became “my home”, and as much as 
it protects us and makes us feel secure, on our own 
ground, it isolates us, too. But at the same time that 
privacy is under bigger and bigger “protection”, the new 
trend in housing is an increasing number of windows. 
A window functions as a transparent wall, the opening 
to the outside. It makes it possible for us to have a 
view to the outer world. But at the same time the view 
to the inside is enabled, too. The sunlight filters in, 
illuminating the home, and the electric light goes out, 
projecting the scene. “…[E]lectric lighting created 
space without walls, and day without night.”17 
This blurred the line between in and out, and maybe 
even pointed to the problems (illusions) when the 
border between public and private had to be defined. 

A bedroom can be seen through windows. There, 
beside the bed, are shelves, small drawers, all kinds of 
corners, behind-places, ‘under-places’, where secrets 
can be hidden and memories can be kept, but sometimes 
also forgotten. Blinds are down! Now it is a place where 
intimacy is open, with its security guaranteed. Nothing 
can go out of the four walls, if you do not want it to. 

“To sleep” asks for safety, for protected surrounding, a 
bedroom. The bed isolates a body from the ground, from 
earthly everyday life. At the same time as it isolates, it also 
gives support. Usually “my bed” is in “my home”. It is not 
shared with everyone, but only with “privileged”, loved 
ones. The most intimate moments happen there: birth,  
 
 

stayed until the end of the day. The video room 

is small and without ventilation. I don’t know 

for how long I slept, it must have been around 

one hour. Head and hands on the table, torso 

on one chair and legs on the other. After that I 

was “hiding” between bookshelves, waiting for 

a book to steal my attention. And exactly this 

happened, but the library was about to close, 

and I had to leave. I put the book in its place, 

took my stuff from the locker and went in the 

direction of the train station.

[…]

I started to cry and I was crying all the way to 

the station. Nothing would persuade me to stop. 

Actually what happened was that I realized that 

my ‘every day’ life was an escape. Now, being 

alone, I had to face myself and ‘I’ wasn’t in 
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lovemaking, sickness, death. It follows the complete life 
circle. When the body lies on the bed, this object is 
transformed from a piece of furniture into an elevator. 
It elevates us to a dream. This land is not necessarily 
surreal – thinking in a sense that we have dreams which 
are very much lifelike, sometimes even so normal that 
they get mixed up with reality itself. Sometimes before 
I fall asleep I feel like this: My heart “jumps” giving 
the impression that it stopped. My mind awakens. 
Maybe it did stop? But the mind is not conscious 
enough to be able to be afraid. The body feels like it 
is under anesthetic, numb and dull. The dimension 
of it becomes relative: endless and final, small and 
enormous, heavy and light, solid and steam like, real 
and unreal… If I would be on the Moon I would have to 
feel like this. 

The interval “falling asleep” intrigues me. This 
interval becomes a state in between, a “no mans land”. 
It is not reality, but yet it is not dream. The body is 
displaced and it loses identity. Even if the bed is shared 
with someone, during this interval sleepers become 
alone. The first chance that they meet again is in 
dreams. If not, then when they wake up… It is the space 
where solitude assumes its form and it stays as a trace in 
the bed linen. 

When I think about bed linen, I imagine it to 
be pure white. It is also soft. It wraps over the body 
intermingling with it. It takes a lot in order to give a lot. 
The body gives its parts (hair, skin…), smells, warmth, 
liquids (spit, blood, sperm…), and it gets rest. But these 

peace with ‘self’. This was sapping my strength 

to continue. When I reached the station I did 

calm down though. I opened the locker, left 

things I didn’t need, took the ones I needed, 

locked it, and left.

[…]

I remembered that while I was living at 

Jakobsplan – the student house, it represented 

the ultimate non-place to me. I went inside 

using the backdoor, entered an elevator, went 

to the top, the twelfth floor, and then went to 

the kitchen. I took out the sleeping-bag and lay 

down. But I didn’t feel good. It was just wrong 

to think about this place as a non-place. People 

do live there. I became an intruder.

I took my things and left.
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traces remain when the body leaves. They stay even if the 
linen is washed. Their “owner” cannot be identified, but 
can be felt and can be imagined.

If the bed is the outer bone of the body, which keeps 
it in a horizontal position then Mona Hatoum’s work 
Marrow18 (1996) is a good example for the representation 
of that bone. She started to be an active art practitioner 
in the 70’s. Coming from Beirut, she “investigated” 
the political, social structures and gaps between the 
Third World and the West. She “erased” her performing 
body from her artworks and moved to formal objects and 
installations. “Even when objects cannot or may 
not be touched, they have power to initiate 
chains of associations that reach into the depth 
of our psyche. In particular, the use of objects 
familiar from our own surroundings inevitably 
evokes such associative inner images.”19 Her objects 
are minimal and formal, which is also a characteristic 
of Marrow. That is a bed made out of rubber. Spread on 
the floor; it is weak, not able to support a body or itself. 
The main purpose is taken from it. Is it the real, or just 
one more “face” of the bed? Because it is a known object, 
one can visualize her/his body as a part of the sculpture 
without difficulties. But the bed is “contagious” – because 
it is amorphous, the body becomes amorphous, too. 
This uncommon form of a common object leaves the 
onlooker uneasy. Suddenly the body collapses, like  
 
 
 

[…]

The next choice was the parking lot in the 

Atrium – the shopping mall. It was bright and 

the music was on; the kind of music that you 

hear, but you don’t pay attention to. Never the 

less it does start to irritate in a subversive way. 

There are two levels and I decided to go to the 

bottom one. The garage was empty, no cars at 

all. A guy was skating between columns at the 

level where I wanted to sleep. He produced the 

constant sound by driving a skateboard, similar to 

mumbling. We both respected each others space.

[…]

I discovered a small staircase, which lead to the 

upper level. I got inside and put the sleeping-bag 

on the pause which was created due to change 
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a marionette without anyone keeping the strings. An 
immobile body is a fragile body.

The primary reason why we go to sleep is tiredness 
– the fulfillment of a basic, ordinary, survival need. 
Basically both body and mind need sleep to be able 
to “function”, so there are no mysterious drives in this. 
Usually it is related to a certain part of the day – the night. 

Sleepiness can also appear as a cause of a state of 
mind, a mood, like boredom or fear. For these two, 
sleeping becomes a way of escape, wishing for either 
pleasant and amusing dreams, or no dreams at all 
– night silence, hoping that tomorrow will be better. 
A dream is often taken as a symbol of an ideal place or 
situation one would like to be in – an ideal life. The 
answer to the question “What do you dream about?” 
is expected to be positive of course. But dreams can 
mutate into nightmares. Nightmare overflows into 
nightmare and so on and on… Fear becomes constant. 
It continues from day to night to day… Tiredness does 
not disappear. The body hurts even if it does not move. 
Nerves weaken. The mind is absent. Our whole system 
becomes numb, without being able to (re)act. It is afraid 
to be afraid. But eventually it does fall asleep or faint, 
becoming unconscious. Maybe it even hibernates in 
order to recollect the strength and energy for a change, 
or just to continue – as the only way to survive. 

Falling asleep can also mean “to end with”, and 
waking up “to begin with”. It marks the smallest natural 
circular movement in time – one day. Both boredom 
and fear escape from that circle – daily life. The former 

of direction of stairs. The ‘room’ was small, hot 

and humid. Strong lights were on. They were 

warming up the space. W. told me once about 

Jeff Wall’s photo ‘The Invisible Man’ – a man 

was sitting in his room with thousands of light 

bulbs, all switched on. He disappeared in light.

[…]

At one point I heard that the door below open 

and I stood up instinctively. A man – a guard 

came in. Of course he was surprised seeing 

me there. He did speak a bit of English, so it 

was possible to ask him if I could sleep there 

until the morning and then leave. He started 

to laugh at me, but in a nice way. After a short 

“interrogation”: “Where are you from?”, “What 

do you do here?”, “Will you stay only this 

night?” and after my satisfactory answers he 
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escapes from not finding sense in anything, being 
indifferent to everything, whilst the latter escapes 
from not finding a possibility or a way to defend, 
avoid, reject, stop or influence the threat. Reading 
Philosophy of boredom by the young philosopher Lars Fr. 
H. Svendsen from Oslo I found a connection between 
boredom and fear (beside fear of boredom), but without 
flattening them into one. This is in our very end – in 
death: “Time in boredom is exactly something 
which is not defeated. It is a jail. Boredom is 
in close relationship with death, but that is a 
paradoxical relation because deep boredom is a 
kind of death, where death appears as the only 
possible, total break with boredom.”20 Sleeping 
has to end, and waking can be painful. When I am bored 
I search for strategies “to kill time”, and that is to sleep 
as long as I can, even if I have a headache all day long, 
then to prolong it by watching TV.

But with fear, thought of as the archetypal meaning 
of the word, it was a bit different. Time ceased to exist. 
Nights, days, weeks, months merged into one big moment. 
It meant that “to kill time” was not an option anymore. 
Someone or something was making me afraid, scared, 
or feel aggressed but to kill that someone or something 
was not really an option. The problem was also that an 
aggressor was too abstract, almost imaginary. And to 
oppose something that almost did not exist on a tangible 
level, at that moment, was not realizable. If it really was  
 
 

allowed me to stay. Probably I had that not-yet-

awake-look with a smile so it wasn’t hard to 

see that I was not a big threat for the Atrium. 

He told me what the time was (it was five in 

the morning) and when the shops would open. 

I thanked him, he left smiling and I dived back 

into my sleeping-bag and dreams.

After I don’t know exactly how long, I heard 

the door being opened again, but nobody came 

in; maybe because they saw my feet. I got up, 

packed, took the photos, one of the concrete 

corner formed by floor, walls and handrail and 

then the self-portrait. The photo of the ‘room’ was 

almost colorless, white, light gray and silver with a 

yellowish tone coming from the artificial light.

[…]
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like that, so abstract – and from today’s point of view 
it indeed looks like that – the fear was not grounded, 
but rather irrational. I found a solution to deal with 
that kind of fear and it was falling asleep. This was a 
temporary escape. I knew I would come back, meaning I 
would wake up.

Returning to the two previous events from 1999 and 
2006, perhaps we can observe them as two parallels. Both 
times sleeping was not continuous, fear woke me up in 
the same way it made me fall asleep. Days and nights lost 
their common roles, they became irrelevant frames. My 
sleeping rhythm was disturbed and destroyed. Safety did 
not depend anymore on the space where I was – wherever 
I was I could not feel protected. Without support it would 
be impossible to get through. But the frames of situations 
were different and the chronology sets the direction 
and intensity of a radian. I don’t think that both can be 
compared, but rather observed as two dots on the grid, 
where the first “took part” in the birth of the second. 

What do you dream about? 

• • •

A desert – a vast space equal to infinity. It is similar 
to an ocean, but solid. Everything disappears there, 
evaporates, becoming either stone, sand, or air. It is 
compared to the surface of other planets. Deserted 
landscapex. “The desert floor as foundation 
speaks to origins and geological timelessness, 

It was relieving to be outside, in the fresh air. I 

was swimming in sweat. The breeze made me 

feel lighter. When I got to the station it was 

something past six. I went to the WC, did, now a 

daily routine – cleaning, putting the trace. Every 

day I pasted the white dot – the trace for K. and 

N at the bottom of the blue frame with schedule 

of arrivals and departures. If they don’t find the 

new one on the next day, it would mean that 

something happened to me. 

I went to the same park I was in the morning 

before. It is a pleasant place, in the centre of the 

city and strangely enough not many people go 

there. I was walking in zigzags, through every 

parallel street, so it took me quite a while to get 

to the park. I stayed in the park almost all day 

long, reading, lying , eating, writing... There was 

a tree fenced by a white-red plastic ribbon. It 
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simultaneously destroying and enforcing a 
sense of human scale”21, making us aware of our 
own limits. “Without limits, there is no value, 
there is no esteem, no respect and especially no 
pity […]”22 But now it comes to the ethical question: 
What if there are no limits anymore, if man has 
overcome them, should we then pretend that they still 
exist? For now, let us hope they still do exist…

I am bewildered while looking at John Divola’s 
photo-serial Isolated House (1995-97). The format 
of photos is square. The symmetrical composition 
is dominant, to the extent that it starts to disturb. 
A house occupies the central position, “situated 
squarely in south-west desert landscape”23. The 
landscape – the desert, is divided into perfect halves 
by the horizon – both the earth and the sky are equal 
horizontals. But the horizon’s line goes behind the 
center of the house, leaving the impression that it cuts it 
in half, the same as it cuts the photo. There is a certain 
distance noted in the photos – Divola never approached 
the houses too close. It seems that he did not allow 
himself to be caught by the silent atmosphere. 

The house is a “normal” family type, not a shed or a 
rack. But it is displaced from its “natural” environment 
– a city. Suddenly all its fragility is revealed by placing it  
 
 
 
 
 

looked like it was trapped in order to prevent its 

escape, like sheep in a fence. I took a photo of 

it. From time to time I was observing what was 

going on around me. This can be fun! 

[…]

My days started to form a pattern. Maybe it is 

like that because life is reduced to the basics. 

[…]

I remember that W. once told me about a man, 

describing him as a walking encyclopedia of the 

city. He spends days in the city library and in the 

evenings he goes to the film museum where he 

watches all the projections. I went out of the 

library ten minutes before it was closing.
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there, by being isolated, by being imaginarily cut into 
two parts. The desert is, in this case, an anti-environment 
and, as McLuhan points out, “only through an 
anti-environment are we able to perceive an 
environment”.24 In these photos the interrelation 
between both polarities, floating from one to another 
without a sharp edge which divides them starts to be 
revealed. A “situation” of the houses was described 
within the titles of the photos N 34o07.301’ W 115o51.412’ 
Looking North, N 34o07.324’ W 115o49.825’ Looking West etc., 
pointing to its immobility, its presence, but also to 
difficulty to be found.

From the desert I move to a deserted city. The 
reasons that the city is left alone could be various, 
but certainly they carry also a historical importance: 
Diseases, Catastrophes, Wars, Economic collapse. And 
slowly they become occupied by nature – weeds grows out 
of facades, trees appear through holes in roofs, bugs, 
rats, birds, cats, dogs, in fact everything that existed 
before, but was controlled by man, comes to the surface. 
The impact of “a reason” has to be extremely brutal in 
order to lead to its total abandon. Destroyed cities with 
open wounds – it is painful to be there. It hurts not only 
because the “beauty” of the buildings is damaged, but 
rather because the city is the image of our bodies. The 
city is a body. The body is wounded. But there is a trace 
of hope reflected in our persistence in being part of it, 
not leaving it. While reconstructing the city, we are  
 
 

[…]

I planned to go to the abandoned house I saw 

on Sunday, but something didn’t let me go 

there. On the way to the station I found some 

nice benches, so I sat, rolled a cigarette and 

smoked. A woman went out for a walk with her 

dog and cat, both without a leash. It was a warm 

scene, but funny, too. The cat was behaving as a 

dog and the dog was behaving as a dog. When 

they went, the cigarette burned out, so I went 

too, this time not to the station, but down, to 

the center again. 

While walking I ended up in the street where K. 

lives and where I stay when I come to Weimar. 

Then again I went to the ‘Theater Platz’. I was 

moving up and down. There is a small childrens 

playground, right behind the Bauhaus Museum 
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reconstructed, too. Scars stay as a reminder. But these 
traces of pain are also, in a sense, attractive, they 
arouse curiosity. The attraction of those cities blurs 
the reality. I don’t know why, is it the death drive, the 
destruction drive? 

The monumental sculpture Airplane Parts by Nancy 
Rubins is suspended in space, but “frozen” in time, in 
the moment. It seems like an event is endlessly rewound 
– the moment when everything starts to fall (apart). 
Or it starts to raise? The gravity seems to be tamed. 
The sculpture made out of “5,500 lbs. of Sonny’s 
Airplane Parts, Linda’s Place, and 550 lbs. of 
Tie-wire”25 leaves an onlooker in her/his confusion. 
Are we spectators of a tragedy, of an accident? Or do we 
observe a creation when seemingly known shapes start to 
form yet unknown object?

It is chaos, it is catastrophe, it is seduction… 

• • •

All that I have written until now in the last segment can 
be perceived as an introduction into “walking” between and 
through a city, non-places and a body.

If the city is a representation of the body and its 
extension, then its segments can be seen as organs. 
Each organ has a specific function, and together they 
“collaborate“ in order that a complete organism can  
 
 

which I love. I lay for a moment in a swing in the 

shape of a nest. I rolled one more cigarette and 

smoked it. I felt safe there. There was a wooden 

construction which resembled a fortress. I crawled 

to the top of it, took out the sleeping-bag and 

lay down. The surface was shorter than me and I 

searched for a position comfortable enough. The 

sky was right above me. This was the first night 

I felt well. I am not sure for what reason. Is it 

because I was far from the ground? 

I was listening to pleasant music coming from 

a bar or a restaurant, people talking. It was a 

warm night. I didn’t notice when I slipped into a 

dream. I woke up only two times, once because 

it was getting cold and I had to zip the bag and 

the other time because someone came to pick 

up glass bottles which he had left there before I 

fell asleep, and to piss. 
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work properly. In other words, each part of the city has 
its own specialization. Buildings are main stations where 
“the functioning” happens and roads/paths are grids which 
connect them, making it possible for one to walk over the 
grid in all directions. Because their function is defined, it 
is “an ordering system”, so it automatically defines and 
creates “an ordering activity”.26 The activity is carried 
out by citizens – streets are for walking/driving, dwellings 
for sleeping, office-buildings for working… It means that 
a citizen is transformed from walker, into sleeper, into 
worker etc. by changing her/his environment. 

There is a constant inside movement in space, between 
places. Space is an abstract term, it is both around and 
within a place. But “paradoxically, “space” cannot 
manifest the order and stability of its place. […] 
Caught in the act of enunciation, perpetually in 
the practiced place, the walker can never resolve 
the multiple and conflicting spaces of the city 
into the place itself. The walker is thus always 
in the process of acting out, of performing the 
contingencies of a particular spatial practice, 
although subject to the place, can never wholly 
realize or be resolved into this underlying 
order.”27 This could mean that a citizen -”a walker” 
moves through different spaces where he never stops, 
but rather passes by, above, through. They are not 
“stations”, they are more marking spots used for  
 
 
 

When I woke up in the morning, the day had 

already started in Weimar. People were passing 

by, someone started to play the piano. It was 

the first night I slept for so long. Again I did 

the same procedure: packed my things, took 

both photos, left “the sleeping photo” at the 

children’s fortress and left. In the photo, the 

space where I slept looked like a cell or a cage. 

It was a small, surrounded, closed space with the 

open top.

[…]

I went to the station to the WC, left a white dot 

for K. and N. and then went to the ‘Aldi’ to buy 

food. I sat on the bench inside the mall to eat 

a banana. My legs started to shiver. I noticed 

that something popped up on my left eye lid. 

Tiredness was accumulating. I decided to go for 
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coordination/navigation, a mark on the grid. They are 
transitive, making a citizen into one who is in transition. 

This brings me to the notion of “non-places” and 
Marc Augé’s book Non-places – Introduction to an Anthropology of 
Supermodernity. He noted that “[t]he word “non-place” 
designates two complementary but distinct 
realities: spaces formed in relation to certain 
ends (transport, transit, commerce, leisure), and 
the relations that individuals have with these 
spaces. […] As anthropological places create the 
organically social, so non-places create solitary 
contractuality.”28 Augé perceives anthropological 
place first as geometric, as an irregular net of intersecting 
lines29. Non-places are situated somewhere inside this 
net “creating solitude”, but only together with places 
the city is shaped. Fast development and broader 
accessibility of means of transportation influence 
movement of citizens from one place to another in 
a way that is becoming more and more frequent. As a 
result, the number of non-places is increasing and 
solitude is spreading. 

Yet place and non-place are not contradiction, they 
are interwoven one with another. Non-place is also not 
a negation of place. As much as place has identity, non-
place has it too – that is absence, and it is its form of 
“uniqueness”. So the only way to communicate non-
place is through representation.

a long walk in nature, so I walked to the Tiefurt 

castle. I am still sitting there, under the tree, in 

front of the castle, alone.

I refreshed my feet in the cold Ilm water, lay 

on the grass, and had breakfast. After that I 

continued writing in this notebook, sometimes 

interrupting it to listen to the mixture of sounds 

– birds, machines, church bells. From time to 

time I was looking at a couple lying not far from 

me, or at dogs and their owners which were 

coming and leaving.

[…]

The walk finished in the library. I watched a 

few videos and read a bit. It was again around 

quarter to ten when I went out. That night I was 

determined to go to the abandoned house.

60::61

28 Augé, Marc. Non-places – Introduction to an Anthropology of Supermodernity. Verso: London & 
New York. 1995, p. 94
29 Ibid, p. 56, 57



• • •

In 2004 I moved from Belgrade to Weimar. I went 
from the environment into the anti-environment. I 
realized that the place where I came from, actually 
constructed my identity. Identity is constructed from two 
directions; one is from the place of birth mainly defined 
by the mother tongue, the second is from the direction 
of the new (anti)environment where identification 
is made upon basic data: where one is coming from, 
the year of birth, a gender, a profession… Slowly, while 
adapting myself, the anti-environment transformed into 
an environment and, simultaneously, the environment 
was also becoming the anti-environment. But this 
transformation was never completed. What unexpectedly 
happened (at least for me) was that I became uprooted. I 
became “a walker”.

“The traveler’s space may thus be the archetype 
of non-place.”30

Perhaps we could say that there are two trajectories 
present at the same time, both starting in “now”, but 
with different directions. One is a nostalgic regression 
into the past, and the other is moving toward a new, 
more advanced “reality”. In connection with this, 
Miwon Kwon suggests “double mediation in site-
specific art practice, […] addressing the  
 
 

I felt I found balance with myself. I cannot say 

that I wasn’t afraid, because I was, but in an 

undefined way I got strength, or I just accepted 

the situation. First I went to my park to smoke a 

cigarette and probably to find and collect some 

more courage.

I had to go under the train bridge, which is 

a kind of a border between the two faces of 

Weimar. Fear reappeared. I was walking slowly, 

but my movement was caught by a sensor on 

the building next to the one where I wanted to 

sleep. The light was activated. I felt like I was 

discovered. After opening the door, darkness 

trapped me. Childhood fear was reborn. Senses 

were augmented. The movements became 

almost invisible. I lay down, but I was more 

awake than ever. Cars were coming and leaving 

from the platform in front of the building. 
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differences of adjacencies and distances 
between one thing, one person, one place, 
one thought, one fragment next to another, 
rather than invoking equivalencies via one 
thing after another.”31 The choice to sleep at 
non-places was based on the initial question. So the 
first step was: how these spaces should be seen, as 
“public places” or “public non-places”? 

This again is an example of two polarities in one, in a 
common place, in a city, so they cannot be extracted out 
of it. These non-places were temporarily changed by my 
disobedience of their “ordering system” – I was a sleeper 
there. One can point out that other people sleep there 
too, but where I see the difference is in the decision and 
choice to sleep there and not as an accident, a forced 
stay, without any choice, with “a specific relations to 
power”32. By leaving them, these spaces regained their 
previous state, a state of a non-place. My intention was 
not a permanent change of the space, but a temporary 
one. The reason is quite simple – I do not believe in 
permanency. By changing sleeping-place every night, 
non-places were (invisibly) mapped. “[T]o draw a map 
of reality means to participate in it.”33

To sleep at non-places and to take Polaroid photos 
after waking up, are two indivisible acts. But first let me 
explain my choice of camera. I used a Polaroid camera  
 
 
 
 

Someone was trying to start a motorbike or a car, 

but in the end gave up. The sound was horrifying. 

It was the middle of the night. I heard voices 

which were coming closer to me. It happened a 

few times. I do not know if time was passing too 

slow, or too fast, before I fell asleep. 

Suddenly I was awoken by the sensor light. It 

meant that someone was practically next to me, 

but not yet in the house. He was talking with 

himself. I heard the breaking of a bottle, pissing. 

I got so afraid. He did not get into the house.

[…]

I woke up when it was light. Cars were arriving; 

workers were coming to their jobs. The photo 

captured dusty floor which was surrounded with a 

50cm wide channel. Both the floor and walls were 
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as the only type which provides immediacy, the result  
is a two-dimensional paper object with an image, just 
a minute after pressing the button. But as much as the 
other cameras/machines, this one also gives an illusion 
that it can be put under control. “How to use” is written 
on the inside of the camera, in the way it is constructed. 
It can easily seduce, so one could start to believe in a 
freedom of choice. This freedom is only kept within the 
choice of what will be photographed (and sometimes 
not even in that). But Flusser writes that there is a need 
that one “thinks about the possibility of freedom 
– and by that about giving sense – to the world 
ruled by machines;”34 He suggests thinking about 
freedom as a strategy, as a freedom “to play against 
machines”35, but I think more in a direction to play 
with machines, as a way to understand them. The possible 
options are reduced to a single one, to press the button in 
this particular camera because of its mechanical simplicity.

Waking up meant leaving the place. Taking a photo 
was placed in this interval between those two actions. 
The photo captured the spot where I slept and it was left 
there. I decided to use photography for intervening into 
non-place, being conscious about today’s overabundance 
of public space with photography (within newspapers, 
adds, billboards, fliers, on internet…), but also based 
on the belief that people are in fact capable of seeing, 
observing , and noticing their surrounding. This was of 
 
 
  

covered with tiles. On the right, front wall there 

was a square hole, which used to be a window. 

When I went out a man was standing next to his 

car. He worked in the building with the sensor 

light. He asked me what I was doing there and 

I told him that I took a photo, but he didn’t 

believe me. Then he threatened me with his 

index finger. I was too tired to care about that, 

so I just smiled and wished him a nice day, which 

he found irritating.

[…]

What I have noticed, is that people started to 

recognize me at the station (people working in the 

WC, drunks, taxi drivers). I have become a part of 

their daily pattern, as they became part of mine. 
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course “secured” by isolating one single photo, putting  
it on the floor, but at the same time it was “unsecured” 
by putting it in a “transitional” space – a non-place. The 
photos are taken from the position where my feet were 
during sleep, pointing the camera in the direction of where 
my head was. Because the Polaroid camera has a wide-angle 
lens, the photos captured a wider space than human eyes 
are capable to see at once. Also because of parallaxxi the 
actual framing could never be completely under control. 

“Relation toward future is the (very) relation 
toward other.”36

Here the original – non-place, and its representation 
– a Polaroid photo, occupy the same space. They are 
contained one within the other, constantly floating 
between one another. It is clear, that when/if someone 
finds the photo it will be obvious that some time had to 
pass between someone’s both taking and leaving the 
photo, and its “discovery”. But precisely how long, cannot 
be answered. The need to know the time between events, 
to frame it, was disturbed by this act. The time became 
both suspended and contracted, an interval. It slipped 
into a gap, into a space in between. Anachronism was 
introduced. I believe that when someone finds one of  
these photos, it will speak to her/his imagination and the 
story will start to be created.

[…]

I was in the library all day long, read a book and 

watched DVDs. Nothing exciting or particular 

happened during the day. I was shuttered into 

my own space. I went out at twenty to ten, as 

usual. It was hard to walk, but at the same time 

pleasant. It was raining while I was in the library 

and the unbearable heat was replaced with 

freshness. The smells intensified because of the 

rain. Grass, earth, and dust became more present. 

It was the last night outside. 

I went to the Roman House. Each corner of it 

was occupied with lovers. There was no place 

for my “good night” cigarette. I went to sleep in 

front of the MFA building. I smoked a cigarette 

and crawled into the sleeping-bag for the last 
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To remove, to take polaroids means to complete 
the work, which is the opposite from the now famous 
Richard Serras’ statement that “to remove the work 
is to destroy the work.”38 Also the characteristic of 
non-place – “creating solitude” is blurred with these 
left-behind polaroids. This was an act of “letting go”.xii 
They represent “meeting” between me and the one who 
finds it. At that moment, during the interval, solitude 
is changed into meeting between “I” and “You”, where I 
will never become you, like you will never become me. We 
will always stay different, without becoming one. (Of course 
there is always a risk that the meeting never takes place.) 

I share the same believe as Luce Irigaray, and this is 
in “Being two”. “[S]tarting again from being two, 
seems to me to provide a way that is both realistic 
and democratic. Realistic because […] the one and 
many” – leader and crowd – “will have cancelled 
the two and the crowd will have destroyed 
singularity. […] In order to refound society on 
a democratic basis, we have to start again from 
the dialogue in difference, from a two which 
would not only be a couple in the intimacy of the 
domestic hearth, but a couple in a civil, political 
sense.”39 In connection to this, I suggested the investment 
into the (non-)place, and the only way is by accepting its 
difference and not by trying to change it into place. This is 
where I see its symbolic potential.

• • •

time. The night was noisy and I wasn’t alone. 

Someone was in the building, but I didn’t care, 

at least not until that person starts to care. “Army 

Dreamers” a song by Kate Bush was looped in my 

head, but I was soon caught by dreams. 

During the night a man or a woman threw 

garbage several times. Each time the sensor light 

was activated, and each time I was awakened 

by it. I don’t know how he or she did not notice 

me, because it was almost impossible – the red 

sleeping-bag could not be missed. Probably he 

or she just left me there to sleep.

[…]

I got up when it was already bright. After 

packing, taking a Polaroid photo of the ground 

where I slept – a door and a metal case in the 

70::71

38 Serra, Richard. Kwon, Miwon. One Place After Another: Notes on Site Specificity in Space, Site, 
Intervention – Situating Installation Art. ed. by Suderburg, Erika. The University of Minnesota: 
Minneapolis. 2000, p. 39
39 Irigaray, Luce. Key Writings. Continuum: London & New York. 2004, p. 232, 233



To introduce a possible end to the work, I have to go 
back to its beginning – to the letters I sent which gave 
the sense of duration to the performance. A letter is a 
special statement; it is written down and signed. In a way 
it is a personal document – like giving a word or shaking 
one’s hand, but maybe a little bit more. It is a promise, 
so it asks for a responsibility. It tries to “make” things clear. 
One writes a letter if one feels ready to stand behind the 
words. The letter is not sent only to a very close person, 
but also to one you appreciate, who is important to you. 
The relation between sender and receiver is defined with 
the tone and choice of the words. But of course this can 
be also a bluff. 

The time from sending letters to receiving them can 
be perceived as an interval, and the space they “occupy” 
during this interval can be seen as a non-space. Actually 
the performance lasted as long as some letters needed to 
arrive at the written destination. 

But did the work end when I returned and the 
letters arrived?

background and a cream-yellow pickup on the 

right side, leaving the photo at that same spot, 

I went to the station. The city was sleeping, still 

empty and silent.

The woman in the WC recognized me and 

wished me a nice weekend. She did not work 

on weekends. We shared smiles. I took my big 

backpack from locker No. W08, put the trace 

– the white dot – for the last time as my ritual. 

[…]

I am sitting in my park now and preparing myself 

for coming back.
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“The link between individuals and their 
surrounding in the space of non-place 
is established through the mediation  

 of words, or even text.”40

[Non-places by Marc Augé]

I see the both writings presented here as a continuation 
of the performance Surrealism of Simplicity and by them 
each layer of the performance is brought to the surface 
and unified.

I think that I am showing more by not showing. I 
consciously decided not to use any images. One reason is 
that I do not want to fight against impermanency. I want 
to embrace it. Another reason is that I believe that both 
non-presence and presence speak to the imagination 
with same intensity, and that a mental image is created. I 
am choosing non-presence.

And traces (material and non-material) always remain.

My wish was to put the performance in “in-between” 
space. I understand “to escape” as an act of putting 
yourself into that space. There is no real law. It is 
space of irregularity, flexibility, intuition. It allows 
finding the way.

My work seems to be quiet, sometimes even invisible.
But this is my way of shouting.
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Notes

i Susan Buck-Morrs analyzes the relation between “the 
East” and “the West” in this book. For my taste it was too 
ideological in standpoint, but yet that time was a time 
of ideologies. And this “definition” about two polarities 
and their relation, makes sense to me.

ii On Saturday, March 9, 1991 Miloševic used force to 
secure his power, fighting against demonstrators opposing 
his government. In the book The Death of Yugoslavia by 
Laura Silber and Allan Little, which accompanied the 
television series with the same title, produced by the BBC 
it is noted “Tanks broke the silence of Bulevar Revolucije. 
Scattered fires burned in front of the Federal Parliament. 
Gusts of wind whistled through smashed windows. There 
were screams as police stalked Belgrade beating up and 
arresting pedestrians as random. […] Just four years after 
promising Serbs in Kosovo that “no one will ever dare to 
beat you”, Miloševic sent tanks into his own capital.” 
(p. 119) During those events a seventeen- year old student 
and a policeman were killed.

iii In this gap between peace and war in Yugoslavia there 
was a strange event described in the same book The Death 
of Yugoslavia “There followed a bizarre scene – filmed 
and later televised in a JNA (abbreviation for Yugoslav 
People’s Army) production entitled Who Betrayed Yugoslavia? 
– in which the country’s leaders sat round a bare table in 
an Army command bunker in sub-zero temperatures, 
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viii These were the radio programs which were listened to 
mostly by people from Serbia, who were against Miloševic.

ix During communist times, flats were often nationalized 
– taken from private owners, cut into pieces and shared 
between different families. “Erasing of classes” was an 
excuse for that. Intimacy and privacy were destroyed.

x Seeing the two words – desert/deserted written down, 
juxtaposed, I realized I have never before tried to visualize 
“to desert” or “to be deserted”. Suddenly both active and 
passive forms together with solitude became more scary 
and unwanted…

xi Parallax is an angle made by two different visual lines 
of the same object. The object appears different when it 
is observed from different points of view.

xii This is something I learned out of parenthood – you 
have a child, you bring her/him up, but in the end you let 
your child go (of course this is a very simplified version).
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some dressed in military-issue furs, others shivering 
with cold, and discussed whether or not to impose a 
state-of-emergency throughout Yugoslavia.” (p. 125) 
This recording is included in the BBC’s series The Death 
of Yugoslavia II, too.

iv In the end I found out that the photo was taken by a 
photographer who was accompanying a Serbian para-
military troop – source is The Death of Yugoslavia III, BBC.

v It is hard for me to make a firm position about someone 
as an “outsider” coming into a situation which does not 
have any connection with her/him. Maybe because, first 
I do not believe in outsiders and insiders, but in indirect 
(observers) and direct (the ones who are observed) 
participants, second I always doubt if there is just no 
obvious connection. I can see it could be positive if one is 
too close to, too inside the situation, that she/he starts to 
see it in blur, so the obvious can be missed.

vi I have to admit that McLuhan’s “visions” seduced me. His 
perceptiveness to new technologies and media expressed 
in Understanding Media in 1964 are still advanced and very 
contemporary.

vii For example when sound was added to moving image 
– film, the number of frames per second had to be 
changed from sixteen to twenty four. The reason being 
that the ear is a more sensitive organ than eye.
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