Bojana Radulović: Humka


Everything is forbidden


Bojana Radulović's oeuvre could be in many aspects defined as provoking established cliches through replacing society's reality with facti bruti – brute facts. A substantial part of her work is overwhelmed with her own life and experience within a castrated environment of various conflicts: Ethnic and religious – the ethical and moral, being suppressed by ancient myths, heroic iconography and male domination. Furthermore these blatant historical implications continue their way to modernity, getting the spin of contemporary society, where intrigues, corruption, lies are official milestones to political and economical power – often unashamedly merged together in the name of authority or, better, the various authorities ruling people and shaping their lives, attitudes, relations.


Therefore when mentioning common consciousness we have to immediately add common unconsciousness as the other pole of her performances. It's rather hard to distinguish one from another. Since what's revealed in front of the visitor, spectator or participant of the event, is mostly evidenced in highly aestheticised form – a primary indication with which we are confronted, spreading from visual to audio (her use of music or sounds is specific and in its special way is bringing another meaning and accenting certain implications of the story and to the whole
ambience) by offering another dimension through installation. If we try to embrace this multi-modality, we may state that both, consciousness and unconsciousness are intertwining as well as communal and individual on different levels.


The artist is bluntly triggering our senses and hitting our perception via mental and emotional layouts, which precipitates a fight among our preconceived notions – not knowing where to turn or what direction to take: Shall we stay with the subconscious simply being impressed with the beauty of image or should we consciously (re)act and swallow the given bitter pill that might turbulently undermine our status and consequently move our behaviour to uncertainty? Is it about what we see or is it about what we get – while feelings are long gone, buried somewhere deep down in the crust? A fragile women's body exposed to oppression is not allowed to be herself and if she wants to survive, she can only delete her inner-self and submit to the aggression of the dictates of the majority, no matter what it has done not only to her, but to whole populations.

 
Indisputable storytelling is apparent in her performances, being either more like performative installations or direct actions. Elements of personal history are drifting into sexual vocabulary – which is swaying into common reality and depicting the social tapestry by acquiring new connotations and sliding, vice versa, to intimate displays – sometimes passively on the body level and other times melancholicly on the emotional level. But this can be also a performative trompe l'oeil as more sadness and at other times anger are being in place through the fact of our servitude. Sadness of life and anger of death, which dictate our social succumbing to power structures – and overall prejudices that are still manipulating our personal perspectives and human relations.

 
If art is to be engaged, we may clearly state that Bojana's body of work includes all: Political, social and religious engagement through the subtle integration of the many questions she's addressing in each appearance and through playing with several nuances of suppressed memory she's ejecting obvious reality. What seems hidden and somewhere back in the shade, expresses in our imagination, which actually detects our own nature of repression. This sudden moment in ourselves, in our intimacy can be probably described as a dramaturgical turn, where we step out from the given visitor or spectator role and enter an unavoidable participatory relationship with the performer without any happening going on. With just being there. But the usual catharsis which might be foreseen in the classical performative structure is missing, while instead of relief we are subjected to tension – and nothing more and nothing less – we are struck by reflection.


Getting a reflection of ourselves, our behaviour and actions could be the final act, when it would reveal the means to an end. Still it doesn't. It's not that easy. Perpetuating the special atmosphere in a space within a performing act is an ongoing continuation of self-inspection and our internal and external worlds and relations among each and all. Even when depicting Bojana's work with rather abstract colours and trying to digest its particularism from individual to social and back, there is so much more in her core. While whispering her inner melody, her works shout about mass psychology: While lying semi-unconsciously, she bangs generally accepted consensuses that induced mass murders – while dressing up in commonly recognisable costumes, she screams at consumerism that has killed cultures and is strangling artistic creativity by offering us only tribal reconciliation.

Hence by moving through pastiches of this fabulous world, we most often superficially overlook the path on which we are heading. We simply surrender to its beauty and comfortability – not seeing the way. Forgetting to be aware, wherever it leads, we are unaware of the danger that will soon capture us. Sloppiness gets most fatal, when we are seduced with vision and sound leaving our own emotions on the other track, just outside keeping us closed and intact. Strikes that appear after give us nothing more as we turn into a wreck not even detecting it. We slide into the numb frame of plain human form, where nothing else touches, changes or attracts us. Even though we may lay open, nothing comes close inside us, it stays on the surface. We're becoming a pure crust of imaginative landscape until we're only a dweller in this menagerie.
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