
Partly Cloudy 
A sketch for the text concerning youth and art in time of variable atmospheric pressure  
 
You are all indicted: stand up! You can’t be addressed until you stand up. Stand up as you would for 
the Marseillaise, stand up as you would for the Russian anthem, stand up as you would for God Save 
the King, stand up as you would before the flag!1

 

 The times of great pride are over. ‘Significant’, 
socially responsible, political and engaging issues are no longer the moral and professional duty of 
every decent citizen and every conscientious artist. Nothing is new, current or relevant any more: 
except, perhaps, for a name (unheard of, so far) that succeeds in gaining recognition amongst other 
familiar, well-known, or far-too-well-known names. And it seems that even this struggle is not worth 
too much trouble nowadays, since, as soon as it acquires this frail position (in its own community or 
city, in the media or institutions, in the financial registries of small, medium or large funds where it is 
practically needless to ask for any kind of long-term support for small, medium or large cultural 
initiatives or projects) the future of this new and unknown name generally repeats the pattern of its 
predecessors. What is that supposed to mean? A couple of exhibitions a year (or maybe just one, or 
none), a couple of appearances in ‘prestigious’ magazines or TV shows, a couple of local art colonies 
or ‘prestigious’ artist-in-residency stays abroad, hopeless yet regular applications for new exhibitions 
and projects at home or across the border (with accommodation and transport expenses covered, 
but with no budget for production or fees) and just a little bit of attention from teeny tiny local 
audience and (a handful) of expert associates – but always far, far away from all international events 
(unless the phrase ‘international event’ translates as a visit to The Venice Biennial which is not to be 
missed if one wishes to keep up with the outside world and the global trends...). Yes. For you are all 
indicted. And only when we become all aware of our own guilt can we say: ‘We are now starting a 
life in true democracy.’ What has that got to do with art? Well, nothing – unfortunately. For we can 
always play with art. It’s free of charge, anyway.  

In this seemingly dynamic, yet truly passive and inexperienced longing for a new democratic horizon, 
some of the basic questions of this year’s competition for ‘Dimitrije Bašičević Mangelos’ Award, 
according to me, are these: what is the individual and collective micro-climate for growing ideas of 
new generation of artists in Serbia? What is the cultural, political, aesthetic and financial atmosphere 
where these ideas materialise and what kind of audience – and viewpoint traditions – are they 
addressing (in a private, public or proprietarily undefined exhibiting space)? If the ‘gaze tradition’ of 
the past ten (and particularly past twenty) years was burdened by the weight of raw, repeated and 
perversely productive activity which either supported or opposed the ruling paradigms on the scale 
of Serbian social values of the time, it is ever so clear nowadays that the new generation of artists is 
taking this deadweight off their backs and focuses its attention on materialising the gaze which is 
strong enough and capable enough to exist side-by-side with the European tradition, but even more 
so, with the actuality of a European gaze. And what does that mean?    
 
It is certain that this ‘European’ current viewpoint does not deal with everyday rhetoric of the long-
awaited, promised, positive or negative integration with a political construct  popularly and officially 
called the European Union. The actuality of a European gaze, as one of possible ways of recognising 
individual artistic practice of each of the five finalists for the 2011 ‘Dimitrije Bašičević Mangelos’ 
Award (Zorica Čolić, Nataša Kokić, Marina Marković, Goran Micevski and Slobodan Stošić) - but also 
all of them together - consists (in my opinion) of the following: the constant, determined, 
programmatic and poetic refusal to accept the codes and ‘laws’ of recognisable, worn-out, 
politically-correct and historically ‘relevant’ (therefore ‘desirable’ and ‘appropriate’) cultural 

                                                            
1 From Francis Picabia’s introduction to the ‘Manifeste cannibale’ read by Andre Breton (in the darkness) in the 
evening of March 27, 1920 in front of the Paris audience at Theatre de l’oeuvre. 
 



matrixes from which ‘there must be no deviation’ should one desire to achieve success in the art 
scene today (any art scene for that matter, be it in a poor, provincial, ultimately politicised and 
bureaucratic, yet at the same time extremely pretentious and stubborn environment such as the 
Balkans). The actuality of a European gaze, albeit clouded by (temporary or ‘long-term temporary’) 
rhetoric of institutional positions, political constellations, economical blockages, social relations and 
corridor-gossiping can be found in the elegant and discrete ways of overcoming the barriers of local 
trends (be it in terms of vision, discourse or gestures) with the purpose of fulfilling one’s own 
individual and self-accountable goals. This way of looking is invested in creating art that not only 
stems from the personal premise unburdened by the banality and pointlessness of levitating in the 
immediate everyday life of one’s neighbourhood, but is aimed at an all too distant universality of 
view which may still be unattainable, but must be striven to – across all administrative, geographical 
and geopolitical borders, across the boundaries of rhetoric of the ‘here and now’, across all the 
‘general’ and ‘sanctioned’ cultural matrixes whose ‘shelf-life’ is equivalent to a life expectancy of a 
butterfly – compared with the category of Time as an idea, and the category of Space as physical and 
virtual borders of a town, or a state, or even a bureaucratic apparatus taken as a continent. The 
space where the works of these artists (photographs, installations, videos, documents, texts, 
drawings) have been created and where they now reside is a symbolic space of an orphanage: 
simply because their ways of thinking, acting, creating and surviving are abandoned by the 
environment where contemporary visual art is least important, least profitable and least needed (in 
fact, it is quite superfluous and unnecessary) form of social activity. In this constant haze (where the 
utterly utopian strength of their thoughts materializes in practice), an award for artistic endeavours  
cannot and must not be promoted and given for achievements in the sphere of production, display 
or media-attention - it should and has to be awarded for the non-existent, invisible, non-functional 
and irrelevant activity in the society it is created in: for the non-existent, invisible, non-functional 
and irrelevant sound of dust (Stošić), for the body eating itself up in a cannibalistic ritual of the self-
preservation of the human species (Marković), for the gaze projecting all its hopes and dreams (and 
the gazes of everyone who has left, or stayed, or still do not know whether to leave or to stay) 
towards a cold, grey, northern horizon (Kokić), for the thought hiding behind the sun under a 
constantly-moving black square (Čolić) or hiding from the law on the backdrop of a typical provincial 
living-room, again somewhere in the north, where ‘heroic’ still lives are grown instead of plantations 
of forbidden plants (Micevski). 
 
Within this contaminated eco-system there continues to live, think and create a specific population, 
a potentially visually-literate audience whose viewpoints have long since given up on picture as a 
field of mental transformation, but got used to the ever-entertaining media picture as a field of 
mental identification: in the picture-point looking at them, they (the audience) see nothing, but stare 
blankly waiting and waiting and waiting for something to happen. Something. Anything. This 
extreme tendency towards the assumptions, analyses and predictions of the weather forecast, on 
the one hand, is in direct conflict with the pretentious theoretically-ideological assumptions and 
picture interpretations, on the other. Neither an uncritical mass nor a critical minority could foresee 
the future. Both types of ‘forecasting’ are mere manifestations (and manipulations) of different, yet 
legitimate methods of reading an image: image as a visual or spoken text, a diagram, a mirror of the 
atmosphere or climate where the image is created and exhibited – or takes away its existence and 
no longer wishes to be shown, deletes itself, takes itself away in a suicidal gesture of paradoxically 
simultaneous appearance and disappearance.  
 
But that makes no difference any more. And you are all indicted. So stand up. Or at least, WAKE UP. 
C’mon! 
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