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Abstrakt

V zéavereCnej diplomovej praci sa Studentka zaoberala
presahom svojej doterajSej tvorby a tematicky na ne nadviazala.
Témou diplomovej prace sa stala samotna autorka. V praci popisuje
prostrednictvom autorského textu vzt'ah, ktory pojednéava o jej
vnatornom rozpolteni. Autorsky text je v inStalacii pritomny ako
vnutorny hlas. Autorsky text je vytvoreny zo zapiskov, ktoré funfuju
ako scendr. Tvori neviditeI'nu, ale vhemovu Cast’ inStalacie. Je ukryty
za trubkovym tvaroslovim a v zneni zvukovej vlozKy, prerozpravanim
autorského textu. Zvuk je napriek svojej “neviditel'nosti" v inStalacii
rovnako dominantny ako trubkova inStalacia. Zvuk je vytvoreny zo
Studiovej nahravky hlasu autorky, ktora prerozpravava autorsky text.
V 1instal4cii je umiestneny bodovo z reproduktorov, prepojenych
viackanalovym outputom. Prerozpravanim autorského textu,
umelkyna prehovara zaroven k divakovi. Divék sa tak stava jeho
sucast'ou. Objekt, pozostavajuci z hlinikovych trubiek, je spajany

spojkami do tvaru vychadzajuceho z predosSlych modelov. Trubkami



som opisovala emocie obsiahnuté v texte na zaklade pohybu, ktory
vnimam v spojitosti s autorskym textom.

Tvarovost’ trubiek sa tesne dotyka slov, ktoré v inStalacii zneju.
Studentka tak tvori myslenim na telo ako vychodisko jednotlivych
ohybov trubiek. Tie funguju ako Ciary, ktorymi telo kresli objekt.
Poeticky preto podobne ako skladbu textu, sklada tiez objekt.
Jednotlivé Ciary- trubky, spaja spojkami do utvarov. Dolezitost’ ich
ohybu a umiestnenia nie je je preto nahodna. Dolezity bol celok.

Vysledkom tohto celku je inStalacia, prepojujica material
hlinikovych trubiek a spojov s autorskym textom ako zvukovym

médiom,

2. Ciele prace

Diplomova praca si kladla za ciel’ vytvorit’ inStalaciu, ktora
rozpovie narativne pribeh, pomocou textu a minimalistickych
tvarovych objektov. Text vznikal ako zapis kazdodennosti, ktory ale
svojim vytrhnutim z kontextu jedlotlivych ¢asovych usekov dovoluje

byt chapany a uchopeny, na zaklade vykladu jednotlivca. Funguje ako



cesta, v ktorej prevedeni materialova surovost’ posobi intenzivne na
divadkove vnutro, skrz vnutro autorky. Praca tak nesie osobity pristup k

materialom, v ktorom metaforicky aj fyzicky pracuje so spojom.

3. Popis prace :

Diplomova praca Michaely Rapavej sa sustreduje na telo v
prepojeni s textom v priestore a jeho schopnosti posobit’ v emocii jak
autorky, tak divaka. Studentka sa vo svojej praci dlhodobo zaobera
pracou s telom, ktoré funguje v pozadi jej inStalacii ako konceptualny
kl'u¢. Pracuje minimalisticky a poeticky. Cistu materialovu linku a
basnicky jazyk spaja vo svojich ploSnych i prostorovych pracach,
ktoré uceluje v inStalaciu. Figara textu, v nich existuje ako
rovnocenny vystavny prvok k materialovej zlozke jej inStalacii.
Nestava sa tak len akymsi doprovodnym prvkom, naopak je jej
nosnikom. Vznika tak celok, kde vysledkom je premostenie medzi
umelkyninym vnutrom a vnemom divaka v Specifickej spovedi.

Vo svojej diplomovej praci tak nadviazala na predchadzajiacu

inStalacnu sktsenost’, s cielom podmienit’ vnimanie jedinca.



V $tudentkynej tvorbe je dolezity priestor, preto pre svoju
pracu vhodne volila jej umiestnenie a vysledkom diplomovej prace sa
tak stava realizacia jej vizii pretvorenych v inStalaciu site-specific

Jazykom.

Klucové slova: instalacia, objekt, text, telo, zvuk



Abstract

In the final diploma thesis, the student deals with the overlap
of her previous works and follows them thematically. The topic of the
thesis was the author herself. In the work, she describes a relationship
through the author's text, which discusses its internal division. The
author's text 1s present in the installation as an inner voice. The
author's text is created from notes that function as a script. It forms an
invisible but perceptible part of the installation. It is hidden behind the
tube morphology and in the wording of the sound insert, a retelling of
the author's text. Despite its "invisibility", the sound in the installation
1s just as dominant as the tube installation. The sound is created from a
studio recording of the author's voice narrating the author's text. In the
installation, it is placed at points from loudspeakers connected by a
multi-channel output. By narrating the author's text, the artist speaks
to the viewer at the same time. The viewer thus becomes a part of it.
The object, consisting of aluminum tubes, is connected to the shape

based on the previous models. She used the tubes to describe the



emotions contained in the text, which she perceived in connection
with the author's text.

The shape of the pipes is closely related to the words that are
heard in the installation. The student thus creates by thinking about the
body as a starting point for the individual bends of the tubes. These
work as lines with which the body draws the object. Poetically,
therefore, similar to the composition of a text, it also composes an
object. Individual lines - pipes, connected by couplings into
formations. The importance of their bending and placement is
therefore not accidental. The whole is always important.

The result of this whole 1s an installation, connecting the
material of aluminum pipes and joints with the author's text as a sound

medium.

2. Objectives of the work

The aim of the diploma thesis was to create an installation that

tells a narrative story, using text and minimalist shaped objects. The

text 1s created as a record of everyday life, which, however, by being
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removed from the context of painful periods of time, allows it to be
understood and grasped, based on the interpretation of the individual.
It functions as a path in which the material rawness has an intense
effect on the viewer's inside, through the inside of the author. The
work thus carries a special approach to materials, in which he

metaphorically and physically works with the connection.

3. Artwork description:

Michaela Rapava's diploma thesis focuses on the body in
connection with the text in space and its ability to affect the emotions
of both the author and the viewer. In her work, the student has long
been concerned with working with the body, which functions as a
conceptual key in the background of her installations. She works
minimalistically and poetically. She combines a clean material line
and a poetic language in his surface and spatial works, which she
integrates into an installation. The figure of the text exists in them as
an equivalent exhibition element to the material component of her

installation. It does not become just some kind of accompanying
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element, on the contrary, it is its support. This creates a whole, where
the result 1s a bridge between the artist's interior and the viewer's

perception in a specific confession.

In her thesis, she builds on the previous installation
experience, with the aim of conditioning the perception of the
individual.

Space i1s important in the student's work, so she chose its
location appropriately for her work, and the result of her thesis is the
realization of her visions transformed into an installation in a site-

specific language.

Keywords: installation, object, text, body, sound
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Koncepcia

Prvotné myslienky, ktoré vytvorili podhubie dipmovej praci
boli zapisky. Zapisovala som si vSetko, ¢o sa ma nejakym spdsobom
dotykalo. Zapisovala som si mySlienky.

Tieto texty sa tak stavaja utrzkami kazdodennosti. Su to
zaznamy Zivota. Ide o spomienky pocuté, videné, zazité. Tiez vSak
fungujuce s antonymnou predponou “ne-": veci nezazité, nevidené a

nepocuté.

Pri zapisovani tychto kratkych myslienok dopredu nikdy
neurCujem a nesnazim sa prehlbovat’ ich vyznamovost’. Nesnazim sa v
nich hl'adat’ obsah ¢i presah sebe samej... Kontinualne ich zapisujem
a nasledne v akomsi obhliadnuti sa za nimi a tiez za sebou samou,
vyplynu v tému.

Nasledne, az ked” mam postavené tématické mantinely,
hl'adam prepojenia, navéznosti a ich priesecnik, v ktorom sa narativne

tieto zapisky stretavaju.
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Ked som sa za obdobie priblizne uplynulého polroku snazila
znovu vratit’ k tymto zapisanym vetam, doviedli ma k ich spoloc¢ne;j
tematike. Tou témou som sa nakoniec stala ja.

Zapisovala som si veci, ktorymi som prehlbovala vztah ku
sebe samej, na zdklade vnemov, ktorymi som bola obklopena.

Vnimala som, Ze ma vo vnutri seba nie¢o drasa. Ze tam z rady
tr¢i nieco, €o vyCnieva a tym bol mdj kryvkajuci vztah ku sebe

samej.

Vzdy ked’ mam tento pomyselny vit'azoslavny pocit, Ze viem,
¢o zo zapiskov vyplyva, Ze viem v o sa vyformovala d’alSia téma,
potrebujem ju uchopit’ a venovat’ sa jej. V tomto momente, ma vzdy
obklopi pocit precitnutia.

Osvietenia. Akoby na miia zo zamracenej oblohy zrazu
zasvietil jasny 10¢ a mne svitlo tiez.

Samotné zapisky nikdy nie su pocitovo jednoliate. Zapisujem
vietko to, ¢o mi pripada dolezité si zapisat’. Ci uz st to pocity
radostné ¢i naopak t'azivé alebo sa nachadzaju v spektre emocii

odohravajucich sa niekde medzi tymi dvomi protipdlmi.
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Smutok, pocity beznadeje, radosti ¢i spomienky ktora vo mne
vyvola pocit, akoby som znovu bola dietatom. Akési nahle
uvedomenie si nie¢oho... Jednoducho vsetko to, o vo mne vyvolava
emociu. Preto sa ich snazim nikdy neanalyzovat’ za pochodu.
Jednoducho ich zapiSem a oni v tom zapisku ¢akaji, kym sa k nim
vratim. Akoby som si ich pomali¢ky odkladala na jednu kopku do

prichradky na spodnu policku sebe same;.

Pri obhliadnuti sa nad zapisanym, naskytla sa byt’ tematicka
spojitost’ az podozrivo jednoducha.

Sice som si to neuvedomovala, ale prezivala som obdobie,
kedy som si sama nebola sebou ista.

Zapisovala som si preto okamihy, u ktorych som si pripadala
znova 7iva.

Prevazovali vSak pocity odpojenia. Od sveta a najmé od toho
svojho vnutorného sveta. Na to, aby som sa citila, ze sa teSim, Ze ma

tesi vSetko naokolo, potrebujem mat’ pocit, ze je vSetko jasné.

Ze nikde ni¢ netréi a vietko je zabalené v hladkosti.

15



Ak si viem urcit’ tito vnutorni upratanost’, moézem sa nickam
posunut’. Je to jednoduchsie, pretoze nemusim prekracovat’ ten
rozloZeny neporiadok.

Spétne si uvedomujej, ze samotné zapisky vyuzivam ako
sebaterapiu. Ako nastroj, ktorym si prave dokdzem znovuupratavat’

opatovne.

Témou diplomovej prace som sa preto musela stat’ ja.

Ja v zmysle vSetkych verzii seba, o ktorych uz viem.
ZamySlam sa nad tym ¢i zniem prave tak trochu sebecky. Ci

prave naopak, absolutne nesebecky?

Vsetci sme svojou hlavnou postavou. Vlozit’ sa vSak do
pozicie hlavnej role a dovolit’ si zaroven nahliadnut’ na seba z vtacej
perspektivy bol vSak v skuto¢nosti omnoho t'azsi, nez som si pdvodne
myslela. Musela som sa skuto¢ne v mnohych aspektoch odosobnit” a

skusit’ sa pozerat’ zvrchu.
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Bolo nutné dostat’ sa cez tuto verzia mna, cez ktori1 som sa
potrebovala prehupnut’ a skocit’ do cesty sebe ako celku. Nie len
predstave a minulosti, ale byt pritomna ako ten aktualny model seba
samej. Pozorujem ten cely dej ako videohru, v ktorej superhrdinkou
som predsa ja.

Ide len o to aktualizovat’ vSetky verzie a v tomto bode si ich
ulozit’ na paméatovu kartu.

Vedela som, Ze ak chcem uzavriet’ v sebe urcitu kapitolu, ktora
vo mne piStala ako nejaky otravny vnatorny hlas, musela som ho
dokéazat’ stopnut’. Stopnut’, ale vypocut’ a utiSit. Znel ako nahlas
pustena hudba, ktora sa takmer stava vo svojej hlasitosti absolttnym
pozadim, ktoré vnima len podvedomie.

A tak sebareflektujem.

Citam to zapisan¢ a vnimam.

Ako som uz spomenula, zapisky mali v sebe podstatnu
pribehovost’ a ta sa pisala v podstate sama. Ked” uz som chépala, bolo
vlastne jednoduché zlozit’ z nich jeden suvisly text. Fungoval totizto

na zaklade mojej vnutornej neskladby.
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Neskladba.

Toto slovo sa stalo tym prepojenim. Prave to viedlo k
premosteniu medzi predstavami toho, ¢o chcem koncipovat’ v
inStalacii ako videné a ¢o v nej ma zmysel ponechat’ naopak oku
neviditeI'né.

Naprie€ postupnym pomali¢kym pribliZovanim sa ku
kryStalizacii samotného obrazu toho ako diplomova praca bude

vyzerat, pracovala som v schéme videny-pocuty-citeny.

Vedela som, Ze chcem autorsky text znazornit” ako vnutorny
hlas ako neviditelna, ale vhemovu ¢ast’ inStalacie.

Text vytvoreny so zapiskov sluzil ako scenar. Vnimala som ho
zaroven ako skladbu. Naladenie toho rozladeného vnutorného hlasu,
ktory znie prostrednictvom inStalacie ku divakovému vnutru. Cheela
som, aby poodokrytim svojho vnutra mohla som preniknut’ do duse
niekoho iného. No primarne mal vSak opatovne prehovarat’ ku mne.

Divék je jeho sucastou. Stava sa vnutrom, ktoré vtahujem do seba.
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A tak vznikol napad pouzit’ svoj autorsky text ako vnutorny
hlas.

Ako vSadepritomné, obklopujuce vnutro.

Zvuk je do inStalacie vneseny prostrednictvom Studiove;j
nahravky mojho hlasu znejuci z bodov umiestnenych v priestore
objektu.

Svoju diplomov pracu preto pomyselne delim na vizualnu
Cast’ a obsahovu Cast’.

Ideou sa tak stava vzajomné prepojenie objektu so zvukovou

inStalaciou.

Text a zvuk vznikol v postupnosti ako prvy, avSak tesne mu
stal v patach objekt. Objekt tvoreny z trubiek. Trubkami opisujem
emocie obsiahnuté v texte na zaklade pohybu, ktory vnimam a citim z
verSov textu.

Tvarovost’ trubiek sa tesne dotyka slov, ktoré v inStalacii zneju.
Tvorim myslenim na telo ako vychodisko jednotlivych ohybov

trubiek. Tie funguju ako Ciary, ktorymi telo kresli objekt. V tele rozne
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schulenom ,v rytme pomalého citlivého tanca, nac¢ivanim hlasu, ktory
ztvarnil slovo.

Tento minimalisticky objekt pozostava z hlinikovych trubiek
spojenych spojkami do tvaru vychadzajuceho z predoslych modelov.
Telo fungujuce v celej instalacii ako konceptualny klac¢. Trubkovy
objekt je podobne ako zvukova Cast’ inStalacie koncipovany na
zéaklade autorského textu. Vyberam jednotlivé verSe, ktoré v ich

emoc¢nom zaklade opisuju pohyb, obsiahnuty v tvare.

Pismena skladaju slovo a slova tvoria basen. Poeticky preto
podobne ako skladbu textu, skladam tiez objekt. Jednotlivé Ciary-
trubky, skladam spojkami do utvarov. Dolezitost” ich ohybu a
umiestnenia nie je je preto ndhodna. Ddlezity je pre mia vzdy celok.

Celok ako vysledna inStal4cia.

Celok, akym dokaZem byt v tomto okamihu ja, sama.

Koncepciou prechadzam vol'ne do d’alSej Casti textu, ktora sa

sposobom, akym bola napisana 1i$i od popisného obsahu textu. Z tohto

dovodu, povazujem za dolezité, umoznit’ komukol'vek, kto prave Cita
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tieto riadky, porozumiet’, co ma k tomu viedlo. Tejto Casti textu som
dala podnazov “Love letter”. PiSem v nej pomyselny, nikdy
neodoslany list, ur€eny sebe samej. Je formulovany ako odkaz na
zaznamniku. Touto formou som sa snazila obsiahnut’ priblizenie
obdobia, ku ktorému sa vzt'ahuje. Volim preto vol'nejsi, hovorovy $tyl
skladby viet, akoby som skuto¢ne so sebou, ako niekym familiarnym,
viedla rozhovor. List vyjadruje nefungujuci vztah.

Vzt'ah, v ktorom tvorim pomyselny par s verziou seba same;.
Zvadzam s nou vnutorny boj a pokuSam sa o uzmierenie. Metaforicky
sa tak snazim predlozit urCité rieSenia a prist’ na to ako tento
rozkolisany vztah ukocirovat’.

“Love letter” navazuje na samotny autorsky text, ktory tvori
podstatu tejto diplomovej prace. Objavuji sa v nom preto Casti viet,
ktoré su zahrnuté v autorskom texte. V "Love letter" su preto odliSené

vel’kym pismom, zaCiatkom kazdej kapitoly tohto listu.
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“Love letter”

Moja najdrahsia,

ak mam zacat’ od zarodkov vzniku tejto prace, musis$ mi
dovolit’ o obhliadnutie sa a skusit’ ndjst’ predosly koniec.

Pred magisterkym Studiom, som na Favu absolvovala
bakalarske Studium. Vo svojej bakalarskej praci som sa snazila
zpracovat’ to, Co ma v tom obdobi tazilo najviac- smrt’ starej mamy.
Vies, ze to nebolo I'ahké, no snazila som sa tieto emdcie obsiahnut’
prave formou umenia. Tento Zivotny zvrat som uchopila ako
uzmierenie sa so sebou samou, s fou, s fiou a sebou bez ne;.

Hrl'adanie seba vSak spocivalo v zmysle hl'adania seba, ktoru
som uZ nepoznala. Viem, Ze ti to bude pripadat’ ako klis¢, ale snazila
som sa znovu objavit’. Prist’ na to, kym teraz som. Ked’ strati$ niekoho
tak blizkeho, pripada ti to akoby si stratila velku Cast’ seba.

Vzdy, ked’ som si uz myslela, ze sa hybemem spravnym
smerom, Ze kraCam sama sebe naproti, precitla som narazom do
neprichl'adnej steny. T4 stena ma sice zrkadli, takze sa v nej vidim, ale

nepusti ma d’alej. Preto stojim, skiiSam zaklopat’, obzeram sa ¢i niekto
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nahodou neprejde. Ale nikto sa neobjavi. Nikto len ja a ten odraz seba
v stene, spopod ktorej citim Ze prudi jemne vzduch, tak usudzujem, Ze
za nou predsa len musi byt nejaky “Zivot”.

Je to vlastne celkom zabavné. Vzdy som sa totiz vnimala ako
schranka, ako nejaky skelet, ktory mi umoziiuje si zaroven nacuvat’.
Tak sa sama seba pytam: PreCo si zrazu pripadam, ze mdj hlas pri
kazdej snahe prehovorit’, tichne? Moje vlastné “ja” sa ku mne
dostavalo len v akychsi ozvenach. Snazit’ sa najst’ sa v Sere mi
pripadalo ako jeden velky zacykleny tunelovy utvar. Obrovskeé
zakruzené priamKky, v ktorych nebolo mozné najst’ vychodisko.
Pocitovo ma to nutilo vediet’ ukazat’ si na dva body, nazvyme ich bod
A abod B. V zmysle vychodisko €islo 1 a vychodisko ¢islo 2. Aj ked’
ich sice nevidim, citim ze si ma A a B pinkaji navzijom. Snad’ len
zastavit’ ten vSadepritomny prad... Za ni¢im sa vSak neda naCiahnut’, o
ni¢ sa opriet’. Ziadna tréiaca vetva, o ktoru by sa dalo zachytit' v tejto
mohutne prudiacej rieke. Ako trose¢nik, na chvil'ku si odpoc¢inat’.

Chvil'ku mi to trvalo, ale v tomto $tadiu tapania a vynarania sa

a znovu ponarania sa do seba samej v snahe udrzat’ sa nad hladinou,

mi to doSlo. To nie je t4 teciica voda, ktora by mala chciet’ byt
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zastavend. To nie je mozné. VZdy budem mat’ pocit, Ze ma viny biju-

dokonca aj na tom mieste, kde sa snazim o odpocinutie si.

“BREAK ON THROUGHT TO THE OTHER SIDE... *

Tak som si dovolila sa pustit’ a nechat’ sa tym pradom uniest’.
Stena, o ktorej som mala pocit, ze sa neda prekonat’, prekazkou sa
viac nezdala byt’. A zrazu som vedela to, ¢o som mohla zbadat’ uz
predsa davno, ale pre vlastnu vnutornua slepotu som toho nebola
schopna. A to: Jediny sposob ako sa snazit’ prist’ k sebe je nevidiet’ sa
v rozmazani dvojmo.

Tym zacina moj autorsky text, ktory ti neskor ukazem.

Stoja tu dve Michaely. Dve my. Dve ja. T, ktora zasadi zrnko
kvetu, ¢aka, stara sa o neho a pravidelne ho zalieva. Odklada ho na
slne¢né miesto a ono pomaly rastie. AZ kvet vyrastie predasi ho do
zeme, kde kvety vedla seba uklada do pravidelnych zahonov. A potom
je tu ta druhd, ktord vnimam, Ze mi Slape po tych Cerstvo zasadenych
kvetoch. Nerobi to naschval. MoZno ju len tla¢ia boty. Mozno v nich

ma len kamen, ktory ju nesmierne tlaci. Mozno sa len snazi vyzliect z
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kostymu, ktory sama na seba navliekla a teraz nevie ako z neho von.
Je priazky a ramend jej v ilom vObec nesedia. Snazila som sa ju
obhajovat’. Pochopit’. No napriek tomu, verdikt bol vzdy rovnaky. Su
tu dve.

Vsetko, o je dostupné pod oznaCenim 2 v 1 mi1 vzdy znelo ako
skvely napad. Ako vyhodna ponuka. Nieco, €o je inak dostupné, zrazu
je lakavejSim. Nevnimas to tak tiez? Je to fakt bomba! To najlepSie, Co
ta moze stretnut’.

Teda az na to, Ze v tomto pripade tomu tak uplne nie je. Chcela
som len, aby mi vySlo jedno. O to dat’ si vzajomné “high five”.
Tlapnut’ si na to a byt’ jedna s druhou zase kamoska. Lenze ono to
stale nejak bolelo. Tik-tak...

Zvykla som si na to, zatvarat’ oCi. Zatvorit’ a spat’.

Autorsky text, neskdr poslazil vo svojej koncepcii ako
neustaly rozhovor so sebou samou. Text sice znejuci ako “love story”,
ale divak musi byt’ pozorny.. Musi vediet pocuvat’. No... Alebo tiez
nemusi, ze? Jasné, Ze nemusi, ale pozri, to ist€ som robila doteraz tiez

a aha, kam sme sa dostali?
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“...DOORS CLOSED.

HORSE SHITS, MY BROKEN HEART.”

WARNING! Please handle with care: FRAGILE

Citovost’ sa mi stala darom aj prekliatim. Ale kedze vSetko
vznika v retrospektive, pokusim sa ti to vysvetlit’, dobre?

A tak placem. Hnevam sa a...

Hnevam sa, Ze ma nikto nevidi. Ci nevnima? No asi nepoduje.

Ale ako to mozem ocakavat’ od niekoho iného, ak to
nedokazem sama? Patetické, vSak?

A tak zase ku mne cupita ta moja “druhd MiSa” a hovori mi, Ze
je to OK. No tak mi to nepripadalo. Ako to mysli? Rozchichotana zase
nickam bezi. BeZzi, da si okolo mna par koleciek a zrazu —bum- pri
dalSom kole¢ku do mna vrazi a sme znovu jedno.

Ja som ja. Uz zase sa podobam.
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“HEAD SHOULDERS KNEES AND TOES
HEAD SHOULDERS KNEES AND TOES
AND EYES AND EARS AND MOUTH AND NOSE

HEAD SHOULDERS KNEES AND TOES

V tom Case som citala knihu od Tracey Emin - Works 1963/
2006, kde su zaznamenané rozhovory s Carl Freedman. Uprimnost’ a
otvorenost’ Tracey hovorit’ o tom, ¢o som inymi slovami zazivala tiez,
mi priSlo v tom Case vel'mi blizke. Pocit vidiet’ a chapat’, skrz dielo
emocie niekoho iného. Pripadalo mi, Ze ju absolutne chapem. Mam
rada, ak umenie dokaze natocit’ zrkadlo tvojim smerom.

Vyberam preto dve Casti z knihy, kde Tracey rozprava o svojej
skiisenosti a jej traumatickom zazitku spojenym so smrt’ou a tiez jej
precitnutim, uzko spatym s jej “life stylom”. Neda sa presne do
posledného slova stotoznit’ s kazdou formuléaciou konkrétnych

zivotnych udelov, ale to od seba ani od teba vlastne nechcem. Chcem
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ti ukazat® ale Cast’, v ktorej rozprava o smrti. Mysli pritom na svoje
dieta.

V ¢om povazujem umenie krasne je to, Ze aj ked’ nie je mozné
sa ztotoznit’ s kazdym bodom Zivota niekoho iného, sme schopni v
nich ngjst’ svoje svlastné skusenosti. Dokazem s1 osvojit’ jej slova.
Dokéazem sa pozerat’ na tieto situacie jej oami a vidiet’ pritom pred
sebou niekoho iného. Mysliet’ na niekoho koho poznam prave ja.
Emin o tom v druhej ukazke hovori tiez. A tento aspekt som sa vzdy
snazila obsiahnut’ vo svojej tvorbe. Chcem divakovi umoznit’ citit’,

mysliet’ a vidiet. Skusit’ vidiet’ skrz niekoho iného, seba samého.

Str. 67

“las voiceover] Ah... I gave up painting, I gave up art, I gave
up believing, I gave up faith. I had what I called my emotional suicide,
I gave up a lot of friendships with people, I just gave up believing in
life really and it's taken me years to actually start loving and believing
again. | realised that there was greater idea of creativity. Greater than
anything I could make just with my mind or with my hands, I realised

there was something... the essence of creativity that momet of
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conception, the whole importance, the whole being of everything and 1
realized that if I was going to make art it couldn’t be about. . .it
couldn’t be about a fucking picture. It couldn’t be about something
visual. It had to be about where 1t was really coming from...I had
greater understanding of where things really came from and where
they actually ended up so I couldn't tolerate, or, or, err, I just felt it
would be unforgivable of me to start making things, filling the world
up with more crap. There's no reason for that. But if I couldn't fill the
world up with someone I could love for ever and ever and ever than
there was no way I could fill the world up with just like menial things.
That's art."

A ta spominand druhé Cast’, ktora mi utkvela z tejto knihy v
hlave, je Cast’, kde odpovedala na otazky k jednej z jej najznamejSich
inStalacii “My bed”.

V “My bed” som sa videla. Prikladam ti teda eSte toto:

Str. 251

C: Can you remember the moment of conception? You woke

up one day and...
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T: [interrupting] No, I didn't wake up one morning actually. I'd
been asleep for days. I'd been drinking excessively. I was a walking
disaster. I weighed about seven stone. My legs were as thin as my
wrists. I was a bit of a mess to say the least.

C: What was wrong?

T: I was alone. And 1 was frightened.

C: Frightened of what?

T: Frightened of being alone. But forever.

C: Mmmm, that 1s a scary feeling. What made you think you
were going to be alone forever?

T: Because love was too difficult.

C: So everything was a mess?

T: I'd go out drinking for a week, and I hadn't eaten for days,
and I was at the point of hallucinating. Nothing would stay inside of
me — everything was like constant diarrhoea, washing right through
me. I'd gone out, and stayed up 'til dawn, came home, got into bed and
didn't wake up until two days later. When I woke up I was so
dehydrated I thought if I don't drink some water I'm going to die. I sort

of fell over and crawled my way to the kitchen, got a drink, slowly
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had a few sips and made my way back to the bedroom, and I stood,
and 1t was like ugghh... It was disgusting. And I looked at the bed and
thought 'Oh my God, I could have died in there', and that's how I
would have been found. And then from one second looking horrible it
suddenly transformed itself into something removed from me, and
something beautiful. I suddenly imagined it out of that context, frozen,
outside of my head, in another place.

C: Did you think anybody else would share your epiphany?

T: Artists are meant to have those kinds of visions, aren't they?
If other people were in the same situation, they wouldn't see it as art.
They'd think 'Oh fuck, I better clean this up. 'But for me by

transforming it into art in my head, I'd already cleaned it up.

Chapes? Toto je presne ono. Stihlasim. A viem, ze ty
prikyvujes hlavou tiez. Pretoze si suCast'ou miia.

Hmm, o tom to asi celé€ je... a o tomto to asi vzdycky bude.
Upratat’ si v sebe. Vediet’ si zakazdym a po vSetkom upratat’.
Z.aspinis. Upraces.

Upraces a zaSpinis.
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“I'LL SHOW YOU, I WILL.

['LL TAKE YOU THROUGHT THIS TUNEL.

PEEK AND BOO!

Tak to je asi vSetko.

Asi1 sme uz na konci toho, ¢o som ti chcela na za¢iatku odkazat’.

Tak sa maj a zatial,

s laskou Misa.
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Tak a teraz uz asi len zostava ukazat’ nakoniec, no v

neposlednom rade, moj autorsky text.

Tak prosim, tu je:

Autorsky text

“If you are too sensitive, apply SPF50+”

Hi, my love welcome in my thoughts. Shall we go ahead?
There is always two of us, 2 of “me”.
The good one and the other one.

Look around, in this pain of mine.

You know what?, I thought about it, I thought about it a lot
actually and I realised, that maybe..
Maybe I just cannot make art anymore. It just hurts, you
know?
Like a .... Yeah

And I am so sorry, I find it so easy to fall asleep.
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So up, up up keep yourself up and come!
We don’t have much time. ..
So rip a hole in me and just listen; Are you comfortable now?
It should be warm here,
and if not, “Rub your thumbs together and put them to the
bridge of your nose”

My mother told me “It heals”.

Shush, shush love, don't hesitate.
Come on 1n. Here, hold it!
I am afraid of dark too, but don’t worry I am here now, with
you.
It 1s okay.
No, i don't find it creepy. I live here.
Here.
Take it, but don't put too much pressure on it.
- Boom boom boom boom.

Boom boom boom boom-
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Ok, that's 1it. Can we move on? I'm bored.
Did you know that mayflies only live for one day? I find it
beautiful.
Do you?
All right! Well...why do you think it's sad? I love it.
Omg, could you be the one? 'Cause I feel so light.

Oh, you turn me on...

Please don't turn the lights off. I want to feel, 1 want to feel.

*Twinkle, twinkle little star, how I wonder what you are...

I like the feel of grass on my feet!
Oh no, it's still growing ... Now I feel so small.
Why is there grass everywhere?
-drop, drop-
Don't cry you're really not alone, 1 promise, 1 just... 1 don't
know!

Get your shits together!
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Omg, wee wee how pathetic. ...

Where are you going?
I-...
Wheeere are you?
-I want you near.
Where the fuck are you?!
Ok, never mind, go fuck yourself.

Are you OK?

Oh, there you are! I thought I lost you for a while.
Don't scare me like that.
I loved you.
I mean.. I'll always love you.

That's not what I meant, why do you always have to be right?

Shhh - please don't be loud! ... She found out I'm charcoal-like
again.
Not-even-there... or there's no one, nowhere to stay, only same

places to go.
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Burning feet, tired from walking round, round all the time.

I was shaking with fleas,
bad dreams wrapped in fake fur.

And yet, 1 had to find myself again...

Then suddenly,
_puf_

I am, talking with an alien.

I have to carry myself now, carefully in a small bag.
Indeed, with those golden stripes.
Tightly.

Yeah, in a pocket of those Levis jeans you gave me.

And then I cried.
I cried, but I didn't wanted to...
“It's okay, you told me, it's okay.”

It was necessary.



Stars.
I see a millions sparkles.
Now I know, you're a comet, then burn, motherfucker. ..

Ouch!

WARNING!:
“The stove 1s sometimes hot! Make sure that you have turned
off the plates, after you used them and let them cool naturally to room

temperature. Thank you.”

Dragging my sensitive skin type onto hard concrete.
That's ok, lots of hydration could help.
Wear the spf, at least 50.

Everyday, I said bye.

Don't even get me started about the cliches of mine, doors

closed.
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Horse shits, my broken heart.
Move!... Here goes
***infinite energy***

loading, only waiting to fuck me over.

Uft, aren’t you tired suddenly? I should lay down maybe...
Being-

Just being and laying.

I am such a liar but nobody listen, nobody cares.
But thats ok, cause: same.
So fuck you and fuck everybody and fuck each other, together
in one bed,
I want you, you.
How could you smell so good?
I watched myself falling in love with you and I don’t want
that.
I want to cleanse my soul with Palo Santo and then maybe be

with u forever.
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I realised I am fucked...
I don’t want to exist again.
Just turn me off, no battery left. No sugarcoating.
I am getting older and tonight, oh boy, tonight I am wearing
armour.

Standing one feet above you..

Nothing ever change. So I like you and maybe say it back.
I care.
I care. I fucking care. ..

Like “Hallo, at least I am doing something?!”

** Everybody loves my baby

She get high
She get high
She get high
She get high,

yeah
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When I see a dead bird, I always imagine it sleeping in an
invisible bed.
I find Time to be hard sometimes,
I should lie down again, I'm spinning. ..
Freckless.
On a planet, so shy, so fragile.
I hate that glass, I hate how round it looks even though it
seems to be still green.
See?! Flies are drowning in water... stupid
... Stupid
Stupid,
Stupid.
I won't help them, why should 1?

Everyone likes themselves, you see?

Impatience -
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* ** Head, shoulders, knees and toes, knees and toes.
Head, shoulders, knees and toes, knees and toes.
and eyes and ears and mouth and nose.

Head, shoulders, knees and toes, knees and toes.

I'm running, don't stop me now. You're fading...
Pale, so pale.
Don't turn your head back. You don't really want that.
You wanted what you thought you had.
Oh dear...

*# ** Break on through to the other side
Break on through to the other side
Break on through to the other side,

yeah

But hey, wanna see my favorite place?
I'll show you, I will.
I'll take you through this tunnel.

Peek and boo!



OBRAZOVA CAST
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