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Jelena Tomasevic
Installation

Recapitalisation of Memory
Fehlgehen der Tat

Dimension variable
2018

Specific object made out of plaster boards and metal. It is envisaged to be shown in
the gallery space, with the lower side of the terrace lying on the floor and the other
side backed up to the wall.
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JELENA TOMASEVIC
BURDEN OF PROOF

Size-specific installation

width 3m, height 2.2m, depth 1,1m, weight cca 700kg, exterior -
stainless steel, interior - plaster walls

Installation, 2017

Autostrada Bienale

The Future of Borders

This outdoor/indoor installation is made from 75% mirror stainless steel. A glossy stainless
steel object that resembles a guard house, or solders’ house, or a police border object.

The object has a proper door, that automatically close upon spectator’s entrance, inciting the
claustrophobic feeling even further. Inside of the steel object, a table and a chair is installed,
along with a small sink.

Since the object is made of glossy stainless steel, a spectator could see his or her own
distorted reflection on the outer walls. Entering the object, the spectator could feel the
anxiety of the work itself. The installation insists on the theme of time, memory, personal
freedom and reminiscing, and the work is dedicated to the people who live and work
isolated in the small one-man cell spaces where even the architecture is a sort of

punishment. _ _ _
Specific object made out of plaster boards and metal. It is envisaged to be shown in

the gallery space, with the lower side of the terrace lying on the floor and the other
side backed up to the wall.
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Specific object made out of plaster boards and metal. It is envisaged to be shown in the gallery space, with the lower side of the terrace lying on the floor and the other side backed up to the wall.

















Mixed Memory

2017/2018
Installation

Glass, metal, wood, paper, plexiglass, plastic objects, grass etc. Very important part of this installation
are 8 short stories written by professionals and workers from the former Yugoslavia.

,Displacement, dislocation, disorientation

The horror vacui is [also] the sentiment that characterises much part of the work of Jelena Tomasevic, the
author of a complex work of more linguistic, stylistic, formal and content levels. The artist who handles
the different languages with rare simplicity, eminently painting and sculpture, but also videos, all
employed with formal expertise but also with a declared post-conceptual matrix. Memory as the subject
of Au fil du temps has therefore grafted without any friction on its usual obsessions concerning human
condition, space (even architectural), violence, social constraints. With Mixed memories, the unpublished
work presented here, she has given life to an installation, created ad hoc for the exhibition space, and
including paintings, sculptures, objects and texts. For the occasion she asked eight people, professionals
and workers from the former Yugoslavia, to write a page of memoir, in which personal memories mingled
with a historical episode. All the eight authors of the memoirs wrote personal episodes on the background
of the war that crushed the Balkan Country, thus highlighting both the inauspicious nature of this page of
history, as well as the spontaneous unanimity of the work itself. The other moments of the installation are
deployed with the usual language of Tomasevic, the author of a real historical and sociological fresco.
Human figures copied with carbon paper from magazines or her own photos; embossed and real
architectural parts, jarring slenderness of these human figures; objects constructed, adapted or invented
by the artist-demiurge, creator of her own personal world in miniature. All pervaded by a dreamlike
dimension, sometimes claustrophobic, sometimes suspended. Because the dominant feeling in her is just
this: the suspension of any judgement, a life consumed in expectation.”

Gaetano Centrone
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National Art Gallery Tirana, Albania
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National Art Gallery Tirana, Albania


Jelena Tomasevic

Installation
production year 2013
Title: Object Of Punishment

Object Of Punishment is a phrase taken from the legal terminology. It discusses the
ultimate goal of applying legal penalties on civilians and states. It deals with the ethical
values of punishment and the very purpose of the punishment.

Twisted pool is actually a real pool (in modern architecture pools are made from stainless
steel) which is twisted, smashed and bended. The pool is made of stainless steel sheet
plate, inner surface is covered with real pool colour, twisted smashed and bended. Pool
dimensions are 3,8m x 2.5m depthis 1,4.

Pool is placed in such manner to block and to fit this exhibition space.

| am interested in how much one object can be extended in the space and in the same time
operate as a work of art.

Production process that can be shown beside this work can be seen in the following video -
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2IRRyzX1ryE

Technical list for Object Of Punishment

dimensions - dimensions: 3,8m x 2.5m x 1,4 (depth)
mass: 230 kg stainless steel

entrance to the exhibition space should be 2,5 m wide
there should be a direct source of lightning from the ceiling of the exhibition space
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Galerie Perpetuel, Frankfurt, Germany
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Galerie Perpetuel, Frankfurt, Germany


Instalation
Thought

2010
Stux Gallery NYC

Tomasevic creates a composition with un-related mundane elements
such as model of swimming pool with full of water, a hair blower, table,
and a bunch of soil with grass.

The blow of the hair drier causes the water to flow over the edge of the
pool and water the grass, turning its green. For Tomasevic only "thought"
contextualizes another thought. A thought also contextualizes not only
the origin of a thought, but also the thinking process and its intended
destination.







Just Kidding is a short film of an 8 minute single take, a narrative of surreal and enigmatic
imagery using elements previously seen in her paintings such as a house, swimming pool,
girl, and hair dryer.

“In Cinema, the long take is usually a means to explore duration of the time and mimetic
potential of the imagery, but in Just Kidding, this stylistic device is used as an allegorical
compression; an artificial sublimation of the displacement, i.e. of the human Ex-sistence.
Jelena Tomasevic’s vision is both melodramatic and ecstatic, functioning as both an
anxious description and a serene analysis. Within the strange landscape: a house, a chair,
a sliding board, a pool. Enters one person, a girl. She inscribes herself into this
topography, this constellation of objects, and we as spectators are suddenly confronted
with a hermeneutical enigma, maybe even with suspense - What's going on here, where
does all of this lead? The answer lies in mise-en-scene: things have their meaning
according to their (architectonic) position in the created symbolic network. As we watch our
heroine, the girl, as a developing short story, different aspects are noticed; the sand being
a disruptive element, the acknowledgment of the camera in the end, the hair dryer as the
sword of Damocles hanging over the girl's head. When she enters the pool, one wonders if
it is a blissful or tragic event, but that is Jelena Tomasevic's Just Kidding: a mystery, that
acute danger, that fragile beauty of our existential Frisson.”

Aleksandar Becanovic, 2008
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Jelena Tomasevic

Installation

"Road on the Wall
Wall as a Road”
2003

The works consists of 4 asphalt slabs, dimensions 1.50 x 1.90, 4cm thick,
8% granulation. The thickness corresponds to road construction
standards. Each of the slabs is a factual resection of a road. The weight of
all four slabs approximates one ton. This projects deals with the
objecthood of utilities.

-







Jelena Tomasevic
Installation

“Life Interest"

2016
dimensions: 30cm x 50cm material: 3mm steel

Plaster box is installed the door frame between two rooms,
with 16 collages on small steel plates inside of it

In my paintings on steel plates, images are copied with graph copy paper from my vast and
diverse collection of photographs, ranging from fashion magazines to found photographs
and my own random photographs of sights and scenes that we remember through
peripheral vision. Using other people photos and mixing them with mine | try to make a
group of work that will be a kind of collective memory These paintings are loaded with
surreal scenes, with figures, objects and concrete, brutalist architecture that float in white
undefined spaces. The architecture is reminiscent of my home town, which was entirely
destroyed during WW?2 and rebuilt as a modernist utopian experiment with inhabitants not
able to cope with the challenges of new communal ways of living and pressure from
‘political and social mechanisms exerted upon them’. In particular, they express the
difficulty for women to escape the stereotypical images of femininity and the anxiety
resulting from the social pressure to conform to a masculine ethos. These dreamlike
fragments are absurd, ironic, violent, melancholic, humorous and they are always shown in
random groups from the ceiling to the floor of exhibition space or rotating in groups of four
on specially made posts.

Life Interest refers to the law term, where the survivor is given the right to live in the
property for the rest of his or her life. For this exhibition, a space within the space,
purposely made container, has become a setting for visitors to enter into this world of
spectacle and as artist would like to say ‘ world of collective memory’. As Linda Nochlin
points out seeing Jelena’s paintings in Montenegrin pavilion at 51 Venice Biennale: ‘It is
difficult to describe the effect of these paintings, or to say how their memorable
strangeness is achieved: yet they have remained in my head ever since | saw them’.

Venue: Handel Street Projects London


Marko
Plaster box is installed the door frame between two rooms, with 16 collages on small steel plates inside of it

Marko
Venue: Handel Street Projects London
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One neighbour often grabs my attention. He is tall, no more than 50 years old, but looks eighty.

Every time I see him, I feel physical pain. I r b reading e that the so-called 'mirror neurons’,

located in our brains, are responsible for this. It’s like when we see someone has been hit and we feel pain

in the same spot where that other person hurts. These neurons are the ones responsible for empathy.

This neighbour always sits on a bench in our hood, hunched, stiff, his hands hardened into fists.

One fisted hand always holds a cigarette. Sometimes he talks, not for long, always repeating the sentence:

‘Politicians, bankers and journalists have destroyed this world.’ A girl from our hood says that when she feels

a bout of depression coming, she goes out and looks for him, and she feels better when she sees how depressed

the man is. She says, smiling: ‘He is at least three times more depressed than any other depressed person.’

I think, though it would be stupid to say it to the girl, that what our neighbour has is not depression,

but an even more serious condition, although, on the outside, it seems like pure depression with its obvious symptoms.
The neighbour was in the war during the ’90s, and he has actually never returned from the war.

What came back from the war was not a man, but a pice of meat inside human skin. He has a wife, a rather short woman,
who walks the streets together with him. He always walks three steps ahead of her. You would hardly think they’re walking
together unless you pay attention, and when you do, you’d think he is running away from her and she is chasing him.

She has mildly embarrassed expression, which she tries to hide with smile and strong make-up. This is his second wife.
His first wife died of cancer after only several years of marriage. She was tall. There is laundry net on their balcony.
It’'s been fixed rather high - obviously while the first wife was still alive. The second wife had to come up

with a technique of throwing the laundry over the net, because she can’t reach that high.
I guess the laundry is some kind of revenge to the passers-by. One night, late, I saw her leaning against a tree,
having sex with a taxi driver. It was summer. That tree is near the bench on which her husband is spending his life,

smoking, mumbling and looking down, to the ground.
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Every time I see him, I feel physical pain. I reading that the so-called 'mirror neurons’,

located in our brains, are responsible for this. It's like when we see someone has been hit and we feel pain

in the same spot where that other person hurts. These neurons are the ones responsible for empathy.

This neighbour always sits on a bench in our hood, hunched, stiff, his hands hardened into fists.

One fisted hand always holds a cigarette. Sometimes he talks, not for long, always re, ting the sentence:
‘Politicians, bankers and journalists have destroyed this world.’ A girl from our hood says that when she feels
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Jel.ena Tomasevi C
“Li fe |Interests

Handel Street Projects, London 2016
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Jel ena Tonasevic ‘Life Interest’

As we enter ‘Life Interest’, Jelena Tonasevic’'s first Lon-
don sol o show, we find ourselves in an enpty room The walls
of Handel Street Projects are bare, and it takes a nonment to
realise that there is another structure that has been built
adj acent to it, that the bare walls in fact house sonethi ng
on the other side. We turn a corner, pass beneath a harsh
neon |light, and we are in a concrete box with a thick bl ack
rubber fl oor. The space is inplausible, genuinely claustro-
phobic, a step back in tinme to the styles and materials of
the 60s and early 70s and the urban architecture that nost
of thel4 works arranged asynmmetrically inside depict.

The paintings are tacked randomy onto the walls, as if to
suggest a kind of graffiti or postcards pi nned haphazardly.
The zig-zag positioning disorients the viewer, and we have
to twist and turn and crouch to be able to see the works
properly. It enphasises their place as accretions or inter-
ventions w thin another space, the concrete box-Ilike struc-
ture that contains themboth representing and enbodyi ng t he
coercive franme of an artificial environnent.

This tension is inscribed in the paintings thensel ves, al
executed on steel plate. Agirl sits at the side of a vast
blue pool, its water not translucent but substantial and
massy. Her scale gives a sense of isolation, a tiny figure
in the void, surrounded by bare white paint, yet the aquat-
ic mass is its counterpoint, a vast block of colour, and
this contrast is played out in many of Tonasevic’'s works:
fragile, wiry figures and nmassi ve, heavy objects and struc-
tures.

The sane di screpancy i s approached by Tomasevic’ s m xi ng of
style and genre. A factory building is connected to a pipe
with punp, yet the scales are totally awy. The punp is
drawn in al nost cartooni sh strokes, and dwarfs the scal e of
the building. On the other side, a ranp exits the factory
door yet then peels up into space at a sharp right angle,



anot her ubi quitous feature of Tommsevic’'s work. Fences and
buil dings followtheir own antigravitational agendas, first
flat and then rising sharply into the sky, like a mnimali st
reduction of the fanmous scenes in ‘Inception” where cl ogged
city streets fold upward.

Yet rather than suggesting a surreal or ‘dreamlike’ |o0g-
ic, as is often clainmed, Tomasevic’s interventions on space
aim at the heart of enbodied existence. Like many of her
contenporaries, she grew up in one of the newbuild towns
that sprung up in nmany parts of Europe after the bonbings
of WWI. Proto-nodernist architecture was the tenplate for
many of these projects, and whol e comunities were sudden-
Iy noved there, forced to inhabit strange concrete spaces
with their new geonetries of Iife. For many of these peopl e,
t he experience renmi ned bizarre, even after years of liv-
ing there. It was as if they were living in soneone else’s
ut opi a, soneone else’'s architectural draw ngs.

Hence the repeated m smatch between people and places in
Tomasevic’'s paintings, and the way in which the spaces
t hensel ves do things that enpirical spaces tend not to.
They are followi ng the I ogic not of a space built for people
but of a nore abstract rational space. In one of the works,
a swinmmng pool bends up into the sky at a perfect right
angl e, evoking not only the geonetry of an architectura
plan, of line, but also an inpossibility, like the fric-
tionless planes or perfect geodesics of Glileo s thought
experinments. Just as the figures are set in contrast to
these lines, so too the nassy substantial forns that return
in Tomasevic’'s work indicate an excess that |ine and nea-
sure are unable to contain.

Space, for Tomasevic, is ultimately | ess an enabling con-
tainer than a violent constraint, and several of the works
portray invasion or injury. In one, the architectural out-
line of a house is tilted onits side as a hollow structure
enters it; in another, a couple support a collapsed figure
whi | e a huge cartoon hanmmer strikes him the action of hit-
ting reiterated by the bold dotted lines of notion. Once



again, two disparate genres and two di sparate scal es share
the same space, suggesting the violence of the abstract,
the viol ence of abstraction itself. As Tomasevi c says, she
is focusing here on “pressure from political and soci al
nmechani sns exerted upon individuals, presented in the form
of mechani cal tools hurting people”.

In one of the paintings, a blank space is punctuated by
four tiny butterflies and, in the far corner, a piece of
col | aged maski ng tape hides a matchstick feral e body, an-
nulled in the surrounding space. If hunmans are the |os-
ers here, there is no idealisation of them In one text
work, we read of a miserable scene on a park bench where a
war veteran sits hunched, snoking and reviling the world
around him The artist observes his wife having sex with a
taxi-driver against a tree. No formal systemof architec-
ture can mtigate their inperfection and pain.

Tomasevi ¢ takes her figures from photographs, either her
own or from magazi nes and ot her sources. By placing them
in her scenes, she minics the utopian project itself of
placing ‘real’ people in artificial spaces. This presence
of abstraction is echoed in Tormasevic’'s use of bold, high-
Iy artificial colour blocks. A dark factory on one side of
a painting is offset by a bright red container bin on the
other, drawn with firmunreal lines and a uniformty of
colour that indexes its own semotic density. Contrasting
this, and present in other works, we find collage el enments
- a bit of tissue, a scrap of tape - the very opposite of
the formal features and angul ar geonetries that character-
i se her architectural spaces.

Part of the richness of Tomasevic’'s work is how she is
able to convey this idea about the experience of grow ng
up in a new nodernist town, where real bodies were nade
to live in abstract spaces, while at the sanme tinme saying
sonet hi ng about representation itself. These paintings are
as nuch about autobiography as they are about concepts.
The violence is that of the synbolic itself. The |egal
term nol ogy that Tonasevic often uses to title her shows



evokes this quite directly: ‘Life Interest’ can designate the right
of a person - the life tenant - to occupy a property during their
lifetinme, after which it nmay revert to its owner. The owner here is
bot h t he bureaucratic and social systemthat built the town and forna
abstract space itself.

W realise nowthat this is the concrete box that we are standing or
crouching in to look at Tommsevic's paintings: an artificial space
t hat does not give us the roomwe need. W viewthe paintings fromthe
very space that the paintings chronicle. And inhabiting this space,
as Tomasevic wants us to understand, is difficult.

Dari an Leader

di mrensi ons 30x50cm nmaterial: 3nmsteel, mxed techni que
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One neighbour often grabs my attention. He is tall, no more than 50 years old, but looks eighty.

Every time I see him, I feel physical pain. I remember reading somewhere that the so-called ‘mirror neurons’,
located in our brains, are responsible for this. It's like when we see someone has been hit and we feel pain
in the same spot where that other person hurts. These neurons are the ones responsible for empathy.

This neighbour always sits on a bench in our hood, hunched, stiff, his hands hardened into fis

One fisted hand always holds a cigarette. Sometimes he talks, not for long, always repeating the sentence:
‘Politicians, bankers and journalists have destroyed this world.’ A girl from our hood says that when she feels
a bout of depression coming, she goes out and looks for him, and she feels better when she sees how depressed
the man is. She says, smiling: ‘He is at least three times more depressed than any other depressed person.’

I think, though it would be stupid to say it to the girl, that what our neighb has is not

but an even more serious condition, although, on the outside, it seems like pure depression with its obvious symptoms.
The neighbour was in the war during the ‘90s, and he has actually never returned from the war.

What came back from the war was not a man, but a pice of meat inside human skin. He has a wife, a rather short woman,

who walks the streets together with him. He always walks three steps ahead of her. You would hardly think they’re walking
together unless you pay attention, and when you do, you’'d think he is running away from her and she is chasing him.

She has mildly embarrassed expression, which she tries to hide with smile and strong make-up. This is his second wife.
His first wife died of cancer after only several years of marriage. She was tall. There is laundry net on their balcony.
It's been fixed rather high - obviously while the first wife was still alive. The second wife had to come up

with a technique of throwing the laundry over the net, because she can’t reach that high.

I guess the laundry is some kind of revenge to the passers-by. One night, late, I saw her leaning against a tree,
having sex with a taxi driver. It was summer. That tree is near the bench on which her husband is spending his life,
smoking, musbling and looking down, to the ground.
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Dari an Leader is a psychoanalist and author of Introducing Lacan,
Wiy do Wnmen Wite More Letters Than They Post?, Prom ses that
Lovers Make When It Gets Late, Freud' s Footnotes, Stealing Mna
Li sa, Wiy do People Get 111, co-witten with David Cornfield, The
New Bl ack, What |Is Madness? and Srticly Bipolar. H's |atest book
Hands is published in June 2016 by Hami sh Hamilton. He practis-
es psychoanalysis in London and he is a founding nmenber of Centre
for Freudian Analysis and Research and a nenber of the College of
Psychoanal ysts UK
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