Naomi Serov, 2026



18:18, Ruins-Rubble - a hypothetical performance

The past lies in ruins, and the future fell into rubble,
yet no necessity for the hero arises. The necessity
for a heroic sacrifice has not appeared yet; the
genius stands solid. There is, of course, the
possibility that it is just our hero, who failed to
notice the storm carrying the humanity through
destruction to totality, the freeing immortality. And
it is up to him to direct the flow and absorb the first
fatal impact of the force that will be the universal
rule of his people. His Gesamtkunstwerk.

A true hero, of course, cannot be hindered by the
lack of necessity. He constructs the necessity like he
dictates the flow of his people and his own self-
fluidization, his own death. By the history of his
own people, the hero might be branded as a genius,
and by the next hero, a dictator. But if one very
much seeks to enter the greatness of totality, yet
lacks the talent of orchestration, how can one reach
the liberating deadly impact? Is there a shortcut to
this revolutionary performance? Can one simply
plunge into death and hope that this one gesture will
rearrange the fragments? If one is not great enough

to be a suicidal dictator, perhaps one can be a
dictating suicidal, or to be even more achievable, a
self-dictating suicidal.

Perhaps finally, truly in the style of modern freedom,
the unrealized hero can straighten the crooked
mirror, which till now reflected his own kind but
never included himself.






Scenography

Boxes depicting fragments of the bus assemble into
a construction of approximately four meters in
length. Inside, two performers sit near the opening as
if it were a window. The inside of the bus is
obscured from view during the performance.

The construction derives from a previous work -
Cheburashka: It is important how you arrive. The
fragmentation and assembly will happen similarly.

In my complaint, which is directed at nothing lesser
than your average life, I decided to follow in the
footsteps of Onyeka Igwe and work with dis - and
reorganization, visual and spoken citations,
reenactment. Clumsily quoting a somewhere operating
flixbus, I am rebuilding it in the exhibition space out
of painted and collaged boxes. Constructed in the
name of a lament, the functionless quote of a bus is fit
to serve as its central piece and a portal opened for
bitter manifestation with my only guaranteed listener -
myself. The form of the complaint, as well as the
writing of the dialogue, are adapted and reenacted
from Venedikt Yerofeyev's Moscow — Petushki.



Excerpts of the dialogue

Bom on, som on — xoney ceema
3aempa ecmanem 8 Heanudice
Bcmanem-eckouum — ceema nemy
IIpasowvi nemy! /lenee nemy!
Huuezo cesamozo nemy! —

Petican ¢ Cupuu yorce.

- Benenukt BacunseBuu Epodeen

Here it is, here it is — the end of the world
Tomorrow we’ll get up in our underwear
We'll get up — jump up — there s no light
There's no truth! There's no money!
There'’s nothing sacred left! —

Reagan is already in Syria.

- Venedikt Yerofeyev

Flixbus, route Paris Bercy Seine to Malmo, delayed
70 minutes.

18:18 - somewhere between Antwerp and Eindhoven

Higher Self: Goeieavond, dearest! He had to choose
between two industries which, in essence, are not
very different, since in both the task is to entertain
other people's funding as persuasively as possible.
But the cunning god reflected that the profession of
beggar does not enjoy as high a regard in public
opinion as the profession of artist; that the former is
condemned by the police, whereas the latter is even
privileged by the laws; that artists now climb to the
highest rung on the ladder of honor, while those of
the beggar's profession must sometimes ascend a
rather less pleasant ladder; that beggars risk both
their freedom and their lives, whereas the artist can
lose only his cultural capital—or merely that of his
friends. And so the most cunning of the gods
became an artist; and, to make the matter complete,
he even became a Dutchman.

The full script, as well as my confession on the

making of laments can be found here: 18:18, Ruins-
Rubble.










Cheburashka: It is important how you arrive

First lesson to my daughter: it is important how you
arrive. Cheburashka arrived in a box of oranges and
emerged as an Israeli in the eyes of the Russian
budget committee.

Puzzle out of wooden blocks, 2025.









Horse in my room, 2026.






Sisi

New lesson for my daughter on the desire of
disappearance: Before you apply for leefloon, try
commodifying nothingness. The Austrian empress
Sisi would have given her royal self to live as a
failed merchant-Jewish poet.

Monoprinting on cleaning rags, 2026.
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Mu, 2024.


















Teaching in Asse, 2026.












https://naomiserov.github.io/in-europe/




