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1 “i don’t need to make sense, i just need to let it go”, NL, 2018,

 single channel video, 22’58”, 16:9 

2 “i’m happy to own my implicit biases”, NL/IT, 2018, steel structure

3 “the good, the bad and the viscose”, 2019, 25’, performance

  FR 01.02 20:00 Opening Night

  SA 23.03 17:00 w/ Performatik

  SA 23.03 20:00 w/ Performatik
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With h
er con

fessio
nal ‘c

ontent
’, per

forman
ce 

artist
 Nora 

Turato
 (b. 19

91, Za
greb) 

holds 
up a 

selfie-
cam to

 today
’s fre

netic,
 inter

net-dr
iven 

cultur
e, rev

ealing
 the a

nxieti
es at 

the fo
un-

dation
 of ou

r atte
ntion-

deficie
nt soc

iety. 
Her 

monume
ntal i

nstall
ation 

of col
d, bla

ck ste
el 

hints 
that t

he roo
t of 

our ‘t
otally

 wired
’ 

collec
tive s

tate o
f mind

 may b
e sign

ificant
ly 

instit
utiona

l.

 
Turato

’s per
format

ive pr
actice

 draws
 on 

her pu
nk-mus

ic bac
kgroun

d as we
ll as h

er stu
dies 

in typ
ograph

y at t
he Wer

kplaat
s Typo

grafie 
in 

Arnhem
. With

 her r
ecent 

perfor
mances

 she h
as 

create
d verb

al dis
tillat

ions o
f inte

rnet-a
ge 

langua
ge, sh

aring 
the co

llecte
d self

-chatt
er 

in ag
gressi

vely r
elentl

ess m
onolog

ues. H
er 

affect
ed rhy

thms a
nd rec

itativ
e-styl

e deli
very 

serve 
to cre

ate a 
critic

al dis
tance 

betwee
n 

the ar
tist a

nd her
 seemi

ngly a
utobio

graphi
cal 

accoun
ts. Tu

rato d
ocumen

ts eac
h perf

ormanc
e 

with t
ext-ba

sed vi
deos t

hat ca
pture 

the ca
f-

feinat
ed ess

ence o
f her 

work.

 
The vi

ewer w
ho app

roache
s Nora

 Turat
o’s 

work f
rom th

e comf
orting

ly-fam
iliar 

outsid
er 

perspe
ctive 

of the
 voyeu

r may 
find th

eir fe
ath-

ers ru
ffled a

nd the
ir ide

ntity 
confro

nted. 
The 

reflect
ed obj

ects a
nd sen

timent
s may 

be clo
ser 

than t
hey ap

pear, 
drawin

g out 
unreco

gnised
 

misogy
nies a

nd oth
er ani

mositi
es.

 
Born 

in Croati
a but based 

in the 

Nether
lands 

for th
e past

 ten 
years,

 Turat
o 

follow
ed Gra

phic D
esign 

at Ams
terdam

’s Ger
rit 

Rietve
ld Aca

demie,
 befor

e goin
g on 

to stu
dy 

Typogr
aphy a

t the 
Werkpl

aats T
ypogra

pie in
 

Arnhem
. She 

held a
 two-y

ear re
sidenc

y at t
he 

Rijksa
cademi

e in 
Amster

dam fr
om 201

7 unti
l 

2018. 
In add

ition 
to exh

ibitin
g her 

work a
s 

part o
f grou

p show
s acro

ss Eur
ope an

d the 
USA, 

Turato
 has e

xhibit
ed sol

o in n
umerou

s Euro
pean 

countr
ies, i

ncludi
ng in 

Italy 
at las

t summ
er’s 

Manife
sta 12

 in Pa
lermo.
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I’m reading The Cut, on Deciem CEO Brandon Truaxe’s 
psychotic breakdowns posted live on his Instagram 
Feed and in the next browser have New York’s Sex Di-
aries open. Thank you Nora. But that’s not all, I’m also 
looking for corrective bikinis, new glasses, a not too 
boutiquish Spanish hotel, a cheap flight to Dubai, where 
I can get my new face cleanser, cheaper and at How 
To Get The Most Out Of Your Next Coaching Session. 
I’ve got Nora’s script the good, the bad and the viscose 
(2019, 25’) – of her most recent performance – open 
and am switching back and forth between it and my 
browsers… About halfway into the script of she writes: 

 she prefers thank you over sorry
 I stop all searches there.

Imagine that. Consistently choosing thank you instead 
using sorry – what would it entail, what are the conse-
quences? Should I try it? I promise myself to contem-
plate that later while I pull out Bret Easton Ellis’s novel 
Glamorama from my shelves, lay it on my glass desk 
and then decide to google it instead of go through the 
actual book. And even though I have to admit that my 
bedside table now holds very different literature (The 
Seven Spiritual Laws Of Success by Deepak Chopra, 
The 7 Habits Of Highly Effective People by Stephen 
R. Covey, 21 Lessons For The 21st Century by Yuval 
Noah Harari). I have to think about Victor, poor Victor 
who finds himself in the quake of his hazardous media 
centered life unable to stop the rush of the trivial, the 
transitory where pseudofamous looks and acts the 
same as famous. And maybe that’s the difference be-
tween 1998 and 2019: there IS no difference anymore 
between pseudo and non-pseudo, there is no need 
for capitulation; to speak with Harari: we’re beyond the 
“global stories” we’re in the “Trump moment” hand in 
hand with the Brexit period. We’re in the land of the 
deep fake nihilism. But still…
 Ellis, through his portrayal of dizzy Victor, 
touches on things (issues? concerns?) Nora – too – de-
picts: morality, materialism, agency, accountability. The 
question is: is she attempting, as Ellis may have been 
endeavoring in Glamorama, to write a cautionary tale?

 Maybe…Maybe.
 She says: be polite but terse

A polite but terse rant, elongated complaint, revelatory 
monologue, disjointed sermon–hers is like that voice 
in your head–sometimes loud and sometimes so feint 
you manage to forget it–but it’s always there. It’s al-
ways computing the morning obstacles, the tweets, the 
feeds, the lateness, the constant rush rush rush against 

the clock, the worry, the pants bought a size too small 
in the hopes the diet, the workout, the detox would (fi-
nally) work, the face cream decisions (this time natural), 
the promise to the city, the planet, to your/all abstract 
children that you WILL bring the plastic to the plastic 
containers, you will bike not drive, you will go to bed 
on time, you will read, you will want to have sex 5 no 6 
times a week, you will learn to meditate, you will smile 
more, listen more, you will wish people good things 
(even silently–thank you Deepak Chopra) you will be-
come highly successful, you will become very thin, you 
will be strong and healthy and strong and understand-
ing and calm and balanced and funny and smart and 
ecologically concerned, and a friend, a good friend.
 Think Andrea Fraser fast-forward, Gena Row-
lands on crack, what Brad Troemel meant when he 
called his generation (the millennials) Athletic Aes-
thetes. In a flow, in an avalanche, Nora pitches us jet 
streams of words, which we can grab onto and suck up. 
On which to throw acidic mental enzymes fast enough 
before the next appears.
 I should mention that Turato’s practice does 
not only comprise performance. There are objects, 
‘props’–like the piece i’m happy to own my implicit bi-
ases (2018), seen here at the beursschouwberg–that 
are sometimes involved in her live performances (piec-
es that suggest and function as furniture or space 
dividers; and, of course, carefully selected clothing); 
she also creates flat graphic works that depict chosen 
pieces of writing–quotes from her written narratives; as 
well as the odd silk scarf. Her video works are separate 
pieces and mirror her performances in terms of sheer 
power. They translate her writings into full-screen 
droning, purring, twirking ‘subtitles’.
 During her performances, she stands (often) 
with a large plastic water bottle in one hand, in an outfit 
we’d all love to wear, and speaks to the audience, to 
the air between she and them, quick, quicker and then 
slow. Sometimes she sings, shakily, sometimes high 
pitched, out of breath, she yells at us, to herself, she 
mutters, she paces, she stops, gulps water, looks into 
the eyes of viewers. She makes us laugh. She accuses. 
She is, in a word, the Very Present Tense.

 She says: It feels like the end of the world is 
 near but not near enough
 She says: You need to learn shame to be a  
 performer

Thank you Nora Turato.

Maxine Kopsa

“The better you look, the more you see.”


