
 

MONTENEGRO



DAY 18  — three transitional stories

1. 

To take a bus to Montenegro, you have to wait in Rruga Teuta in front of a hotel.  
The bus is late, it's the norm here, since all the connections are provided by private 
carriers. On the sidewalk, a woman is sitting, begging for money. A little further, her son, 
in his twenties, an idiot in the sense of Lars von Trier, showers the dogs with caresses 
and hugs. It's ten o'clock, it's already thirty-two degrees. Tourists begin to crowd, ticket 
in hand, on the sidewalk, in the shade, looking for the slightest sign that would seem to 
confirm the correct position. The bus is already half an hour late, it's the woman who 
informs everyone, with the help of a few words of English. Meanwhile, elderly men try to 
herd impatient tourists back to their cars, offering the ride to Montenegro for the same 
price, four people per car. After an hour, the woman stands up, looks at the horizon,  
and announces to the Canadians, the French, the Germans, etc. the imminent arrival of  
the bus. Relief. The bus parks, the door opens. The woman rushes to yell at the driver.  
The non-existent public service is provided here by a beggar on the sidewalk. The driver 
slips her some coins. The mushroom of the end of the world, according to Anna Tsing. 



2. 

At the Montenegro border, the police get on the bus to check passports. It's better for 
everyone, you don't have to get off, says the driver in English. Gradually, the passports 
are returned. The driver shouts: Canada! Portuguese! and the hands rise to retrieve the 
precious sesame. Then the policeman disappears. He comes back and shouts: India!  
A row in front of us, a young couple, in their twenties, rushes in, unsurprisingly. In their 
hands, residence permits, one for Belgium, the other domiciled in a university residence 
in Villeneuve d'Ascq, the Lille metropolis, in France. After ten minutes, they return, 
relieved. One more border crossed. 

3. 

We walk up Svetog Petra Cetinjskog Boulevard towards the Orthodox Cathedral of  
the Resurrection of Christ. At each intersection, although the traffic lights are working, 
policemen whistle, stop traffic, regulate traffic, without apparent consistency. Suddenly,  
a police car appears, followed by two trucks without trailers. The caravan is made up  
of several cars whose passengers wave, proudly, as if it were a wedding, gigantic Serbian 
flags, as well as the Serbian cross, white on a red background. The far right got ahead 
of us and parked in the church parking lot. On many walls of the city, the tag "Varvari 
1987", a rallying sign of the ultra supporters of the Podgorica team. 





 

Podgorica seems deserted. Overwhelmed by the 
heat, it was emptied of most of its inhabitants who 
left for the coast, towards the very touristy Budva 
and Kotor, in the extension of Croatia. Our host 
warns us on arrival: "here, there is not much to see. 
Only one museum". 

As the evening begins, as the sun ceases to 
torment the bodies that venture onto the tarmac, 
as the shadow gradually covers our steps, we glide 
through the cobbled and silent streets of Stara 
Varoš (the old town). We go back from one mosque 
to another in the direction of the Center for 
Contemporary Art. In the street, three children are 
playing on the sidewalk. An old shirtless man 
waters the ground by slipping his hand under the 
jet of a fountain. Perhaps the common image of 
this summer. 

At the end of the old town, on the edge of the 
Morača river, which only flows in half of its bed,  
the remains of the ramparts serve as a backdrop 
for a theater built in the open air. For a few 
moments, images of rehearsal arise, not from  
the past, but from the future that awaits us,  
when we begin to shape these experiences,  
to dance the paradox of conflict, soon, and 
impatience wins over us. 

On the shore, at the foot of the old bridge over 
the Ribnica River, which no longer flows, children 
are swimming or kayaking. 

DAY 19  — the monument of the past



 

We cross. Centar savremene umjetnosti Crne Gore  
is located in the Pale Pink Palace built by Nikola I. 
Inside, we are the only visitors to Igor Bošnjak's 
exhibition. Only one team takes pictures of the 
different rooms of the exhibition. Igor Bošnjak 
proposes a crossing of images taken by drones  
in black and white of various socialist monuments  
of Bosnia-Herzegovia. I remember the incredible work  
of Laszlo Juhasz on his label Inexhaustible Editions, 
met last summer in Ljubljana, thanks to Quentin 
Conrate, who records solos inside these now 
abandoned and empty ancient monuments, becoming 
strange, temporary and futuristic recording studios. 

In a video, the artist says:  

"we don't act based on the past but on the 
image we have of the past." 

May this first image of Mélodie on the deserted stage 
of an open-air theater in Podgorica be the foundation 
of the future show which will be born next December. 

https://www.facebook.com/CSUCG/
https://www.facebook.com/juhaszles
http://www.apple.com/fr/
https://www.facebook.com/quentin.conrate.1
https://www.facebook.com/quentin.conrate.1


 



 



It's lost in advance. The city of Budva takes shape 
from the heights. Huge buildings, hotels of all kinds, 
on dozens of floors, the Adriatic coast transformed 
into a gigantic summer stress relief for those who 
reach its shores. After the plains and the deserted 
mountains, the bus slows down, queues, to go down 
to the city center. In the bay, jet skis, parasailing, 
yachts. 

Further north, it joins the famous Mouths of Kotor.  
We cannot remain indifferent. This fjord at 34°C,  
the sea which rushes between the mountains,  
and caresses a Venetian city, there is something  
to imagine everything. Kotor even has its carnival, 
which circulates between the car-free alleys of the 
old town, between the air-conditioned currents of 
dozens of stalls equally Venetian. 

It is another world that arises. Tourists from 
everywhere, massed in a narrow labyrinth, threading 
pizzas, pastas, ice creams, and Spritz as soon as 
possible, as if the whole world had died out and 
that here, paradise had opened its doors. In the 
bay, a cruise ship sits higher than the Orthodox 
church. Everything is mixed up.  

From Pristina, we traveled only by bus. Not just by 
choice, but because there is hardly any other 
alternative here. We could fly between Pristina and 
Skopje, or Skopje and Tirana, but for 300 kilometers, 
that seems really ridiculous. Our trips average two 
to three hours so far. This shows how the Balkans 
are a territory in itself. There is no shortage of 
young people with backpacks. 

To extricate yourself in nature, by means of a 
vertiginous hike, towards the top of the fortresses, 
you have to pay an entrance fee of 8 euros. 
And we remember that soon, it will be necessary  
to both book and pay for entry into Venice. 

We are gradually entering an era where the world  
is the museum. It already contains within itself the 
ruins, the fragments, the relics of what will soon no 
longer exist. The liner may be overturned in the bay, 
as if swallowed up; the fortress will crumble on its 
buttresses; tourists won't come here anymore. 
A Venetian mask will float over the remains, 
one last smile, before the end. 

DAY 20  — the paradise's cost 
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