


CONCORDIA DISCORS or the art of subtle balance

When he claimed that conflict was the father of everything, Heraclitus had all the clunky style of a drunk leaning on a bar, 
offering an aphorism. He was being less than eloquent. More than just the father, conflict is also mother, child and descendants. 
All that exists is divided; a being’s elements oppose and overlap each other. The conflicted nature of being is immediately 
apparent when considered up close, within the most common existence. The distinction between the familiar and the foreign is 
the essence of the everyday. Everything that becomes part of the everyday over a lifetime enters this fundamental tension and 
tries, in vain, to escape it. In other words, this struggle is a sign of an internal conflict between openness to the world and the 
preservation of the self. 

Without the strange – meaning, the absolute other, the unknown, the limitless, the immeasurable – everyday existence would 
have no meaning. But it would be even more meaningless if it didn’t make the effort to domesticate this imported aspect of 
being and gradually assimilate it into familiarity. That is to say, the everyday defines the conflict that it wages against original 
strangeness in order to pacify it. This truth, which hides in the hustle and routines of the everyday, reflects the polemical aspect of 
existence. Because human existence – in so far as it is not a single, ecstatic relationship with the world, but an effort to preserve 
itself at the least possible expense – affirms itself by reacting defensively to the Open. And that is because this strange deviation 
from the animal kingdom that is human life becomes everyday when it comes down to the question of survival. The necessity 
of self-preservation leads people to arrange their world into an everyday form. Existential ecstasy is transformed into redeeming 
poetic stanzas to make it part of everyday life. This in turn ensures human life, guaranteeing the perseverance of things as they 
are, to some degree, in the process. Whatever reaches beyond the basic question of the perseverance of human beings also 
transcends the everydayness of their world – although this is only possible because the question of perseverance over time has 

already been dealt with. Mankind continually reaches beyond their everyday life, but only through that very everyday life, with 
religion, art, philosophy, politics … all the things that we value gain traction on a backdrop of everydayness that is repelled and 
nurtured at the same time. In light of the problematic nature of its perseverance, human life in all its torments and joys, fears 
and reprieves is, to put it in flatly psychological and moral terms, led by a maniacal desire to adapt – a kind of uninhibited, 
unscrupulous opportunism. 

Yet from one moment to the next, this perseverance demands that open-ended possibilities be cut off to a certain extent. The 
continuous nature of everyday being is achieved by reducing possibilities, making it restrictive and repressive. If the “power to 
be otherwise” is not inhibited, a being cannot be an effective entity. Human everyday life stands for this restrictive prohibition 
of possibility, above all else. Ordinary effectiveness requires an imagined immolation of substitute unrealities. This is the origin 
of the everyday resentment of everyday life: life in the present is accused, fairly enough, of limiting the possibilities of being. An 
archetype of ontological stunting, habit comprises daily activities that preserve and consolidate the state of things as they are 
and reject future possibilities in favour of what has been effective in the past. The tension between the familiar and the strange, 
between what is present at hand and what is distant, simultaneously nourishes everyday life and makes it hell – yet this tension 
also harbours multiple possibilities.  

That is what I see in the vision behind Nathalie Bujold’s works, in her very particular way of weaving together the known and 
the unknown, of stitching together these pieces like an electronic billboard gone mad, taking reassuring, familiar images and 
splicing them into abrupt, fragmenting intrusions that sweep the viewer off to other places. The archaic (cords, threads, knitting) 
is mixed in with the digital in three-dimensional works such as Aller-retour dans l’inconnu qui attend à pied d’œuvre that are 
like Penelope’s continually woven and picked apart shroud; a day-to-day rhythm that creates and cancels; the daily alternation 

of day and night; an affirmation and a negation; a Retour sans repos ni halte to cite another of her works. Connected by a visual 
and sonar mosaic of mimetic content and complex, woven technique, the hypnotic effect of these scrolling images owes a great 
deal to the subtle nature of the dosage. We are jolted by these kaleidoscope images that refer to the known, and the unexpected 
way they are reordered into surprising grids. This is Optical art, but it is substantiated by its reference to the leftovers of present 
day reality that go beyond abstract form. It is a disconcerting mix, then, of the formal and the real, stirred together in the same 
pot, that casts aside routine (walls, bridge, furniture, cities, forests, even cats, everything we perceive as being essentially human, 
even videos) and weighs it all down again in a three-dimensional model. Formalist and realist, pure and impure, abstract and 
figurative – everything is based on the art of composing images and sounds, movements and frames, grids and moving parts.

It shouldn’t surprise us however if, aside from works that represent it, we ceaselessly denigrate our own current lives. Denouncing 
everyday life is one of our favourite daily pastimes: there’s too much of this, not enough of that. We are never satisfied with 
it, we look for every way possible to escape it. (Unfortunately, for many escape is limited to this complaining.) One might 
ponder over how we masochistically prey on the everyday and all that characterizes it (its spectacular ongoing sublimation is 
not a real reprieve), deploring its pathetic nature, its unpleasant, humiliating tasks, its animal, mind-numbing necessities. But 
isn’t this continual denigration even more pitiful than what it derides? For over two centuries we’ve known perfectly well that 
this general scorn flourishes where there is servile attachment to humdrum everyday existence. The man who has it in for his 
everyday existence is often the one who, urged on by an archaic fear, grasps onto it with both hands, and then consoles himself 
by retreating back to his familiar, unchanged environment. Here, the one who scorns the everyday is in the same paradoxical 
situation as Kant’s dove, who, complaining that air resistance is slowing her down, fails to realize that it is what holds her up 
and allows her to fly. We can’t stand the very thing that keeps us standing. It seems we simply cannot accept what we need, and, 
since we’re not going to rid ourselves of everything we need once and forever, it pleases us to think of it all as merely incidental. 

We should, however, think twice before criticizing the everyday as grey, dreary and repetitive, because in the shadows this grey 
monotony is what ensures our self-preservation and allows us to lash out at it. Isn’t our everyday life all that is left of all that is 
prehistoric, primitive and uncivilized  in us? Doesn’t our habitual way of life contain within it some surviving ancestral gestures 
that were never raised and shaped by culture?

But in Nathalie Bujold’s work there is no such resentment, there’s not even an ounce of doubt. She is totally implicated in the 
dynamic of the everyday. Weaving together ancient gestures and hyper modern techniques with her art, she tries to represent the 
composite nature of all things, the seen and the unseen. Because everything that surrounds us, from objects to elements, from 
people to events, is never any more than a complex mix that our day-to-day way of looking at things simplifies. However, in 
this seemingly shared banality (a boat cruise, or a walk in the forest), Nathalie Bujold’s art is apt to uncover the subtle warp and 
weft that, from one instant to the next, gives expression to opposites. The permanent conflict that Heraclitus spoke of, which 
from one moment to the next finds its balance in the work, is ceaselessly at its breaking point, and is ceaselessly taken up and re-
stabilized again. Concordia discors, agreement in discord, the harmony of opposites, the formal and the realistic, the geometric 
and vital, the fragmented and the whole: this is what I see and appreciate in these videos that intertwine things that do not, yet 
clearly do, go together.
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