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In the labyrinth

The border, as Claudio Magris said, is an idol at whose altar many lives have been sacrificed. Borders
define an inside and out, one of them us and one of them the other. There are many types of border:
physical, political, cultural and even psychological. A border creates an interior space which seeks to be
homogenous and purposely different from the outside one. Frontiers are also invisible barriers which
come between people, even in personal relationships. We live in a time of flows: of the permanent and
potentially unlimited movement of people, goods, money and ideas. And, nonetheless, we talk about
borders more than ever. Governments find it easy to respond to any conflict — bloody or otherwise — by
building or reinforcing borders, even though they know that it will be increasingly difficult to lock the
door.

We are at a time of change between old and obsolete certainties and new references to be
discovered. The physical, political, cultural, ideological, psychological and spiritual demarcation lines are
on the move and the world is a choppy sea. The fall of a physical border doesn’t automatically mean
overcoming psychological and cultural barriers. At the same time, borders are constantly being built
which are difficult to mark out physically but have an undeniable social efficiency (or perhaps this isn’t
the meaning of the discourse of the clash of civilisations?). In any case, the convenience of homogenous
spaces, bounded by a single large border and with internal divisions, which under no circumstances
questioned the unity of the national framework, is passing into history.

Any individual identity is a small space protected by physical and mental forms which separate us
from the other to make us into an autonomous subject. Using these as a starting point, with the
interplay between passions and interests, we emerge from ourselves and establish interrelations with
others. Personal pronouns remind us of this in each sentence. The same thing happens in the collective
sphere. And in this regard, Zygmunt Bauman is right to present the border as the third element between
cultural diversity and the unity of the human species. The border is exclusive, but it is also constructive.

Borders rise and fall. Today they close, tomorrow they open. It is this interplay between the
apparent regulation of flows which won’t prevent a growing global interrelation.

This exhibition looks at borders by exploring the edge territories which, in some way, express the
contradictions of a world that moves between hypercommunication and deep fractures. The more we
join together, the more labyrinthine the world becomes.
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