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"Come to Life," Aida Ruilova's exhibit ion of short videos,

opens with the forty-five-second funing, (all works 2002)

a single shot of Ruilova on an ornate sofa next to an

elderly gentleman. While guitar feedback drones, the
image comes slowly into focus, revealing the art ist and

her seatmate looking as st i f f ly symbiotic as a couple in a

Gainsborough. The gentleman is French drrector Jean

Rollin, responsible for such films as Le Viol de Vampire
(Rape of the Vampire), 1968, la Vampire Nue (Naked

Vampire), 1969, and Requiem pour un Vampire (Virgins

and Vampires), 1971; and we understand that Ruilova's
videos wil l  traverse the same queasy register as Roll in's
movies, shutt l ing back and forth between r isible Goth

excess and moments of uncanny disquiet. The other f ive

videos, which range in length. from fourteen to forty-one

seconds, resemble outtakes from slasher f l icks of the
'70s; but Ruilova's edit ing iechnique of repeti t ion and
montagelike cross-cutt ing reduces the material into the

spl i t-second histr ionics that contain so much of the
horror in horror movies: a young gid crouched in a

stairwell  or looking over her shoulder with a start;  the

sound of someone gasping with what might be either
pleasure br fear. Sound is key in al l  of Ruilova's work,

and here, sampled and layered bits of dialogue and

ambient notse create an eerie rondelet that jumps from

one video to another as they play sequential ly. Ruilova
was a member of the band Alva before she began
making vrsual art,  and her preoccupation with pop

music-with i ts spectacle and sexual pol i t ics as well  as
its formal possibi l i t ies-is threaded through the show. ln

Come Hore, a tal l  young man stalks through a sort of
desiccated conservatory, snarl ing at the viewer'  ln one
shot he r ises from a supine posit ion, arms thrust out In

the classic gesture of a mummy waking from the dead
His gold-spangled mil i tary lacket and cock-rock facial
expressions seem to rndicate that this monster is a rock

star-or at least thinks he ts

funing,2002

-Elizabeth Schantbelan


