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Artist Statement

In culture we label anything erotic
as pornography. Balkan Erotic Epic is the
most ambitious work in my career.

This gives me the chance to go back
to my slavic roots and culture,
look back to ancient rituals and deal
with sexuality, in relation to the
universe and the unanswered questions
of our existence.

Through this project I would like
to show poetry, desperation, pain, hope,
suffering and reflect our own mortality.
It is not pornography, it is humanity.

Marina AbramovicC



Dear Delegates, Students, Heroes and Cowards:
Great people are bred only of a great society.

Marina Abramovié¢ was thus conceived when a field-
worker’s sickle struck the Southern Branch of the
fertile Carpathian Mountains. Nine months later, on
the 30th of November 1946, Danica Rosi¢, model citizen
and decorated officer of the Yugoslav People’s Army,
effortlessly pushed the infant Abramovi¢ from her
body and into the greater body - of our mighty Danube
River.

Forged from honest work and buxom topography, the
newborn proved immediately self-reliant. She swam to
shore before lifting her head and, unlike mindless
infants, did not cry. Father Vojo Abramovié¢ was
pleased to pass his family name to an infant of
sufficient character.

Hero partisans of The Great Patriotic War, Danica

and Vojo had met years prior on a popular dating

site: the battlefield. Their shared interests included 9
survival and bitter argument. So as not to spoil their
cherished daughter, they did not inform her the war

had ended before her birth. By age five, the young
Abramovi¢ could assemble a PTRD-41 Soviet anti-tank

rifle blindfolded. Her favourite childhood game was

Young Marina, Belgrade, 1951
T

- 4 ‘air raid’, wherein Danica would time how quickly the

young guerilla could black out the windows of their
State-appointed flat. Abramovic¢ still warmly remembers
her mother’s frequent words of encouragement:

“Bad job”.

When sleep was slovenly, Danica would wake Young
Abramovié¢ to tidy her bed. When the girl visited
dentists, Danica bribed them to ask her sensitive
information during examination. This was a test of
fortitude under duress. Young Abramovic¢ passed with
distinction. But life was not all work! To relax, Vojo
taught the girl how to divert armed fascists while
atop a white horse. He also demonstrated sleeping with
a gun under the pillow and keeping one eye open.
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AbramovicC devoted the rest
of her life - artistic and other-
wise - to changing the speed
with which time moves.

Marina's father Vojo Abramovi¢
and Young Marina, Belgrade, 1950

On special occasions, he took her
to mass rallies and exhilarating
political addresses.

At home, Young Abramovic¢ delighted
company with verbatim recitations
of Tito’s speech at the 5th
Congress of the Communist Party of Yugoslavia,
daringly announcing Yugoslavia’s independence from
Stalin. Long live liberty from all moustachioed
oppressors!

Parents, take note of this exemplary child-rearing and
see the militant discipline which now resides in our
flerce daughter of the Balkans.

Like all happy children of exemplary societies,
Abramovi¢ enjoyed one annual pleasure: the celebration
of Republic Day every 29th November - marking, of
course, the establishment of the postwar Yugoslav
Republic. Danica told the still-impressionable
Abramovi¢ it was also her birthday. What honour to

be born on such a day! Children born on the 29th were
treated to candies from Tito himself. And did Tito
treat Little Abramovi¢ to candy? No.

Did Danica? No. Because Abramovic’s
birthday was actually on the 30th?
No. Because her mother was not a
fool.

Danica told the girl that she
received no sweets because she,
the young Abramovié, was unworthy
of public reward. “Try harder next
time,” said Danica. And try she
did! Abramovi¢ was wrong not to be
born on the 29th. As penance, she
devoted the rest of her life - artistic and otherwise
- to changing the speed with which time moves.

You see, children: a collective lie stands superior
to selfish truth. Well-applied shame stirs patriotism
in the breast. You see that Danica generously gave

Marina’s parents, Vojo and Danica
Abramovic, Belgrade circa 1945

her daughter a lifelong gift:
willpower. Strength tastes better
than sweetness. Open wide.

Question: Did the enemy try?
Answer: The enemy always tries.

Remember that the enemy often takes
the shape of a trusted figure.

And what have we learned about
trust? There is only one correct
answer.

At her very own kitchen table, the
young Abramovi¢ was subject to
subversive forces: her maternal
grandmother, Anka Rosi¢, a

woman of religious orthodoxy and
superstition. A woman who hated
Communism. A woman who dared baptise the infant in a
secret ceremony at a church. A dangerous woman, who
polluted our hero with mysticism, ritual, superstition
and love offered without conditions, in the manner of
The Great Imperialist. If Abramovié¢ shows proclivity
towards Western perversions in her artworks - towards
spiritual mystery and immoralities of body and soul -
we can blame the concentrated efforts of this woman,
whose cushiony embrace threatened to soften our
daughter’s resolve.

Danica, who smartly led Belgrade’s Museum of Art

and the Revolution under Tito, launched a healthy
counteroffensive. Seeing her daughter’s proclivity
towards art as a Higher Calling, Danica enforced a
strict regimen of opera, literature and classical
art, which we see at the core of Abramovic¢’s current
practice. The Mother also enforced a very reasonable
curfew of 1@0pm, which Young Abramovi¢ (up to age 29)
observed even when engaging in her early Performance
Art, surpassing the limits of the body (nude and
otherwise), sharing the energy of the public
(sometimes shocked), and stretching the elasticity of
societal norms. It was in Yugoslavia, between the years

I



TOday we applaud the artiSt This metaphor, and this biography,

inform The Artist’s oeuvre, which

Abramovic for her pre- . o :

... emphasises spiritual, internal
ternatural dlSCII)hne’ COIltI'Ol strength, endurance and flexibility.
and relationship with the But let us not forget the valuable
collective Spirit. lessons of PHYSICAL STRENGTH and

PAIN, as well.

Marina, we - the public - are

watching you. Your work is
predicated on our mutual surveillance. In your still,
meditative works, which require no aggressive acts or
harm, we see the greatest feats and struggles (see:
Nightsea Crossing, The House with the Ocean View,
The Artist Is Present). Good. Never forget that storms
brew in calm waters.

Today, we applaud The Artist Abramovi¢ for her
preternatural discipline, control and relationship
with the collective spirit. We acknowledge that she
draws power from a natural surplus of Iron Ore and
Tenacity. Yet we still sniff nuance in our Nation’s
Daughter, and a stubborn respect for superstition,
folklore, paganism, humour and the wax and wane of
fallible human emotion.

Fromlefttoright: JovankaBroz, — of 1970-1975, that Young Abramovi¢ lost consciousness
Tito and Marina’s father Vojo

Abramovié during an annual inside a burning Communist Star (Rhythm 5), repeatedly As the saying goes, you can take a girl out of
partisanmeeting, Belgrade, 1965 g apbed the spaces between her fingers - and sometimes a Socialist Federal Republic, but you can never
missed - using 20 knives (Rhythm 169), and publicly dismantle the union of her paradoxes. It may well
altered her physical state with drugs intended for be the beauty of her work - as a reflection of life’s
catatonic and violent patients (Rhythm 2). conflicts, desires and absurdities. But we are not
Marina's father, Vojo Abramovid, the laughing type. Perhaps Danica should have
You see that even in her early works, The Artist’s onLiberation Day, Belgrade, 1944 enforced an earlier curfew. We will be submitting

&

Pioneering Will unwelded social and corporal limits RE
and engaged with metaphysics. o

Ve, TIREE s this biography to the proper
Ry . L | authorities.

Despite her mother’s greatest efforts, despite the Delegate #112 Katya Tylevich
National Ethic imparted to her, the young Abramovic
still sought freedom. In 1976, The Artist found
artistic and romantic fulfilment in Amsterdam and
left Yugoslavia, a place which no longer exists, a
territory wounded by history’s minefields. In this
way, The Artist’s past is ‘immaterial’ - an idea

unconfined by physical parameters, a painful memory.
Allimages courtesy of the Marina Abramovic¢ archive




Balkan Erotic

Epic

The 13 acts you experience in Balkan Erotic Epic come from the
mind of Marina Abramovic. Together they boldly explore sex, life
and death. Bodies and sexual organs - the origins of life - are the
subjects of ritual and celebration. Balkan myth and history circle
one another. We start in 1980s Yugoslavia, travelling back through
centuries of traditions, tales, folkore.

Tito’s Funeral

Magic Potions

Fucking the Ground / Fertility Rites
Scaring the Gods to Stop the Rain
Sunbathing the Corpse
Ancestor’s Dance

Massaging the Breast / Orgy
Knife Dance

The Kafana Complex

Deaf Dance

Black Wedding

Wedding Rituals

Slavic Soul /
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Welcome to Kraftzentrale. This is your gateway into the world of
Balkan Erotic Epic. A live overture begins - a group of musicians
playing a mixture of brass and traditional Balkan instruments move
through the space. They invite you into the performance world, guided
by Maria Stamenkovi¢ Herranz (MSH) in the function of Marina
Abramovic’s strict communist mother, Danica. Follow them.

Tito's Funeral

You are witness to the funeral lament for
Josip Broz Tito - the leader of Communist
Yugoslavia who led the partisan resistance
against the Nazis in World War ll, then ruled
as president for 35 years. A singer Svetlana
Spaiji¢ appears in a monumental gown - apt
for a state funeral - performing the lament
continuously for four hours. Also note Danica
Abramovi¢, mother of Marina and former
head of the Museum of Art and the Revolution
in Belgrade, laying a bouquet and saluting
Tito - the embodiment of stiff conservatism.
Hired mourners frame them, pounding their
chests rhythmically, drawing on the Balkan
tradition of the narikace — women who were
paid to go to a funeral and express grief in an
exaggerated way. You learn that death here
does not go quietly.

Magic Potions

Find Elke Luyten, our scientist, historian and
trusty narrator. Or are they? Who decides
what’s myth and what's history anyway? Elke
has many magic potions - rituals and recipes
passed down the generations, tonics for love,
war and life. If you're worried about keeping
your lover, Elke may have a recipe just for you.
Listen attentively.

Fucking the Ground /
Fertility Rites

What it says on the tin. Five performers hump
the ground. Based on aritual performed when
the crops were failing it asks, why not use the
most natural fertiliser available? Historically,
lives and livelihoods depended on the earth
being fertile; Fertility Rites simply reflects this
reliance on nature and its rhythms.

Scaring the Gods to
Stop the Rain

The crops are in danger - this time it's from
the threat of heavy rain. A group of perform-
ers repeatedly flash their vaginas at the
ground and the sky, invoking an ancient ritual

to scare the gods into halting all precipitation.

Punctuated by falling rain, this act transforms
the body into a divine weapon. What does
this tell us about the power of a woman’s
body in Balkan mythology - in life?

Sunbathing the Corpse

A body is exhumed and exalted in the sun-
light, before being buried away again. Until
the 19th century, the custom of reopening
graves was practised three, five, or seven
years after burial throughout the Balkan-Da-
nubian region. Mourners would take out the
bones of corpses, wash them, wrap themin
new linen and reinter them. In Eastern Serbia,
this treatment was sometimes given to those
who died very young - aritual to grant the
deceased a second life. In the world of Balkan
Erotic Epic, mannequins hoisted high up

on plinths get their last moment in the sun.
Honour them.

Ancestor’s Dance

Peer through a viewpoint at a winter scene
with three performers in traditional Balkan
costume. Snow falls around them, bells clang.
Shepherds wore such bells when putting
their sheep out to ward off evil curses - they
also symbolise chasing away the winter and
celebrating the changing of the seasons. You

watch the ancestors in the afterlife - you
feel their presence, hear their rhythms - but
they're unreachable. Ancestor's Dance
acknowledges the strong threads in Balkan
culture that bind people to those who came
before.

Massaging the Breast / Orgy

Over gravestones, performers massage their
breasts and dance with skeletons. They are
women of all ages mourning their husbands
- lost to war, to disease, to labour, to age.
The souls of their dead husbands tell them
that their arms are rotten, they can’t hold
them anymore - they should go home, kiss
the cross and simply remember them. One
woman, austere-looking in military dress,
stands aside watching the women who have
lost themselves wholly to desire and grief,
sex and death. Is that Danica Abramovic¢
taking notes?

Allimages: Marco Anelli
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18 Knife Dance

You are suddenly confronted by pairs of
performers in glittering costume enacting a
traditional Balkan knife dance. The dancers
are Balkan sworn virgins or burrnesha — wom-
en who swear to a life of chastity and to play
the role of a man in their family. Practiced in
northern Albania, Kosovo and Montenegro,

in the past, becoming a burrnesha allowed
women to enjoy the privileges of being a

man in Balkan society - to act as head of the
household, dress as men do, take on work tra-
ditionally open only to men and move more
freely in social situations. But some women
became burrnesha through another necessity
- taking on the role of a man in their family,
when the other men in the family were killed.

The Kafana Complex

The Kafana Complex is a Balkan-style café-
bar. The beating heart of any Balkan town or
village, traditionally the Kafana falls some-
where between a pub, restaurant, music ven-
ue and public living room. Serving up a slice

of Balkan realism, witness a performance by
opera singer Aleksandar Timoti¢. Celebrate or
mourn alongside Tito’s widow Jovanka Broz.
Watch as Danica Abramovi¢ embraces the
spirit of the Kafana, finding a release in

Balkan Erotic Epic that she never found in life.
Dotted with traditional violin performances,
the Kafana is where life’'s moments, great and
small, are mulled over and celebrated.

Deaf Dance

Pairings of men and women stomp across

the roof of the Kafana in a traditional circle
dance that reverberates around the space.
The spectacle is known as Kolo - a folk dance
performed at social, cultural and religious
ceremonies in the Balkans. Echoing the tra-
ditional dances of Balkan weddings, funerals
and festivals, Deaf Dance is a reminder that
dance can honour all occasions — and thatin
the Balkans, joy and grief share a similar beat.

Allimages: Marco Anelli

Black Wedding

An opera singer Dragana Jovanovi¢ - draped
in a beautiful blue gown - sings a funeral
lament while couples perform a traditional
dance. In the Vlach Community of Eastern
Serbia, a black wedding takes place when
ayoung, unmarried man dies. Aritualis
performed during the young man’s funeral -
‘marrying’ him symbolically to a young wom-
an. Here, the bride wears a striking red gown
and watches the dance from above. Fusing
two vastly different rites - those of marriage
and death - a black wedding emphasises
Vlach folk beliefs that death is a continua-
tion of life in another form. The young manis
still considered an important member of the
community, even after transitioning from the
world of the living to that of the dead. In the
Black Wed(diing of Balkan Erotic Epic, pivotal
moments in life, love and death collapse into
one ceremony.

Wedding Rituals

Abride is being prepared for her wedding
day. Milk is poured over her for four hours - a
symbol of purification and fertility. Another
bride-to-be is having traditional Balkan wed-
ding make-up applied painstakingly. Her face
is painted white with red, blue and golden
circles layered on top - gold representing the
interlocking paths of the bride and groom,
red representing fertility and blue represent-
ing a healthy and happy family. Wedding
Rituals is an act of spectacle, endurance and
transformation. Is the female body revered or
suffocated through the process?

Slavic Soul

Balkan throat singers are projected on a
screen dressed in traditional costume with
their penises exposed as they sing together
in a style known as gjkanje. In this traditional
polyphonic singing, the sound originates
deep within the throat - some scholars
believe it may have been developed as a way
for people living in rural and remote areas to
connect and communicate over long distan-
ces. Resonating across the space, Slavic Soul
embodies both virility and vulnerability.







Public attention on the Balkans waxes and
wanes, but the myth of the Balkans has
remained surprisingly constant: the idea
of a wild, mountainous land, filled with
unbridled emotion, despotic governments
and wars. To Europe’s rational ego, the
Balkans is always its messy, erotic, violent
subconsciousness - its Freudian id.

In part, this fantastical preconception has
to do with the fact that the Balkans were
long seen as the beginning of ‘the Orient’.
Most of the peninsula was ruled by the
Ottoman Empire for 500 years. Only after a
long, tumultuous process - the redrawing
of maps by great powers, the bloody wars,
the great Communist experiment - did

the Balkans birth the long list of states

we know here today: Albania, Bulgaria,
Greece, Romania and the lands of former
Yugoslavia (Bosnia and Herzegovina,
Croatia, Kosovo, Montenegro, North
Macedonia, Serbia, Slovenia).

The exoticism of the Balkans was also
long connected with its ominous magic:

the evil eye, vampires, werewolves and so
forth. Paganism here died out long ago,
but many of its customs persisted in the
mountainous landscape, where people
retreated to escape invading armies. The
Ottoman Turks, unlike European Christians,
also had quite relaxed attitudes about
their subjects’ religion (as long as they
were paying taxes) and this leniency also
allowed for a syncretic mixing of Christian,
Muslim and pagan elements.

Some of these survived for a long time. As
late as the 1980s, the Serbian ethnographer
Tatomir Vukanovié¢ could publish an article
documenting various protections that
rural people employed against witchcraft,
from rubbing their chests with garlic to
crushing eggshells into tiny pieces, so that
the witches could not use them as boats.
Growing up in Slovenia in the 1990s, even

| remember how news stations would
report the predictions of Baba Vanga - a
blind old prophetess living in the Bulgarian
mountains. By then, these news reports
could be more than a little ironic, butin

her prime, Vanga was so popular that
the Bulgarian Communist government
included her on the official state payroll.

To the outside perceptions, this
combination of (imagined) violence

and superstition provided a basis for a
coherent myth. Sometimes, as in Lord
Byron's adventures in Greece, there was
aromantic conflation of the populations
living under the Ottomans with a Hellenic
(ancient and pagan) past. Later in the
nineteenth and twentieth centuries, the
idea of the Slavic, Romanian and Albanian
Balkans provided a new source of
curiosity in the West. The English traveller-
anthropologist Edith Durham, who
frequently travelled in the region, gives

us a picture of a people with an almost
uninterrupted access to an age of myths.
Here is how she describes an Albanian
sermon she encountered in 1904:

The barbaric gaudy congregation,
the ascetic earnest young teacher,
the raucous wailing voices that
rang through the great bare church, 23
made up a poignantly impressive,
quite inexplicable whole. | gazed
upon the praying crowd and
wondered vainly what theiridea

of Christianity may be and what
old-world pre-Christian beliefs are
entangled with it.

Maria Todorova'’s seminal 1997 history,
Imagining the Balkans, gives us a brilliant
insight into how Western travellers helped
to weave the myth of the Balkans as the
mysterious and explosive land, ‘the powder
keg of Europe’. Victorian literature and
Hollywood films alike have sexified some
of the Balkan legends, though they mostly
left out their raw, rustic power, which we
find reimagined in Marina Abramovic’s
Balkan Erotic Epic. You won’t catch Bram
Stoker’s romantic Dracula having sex with
the ground to prevent a failed harvest, like
men do in this show.

And yet, the myth of the Balkans has not
only existed on the outside but provided




much fuel to the imaginations of Balkan
artists, writers and musicians. Indeed,
perhaps no one has as much fun with

the Balkan stereotypes as people from
the Balkans themselves. We find this,

for example, already in Marshal Tito’s
Yugoslavia. The government tightly
controlled freedom of expression, but the
country was much more open to Western
influences than the other Communist
states. One consequence of this was

Sometimes the
best response to
a hopeless situa-

tion is to go totally
over the top.

24 the so-called ‘Yugo rock’, the mixing of

old folkloric elements with rock’nroll.
The band Bijelo Dugme penned lyrics

like “I swear on God, soul, and on my

blue peasant blood (that | won't see

you again)”; the pop star Zdravko Colié
sang a power ballad that goes: “If Gypsy
wanderers take you away, or if terrifying
harem guards kidnap you, I'll go crazy.” All
this is a bit tongue-in-cheek, a bit camp,
but also serious; the Balkan arts love the
drama. Imagine a pop culture where The
Rolling Stones or Tom Jones channel their
energy through such primeval yearning.
The way in which Balkan Erotic Epic plays
with the myths and superstitions is to be
understood within this tradition of joyful
storytelling, of performing the Balkans
from within the Balkans themselves.
Some of the stories that inspire the show
predate the settlement of the area by
Slavic peoples, so connecting them to
roughly 19th century rural costumes takes
some artistic license. But it's notable

that the only character in the show who
insists on the scientific ‘reality’ of the

individual superstitions is a Western
European (Flemish) scientist. We may liken
their precision and their enthusiasm to a
twentieth-century anthropologist like Edith
Durham. The other characters seem happy
to just play along.

Aside from paganism, the imagery of the
Socialist Federal Republic of Yugoslavia
provides the other major visual inspiration
for the work. During the 50 years of
Communism in the Balkans, the official
ideology could not itself be criticised,

but the artistic responses to it often

also included such surreal, hallucinatory
elements. Albania’s repressive dictatorship
under Enver Hoxha produced such literary
wonders as the novelist Ismail Kadare. In
his bleak fantasy The Palace of Dreams, he
allegorically represents the state’s secret
police as the sultan’s palace collecting
people’s dreams. In Yugoslavia, Marina
Abramovi¢ took the Communist symbol of
the red star, constructed it out of wood on
the floor, lit a fire in it and lay down amid
the flames (the performance Rhythm 5).
She lost consciousness when the oxygen
ran out. Within the Balkan sensibility, we
could say, ideology is met with imagination,
suffering with song, violence with passion.

Within the
Balkan sensibility,
we could say,
ideology is met
with imagination,
suffering with
song, violence
with passion.

Perhaps no
one has as much
fun with the
Balkan stereotypes
as people from
the Balkans
themselves.

The original Balkan epics were the epic
poems of Serbia, Bosnia and Albania,
orally transmitted for centuries by bards
who accompanied themselves on the
single-stringed instrument gusle (Albanian
lahuté). These ballads elevated often
painful histories into legends. Itis no
different in the Balkan Erotic Epic, where
the silent protagonist is the artist’s own
mother, Danica.

We first meet this authoritarian figure in

a double-breasted military suit as she
leads the audience to the scene of Tito’s
funeral. The Communist leader’s death
was the first crack in the collapse of the
regime, which later imploded in the bloody
Yugoslav war. The artist’s mother, a regime
loyalist, offers a military salute. Later we
see her standing by the scenes of erotic
and spiritual awakening, women flashing
their vaginas and massaging their breasts.
The mother looks on suspiciously, taking
notes like an agent of UDBA, Yugoslavia's
secret police.

Gradually, however, the mother begins

to join in. We arrive at the kafana - the
Balkan coffee shop where, unlike in its
Western equivalent, there is always also
alcohol and music. Listening to songs of
unrequited love, here sit multiple versions

of Jovanka, the dictator’s widow, a kind

of Imelda Marcos of Yugoslavia, who was
packed off to house arrest after his death.
In this fantastic setting, the artist’'s mother
begins to dance passionately. In life, she
taught her daughter that sex was dirty. In
death, she surrenders to the erotic spirit of
the Balkans.

In Balkan Erotic Epic this echo of the
artist’s biography perhaps becomes an
allegory for the Balkan spirit itself. After
all the disasters of history: why are these
people singing? They were menaced

by death, disease, war, oppressive
governments: why are they dancing?

Do they really think their superstitions

will save them? But such questions are
the wrong ones to ask. The Balkan spirit
teaches another, more surprising lesson:
the lesson that’s a bit like the peasant man
having sex with the earth when the crops
fail. Sometimes the best response to a
hopeless situation is to go totally over the
top. To go beyond reason: into sex, into
death, into myth.

VID SIMONITI grew up in Slovenia. He is
the author of Artists Remake the World,
a book on the relationship between
contemporary art and politics in the 21st
century.
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agic
Potions

Animation by Sonia Alcén

1
Love Potion

SERBIA, SOUTH BANAT DISTRICT
16™ CENTURY

Recipe for love potion for your lover or husband
to never leave you.

Pluck 3 hairs from your forehead.
Pluck 3 hairs from your eyebrow.
Pluck 3 hairs from each armpit.
Pluck 3 hairs from your nipple.
Pluck 3 hairs from your vagina.

Place the hairs in a glass of water,
add 3 drops of menstrual blood and add 3 drops of
blood from your ring finger.

Boil the water until it is reduced to half.
Strain the water so that there is no hair left.

Secretly, give this to your close friend so that
she can put this in a glass of wine for her
lover or husband to drink.

This potion will make sure that your lover or
husband will never leave you.



Love Potion

CROATIA, AREA OF SOUTHERN DALMATIA
14™ CENTURY

If the woman wants her lover or husband to love her,
in Balkan, she would take a small fish and insert it in
her vagina and leave it there over the night.

When the fish dies in the morning she would take the
fish out, then she would make a powder of it then mix it
with the coffee and give to husband or lover.

This was believed that if he
drinks this coffee he will always love her.

War Strategy

KOSOVO, MITROVICA DISTRICT
15™ CENTURY

To distract the enemy in the battlefield the Balkan woman
will have different techniques to do so.
One of the most successful from ancient times
to be used is to undress herself slowly
in front of the enemy and start making obscene explicit
sexual movements to distract them.
This was absolutely believed that it would
distract and disable the enemy.



Wedding Day
Protection

BOSNIA, PORDINJE CANTON
14™ CENTURY

On the wedding day to protect himself from the impotence
the groom will go to the bridge and make three holes.
Then he will take his phallus out and penetrate
this bridge, each hole, saying repetitively:

“In the same way I penetrate the holes of the bridge
I will penetrate my wife”.

This is believed that it would save
him from any impotence.

Child Delivery

NORTH MACEDONIA, SKOPJE REGION
12™ CENTURY

If Balkan woman has a difficult delivery,
to facilitate the process and have less pain,
the husband will kneel next to his wife and
take his erected phallus out and will make repetitive
crosses between her breasts on her naked skin.
It was believed this action will make for her
a less painful child delivery.



Balls of the Bull

BULGARIA, PLOVDIV PROVINCE
4™ CENTURY

If the bull could not pull the heavy weight,
it was believed it would be cured completely
from the weakness, if the man opens the trousers and
rubs with his right hand his genitals and then
touches the bull at the balls.
This was believed to absolutely cure
the weakness of the bull.
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Stop the Rain

TURKIYE, TEKIRDAG PROVINCE
11™ CENTURY

If heavy rain doesn’t stop for days and it is a danger
to the crops - nothing for the village to eat -
all women, all ages, will run on the field
Llifting their skirts and showing their vaginas to the sky
to scare the gods and stop the rain.
It was believed this action would
completely stop the rain.



Planting Onions

SLOVENIA, PODRAVJE REGION
7™ CENTURY

If the Balkan woman wants to plant onions in her garden,
she gives the onion seeds to her husband,
who will mix them with one hand,
while holding his testicles with the other.

He will then return the seeds to his wife in a
circular movement. After that the woman goes into
the garden and plants every seed rhythmically,
lowering the seeds between her legs into the holes
in the ground, crossing her vagina with the seeds.
It is believed that the onions that are seen
by the vagina will grow faster and better
than the ones unseen.

Cow's Libido

RUSSTA, VLADIMIRSKAYA GUBERNIA
19™ CENTURY

If the cow shows no signs of wanting to copulate,
the Balkan woman will engage in vigorous intercourse
with her husband.

She must only be wearing a shirt.
She will then proceed to whip the cow with her shirt,
infused with sweat from the sexual act.
It was believed this action would stimulate
the cow to go into heat.



10

Tree Fertiliser

ALBANIA, KORGE DISTRICT
10" CENTURY

For the quince, plum or apple tree to give fruit,
three grown men gather with lush pubic hairs.

They stand next to the tree and take out their penises,
then each of them touches the fruit tree with their
phallus, uttering the following formula:

“Do you hear, tree, how many hairs there are around
the penis? May you throw your flowers and fruit!”

It is believed that after such a ritual,
the tree would give plenty and rich fruits.

11

Fucking the Ground

EASTERN SERBIA, BRANICEVO DISTRICT
4t CENTURY

In the early spring when the soil is moist,
the Balkan man will walk onto his field,
he will then make a hole in the ground,
he will take his clothes off and insert his phallus
into the hole, performing intercourse with his land
and impregnating it with his seed.
It is believed this action will increase
the yield for the coming season.
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