(De)liberated gestures. The works of Ciprian Mureşan
Ciprian Mureşan belongs to a generation who looks at the world from a twofold perspective: having witnessed an epoch when people learnt to chronically mistrust each other but when their lives were (or seemed to be) much easier in their structure, purpose and expectations, while at the same time having moved with young eyes to another epoch, fast in bringing on the shelves the material shape of any glamorous wish and even faster in revealing the conditionings which make that shape volatile and futile, this generation is critically nostalgic. Ciprian Mureşan and his generational peers are not mourning for the past, but try to find the pillars still holding in a pile of wreckage. They do not seek to bluntly reject the inconsistencies of the present, but look for the multiple roots of the ideologies sold on the markets of the moment. They are also foretelling the future, with the detachment which allows for their prophecies to be taken with a grain of doubt, to be seen only as projections of things which have already happened.
Nothing is new, says the postmodern artist when he or she mixes the quotes. However, quoting is not enough, everything needs to be put into a larger frame, seems to say Ciprian Mureşan when he has his photograph taken while lying on the asphalt, three seconds after the presumable jump into the void which Yves Klein never performed. All rituals are alike, he seems to continue when replacing the figure of the Pope hit by a meteor from Maurizio Cattelan’s installation La Nona Ora with that of the Patriarch of the Romanian Orthodox Church. No reason to take an artist’s drama as more than a pretext for the practice of skill, this could be the meaning of his drawing Bas Jan Ader while crying his famous sadness, however for a different reason than the original one, as Mureşan completes the missing picture with the body of the artist performing the familiar gesture of cutting onion. 

No matter if the person performing a more or less quotidian gesture is a well-known figure, the artist’s gallerist or his young son, Ciprian Mureşan reverses the relationship between the gesture and the performer, and addresses the capacity of art to record or stage both the iconic and the ordinary, revealing the inherited habits which create the hierarchies between them.
Thus, the video in which Vlad Mureşan ties by himself the laces of his shoes for the first time, reminds the viewer the effort invested in learning the norms which come to define one’s social life while gradually sweeping it into their net – remember Kafka’s character who committed suicide when calculating how much time he would have spent tying his shoelaces throughout his life?! Ciprian Mureşan takes childhood as an inexhaustible source for his works, using it to reveal the mechanical, the absurd or the ideological which lay behind our everyday routine. In Rhinoceros, a group of children are reading from Eugene Ionesco’s homonymous play, transcending the absurd contained within the words by the seriousness with which they are taking up their roles, and in Stanca, a 17 seconds video, a little girl is making, equally serious, the menacing sign of cutting one’s throat, leaving the viewer to wonder if innocence is only a state projected by adults on children so as to excuse their own moral downfalls, or if the iconography of violence spread in real time by all means of the media has become the preferred inspiration for the games of our children. 
A blurring between innocence and its being put to the test of the time (political and economic) occurs in the series of drawings Pioneers, realized in the style of socialist-realist school books, in which children dressed as the Communist scouts (those who were the heralds of the glorious future) are now sniffling glue from paper bags, referencing the street children who became almost the unique official symbol of Romania in the 90s, as seen for the public abroad. There is a fine line however which separates between the condescending gaze – hidden under the appearance of compassion – of the media and the look which doesn’t seek for the spectacularization of victimhood, but instead portrays society with its discontents in such a way as to determine one to reflect deeper on them rather than consume them with the morning coffee. In order to avoid the obscenity which the direct representation of poverty incurs, Ciprian Mureşan uses the principles of repetition – such as in the work consisting in 163 sequential drawings depicting a man searching for food in the dustbin, drawings which he also turns into a short video animation. 
In another video in which five soldiers silently peel potatoes for 50 minutes, the gesture is monotonous, un-sensational, the characters are part of the collective history – the bleak canteen, the pile of potatoes and the green, itchy uniforms can be easily recognized by any Romanian (or by mostly anyone else), whether he or she were in the army or not. However, the staging of the scene, and the silence of the characters towards each other contribute to an effect of blurring of the time, the video thus becomes at the same time a rite of remembrance and a fresco of the present, a recollection of the common recent past and a portrait of the unknown soldier, himself an obsolete figure, currently slowly disappearing somewhere in Afghanistan. 
A video memorial for the deceased utopias – as well as an invitation to ask oneself if death came naturally or was provoked – can be considered 4’33”, taking its title and duration from the work of John Cage, however being set in a completely different circumstance. Ciprian Mureşan has crossed with his camera from one end to the other of the factory Tractorul in Brasov (former Stalin City in the heart of Romania), a factory which, like many others, gathered workers from all over the country, and which, also like most socialist industrial colossuses, was first privatized and then gradually deserted by people. The 4’33” are filled in fact with the echo of the missing workers, and the silence of the frozen machines stands for a broader dis-functionality of our epoch.
Nevertheless, what makes the work of Ciprian Mureşan speak for an entire generation of artists is its complexity as well as its constant withdrawal from a singular view upon the world. The artist does not borrow just the subjects of his work from the world of childhood, but also the approach; he reserves for himself the right to change his mood and his mind, and to have multiple references, often hidden behind parables or metaphors. Maybe one of his most suggestive works is Choose, again featuring his son, who is filmed while meticulously mixing in the same glass two drinks which are dissimilar only in the convention of the marketing, Pepsi Cola and Coca Cola. One is thus invited to step beyond the usual, narrow mindset which makes things be called by their own name, and to perform a liberating gesture, or at least to act as if performing it. 
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