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Foreword
Gertrud Sandqvist
How is artistic quality measured? Can it be
measured? What are we actually doing when we
teach? What determines the content and methodology of our classes? Where can we improve
them, what about them is good—and why?
Self-analysis is a recurring feature of art
education. We believe it to be vital for our ability
to continue to create an environment that is as
suitable as possible for artistic work and growth.
This is why we meet a couple of times each year
to evaluate our courses and programmes. During the academic year of 2013/14, our ongoing
self-evaluative work coincided with the Swedish Higher Education Authority’s (UKÄ) large
evaluation of artistic education in Sweden. I’d
like to thank everybody—not just the teachers,
guest teachers, and students, but also the technicians and administrators—for their efforts in
this continuous quality effort, which resulted in
the Art Academy being ranked as providing Very
High Quality for both of the courses that were
included in the evaluation, our Bachelor’s and
Master’s programmes in Fine Arts.
Our Master’s Programme in Critical and
Pedagogical Studies is concerned with exploring,
experimenting on, developing, and testing these
very questions. Tellingly enough, one of the
workshops given was titled “How Do We Work?
How Do We Learn?” (in collaboration with
Learning Site), and another was titled “Reflexive
Sites: Located Practice” (in collaboration with
Katrine Hjelde).
However, every course or project undertaken
at the Art Academy is really a test, an exploration of unknown, or at least unexpected, ground.
That was the direction taken in Linda Norden’s
seminar “Gesamtkunstwerke,” which explored
the applicability of Richard Wagner’s idea of the
Gesamtkunstwerk (total artwork) to the works
of contemporary artist Pierre Huyghes, as well
as in Ieva Misevičiūtė’s and Michael Portnoy’s
two performance workshops, “Expressivities” and
“Tofonorch Performance Training.” In the course
“The Monday Watch—Art Museums behind the

Scene,” in which the previous head of Nationalmuseum, Professor Solfrid Söderlind, gave the
students insight into the thought processes and
working practices at large museums, we were
exploring ground equally unfamiliar to artists.
A highlight of the academic year is our doctoral dissertation defences. On November 29,
2013, Apolonija Šušteršič defended her thesis,
Hustadt, Inshallah: Learning from a Participatory Art Project in a Trans-local Neighbourhood, the result of five years of intensive work
drawing on extensive field-study materials from
Šušteršič’s long-time experimental public art
project in Hustadt, Bochum, in Germany. Her
opponent was Professor Regina Römhild, and
the dissertation committee included Professor
Matts Leiderstam, Dr. Andreas Broeckmann,
and Dr. Hélène Frichot. Acting as supervisor
was Professor Sarat Maharaj.
We acquired two new external supervisors this
year: artists Charif Benhelima of Antwerp and
Christine Ödlund of Stockholm. We are delighted to welcome them to the Academy, along with
our new guest professor, Emily Wardill of Lisbon.
We were also asked to do the Annual Exhibition
at the Marsvinsholm Sculpture Park, which took
place between June 27 and August 31, 2014. The
participants were a mixture of recent alumni and
present students at the Academy. Naturally, these
opportunities to try your ideas out in a professional context are invaluable.
A very important aspect of your evaluations is
external examination. For the academic year of
2013/14, our BFA programme was marked by
Martin Clark, head of Bergen Kunsthall, and
our MFA programme by Jochen Volz, curator at
Serpentine Galleries in London.
We would also like to thank Maj Hasager for
her editorial efforts on three fantastic editions of
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the Academy Yearbook, and welcome aboard our
new editor, Marie Thams, who is responsible for
this Yearbook.
In closing: our very fond friend, artist Kianoosh
Vahabi, passed away on November 11, 2013,
after a bout of illness. He was awarded his
MFA degree by us in 2012, and was a priceless
source of support and inspiration for his fellow
students, as well as for anybody else who made
his acquaintance. We were looking forward to
working with him. Instead, a young person was
taken from us far too soon.
Gertrud Sandqvist
Rector
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Jóhan Martin
Christiansen

Jóhan Martin Christiansen
Ethereal Thoughts on the Shadow and Such Matters:
About the Exhibition LIGHTGREEN,
DAYDREAM, EYESHADOW and Other Works
Conditioned to ecstasy, the poet is like a gorgeous
unknown bird mired in the ashes of thought. If he
succeeds in freeing himself, it is to make a sacrificial
flight to the sun. His dreams of a regenerate world
are but the vibrations of his
own fevered pulse beats. He
imagines the world will follow him, but in the blue he
finds himself alone. Alone
but surrounded by his
creations; sustained, therefore, to meet the supreme
sacrifice. The impossible has
been achieved; the duologue
of author with Author is
consummated. And now
forever through the ages
the song expands, warming
all hearts, penetrating all
minds. At the periphery
the world is dying away;
at the center it glows like a
live coal. In the great solar
heart of the universe the
golden birds are gathered in
harmony. There it is forever
dawn, forever peace, harmony and communion.
Man does not look to the sun in vain; he demands
light and warmth not for the corpse which he will
one day discard but for his inner being. His greatest
desire is to burn with ecstasy, to commerge his little
flame with the central fire of the universe. If he accords the angels wings so that they may come to him
with messages of peace, harmony and radiance from
worlds beyond, it is only to nourish his own dreams
of flight, to sustain his own belief that he will one
day reach beyond himself, and on wings of gold.1
As far as I can remember, the twilight has always
awakened certain experiences of recognition in

my body. This hour has activated some regions
of my inner mechanics, my apparatus of senses,
which move the body over into a particular
frame of mind. Occasionally, this frame of mind
calls forth a fatiguing
paralysis that results in
my staring into a bevy of
rose-pink clouds on their
way over the sphere, while
on other days nothing
happens—it must be a
sorcery-like strength that
my mind cannot or will
not evade, a variation on
an obsession, or maybe an
ingress to the quixotic, to
the daydream. The hour
is an odd moment of the
twenty-four-hour cycle,
there where a bizarre tone
settles over the world, an
alloy of the day’s events,
which shortly evaporate
in front of the evening’s
sunset—this delicately
enigmatic but merciless
transition between light and shadow, where the
darkness is still waiting to be seen.
But there’s something else … In these languid and
empty hours, a sadness felt by my entire being rises
from my soul to my mind—a bitter awareness that
everything is a sensation of mine and at the same
time something external, something not in my
power to change. Ah, how often my own dreams
have raised up before me as things, not to replace
reality but to declare themselves its equals, in so far
as I scorn them and they exist apart from me, like
the tram now turning the corner at the end of the
street, or like the voice of an evening crier, crying
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Season (Nightwalking)
2014
Plastic bags
Variable dimensions
Detail
_
1. Henry Miller, The Time
of the Assassins: A Study
of Rimbaud (New York:
New Directions, 1962),
74–75.
Some time back in 2009
or 2010, I happened, by
chance, to become aware
of Rimbaud’s works for
the first time. Subsequently, the name “Rimbaud” started to pop up
on several occasions.
But it wasn’t until the
autumn of 2013 that I had
a chance to read A Season in Hell. On a study
trip to Venice in 2011, I
purchased the Venice
Bienniale catalogue; in
the catalogue, there is an
article authored by Karl
Holmqvist on language’s
potentials, which takes
as its point of departure
the time that Rimbaud
spent in Africa. I reread
the text in the autumn
of 2013. Subsequently,
I read Miller’s study of
Rimbaud, The Time of
the Assassins. Miller
goes so far as to throw
himself into the bold feat
of comparing his life with
Rimbaud’s…!!
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I don’t know what but with a sound that stands
out—an Arabian chant like the sudden patter of a
fountain—against the monotony of twilight. 2
But it was not at this hour that I was brought
into the world. It was during a sunrise, in the
middle of autumn, a few years before the wall
in Berlin fell. Later, some years after this, I
woke up early, in the course of a spring. I got
up to film the daybreak and to slowly see the
first blush of the dawn’s colours gliding along
the wall in my room until they finally would
give themselves to the rest of the day, only to be
repeated all over again the next day—and then
again, one more time, on the following day. As if
this was one of the future’s retrospective glances,
this impossible, this troublesome ambivalence.
For there is a problem arising in the future,
when the future is not the future, if it has
already been unveiled by the light’s magic: the
future becomes an ethereal shadow, which can
mirror itself in the lost time. For a few months’
time, roughly a season, I woke up with the darkness to see the light. I did this in order to experience the shadow’s coming into being. And see,
right there, in the midland—in the shadow—
something that would prove to be of significant
influence on my present state of mind.
I repeat. Sometimes I lose my grip around my
eye, a bastard-like moment sets in, and in the next
blink of an eye, the outstanding account between
the eye and the motive has vanished from the
world again. But this is not a matter of a drastic
distortion of the vision or of the world in general—
most of it appears as it otherwise normally does.
A snapshot arises after having stared into the sun
for a few seconds. The seconds are elongated; they
turn up on the other side of the eyelids. Hereafter,
the sun flickers as an afterimage on the retina, a
kind of vision’s non-sight—a portal for a necessity
of the uncertain. Let that which comes come: the
network of thoughts, of shadows, of visions, of
grief and joy; the tragedy, an invisible maze, which
hovers over the head and thunders down every
now and then with electrical voltage in the shell,
creating a small crack—the pressure alleviates and
the rain comes. It’s like how when the rain falls on
the ground, when everything becomes softened,
that the contours arise—the moment when the
relief stands out, a cast of the liberated electrons:
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the memories, the daydreams, the flickering, the
impression, an impression of the sunrise.
In the middle of the expanse, a surface of oil and
canvas, some place behind smog and morning
mist, but still in front of everything, the sun
appears—an orange-coloured spot. Almost as
if life’s weary and heavy repetition, the sunrise
could not be expressed in other ways. So easily
and arrogantly did the artist imagine that this
cycle of existence, to which we are all nailed and
doomed, would prove to be. A repetition of the
repetition, a flashback manifested in the sun as
an orange, or maybe even a built-in loss of recall
in the material, to which one could surrender to,
well, the impression! 3
The impression turns into an obsession, filled
with pathos, all too much pathos; but nothing
else, neither more nor less, can possibly pull it
off. It’s the way into passion, to navigate your
way around the ultimate act: to let life wither
away without dying—a doomsday picture that
has to be avoided. I don’t want to “kill my darlings.” No, I would rather have sleepless nights
and weary days, interminable days with the
work, an atmosphere of odorous sneakers and
candles, salted tub baths with tealeaves and ink,
where the fabrics are dyed and sewn together
later on. On the floor, there is a gravy of gluedust, and next to it there are some cardboard
boxes, inside of which plaster has been poured
down into the bottoms—these are the reliefs
and the textiles. And then comes the print—the
graphic work, executed in the form of a few
notches in linoleum plates, while Le Sacre du
Printemps simultaneously blares forth from the
loudspeakers. Notches that are supposed to represent trees, or to put it more correctly, one tree:
the lonesome tree.4 A blurred image: the view,
from a train compartment, of the autumn’s first
yellow leaves—on the way to Stockholm.
I’m talking about the studio—the place from
where experience issues and moves toward the
work. Floating from one frame of mind to another; it’s like riding on a train, a daily trip between
Copenhagen and Malmö. At one moment, you’re
on the station’s bustling platform and exposed to
a barrage of neon lights and colours, and the next
thing you see is fog and brownish grass, a number
of branches and contours of buildings in the
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Installation view from
LIGHTGREEN, DAYDREAM, EYESHADOW
at KHM Gallery, Malmö
2014
Season (Nightwalking)
2013/2014
4:3 video on monitor,
carpet, wood
15:35 min loop
Detail
_
2.Fernando Pessoa,
The Book of Disquiet
(London: Penguin,
2001), 14.
3. This has to do with
the painting Impression,
soleil levant by Claude
Monet, from 1872, which
provided the name for an
“ism” that would prove
eventually to accumulate
a whole circus of people
with their brushes, their
paint, and their canvases—and now I have also
hopped on the bandwagon.
4. In the autumn of 2013,
a number of works by
Carl Fredrik Hill were
exhibited at Kunsthal
Charlottenborg in
Copenhagen. Among
these was the painting
Det ensamma trädet
(1878).
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Opposite page:
Season (Nightwalking)
2013/14
4:3 projection on textile,
tea, ink, wire, hook screws
15:35 min loop
Detail
_
5. Johann Wolfgang
von Goethe, Theory of
Colours (New York: Dover,
2006), 9, 17, and 18.

background, almost dissolved—the very last days
of the year, the winter. I am increasingly gaining
clarity about this transmission between the one
and the other. The sense of being a freeloader,
or maybe even a bastard one, of somebody who
cannot anchor himself in anything, is gnawing
at me: I sense, experience, learn, observe, absorb,
and then I make a note of it in the book of
oblivion. Later on, it pops up again. And again.
Encrypting—I’m trying to code it into the body’s
channels and the mind’s system. To repeat, to
try to remember the world by forgetting it. But
to forget is not to not-remember; it is rather to
give oneself over to something between, to some
kind of compromise, to float around a stream of
limbo-like basins, a blended soup that you can
poke your finger down into, burn yourself and
taste. The wound is like a fairy tale. Or maybe
more like a cocktail, which both affects the mind
and also deposits itself into the body. It just keeps
on keeping on.
39. If we look at a dazzling, altogether colourless
object, it makes a strong lasting impression, and
its after-vision is accompanied by an appearance
of colour.
64. Two conditions are necessary for the existence
of coloured shadows: first, that the principal light
tinge the white surface with some hue; secondly,
that a contrary light illumine to a certain extent the
cast shadow.
72. Thus the phenomena of coloured shadows may
be traced to their cause without difficulty. Henceforth let any one who sees an instance of the kind
observe only with what hue the light surface on
which they are thrown is tinged. Nay, the colour
of the shadow may be considered as a chromatoscope of the illumined surface, for the spectator
may always assume the colour of the light to be
opposite of that of the shadow, and by an attentive
examination may ascertain this to be the fact in
every instance.5
It’s an odd notion that I have in my head that
somebody like Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, in
this matter concerning colour and shadow, can
tell us something today. It’s as if I’ve overlooked
a few important factors in the equation; for
example, such a simple matter as the invention

of electricity. But I venture to bet my hide that in
spite of Goethe’s thoughts and ideas about light
and colour, darkness and shadow, that his voice,
his frame of observation, which has arisen within
an absolutely different situation, a radically different orientation tactic, a relation-to-the world
that cannot be compared with our day’s jargon—that indeed, Goethe’s thoughts and ideas
still contain piss and vinegar, in any event. He
has made me aware of phenomena that I did not
previously notice. The fact that this subsequently
became the frame for an entire season, the optics
through which I would see my own output, is,
then, another matter.
In the middle of the street, blink, blink, a lightgreen lamp is blinking, and with one unexpected
look, in the corner of the eye, where the light cannot completely penetrate—where the eyeshadow
sets in—right there, suddenly it makes sense,
the green light. The memory of the green light
has faded away as the red glow fades away with
the morning sun; it all gets overexposed by the
daylight—for it’s as if the memory only exists
where the shadow is. The shadow in the eye, a
place where the mechanical apprehension of light
and shadow starts to march to an unfamiliar beat;
and then, out of the blue, the light-green memory
swings in time with the daydreams. It seems that
when everything is available, when everything is
illuminated, and the dark corners and shadows
make themselves invisible, then another darkness
awakens, an internal darkness; it seems that there,
where everything can be seen, there you cannot
see. In any event, it can be imagined that the illumination can be considered a bullet in Russian
roulette that whistles around, and when the shadow enters, the bullet drops into a field, a more or
less random notch, and it’s precisely there that it’s
supposed to lie, not any other place. It’s the daydream. It’s like winning at bingo. It has to do with
something that gets into the eye; Goethe mentions
the afterimage. A relation between light, the eye,
and the mind. A triptych—that the place inside
the mechanism, positioned between the nose and
the visual cortex, a place inside the bullet, i.e.,
the eye, there where the light does not penetrate,
a place without visual processing, the-shadowin-the-eye, has to be regarded as a potential for
daydreaming. A potential for correlations. Here
an opportunity presents itself: a chance to step
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6. The “passage” is
the corridor inside the
KHM Gallery (Malmö
Art Academy’s gallery),
where the green light
tubes were installed.
See documentation.
7. Aase Koefoed,
”Nordamerikas indianere, specielt Blackfootstammerne, Årstiderne
og samfundslivets
rytme,” chap. 4 in
Religionshåndbogen
(Copenhagen: Gads
Forlag, 1994), 62–63.
8. Never Mind is a nightclub in Copenhagen.
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into a painting by Edgar Degas—right through
the green light that permeates the passage,6 from
which a rose-pink-coloured afterimage is formed.
This rose-pink afterimage points directly into the
past, back to 1884, when Degas painted a few
dancers, dressed in light, red dresses, who are
readying themselves for the ballet. What we have
here is, then, an incredibly subjective method of
tracing the colour’s origin; that is, how to link my
subjective experience of a colour to, for example,
a painting by Degas, or vice versa: an opportunity
to heave the colour out of time and place, and
place it inside a daydream, into one’s own network
of works—especially as remnants of rose-pink
spray paint on a plaster relief.
The Dance
The winter was a quiet time. In the cold months,
the Indians moved up into the well-timbered small
ravines on the Rocky Mountains’ east side and set
up winter camps between the pine trees, where
there was the best shelter from the winter storms.
The snow was piled high and it was a lean time,
when one lived primarily on his supply of dried
meat and berries and on the few animals that could
be brought down. The winter camp lasted from
around November to March; the time seemed to
pass slowly and toward the end of the period, the
folks were impatient and were longing to get back
out on the prairie again…
Discipline was strict in the summer camp: none
of the individual members were allowed to start
hunting prematurely; then there would be a risk
of scaring away the bison herds. The community
hunt was highly organised and large quantities of
food and skins for the time to come were procured
through the kills—and also the number of bison’s
tongues that were supposed to be used for the sundance celebration. 7
This conception of the world, the description
of a North American First Nations tribe, is,
for me, something of a historical curiosity that
I only know from movies or from the History
Channel. But even so, it reminds me a little of
art’s world or, in any event, it reminds me of an
indistinct image of my own physical relationship
to the seasons. The ceremonial conception of life
bears certain likenesses to my conception of the
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artistic act. It’s like a parameter for understanding the seasons, for following along, for keeping
track of how the one becomes the other, and for
once again becoming the previous, but always
with the preceding incorporated. Mankind
is doomed to this cycle. We are pegged and
damned in an oath to life that we have to hunt
down our survival, an endless jargon, solely for
the flesh’s sojourn. Impossibly, we circumvent
and evade the sun’s power over the globe: we’re
simply not strong enough. Here, I hear an echo, I
see a shadow of an apparition, a vision that adds
fuel to the fire—a passion for bearing witness
that we’re alive, that we’re living inside a tragedy,
a document saturated with death and life, sorrow
and joy, shadow and light. But the tragedy needs
to be celebrated. With parades and brass-band
music, it needs to be praised, as an antithesis to
eternity (which I will abstain from discussing
any further), that here in the life I am living, that
I’m in the sun and that I’m in the shade.
Mankind is made of energy, lots of energy. That
means that in our essential nature an almost
inherent drive toward motion can arise. In different ways, we produce ceremonies around our
daily doings, we attribute meanings to these
ceremonies, that this or that action means this or
that: it’s a rather sophisticated language. There is a
set of rules that are carried out, which govern how
the ceremonies should be handled—among these
being ceremonies that have been planned down
to the very last detail, where every movement
signifies something and where any mistake can
completely turn things upside down on the tightrope or the concentration that the participants
are trying to achieve. The ceremony’s language
is like kinetic energy, a plumb bob held high up
in an invisible zone, always ready to crash down
onto the ground. That there are different kinds
of ceremonies, we might just as well concede; for
example, rhythms and rituals, brought forth in
the nocturnal darkness by modern human beings:
primitive actions executed by people with bad
breath and sweaty armpits. But let’s let that lie,
for rhythm is more than just one night at Never
Mind.8 It’s like stepping from one area into another, when a very small adjustment is made in the
surroundings. With a slight poke on a few buttons
and movements, voila, the whole choreography
has completely changed. But what’s the difference
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between the dancer being directed to think of the
colour yellow while the person in question simultaneously throws himself into the motions and,
on the other side, a frantic, euphoric vodka waltz
on the parquet floor? Seen from the outside, they
could certainly resemble each other to an incredible degree. To dance without any clear dogmatic
rules, to have recourse to an internal organ—let’s
call it the gut feeling—that can suddenly get the
nerves and muscles going. An organ that fragments but simultaneously collects the body, a
pulse of musical measures and thoughts, which
gets the lungs to hunger for a few extra breaths.
The Dance generates a whole plastic world; the
pleasure of dancing releases and radiates the pleasure of seeing the dance.
Out of the forming, dissolving and re-forming
patterns created by the same set of limbs, as out of
the movements which echo each other at equal or
harmonious intervals, comes decoration in time,
just as the spatial repetition of motifs, or their symmetry, gives rise to decoration in space.
Sometimes these two systems can change from one
onto the other. In ballets there are moments of immobility when the grouping of the whole ensemble
offers a picture, stilled but not permanent, a complex
of human bodies suddenly arrested in their postures,
giving a singular emphasis to the impression of
flux. The dancers are as if transfixed in poses very
remote from those in which the human physique can
maintain itself by its own strength … with the mind
on other things. As a result, we are left with this
remarkable notion: that in the World of the Dance,
there is no room for repose; immobility is a question
of force and restraint, a transient and almost violent
pause; whereas leaps, measured pacing, toe-dancing,
entrechats, and vertiginous rotations are the natural
modes of being and action. But in the ordinary,
everyday world, physical acts are merely transitional,
all the energy we sometimes put into them being used
simply to finish some task, without any renewal or regeneration of itself by means of physical exaltation. 9
One day in July 1986, a man steps onto the stage
at Wembley Stadium. The man has a moustache
that’s much too large and he’s wearing a yellow leather jacket. The music starts up and the
dancing begins. Back and forth across the stage,

9. Paul Valéry, Degas,
Manet, Morisot (New
York: Pantheon, 1960).

up and down stairs, the jacket comes off and
as things proceed, the man takes off more and
more of his clothes. And it continues for the next
couple of hours, eventually winding up in “God
Save the Queen.”
That a dancer is directed to move in the space
with the colour yellow in mind can, for that
matter, have an untold number of outcomes.
Dance’s essential manner is dependent on
accidental factors that are determined by the
dancer himself. The rhythm arises in small steps,
documents lasting a few seconds that piece the
big picture together. And in a way, the repetition
is manipulative: it provides us, in any event, with
an imaginative sense that there’s some purpose
to the madness. But the madness is the purpose,
or rather the method. It’s an attempt to maintain
a limbo between the body and the language,
that there is an (alleged) connection between the
yellow energy, which the dancer has been asked
to try and convey, and on the other hand, my
fetish, for example, for Freddie Mercury, even if
only because he was hopping around on a stage
wearing a yellow leather jacket. Consequently,
what we have here is a connection between dance
and language. The dance and the language bear,
so to speak, the stamp of certain common features: they both point toward a semiotic process:
rhythm, repetition, ritual, and language-game.
6. What is there in favour of saying that green is
a primary colour, not a blend of blue and yellow?
Would it be right to say: “You can only know it
directly by looking at the colours”? But how do I
know that I mean the same by the words “primary
colours” as some other person who is also inclined to
call green a primary colour? No,—here languagegames decide.10
The Faroe Islands: Language
It is namely through the language-game that an
opportunity is introduced to couple the dance,
the words, Freddie Mercury, and so on, into
what might be a meaningful constellation. These
“language activities” become “interwoven with
all other activities in a way that helps to determine what linguistic expressions and utterances
mean. Just as there are a multitude of games with
reciprocal similarities, without any commonly
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10. Ludwig Wittgenstein,
Remarks on Colour
(O xford: Blackwell,
2007), 2e.
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Doubt
2014
Plaster, leftovers of cardboard and printing ink
50 × 78 cm
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defining feature, there is a diversity of ways in
which language activities play a role in human
life.”11 Language, words, poetry, and so forth are
to be considered in the manner of a material. The
language is like a network of effects that pops up
on the surface—things that come and go; some
of this lingers around and becomes transformed
into words through the sensory apparatus: an
immediate and unconscious (but never automatic) negotiation between the words and poetry.
But the negotiation is never predetermined; it
is, though, as if the sequence or the outcome of
the composition, of the words, were arbitrary.
But what we have here is a matter of particular
origins, that is to say the words’ origins, whose
lineage, time, and place can be traced—they
always leave behind certain imprints on their
journey. The words settle in the recollection, via
the experience that one undergoes in everyday
life: the experiences of reading, listening, and
so forth. The words settle inside the body as a
result of intense and maybe even emotionally
charged experiences, or the words from the pop
industry’s world. The language that appears, for
example, in video works in the form of poetry
is an attempt to push the network and the narrative to end up in a mingling-like situation.
For notwithstanding that the video texts (the
voice-overs) do not immediately have a specific
plot or sequence of events, the lines figure in
a close-knit relationship to each other—this
cannot be fragmented. It’s like a circuit or like a
Faroese chain dance, where the participants are
dependent on one another. The participants are
linked to each other through a bodily contact.
Hand in hand, they dance in a circle; the contact
is accompanied and reinforced by kvæði—that is
to say, ballads with a verse and a chorus—which
are sung loudly and conducted by a leader. These
tales about heroes and about ordinary people
fashion a tradition that has been towed through
many centuries via the means of an oral tradition
for retelling the stories from one person to the
next. I have a hunch that this tradition can be
found somewhere in my (sub)consciousness.
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the road to nowhere
the consequence of bliss
sun, the sun is shining
shine bright like a diamond
that’s the way
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stay here, don’t believe the radio
help me to make it 12
The task consists of putting this material
together and of making sure that the material
never trips itself up, of making sure that it never
sets a full stop. An anti-rivalising of the material, which means to say that it wouldn’t make
any sense to position the materials in opposition
to one another, which would only give rise to
a competition-like situation—to de-rectifying
and de-unifying the expression. That the one
and the other text (and, for that matter, also the
rest of the production) are always being woven
into each other; accordingly, I want to avoid
channelling the language into one, as has been
mentioned before, predetermined direction. This
means to say, that there is an attempt to keep
both the impression and the expression open, as a
rhizomatic structure.13
Damascus
To get back to Damascus—to repeat one’s earlier
works. Or to put this another way, to rekindle a
thought that was important at an earlier moment
in time, which faded away, but suddenly loomed
up again like the bullet in Russian roulette. This
peculiar experience of reliving past experiences, as
if you were not really clear that this was supposed
to happen, or even that they existed. This might
have its basis in the fact that the ego did not experience the experience. R.I.P. Experiences of cars
that are about to run somebody over, whether you
happen to be inside or outside the car, an odd race
on an immense highway (wider than those that
are found where I come from), which I have no
feeling for. But the experience is there: it sits in the
body, like a parasite’s recollection. It is, however,
the experience of scent that’s crucial here. The
aroma from—and of—Damascus. I have since
heard that it’s all gone up in smoke and ash: a
charcoal-black skeleton remains and scratches on
the back side, or to put it another way, the shadow
side of the retina. I have been fighting to retain
these scents in my faint archive of memories, but
the memory has moved over to someplace else,
where the only thing I can contribute is a narrative. The aesthetic enters in as a mediator that
presents me with dissolved experiences; the only
thing I have left when the memory has gone is the
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memory itself—the memory has gone through a
condensation process and is now dripping slowly
back into the recollection again. The revolution
can detach itself from the demands of the future,
from the demand that the revolution has to take
place in time and space.
Saul got up from the ground, and though his eyes
were open, he could see nothing; so they led him by
the hand and brought him into Damascus. 14
The revolution is now taking place on the wall. An
arcade of white sheets that hang on an even whiter
wall—a separate counterpoint, the sheet that is
dyed in ink, paint, salt, and olive oil. The work,
Fólk,15 is a feeble attempt to decrypt my impressions from Damascus. An attempt to recapture
the sight. I imagine that I’m walking around inside the walls of the old city, through the “souk”,16
being exposed to endless amounts of plastic, neon
lights galore, pushy salespeople, a temperature
that cannot be endured, and that I suddenly
feel that someone is breathing down my neck. I
disappear into a small side street in order to calm
down. Calm that is needed to sense the boundary
between the physical presence, the aroma, and the
memory, which is so difficult to catch sight of; to
make an attempt, through doubting, to find one’s
place. A place that belongs to an afterimage of
place, scent, and memory.
Although installation has always played a major
part in his output, the artist’s growing emphasis
on this genre derives from his increasing focus on
the problem of how to make the viewer see himself
or herself as the involved subject, rather than the
detached object, of address. As uncomfortable as one
usually is in the situations he sets up, [Bruce] Nauman’s work is all about being there. 17
The Last: Doubt
The exhibition18 is like a choreographed islandlandscape of doubt, that is to say, in one way
or another, I simply have to surrender; at the
moment there is a matter of an exhibition that
is about to happen, to the will of doubt. Doubt
is a position, a standpoint, where I can gain an
overview of the landscape. Doubt is the space
between the works. It’s like creating a scenography of the disquiet; it’s a way of navigating. The

way that I see the exhibition: a wandering in a
scenography of disquiet and doubt, where the
works detach themselves from the commenting
condition—a condition that would diminish
the works’ poetic energy. Far down the road, the
exhibition can be experienced through the representation, or the documentation, but in the final
analysis, the piece belongs to the moment—to
the time: to doubt and afterimage (for example,
the light-red afterimage that is induced on the
retina by the green light, which is not reproduced in pictures). Doubt binds the intervening
space together and the afterimage ensures that
the works are woven into one another. This constitutes an attempt to avoid the works outmatching each other and ensures, instead, that they
will be seen in each other’s light.
Doubt, which oscillates between Power and Powerlessness. It is a faithless broker between life and
death; it stands, by turns, on the parties’ rights, and
is itself nourished by the long and painful process,
which it loses. Doubt shows man his loathsome face,
the first time he fails in his leap. Later, it stands there
with the process’s documents. The law forgets its royal
status when it has failed in its leap, and starts to resemble the poison serpent that creeps along the earth.
Doubt is a remembrance from the Earth itself, that
which brings forth and kills, which gives and takes,
that which will and will not. Doubt is sadder than
death, because it is person-less, a nothing, a hole,
and death cures, while doubt is a poisoning, an
incurable premature death. And doubt that grows
when you turn to face it, when you see the speechless and audacious face widen. Doubt is the only
disease in the soul that is made worse through being
acknowledged. 19
There, in the doubt, I want to place myself. It’s
there that I want to stand for a while—and
dwell in the shadow, in the daydream … to sniff
around in the uncertainty, as a necessity for
my efforts. For it is as if the light appears with
greater clarity and with augmented intensity
when doubt is present. In the name of doubt and
the shadow shall the works be brought forth.
When the king falls in his doubt, he also pulls
the mortals along with him. In much the same
manner, I have to, internally, on the retina,
scratch “doubt” in, as my middle name.
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Marten Damgaard
The built, the Wrecked, the Hidden
The Secret Home
For the past three years, my home has been an
old factory located in a central neighbourhood in
Copenhagen called Vesterbro. The building was
constructed in 1864 and was originally a malt
factory, later succeeded by a medical manufacturer; then it was the spacious home of a flock of
pigeons—for at least a full decade or so. When
I found it, together with my partner and two
friends, it was a huge, empty space. The premises
were completely hidden, right in the middle of
the city.
I have always dreamt of such a finding, and
was happy to be able to rent it at a remarkably
low price per square metre. In fact, I almost had
to pinch my arm when I was presented the figure
during the brief meeting with the preoccupied
landlord (who didn’t even climb the ladder to
see the second floor of the building, afraid to get
dusty). There was a downside: the factory was to
be torn down at some point, to make room for
expensive condominiums. Nobody knew exactly
when—possibly years away.
Six months of renovations followed after
the contract was signed. We changed the space,
cleaned it, and made it liveable. Among other
things, we parted one very tall space with a
wooden floor, creating an entire apartment. The
material that was used for building pretty much
the entire home was found on the street, just as
the furniture was. Electricity and plumbing (the
space had neither) were completed by acquaintances who had those professions, as was the
installation of a wood burner that was meant to
keep us warm in the wintertime.
During the three years we lived there, the
people who came to visit were astonished. The
space was beautiful: a white, incredibly huge,
one-room apartment with large rooflights; a
wooden bridge that ran across the room, three
metres up in the air; an adjacent roof outside our
kitchen window, big enough for a garden with
flowers, potatoes, and herbs.

Even though there was a lot to like with
how the space looked, the probable reason for
all the admiration was the fact that the apartment was invisible to the outside world. Entering it was preceded by a dark walk through a
smelly, concrete ground floor full of junk, then
followed by a climb on a creaking staircase.
The encounter with the bright, spacious home
on the second floor was unexpected—and
people tend to like surprises. Transforming this
abandoned space into an invigorated one was
a personal pursuit, but yet very similar to my
line of work. I don’t want to entirely separate
the acts.
Using neglected spaces in the urban environment—to dwell in, or to express oneself
via—is what I’ve devoted myself to, from my
early teenage years onwards, though never
with any artistic pretensions. In fact, residing
in such areas and hideouts was a personal way
of bringing about safety, since my own home
could not offer any. I began shaping my own
norm of what belonged to me, and what was
allowed. Nobody was there to teach me differently. I got to know the dark corners of my
suburban block, my street, and eventually the
city, situated a train ride away. This process was
crucial for my feeling of affinity with society,
and I guess it is also the basis of my artistry.
The rules I set for myself back then still apply,
with consequences nowadays partially transformed into works of art.
Renovating the old factory building
became an act that paired my private need of
somewhere to live with my interest in using
neglected spaces. The home in Vesterbro was
very dear to me, for both reasons. It was a secret
haven in the middle of the city, surrounded
by traffic, airplanes, fireworks, nightclubs,
expensive apartments, a construction area for
the emerging metro system, and drug addicts
and prostitutes using the backyard for their
business, not aware of the rooftop home above
their heads.
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Capturing the Doomed
The lot on which the above-mentioned factory is
located is one of the last industrial sites in central
Copenhagen. It is not protected by the Danish
Agency for Culture, as the adjacent Kødbyen
(Meat packing district) is. The lot is slim and
small; the last, little splinter in the controlled
area of Vesterbro. At one point there were
rumours about poison in the grounds. We, the
hopeful tenants, imagined this to be an obstacle
big enough to keep the excavators from digging:
stirring up old chemicals that had come to rest
down there. Unfortunately, it wasn’t.
Around the same time as when the foundation of our old Vesterbro factory was laid, a man
named Charles Marville was engaged to take
photographs of Paris. Marville’s assignment was
to document the dramatic transformation of the
French capital that was about to take place in
the middle of the nineteenth century. Back then,
Paris was a dirty, overcrowded place, considered
unhealthy to reside in.1 The increasing population within the medieval town structure made
the situation critical. Paris became the subject
of “Baron Haussmann’s Renovation,” a program
commissioned by Emperor Napoleon III and
administrated by chief urban planner GeorgesEugène Haussmann, commonly known as
“Baron Haussmann.”
The old Paris, consisting of narrow, entangled streets, was demolished. Areas were cut
through by wide avenues and large squares,
slowly giving the metropolitan look nowadays
associated with all major capitals.2 The city also
got a new sewer system and a new aqueduct
for fresh water. Paris was “under construction”
for almost three decades, making room for the
steadily increasing number of inhabitants, keeping diseases away. It was the largest public works
project ever undertaken in Europe not due to a
war or an earthquake.3
Charles Marville had a reputation of being
an accomplished and versatile photographer. His
mission during the renovation was to portray
the transformation; to capture both the old and
soon-to-be-gone narrow city centre, as well as
the spacious and modernised new boulevards.
In March 2014, I stumbled upon Marville’s
beautifully printed photographs when I entered
a temporary exhibition at the Metropolitan
Museum of Art in New York.4 Marville was

unknown to me, but I was immediately taken by
his work. His photographs reveal a long lost milieu, reproduced with great care—each capture
is perfect regarding sharpness, light condition,
composition, and motif. Looking at these prints,
which are sharp down to the smallest detail, is
as close as one can get to time travel. In addition
to the documentary aspect, which I appreciate,
there is an almost sacred mood surrounding the
urban environment in the photographs. The city
seems naked and pure, as if standing alone, calm
and self-sufficient, not dependent on man.
Another Paris photographer, more renowned
than Marville, was his successor Eugène Atget
(1857–1927). Atget was known to wake up
before dawn to be able to portray the streets
empty, without interference of people or vehicles.
Marville might have had a similar method, since
his photographs are practically empty of street
life too, although occasionally there are traces of
people and carriages in his pictures. They appear
as mere ghosts due to the long time of exposure—an effect that might also be the reason
for the perceived tranquility in the photographs;
bodies and moving objects are present, but simply moving too fast to appear as anything other
than shadows. Human life flutters by quickly,
having a different perception of time than the
stagnant, heavy, stone buildings.
Marville’s photographs of Paris must be
looked upon differently than Atget’s, as well as
other independent photographers, since Marville was commissioned by the Second French
Empire to document solely the city’s buildings.5
Marville’s focus is on the architecture, which is
all pervading in the four hundred twenty-five
photographs of Paris taken in the 1860s. He
tackled the assignment systematically, applying the same amount of exactitude regardless of
whether a fashionable opera house was in front
of his lens or an area of ramshackle housing in
the outskirts of Paris.6
The ambition to document a city in this
unadorned way, with as little personal influence
on the outcome as possible, appeals to me. Yet,
the result is not static, but poetic. In many cases,
this type of photograph serves as the only visual
record of sites that have long since vanished.
Suddenly, this knowledge makes the buildings
seem almost as frail as the transparent traces of
bodies sweeping past the glass plates of Marville’s large-format camera. It leaves the s pectator
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with a notion that cities can be perceived as
organic, despite the solid, man-made materials of
which they are made.
Documenting the Known
My own relation to photography has changed
over the past few years, although I am not yet
certain exactly in what way. I used to take photos
of people, preferably complete strangers, in
faraway places. I shot from the hip, or threw my
arm out in front of faces I’d never seen before. I
collected the strips of inverted images, the dark,
shiny, serpentine curls, not really knowing what
to make of them.
Photography used to be closely associated with
my travels. Not as some sort of proof of adventure,
but as a tool to discover the new. The camera was
a tangible reason to dig deeper; to go beyond the
facade of the unknown city; to capture something
I’d never seen before. Ever since we received the
eviction letter in the mail, announcing that the
Vesterbro factory was inevitably going to be torn
down, the transformation of my relation to photography has gained momentum. I felt the need to
document the building, before it was too late.
We were the last tenants in a long line of
descendants: renters and workers who resided
under the hundred-fifty-year-old roof. Evidently,
the very last—and therefore responsible for how
this structure of steel, bricks, and wood was
going to be remembered forevermore. Without
action from us, the only remains of the factory were going to be the void created after its
demolition; a void to be filled with modern,
bright apartments, inhabited by people with no
knowledge of the multilayered grave of history,
emotion, prosperity, set back, and old-fashioned
construction that they would lead their lives
atop. This ignorance is not spectacular. It happens every day, throughout every major city.
We are constantly stepping on top of previous
generations’ invisible layers, and in and out of
imperceptible structures, no longer there. Even
though buildings disappear, their traces are still
subtly present after they’re gone.
Houses are volumes shaping blocks, streets,
and neighbourhoods—even posthumously; a
plucked-away house alone dictates the size of
the gap between neighbouring structures, or the
seemingly random height of an adjacent build-
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ing, still standing, looking abandoned next to
thin air. A building can also affect its surrounding in terms of atmosphere: aesthetics, colour,
material, type of tenants—effects still there,
though the house is not. Like eternally present
shadows, are the torn down houses of a city.
I have been preoccupied by thoughts like
these during the past few years; a notion probably reinforced by my own, personal farewell to
a building that engaged me as a tenant, as well
as an artist.
Lament for the Disappearing
I felt inadequate in documenting the factory
with my camera. I couldn’t do it justice. I comforted myself with the fact that I’d at least given
attention to the old building in its final stages,
providing it with a sort of last minute raison
d’être—making electricity tickle the inside
of sleeping cables; flushing water once again
through dried-out drainpipes; wholeheartedly
appreciating the shape of the space formed between the thick industrial walls and the sunlight
entering through the skylights, probably in the
same stunning way as in 1864.
Baron Haussmann’s renovation of Paris
commenced in 1853, nine years prior to the
laying of our factory’s first brick. According to
Wikipedia, 19,730 buildings were demolished
during Haussmann’s influence.7 The large-scale
change of the city coincided with intense political
activity in France at the time. The destruction of
the “old roots” bothered many people, who openly
criticised the radical redevelopment. City rents
rose and pushed the poorer families toward the
outskirts of Paris. The new, open boulevards made
political protests harder, exposing the protesters,
giving them nowhere to retreat to. The old, narrow street pattern was greatly missed, partly because of its suitability for barricades, obstacles that
easily could block up entire areas, protecting the
protesters. The reconstruction left the city brighter
and more transparent, with fewer hiding places—
naturally advantageous for the authorities.8
The increasing political control of Parisian
society during these urban renewal decades was
also upsetting for artists—something argued to
be noticeable in paintings, poems, and novels
from this period of time. Charles Baudelaire,
for example, wrote a poem called “The Swan,”

Marten Damgaard / Master of Fine Arts 2

Untitled
(A Journey to the Center
of the Earth)
2013
Found object, wooden
box, light bulb
61 × 61 × 51 cm
Untitled (Tivoli)
2014
Ink jet print on paper,
framed
Slide projector, 70 slides,
metal pipes, wood
Various sizes
_
7. “Haussmann’s
Renovation of Paris,”
Wikipedia, last modified
May 2, 2014, http://
en.wikipedia.org/wiki/
Haussmann%27s_
renovation_of_Paris.
8. Harouel, Urbanismens
Historia, 92.

9. Walter Benjamin,
“Paris, Capital of the
Nineteenth Century,” in
Charles Baudelaire (London: Verso, 1997), 39.
10. Charles Baudelaire,
The Flowers of Evil,
trans. Keith Waldrop
(Middletown, CT: Wesleyan University Press,
2007), 116.
11. Harouel, Urbanismens
Historia, 93.
12. Donald Reid, Paris
Sewers and Sewermen:
Realities and Representations (Cambridge, MA:
Harvard University Press,
1991), 48.
13. Ibid., 51.
14. Harouel, Urbanismens
Historia, 89.
15. Reid, Paris Sewers
and Sewermen, 47.
16. Ibid., 20.
17. Ibid., 47.
18. Ibid., 35.

28

29

Marten Damgaard
The partly torn down
Vesterbro factory,
April 2014

in which he expresses sadness regarding the
demolition of old Paris, as well as the feeling of
becoming an alien in his native city,9 like the
swan taken from its native lake:
Paris changes! But nothing of my melancholia has lifted. New palaces, scaffoldings,
blocks, old outer districts: for me everything
becomes allegory and my cherished memories weigh like rocks.
Then too, before the Louvre an image presses
down on me: I recall my great swan with his
crazy movements, as if in exile, ridiculous,
sublime, gnawed by ceaseless craving! 10
Flushing Out the Muck
Baudelaire dedicated “The Swan” to novelist
Victor Hugo, who was also a bitter critic of the
spatial reorganisation of Napoleon III11—or
“Napoleon the Little,” as Hugo called him.12
Not only was the street level the subject of
Haussmann’s radical renovation, but also the
dark, subterranean reflection of the city: the
underground. Cholera was easily spread via the
insufficient sewer system, and the “untamed
muck”13 down there was considered to be a
mix of fearsome criminals and revolutionaries:
all enemies of the Empire. In the year 1800
the sewer system was only a total distance of
twenty-six kilometres—a century later the
system had grown to nearly one thousand.14 Just
as the passages overground were made brighter
and wider, the sewer system was transformed
similarly, with tunnels and junctions that made
it possible for the public to visit on guided
tours—an activity that actually took place
during the reign of Napoleon III.15 The openness was a symbolic way to prove that the city
of Paris had dealt with its dirt, showing off its
darkest corners, now lucid and clean, not hiding any menacing, miserable types.
Hugo’s novel Les Misérables has parts that
take place in the infamous Paris sewer system,
before its renovation. The novel is considered
one of the greatest of the nineteenth century. It
revolves around social injustice in Paris in the
beginning of the nineteenth century, portraying the hard times of the poverty-stricken lower
class. The dark protective tunnels of the sewer

system, just like the narrow street pattern, were
crucial assets for those in need of hiding.
Hugo was very preoccupied by the sewers in
his writing. He thought of them as a true reflection of the civilisation above:
The sewer is the conscience of the city. All
things converge and confront one another
there. In this ghastly place there are shadows,
but there are no more secrets. Everything
takes on its true shape, or at least its definitive shape. One can say this for the refuse
heap—it is not a liar.16
Hugo was critical of Haussmann’s renovation
and its consequences for the poor. Les Misérables
was a big success when it came out in 1862, and
helped to enhance the sewer’s mythical reputation. Ironically, members of the upper class
took the guided tours down below to relive the
climatic moment in the beloved novel when Jean
Valjean saves Marius Pontmercy by escaping
through the tunnels. The well-off readers appreciated the fact that they could travel in a more
comfortable manner than Valjean, and were relieved that order finally reigned below as well as
above ground.17 In Les Misérables, Hugo writes:
The cloaca no longer has any of its primitive
ferocity. The rain, which sullied the sewer
before, now washes it.18
I’ve always been drawn to the underground, feeling a familiarity with the darkness, identifying
with those hiding in it. Every city has the need
for dark corners, as well as old structures, mixing
in with the new.
I cannot help but get frustrated by the quick
solutions surrounding us in our modern era.
Entire blocks, neighbourhoods, and shopping
districts are planned and built up all at once, with
no regard for the city itself, or its organic way of
growing. The speed serves the capitalistic idea;
structures meet the invented need for consumerism quickly, with as little dirt present as possible. Central spots that used to reflect the city’s
multifaceted personality are wiped clean, erasing
the nuances, leaving a sterile surface for citizens
to mirror themselves in. That is, if they are still
allowed to enter these premises, these public
junctions, these weakened hearts of the city.
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The Need for Aged Buildings
The demolition of our Vesterbro factory was
put into effect quicker than I’d expected. Just a
couple of days after our last cardboard box of belongings was removed, the building was sealed off
by a big fence, awaiting the excavators, keeping
unauthorised people away. The short gap between
our departure and the arrival of the machines was
still big enough for the natural urban progress to
run its course; two Slovenian men immediately
made the space their brief home, using a couple
of mattresses and blankets we left behind, thus
becoming the very last link in the long chain of
tenants—all with different needs and different
ways of appreciating
the space.
Writer and
activist Jane Jacobs
stresses the need
for aged buildings
in her book The
Death and Life of
Great American
Cities. She claims
that a dynamic
mix of old and
new is needed for
a city to be able
to grow properly.19 New buildings, high in rent,
can only house well-established, high-turnover
operations. New ideas, no matter how profitable
they might prove to be, can’t take the financial
risk involved in renting new, but must use old
buildings. Every neighbourhood needs new ideas
and diversity to become vibrant. Furthermore,
Jacobs describes neighbourhoods built up all at
once as unable to physically change:
The neighborhood shows a strange inability
to u
 pdate itself, enliven itself, repair itself,
or to be sought after, out of choice, by a new
generation. It is dead. Actually it was dead
from birth, but nobody noticed this much
until the corpse began to smell.20
Again, I am encouraged to see the city’s emergence as organic, growing slowly, inch by inch,
with a perceived will of its own.
Our factory house in Vesterbro was built in
1864. As the oldest building on the lot, it has

slowly been accompanied by surrounding houses
over time, forming up around it, providing the
site with a unique character. An old pharmacy
building was in modern times transformed into
offices, and a neighbouring chocolate factory
is now filled with apartments, next to newly
built condominiums. A mix of old and new. Yet,
someone was in a hurry to transform this spot
overnight, turning it into something more lucrative, smashing this small area that had taken
more than a century to find its current, functional shape, housing a diversity of activities: a small
art school, a soccer club, artists’ studios, several
companies, two record labels, and a few homes.
The building’s hundred-fifty-year-old beams
are still strong and able to last for at least a
hundred and fifty
years more. I saw
them the other
day, lying heavy on
the ground, surrounded by debris,
incredibly thick,
but with only the
force of gravity at
work and nothing
to bear.
The buildings that now are
torn down were all looked after. They’d all been
renovated to some degree. None of them were
dilapidated. But no barricade is big enough to
keep the profit-hungry excavator from chewing.
Everything is a Story
One way of outwitting often inferior city planning—and in my opinion, decay in the form of
the loss of genuineness in our modern cities—
can be to take matters into one’s own hands. If
I want the city to offer hideouts, I seem to have
to maintain their existence, or build new ones. I
have to mediate, in different manners, alternative ways of looking at what is public and what
is quality. I also have to put searchlights on, and
document, the few traces of imperfection still
around—situations in our cities that actually allow growth; areas and structures not stillborn (to
steal Jacobs’s image of the smelly corpse).
One of the more interesting projects I’ve
participated in over the past few years took place
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in a small fishing village in the north of Norway.
The small town, already sparsely inhabited, got
hit by overfishing in the 1990s and almost half
of the population took off, leaving their houses.
The ghost town was a depressing sight for most
villagers, constantly reminding them of the
declining economical development. Artists were
invited to take part in, as it turned out, a social
project, using the empty, decaying houses as
canvases to paint on. Glaring colours were put
against pale, weather-beaten wood. Practically
anything was allowed, at least according to
the cheering villagers of all ages, as long as the
houses were finally used.
It was a reversed experience, to enter a city
where every corner was longing for an imprint
from something vivid. The villagers didn’t want
to tear down the houses, but didn’t want them
to stand there, like phantoms of the past, either.
Normally there’s hardly any room left for public
messages in the big, dense city. Here, the whole
town begged to become a billboard, in use, drawing attention to itself. After the project, the village
was noticed because of something other than the
high percentage of unemployment. The paintings
added new layers of meaning to the abandoned
houses; cameras were pointed at them; people
looked at them in new, positive ways.
Coal Tipples
Just like Marville’s straightforward and poetic
photographs of Paris speak to me, so does the
work of the artist duo Hilla and Bernd Becher.
Bernd originally studied painting in Düsseldorf in the 1950s, and Hilla was a photographer
in the advertising business. They met in 1959
and started collaborating as a photographic duo,
documenting the disappearing German industrial
architecture. Bernd had a personal connection to
the industry, since his family had worked in steel
and mining.21
The couple travelled and systematically took
photographs in different parts of Europe and
the US, focusing on old industrial sites and the
typical structures found there: gas tanks, water
towers, and grain elevators, for example, dividing them into collections. The structures are
all alike, yet unique. Each composition is both
simple and complex. The precise prints are grey,
cool images of silent, heavy steel. The repeti-

tion, with deviations between the constructions,
makes the viewer consider the architectural
shapes as sculptural monuments—memorials of
an industrial past.
Pennsylvania Coal Mine Tipples is the title of
a series of photographs taken by the Bechers in
the mid 1970s, a series that I find particularly
captivating. The series depicts huge, seemingly
temporary, wooden mine heads (called tipples),
which were used to haul the coal cars from the
tunnels below using a cable. A special mechanism tips the car forward, dumping the coal on
the ground. The shapes of the tipples are often
irregular and they look as if they were made in a
hurry, revealing the obvious functions without
any decorative features; on the contrary, some of
the stripped skeleton structures seem excessively
chaotic in their execution, which immediately
catches my eye, passing on an interesting story.
Mount Cavernous
In 2014, the first roller coaster of the Tivoli
amusement park in central Copenhagen turns
one hundred years old. It is one of the world’s
oldest wooden rides still in operation. To celebrate its birthday, the original mountaintops that
once crowned the ride are being reconstructed.22
For the past few months I’ve been passing Tivoli
on my way to Central Station, monitoring the
progress of the growing fake mountain. First,
there were large girders of steel, shaping the basic
foundation, then came wooden beams crossed
in a complex pattern, to lift the volume. In its
initial phase, the mountain skeleton was not
unlike one of the Bechers’ coal tipples: fascinating to look at. Then a thick metal net was added
around the construction, imitating the ways
of the stone. The project seemed like a blownup model of the kind that usually flanks toy
railways. Yet, there was something about it that
made me eager to explore it.
The night before the opening day, I crawled
into the hollow mountain with my camera to
document its interior and its hidden structure. I
climbed to the top, twenty-six metres up, but from
the inside of the purported mountain. The act was
a made-up adventure, just as the mountain was
pretend. The risk did not lie in the possibility of
getting lost or stuck inside winding cave tunnels,
but rather of being detected by the patrolling park
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guard and getting thrown out of the premises. It
was a semi-adventure, within the city. A childhood
dream of a cave expedition, with a will to explore,
and perhaps furthermore, to expose.
Walter Benjamin describes the flâneur, the
strolling citizen of nineteenth-century Paris, as
a figure much like Baudelaire, one who goes out
“botanizing on the asphalt.”23 The flâneur investigates the city landscape, with no particular
goal but to follow a scrap of paper, for instance,
given to the wind to play with, as happens in
Alexandre Dumas’s Les Mohicans de Paris, taken
as an example by Benjamin.24 The flâneur is an
urban spectator, playing detective, observing,
feeling at home in the streets, but also alienated.
I can somehow relate to that picture.
When I was younger
I sauntered, rather than
stayed still. Reading was
hard and took time. I
appreciated short, expressive messages. The visual
impression is still as important to me as the content of the letters. I was
frustrated around text.
This frustration derived
from not going to school,
not fully learning to read
at an early age. I instead
focused on the physical
assimilation of information, which seemed like
the only possible way of
personal progression. My
love of stories, despite
my lack of concentration, urges me to tell them
briefly, still today, and sometimes visually.
The 1959 movie Journey to the Center of the
Earth, based on Jules Verne’s book, captivated
me as a child, and the idea of a hollow earth
still fascinates me. The lower level of a city is
unknown to most, but it is just as expansive as
the overground. There are tunnels providing
dark passageways beneath the ground, carefully
documented on certain maps. There are trains
running back and forth, transporting us on the
dark level in calculated systems. Our faeces and
wastewater travel below us in the sewers. The
ground beneath a city is in fact hollow.
The natural cave offers another type of
excitement. There are no maps, and there is no
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way of figuring out the path ahead. The tunnels
are irregular in shape, and enigmatic, shaped by
water. The cave doesn’t guarantee access in any
direction but reverse.
Boarded
As if foreboding the forthcoming personal experience of watching a building fall, my work the
past years has shifted from being about creating
possible hiding places in a busy urban climate
to becoming an observer and a recorder of both
withering and rising city structures.
I have been drawn to sealed-off environments, like abandoned housing, wanting to go
against restrictions, entering premises meant to
be disregarded or avoided.
The inside of a boardedup house, for example, is
not for use. It is thought
of as consumed, waiting to be demolished,
declared inoperative. I
find the atmosphere inside
redemptive and permissive, allowing me to think
beyond issues like ownership or trespassing. There
is a freedom in that type
of resignation. To unscrew
and remove the seal is perhaps an act of vandalism,
but at the same time the
removal of shackles.
The graphic elements
of function and the visual
pattern of construction are the stories I seek
within the city.
I visited the Vesterbro factory one last time a
few weeks ago. Half of the building was gone. It
was a strange feeling breaking into what, a few
months earlier, had been home. The space seemed
familiar, and yet strange. There was a thick layer
of white dust covering everything, as if the inside
had been left untouched for a century.
I walked around for a while, leaving footprints next to those of another flâneur—a cat.
It must have found its way inside, through seals
of wood and plastic, exploring, not for any
particular reason.
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helene garberg
World of Images. Timeless Time.
Experience and Speculative Ventures with Film
“Maybe around 65 million years ago, approximately, a very big meteorite impacted the earth.”1
We are driving out a long straight road surrounded by green bush on both sides. We are on
the backseat of what appears to be a taxi, at least
judging by the kitschy items in the window; a
dangling crucifix, a rosary, and a wobbly teddybear gorilla in a diaper compete for attention as
the car rumbles ahead. The driver, a middle-aged,
Spanish-speaking man, perhaps some kind of local
guide, sets out to recount the main outline of an
event that took place “approximately” 65 million
years ago, “maybe”—he’s not quite sure.
As it is often the case with my films, Chicxulub—
Tierra Extraterrestre opens with a shot in motion
and a movement into the image. We are travelling
into another reality—and into the film itself. The
journey is a recurring starting point or framework
for my work, both very literally and in the broadest sense of what a journey might be. I often travel
in order to film a specific thing or location, and
sometimes my films depict such apparently exotic
places. Other times a character is on a journey inside a film, or the camera travels, traces, or floats
through a space. Again, a narrative or a line of
thought can be an excursion, a speculative voyage
to a long gone reality such as that of the Chicxulub meteorite 65 million years ago. Many times,
what I perceive as a journey is several of these at
the same time, and may be a simultaneous movement out in the world and into a mental state of
reflection, receptiveness, or speculation.
Likewise, an actual journey is not merely a
movement from A to Z, but also an experience
in time. When we travel we are reminded that
so many realities coexist with our own, but also
of the fact that movement in space is submitted
to time. Within the framework of a journey, our
encounters with places, people, and histories

unfold sequentially as we advance, but on the
contrary, there may be nothing linear about the
local times of people, places, or histories that
we encounter on the way. Much of the same can
be said about film. A film unfolds as a linear
sequence of time, but its places, scenes, and
times may be completely anachronic and coexist
as such. While I like to keep this comparison in
mind, because it reminds me of the materiality
of the medium itself—the succession of frames
that make up a film—the crucial difference is
that in filmic experience the journey is effortless
and time is somehow set loose from movement in
space. This makes travelling in film an altogether
different experience, enabling great freedoms
like time travel and impossible points of view,
but also imposing a different set of limitations.
“Here! It’s all this here. As I said, it’s a vast region,
a giant zone.” 2
On the road towards the small village of Chicxulub, the supposed impact centre of the meteorite
thought to have extinguished the dinosaurs, several
parallel journeys begin to unfold. We are driving
through a crater larger than one hundred eighty
kilometres in diameter and, in some sense, on top of
the meteorite. As the car picks up speed, the driver
ventures further into the daunting account of the
impact that scientists think initiated the evolution
of man. The crucifix in the windshield oscillates
demonstratively, the cameraman is carsick, and
the microphone and camera seem to undergo a
parallel technical apocalypse. Sound and image
deteriorate for each mile travelled and each
incomprehensible fact added to the scenario of the
prehistoric event. The colour goes, the view of the
landscape racing by dissolves into a rapid flux of
pixels, and finally the last distorted sounds grow
into a louder and louder growling rush. Now the
car is gone and perhaps we are the meteorite on its
death-flight through space and the atmosphere.
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Films are composed of layers of images and
realities. In contrast to a physical journey, in film
we can inhabit different times, points of view,
and narratives simultaneously or with instant
change. In this sense, the ontology of film is coexistence. Not merely the coexistence of images,
narrative threads, and cultural fabric, but the
coexistence of these
in time. Representations coexist inside
the time of the film,
which is, on the one
hand, a very concrete
and linear time—the
time of the editor
counting seconds
and frames—and,
on the other hand,
a total time wherein
all images and times
coexist. Spaces and
places in a film may
be experienced simultaneously in both
of these two kinds of
time, similar to when
we daydream and
suddenly become
aware of the time
passing around us.
A dinosaur is grazing
(?) peacefully next to
a sunny beach and
turquoise ocean not
unlike the scenery that
attracts the modernday tourist to this part
of Mexico. A rock of
indeterminate size,
rather unsuccessfully
depicted, seems to
hang suspended in
the blue sky above
the creature’s head. The shot is held until someone
walks by, outside the freeze-frame painted world
of the dinosaur. We are in a small sleepy village
where a rather unmonumental memorial to the
extinct species adorns a small roundabout. A lorry
with a large image of a ham sandwich is parked
next to it. A couple of old men are chatting in the
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shade of a tree while a scooter-taxi drives by and a
woman crosses the street.
The medium of film has often been said to
be thinking or dreaming3 —two immaterial
processes that both suggest a freedom from the
normal restraints of time and space. These are
common metaphors
for film not merely
because a film can
jump between
various times and
places, but because
something about
filmic duration is
reminiscent of the
consciousness that
facilitates our thinking or dreaming.
This is an idea that
runs throughout
Gilles Deleuze’s
cinema books, especially Cinema Two:
The Time-Image,
in which Deleuze
deals with all aspects
of Henri Bergson’s
theories of duration,
memory, and the
virtual set in relation
to cinema.4
The philosophy of
Bergson and Deleuze
has been an important influence on
me. I have my own
way of going about
this relation between
philosophical concepts and the making
of art films, which in
many ways I consider
a mutually affecting relation, a kind of dialogue.
This is perhaps similar to how we sometimes ask
ourselves what a specific friend of ours would
have said or thought about this or that. This does
not mean that we necessarily agree, but it means
that this friend’s way of seeing the world is
present in our own. An active readership can be a
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parallel practice, an ongoing dialogue, but in the
moment of making something, philosophy offers
nothing more than a way of thinking, a set of
subtle logics or a scenario to look through—not
the thoughts or ideas themselves. Deleuze would
have said that ideas always belong to a particular field: “No one has an idea in general,” but
“ideas have to be treated like potentials already
engaged in one mode of expression or another.”5
What might be an idea in philosophy, occupied
with the making of concepts as it is, cannot
be translated directly to an idea in film or art,
which is o ccupied with the making of something else. But, as Deleuze most certainly has
demonstrated in his doing philosophy with films,
literature, art, science, psychoanalysis, and many
more, “sometimes powerful encounters can occur.”6
In a similar way, one can
do art with something else,
and this does not mean
copy-paste, but rather that
an artist need not find the
greatest affinity with ideas
coming from the field of
art itself. It is, however, the
intimate relation with that
particular form of expression that enables an artist to
envisage other potentials of
ideas proper to philosophy,
cinema, science, or the like.
In order to begin to understand Bergson’s ideas of
duration, consciousness, and the virtual and how
and why these may have potential in relation
to film, it is absolutely necessary to understand
the differentiation Bergson makes between the
actual and the virtual. These are, as Deleuze
observes, the “two very different lines of fact”
running though all of Bergson’s thinking.7 Very
simply put, the actual is identified with the
objective, extension in space, perception, and the
present material world. The virtual, on the other
hand, is associated with the subjective, duration
in time, memory, and the past. The actual and
virtual are also defined in terms of how they
generate difference (or repetition) internally: The
actual is divisible by number or measure, like
matter or space. Actual things differ from each

other in degree (more or less of the same), which
is why they are also called quantitative multiplicities. The virtual, also known as continuous
or qualitative multiplicities, cannot be counted
or measured, but virtual phenomena can only
be known where there is a difference in kind (a
change in the quality of something).8 The virtual
is associated with duration—our inner, continuous, and subjective time, wherein consciousness
(thought, emotion, and memory) works in a
flow of states, allowing the near past to “melt”
into the near future. We never experience the
mathematically “true” present, which is merely
the “indivisible limit” between past and future,
but rather all conscious experience takes place in
a prolonged present.9 This also means that consciousness unfolds in time,
not in space. For these reasons, among many others,
Bergson insists that we have
confused time with space,
and that time, opposed to
the more common conceptions of his day, is a real
(but virtual) dimension. In
short, time is a dimension
radically different than
space, not representable
with metaphors borrowed
from space, and not reducible to movement mapped
out in space or ageing in
matter alone.10
It is this reality and priority given to time—the reinvention of time as
duration, the medium of thought, memory, and
dream—that could also be an idea in film. Or
rather, have a corresponding idea in film, where
representations coexist in filmic duration. But
there is also a critique of the representational
model implicit in all of Bergson’s thinking, and
this might be a little more complicated to set in
relation to film.
The “revised dualism” between actual and
virtual, or matter and memory, is in many
ways Bergson’s solution to the classic philosophical problem of matter and mind or
object and thought11—a question that Bergson
thinks has been mixed up with the question
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of k nowledge.12 In regards to matter, Bergson
holds, somewhat strangely at first, that the
material world consists of images. Image is “a
certain existence which is more than what the
idealist calls a representation, but less than that
which the realist calls a thing,—an existence
placed half-way between the ‘thing’ and the
‘representation.’”13 But more than insisting
on a position between idealism and realism,
Bergson is aiming at redirecting the question
altogether by setting off from what he locates
as the common ground between the two: that
matter is known to us as images. These images
are not representations made up in our brain,
nor do they hide behind them impossible
things beyond our experience, but matter is for
itself (more or less) as it is for us, and it is in this
sense, only, that Bergson means that matter is
representation.14
“Image,” then, refers to our immediate experience (as opposed to speculative knowledge) of
everything that is actual: matter, objects, ourselves, and even our brain—which is also an image in space.15 But whereas the world of images
is an actual reality, external to and independent
of us and one we can have real knowledge of, our
experience of it is conditioned by the existence of
the one “privileged image” or “centre of action”:
our own body in space, ourselves. It is in this
image that memory also comes to interact with
perception in consciousness.16
The world of images is limited to the present. But
not everything that is real is present or an image.
Something can have reality without having actuality; these things are virtual—and not images.
The past is virtual: real, but not actual; finite,
complete, and preserved in time. Because it is
not actual, it is also unconscious (in a completely
non-psychological sense). This is why memoryimages are something different than the past
itself. Memories are actual images derived from
a virtual past, but when a virtual is actualised, it
changes in kind and gives rise to something new,
not merely a bleached-out representation of what
it once was. For a memory to actualise in the
flow of duration, consciousness must send itself
back into the past, to locate the memory where it
really is in time, bringing it back to the present,
where it actualises anew.17

If the division of all phenomena and experience
into either actual or virtual seems at first a pure
dualism, Bergson always emphasises that lived
experience is a compound of both. Things are to
be found and accessed, at first, where they are
(objects in space, memories in time), but since any
experience fundamentally requires our being in
the world, our being alive, experience is always
filtered and directed towards possible action. The
interaction between perception and memory is
subject to a healthy and rational principle of correspondence: a perception of a tiger, for instance,
requires a quick response, and memory does not
send itself back too far in order to recognise the
tiger as a threat and motivate the body.18 Interestingly, Bergson also acknowledges that this relation
of proportionate correspondence, normally serving our survival in the world, sometimes goes out
of joint, for instance when we dream. Dreaming,
Bergson says, is a very relaxed and expanded state
of consciousness, caused by the suspension of bodily activity. What really requires effort is the awakened state and “our attention to life.” Losing our
attention to life, and therefore the healthy filtering
of impressions and memories, can offer a definition of insanity, too, Bergson reflects.19 Perhaps
the overproductive and unfiltered state of schizophrenia could be an example of this. Or, a milder
example would be the stream of consciousness and
excessive image production that Virginia Woolf’s
female characters fall into, as they seem to be “all
other places” than the present they are physically
in.20 The state of daydream can be a forceful and
melancholy dimension signalling a turning away
from life, but surely, it can also be a source of
creativity—a being in duration, a healthy folding
back on itself of the subject, that in many ways is
what constitutes subjectivity as such.
When we lose ourselves in the flow of images of
a film, this introspective state is turned inside
out. The screen becomes a space of projection and
perception, but also has its own inner life. The
dreaming, thinking, or madness proper to film
is always someone else’s. At the same time, film
shares the finite quality of Bergson’s past, and the
idea of the survival of the past finds a very literal
correlative in film, in the simple limitations of
footage. In the process of editing, for instance,
one can manipulate, move around, play forwards
or backwards, slow down or speed up, layer,
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If such an ontology of film may pose a somewhat
equalising and absolute principle, it also allows
for a shift in attention and primacy from what a
film represents to a question of how a film generates its images, its mode of seeing, listening, and
being in the time/space of the film. The what and
the how are inseparable in practise, but whereas
most narrative cinema is dominated by the first
and employs the latter to create or emphasise
narrative or symbolic meanings integral to it,
experimental cinema and artists’ films have
the freedom to reverse this priority. This would
furthermore invite a change in method, where
the post-structualist readership or deconstructionist critiques of representation (still engaged
in decoding and unravelling the cultural fabric)
give way to more performative, phenomenological, or conceptual modes of reading.

tography” does not refer merely to camerawork,
but more so to the independence of the filmic
medium and expression as other and more than
neutral documentation of “acting” or “theatre.”
By “writing,” then, Bresson points to several ideas
around the nature of film. Cinematography is
the practising of an independent language, and,
like text, the weaving together of fragments, but
this is an activity that, in film, is always anchored
in space and time. The camera is itself an actor,
a movable point of view in space—giving rise to
a moving frame that “writes” out its images in
time, and, as it were, “on” the space of the screen.
Another note reaffirms the performativity of this
act: “Cinema, the art, with images, of representing nothing.”23 Bresson is well known for building
the cinematographic space of his films through
fragments, close-ups, and decentralised points of
view—a filmic space that, like Bergson’s world
of images, is external and real, but accessible for
experience only through an embodied point of
view. In the case of film, this point of view is no
longer anchored in the one “privileged image,”
our own body, but in one or several cameras that
may embody changing points of views in ways
not possible in experience (shot and countershot
being a classic example). Thus the space of film
is a phenomenological space, where seeing and
being seen is not only reversible in the abstract but
also in practice. The screen establishes itself as the
in-between meeting point of these many possible
points of view, where also, in a certain sense, objects are looking at us. In a small anecdote about a
day fishing out at sea, Jacques Lacan narrates how
a small glittering sardine tin sailing by appeared
to be looking at him “at the level of the point of
light. The point of light that everything that looks
at me is situated.”24 Likewise, Lacan speaks of the
screen in a broader sense in relation to perception.
The screen is established as the meeting point
between the subjective gaze ( < ) and the light
emanated by objects of the world ( > ), like a kind
of transparent film situated at the overlap between
the two “gazing triangles.” Thus, the perceptionimage of the world would be situated a little outside ourselves, or in the case of film, somewhere
between the camera and the world it is pointed at.

“Cinematography is writing with images in movement and with sounds,” Robert Bresson states in
his Notes on Cinematography.22 Bresson’s “cinema-

In my own short film Interim (2013), the first
few scenes take place in likewise not-yet-fully
three-dimensional world, somewhere between

c olour (etc.!) all these bits of past. The editor is like
a little manipulative god orchestrating a world,
the entirety of which only he or she knows.21 But,
in the end, the editor is also confronted with the
finality of this world, which, like the past itself, is
a reality that can no longer be acted in. Much of
the joy of editing has to do with this; editing is a
game of endless possibilities on one side, and very
concrete limitations on another.
Film is a time-based medium, but film is
also a representational medium that does indeed
most typically derive its images from a “preexisting realm.” The way I see it, it is possible, at
first, to adopt Bergson’s proposal of “the immediacy of images” in the most literal sense. That is to
say, that on film everything is image—everything
exists as such and is given to us as such, whether
or not these representations initially came out of
a world or set, a photographic process or digital
animation. I would like to add sound to this
universe, but for now, that’s a different question.
Next, it would be necessary to maintain that
what allows the various representations of a film
to coexist on equal terms as images is time. This
time is not reducible to the external abstract time
of the editor, but is also an internal duration of
the film as consciousness, in which difference is
again re-established qualitatively.
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21. Walter Murch speaks
about this godlike
position of the editor in
relation to what he calls
“the tragedy of Job moments” in editing; that
is, when the editor, from
his superior overview of
the entirety of the film,
does something apparently harmful to a scene
in the light of “knowing
better” what benefits
the film as a whole. See
Michael Ondaatje, The
Conversations: Walter
Murch and the Art of
Editing Film (New York:
Knopf, 2010), 134.
22. Robert Bresson,
Notes on Cinematography (New York: Urizon
Books, 1977), 2.
23. Ibid., 59.
24. Jacques Lacan, Four
Fundamental Concepts
of Psychoanalysis, Book
XI, ed. Jacques-Alain
Miller, trans. Alan
Sheridan (New York: W.
W. Norton, 1998), 95.
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what I call the image-screen and the image-world.
Interim opens with a bright white screen and
a slowly increasing roaring sound. At first this
is an empty screen, then pixels and fragments
of figuration start dancing over it from right to
left, and begin to reveal a movement through an
overexposed world, a bleached-out forest or bush.
We are moving, but we cannot fully see through
what. This gives the impression of piercing into
an image or screen of limited depth. Elements of
figuration enter the space of the screen, gliding
over it or settling on it. The movements of the
camera are only discernible when it encounters
something; floating, gliding, hovering through
this all too bright world, objects and scenery are
encountered from changing viewpoints but with
no visible cuts. We look up into the crown of a
tree and the next thing, in a swift movement, we
glide over a hole in the ground.
Interim has to do with a state of mind. This is a
state of mind that is simultaneously dislocated
and attentive. It is a flow, but also a standstill.
With recourse to Bergsonian duration, an
“interim” suggests a “gap” in time. But while,
objectively speaking, time always continues
to pass, and the word “gap” is borrowed from
a terminology referring to space, a “time-gap”
must necessarily have to do with a qualitative
change in time. Another kind of time detaching
itself from a more abstract or monotonous time.
If this is the case, such an interim need not be
experienced in terms of the passing of time at all,
but could be sensed rather as the absence of time,
a timeless time, and the presence of whatever fills
this “gap.”
In Interim, images materialise out of a stream of
potential images. This is how I see it. In the first
sequences, images visit the film, rather than the
film consisting of film clips stitched together.
Continuity is somehow external. Sometimes, the
empty white screen/space between the coming
and going of images becomes synonymous with
this continuity. At other times, the white screen
is experienced as deprivation of sight and dislocation within the world of the film. As opposed
to a fully dark screen, a white screen suggests
flatness, blinds us, and to some extent pushes us
out of the filmic illusion, whereby it forces the
eye back and forth between the film as image-
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screen and image-world. Sometimes an image can
exist right between the two, being simultaneously screen, a flat silhouette, and an image opening
into an image-world. This happens with the dark
holes, the openings to caves, in the flat, overexposed ground, as they become fix-points for
the camera’s journey in an otherwise dislocated
space. Sound, on the other hand, has an entirely
different relationship with the screen. Sound-images can arise parallel to the screen or off screen
and can be suggestive of an absence in the image,
or a disjunction in experience; something that
was there a moment ago and still clings as an
echo, or something that is just about to arrive.
Eventually, there is a straight cut, or several
quick ones, that bring us down a staircase into
the darkness of a cave. Down here the logic
reverses: now images grow out of a prolonged
darkness; the screen-space has depth and solidity
again whereas the openings to the world above
are contained images floating in the dark.
This dualistic, but simultaneously reversible,
logic between black and white, dark and light,
underground and overground, into or out of,
is the visual organising principle of Interim.
Like Deleuze describes the reversibility of the
actual and virtual in the smallest circuit of their
coexistence, the crystal image, it is the order of the
reversal (whether from actual to virtual, or from
virtual to actual) that determines the expression
of the image. A ship sitting on the surface of a
deep sea, a kind of mirror axis, suggests a possible point of view from each of the two worlds,
but with two very different results. Deleuze distinguishes between two expressions of exchange:
one runs from opaque to limpid, a virtual
becoming actual and giving rise to something
new; the other, from limpid to opaque, an actual
becoming virtual, disintegrating, decomposing,
or shutting down.25 Similar “rules of realisation”
sometimes apply to my own image-grammar. An
image fading in from white, I consider an addition to the screen. This kind of image seems to
materialise on the screen, or arrive from somewhere outside the film. Images that fade in from
dark, on the other hand, grow out of the screen,
relating to perception and space, more than to
time. A fade in from black creates an image that
doesn’t add anything new, but rather reveals or
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25. Deleuze, Cinema
Two, 70–72, 88, and
91–92.
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26. Mtro. Carlos Augusto
Evia Cervantes, Facultad
de Ciencias Antropológicas de la Universidad
Autónoma de Yucatán,
interview with the author,
August 31, 2012, Merída, Mexico. Cervantes
considers darkness as
one among many other
important factors and rational foundations for the
creation of local myths
of fantastical beings and
beasts living in the caves,
and in some cases, the
animistic properties often assigned to cenotes.
In some local myth
cenotes are referred
to as conscious beings
with a will to protect or
punish their visitors or
intruders, for instance by
entrapment or drowning.
See Carlos Augusto Evia
Cervantes, Selection de
Mitos (Mérida: Facultad
de Ciencias Anthropológicas, Universidad
Autónoma de Yucatán,
2009).
27. Jules Verne, Journey
to the Centre of the
Earth (Hertfordshire:
Wordsworth Editions,
2012), 108.

exposes what was already there, hidden. This
is also why dark images often seem to suggest
something psychological, and more readily turn
metaphorical. Sometimes a sequence begins in
light and exits in dark, or vice versa; in this way,
some sequences can be a kind of full circuit. This
personal image-grammar of mine is, of course,
something established in editing, when everything is already given as image.
In the case of Interim, the extreme contrast of
light/dark in the openings to the underground
are furthermore significant in relation to the
history of these places. Interim is filmed in and
around the entrances to the “cenotes” of the
Yucatán in Mexico. From a geological point of
view, cenotes are caves eroded by underground
rivers and waters, the indirect consequence
of the Chicxulub meteorite. Millions of years
later in the Mayan mythology of the region, the
cenotes were considered entrances to the sacred
underworld, liminal places said to be “outside
time and space.” An anthropologist I interviewed
there put forth this idea poetically: “In the depth
of the caverns, the sequence of day and night is
broken, and for this reason one is in a species of
eternity there, where time is no longer passing.”26
The loss of time is a common reference in stories
and fictions from the underground. The young
man in Jules Verne’s classic fantasy Journey to
the Centre of Earth does not know if an hour or
many days have passed after his lamp breaks. He
is lost in the total isolation of an “unfathomable
darkness,” which is not only terrifying but—
more surprisingly—timeless.27
Both Chicxulub—Tierra Extraterrestre and
Interim came out of a longer project of mine concerning the underground. The underground is in
so many ways the opposition to the overground,
and this is also the reason why time and space
are experienced differently down there. Up here,
space is open extension, perspective, and surface.
In the underground space is encapsulation, loss
of sight and direction. Digging replaces erecting;
voids instead of mountains. The labyrinth replaces the map, like tunnels substitute roads. In
the underground, time is dissociated from movement and its measure in space because movement is detached from the horizon. Again, this
would point to the experience of another kind

of time, a virtual time, which perhaps we may
begin to conceive of only under such unusual
and extreme conditions. In the total absence of
light, our perception-images, and therefore our
being in space, are almost undone, and time begins to break free from the normal compound of
experience. Perhaps these are some of the reasons
why the subterrain has been a thriving source
of myth, imagination, and fiction throughout
history. Largely hidden and inaccessible as it is to
us, it is only a place for us, as far as it is invested
with imagination. In this sense, it would be possible to say that the underground is, simultaneously, an actual space and a virtual place.
But from a less romantic point of view, the
underground, and our relation with it, is not all
pure fairy tale. The underground is also a strategic territory for war and industrial and capitalist
exploitation. It is the source of useful materials
and of conflict materials: gold, diamonds, and
fossil fuels. The underground is the final burial
place for the abject of civilisation: trash, atomic
waste, and mass graves. Also in relation to these
harder facts, a circular logic of exchange, a kind
of materialist eternal return, is in effect. We unearth potentials to activate them in the making
of great or terrible things, or we dispose or bury
whatever we want to rid ourselves of or forget, in
the hope that it will disappear.
These many and various ideas and connotations
around the underground have manifested in
smaller and more isolated ideas in my work. Ideas proper to my own field of ideas, but also ideas
belonging to each individual film. With Interim
it was the mythical history of the cenotes and
their present-day reality that caught my interest.
Chicxulub—Tierra Extraterrestre was filmed in
the same region of Mexico, but came out of a
more geological and speculative approach to the
underground there, which quite literally consists
of matter “not from this planet,” as the local
guide in the film observes. The actual encounters
of this specific journey turned out to be as much
anthropological as speculative. The absurdities
and limitations of human representations of an
ancestral event became humorously concrete
when anchored in the local time and pace of the
small village of Chicxulub. On the other hand,
it really was a great speculative encounter for
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Ernesto and the Witches
of Naica
2014
Film-stills
HD video
Black and white
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47

me to be driving around on this meteorite land.
In this sense, it was a philosophical encounter,
a post-Kantian one; a concrete encounter with
the possibility of human thought going outside itself. Not merely to acknowledge a reality
independent of our senses, but even further, to
acknowledge a reality that existed long before
human consciousness was in the world.28 “65
million years ago”—“maybe,” “approximately.”
… Even if we cannot quite.
Many things in the underground are ancestral in
this sense. Everywhere “down there,” time seems
to be the most immediate metaphor, although
in reality it is matter: traces of time recorded in
matter. The underground is a depository of layers
of pasts, neatly archived in accordance with their
varying proximity to the present. Underground
time is geological time, planetary time, and is a
stranger to experience as much as it is
a reality independent and ignorant
of us. This is also
why its marvels
often go hand in
hand with a certain
horror.29 Sometimes
this material and
non-human time,
which is Other to
us, is embodied in
a particular shape. A growth of time, such as
the giant crystals of Naica. When I first saw
images of the Naica mines and the world’s
largest crystals, these were surrounded by a
surprisingly sentimental debate. Located in the
depths of an industrial mine, it was evident that
the caves would be reflooded and shut off again
at some point. The dominating question was
how to document, how to preserve this “most
beautiful place on the planet,” as it was dubbed,
“for the eyes of the future.” An immediate for
us was posited. An immediate ownership was
claimed—in the good spirit of many explorers!
I have been searching for the two old miners,
with their melted eyes and wrecked bodies, who
initially broke through the wall to this boiling
and steaming crystal hell. One of them has died,
I have heard, and it probably wasn’t either of
them who, somewhat ironically, named one of
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the crystal caves “Queen’s Eye.” But, perhaps it
would indeed have been appropriate to ask what
the crystals saw? Did and do they see us?
In the light of everything I have ventured here, I
dare to admit that my own first encounter with
the images of Naica sparked a much more immediate and simple response: Where is this place?—
and how do I get there? These are two questions
that can trigger a journey, and so they did. An
essential part of any journey is getting lost.
Sometimes this is the point altogether, but other
times we are looking for something specific and
set out in a restless mode. Sometimes a trail ends,
or sometimes we turn around because we cannot
see the end of a road. The road to Naica is long
and straight in this daunting way of “disappearing into the horizon,” cutting through a dismal
desert and a military zone to finally arrive in the
small, and apparently
unspectacular, mining town that lies on
the same vertical axis
as the monolithic
crystals below. It
took more than two
years before I could
complete the final
step of this journey:
the vertical descent.
And when I finally
did, and besides
all the extremity of that experience, I realised
that this was no longer the point of my project.
Perhaps the knowledge of what lies below Naica
is sufficient—and stronger as such. On the other
hand, I only know this because I’ve been there.

Helene Garberg / Master of Fine Arts 2

Naica #4
2014
Photography
Inkjet print
70 × 46,7 cm
_
28. Quentin Meillassoux
develops this idea, revising Immanuel Kant in the
light of modern science
and the further philosophical implications, to
propose a new stance: a
speculative materialism.
See Quentin Meillassoux, After Finitude: An
Essay on the Necessity
of Contingency (London:
Continuum, 2008).
29. Eugene Thacker
argues that the greatest
contemporary source
of horror relates to a
post-human vision of
the world as planetary,
ignorant, and independent of us: the human
encounter with the
uncontrollable planet for
itself and our possibility
to think it; the before or
after the existence of
life. See Eugene Thacker,
In the Dust of this Planet:
Horror of Philosophy,
vol. 1 (Winchester: Zero
Books, 2011).
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Kaare Sebastian Golles
CULTURAL ARCHAIC
An essay on: melancholy, tragedy, patricide,
incest, totem offering, totem sacrament, cannibalism, cultural and religious establishment, and
especially death, violence, and the filthy, disgusting, stinking, that which nobody wants to know
anything about—abjection and perversion.
The essay has been written against the backdrop of the exhibition GORGE, SHIT, FUCK
/ BLAH, BLAH, BLACK / (SPACE OF ABJECTION): THIS OTHER FOOD.
BLACK BALSAM 1
Why? … From life’s and mankind’s, action’s and
thought’s inception, people have been shouting, screaming, crying, wailing to their Creator:
Why? And that’s just what I’m doing. For in the
black-winged night, I was thrown into the world
… Anyway, I don’t feel like dealing with that
crap anymore … No, goddammit … I’ll shit on
my life … shitty life … what has it given me?
Respect, confirmation, love, hate? it hasn’t given
me anything at all … But maybe you people
think that I have reason to be happy? And to
“put on a happy face”? Everything’s going to
turn out all right? As long as we have a roof over
our heads, food on our plates, clothes on our
backs, money in our pockets, and a warm pussy
in the bed? … No, that’s not going to work out
any longer. Not for me … We’re born between
piss and shit and should live life in it, as this is
what makes sense—so fuck all the rest of the
circus … I could start to puke today and keep
on puking till tomorrow. Empty the body of
all that society has fattened us up with. Like a
pig ready for slaughter … And I really want to
take a shit. Empty the intestines of all the crap
that’s been hiding in there! … You think I’m
angry?… arrogant?… but can’t you fucking see
… LOOK!… I’m scared … I’m trying to escape,
but it always finds me … I’ve been trying to
escape my whole goddamn life, but it has bloody
well always found me … and why?… because
we can’t let go … we don’t want to let go … now

we’ve become so fucking good at “living” and
imagine if someone came along and wanted to
knock us off our perch, if someone did it better
than us … what would become of us, then?…
Heaven help us, are you all so blind?… Thank
God for that … for then I’m certainly the only
idiot in this idiotic world … Come on … analyse
me, judge me, condemn me, improve me and I
won’t be a whit wiser, my character won’t be any
stronger or my mind any more noble, either … I
hate people and people’s deeds. In the erotic, in
love, in violence, in life and in death, in birth. In
particular, I hate children. These small creatures
that are the concentrate of every grown-up and
experienced person, and who embody the deepest and most genuine emotions, appear to me
as living manifestations of lived life and human
folly. Creatures of stupidity’s father and stupidity’s mother … The stupid people’s stupidity, of
which I am the stupidest … Never will I forgive
my own birth … the loss of my archaic cave …
for my carnal mother gave me not only life, she
gave me also death. Accordingly, I will never be
perfect, and in my mother’s smile, I read the triumph of death. But with a choleric perseverance,
I am constantly looking for this embryonic space
and for this, the woman must offer her body. I
have found out, you see, that one can draw near
to the frame of mind, in the fissure between a
woman’s legs … I try to get the whole body in
through the fissure. It has become an obsession
and with an almost animalistic zeal, I guide my
cock into the vaginal caves in order to regain
the paradise lost. Trying to pump my organ so
far in there, inside the gash, that a vacuum will
be created that will be so powerful that I’ll get
sucked up into the woman’s womb … My affection for the woman is a hatred without dimensions. She is a redeeming, seductive goddess in
my vile life … I dream about devouring her.
Eating her white flesh. Sucking the marrow out
of every one of her body’s bones and drinking
her blood, her intestinal fluids, emptying her
tear ducts so that I will always have her inside
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1. The following section,
BLACK BALSAM, is a
text montage inspired
by the novella BLACK
BALSAM, written by the
author.
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2. BLACK BALSAM was
written on the background of powerlessness,
cultural pessimism, and a
high degree of “perversion.” In particular, I owe
a debt of gratitude to
Louis-Ferdinand Céline
and I apologise for my
slapdash use of his renowned three full stops,
the “emotional metro.”
3.Georges Bataille, Inner
Experience (New York:
SUNY Press, 2010), 72.
4. Problematá XXX,
Theophrastus’s book on
the black bile and the
positive melancholy.
5. That is, sculptures.
6. Artists such as
Giacometti, who—with
his slender figures, notwithstanding that they
were built from small
parts and fragments—
constitutes a totality:
one body.
7. Tartre, or Le Ténia
(tapeworm), as Céline
was so fond of calling his
archenemy, Jean-Paul
Sartre.
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me, in every single blood vessel, in every single
cell, in every single atom. And as if by osmosis,
our tissues, our cells, will have to pass out and
in from each other until a perfect homeostasis is
attained … Well, now I have certainly abreacted
my guilt onto your lethargic bodies … poured
out my black balsam … sown my black seed …
You’ve been a good audience for my pathological lying: masturbation for the sick, laughter for
the dying! I know what you think of me: I’m the
deranged one … the madman who’s writing …
and maybe I’m about to go crazy … maybe …
But without any fear of being affected by titanic
haughtiness, I tell you: I’m rotten because the
time is rotten. I’m deranged because the time is
deranged … that’s what I have felt, seen, heard,
smelled and tasted. And I can’t stand it anymore
… everything that I see cuts into my eyes, everything that I hear is screaming into my ears, and
everything that I say and do is an annihilatory
rape … and I can confide in you, dear readers,
that one day … one day, with a spoon, I will dig
the eyes out of their deep sockets in the skull
… with a screwdriver, drill out the ears … with
a knife, cut off the nose … and with a pair of
scissors, remove the tongue from the very back of
the mouth, there where the uvula is hanging …
One day … I have to get away from the trail that
others before me have walked … I have to get
out into the wilderness …2
BLAH
I don’t have any intention of presenting a
concrete exegesis of the text montage, BLACK
BALSAM, for I hope that it will be like an insect,
stinging and biting, and not something that can
be shaken off, something that will constantly
prod the reader’s consciousness, when you read
CULTURAL ARCHAIC and consequently
establish a syntax between the two texts.
Similarly, the essay is not going to be an
answer key about the exhibition and the exhibited works. For that, my language and wit are
inadequate and will not manage to bestow the
requisite respect on art. Therefore, I also want
to comment, using another man’s words, on
BLACK BALSAM in the following way:
In the ideally dark void, there is chaos—to
the point of revealing the absence of chaos
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(there everything is desert, cold, in closed
night, while at the same time being of a painful brilliance, inducing fever); life opens itself
up to death, the self grows until it reaches
the pure imperative: this imperative, in the
hostile part of being, is formulated “die like
a dog”; it has no application in a world from
which it turns away. 3
In the ideally dark void, BLACK BALSAM will
presumably stand as “the black bile’s monograph,”
Problematá XXX,4 for which it could sound as
imperative: madman, swallow your black bile
and listen, cry and die. For the madman has met
Silenus, spoken with Silenus and tried to supplant
Silenus’s words, drowning them in a manic creative urge, turned his back on death, and turned
his soul away from humanity. This is why the
madman went mad, prompted by the fact that no
human being can live with the whole truth. And
for this reason, the fragment became my law and
my bodies5 obey this law; they are worn down by
violence: fragmented and uncompounded. Unlike
the modernist artists,6 I am not harbouring any
wish to gather the fragments and assemble them
into a whole. On the contrary. I want to underline
the fragment as an unavoidable experience, for
nothing lends itself to being healed or repaired:
the frame of mind is irretrievable.
The consequence of the fragment in the exhibition GORGE, SHIT, FUCK / BLAH, BLAH,
BLACK / (SPACE OF ABJECTION): THIS
OTHER FOOD may be the following: the father
without the son, the castrated man, the man
without the woman, the castrated man, the man
without the father, the castrated man, an offering but no God, the empty ritual, action without
being, the doubt that is created by a lack of
religion, drive, food, abjection, territorialisation.
Ergo, “life’s existential foundation,” albeit without Tartre’s7 phlegmatic existentialist arrogance,
but weighed down by Thanatos and made bitter
by Saturnian melancholy. By no means would I
maintain that life within this staged framework
is the whole picture, which should also be read
in the imperative: gorge, shit, fuck—nor is it
conceived, either, in the manner of an eschatological vision, but if possible, a telescoping of
one particular cultural reality (for which Fyodor
Dostoevsky and Victor Hugo sow the seeds in a
young romantic’s pessimistic mind).
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The fragment as this “unavoidable experience”
has moreover occasioned a special interest in the
disgusting and the abject, as that which appears
to draw nearer to a psychological whole. In her
book Powers of Horror, Julia Kristeva speaks
about the subject’s fear and longing to fall back
into the mother’s body (more about this later).
According to Kristeva’s psychoanalytically based
theory, the abject makes itself known as that
which threatens the ego’s boundary but also as
its constitutive other: “These body fluids, this
defilement, this shit are what life withstands,
hardly and with difficulty, on the part of death.
There, I am at the border of my condition as a
living being. My body extricates itself, as being
alive, from that border.”8
BLAH
The degeneracy and the perversion constitute
the reckoning with the culture’s authority, as
in “against the father” (verse au père—pèreversion9) in a helpless manner, smothered
inside cultural hypocrisy. Culture as an idea
is, historically speaking, a transitory phenomenon and accordingly without privilege for the
future. In the given (offering) culture there
is, according to Sigmund Freud,10 a common
consensus about what the culture holds to be
lawfully sanctioned killing—simultaneously
symbolic and factual action when the body acts
in the manner of an animal, and solely a symbolic action when the body acts in the manner
of a human being.
Can we suppose that the following is true
of pornography? The perversion that is accepted by the culture: a cultivated factual action
within which the body acts in the manner of an
animal, a symbolic action when the body acts
in the manner of a human being. Pornography
is conditioned by culture (although it tries to
give expression to something else); among other
things, it manifests itself in its distinctly conscious absence of ornamentation, symbols, etc.,
because these would rupture the illusion of pornography’s genuineness and consequently of the
viewer’s “animal” empiricism. Pornography may,
however, appear symbolic, so that the person
can defend it a priori in a cultural context, in
spite of a craving toward the purely animal: that
which culture never manages to ritualise and

8. Julia Kristeva, Powers
of Horror: An Essay on
Abjection (New York: Columbia University Press,
1982), 3.

integrate as a part of culture, precisely because
pornography is nature in its most ordinary obscene form. Nature is full of obscenity: violence,
suffering, adultery, death and decomposition.
In nature, there is a single common consensus, a
grandiose harmony: namely, in an overwhelming collective murder. Also in humanity? When
I write the following, it is not to question the
validity of nature; on the contrary, it is merely
an expression of a fascination that runs counter
to my better judgment.
In his works Histoire de l’oeil and Madame
Edwarda,11 Georges Bataille works with the
sexual—or we could say the pornographic—
with extremity as a tool to push the limits of
homogeneity and enter into heterogeneity,
where the ego runs the risk of losing its rational
self, occasioned by the transcending of reason
through urinous copulation, nauseating orgies,
violence, substance abuse, anxiety, and death.
In Powers of Horror, Kristeva points out that
Bataille’s establishment of the primary abject
is the subjective-objective relation, and this
relation’s archaic disposition is grounded in anal
eroticism rather than sadism,12 also like in the
archaic relation to the mother.
Although Kristeva, in her book, does not
work directly with pornography, it appears
obvious to posit a relation since the women in
pornography do not appear as “attractive individuals” but, on the contrary, as dangerous but
alluring abject bodies, with many open holes;
this conjoins itself to the archaic mother, to
female sexuality as menstrual bleeding, birthing, and feeding—putrescence and death.
In this way, pornography awakens a fear and
longing for getting back to the mother’s body:
for losing oneself in nature and thereby also
in mortality’s sphere. A similar attraction
can, among other things, be read in Charles
Baudelaire’s poem “A Carcass,”from The Flowers of Evil, in which a repulsive, maggot-oozing
carcass becomes an image of the archaic
mother, with “its legs raised in the air, like a
lustful woman,” and is consequently turned
into an object for a return “beneath grass and
luxuriant flowers” as well as into an object of
sexual attraction: “the worms who will devour
you with kisses.” 13
The exhibition tries to balance the culturally conditioned imperatives—gorge, shit,
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9. Ibid., 2.
10. Sigmund Freud,
Totem og Tabu. En
djævleneurose i det 17ʼ
århundrede. En illusions
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Reitzel, 1961).
11. Georges Bataille,
Historien om øjet [Story
of the Eye] & Madame
Edwarda (Copenhagen:
Forlaget politisk revy,
1999).
12. Kristeva, Powers of
Horror, 64.
13. Charles Baudelaire,
“A Carcass,” trans.
William Aggeler, in The
Flowers of Evil (Fresno,
CA: Academy Library
Guild, 1954).
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fuck—and the excesses of these. In purely formal terms, it can be understood as an attempt
to balance the illusion, i.e., the dream (Apollonian) as a narrative (speaking to a collective
consensus), with the intoxication, i.e. the
dissolution of the ego (Dionysian) as an excess
(removing Maya’s veil)14 —like a moth being
drawn toward the flame and its own inevitable
annihilation.
To the excess of “fucking” belong pornography and sexual perversion (paraphilia,
incest, sodomy, paedophilia, etc.); to the excess
of “eating” belong
cannibalism, eating
disorders (including
anorexia and bulimia), and the sexually
determined intake
of food; and to the
excess of “shitting”
belong the disinclination in connection
with the excretion
of one’s own faecal matter (either
because it “pollutes”
the body or because
it is considered to
be an “inseparable”
part of the body),
scatological rituals,
playing with one’s
own faeces, and
sexually determined
excretion of bowel
contents (including the use of this
during copulation).
Common to all
these excesses is the appropriation of the abject
(subject-object) as a “love object”: the object’s
ennoblement transforms it into a kind of artefact
and its vitalisation results in a reversion to the
subject, which is why it takes on the character
of a “psycho-fact”: a being that has been created
by—or for—the body.
Perversion exists only within the culture,
and it is effectuated when someone transgresses,
so to speak, the norms that have been laid down
by the culture, in a culturally articulated way,
into dichotomous value categories:
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clean and unclean, healthy and sick, prohibition
and sin, morality and immorality.15 Perversion
moves its way toward nature as culture, which
is why you can actually be tempted to presume
that the excesses, like pornography, are not trying to “go against the father”’—that is to say, are
not trying to kill the father in the manner of a
ritual act carried out to sustain the culture—but
are trying, instead, to kill the father as part of
an attempt to divest the father of his sexual monopoly, to break down the father horde, establish
a non-hierarchical horde, and consequently
revoke the ban on
incest—to attain a
nature-like-ness. Or
to find the truth in
the diametrically
opposite? The truth
that the excesses
are a manifestation of a cultural
construction, where
the human being is
looking for a naturelike-ness, brought
about by the culture,
which must contain
this mechanism in
order to establish the
person’s morality:
what the culture
wants is that one
is supposed to like
moral anguish, and
this is something
that can first be done
in sync with the
murder of the father
and the breaching of
the incest ban, inasmuch as this accentuates the
human being’s connectedness to the culture?
In nature, perversion does not exist; in
nature, the excess does not exist. In nature, only
“perversion” exists; in nature, only “the excess”
exists. To contest the validity of perversion as a
counterpoint to civilisation would be hypocrisy.
It is in the same way that Theodor Adorno and
Max Horkheimer portray Nazism as barbarism
in the important work The Dialectic of Enlightenment,16 not as a counterpoint to civilisation, but
rather as a shadow of it.
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BLAH
The perversions are given free rein in the valuenihilistic media culture: hard-core, MILFs, anal,
triple penetration, fisting, sodomy, masturbation, sadism, masochism, sadomasochism, bondage, fetishism, voyeurism, exhibitionism, podophilia, coprophagia, pregnophilia, necrophilia,
incest, paedophilia, zoophilia, apotemnophilia,
coprophilia, urophilia, klismaphilia, frotteurism,
group sex, BBW, balloon fetish, dendrophilia,
vorarephilia… War, terrorism, suicide bombings,
catastrophes, violence, death, insanity, gore, horror … overeating, anorexia, bulimia, megarexia,
orthorexia… The mass media’s diarrhoea. The
mass media’s rape of vision. A reality that is
anything but idyllic. The media are machines in
overdrive that generate sadistic rottenness: raw
violence and evil. We’ve got to learn to establish
a non-culture-authoritarian ethical attitude: a
necessary prerequisite for reconquering a natural
sensitivity that could (out-)live in a dehumanised, postmodern world.
In order to make a revolt against culture,
one must act perversely, one has to go against
the father, to kill the father, devour the father and defecate him; it’s there that one gets
mankind’s first sculpture: faeces. This totem is
the tabooed sanctuary from where all human
conduct has to be established… In order to
maintain the culture, one must act perversely,
one has to repeatedly kill the father, devour the
father and defecate him again; then one preserves and perpetuates the myth, the ritual, the
culture, and the religion. This rite is the tabooed
sanctuary from where all human conduct has
to be defined … for “man errs as long as he
will strive.”17
What is established through art is a staging of the social constructivist thought or,
rather, reality, in which culture and identity are
constructed and negotiated through language
and the surrounding context. This means to
say culture in the sense of something that we
do and not something we have. The same is
true of identity—it’s not something we have,
it’s something we do. We become somebody
through our praxis and our stories. The relationships between culture and identity are relations
between sizes, which are always inventing and
processing each other, reciprocally. This is
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accordingly an understanding of identity and
culture as being situated in constant negotiation and, concomitantly, as ever changing.
With incessant change as a basic condition, the
doubt becomes ubiquitous. The exhibition is
an image of the doubt, which is the only true
recognition of our postmodern condition. It is
a reality where knowledge contains ignorance
and where truth contains lie. Our values are not
“natural”; they do not depend on a higher order
but are designed and choreographed relations
of dominance. Power exists exclusively through
prohibitions and restrictions but is looked upon
as a necessary involvement in the development
of social identity.
As the moth is drawn to the flame, the
person also lives a faltering life: we find fear
and attraction in whatever can annihilate and
consequently threaten, among other things, the
identity, such as the repulsive, that which can
stimulate a sense of anxiety, with a promise of
the forgotten utopia: the prelinguistic, the preconscious. Kristeva and Freud both speak about
the religious rituals, myths, etc., as constituting an attempt to formulate anxiety and keep
it at bay via prohibitions and taboos, with the
incest taboo as the primary taboo and the taboo
against killing as the second. Abjection becomes,
on an overall level, culture’s border patrol, but
today, according to Kristeva, there is no religious
practice that includes abjection. Nor are there
any relevant myths for, among other things,
motherhood, love, hate, and death, myths that
could ward off the subject’s fear and the subject’s
attraction to losing oneself.
The abject is autonomous with respect to the
law and is therefore perceived as being akin to
the perverse and the transgressive. Only through
an uncompromising observance of the law,
through morality and religion, can abjection be
curtailed, which is why artistic involvement with
abjection perverts language.18
Blah … blah … is kids’ talk. Like a child who is
playing with his own shit, ignorant, inarticulate,
stupid, primitive, innocent. Black—black is the
world’s beginning and world’s end. Black is the
pre-civilisational state, primitive… Putting them
together, they spell blah, blah + black, an image
of the primitive human condition but also of the
archaic condition for the birth of tragedy, right
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there where the great patricide has to be committed19 —the great patricide that is or might very
well become fertile soil for the establishment of a
cult, rite, religion, and with this, culture.
The title BLAH, BLAH, BLACK must not be
understood exclusively as a historical reference
but also as an expression of the era we are living
in, in which Christianity can appear to be facing
an imminent Fall and where a new (father) murder must, if necessary, be committed. The result
is also reflected in the exhibition’s works, in
which culture and ideology have advanced in the
direction of egoism
and the perverse—
have we become like
primitive animals:
ignoramuses and
panting?
Culture is a kind
of “factory,” where
it can be claimed
in the present day
that culture’s ritual
has evolved into a
triviality: the ritual’s
symbolic meaning
has diluted itself;
might this entail
that the individual
is being degenerated
and is being turned
into a perverted
consuming hole?
That the ritual loses
its meaning can be
disastrous, since this
places the human
being right back in
a pre-cultural state,
where no heed is paid to either the prohibition
on killing or the prohibition on incest. The
question is whether breaking down the culture
can be a positive thing. Or does humanity need
to do this in order to have a certain form of
structure (a cultural systematisation of the individual—a framework for human behaviour)?
And are we standing in the midst of an era
when we might have to change culture? Where
do we find the cultural innocence? Doubt is
ubiquitous: we are torn between nature and
culture, between object and subject.
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The American artist Paul McCarthy has
worked repeatedly with the importance of
culture and with its sometimes peculiar plots
as a subjugation of people, and, in this vein,
he has been incited to take up the reins and
ask a crucial question: To what extent do we
need culture? In their video and installation
piece Heidi, from 1992, McCarthy and Mike
Kelley rendered the complex psychological and
social dimensions thematic, including repressed
sexual drives, which wind up in obsessive
control mania, spastic systems, forced learning,
and patriarchal and
sexual domination
and subjugation.
Does the modern
culture admit
transparency to the
individual?
Patricide and the
totem sacrament,
which I have so far
touched on only
sporadically, have,
as far as I am affected, a spellbindingly sentimental
substance. With a
supposed knowledge about them,
I envision myself
inside my own
feelings’ brute force
as I contemplate
Grotte Chauvet’s
more than thirtythousand-year-old
cave paintings and
sculpturally staged
stone- and bone-formations that bear witness to
civilisation’s archaic source and mankind’s unparalleled time spent on earth. And with a joyful melancholy, I ruminate on how little man
has evolved and it is right here that I discover
culture’s heartfelt innocence. In the light of
this, (father) murder stands as the most beautiful of human actions and solely the thought of 
the collective murder, the murder of the sacrificed animal and its subsequent consumption in
order to become incorporated into the culture’s
spirituality and also the sadness attendant on
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this brute force’s action, cannot fail to throw
one into an affective euphoria.
BLAH
The totem sacrament, or the “totem meal,” as
Freud calls the ceremonial sacrifice ritual in
his Totem and Taboo, from 1913 (a book which
is astutely discussed and put into perspective
in Daniel Birnbaum and Anders Olsson’s Den
anden føde [As a Weasel Sucks Eggs: An Essay on
Melancholy and Cannibalism; original Swedish
title: Den andra födan] from 1992), is undeniably subsumed by an edifying melancholy and a
cannibalism that are there for art’s and culture’s
benefit. The archaic banquet, which the sacrificial meal has to be designated as being, seems
to build upon a beautifully choreographed action with great symbolic value: murder and the
collective banquet must be repeated frequently
in order to be effective. The ritual’s point of
departure is to unify the primeval horde into
a community, where one atones for the killing
of the primeval father and upholds the ban
on incest and the prohibition on killing. One
person performs the offering but also takes up
the place of the group’s “redeemer”—he who is
obliged to carry the collective guilt, the murder
of the father, figuratively speaking, over to the
sacrificed animal; after the sacrifice is carried
out, the person in question will be isolated
from the rest of the group and must, moreover,
refrain from taking part in the consumption
of the sacrificial meal. The consumption of the
cooked sacrificial animal is closely associated to
a cannibalistic act, in which the psychosomatic
collective annexes the primeval father, appropriating him for the collective, assimilating his
strength, and applying him as satisfaction for
its animal behaviour. The food itself takes on
the character of a love object but also an abjection: a foreign fragment of one’s own body—
and upon the incorporation of this abjection as
love object, a “psycho-fact.” With this, one is
tempted to assume that there is a kind of sanctification of the excreted sacrificial meal that
supervenes—the faeces—but also a sense of
alienation about this abjection and the repetition of the ritual can appear to be necessary. Is
our daily banquet a constant repetition of this
primordial ritual? A desperate attempt to annex

20. Antonin Artaud, I udvalg ved Peter Laugesen
(Copenhagen: Arena,
1973), 153. Translated
here from the Danish.

“the demon,” but a constant disappointment
over the excretion of it again? Why doesn’t faeces take on the form of something creative? Or
is it creative? Is it soil? (It looks like soil!) Or are
we vindictively exulting in the father’s transformation from demon to materialised ridiculousness? In a letter dated October 6, 1945, Antonin
Artaud writes to his publisher, Henri Parisot:
“To live this [out] is forever to outlive oneself
and to, again and again, masticate one’s own
excremental ego without any fear whatsoever of
one’s faecal soul, a power that has grown mad
from the hunger for burial.”20 Not only the letter’s linguistic excellence but also its focal faecal
reflection convey existential relevance. This
bears a resemblance to when Kristeva, in Powers
of Horror, speaks about excrement as a “forbidden” object, and about its equivalence to decay,
infection, disease, corpses, etc.—as a threatening danger, coming in from the outside, to one’s
identity.21 Or when McCarthy, in his work,
Death Ship, from 1981, appearing half-naked
and with a plastic tube inserted into his anus,
smears himself in his own faecal matter and
violates the culture’s “faecal-prohibition.”
The position of offering performer/sacrificial
animal, which bears a striking resemblance to
Christianity’s catharsis symbol, Jesus (note here
the collective communion with cannibalistic
undertones), has to suffer the fate of the melancholiac: to follow his nature as symbolic yet
factual action.22
The culture splits humanity up between
drive and spirit: the drive is our involuntary conduct; the spirit, that is to say, our morality, is our
suffering—we are like open wounds, we must
suffer … for in suffering lies the beauty, the art?
Something like when Arthur Rimbaud writes,
in A Season in Hell, that one evening he seated
Beauty on his knees and found her bitter?23
In Greek tragedy, we know this tale of woe
about patricide and cannibalism in the legends of gods and mortals like Uranus, Cronus,
Thyestes, Lamia, and Oedipus. However, the
Nordic spirit also seems to fall repeatedly into
tragedy, prompted perhaps by the Northerners’
affinity for the Vikings’ sagas, including the cult
of the hero’s superhuman conduct, and also their
transformative journey from happiness to suffering. It does appear that, among other things,
this is what can be deciphered in Knut Hamsun’s
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interest in Friedrich Nietzsche. But also, more
generally in the literature of Hamsun, August
Strindberg, J. P. Jacobsen, Henrik Pontoppidan,
Claus Beck-Nielsen, and Johannes V. Jensen
there is an attraction toward tragedy. In the Nordic tragedy, moreover, there does seem to be a
special focus on the rotten, not only in literature
but also when it comes to health, maybe because
everything characteristically rots in the cold,
damp North? In Jensen’s Æstetik og udvikling,24
he actually revels in documentary descriptions
of the rotten corpses lying along the roads in
famine-stricken Russia, and he tarries in his
descriptions of the flies that, by the thousands,
buzz from the dead men’s mouth, nose, and eye
apertures. Health is a symptom in the North:
people are afraid of the dead; people are afraid
of putrefaction. This is why you find prosperity
in health, and people cultivate this apprehension about the impure body, the rotten body, not
only in literature but also in visual art, as we saw
in Bjørn Nørgaard’s notorious horse sacrifice
performance, in which the horse—immediately
after being slaughtered—was segmented and
meted out into jam jars and preserved in formaldehyde (almost in the manner of a shrine: the
imperishable flesh) and in Christian Lemmerz’s
even more direct installation at Esbjerg Art Museum, Legeme, which consisted of twelve dead
pigs’ carcasses exhibited in glass vitrines, where
the viewer, during the course of the exhibition
period, could see and smell the ongoing process
of the putrefaction of the pigs’ bodies. Rottenness’s artist par excellence, Dieter Roth (from
Switzerland), or Diter Rot, as he was often called
for that very reason, moved, as a twenty-sevenyear-old, to Iceland, and it can almost appear
symptomatic that it was precisely then that he,
after making this culture shift, started to introduce (rotting) foodstuffs into his art.
Already at the beginning of Powers of
Horror, Kristeva writes: “It is thus not lack of
cleanliness or health that causes abjection but
what disturbs identity, system, order. What
does not respect borders, positions, rules. The
in-between, the ambiguous, the composite”25 —
which also characterises the aforementioned
artists’ works: they are not only disgusting but
they also disturb and transcend culture’s order.
It is especially Roth who has, for me, been a
huge inspiration, and when I, in the exhibition,
work so persistently with foodstuffs, it is due
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not only to my own history of working in the
food industry but also, to a profound extent, by
way of homage to Roth. One need hardly mention the production of sausages or, of course,
the subsequent process of putrefaction, in order
to zoom in on the affinity to Roth. As far as
other artists, Michelangelo should especially be
mentioned, along with his unique way of materialising spirituality in his sculptures, as well
as Hans Josephsohn, Jason Rhoades, and most
certainly Paul McCarthy, for his (post)modern
adaption of “classical” sculpture and his materialisation of the modern mental man. Mention
should also be made of the Viennese actionists
(Günter Brus, Otto Mühl, Hermann Nitsch,
and Rudolf Schwarzkogler) and, of course,
Joseph Beuys’s shamanistic and psychoanalytic
attempts to heal society’s wounds.
BLACK
I introduced this essay by denying to account
for GORGE, SHIT, FUCK / BLAH, BLAH,
BLACK / (SPACE OF ABJECTION): THIS
OTHER FOOD or for the works in the exhibition. I have been flailing around with all kinds
of flighty thoughts on everything including
patricide, incest, pornography, perversion,
cannibalism, culture, and tragedy, and would
therefore like, in a proper way, to bring this
essay to a close with some concluding and
edifying aphorisms that have been generative
for the project—though still without giving
any exegesis or explanation; for that, we’ll just
have to gaze into the abyss of time, into human
existence, its spirituality, and into the nature of
art. Mankind has always been enchanted by the
melodramatic, by the grandiose, and by that
which lies beyond our understanding—by that
which has been fertile soil for myth, art, religion: life, death, birth, woman’s understanding
of the end and man’s futile quest to be transformed from killer to creator (a process that has
still not been attained). How can life’s genesis
and impermanence be anything but grandiose
and melodramatic? Do you, my dear readers,
find me pathetic? Peace be with you. No, I’m
not afraid of being banal. On the contrary. Being able to be affected by a disinterested pleasure is, I suppose, the greatest delight. Here, this
is not to be understood as that which can only
be beautiful but as an aesthetic interest in that
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which is “unknown, the effect of which can be
unpleasant as well as pleasant, antipathetic as
well as sympathetic. This brings out feelings of
distaste or delight which give us the opportunity to judge the object of the experience as either
ugly or beautiful.”26
Art has to be an instrument for the study
of existence.
When I speak of man’s bent toward the
melodramatic, it is partly on the background
of our early hallowing of magnificent natural
scenery, be it Uluru in Australia, Externsteine in
Germany, or Pont
d’Arc in France.
Pont d’Arc seems
especially interesting because this
geological formation
has given rise to the
form of a big hole.
The hole’s and the
passage’s symbolic
and spiritual meanings are inexhaustible … and maybe
that’s why the hole
is so important? In
nature, in mankind
and in art… . Gorgehole … shithole …
fuckhole … birthhole …
The incontinent
mouth and the continent anus.
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RITE II
2014
Plaster, silver plated
glass, old chair, brass,
wood
130 × 40 × 80 cm
_
26. Asger Jorn, Held
og Hasard. Dolk og
Guitar (Copenhagen:
Borgens forlag, 1963),
24. Translation from
the Danish: Asger Jorn,
“The Aesthetic Phenomenon—Summing
Up and Definition,” Luck
and Chance: Dagger and
Guitar, accessed April 29,
2014,http://72.52.202.21
6/~fenderse/lcdc.html.
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Furniture leather, steel,
eyelets and lacing
90 × 90 × 140 cm
_
1. Boris Groys, “The
Obligation to Self-Design,”
in Going Public (Berlin:
Sternberg, 2010), 34.
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cleanse your soul. Then modernism came and
killed God, which resulted in a paradigm shift in
the design of the self. Away went the preparation
for Judgment Day—and in a sense it arrived,
because now your peers would judge you in a
life-lasting apocalypse.

My father has always been an avid collector.
When he was young he was an anarchist punk
rocker and collected vinyl records; nowadays, it’s
mostly Scandinavian design from the ’50s and
’60s. His apartment is filling up rapidly with
sleek teak furniture, Finnish glass design, and
different kinds of tableware. My little brother
says that it is beginning to look less like a home
and more like an antique shop. I’m quite certain
my dad inherited his knack for collecting from
my grandfather. My father’s father, Roar Wold,
mainly collected antiques and artworks. He
was a modernist painter who
painted abstract
and nonfigurative, and who
was very
concerned with
flatness and spatiality and noted
for his “absolute
pitch for colour.”
He collected
the artists that
he admired, as
well as works by his colleagues. My grandparents’ house was huge, and every wall surface was
covered in art—it was quite the collection. The
furniture was mainly of Scandinavian design,
with Arne Jacobsen’s Series 7 chairs, a Bang &
Olufsen television set and stereo, and a large
table that they drove down from Trondheim and
all the way to Copenhagen to collect. They were
very style conscious.

that my brother and I used to play on, and the
way the material got worn and torn, with small
chips of hard, blue leather falling off the armrest.

In a society in which design has taken over the
function of religion, self-design becomes a creed.
By designing one’s self and one’s environment in
a certain way, one declares one’s faith in certain
values, attitudes, programs, and ideologies. In
accordance with this creed, one is judged by society,
and this judgment can certainly be negative and
even threaten the life and well-being of the person
concerned.1

Envisioning an all-encompassing aesthetic, the
art nouveau movement sprung forth in Europe
around 1890 with a style heavily inspired by
nature, with flowing curves and plantlike details.
In 1900 an allegorical short story written by the
Viennese architect Adolf Loos was published in
Neues Wiener Tagblatt. Titled “The Poor Little
Rich Man,” it told the story of a wealthy gentleman that commissioned an art nouveau designer
to redesign his whole home:

Willy, my mother’s father, worked his whole life
as an electrician at the local paper factory. My
grandmother worked organising the storeroom
of a furniture company, Bohus. It is the kind of
chain store that sells regular furniture to ordinary people: sturdy, no frills furniture and the
same kind that my mother’s parents had at home.
I especially remember a blue, faux-leather sofa

Here, Groys proposes that the design of the self,
how one presents oneself ethically and aesthetically, started as a religious pursuit. Before God
was declared dead, this consisted of having a
pure soul so that you could go to heaven. This
pureness of soul was achieved through prayer
and high morals. And if you misbehaved, you
could always pay for an interior decorator to

Each room formed a symphony of colors,
complete in itself. Walls, wall coverings,
furniture, and materials were made to
harmonize in the most artful ways. Each
household item had its own specific place and
was integrated with the others in the most
wonderful combinations. The architect has
forgotten nothing, absolutely nothing. Cigar

My mother worked as a cabinetmaker for NSB,
the Norwegian railway service. It was a heavily
male-dominated profession, and there was a clear
political statement from my mother by working
there. She was a good carpenter, and earned the
respect of the guys who worked there. Later she
changed careers and is now a lecturer in health
and social work at HiST, Sør-Trøndelag University College. Her
journeyman’s
examination in
cabinetmaking—a tall cabinet—is proudly
placed in the
living room of
her apartment,
a beautiful
reminder of her
years working in
carpentry.
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The utopian idea of pureness in society, soul, and
style has been around since the idea of paradise
and afterlife was brought forth by different
religions. The word “utopia” originates from
Sir Thomas More’s 1516 book Utopia, and was
created “from the Greek: οὐ (‘not’) and τόπος
(‘place’) and means ‘no place’. The English
homophone eutopia, derived from the Greek εὖ
(‘good’ or ‘well’) and τόπος (‘place’), means ‘good
place.’”2 “Utopia” therefore takes on a double
meaning, and we end up with the interpretation
we use today, which is “good place that is no
place.” Different utopian visions have different
kinds of aesthetics to them. The Italian theologian
and philosopher Tommaso Campanella’s book
The City of the Sun from 1602 tells of a religious
communistic society without ownership, where
everyone works four hours a day, both men and
women wear white undergarments and white
togas (men wear it above the knee, women below),
and when they don’t work, they work out. In addition, everyone is taught how to read and write.
The idea of a healthy mind in a healthy body is
clear, as is the purity of the utopian aesthetic.

2. “Utopia,” Wikipedia,
last modified April 25,
2014, http://en.wikipedia.
org/wiki/Utopia.

ashtrays, cutlery, light switches—everything
was made by him.” 3
To begin with, the rich man is happy, though
it does take considerable energy to make sure
everything is in its place. For his birthday he
receives lovely gifts from his friends and family,
but where to store these new things? They have
no specially fitted place to be inserted into,
they don’t match the rest of the house, and they
weren’t made for his life. In the end he has to “go
about life with one’s own corpse. Yes indeed. He
is finished. He is complete!”4
In the eyes of the art-nouveau designer, the house
is a glorious integration of art and life, but Loos
sees it as a restriction that creates a lack of difference and distinction. In all these artistic expressions there is no room to express oneself, no “Spielraum,” as Loos puts it. As Hal Foster describes:
For Loos the ornate design of Art Nouveau
is erotic and degenerate, a reversal of the
proper path of civilization to sublimate, to
distinguish, and to purify: thus his notorious formula—“the evolution of culture is
synonymous with the removal of ornament
from utilitarian objects”—and his infamous
association of “ornament and crime.” This
anti-decorative dictate is a modernist mantra
if ever there was one. 5
The point Loos was making was that he did not
want any ornament; he deemed it best to let the
material and the craftsmanship speak for itself. He
had great difficulty in buying shoes, since the shoemaker wanted to finish his expertly crafted, beautiful leather shoes in an artistic fashion, while Loos
would have no tassels anywhere near his being.
This idea of pureness was a common ideal for
many. The machine age was upon the Western
world, and especially after the devastation of
the Great War, most people wanted to rebuild
the world from point zero, which amongst other
things meant getting rid of the bourgeois tendency towards ornamentation. One of the many
movements based on this ideal was the Bauhaus, a school in Germany where names such
as Walter Gropius, Wassily Kandinsky, Marcel
Breuer, László Moholy-Nagy, Josef Albers, and
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and Crime,” in Design
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4. Ibid.
5. Ibid., 14.

6. Tom Wolfe, From
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(New York: Farrar, Straus
& Giroux, 1981), 10.
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Hudson, 1984), 158.
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Ludwig Mies van der Rohe taught an aesthetic
view that was based on the pureness of fundamental shapes.

man, was the goal of their design. A noble intention, design for the masses—and good, pure
design would help on the way towards a pure life.

During the first years of the Bauhaus, between
1919 and 1922, the Swiss artist Johannes Itten
shaped and taught the “Vorkurs” or preliminary
course, focusing on fundamental characteristics
of shapes, colours, and materials. A follower of
the cult Mazdaznan, he proclaimed its ideal that
a purity of mind and body was needed to create
pure artistic expression. Amongst other things,
this meant meditation and breathing exercises
were in order before any drawing could be done.
A strict vegetarian diet was also necessary. The
only way to make the vegetable mash that they
ate taste like anything at all was to add rather
large amounts of garlic, leading Gropius’s wife at
the time, Alma Mahler Gropius, to say that “the
most unforgettable characteristic of the Bauhaus
style was ‘garlic on the breath.’”6

For a few years the school flourished and
a close relationship between designers and
producers was established. But the rise of the
National Socialist Party in Germany made it
more difficult for the Bauhaus, which the Nazi
government associated with communism and
degenerate art. The school was shut down for
good in 1933. Most of the staff at the Bauhaus
fled from a Europe about to burst into war and
went to America. Here they got prominent positions; Gropius, for example, became Professor
of Architecture at Harvard University. Mies van
der Rohe went on to design several high-profile
buildings, including the Seagram Building in
New York City, a skyscraper that is “a masterpiece of corporate modernism.”8

Itten quit his position at the Bauhaus after
disagreeing with the direction the school was
taking, towards a more machine-manufactured
design and aesthetic. The Vorkurs was continued
under leadership of Albers with the same basic
teachings, only without the mystical aspects. The
preliminary course and the ideas taught in it are
still being used today in artistic education all
over the world.
In 1925 the Bauhaus moved from Weimar to
Dessau, after the nationalist government in
Weimar cut funding. In Dessau they were finally
able to build a school building in the Bauhaus
style. The plans were drawn by Walter Gropius,
with the main buildings’ most characteristic feature being a glass-curtain wall on the workshop
side, which earned the school the nickname “the
aquarium” from the locals.7
The whole building was a showcase of the
Bauhaus style; everything was designed either
by teachers or students at the school. The lamp
fixtures, the door handles, the chairs—everything was just perfect. No ornaments, clean
lines, and everything true to the materials it
was made in.
A pureness in form and functionality for a massproduced product, accessible for the common

In accordance with the rule of purity of materials
that he had acquired from the Bauhaus mindset,
Mies wanted the structural steel beams in the
Seagram Building to be visible. Unfortunately for
him, strict fire-code regulations stipulated that
supporting steel beams had to be covered with
flame-inhibiting concrete, for fear of melting
from the heat of a fire. This led to one of the most
prominent features of this building being the
non-structural bronze beams that were added to
the exterior to suggest the underlying structure.
In the end one could say that he created a decor
in order to point to the idea of no decor.
I write this on a Macbook Pro; I own the latest
model iPhone with the official Apple-branded
case. If I could choose, I would like to live in a
spacious apartment filled with design classics.
Then again, who wouldn’t?
The desire to obtain the correct status symbols
is an everlasting attempt and ambition to fill the
void left in our life after the death of God. Is
this a conformist desire? In a media landscape
where images are consumed at an ever-faster
pace and trends seemingly change every week
(at least), the individual need for self-expression
seems stronger than ever. The need to design
yourself and your personal surroundings with
status symbols to show certain sophistication
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and lifestyle is strong. In the myriad of choices
one faces today, the individual-group mentality
creates subgroups of likeminded people, who all
look alike and confirm each other’s uniqueness
by looking like one another.
“Individuality” and “individualism” are valued
terms, but often we do the same unique thing as
everyone else to point out our uniqueness. Guy
Debord sums this up in his Society of the Spectacle:
The image of the blissful unification of society
through consumption suspends disbelief with
regard to the reality of division only until the
next disillusionment occurs in the sphere of
actual consumption. Each and every new
product is supposed to offer a dramatic shortcut to the long-awaited promised land of total
consumption. As such it is presented as the
unique and ultimate product. But, as with the
fashionable adoption of seemingly rare aristocratic first names which turn out in the end to
be born by a whole generation, so the would-be
singularity of an object can be offered to the
eager masses only if it has been mass-produced.
The sole real status attaching to a mediocre
object of this kind is to have been placed,
however briefly, at the very center of social life
and hailed as the revelation of the goal of the
production process. But even this spectacular
prestige evaporates into vulgarity as soon as
the object is taken home by a consumer—and
hence by all other consumers too. At this point
its essential poverty, the natural outcome of the
poverty of its production, stands revealed—
too late. For by this time another product will
have been assigned to supply the system with
its justification, and will in turn be demanding
its moment of acclaim. 9
REGARDING SCULPTURE
Shapes (Bound 2) I–III (2014) is a series of sculptures, with all three consisting of a hand-welded,
square-profile steel structure, furniture leather,
brass eyelets, and nylon laces. The three sculptures
are similar in size to different furniture. Shapes
(Bound 2) I looks like a shelf; Shapes (Bound 2) II
is similar to a desk; and Shapes (Bound 2) III to
a bed. They don’t directly quote any particular
design, more so pointing towards the normative
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standard sizes of the different objects.
The three structures are all designed in the same
way: two frames make up the sides, which are connected together with two beams that make up the
width of the structure. This structure is light and
airy, yet quite sturdy. The main feature of this design is to have an open space within the structure.
The leather is stretched over the open space in
the middle of the structure. It is held together by
means of a long lace running trough brass eyelets
on each side of the leather. The lace is tightened,
as is the leather, in an attempt to make the
surface as smooth and crease free as possible. The
nature of the design of the steel structure means

that there isn’t any support in the middle of the
sculpture, which gives the leather some slack,
and makes it impossible to stretch and tighten
the leather enough to make it look like a smooth
minimalist surface. Under and at the back of
the sculptures the viewer can see the lacing that
tightens the leather, zigzagging through the eyelets, creating a pattern of nearly horizontal lines.
All three sculptures have the leather stretched
in a way that almost covers the whole top and
front surfaces—but in different ways they are
incomplete. The tall, shelf-like one is the most
complete, with only a slight gap on the front to
make it incomplete. The low, bed-like sculpture
has leather stretched over the whole front as well
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Shapes (Bound 2) II
2014
Furniture leather, steel,
eyelets and lacing
90 × 90 × 140 cm
_
9. Guy Debord, Society of
the Spectacle (New York:
Zone Books, 1994), 45.
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as most of the top surface, but there is a fifteencentimetre gap between the leather and the steel
beam in the back. This long, thin gap accentuates the shape of the sculpture and for me also
signifies the non-functionality of the sculpture.

to work at the Bauhaus. His most famous chair
is undoubtedly the Model B3 chair, more commonly known as the “Wassily” chair, which uses
a tubular steel construction together with leather
to create an iconic look.

The desk-like sculpture is the most complex one,
with the leather covering most of the front and
most of the top, but leaving a twenty-centimetre
gap between the leather and the left side of the
frame. The gap is filled with the exposed lacing
running back and forth, creating a pattern of
lines. The lacing and leather are tightened and
stretched as much as possible; in some places the
leather is almost as firm as a drumhead, and the
lace taut like the strings on a bass guitar. All the
force from tightening the materials is stored up
and accumulated, resulting in bending the steel.
The rigid structure has met a power too great to
handle: luxurious leather, soft to the touch.

In the house of my grandparents on my father’s
side, there were a lot of design classics, amongst
them the B3 chair with black leather. When I
was young I always had a curious eye for the
weird chair that no one ever sat in, and that was
somewhat impractically placed alone next to
a desk. It wasn’t comfortable at all, especially
not for a child. The leather edges were just a tad
too sharp, which looked good but drove into
the skin. But for all that, I’ve always liked the
strange shape—intricate yet simple.

This is especially visible in Shapes (Bound 2) II,
since this is the one with the largest volume. The
force bends the steel in towards the front and
centre of the sculpture, which is able to happen
mainly due to the lack of a crossbeam in the
front. The bending is less pronounced in the
two other sculptures. In the low sculpture you
can see a slight curve in the lengthwise beams,
while in the tall one you can observe the whole
structure leaning inwards ever so slightly.
The bending of the steel, together with the use of
leather, creates a clear link to the body. The force
that bends the steel is generated in my muscles
when I tighten the lace for each eyelet.
There is a subversiveness to the act, an ambiguous attitude towards the aesthetics the sculptures
represent, a grip that is too tight. To quote the
English post-punk band Gang of Four’s song
“Damaged Goods” (1979), “Sometimes I’m
thinking that I love you, but I know it’s only
lust.” My lust for modernist furniture, or modernist aesthetics in general, is coupled with the
idea of purity inherent in it.
Marcel Breuer is, to my knowledge, the man
credited with the use of tubular steel in furniture
design. Supposedly he got the idea one day while
looking at his handlebar while riding his bicycle
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The Austrian artist Heimo Zobernig has made
several artworks that look like furniture. He uses
modernist aesthetics to play around with the idea
of sculpture and the art object, as he did with a
series of bar tables, which clearly are functional
bar tables, but also sculptures resembling bar
tables, referring to the social structure of a bar
table and being non-functional in the nature
of being a sculpture. As Andrew Renton states:
“You have seen them somewhere. You know
what they do. The achievement of Zobernig’s
ethics of staging is that his objects manage to
renew themselves, despite their familiarity.”10
Iza Genzken’s architecture proposals from the
late ’80s include pedestals in steel similar to my
welded steel structures. They are tall and slender,
with a height so that the gaze of the audience is
level with the top of the pedestal. The reference is
mostly aesthetic, but the idea of the importance
of the display itself is also important: a support
structure for sculpture, and the support being
an actual part of the sculpture. There is no such
thing as a plinth.
PAINTING
I have been exposed to painting from the day I
was born, and I think I have internalised a certain aesthetic, a certain kind of modernist way of
thinking about and looking at paintings.
As Rosalind Krauss so eloquently puts it in her
text “A View of Modernism”:
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Shapes (Bound 2) I
2014
Furniture leather, steel,
eyelets and lacing
160 × 45 × 75 cm
_
10. Andrew Renton,
“Heimo Zubernig’s Ethics
of Staging,” in Heimo
Zubernig, exhibition catalogue (Cologne: Walther
König, 2013), 184.
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Lux IV
2014 		
Watercolor on unprimed
linen canvas, wooden
stretcher, square hook
and eyebolt
230 × 170 cm
Lux IV (detail)
2014 		
Watercolor on unprimed
linen canvas, wooden
stretcher, square hook
and eyebolt
230 × 170 cm
_
11. Rosalind Krauss, “A
View of Modernism,”
Artforum, September
1972, 48–51.
12. Ibid.
13. Walter Benjamin,
“The Work of Art in
the Age of Mechanical Reproduction,” in
Illuminations, ed. Hannah
Arendt (London: Pimlico,
1999), 231.
14. Parker Ito, interview
by Steven Cox, Hunted
Projects, accessed April
20, 2014, http://www.
huntedprojects.com/
parkerito.

The history we saw from Manet to the Impressionists to Cezanne and then to Picasso
was like a series of rooms en filade. Within
each room the individual artist explored, to
the limits of his experience and his formal
intelligence, the separate constituents of his
medium. The effect of his pictorial act was to
open simultaneously the door to the next space
and close out access to the one behind him.11
This romantic story of the heroic painter overcoming his challenges was retold and reinforced
during my first years of artistic education. It
didn’t help that according to the art history
classes I had, art stopped around 1960. Looking back at it, I think that the story ended here
because this is the time when the linear historic
understanding starts to fall apart and starts to
get questioned.
When I was a young art student I was trying
to find a way to paint pictures, and had my
grandfather’s shadow looming over me. The
Norwegian modernist abstract aesthetics he
was entrenched in has quite strict compositions and colour schemes, a style most notably
represented by Jakob Weidemann, Inger Sitter,
and Lars Tiller. The Swedish-Norwegian artist
Hannah Ryggen, known for her politically
charged tapestries that she wove from wool she
coloured herself, used to say with a smile, “Here
comes the guy who only paints squares,” when
meeting Tiller.
I love and admire the work of all these artists,
and totally objectively I love and admire my
grandfather’s work most of all. A few years after
he passed away, when I was around seventeen, I
made several horribly bad attempts at being the
kind of abstract nonfigurative painter I felt was
expected of me. Trying to copy the past could
never turn out right. As Krauss expounds:
Failing to see that its “history” is a perspective, my perspective—only, that is to say,
a point of view—modernist criticism has
stopped being suspicious of what it has taken
as given. Although its disclaimers to being a
prescriptive position are sincerely meant, it
has failed to put a check on the ways that its
belief in the “reality” of a certain version of

the past has led it to construct (in its coercive
sense) the present. 12
Looking back at it, a part of me is almost glad
my grandfather didn’t have to see my efforts, but
I would have loved to talk about painting with
him—though I’m not sure if I would have ended
up as an artist if he were still alive. That’s beside
the point, which is that painting is difficult.
In addition to my personal background, there
are a few other reasons why I find it difficult to
paint. Painting is the most mythical medium. It
has been the chief vessel for depicting the ideas
of its time and for developing new ways to see
the world and to depict it. Thinking too highly
of a method of production will lead to nothing
being produced.
Another issue I have been struggling with is
the act of picture making. I have a hard time
producing art in an age where one (or at least I)
see pictures every day, all the time, especially
through screens. It is as Walter Benjamin says in
his text “The Work of Art in the Age of Mechanical Reproduction”:
Let us compare the screen on which a film
unfolds with the canvas of a painting. The
painting invites the spectator to contemplation; before it the spectator can abandon
himself to his associations. Before the movie
frame he cannot do so. No sooner has his eye
grasped a scene than it is already changed.13
I would argue that the flow of images that we
experience today through our computer screens
has the same kind of effect as film, and I would
even go so far as to suggest that one’s ability
to “abandon oneself to one’s associations” has
diminished. Some artists embrace this; the American artist Parker Ito even stated in an interview:
“I heard that Picasso made around 250,000 works
in his lifetime. I could make that many jpgs in
like 2 years.”14 Personally, I have grown tired of
trying to keep my head above water in this maelstrom of imagery—consuming it, digesting it,
and shitting it out in style like Ito does.
Even art is being consumed in this fashion.
Too seldom I see the actual exhibition; instead
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I satisfy my thirst for art by quickly scrolling
through a dozen shows in a few minutes on
sites like C
 ontemporary Art Daily15 and Mousse
magazine’s website.16 There are a lot of great
things about these sites: being able to see the
documentation of a lot of shows from around the
world—because, honestly, you wouldn’t travel
across the globe just to see an exhibition would
you? And if you wanted to, you couldn’t afford
it, right? This democratisation is great. And you
get exposed to artists and galleries you otherwise
might not have heard about.
But there is a lot of focus on the documentation. A
friend of mine was talking about this one gallery
in Zurich and how incredible its photos were.
They almost popped out of the screen! You hear
stories of galleries that optimise their lighting, not
for the gallery visitor, but for the photographer.
Who can blame them? As art collector Stefan
Simchowitz notes: “In the past, people would have
to go to a gallery in Berlin or London or on the
Lower East Side to find out about young artists…
Now they see an image on Instagram, read about
the artist and get really interested.”17
The series of paintings titled Lux I–IV (2014)
consists of watercolour on unprimed linen
canvas, on wooden stretchers with a square hook
and an eyebolt for mounting. All four paintings
are portrait format, but they vary in size; number
one is small (90 x 76 cm), number two is of a
medium size (160 x 120 cm), with number three
and four being large format (230 x 170 cm).
They are painted using the primary colours—
red, blue, and yellow. The colour is applied to the
canvas by first dissolving the paint from the tube
with water in a pressurised spray bottle. With
this I then spray thin layers of colour onto the
canvas, one after another in a rhythmic fashion,
making sure to let each layer dry before applying the next. Because the canvas is a fabric, and
since it isn’t primed in any way, it soaks up the
water and the colour pigments. The colour, being
transparent due to the nature of watercolour, is
almost invisible, so when I start to paint a canvas
it takes several layers to even notice the presence
of colour. After about five hundred layers the
saturation of colour in the canvas is satisfactory.
Masking tape protects the sides of the canvas
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while painting, and when removed, reveals the
unprimed linen canvas underneath. This both
contrasts and highlights the painted surface,
and also gives a clue as to how it was made. The
end result is a painting that at first looks to be a
dark, slightly red surface. After looking at it for a
while other hues of colour begin to appear: blues,
greens, purples, and oranges.
I use a methodical and conceptual approach,
with a clear framework for executing the work.
When spraying, I start from the top and work
my way horizontally downwards. Even though I
try to the best of my ability to spray even layers
of paint that cover the whole canvas, small errors
inevitably occur. These tiny errors accumulate
over time. Also, when painting so many layers,
a habit develops, like muscle memory, which
disrupts the evenness of the layers by treating
certain areas of the painting with either more or
less paint. Differences in the paint again produce
shifts in the uniformity of the seemingly flat
monochromatic surface, both revealing the different colours used and creating spatiality.
ENTROPY. Roger Caillois’s example is simple: hot
and cold water mixing together to settle into a uniformly tepid blandness. Robert Smithson’s is only
somewhat more complex. To explain entropy he
asks his reader to imagine a sandbox filled on one
side with white sand and on the other with black.
A little boy begins to run around the enclosure in a
clockwise direction, kicking up the sand as he goes
and mixing together dark grains with light. He is
then told to reverse his course and run counterclockwise. This will certainly do nothing to undo the
movement toward uniformity and re-sort the two
colors into separate fields. As his legs continue to
churn, the process of entropy will, irreversibly, only
progress and deepen.18
As the layers of colour add up when I paint, they
blend and create a dark, brownish surface. This
is due to the mixing of the colours, and can be
seen almost as an illustration of entropy: mixing
bright beautiful primary colours until they end
up like a brown mush. Entropy is the second law
of thermodynamics, and often interpreted as the
degree of disorder and randomness in a system.
Since the canvas is unprimed, tiny mistakes like
overstretching and small faults in the weave of the
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canvas get emphasised and exaggerated. This does,
in the same way as the errors in the spray painting,
give life to the painterly surface. As the layers add
up and the painting gets darker, the structure and
materiality of the canvas comes to light.
When mounting the paintings, I use an eyebolt
attached to the stretcher and a square hook about
ten centimetres in length to push one side out
from the wall, making the painting similar to
a window ajar. They should always open up towards the window in the room in which they are
shown. Ideally the paintings should be displayed
with natural light, as the colours change depending on the weather and time of day, and where
one stands in relation to them.
The “opening up” of the painting is done to let
daylight shine in behind the canvas. When the
painting is illuminated from the back several
things happen. The surface of the painting
changes, becoming lighter and brighter on the
side that is lit up. Since the canvas is unprimed
and painted with watercolours, it is still quite
see-through, and because of the light and the
distance between the wall and the canvas, it is
possible to make out the wooden stretcher. One
is made aware of the whole object; the viewer
even has access to its back if he or she peeks
through the opening. The transparency of the
canvas and of the materials used are both part of
an attempt to demystify the painting.
A similar gesture, though with a different intention, is found in Fredrik Værslev’s exhibition
Lanterne Rouge at Standard (Oslo) in 2012. He
showed a series of striped paintings, and some
of them, like the one titled Untitled (Canopy
Painting: Cream and Orange I) (2012), were
mounted in such a way that the bottom part
of the painting was pushed out about thirty
centimetres from the wall. The slanted canvas
echoes the canopy mentioned in its title, and
very directly relates the painting to architecture.
The title for my paintings is Lux, which means
“light” in Latin, and is also the international system unit of measurement for illuminance. In the
paintings it is almost like the light is refracted as
in a prism, broken into the colours that can be
seen in the painted surface.

19. “Divisionism,” Wikipedia, last modified April 4,
2014, http://en.wikipedia.
org/wiki/Divisionism.

Impressionism is an obvious reference for my
work, especially in regards to the way a painter
like Claude Monet worked to capture the different ways light falls on a motif. Divisionism and
pointillism are both inspirations. Closely related, they both refer to painting that requires “the
viewer to combine the colors optically instead of
physically mixing pigments,”19 though divisionism is the more scientific of the two. This
sensory emphasis is something that has inspired
me greatly, especially in my search for a way of
painting that requires the physical presence of
the onlooker in order to be fully appreciated.
Mark Rothko is another clear inspiration. I
remember walking into Tate Modern’s Rothko
Room for the first time. The sparse lighting that
the artist insisted upon creates an atmosphere of
silence, and as I approached the large paintings
they first appeared vague and undefined. As my
eyes adjusted to the dim light, the colours and
shapes in the paintings drew forth, dark and
brooding. A sense of awe filled me, and drew
me nearer. I stayed there for a while, and when
I left, I wasn’t entirely certain what I had seen,
but it was something that mattered. It was like a
sublime experience, being confronted with the
unknown. I like Mike Kelley’s explanation of the
sublime: “I see the sublime as coming from the
natural limitations of our knowledge; when we
are confronted with something that’s beyond our
limits of acceptability, or that threatens to expose
some repressed thing, then we have this feeling
of the uncanny.” 20
I’ve chosen to use a spray technique for its distance
to the canvas, as a way to remove myself from the
painterly act. By removing the paintbrush and
brushstroke I substitute the immediateness and
directness of their decisive mark making with distanced slow motions that leave but a vague trace.
Interviewer: Do you consider yourself a painterly
painter?
Willem de Kooning: Very much, yeah.
Interviewer: What does “painterly” mean?
De Kooning: Well, that you can see that it’s done
with a brush.21
In some ways this is similar to Jackson Pollock
and his drip paintings, though his method was
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20. Mike Kelley, “Mike
Kelley in Conversation
with Thomas McEvilley,”
in The Sublime, ed. Simon
Morely, Documents
of Contemporary Art
(London: Whitechapel
Gallery; Cambridge, MA:
MIT Press, 2010), 204.
21. Willem de Kooning,
Painters Painting, directed by Emilie de Antionio,
YouTube video, 1:57:46,
posted by Lux Mundi,
March 30, 2013, http://
youtu.be/lZ_v3X0b5Io.
Originally released 1973.
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_
22. Jules Olitiski in
Painters Painting,
directed by Emilie de
Antionio, 1973.
23. Andreas Eriksson,
artist talk (Susanne
Ottesen Gallery, Copenhagen, January 17, 2014).
24. Wassily Kandinsky,
“On the Spiritual in Art,”
in Kandinsky: Complete
Writings on Art, eds.
Kenneth C. Lindsay and
Peter Vergo (Boston: Da
Capo, 1984), 160.
Further references
Gang of Four. “Damaged
Goods.” Entertainment!
EMI, 1979, LP.
Kandinsky, Wassily. “On
the Spiritual in Art.” In
Kandinsky: Complete
Writings on Art, 114–221.
Boston: Da Capo, 1984.
More, Tomas. Utopia.
iBooks edition, 2005.
First published 1516.

still about control over the paint. Jules Olitski is
another reference; he often used a spray gun to
distribute paint onto the canvas, creating colour
fields that go into different hues, like the many
shades of purple in the painting Instant Loveland
(1968). In the 1973 documentary Painters Painting, he even states that if he could “just get a
spray of colour in the air, and some how it could
stay there… That would be it.”22
When spraying with an acrylic paint onto canvas
you very quickly end up creating a surface, and
you also cover up the canvas. This is in line with
the traditional way of painting: adding paint
to a surface, covering over the material that is
painted, whether it is canvas, wood, or a cave
wall. The focus is on the paint and what the
paint creates, whether it is a portrait, a monochrome, or a colour field painting.

These artists have inspired me each in his or her
own way, and made me able to end the stalemate
that was my love-hate relationship with painting.
Color is the keyboard. The eye is the hammer.
The soul is the piano, with its many strings.
The artist is the hand that purposefully sets the soul
vibrating by means of this or that key.
Thus it is clear that the harmony of colors can only
be based upon the principle of purposefully touching
the human soul.
This basic tenet we shall call the principle of
internal necessity.24

Tauba Auerbach’s series of paintings called Untitled (Fold) (2009–12) are beautiful trompe l’oeils
of brightly coloured, folded canvas. She first folds
the fabric so that it has peaks, then she spray
paints acrylic colours so that they lay in accordance with the creases in the canvas. When the
picture is stretched, the physical folds disappear
but the paint creates the illusion of space. There
are often gradient transitions between the colours
she uses. Auerbach might have been the one
who made me interested in the spray technique
and the different kinds of applications it can be
used for. But whilst she is deliberately creating
an illusion of space, in my pictures the space is a
by-product of the process, created by the patterns
and habits that my hand strives not to create.
I would say a painter like Andreas Eriksson is
equally interesting to compare my works with.
In his paintings the weave of the canvas is as
equally important as the brushstroke or the
texture of the paint. During a talk about his
exhibition RESONANT at Susanne Ottesen
Gallery, Copenhagen, in January 2014, he even
said that he had between forty and fifty different
kinds of canvas available and that this was more
exciting to him than having different kinds of
paint to experiment with.23 He incorporates the
texture of the surface that is being painted on
and recognises its properties rather than covering
it up and hiding it.
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with Aivojen yhteistyö,
2009), 118.
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“Part VI: Crisis in the
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Steps to an Ecology of
Mind: Collected Essays in
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(Chicago: University of
Chicago Press, 2000),
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Truth on the Psychoanalytic Stage (New York:
Basic Books, 1985).

74

75

Marika Markström
Transportation and Transmission
— From Subjectivity to Reshaped Matter
Wit(h)nessing 1
A character from beyond
Grey, Austere
Fragments of an ancient presence
Silent, forgotten
S/he is here. Now
To say something about
absence and madness
The accumulation of images
Exponential acceleration
of new materials
Toxic. Tempo

this is not the unit of survival in the real biological world. The unit of survival is organism plus
environment. We are learning by bitter experience
that the organism which destroys its environment
destroys itself. If, now, we correct the Darwinian
unit of survival to include the environment and
the interaction between organism and environment, a very strange and surprising identity
emerges: the unit of evolutionary survival turns out
to be identical with the unit of mind.”
—Gregory Bateson, Steps to an Ecology of Mind  2

Background and Context

Deprived of their substance
Former organic bodies
filled with artificials
Unreal, without connections
STUFFED animals
Lack of function
Lack of Life
Collective mourning
It’s time to transform
To find something genuine
Perhaps even within the synthetic
A dynamic outcome
of amalgams
New, ephemeral forms,
yet timeless, immaterial
cores
“In accordance with the general climate of thinking in mid-nineteenth-century England, Darwin
proposed a theory of natural selection and evolution in which the unit of survival was either the
family line or the species or subspecies or something of the sort. But today it is quite obvious that

When I began working on my Master’s project, I
did not know that it would take me further, into a
relative digression from the direction with which
I was initially concerned. The text that follows is a
description of the ideas and works (most of them
present in my MFA exhibition) to which this
process led. I have for quite a few years been interested in the organisation of the human psyche; in
the way the self is composed of different structures
whose most important constituents can be traced
back to the very first years of life—when the
encounter between the child and the consciousness, but above all the unconscious, of the people
in its immediate vicinity plays a decisive role. It
is then that the ego is formed through introjections and the complexes that go with them, whose
content must then be repeated in the life of the
adult in the form of well-disguised scenarios,
which the psychoanalyst Joyce McDougall calls
“theatres of the mind.”3 The repetitive nature of
the ego mirrors the power of the unconscious.
This power finds expression in all of our everyday
lives to a considerably greater extent than we are
aware of. Everything from choice of partner to
work and political viewpoints are, to varying
degrees, affected by our earliest experiences. That
does not mean that other factors do not have their

Marika Markström / Master of Fine Arts 2

own impact, such as in subsequent interpersonal
relationships and socioeconomic, political, and
cultural circumstances, but these are often easier
to detect than intrapsychic blind spots. How psychological and political phenomena work together
has also engaged my attention for some time now,
although I have not done any extensive research
on the subject. What I find really interesting, but
also disturbing, is the way that subjective choices,
whose validity and causes are all too rarely investigated or called into question, can impact on a
larger scale on a collective level if they are given
sufficient space. This can obviously be a positive
thing, and that is
broadly the case. But
the state of the world
provides evidence of
the contrary as well.
The very transition
from a hunter-gatherer culture to the agricultural era was the
first (and perhaps the
most decisive?) step
towards less healthy
ways of life and civilisations. This was not
in itself a consequence
of uncritical subjectivity. But stratification and permanent
settlement created
the preconditions
for mindsets and the
consequent injustices
that were not possible
in the same way during the nomadic period, which accounts for more
than 90 percent of humankind’s time on Earth.
The ego’s desire was given an opportunity to run
wild in an unprecedented manner. Disputes arose
about things that had not previously existed;
for example, private property and land boundaries. The population grew, which led to tougher
conditions in terms of even greater imbalance and
competition. The system of money gave rise to
the poverty that still constitutes one of the biggest
collective problems today. And, what was worse,
violence, war, and dictatorship arose. But the
onset of the age of settlement did not just bring

Marika Markström

unhappiness. Today, we have achieved inestimable
knowledge on several levels. Intellectual, scientific,
and technological developments have brought
about incredible advances; we have instituted laws
and made public calls for human rights (even if
they have not been followed through everywhere).
The fight for democracy, freedom of expression,
and equality is making progress, too. (On the
other hand, there are many indications that these
basic human values were more conspicuous in
prehistoric hunter-gatherer societies, and thus did
not have to be actively implanted in order to counteract some prevailing degeneration.) Furthermore, stratification
has also had positive
consequences, such as
specialisation into different professions—
including the birth of
the arts and constant
diversification.
As a result of perpetual evolution, we
are today faced with
a complex world with
millions of times more
components to take
into consideration
than our stone-age
brains have had time
to adapt to. Many
major decisions have
to be made in the
near future. It is no
longer possible to
close our eyes to the
great changes in the
climate, which are an indirect consequence of the
development of humankind. The forward march
of the ideologies that have led to today’s individualism and dominant economic systems is no longer
sustainable. Endless growth is an impossible idea
for which future generations will have to pay a
high price. Higher than that workers in thirdworld factories already have to endure today in the
form of poor working conditions and carcinogenic
chemicals—all for the sake of Western (and now
increasingly global) illusions. As Kajsa Borgnäs
notes, “It is high time to talk plainly about the
system that is destroying the environment.”4
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5. Félix Guattari, The
Three Ecologies, trans.
Ian Pindar and Paul
Sutton (London: Athlone,
2000), 5–6 and 47.
6. Ibid., 7–8.
7. Guy Debord, “The
Culmination of Separation,” in Society of the
Spectacle, trans. Ken
Knabb (London: Rebel,
2004), 7.
8. Ibid., 10–11.
9. Ibid., 8–10.
10. Bateson, “Part V:
Epistemology and Ecology” and “Part VI: Crisis
in the Ecology of Mind,”
in Steps to an Ecology of
Mind, 455–57 and 483.
By no means all of these,
however, come under
the more pathological
narcissistic personality
disorder (NPD).
11. Debord, “The Culmination of Separation,”
15–16.
12. Kathrin Asper,
Övergivenhet och främlingskap, trans. Lars W
Freij (Stockholm: CJP
Centrum för Jungiansk
Psykologi AB, 1993), 45.
Published in English as
The Abandoned Child
Within: On Losing and
Regaining Self-Worth,
trans. Sharon E. Rooks
(New York: Fromm, 1993).
Here, the post-Jungian
analyst Kathrin Asper
places the emphasis on
the narcissistic wound
(which usually comes into
existence in the most important period of the formation of the self [birth
to three years of age]
and which lies behind
the apparent self-love,
which is actually a lack of
real self-esteem) and a
certain type of adaptation
that usually has the same
narcissistic wound as its
source. According to her
definition, both of these
(which are called “grandiose” and “depressive”
narcissism and often occur in one and the same
person, albeit in individual
variations) come under
the concept of narcissistic disturbance.

We have to learn a new way of thinking that will
help to give us a broad view of the whole ecological and transgenerational situation, in order
to be able to do what is necessary, and in good
time, to halt the effects of what we have already
set in motion. Nor can the fact that we have a
technology that might be too well developed for
our own good be recklessly abandoned to its own
fate. This is a powerful instrument that is out of
proportion in relation to the degree of psychological maturity of many of those in power.

Integr ated World Capitalism,
Spectacle, and
Self-Estr angement
In The Three Ecologies, the psychoanalyst, social
theorist, and radical activist Félix Guattari
says that we are being mentally manipulated
by the production of a collective “mass-media
subjectivity.” The power of post-industrial capitalism, which Guattari calls “Integrated World
Capitalism” (IWC), tends to be more and more
delocalised and not led by any specific organisation or country—not even the US, despite the
fact that the american way of life is a model
with which most of the world is confronted.
IWC’s best means for gaining social control
without violence is the mass media.5 IWC is
not just a major cause of environmental damage and weakened social relations, but people
are also unconsciously affected by attitudes
and ideas circulating within this widespread
system. The “enslaving” power of television is
a typical example of how IWC infiltrates and
saturates the unconscious. As Guattari puts it:
“Do we really use television or does it use us?
Are we not in danger of becoming intrinsic
component pieces in a much larger machine?”6
But however monstrously self-propelled IWC
has become according to Guattari, we must not
forget that it is a construction that has sprung
from human ideas. Capitalism in itself is not all
bad—the idea of the free market can be a good
one, provided that we take responsibility for
what is produced and consumed; to do that we
have to start on the individual level, with the
ideas that exist prior to its materialisation. It is
the interconnectivity between the three sectors
of mental, social, and environmental ecology—
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Guattari’s amplification of the usual definition of ecology, inspired by Gregory Bateson’s
theory of an “ecology of mind’—which came to
take on the greatest significance for my work.
More on this later on.
The spectacle as a social relation between
people, mediated by images7
Not so far removed from Guattari’s harsh judgements of IWC, the cultural critic Guy Debord in
Society of the Spectacle manages to put his finger
on one of the most important phenomena associated with IWC: representation. He states:
The fist stage of the economy’s domination of social life brought about an evident
degradation of being into having—human
fulfilment was no longer equated with what
one was, but with what one possessed. The
present stage, in which social life has become
completely dominated by the accumulated
productions of the economy, is bringing
about a general shift from having to appearing—all “having” must now derive its immediate prestige and its ultimate purpose from
appearances. At the same time all individual
reality has become social, in the sense that
it is shaped by social forces and is directly
dependent on them. 8
In its totality, the spectacle can be seen as both
the project and the outcome of IWC. In all of
its manifestations—ads, entertainment, news,
etc.—it represents a certain model of life: “It is
the omnipresent affirmation of the choices that
have already been made in the sphere of production and in the consumption implied by that
production… Its sole message is: ‘What appears
is good; what is good appears.’ The passive
acceptance it demands is already effectively imposed by its monopoly of appearances, its manner of appearing without allowing any reply.”9
Since the spectacle (and the whole IWC) represents itself as a reified and ubiquitous reality, it is
not surprising that we take it to be the sole territory, whereas it is no more than the outcome of a
constructed map—a cultural backdrop concealing both the original territory (nature) as well
as other possible maps and t erritories. (Bateson
uses the aphorisms “the map is not the territory”

and “the name is not the thing named” when
discussing the way we tend to take abstractions
for the actual reality, while in fact they are only
conceptual or linguistic appropriations applied
to things made in the mind. But here the map
has almost become the territory.)10
The spectacle was initiated as a result of the
world’s loss of unity, and the expansion of its
modern version reveals this major loss. According
to Debord, the spectacle is the official language
of this separation.11 Despite the fact that he wrote
this more than forty years ago, it is almost even
more relevant today, when we are literally overwhelmed and permeated by spectacular images.
On top of that, today, in our leisure time, we have
become faithful servants of the production (no
longer solely of the consumption) of the spectacular—for instance, via the carefully selected
images that we upload to social media, more often
than not of ourselves, or more precisely, images
that we want to create a certain representation of
ourselves. Being cool—the capital of young people.
Seductive img. A flat and alienated selfhood. Homogenisation. Acting through, never directly there.
Locus displaced. Press “Like.”
Narcissism as Wound and
Self-estrangement
But there are also other phenomena that both
influence and are influenced by this collective
alienation (which is of course not total, but
only partial), some of them mental. Narcissistic
personality disorder can be summed up as an
inhibition of the individual’s love of self due to
being emotionally abandoned as a child.12 In
many cases this occurs very subtly (and mixed
with positive transference), so that an unconscious negative attitude can be communicated
despite the best intentions. As a consequence of
this, the child is forced to develop compensatory strategies; for example, trying hard to be
liked and subordinating itself far too readily to
the normative demands of patriarchy, even in
its inner world.13 Thus, a relatively protective
facade—a “persona”—is constructed. Identification with this persona, or mask, consigns the
individual’s true being to the shadows.14 The
individual is thus alienated, or estranged, from
the self without being aware of it. According to

Kathrin Asper, these problems were already very
common in Western culture by the end of the
1980s, and they do not appear to have diminished since then.15 This probably has something
to do with both cultural and mental factors.
In mythological terms, the narcissist is looking
for paradise. But searching for something grandiose or for a response—an echo—is problematic. If the self can “buy” admiration, then things
go well.16 (This thus also applies to those whose
narcissism primarily expresses itself through
overadaptation.) But external acknowledgement
or admiration is not a good substitute for poor
self-esteem. The lack of this unnatural fuel can
cause the narcissist’s defence mechanisms to
dissolve. This creates a receptivity to the narcissistic norms that characterise our contemporary
society, and which, for instance, IWC benefits
from, whether it be a matter of achievement,
representation, or some other form of prestige.
The illusions that IWC promotes are not totally
dissimilar to the psychic paradise illusions of
narcissism. This includes the idea of the perfect
body, partner, child, and, ultimately, the perfect
life. Further, the narcissistic problematic finds
expression, for instance, in imbalanced transitions between closeness and distance within
interpersonal relationships. Together with IWC,
narcissistic distance can, for instance, lead to
capitalising on others and “random plays,” which
are increasingly common phenomena among
younger people.
In parallel with all this, predominantly good
counterforces prevail. But, in order to create
greater awareness of the problems, they have to
be highlighted more clearly so that their harmful
potential emerges in the smallest components in
relation to the whole. When Guattari speaks of
“the entropic rise of a dominant subjectivity,”17 he
too puts this issue in the strongest of terms, so as
to make clear the risks of a negative development.

Ecology of Mind and
Epistemological Fallacies
Gradually, images and ideas about artificiality
and environmental destruction began to pop up
in my thinking. I have, in fact, for a long time

13. Kathrin Asper, Övergivenhet och främlingskap, trans. Lars W.
Freij (Stockholm: CJP
Centrym för Jungiansk
Psykologi AB, 1993),
45-46. “The narcissistic
child … learns to ignore
its mental pain, and the
adult narcissist as a rule
continues to adopt the
same behaviour.”
14. Ibid., 46–48. Asper
also draws parallels with
D. W. Winnicott’s “false
self.”
15. About 30 percent of
Swedish infants have not
formed a good attachment with their carer.
Often the carer’s behaviour is based on their
own attachment pattern.
Increased incidences
of psychic illness and
increased differences
between children from
different socioeconomic
groups are also evident.
Further, there are social
trends that go against
the child’s interests and
parental attitudes that
can lead to difficulties.
Several of the respondents think that children
seem to live under great
stress today, which has
several causes. Klara,
färdiga, gå!: Om de
yngsta medborgarna och
deras rättigheter [Ready,
set, go! On the youngest citizens and their
rights], Barnombudsmannen, 2007, http://www.
barnombudsmannen.se/
Global/Publikationer/
Klara%20fardiga%20
ga.pdf.
16. Asper, Övergivenhet
och främlingskap, 46.
Paradise illusions are not
infrequently a way of
looking for the earliest
relationship with “the m/
Other,” since they are a
consequence of larger or
smaller inadequacies in
this relationship, which
in a natural development
would be paradisiac, before the child goes from
symbiosis and narcissism
to autonomy through
gradual confrontations
with reality.
17. Guattari, The Three
Ecologies, 68.
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18. Cybernetics is the
science of communications and automatic
control systems in both
machines and living
things.
19. Bateson, “Double
Bind, 1969,” in Steps
to an Ecology of Mind,
273–74.
20. Ibid., 408. The
anthropologist and communications and system
theorist Gregory Bateson
is best known for his
system theories—how
everything exists in
relation, and thus how
important contexts are.
This was, in the 1970s,
a relatively new way
of thinking, which has
influenced several other
areas, including family
therapy.
21. “Each system
contains subsystems
which are potentially
regenerative, i.e., which
would go into exponential
‘runaway’ if uncorrected”
(ibid., 447). “In a balanced ecological system
… it is very clear that
any monkeying with the
system is likely to disrupt
the equilibrium. Then
the exponential curves
will start to appear.
Some plant will become
a weed, some creatures
will be exterminated, and
the system as a balanced
system is likely to fall to
pieces” (ibid., 437).
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24. Bateson, Steps to
an Ecology of the Mind,
489–90.
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25. Ibid., 490.

had some ideas about ecology, but I have not
integrated them into my artistic work before now.
Among the first things that made an impact on
me was the excess of artificiality in the form of
supersaturated digital images. [Cheap exotic escape,
piles of digital waste.] I worked for a while on a
video triptych that I called Digital cocktail, but
I shelved the project when I began to get other
ideas and did not know how to proceed. Some
months later, I resumed work on one of the videos, Collective mourning. Now, it was toxic algae
and an unusually sad whooper swan (in the film
footage) that became symbols of the pollution
we are spreading, so that other people, but also
animals and nature, are made to suffer. External
contamination is internal contamination, and it was
the transformation between these states—from
ideas (not just negative ones) to concrete physical
outcome—that I would later get hooked on when
I began to read Guattari’s The Three Ecologies and
Bateson’s closing essays in Steps to an Ecology of
Mind. When I started, I did not know that these
authors would put forward coherent theories of
mental, political, and environmental ideas that
were interwoven, but instead thought that they
would only talk about ecology in the ordinary
sense. But their definition of ecology—which is
extended to encompass the whole context of both
immaterial and material phenomena—has, as I
mentioned earlier, come to take on great significance for my works. Their concepts have not only
put a lot of what I was working with into words,
but also opened up a new perspective.
The Three Ecologies
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Difference and Selection in Circuit Structures
The subject matter of cybernetics is neither
events nor objects, but the information, or
differences, “carried” by events and objects.
For Bateson, cybernetics, and by extension the
nature of mind, is one of the twentieth century’s
most interesting inventions. According to him,
Immanuel Kant, for instance, contributed to
this, through his Critique of Judgment, in which
he states that “the primary act of an aesthetic
judgment is the selection of a fact.” Nature
contains no facts in itself—or, you can say there
are an infinite number of potential facts, out of
which the judgment selects only a few, which
become truly facts by that act of selection.22
Bateson explains:
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22. Ibid., 489.

the system, adaptive change depends upon
feedback loops, be it those provided by natural
selection or those of individual reinforcement.
In all cases, then, there must be a process of trial
and error and a mechanism of comparison.” 19
This is what happens in what are known
as cybernetic systems. A cybernetic system is
determined by “restraints”—factors that exclude
certain potential pathways through a negative
reduction (of possibilities/probabilities). Of particular interest here is the relationship between
context and its content.20 In cybernetics there is
no communication without context. A cybernetic system is self-corrective and strives always
towards equilibrium. Homeostasis between its
variables. If one variable goes beyond its tolerance threshold—i.e., goes into runaway21—it
will most likely affect other parts of the system.
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Cybernetics18 and Adaptation
According to Bateson, “All biological systems
(organisms and social or ecological organisations
of organisms) are capable of adaptive change.
But adaptive change takes many forms, such as
response, learning, ecological succession, biological evolution, cultural evolution, etc… Whatever

First there was the problem of reification.
Clearly there are in the mind no objects or
events … only transforms, percepts, images, etc., and rules for making these… The
explanatory world of substance can invoke
no differences and no ideas but only forces
and impacts. And … the world of form and
communication invokes no things, forces,
or impacts but only differences and ideas.
(A difference which makes a difference is an
idea. It is a bit” of information.) 23
A difference can never be localised. A piece of
chalk contains an infinite number of differences,
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but only a few of them make a difference. The
unit of “in-formation” is difference. The same
goes for the unit of psychological “in-put.” Zero
differs from one, and can therefore be a cause,
contrary to what is possible in hard science.
Even sameness can be a cause, since sameness
differs from difference. These odd relations
obtain within organisms and many machines
since they are able to store energy. If you kick a
stone, it moves with energy from your kick. But
if you kick a dog, it reacts with its own metabolic
energy. These effects also depend upon the
circuit structure. A circuit is a closed pathway,
or network of pathways, along which differences
or transforms of them are transmitted. These
notions now give us a new way of thinking about
the concept of mind.24
What a Mind is, According to Bateson
These are the essential minimal characteristics
of a system that Bateson will accept as characteristics of mind: The system operates with and
upon differences. It consists of closed loops or
networks, on whose pathways differences and
their transforms are transmitted. Many events
within the system get their energy from the
respondent part (supplied from its metabolism)
rather than from the triggering part. The system
acts self-correctively in various ways, in the
direction of homeostasis and/or runaway. Such
a process implies trial and error. These minimal
characteristics of mind are generated whenever
and wherever an appropriate circuit structure
of closed loops of causation exists. Mind is an
inevitable function of such complexity. But that
complexity exists in a great many places other
than inside my head and yours.25
Ecology of Mind, Ecology of Ideas
Since this sort of mind is immanent not only in
those pathways of information that are located
inside the body but also in external pathways,
the “individual nexus of pathways which I call
‘me’ is no longer so precious because that nexus
is only part of a larger mind… The ideas which
seemed to be me can also become immanent in
you.”26 It is also here that there lies the basis for
the way that ideas are spread and materialised—
in all three ecologies. Our individual psyche is

actually no more than a set of points (of collected
ideas) in a gigantic network that are traversed
by millions of currents and structures of ideas.
Some of these attach themselves to us, others
pass through.27 And we ourselves are responsible
for whatever ideas are passed on from us. We
cannot be totally sure which of our thoughts are
totally our own and which are internalised from
outside. Since our self has largely been formed
by various ideas, neither can we be dead certain
which ideas are good ones.
“Perhaps ‘epistemology’ is only another word for
the study of the ecology of mind”28
I had not counted on coming across a concept I had previously sniffed around, but not
researched further—by that I mean the way we
all have a habit of believing that we are “right”
in our views and interpretations, despite the
fact that everyone has widely differing views,
and without a more in-depth analysis or calling
into question the factors that constitute our
subjective opinions, interpretations (the selection of facts), and consequently the whole of our
self; that is, what has shaped us into precisely
the thinking, feeling, and acting subject we
have become. For the most part we live totally
unaware that our world is nothing other than
a representation of what exists, limited by a selective filter. This subjective filter has even affected
the interpretation of history, as well as scientific
observations (albeit to a lesser extent).29 On the
other hand, the boundaries between “right” and
“wrong” are by nature fluid—no one can lay
claim to any greater truth, but simply has to start
from his or her own subjective views. In many
cases, the truth is also subjective. Despite all
this, we should still be able to talk about confusing the favourable and the unfavourable from an
ecological perspective.
The unit of survival
and epistemological fallacies30
Here Bateson comes to one of his most crucial
insights: “Let us now consider what happens
when you make the epistemological error of
choosing the wrong unit: you end up with the
species versus the other species around it or
versus the environment in which it operates.
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26. Ibid., 471.
27. See “components
of subjectification” and
the difference between
subjective and individual
in Guattari, The Three
Ecologies, 36.
28. Bateson, Steps to an
Ecology of Mind, 401.
29. Ibid., xxv–xxvii.
30. “You and I are able
to get along in the world
and fly to Hawaii and read
papers on psychiatry and
find our places around
these tables and in general function reasonably
like human beings in spite
of very deep error. The
erroneous premises, in
fact, work. On the other
hand, the premises work
only up to a certain limit.”
Ibid., 486–87.
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Opposite page:
Collective mourning
2014
Close-up of video
installation
9:15 min
Room dimensions variable
(Un)conscious production of suffering
2014
Video sculpture
82 × 54 × 80 cm
Falling into/ Rising
from gravity
2014
Video sculpture
122 × 217 × 78 cm
_
31. Bateson, Steps to
an Ecology of the Mind,
491–92. Kajsa Borgnäs
(doctoral researcher in
environmental policy and
state theory) describes
something similar in
“Därför kan klimatfrågan
inte lösas vid kyldisken,”
and adds: “It is a tough
adversary—
the human psychological
instinct for self-preservation… We are equipped
with a magnificent battery of defence mechanisms … that mean that
we do not see a catastrophe as a catastrophe if it
does not come abruptly,
does not take human
form … and if it does not
directly affect people in
our vicinity.”
32. Timothy Morton,
“A Quake in Being” and
“Viscosity,” in Hyperobjects: Philosophy and
Ecology after the End of
the World (Minneapolis:
University of Minnesota
Press, 2013), 1–24 and
25–37.
33. Ibid., plate 5.
34. Ibid., 1–2.
35. Ibid., 4–5.
36. Cornelia Hesse Honegger’s Soft Bug from
Pripyat, Ukraine, 1990,
watercolour, is relevant
here. It depicts an insect
deprived of functional
body parts. See ibid.,
plate 3.

Man against nature. You end up, in fact, with
Kaneohe Bay polluted, Lake Erie a slimy green
mess, and ‘Let’s build bigger atom bombs to
kill off the next-door neighbors.’ There is an
ecology of bad ideas, just as there is an ecology
of weeds, and it is characteristic of the system
that basic error propagates itself. It branches
out like a rooted parasite through the tissues of
life, and e verything gets into a rather peculiar
mess. When you narrow down your epistemology and act on the premise ‘What interests me
is me, or my organisation, or my species,’ you
chop off consideration of other loops of the loop
structure. You decide that you want to get rid
of the by-products of human life and that Lake
Erie will be a good place to put them. You forget
that the eco-mental system called Lake Erie is
a part of your wider eco-mental system—and
that if Lake Erie is driven insane, its insanity is
incorporated in the larger system of your thought
and experience.” 31
Too coloured by culture
Collective Self-Deception
Fresh and white like an advertisement smile,
Or a photograph of a new, but already renovated flat in a slick property catalogue.
How far are we willing to go in order to maintain the flawless image of ourselves?
It takes three kilos of chemicals to produce an
ordinary cotton T-shirt.
Contaminated entropy
Everything that took millions of years to
create …
Eco_oikos_home
Out of all
Beauty we got

Poisonous Prime Matter
“Hyperobjects” are what Timothy Morton calls
almost unimaginable entities that have such vast
spatial and temporal dimensions that they go
beyond traditional ideas of what a thing is in the
first place.32 Global warming is a typical example
of one such “thing.” Hyperobjects can be very
remarkable in character; something that is expressed, for example, by Chris Wainwright’s Red

Ice 3 (C-type colour print on aluminium, 2009,
reproduced in Morton’s book Hyperobjects).33 A
hyperobject could be the biosphere, the solar system, or the sum total of all the nuclear materials
on Earth, or very long-lasting plastic products,
or the sum of all the whirring machinery of capitalism, etc. Hyperobjects have several properties
in common. They are viscous—they “stick” to
beings that are involved with them. They are
nonlocal—any “local manifestation” is never
directly the hyperobject. Their temporalities, like
their physical hyperdimensions, outscale the ones
we are used to, and they occupy “a high-dimensional phase space,” which makes them invisible
for stretches of time. Their effects are interobjectively exhibited—in interrelationships between
aesthetic properties of objects. Hyperobjects are
responsible for what Morton calls “the end of the
world,” rendering both apocalyptic vision and
denialism obsolete.34 According to Morton, the
world has in a way already succumbed, in that
we can no longer relate to the concept of “the
world” in the old anthropocentric spirit, partly
thanks to human-made hyperobjects.
The Anthropocene; terraforming and the Great
Acceleration.35Manmade hyperobjects slowly
emerge. Hollow us out, outscale us, in their
uncanny presence. Dissolution. Human aspects
displaced. Floating objects without direction in
an undifferentiated void of equal value applied to
Every thing ≈ postmodern non-hierarchy taken to
its very extreme.
Cultural Mash-up
As a result of the proliferation of pollutants in
the “three ecologies,” we all contain a bit more
artificiality now, not just with regard to immaterial creations such as ideas, personality traits, and
basic collective values, but also to the hundreds
of unnatural substances that have already settled
like a carcinogen cocktail in our bodies. What
happens when objects and organisms—in their
ephemeral forms similar to their predecessors in
art—emerge out of poisoned or malfunctioning
material? Perhaps in the end even the external
forms and patterns will be changed, as a consequence of radical gene modifications.36 Nature
reshaped and/or put out of action by culture. I
deal with this, for instance, in Prima Materia,
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37. “Is … the problem …
not that things are truly
distant, but that they
are in our face—they
are our face? … They are
already here … ‘The slimy
is myself.’ … When the
inside of a thing coincides
perfectly with its outside,
that is called dissolution
or death.” Ibid., 28–30.
38. David Douard,
exhibition statement
for Narrow-Cold Lovel,
Galleri Signal, Malmö,
November 22, 2013–
February 9, 2014.
39. “Gray Whale Dies
Bringing Us a Message—
With Stomach Full of Plastic Trash,” Realnews24,
November 5, 2013, http://
www.realnews24.com/
gray-whale-dies-bringingus-a-message-with-stomach-full-of-plastic-trash/.
40. Guattari, The Three
Ecologies, 4.
41. This NASA Aqua
Satellite image (released
December 9, 2003) shows
the turbid waters surrounding southern Florida
and the Florida Keys.
42. Bateson, Steps to an
Ecology of Mind, 442.
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into which I have mixed “older elements,” such as
earth, wood, and wax, with newer, artificial materials, such as plastic, rubber, spray paint, asphalt
varnish, and a neon-blue wig. Here I am thinking
of two things: when Timothy Morton talks about
viscosity as an uncanny aspect of the hyperobject’s
presence, also within us,37 and of David Douard’s
exhibition Narrow-Cold Lovel, where I experienced a kind of melancholy that was exuded by
the artificialised objects. At the same time, there
was a powerful, timeless presence there in the
anthropomorphic things. Almost like observing
our own absence. In Douard’s own words in the
exhibition text: “The eggs in the space are all
empty. The beings growing inside are long gone.
No bodies, only frames and containers. Remains.
A deserted landscape… Between the silence of
the objects and the tattoo-like statements written
on their skin something new is being formulated.
Formless. Quiet… A return. A protest. A reappearing of lost souls.”38
Outwardly Closeness: Beauty and Beauty.
Illusion of Image(s)
It is somewhat paradoxical that the turquoise in
the water along southern beaches and in certain
swimming pools recurs in the blue-green algae,
which is, in fact, a toxic result of the illusory lifestyle of luxury and affluence that pictures of pools
and beaches often represent. In some aerial photographs (see image above) of what we believe are
beautiful, exotic beaches, the confusion is total—
it is actually enormous carpets of cyanobacteria
that fool the eye. This attitude comes out in Dead
End (not present at my degree show, but at the
2014 annual exhibition at Malmö Art Academy),
in which two “circles” mirror each other. The one
a flat image. Illusion. The other contaminated
reality. Physically tangible material. An assorted
mass of painted plaster showing algae, artificial
strands, and remnants of an old rope in the same
cyan-green shade as the algae carpet. (Rope and
other plastic waste have recently caused the death
of many whales by blocking their natural food intake.39) The great oceans are no longer immune to
human activity: “we can have no such faith in our
diseased and toxic oceans with their oil slicks and
giant algae blooms visible from space.” 40 Species
are wiped out, as in the whole of the ecosystem,
and the over-fertilisation is evident.
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[anamorphosis – a distorted projection or drawing
which appears normal when viewed from a particular point or with a suitable mirror or lens]
Psychic projection: “a phenomenon which seems
to be almost universal when man commits the
error of purposive thinking and disregards the
systemic nature of the world with which he must
deal… The man, after all, has acted according to
what he thought was common sense and now he
finds himself in a mess. He does not quite know
what caused the mess and he feels that what has
happened is somehow unfair. He still does not
see himself as part of the system in which the
mess exists.”42
Trapped in Distorted, but Well-dressed Values
on Behalf of the Animate
Values blurred; it is no longer possible to get a
clear overview of cause and effect within the prevailing production system, since they are embedded in thick, non-transparent layers of complex
relations, where labour is displaced (disguised)
to sites invisible to the consumer’s eye. And then
there is the habit of uncritical and unconscious
thinking. This, I think applies specifically to two
of my recent works: Dead end and (Un)conscious
production of suffering.

Transversal Thinking
The Earth has had enough. It is no longer
possible to simply patch up the edges of the
prevailing economic system. If we want to see
a sustainable future, we presumably need to
change the whole thing, or at least to substantially rethink it. But this reorientation (if it
ever comes about) has to happen gradually,
otherwise there is a risk of uncontrollable
“exponential runaways”—which will also
probably get worse if we carry on in our current
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direction, which, according to the cybernetic
principle of balance, can lead to collapse.43 We
will still have to accept temporary dips, likewise
continuously renouncing excessive wealth.
Postmodernism and hyperobjects may have
made us cynical and misanthropic. But there
is no reason to adopt a dystopian vision of the
future in advance. Instead, we can try to learn
something about what is happening. Even
hyperobjects can open the way to new ideas,
says Timothy Morton.44 Perhaps due to their
kinship with finiteness?
Time to Transform  

45

We also have a lot to learn from the wisdom and
ways of living of indigenous peoples. They have
built their lives on totally different epistemologies. Peaceful hunter-gatherers are probably the
people who have lived in the best ecological
balance. Ecological, even in the extended sense
of Bateson and Guattari. But it is not enough
to apply their approach straight off in today’s
world, which makes totally different and far
more complex demands. Since our contemporary
culture is founded on a great many dubious basic
assumptions—which we pay a high price for in
the form of environmental pollution, violence,
poverty, inequality, and mental illness—what
is needed is an active awareness and change of
habits. We should consequently employ all our
intellectual and intuitive capacities to come up
with methods that can pave the way for new
modes of thinking. A transversal thinking46 that
in its turn continually finds new ways. In these
ways perhaps high technology, for instance,
will be combined with ancient wisdom, and
tri-ecological ethics with most entrepreneurship? Let us hope that this is not a total utopia.
A collective change in thinking, so that production
and consumption are in harmony with the larger
system. Beyond the subspecies. Creating an identification with the whole and a critical awareness of
our segmented epistemologies.
Nomadic Art, Nomadic Life.
RESINGULARISATION 47
What we hope for, from the three ecological
registers: an ethico-political articulation; an
ecosophy. According to Guattari, “In the final

account, the ecosophic problematic is that of
the production of human existence itself in
new historical contexts.”48 Creating existential
territories where resingularisation of subjectivity,
decentralisation, and dissensus/critical re-evaluation are promoted. But powerful counterforces
have already been set in motion on several levels,
as is evident, for instance, in political engagement and in cultural offerings. (The practice
of art in itself, as it appears today, is also in its
very nature an example of much of this, partly
thanks to the ambient discourse that places the
emphasis on free research, individuality, and
critical thinking. The question of what it would
mean to apply the methods of contemporary art
to other domains in society is something that
comes up in conversation with other students.)
These shifts are also evident in the longing that
many people have for more profound values, beyond economic demands for efficiency and bureaucrazy. A meaningful and mindful existence
in which mind, body, and soul exist in better
balance with each other and with the external
circumstances. This is also the precondition for
the unit of survival—organism plus environment. Let the grid melt into a smooth flow, beyond
the dialectical.

Beyond the Personal
How to transform from Homo aeconomicu$ ?

Taking Back the Body from the Image.
Being from Surface. Reattuning49
We have proudly conquered measurable facts
in the physical world; we can explain countless external phenomena, but we do not know
much about the depths of our own self. What
happens then to our notions about our self and
the world? The most important instrument
we have in all of viewpoints and actions is,
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43. Bateson, Steps to an
Ecology of the Mind, 437.
“A constancy of some
variable is maintained
by changing other
variables… Over time,
the system becomes
dependent upon the continued presence of that
original external impact
whose immediate effects
were neutralized by the
first order homeostasis”
(ibid., 447–48). “The
world became addicted
to what was once an ad
hoc measure and is now
known to be a major
danger” (ibid., 497).
44. Morton, “A Quake in
Being,” 23.
45. The title of my MFA
exhibition. In my earlier
works and ideas I have
also been interested
in several concepts of
transformation, e.g.
the mental journey in
analytical psychology
called the individuation
process, which uses
both alchemy and the
skin-shedding of snakes
as symbolic languages.
46. Guattari, The Three
Ecologies, 43.
47. By “resingularisation”
Guattari means approximately a re-conquest of
the production of subjectivity, to become a more
unique and individual
one. But not an individualistic one—“Individuals
must become both more
united and increasingly
different” (ibid., 69).
48. Ibid., 28, 33, 34,
and 50.
49. See Ettinger,
Fragilization and Resistance.

50. See Den hemliga
vägen [The Secret Path]
or Vägen till Överjaget I
och II [The Quest of the
Overself I and II] by Paul
Brunton. A total dethroning of the ego is never
feasible, even if, for
example, Indian yogis can
get very close through
their lifelong spiritual
devotion. Such people
can inspire us to turn our
gaze inwards (however
often we lose sight of it),
without for that matter
running away from the
reality of the external
world. This is not a question of some omnipotent
puritanism—on the contrary, it is about facing
the ego’s shadow sides,
instead of projecting
them onto others.
51. Bracha L. Ettinger,
“Fragilization and Resistance” in Fragilization
and Resistance, ed.
Tero Nauha and Akseli
Virtanen (Helsinki: Finnish Academy of Fine Arts
with Aivojen yhteistyö,
2009) 97-134.
52. Simone Weil, Tyngden
och Nåden (Stockholm: Artos, 2010), 55.
Published in English
as Gravity and Grace,
trans. Emma Crawford
and Mario von der Ruhr
(London: Routledge,
2002).
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in fact, the subjective mind. These questions
were also explored by the philosopher, mystic,
and journalist Paul Brunton. He was one of a
number of people who saw as their mission in
life to introduce certain traditions of Eastern
wisdom to the West during the first half of the
twentieth century. In a number of his writings,
he addresses Westerners’ general inability and
unwillingness to think beyond the ego50 and
the material realm. This underpins an individualism that is not quite so possible if we identify
ourselves with a greater whole—whether it be
Bateson’s larger mind, the spiritual Self (as a
part of a universal consciousness), or some comparable entity that lies beyond the emotional
and intellectual, i.e., beyond the personal plane.
But this is easier said than done.
EGOCIDE OR ECOCIDE
That is the question
Matrixial transubjectivity, com-passion,
and response-ability51
An archaic figure with a face of clay. A grieving,
grey-clad character who appears in Collective
Mourning and in a sense also in Traces of Wit(h)
nessing. These two works incorporate the abovementioned lines of thought, which also recur
in Twofold nature and Falling into/Rising from
gravity, in which feathers, bones, ash (in the
video sequence), and colour pigments constitute
the representative material. Here the interaction
between gravity and lightness, material and immaterial is of central importance.
Always, beyond the particular object whatever it
may be, we have to fix our will on the void—to will
the void. For the good which we can neither picture
nor define is a void for us. But a void fuller than
all fullness.52

Fr agmented Narr ation and
(Im)material Shifts
After several years of slow work with video and
ideas, I felt a powerful need to express myself
sculpturally. To get to work practically with my
hands and to realise ideas more or less directly.
That is how several of the sculptures of recent
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years came about. The materiality and the colours
in all the works, not just the sculptures, have been
of great significance. The bentonite clay in Wit(h)
nessing, which proved to be a detoxicant, the
archaic connection between clay, light, and water
in the same work. The colour grey as an anti-overload, back-to-basics desaturation. [The revival of a
transparent simplicity.] Certain materials and colours recur in several works, e.g., various kinds of
powder and the shiny asphalt varnish. For a couple of the works, I have borrowed the language of
material and form from the surrealistic symbolism
of my earlier ideas, in which material correspondences to mental processes were fundamental. This
has presumably happened totally intuitively, but
later on I have thought that it was perhaps what
was needed to get the rather political content to
(hopefully) be more emotionally engaging. To
charge them with mental affectivity. Amorphous,
shiny black, sculptural, organic, as in the system of
pipes in Dead end.
I gradually began to get more video-based ideas.
I suddenly saw that it was possible to work with
film in a different way than I had previously
attempted. A freer and simpler way that did not
require so much planning, actors, props, or long
hours in front of masses of unedited material. This
was to be the beginning of what I came to call
“fragmented narration.” But once I had accumulated the footage I got caught up in the editing
and was forced to shelve the video project for a bit.
I wanted to do something simpler in between. If
something can be expressed in a single image or
object, then it should be possible to do the same
thing with video. To strip everything down to the
minimum possible expression for what you want
to communicate. It was then that a couple of film
loops consisting of only a single clip came about.
Almost like stills, apart from some minuscule
movements. Of the works on display in the MFA
exhibition, (Un)conscious production of suffering
and Falling into/Rising from gravity are kinds of
video fragments. But they are also incorporated
into spatial installations together with physical material. When I subsequently carried on
with Collective Mourning, I had the idea that the
content would be stripped down to what are essentially remixed variants on the other works—an
extended amalgam of their separate existences.
Kinds of simulacra, or recurring elements. But in
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the end, the film did not turn out to be so stripped
down, nor does it incorporate more than a couple
of fragments of the other works. Its wide-ranging
content had to go through several transformations in order to be able to be put together, so the
process was quite extended, too.
SPACE. Audiovisual and Spatial Experience.
LED in Darkness
When I began envisaging several of my works
(the ideas for them—they had not yet crystallised) in relation to each other, I understood
that they should all adopt the same method
of fragmentation—stripped down and spotlit
like islands scattered in the encircling darkness
of the space, I saw them in front of me. Now,
with Bateson’s system theory in mind, I also see
how they are not just fragments of the narrative
context constituted by my mental world, but also
of other, more or less shared, contexts. What I
previously thought of as frames of reference have
now been expanded to encompass even wider
contexts. Every object or occurrence stands in relation to one or more contexts/references (and yet
more in the contemplation/interpretation of it,
and even more when it is presented as a displaced
element, cut out of its original context). A map
of multiplicities, network of transconnections; of
different structures superimposed, interlinked, and
criss-crossed—all following a similar type of organisation, whether abstract/immaterial or concrete/
material. A part is always in reference. Everything
is inside everything. One, yet many. Henceforth the
immanent quality of the fragment.

Marika Markström

Untouched nature. But now there is
only a fleck left. And that fleck is
shrinking, like the Arctic
Several of the materials in my work come from
a place on the outskirts of civilisation, where the
cottage of my childhood is situated. I collected
the eagle feathers in Twofold Nature over several
years when I was small. The bits of bone in the
same work come from a beached seal skeleton.
The video loop of cotton grass in (Un)conscious
production of suffering was recorded on the same
island, as were a couple of sequences in Collective
Mourning. I also believe that the place itself influenced my ideas. In nature you can see the marks
of environmental changes much more clearly than
when you are surrounded by the signs of culture.
Smooth Blue and the Presence in Things
A certain shade of blue has also popped up several
times in my process. The first time, in my internal
imagination; then, as the blue pigment powder
in front of the video projection in Falling into/
Rising from gravity; and, finally, in the blue light
on the bits of skeleton in Twofold nature. When I
test lit the bits of bone for the first time, it was as
if a kind of serene presence flowed out of them.
(Whether this happened inside or outside my
mind, or in the relationship between object and
mind, I cannot say.) Perhaps it is from dynamic
combinations of the artificial and the natural that
something new yet ancient will emerge?
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Twofold nature
2014
Close-up of installation
322 × 114 × 56 cm
_
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RUNAWAY GIRL
In the mid sixteenth century the French writer
Madeleine de Scudéry created for one of her
novels a map named “Carte du Tendre,” or in
English, “Tender Map.”1 In this fictional yet
cartographically detailed map, she depicts a
woman’s emotions and desires on her voyage
toward love and self-realisation, thus acknowledging the exterior as an interior through an
embodied sense of self.
For a woman in the sixteenth century to be both
well educated and living
independently off her
work as a writer and artist, as de Scudéry did, was
exceptional and something that, to this day,
should be celebrated. To
follow the trajectory put
forward by de Scudéry,
I will construct my own
Tender Map in order to
investigate the territory
of my artistic process and
my deep interest in the
psychological and metaphysical room within
and between people,
and between people and
an artwork. I will join up with thinkers and
artists with whom I have a feeling of belonging
and who inspire me in my art practice, and, last
but not least, intertwine personal memoirs of an
artwork that I undertook in Cairo.
I understand the need for women’s voices to
be heard within the contemporary art world. I
shall not refrain from mentioning that in dealing
with a highly political situation such as a revolution, in this case the recent Egyptian revolution,
the psychological and existential effects are of
utmost importance.
I pack my bags and set out with the desire to
reach beyond my well-worn comfort zone. A

The Liberation of Squares
(left room)
2014
16:9 HDV,
10 min loop,
2 x channel video
projection with sound

new artwork starts in my subconscious, where
memories, associations, and images emerge,
and through dreams, meditative states, or
through simple everyday acts, the pieces fall
into place. I collect them, write or sketch them,
and suddenly a new territory forms. Cartographically, on my map, I am walking on a road
outside of town; the road is called “Matter”
and an intuitive state
of mind is evoked as
I search for clues and
abandoned materials, remembering the words of
Roland Barthes: “Magic
is the sudden transformation of nature.”2 My
steps quicken and my
mind begins to recall the
emotions of a woman.
Egypt: She was a dancer,
and the presence of her
body changed the entire
room when she entered.
Unlike the other rooms in
the abandoned hotel this
one had a window that
couldn’t open, as someone
had nailed it down,
pierced it through to show its tragic fate—for if
it was it ever to be reopened, it would have to be
broken down and replaced.
From childhood to adulthood, dreams, intuition, and visions, to the endless reading and
rereading, drawing and writing. Forming one’s
language through the ability to express oneself
freely in order to liberate and evolve. So that
the presence of a consciousness may be applied
directly and remain a force within the artwork
and through this remember—“These works do
not illustrate … they are an exorcism … that
is what I am after … to dig and to reveal.”3 As
Louise Bourgeois dug in order to liberate, so do I.
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I dig after traces and clues. In these moments I
often get the feeling of turning on an inner mirror that reflects and reverberates a more sensitive
and perceptive measure of the world. To my experience, this mirror is black and made of obsidian.4 And it makes me think of Charles Baudelaire as he writes: “In certain almost supernatural
inner states, the depth of life is entirely revealed
in the spectacle, however ordinary, that we have
before our eyes, and which becomes the symbol
of it.”5 In these moments and the “spectacle” of
everyday life, I search for a deeper understanding of the inner life of woman and what it means
to be human. To me, art derives from a more
subconscious and metaphysical place, and even
in the most conceptual artworks it is this I search
for. In other words—I choose sensitivity before
sensibility or intuition before intellect, adhering to Sol LeWitt’s first line of his “Sentences
on Conceptual Art”: “Artists are mystics, rather
than rationalists.”6 Juxtaposing this with the
above-cited quote by Baudelaire, it appears that
when experiencing the world, artists, due to their
open and intuitive way of thought, are able to see
and thereby express another side of the everyday and adhere to the mystery of life. The artist
reflects and transfigures where others, occupied
with the rational, do not.
Egypt: Dust that had once been sand, blown in
from the desert, covered the entire floor, and by this
time in the afternoon the little room was bathed
in sunlight, making the dust particles resemble a
kind of veil within the room, enclosing anyone who
entered. She looked at me, with sparkling black
eyes, as a mirror, and said: “Lets just begin.” I nodded and without a word, pressed the record button.
When I produce work, there is no such thing as
answers or the right way to do it. When I work
I deal with emotions and notions of another
place or insight that I need to reach. The quest
to map out yet another place or room within and
around me is what is aroused. In this process my
detective work starts, recognising and connecting points, like solving a puzzle sparked by that
intuitive notion of something already present,
yet hidden. In the words of the American experimental filmmaker Maya Deren, explaining how
this notion of something “unknown yet known”
appears in your life and through your work:
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4. Obsidian is produced
when felsic lava extrudes
from a volcano, thus
becoming a naturally occurring volcanic glass.

So the artist, beginning in reality starts
moving toward a vision, an idea, and, with
the cumulative momentum of dedicated
concentration, crosses the threshold from
that which already exists into the void where,
still moving forward, creates a plane of earth
where his foot has been, as the spider, spinning from his own guts, threads his ladders
of highways through once empty space.7
When this notion of the “unknown yet known”
appears, I know that I am on the right track, and
what is needed now is to listen and watch out
for the next clue. And just as important as it is
to listen to oneself, books and knowledge from
others might reveal and take you further—or it
may confuse and disturb. Whichever way, it is
my experience that if the notion of the artwork
is strong enough and truly needs to come out, it
will, even if this might take months or years. In
devoting oneself—and I would argue sacrificing
oneself—the process of art intensifies.
Now, to again position myself within my
Tender Map, having walked along the road of
Matter, I arrive at a tall mountain. It has green
bushes and also strong flowers growing on its
surface; however, revealed within this mountain
are caves and abysses.
Egypt: I moved the camera up, then down, stood as
still as I could, trying not to make a single sound,
even minimising my breath to as little as possible,
zooming in on her, coming closer, looking at her,
trying to lose myself in the act of Becoming. And
just like a mirror, I suddenly felt how every movement she made reflected something inside myself.
In the acknowledgement of the intersubjectivity that runs through everything and the body
in relation to this intersubjectivity, I try to both
explore and physically exorcise my own emotions
together with and in relation to the people and
places with whom I work, so that the experience is shared and thereby more attuned to a
collective experience. Meeting and creating with
people in Cairo changed me, through both the
experiences I had, the many failures and hard realisations of my naivety, but also all the valuable
insight and imagery I took in. So despite the fact
that I personally engaged myself—and also in
many ways lost myself—to a political situation,
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I did however stay ever loyal to my work. And as
I read these words of Maurice Merleau-Ponty—
“The revolutionary movement, like the work of
the artist, is an intention which itself creates its
instruments and its means of expression”8 —I see
that all my experiences within this both political
and personal terrain have come through the artwork. All that I scribbled down in my notebook
and the various ways of documenting what I saw,
all is there inside the work, as my revolutionary tool and remnant of a living consciousness.
However, whether I made the decision consciously or unconsciously to go as far, with so
many “wrong” turns, feeling as lost as I did, all
in the name of an artwork, I still do not know!
In 2011 the Middle East erupted from the selfimmolation of the Tunisian citizen Mohamed
Bouaziz; in Egypt, the female activist Asmaa
Mahfouz posted a video on YouTube to urge
the people to come down to Tahrir9 Square and
demonstrate: “If you think yourself a man, come
with me on 25 January. Whoever says women
shouldn’t go to protests because they will get
beaten, let him have some honor and manhood
and come with me on 25 January.”10The people
of Egypt awoke and thus started the Egyptian
Revolution, also known as the Lotus Revolution, during which thousands gathered in Tahrir
Square demanding the overturning of the
government. Social media was used extensively
to infiltrate the world with real-time events from
the streets, showing images of people burning
pictures of their long-standing father figure,
President Mubarak. Thus the people were awakened and released of their collective unconscious,
triggered by the word “revolution,” creating a
domino effect of protests around the world.
In tracing the etymological origin of the
word “revolution,” one finds it comes from the
Old French revolucion, which refers particularly
to the revolution of celestial bodies.11 The notion
of “celestial,” meaning “sky” or “heavenly,” raises
many associations in terms of imagery, sound,
and presence. One might also argue that the
celestial in conjunction with the sublime, in
whichever way or form its presence or expression
radiates and reverberates, brings forth the violent
wish for a return to something! What I mean is,
in the spirit of a revolution, the wish to change
and return or get closer to the notion of a place

more free and honest than what is visible. The
revolutionary bodies, celestial spirits, radiant
spectacles all are part of a place or a language
that in my mind speaks of a wish to reveal and
redeem in order to come closer to that of being
human. Again, in the words of Merleau-Ponty:
“I abandon myself to it and plunge into this
mystery, it ‘thinks itself within me,’ I am the sky
itself as it is drawn together and unified, and as
it begins to exist for itself; my consciousness is
saturated with this limitless blue.”12 To experience what it means to be and to feel oneself in
unison is what Merleau-Ponty expresses here, but
also an experience we might all be able to undergo, namely that of being a part of something
and feeling a higher connection.
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Egypt: She moved around the room, touching the
walls, following the lines and cracks on the surface,
with a tenderness similar to that of touching another person’s face, following every line or wrinkle
or hair, or simply looking curiously into another
person’s eyes to see what stories they hold. In the
next room, she found numerous nails, empty and
without function, hammered deep into the wall.
Immediately this made her body change; her body
slowed down as if in deep thought, and then the
exact opposite: the reaction. She quickened her steps
and then started to run down the hall, reaching
the last room overlooking the backyard, where she
violently pushed the window open. The outside, the
noise from the city, the heat and sandstorms, the
shouts of heated political discussions, and there the
vibrant body within rooms.
Here is how Michel Foucault understood his
revolutionary calling: “to show people that they
are much freer than they feel, that what people
accept as truth, as evidence, themes which have
been built up at a certain moment during history,
and that this so-called evidence can be criticized
and destroyed.”13 To me, the words of Foucault
ring beautifully true in relation to how and what
I myself try to convey. Furthermore, I do not
create artwork that I have not deeply felt and experienced, since it always seems to stem from my
personal experiences transposed or transfigured
through the medium of art. In relation to this, I
want to acknowledge the second-wave feminist
movement and its statement “the personal is
political.”14 This is a statement I find extremely
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relevant, as it tells of the personification of the
self in society, recognising the coherence of this
self with one’s personal life. In relation to my
Cairo experience, all the material I filmed during
the revolution is both a personal and a political
work. However, I never filmed in Tahrir Square,
and I only have audio recordings of riots; my
agenda was the personal encounter to understand
both the situation and the people better, but also
to understand and feel who I was in all of this.
For just as the people in Cairo were lost and in
search of a new identity, so did I become lost in
my search and desire to create from what I saw.
In a sense, my desire of wanting to get close to
someone through the artistic process—creating
a room where we could exorcise and liberate ourselves, and through that create a room for others
to experience—made everything very intense and
demanded great empathy and engagement.
In portraying the political situation in a
more subjective and poetic discourse, the aim
is that the spectator will, when seeing the work,
feel a more emotional relation to the person and
situation portrayed, and in this respect the artwork might raise a broader level of empathy. To
put forth this in the exhibition space—reaching
the psychological and metaphysical room between two people, between a person and an artwork, a room that goes beyond boundaries and
binaries—is something that I will always strive
to do as I believe the dialogue and language this
might evoke to be deeply felt and to some extent,
transformative.
From the abyss of the mountain I reach the
other side of the valley and find myself standing
on a bridge above a five-lane motorway, looking down at an endless traffic jam, saddened
by the pollution. I continue my walk, though
angrily stimulated by a sense of immediacy. I
reach a flowing river and I plunge into it in total
surrender in order to remember Baudelaire’s
sensation of the “spectacle.” This is when all my
research, planning, and decision making detach
and take on a life of their own. It is then that I
become merely a medium. To become the medium implies non-interference with the moment,
rather committing oneself to the art of seeing,
a state of complete “nakedness” and invisibility
through which life unravels and reveals itself:
“The moment is mechanical and should not be
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tampered with. It should run its course.”15 From
searching and digging for clues to reaching the
state of mediumistic surrender, I, in my mapping
out another psychological and mental aspect of
the interior, finally find that from the streaming
river, I have reached the sea.
Egypt: She kept hitting harder and harder, until
finally the floor started to shake. The force of the
beating would go through her entire body, making
her black hair resemble the sea at night, moving violently back and forth like an unstoppable machine.
In these extreme moments I found myself with a
strange grin on my face, almost of satisfaction or
delight, as what was being expressed in front of me
was exactly how I felt inside. And this recognition
made me see the entire scenario from the outside.
The two of us in the abandoned hotel, five minutes
from Tahrir Square: the mysterious woman from
the Middle East, moving her body in order to get
rid of stagnated emotions and confirm her liberation, and me, the Western woman with the camera,
trying to understand and to capture the intensity of
the moment, a kind of exorcism or act of transformation in order to return more strongly to life.
I either construct the physical rooms where I
want to film or I find them. Sometimes a place
in nature, sometimes a room in an abandoned
building, but all are rooms that talk of an otherness, of something or somewhere else—or, to restate my above-stated notion, the “unknown yet
known.” Foucault’s definition of “heterotopia”
as being a place made up by opposite poles to
visualise illusory views of people within society 16
is an important definition in my artistic practice.
A heterotopia also enables the ability of a “real
place to stand outside of its known space”;17 for
example, we all know of the place within ourselves that opens up when we look in a mirror—
that is, multiple psychological layers affect how
we actually see ourselves. So here a real place,
the actual mirror, becomes another space within
us. These heterotopian places can also be more
concrete places, such as motel rooms, prisons,
asylums, cemeteries, gardens, museums, etc. In
this sense, these are all places that retain the ability to be inside and outside of time. To take this
a little further, in my art practice, it is the room
within the room, the room within a person, and
the room between the spectator and the artwork.
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The French anthropologist Marc Augé defines “non-places”18 as places such as car parks,
motorways, elevators, hotel rooms, and abandoned buildings in which people experience
“a communication so peculiar that it often puts
the individual in contact only with another image
of himself.”19 Non-places embody the loneliness
of supermodernity, the architecture and structure
of a city, and the way in which it may both isolate
and separate us from others and ourselves. These
“heterotopian non-places” that we today are
accustomed to are, to me, places that affect and
direct the body and thereby also our subconscious. Working to pass such notions of actual
and mental places into an artwork and then into
the exhibition or gallery space is always a rather
complex process. It seems at times to become a
constellation of elements that need a certain physical orchestration within the gallery. To build up a
room that activates and communicates to viewers
in a way that they too may feel another way of being and seeing themselves within society, a room
that in a sense enables viewers to see themselves
so that they may be stimulated and inspired. As
Bourgeois beautifully states: “You take the event
in hand and actively manipulate it in order to
survive. You turn the passive into the active.”20
Egypt: After having gone through all the rooms, she
went to the balcony. Standing between two rooms,
elevated and surrounded by the branches and green
leaves of a tall tree, she appeared to me as a strong
flower. “Juhanameya” in Arabic is the adjective form
of the word “ hell.” Juhanameya, a fuchsia-coloured
flower growing in trees around the streets of Cairo.
Tracing my path from the road of Matter, to the
mountain, through the abyss across the bridge,
to the river and out across the sea, I now step
onto the mainland in order to search for someone with whom I can share my findings.
Egypt: The mirror, the exotic, the everyday, the tourist, the foreigner, the artist, the embodied experience,
the mind adrift, the tools by which to carry through
a revolution, the return of the repressed, the mutual
understanding, the exchange, the feeling of love.
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own biography. For one or another reason I had
the occasion to feel and live those things.”21 Most
of the artists I am drawn to convey through their
art, music, or writing the honesty and substance
that reverberate a desire, violence, and sacrifice
within their artworks. The awakened soul of the
artist, the revolutionary mind, and the privileged
immersion in all facets of life are constant challenges that both intrude on and expand one’s
personal sphere. Bourgeois has stated that art is a
guarantee of sanity, and I agree with her. Artists
who work with their subconscious, digging deep
into the dark, revealing another side of themselves, and to some extent the everyday, may
even help influence science, neurology, religion,
philosophy, politics, economy, and so on. I think
the world is in need of more artistic and intuitive
ways of merging matters.
Denmark: When I returned from Egypt, the North
at first seemed too silent, structured, and closed
off, and I longed for Cairo. I longed for the people
passionately shouting their emotions, people sharing
what they have, the chaos, the sudden sandstorms
while the donkeys scream in the heat. The sudden
shift from one environment to another. The feeling of
being lost, yet with the sensation that in the darkest
of places is another piece of the puzzle. The violent
return to life and the ecstatic truth it renders visible.
The intersubjective dialogue within binary
opposites, gender, culture, politics, and religion
reflected through the meeting of other people
and expressed in the artistic process; traces of a
strong and emotionally intelligent consciousness
through an artwork, just like the “Tender Map”
by de Scudéry—this I am deeply inspired by, and
I continue my journey, to dig and to reveal, to
transfigure and to transform, in order to create
new constellations within and beyond the wellknown terrain. Getting from one place to the
next like a runaway girl, always in search of her
own way or a more revolutionary way, to be independent, to liberate the repressed and the hidden.

Through years of experience I now know to
listen and reach a certain room that resonates
within me: “Each of my works is a part of my
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Helena Olsson
The Politics of Emotions
When an individual enters the presence of others,
they commonly seek to acquire information about
him or to bring into play information already possessed… Information about the individual helps
to define the situation, enabling others to know
in advance what he will expect of them and what
they may expect of him. Informed in these ways,
the others will know how best to act in order to
call forth a desired response from him.
—Erving Goffman1
The foundation for my ideas is often made up
of mass media or everyday observations. I am
in the true sense of the word an observer and an
eavesdropper. Often my work consists of social
investigations of expectations in different situations and attempts to discover how different
situations are constructed by way of unwritten
rules. I like thinking about the roles we (people)
take on and what purposes these roles fulfil. I try
to reflect over possibilities of creating counterimages to a normative narrative.
What do social norms mean? Acting in a deviant
way, assuming a behaviour that is not considered
acceptable and suitable in a particular situation,
can lead to various penalties. When I was waiting for the bus on my way to do an interview, a
man with large headphones on the other side of
the street began singing to what sounded like
heavy metal. He did not seem embarrassed. I
oscillated between a feeling of unease, because
someone acted in an unexpected and unpredictable way, and of admiration and joy at seeing
someone doing what he felt like, without caring
what other people would think about it.
The situation represented a classic example of
how norms function in social contexts. They are
driven by reward and punishment. The punishments can be informal, such as glances of rejection or recognition, or formal, such as fines or
fees imposed by official bodies. In this case, the
singing man did not transgress such boundaries
that the punishments for his deviant behaviour

resulted in his getting fined. Rather, there was
a silent punishment in glances of rejection or a
laugh or two.
Norms regulate behaviour and through this
create patterns that distinguish one social system
from another. They create boundaries that
separate those who belong from those who do
not belong in a certain social context. If a person
exhibits deviant behaviour, he or she risks being
excluded from the community. Through these
punishments, by which what is and what is not
desirable behaviour is marked, cultural values are
also upheld. In this way norms reinforce expectations of certain behaviours.
In order for something to be designated a
norm there must be a certain degree of permanence and stability in the expectations; in this
way it is possible to work out rules based on
experiences through generalisation. Norms are
thus not only something that can be perceived in
the presence of another person, but acquire driving forces of their own. Norms become a part of
a person’s own morals and system of norms; they
become internalised. My bus arrived and I got on
it, a bit relieved to get away from the singing man.
An artist who works with norms and social rules
is Pilvi Takala, who disturbs the social order to
see what will happen. Her works often consist of
social interventions where she, with her rather
harmless actions in various situations, twists
or moves boundaries and in this way makes
visible unspoken rules. One work that has been
important to me is Baglady,2 in which Takala
for a week carries around in a shopping centre a
see-through bag with cash in it. By acting like a
perfect customer (looking at and buying products
in stores and going to cafés) and simultaneously
doing something very wrong (carrying her money
where it can be seen), the social order is disrupted. The deliberate failure at being invisible is
something that recurs in many of her works. The
harmlessness of her actions say a great deal about
how severely limited we are by these unspoken
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rules. Carrying coins and paper money around
where they can be seen poses a risk both to her
and to those who are responsible for her safety.
But I think that the likelihood of someone trying
to take the money when it is as visible as this is
not that great. It is interesting to see how her
actions provoke reactions. Shop assistants try to
give her another bag. Two police officers want to
forbid her from carrying her money in this way.
There is a playfulness and absurd humour
in Takala’s art that is very inspiring. As an
observer, one often sees the different reactions
of the people involved in a particular situation,
while at the same time, one can imagine what
one would do if placed in a similar situation.
Performing various actions in order to get us to
pay attention to our own actions, social rules,
gender, and positions of power appeals to me. I
believe that observing our own behaviour and
rules constitutes an opportunity to begin to
renegotiate the rules.
Together with videos and photographs, Takala
usually presents texts in which she has written
down her observations in a way that is reminiscent of an ethnologist’s fieldwork. There are some
similarities to Takala’s methods in anthropology
and sociology, and this is where I think that her
working method and mine overlap. Often I am
interested in specific structures that come into
existence within a group of people or in a certain
location. But the difference between the artist
and the sociologist is how they see their results, or
an expectation that there should even be results,
something that can be analysed and categorised.
The researcher has a method and a theory to relate
to and to use as a point of departure in order to
distance himself or herself and remain objective
and impartial with reference to the investigation.
The artist does the opposite: stays subjective and
presents his or her perspective.
Like the sociologist and the ethnologist, I am
in certain places to observe people’s reactions,
and in some works I look at certain specific cultures by making contact with people who belong
to the culture in question.
Another artist who works in parallel to the ethnologist’s and the sociologist’s view by looking at
the Other is Julika Rudelius. She not infrequently
makes use of clichés in her works. Using the ex-
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pectations that she herself has toward a particular
group as a starting point, she makes an observer
catch sight of himself or herself specifically as an
observer. Here the clichés work as a tool precisely
in order to show the observer how clichés work
and that they build on prejudices and assumptions. During the progress of the works, the clichés are broken up and become more varied. The
point is not that you are looking at the Other,
but that you look first at the Other and then turn
your gaze back upon yourself. Rudelius investigates human behaviours, social and cultural
stereotypes, and prejudices that are often revealed
in assumptions about foreign cultures. She also
deals with the need for drawing boundaries,
identity, and a sense of group membership that is
expressed clearly in certain social constellations.
Her works often contain dialogues that are portions of interviews she conducts on site with the
participants. She asks how to deal with what is
recognisable in one’s own culture and how to deal
with the unfamiliar in the cultures of others.
Playing a Role
My video work Föreställningen [The Show] from
2009 was the first work in which I moved from
working with photography to working with
moving pictures. It is a soundless video loop, two
minutes in length, that shows a man stripped
to the waist holding a child to his breast. The
child struggles against the man’s attempts to
get the child to suckle at his nipple. In spite of
the child’s refusal to acknowledge the nipple,
the man keeps trying. The soundless movement
between the child and the man can result in
several readings, but the repeated attempt probably signals perpetual failure and desperation,
and the man’s feelings of imperfection emerge
because he cannot breastfeed the child. The idea
for and the title of the work came from my own
frustration at the limitations and possibilities
inherent in having a body, and at the narrowness
of the available gender roles. In the installation,
solitary shirts hung on hooks along the walls in
the room, which was meant to allude to locker
rooms and suggest that there were more men
elsewhere who were also trying to breastfeed
their children. The idea was that it should be
possible to imagine more men participating in
the same activity outside the room.
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During the creation of this work, Judith
Butler’s Gender Trouble3 was an inspiration.
Butler writes that both bodies and characteristics
are products of the social and cultural context.
There are rules for how to act like a man and
like a woman and rules that determine that one
should be either man or woman. Butler argues
that this is where heterosexuality comes into the
picture. It is only within the heterosexual frame
of understanding that the categories of “man”
and “woman” exist, and they are presented as the
only possible categories. Within this framework,
which Butler calls the “heterosexual matrix,”
bodies, gender, and desire are organised in a specific order where masculinity has been separated
from femininity only to then be tied to the actions of heterosexual desire. In order to be seen as
a woman, a person is required to have a body that
is categorised as female, but also to act as society
expects a woman to act. This includes the correct
kind of desire: heterosexual desire. Only as heterosexual is one regarded as a “real” woman. As soon
as we move to the fringes of this order, we become
less comprehensible in the eyes of others.4
Heteronormativity
My notebooks are often overflowing with various newspaper articles. About the same time that
I was working on Föreställningen, I saved an article that later came to be the point of departure
for my MFA exhibition. The article described a
person who wanted to share parenthood—be a
family—with people she found suitable. Rather
than the family being built on sexual relations or
love relationships, it would be based on a mutual
arrangement that was known as a “star family.”
It was a new way of organising a family beyond
heteronormativity. The text awakened questions
in me. How is it that love and sexual relations
play such a large role when it comes to family
formation in our Western society?
During the 1990s, queer theory arrived with questions regarding the creation of what is “normal”
when it comes to gender and sexuality. From having held a given normative place, heterosexuality
also began to be seen as a part of the organisation
of society, and it became possible to ask how it is
created, maintained, and how it functions. The
concept of heteronormativity began to be used in

order to show how institutions, laws, structures,
relations, and actions maintain heterosexuality
as homogeneous, natural, and all encompassing, something that has contributed to a certain
type of heterosexual life being presented as the
most desirable and natural way to live.5 Today,
for example, everyone in Sweden living in a
partner relationship is given access to artificial
insemination.6 Single people are excluded from
this privilege, making it clear that the heteronormative model of family formation is rewarded.7
Heteronormativity maintains a boundary between
different kinds of sexual orientations and between
the different ways in which people organise their
lives, and it establishes a hierarchy among them.
A norm becomes apparent by understanding
that which is its opposite. Queer theory brought
attention to the fact that heterosexuality does not
exist other than in relation to an imaginary and
designated antithesis. One knows what one is by
defining what one is not. If the boundaries of what
is perceived as normal behaviour are moved, ideas
about what constitutes its antithesis also shift.
I decided to meet people who live in family
constellations outside the norm. After looking at various Internet forums and contacting
different discussion groups, I began to meet
and record conversations with various people.
People who thought traditional relationships
were problematic, both with respect to demands
and expectations and because of the fact that
they were often characterised by unequal power
relations. I wanted to partake in the strategies
that these people use in response to the prevailing social and political system, a system that has
not acknowledged their existence. I wanted to
investigate how an identity around the concept
of the star family is created and presented, and
meet different people who wanted to speak from
the perspective of their own lived experiences
and the expectations they feel surround them.
During the conversations, it became clear
how fragile heteronormativity is. Recognition of
and inclusion in heteronormativity is possible as
long as it is allowed to dictate the terms of deviation. The stories are included in the norm as long
as they can be rewritten and thereby privilege
the more general messages. Unlike skin colour
or gender, sexuality is easier to camouflage. This
makes it easy to ignore or disregard, which is one
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of many ways in which heteronormativity
is maintained.
Just as there are hierarchies among various
sexual orientations, not all heterosexuals fit into
the heterosexual norm. For instance, those who
choose to live without a romantic partner or children, perhaps especially women, find themselves
on the periphery in spite of their heterosexual
orientation. The template seems to build on
people’s beliefs concerning what is normal and
abnormal, good and bad.
Inner Conditions through Outer Channels
My way of working often involves other people
and their stories. For this reason I have had to
problematise how I create narratives about other
people. How does one tell a story without creating a stereotypical representation of someone?
The question should perhaps rather be phrased in
another way: How does one avoid being defined
by others? As soon as something is recorded, a
situation changes from having been an activity
a person performs to being something that is
presented. With my participation and recording
I affect the situation and assume a position of
power. For this reason I early on asked myself
why I was creating this work. Before meeting the
various people, I was nervous that they would
question why I was interested in the topic, and
think that I was only interested in creating a
work that resulted in my way of looking at their
way of living their lives.
A resistance to being defined by others,
which can have an inhibiting effect, is at the
same time important and interesting, and I
think that a lot of people can identify with it. I
have tried to view it as an interaction between
me as an artist and the participants in a conversation about how people create scope for action
for the lives they want to live. That I create a
shape for the participants to move about in. This
has meant that the participants have decided
for themselves how to be represented, to not be
shown in images but only heard in audio recordings. I have transcribed the audio recordings and
allowed the participants the option of acquainting themselves with the content of the interviews
afterward. The interviewees have, during the
course of the work, been delighted that the conversations have taken place. They have appreci-
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ated an opportunity to express themselves and to
be listened to on their own terms.
Among those I have met, it is clearly stated
that there is a basic ambivalence regarding, on the
one hand, choosing to resist the power structures
that exist in society and, on the other, the impossibility of remaining outside these structures.
Here there is an ambivalent attitude toward
letting outsiders in: on the one hand a feeling of
being investigated as in a medical experiment, on
the other a desire to be understood and to be a
part of society. During the past year I have tried
to use this as an approach in my work by creating
confusion around who says what. It is a perspective that means there are several answers and that
all the time these are allowed to exist side by side.
Oppression is created when something is locked
in place by particular groups that possess power
and decide that only one answer is reasonable,
true, and correct. It is when such established,
naturalised truths are displaced and questioned
that power loses its legitimacy. By working with
stagings, I create a distance between those who
tell and what is told. This is also a way of recreating a situation or a story. I enjoy observing, as
through a microscope, a single event, analysing
it or disrupting the order of the course of events
so that a new sequence is created. I am interested
in how stories are constructed and how identities
are created. This is also a method for thinking
politically about our lives, showing the structural
connections between what is made public and
people’s actual life situations. Making visible the
power structures that exist.
The interest in what people are allowed to do—
and not do—has always been an important part
of my work. For me, photography was early on
about using the camera to talk to people and
investigate different situations. Subsequently I
turned the camera on both myself and others,
and I began staging situations. Not infrequently
I use documentary combined with a fictional
approach. I like using the documentary approach because it indicates that there should
be a pursuit of truth and something genuine
to access. By dramatising and staging certain
parts and combining these with “real” material,
I s imultaneously want to show that it is never
possible to get a complete picture of something,
whether one wants to or not.
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Videoloop
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Monogamins Regler
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2014
Videoloop
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8. See Virginia Woolf,
A Room of One’s Own
(London: Grafton, 1977).
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In a way that resembles the approach of the
artist Gillian Wearing in her work 10–16 from
1997, I use a method of shifting voice and image.
The viewer gets to hear something that seems to
be private thoughts and opinions, while at the
same time there is uncertainty as to whether any
of this is true. In the approximately fifteenminute-long video projection 10–16, one can see
adult actors lip-synching the pre-recorded voices
of children and teenagers who relate personal
revelations, the voices of young people between
the ages of ten and sixteen.
A similar method can be found in the work
of the artist Omer Fast, who also works in film
and photography with how a true history can be
told, but also with how stories about historical
events are constructed for the general public.
He investigates how a story becomes what it is,
what components in the telling determine its
interpretation and understanding. What effect
memory has on a story. Fast often uses several
projections in order to avoid creating a linear
narrative and to bring forth hidden fears and
prejudices expressed by the narrators. Another
recurring device is the separation of sound and
image, as is the interview format, a device used
in film and on TV that is supposed to resemble
a conversation. This format is used to obtain
information. A documentary tries to document
an aspect of reality. It is like photography, and
the dilemma is in its value as truth; however
much you try to make something visible, there
will still be a lot missing. By combining real
events, documentary, theatrical interpretations,
and people’s perception of a chain of events,
it becomes difficult to separate one approach
from another. In this way, the creative process
of film and fiction are put into focus, and the
machinery and the illusion behind it all are
made clear. Fast deconstructs the perception of
representation in the film and TV industry and
investigates what happens when the difference
between what is real and what is made up is
interpreted anew.
Creating One’s Own Rooms
In her works, Kajsa Dahlberg talks about the
possibility of appropriating a room of one’s own.8
A similar thought has become more and more
evident in my latest works: the creation of both

mental and political places. There is a clear division between the private and the public, and in
many of Dahlberg’s works she discusses how single individuals can operate within a public space.
In her work Female Fist, a twenty-minute-long
video from 2006, a queer activist—who is filmed
with the lens cap still on—talks about pornography and the creation of separatist rooms. The activist talks about the group’s attempt to counteract oppressive structures and about what images
it is possible to create without continuing that
structure. By not showing a picture, or properly
speaking, by showing the lens cap as an image,
the question of how to make a film about a group
whose aim is to avoid and resist one-sided images
is posed. Dahlberg’s art is a huge source of inspiration because she, often with incredibly sharp
procedures, discusses feminist issues.
In one of my works, the fifteen-minute-long,
silent Mapping New Spaces from 2010, one can
see me move from room to room in an uninhabited flat. Gesturing to nothing but empty space,
I talk about and simultaneously try to show
things that will later be put in various places
in the flat. I chose to reinforce the idea of the
imaginary by removing the sound, so that one
could only see my lips moving.
When a person moves, one goes through all
of one’s things, packing up some and disposing
of the rest. The question of which and how many
possessions are worth owning arises, just like the
colour of the walls or what furniture one should
have suddenly become choices one has to make.
More things must be acquired; they are to represent one’s taste and they will eventually both
represent and generate memories. The feeling of
newness presents itself and habits are re-formed.
The idea of creating a new order in a new place,
and the idea of what experiences the new place
will generate, is just that—an idea—which is
often more satisfactory than the end result.
Imagination is always better.
How to create a place from a subjective perspective in relation to a greater system is something I
am working with in a work about Elfvinggården
[The Elfving estate], a block of flats that is one
of the few collective houses from the period in
question that is still being used in the way it was
originally intended.
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Elfvinggården was designed by the architect
Olle Enkvist and is situated in Alvik in Stockholm. The house was built in 1940 and consists
of two hundred and fifty flats with only female
residents. There is a restaurant and common areas. In the debate on housing issues at the time,
the focus was on the family and the married
woman. The desire for communal housing for
single women existed, but was not given an equal
place in the debate.
Elfvinggården was a part of the modern project, and just like other collective houses, it was
a new type of residence. The house was financed
by Gunborg and Ingeborg Elfving, two working,
unmarried women who bequeathed their assets
to creating good housing for single, working
women.9 The idea underlying the planning of the
house was an upgrading of the needs and quality
of life of single women, and it offered a place to
live for those who chose not to, or did not, fit
into the traditional family structure.
The appearance of the house has not changed
since it was built. In the common rooms the
original fittings have been left unchanged; in the
dining room dinner is still served for the residents;
and a housemistress is available on site. It is in
some ways as if time has stood still, except that the
flats have different tenants. The idea behind the
small flats was that the tenants were not supposed
to spend a lot of time in them, but instead were to
socialise with other people in the common rooms.
Today it is a good deal easier for single
women to acquire living quarters. I still think
that the status of a single woman remains lower
in our society in comparison to women who are
married or who cohabit with someone. What can
be the reason for choosing to live alone today,
compared to then?
At Elfinggården quite a few group activities are available: cooking, health and wellness training, meditation, film screenings, a
gardening group, a choir, a discussion group
that focuses on existential issues. There is a
workshop, a second-hand store, and a bartering
system for trading goods and services with a
fictive currency called “elvaringen.”
Elfvinggården is a bit like a miniature community where the Elfving Foundation has the
overarching responsibility for the house and
the well-being of the tenants. In spite of this,
there is great respect among the tenants for

the members of the foundation and significant
uncertainty about the board’s thoughts regarding new events or the ideas of tenants. Over the
past year, I have visited the house several times.
I have dined in the dining room together with
the women who go there to eat; I have participated in a gym class in the park; and I have
gone through their collected material in order to
understand more about the house activities and
the rules over the years. It is often pretty easy
for me to become exhilarated by a location or by
the people I meet, and I rarely have a clear idea
about what the end result will look like when I
begin a new project.
In my conversations with the women who
live in the house, I have noticed that there are
clear hierarchies and groupings. It is far from a
united group of women who inhabit the house.
This has made me want to investigate how
the women who live in the house see themselves. How do the tenants of the house form
their images of Elfvinggården as a group and
as individuals? How does it work to live in a
collective house from the perspective of the rules
that exist, both the rules that were written by
the board, and also the social rules among the
tenants of the house? From another perspective,
I return to many of the thoughts I have had
during the year that I have mentioned in the
text about how collective identities are formed.
The formation of collective identities in the
form of “us” and “them” is an important part of
political creation. Alternatives to the prevailing
order can also be extremely controlling, which
is clear at Elfvinggården. Within the norm, new
norms are created, with their own rules, codes,
symbols, and power relations. The dream of
freedom is a utopia.
Michel Foucault believes that we can and
should resist and refuse to be what we are or what
is ascribed to us. In order to escape the hold of
power over us, we are forced to imagine and construct what we could be. Resistance and power belong together. Resistance is a part of power; where
there is power there is always resistance—it is the
other side of the power relation, writes Foucault:
Hence there is no single locus of great
Refusal, no soul of revolt, source of all
rebellions, or pure law of the revolutionary.
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Instead there is a plurality of resistances,
each of them a special case: resistances that
are possible, necessary, improbable; others that are spontaneous, savage, solitary,
concerted, rampant, or violent; still others
that are quick to compromise, interested, or
sacrificial; by definition, they can only exist
in the strategic field of power relations.10
Tools
I have a friend who loves making lists. He has
gone through a whole series of different systems
for making lists; during one period he used,
among other things, colourful Post-it notes
that he moved around on a large sheet of paper.
Depending on what he was doing at the time,
he moved the Post-it notes on the paper sheet.
It was made up of three divisions:
will do

is doing

comes to difficulties. There seems to be a fear of
not being taken seriously if one uses humour, or
of not appearing sufficiently serious in contexts
where one wishes to appear serious. I try to use
humour as a tool to make my works more accessible. This can be necessary when involving
oneself in power and norm systems the way I do.
During my time at Malmö Art Academy, I
have worked with various tools—staging, the
use of actors and props (such as a false nose or
various kinds of clothing)—in my works to
indicate a clear distinction between authenticity
and inauthenticity. The props are also symbols of
something that offers both truth and falsehood.
In the same way that my friend uses his lists,
I look at my work. It allows me to fit something
into a structure that is my own, not someone
else’s. I have no one else to tell me what to do;
I can be open.

finished

He had other lists. Depending on the purpose,
he had created different kinds of lists that co-existed with each other. Some lists were practical;
other lists were based on emotional needs. When
we last met, he told me about his latest listing
system discovery. He had now moved on to what
seemed to be an advanced diagram of detailed
descriptions of different phases. It consisted of a
horizontal bar chart running along a time axis in
an Excel document.
What is my friend’s creation of lists all
about? Organising his thoughts and life? The
possibility of controlling his life? An opportunity
to relax? I think about what the creation of lists
is. Taking things apart. Putting them together
again, in a new constellation, in order to go
around them and look at them anew.
Perhaps the best art is the kind that makes
people laugh. Humour is important because it
can work as an intensification of something. It
can also work as a safety valve to relieve pressure
when something is serious. Comedy can be a way
into talking about something that is difficult,
not just difficult as in emotions—which are
often considered difficult to talk about—but
also as in “complexity,” which comedy can be a
means of understanding. That said, humour is
not a panacea, but it has a defusing effect when it

Helena Olsson / Master of Fine Arts 2

Ihra Lill Scharning
SPOILER ALERT
In an attempt to reveal your thought system,
each memory is first related to a plot from a
film, TV series, or video work. You can relate
faster to someone else’s plot than to your own
reality. Rush past the plot, link it to your
memory, then get to the point. There is a system
behind the selection of topics. You write them
down as they come and then place them on a
very subjective timeline. You don’t like the classical timeline layout. Messy plots or no plot at all
keeps you interested. The point is not to annoy
viewers by being vague, but to avoid having them
spend energy on guessing where the story is going.
Just words. You start with the beginning. You
like to tell stories. You write about love and hate
because the things in between the two are a
nuisance to deal with. You attempt to reach the
essence of what it means to do your best while
secretly fantasising about writing the next great
American novel. This text begins with referencing itself, and the idea that so many texts before
this one have done the same bothers you. You
will do this fast and in the way that is most fun
to you. You want to tell a story. This is a story
from the beginning until the deadline hits you
like a brick in the face. You have a system, a quite
structured way of attacking every task. You are
going to reveal the system. You have the system
and you have fun, and, if explained clearly
enough, you will finally win the argument of
why you are here making stuff instead of saving
lives. You know that a story usually starts with
the beginning.
Storytelling1
This film messed up a Sunday for you by opening
with the scene where Selma Blair is having sex
with a guy with cerebral palsy 2—one of your first
lessons of cinematic shock value. It tries to tell the
characters’ stories in layers of narrative self-awareness, whereas you focus on the awkwardness and
as always the non-important things, like Blair’s

way-too-low hairline and how much Mark Webber looks like someone you used to love.
The introduction is the most difficult part. This
is where you are confronted with the disappointment of finding out just how fast the writing
process goes from being a realisation of the
meaning of art love and staying alive to being
just words that remind you of the fear that there
exists no new thought in the universe.
This life as you now live it and have lived it, you
will have to live once more and innumerable times
more; and there will be nothing new in it, but every
pain and every joy and every thought and sigh and
everything unutterably small or great in your life
will have to return to you, all in the same succession
and sequence—even this spider and this moonlight
between the trees, and even this moment and I
myself. The eternal hourglass of existence is turned
upside down again and again, and you with it,
speck of dust!  3
Every story is the same, but still you watch
every scene in anticipation of the twist you
couldn’t predict.
Bored to Death4
In a good percentage of the episodes, the main
character refers to the outline of the series’ plot
by explaining that he has problems with the
beginning processes of writing his second novel,
and so he moonlights as a private detective.
First comes the idea and then you begin. For
over two years this text was called “Thesis on
Boredom.” You are convinced boredom does
not exist. You have never been bored for a single
moment and you are convinced this is at the
root of something important. You will not claim
that it is the reason you do what you do, but you
suspect it might explain why you don’t do all the
other things.
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York: Vintage, 1974), 341.
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series, created by Jonathan Ames (USA: HBO,
2009–11).
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starring the Beatles,
directed by Richard Lester
(UK: Walter Shenson
Films and Subafilms,
1965).
10. The “beat generation” is a group of
American post–World
War II writers who came
to prominence in the
1950s, as well as the
cultural phenomena that
they both documented
and inspired.
11. Bill Morgan,
I Celebrate Myself: The
Somewhat Private Life
of Allen Ginsberg (New
York: Penguin, 2006),
145.
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Meyrueis, Lozère, June 26, 1977. Hot and overcast. I take my gear out of the car and put my bike
together. Tourists and locals are watching from
sidewalk cafés. Non-racers. The emptiness of those
lives shocks me. 5

name, his wings, and his attitude about life. If
every plot is the same, there must be a forgotten
dog in your real-life Michael stories.

Your wife is writing a Thesis on Boredom at the
same time as you are writing this. The plan
was originally that boredom or the lack of it
would be the subject matter for the whole thesis.
You haven’t told her yet that the direction has
changed, but directions change for the both of
you all the time—that’s a given. This is where
you can tell the story of how you are married
as a work of art and how that fits together with
your shared set of beliefs in what love and the
meaning of it all (life, art, and the everyday) is.
You share the hate-passion for the non-subject
of boredom. You don’t believe in it and you have
never been bored a single moment in life so far.

The first day of school. You spent time scoping
out the competition or possible friendships and/
or love interests to enrich the fine arts experience. The trick is to find the perfect combination
of love and competition. You had already tracked
down your possible matches weeks before by
going through the list of accepted students and
looking them up on the Internet. You had decided to befriend Michael Rold first. He seemed
active with the right version of a “the world is
ours” attitude, and he was obviously from your
side of the tracks. He will always have the credit
for delivering your first art academy challenge.
A good colleague is one that provokes you to
push yourself harder. “I am just sitting on a chair
in my empty studio until the idea comes. I’ve
been doing that for two days now. You should
do it too.” The notion that doubt and fear of the
new art academy experience was not an option
immediately triggered your competitive instinct,
so you went to your empty grey-and-white space
and sat there waiting for six hours at a time, four
days in a row, until your great idea came to you.
The thought process leading up to that first idea
was easy. You found the idea of French and Moland8 when revising your feeling of homesickness
in relation to others in worse-off situations.

Never talk about how you slept. Nobody cares.
Never talk about your period. Nobody cares.
Don’t talk about your health, either. Nobody
cares. [LAUGHS] Nobody ever cares about other
people’s health. I mean, if it’s something serious
and it’s a friend, obviously you want to hear about
it. It’s the common colds, the— … Aches and
pains, it’s really tiresome … Your dreams. Nobody
cares about your dreams.6
When you write, the referencing to the text itself
has been a recurring weakness that is always edited out in the end. But in your other works, the
self-referencing is part of the visible s tructure.
You don’t pretend that the work is not a work.
You tell people you don’t make art about art.
You stress the fact that boredom does not exist.
You made long lists of potentially boring things
either to avoid them as much as possible or to
prove that they are not boring after all.
Michael 7
John Travolta portrays a fallen angel. He’s a sinner and a ladies man, and he dies in the end—or
at least his feathers are all around him and he is
lying on the ground and his earthly love interests
are crying above him. You watch it again ten
years later and realise you had completely forgotten about the dog. You remembered Michael’s

There can be as many beginnings as you want.

Help!9
Which movie was it where they did not mention
the name of the band a single time? It’s all trivia
and screaming instead of personality and music
anyway, right? But at least you believe they are
friends and that they know it’s all a stupid farce
that the fans will forget eventually.
In truth, the entire beat generation10 phenomenon could be seen as a group of writers who
had little in common stylistically, but who were
united by their friendship with Allen Ginsberg.11
The collaboration high and the unpredictable result and the sneaking fear that you have
written invasively about this before and that it
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is closing in on social realism. So maybe this is
a fast one. Yes, you need the others. Your body
is not your creative vessel. But it’s never about
why you can’t; it’s mostly about how much sense
it all makes when the people you know are who
they are and how they become part of the work
because you love their ways. They usually agree
to contribute without knowing why, and the
material you get from them is unpredictable in
the most useful of ways (most of the time).
The Dreamers12
The incestuous siblings and the red-lipped American that prefers his two lovers to stay mysterious.
He is their child. They live through the movies
they watch and have no real experiences of their
own. The brother knows how to split a banana
into three branches starting from the top.
How to entertain yourself while sitting completely
still. You want to reveal the flow of how you
continually make up stories; that there is no end
to the flow of ideas and how that might put you
in the category of a particularly annoying type of
artist. So far there is no such thing as meditation;
there is just imagination. You spend time doing
things that are doomed to lead nowhere important, but you feel it so strongly at the time. You
spent tens of minutes translating a Norwegian
folk song about a hat maker comparing himself to
King Solomon because that was truth to you that
day. You must have felt like King Solomon.
You have your methods. You give them your
undivided attention and ask as many personal
questions as possible without invading too much
of their pride-space
The system of what you like and why and how you
relate to it. It might be redundant again, but the
strong love for the things that are mainstreamly
redundant is so useful to your high flow of ideas.
You learned what “procrastinate” means a few
months ago. You had pushed it out of your
vocabulary for as long as possible.
You only listen to soundtracks or songs with a
story. You have no patience for shapes or influences on the senses.

12. The Dreamers,
feature film, directed
by Bernardo Bertolucci
(France: RPC, 2003).

Rules of Attraction13
The younger brother in the American Psycho14
universe is shallow and evil and will complicate
five people’s lives in irreparable ways by the time
the story, which starts with the end and moves
backwards, begins.
All you want to be is a rule breaker, but practical comfort is in the way. Your rules are mostly
compiled around the non-stop idea flow where
the lack of practical skill or ability to follow
through is the only obstacle, but also a great
editing tool. How to make things continuously
about the subjective things you obsess about
without making it too cliché or overstated to
others. Work so hard that you are exhausted
from trying not to fail all day. You did your best.
You want to tell stories in which the themes are
found in the most subjective obsessions. They
always involve characters, real and fictional, and
there is always a system within the idea. You
wonder if to explain it ruins the mystery, and
then you remember that mystery just for the sake
of it is bullshit. You think of something, a situation that made you happy or that changed your
perception in the matter of a second. Then you
take that feeling, make it into an idea, then into
a story—and so you begin.
Art does not save the world or help people. Most
people don’t even want to understand it. Political
art and its too obvious purpose and why it bothers you with its uncreativity.
Memento15
A DVD option allows you to watch the scenes in
the opposite order, if you want to.
I have experimental evidence that time travel is
not possible. I gave a party for time-travelers, but I
didn’t send out the invitations until after the party.
I sat there a long time, but no one came.16
—
“Leave me alone,” I growl, my fingers groping for
the gash where Betty and I have been ripped at the
seams. “Where is it?”
“What?” asks Tom.
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13. Rules of Attraction,
feature film, directed by
Roger Avary (USA:
Kingsgate Films, 2002).
14. American Psycho,
feature film, directed by
Mary Harron (USA: Am
Psycho Productions,
Lions Gate, and Universal
Pictures, 2000).
15. Memento, feature film, directed by
Christopher Nolan (USA:
Newmarket Capital
Group, Team Todd, and I
Remember Productions,
2000).
16. Michael Venables,
“Stephen Hawking on Time Travel,
M-theory, and Extra
Terrestrial Life,” Ars
Technica, July 1, 2012,
http://arstechnica.
com/science/2012/07/
steven-hawking-on-timetravel-m-theory-andextra-terrestrial-life/.
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Opposite page:
HOW TO MAKE THE
MOVIE OF YOUR
DREAMS: Lill
Apocalypse`s Office
2014
Mixed media installation
_
17. Lars Ramslie, Ugly
Bugly, trans. Deborah
Dawkin (Sawtry, Cambs:
Dedalus, 2012), 292.
18. Ibid.,5.
19. Shameless, TV series,
created by Paul Abbott
(USA: Showtime, 2011–).
20. Kay F. Scharning
(1962–2010).

“Where’s the thing? Mr Bugs?”
“Where’s what?! You should lie down for a bit,
Earl. You don’t look too good. We’ ll have you in
the ambulance any minute now.” 17
Ugly Bugly (2004), Lars Ramslie, last page. A
friend of the author once told you that the ending of the novel was written first, which is interesting because the beginning of the book starts
at the end of the story. Narrative looping.
Retelling works so well. Forget about the
“You had to be there” attitude. When all your
relationships are nourished despite geographical distance, you become a good storyteller. It
is as if the stories become more real when you
retell them in different ways depending on the
recipient. You are becoming a good liar and an
extreme truth teller, and every story is yours as
soon as you can retell it as a story.
The relevance of your own story is not your favourite topic. Most of your endeavours are not because
of you alone. As with most of us, you also belonged
to a group of involuntarily stupid children, clumsy
props in the events that would mould our personalities to come. You only own the events as far as
your memory keeps them alive and makes them
yours. You remember the highlights, even though
you are frequently reminded of how often you
warp the stories into something else.
But what about when it is oh so satisfying? To
know what tomorrow will feel like is not an
option, to be a human printer of ideas is torture
and here lies all your unfinished projects.
All night I’ve been sitting up at Sugarcane View,
the old folk’s home, with the meat cleaver that
I nicked from matron, trying to man myself up.
Maybe it’s not even such a big deal. If that new doctor could just be arsed to help me with pictures from
one of those new inventions, one of those machines
that see through your body, then I might know
exactly where to chop.18
Shameless19
Their father is so drunk and mean and possibly
without the complexity of a realistic personality;
he’s one of those characters that can only exist in

fictional form, you assume. The children are independent, too cool and too much their own people.
Your parents, the month before you were born
(nine weeks early) and all the things you experienced from that day on are so relevant that it
hurts in your palms when you focus too much
on other things. Your palms hurt often and
sometimes it spreads to your jaw. It’s more of an
ache of unknown pleasure a lot of the time, and
you try to keep it to yourself. When the aches
kick in you are not remembering—
That you were kidnapped from the hospital
(your mother would be acquitted of the charges
four years later).
You ran away.
Your father20 decided that a bus would be the
perfect way to live while on the run.
He thought it was a great idea to paint it in his
recognisable combination of red, green, and
black, to blend in with the other gypsies.
He kept himself mysterious by showing up only
about ten times a year, walking in from the night.
There was arguments, fires, blueberry pancakes,
the boiling water accident, the big house, the
neighbour complaint followed by iron pipes and
hiding under the sink with you sitting in front
of it with your “always make funny faces to the
pigs” expression.
You were told to never be stupid.
You were told you have special powers; what they
were exactly, we didn’t know. In the days when
he was put on this earth for great things, and
we—his magical children—would use our powers when the time was right
You know how to list the events in this way and
you also know that you might be tricking yourself
when it comes to the authenticity of the details.
That might be the most important lesson. You
own the stories now. And you should stay alive, be
smart, and trust no one (except your father, and
yes, your mother—she’s a good woman).
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Opposite page:

Unconditional Love21

Apocalypse Now!24

You find two films with the sadly well-known
“GAY INTEREST” warning on the same line as
the titles.

Rumour has it that Marlon Brando—despite
promising Francis Ford Coppola to keep it under
control—had gotten so fat by the time he arrived on set in Cambodia that Coppola became
enraged and this is why, throughout most of his
screen time, Colonel Kurtz is speaking from the
dark, only revealing half of his face.

There are so many hidden shames. The last
shame is new in its clear definition. There are so
many reasons to love you, to love everything;
why have no reason? The list should be endless.
Always busy, not in search for the self, but for
the limit of experience. Be careful of the ego.
Unconditional love need not exist except from
parents and for animals. I love you for a hundred
reasons. Why should they not count for everything they are worth?
Douchebag22
Are you stupid, or what? Some titles are just selfexplanatory.
To be braggy is an ugly quality, but to be ambitious is what an artist needs. You are not too sure
about this ambition thing, but on a high-on-life
day you ramble on about it. To work hard and to
dream of sharing the work with others.
The only insult I’ve ever received in my adult
life was when someone asked me, “Do you have
a hobby?” A HOBBY?! DO I LOOK LIKE A
FUCKING DABBLER?!  23
You always have something to do. You always have
this idea that there are no breaks, no separations
between everyday life and making art. Or, when
you take breaks from art you spend time doing
research, which means thinking about or seeing
people, thinking about true and fictional stories,
or watching and listening to stories. And from
time to time you make a note of your research, or
many notes, and some of these notes—mental,
on paper or film—snowball into what defines
an idea, or actually hundreds of them. That’s it.
That’s your whole life right there. There is nothing else and there is no need for anything else.
Your every second of every day is full of stuff to
do. There is no void. This purpose can make you
cynical, and you may be perceived as one with an
inflated ego. There are some exceptions.
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Being yourself should never be enough. Switching the focus over to Lill Apocalypse: Why does
he exist? He was created to do what the artists, as
themselves, dare not be proud of and often really
would not want to do. First you were a writing
and singing pseudonym. Now you are alive. Lill
Apocalypse whispers in your ear. His influence is becoming greater. Your future plans are
becoming ambitious as he works on convincing
you that it is indeed possible to be in three places
at once.
Lill Apocalypse’s two scenarios:
One
You will work as hard as you can to achieve
success in art, and by success we are talking
about it in the absolute broadest sense: a paying
job, working with funding, selling art through
galleries or the Internet, or any of that. What it
will entail for you is hard work. It means that
you have to work as hard as you can to achieve
something. It can end in a way so that the only
reward you will have in the end is that you did
your absolute best and no one can say that you
did not try.
Two
You realise the demands equal to nothing. You
can do what you want and resign in a major way.
You hustle your way into a life of free luxury. You
live in a huge place and travel everywhere if you
want to, but mostly you stay home with movies
and friends, and your main objective is to give,
share, and experience what you want with the
people closest to you. In your home there are no
limits of drugs, vegetables, words, and love. You
die happy in this house at an early age knowing
you fulfilled no purpose, but affected many.
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HOW TO MAKE THE
MOVIE OF YOUR
DREAMS
2014
Mixed media installation
HOW TO MAKE THE
MOVIE OF YOUR
DREAMS: Lill Apocalypse`s Chess Board
2014
Mixed media installation
HOW TO MAKE THE
MOVIE OF YOUR
DREAMS: Door
2014
Mixed media installation
_
21. Unconditional Love,
feature film, directed
by P. J. Hogan (UK/
USA: Avery Pix, 2002);
Unconditional Love (aka
Unconditional), feature
film, directed by Bryn
Higgins (UK: Stone City
Films, 2012).
22. Douchebag, feature
film, directed by Drake
Doremus (USA: Sorrento
Productions and Super
Crispy Entertainment,
2010).
23.John Waters, Role
Models (New York: Farrar, Straus and Giroux,
2010), 65.
24. Apocalypse Now,
feature film, directed by
Francis Ford Coppola
(USA: Zoetrope Studios,
1979).
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HOW TO MAKE THE
MOVIE OF YOUR
DREAMS
2014
Film still
1h 09 min

Ihra Lill Scharning
HOW TO MAKE THE
MOVIE OF YOUR
DREAMS
2014
Film still
1h 09 min
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25.“Fear and Loathing in
Gonzovision,” Omnibus,
episode 82, first broadcast November 2, 1978
(UK: BBC, 1967–2002).
26. The opposite of boredom. Found in a single
quote by Danny Bloom
(coiner of the cli-fi genre). “Moredom,” Urban
Dictionary, posted by
alltimeneverbee, July 4,
2009, http://www.urbandictionary.com/define.
php?term=moredom.
27. A Clockwork Orange,
feature film, directed by
Stanley Kubrick (UK/
USA: Hawk Films and
Warner Bros., 1970).
28. Cube, feature film,
directed by Vincenzo Natali (Canada: Cube Libre
and Odeon Films, 1997).
29. Sleeping Beauty,
feature film, directed
by Bernardo Bertolucci
(France/Italy/UK: Fiction Films and France 2
Cinèma, 1996).

The free drugs and consumption and talks in
Ginsbergian manners for life
vs
The hard work and struggle of an attorney with
pride and integrity
Fear and Loathing in Gonzovision25
The documentary where your idol is not as drug
crazed as he was supposed to be.
Religion, Pressure, and Fear will never get
enough time for their own paragraphs. I will
explain this rush of thoughts in a clear and
unbraggy way to make it clear that this is an
inspiration guide if necessary.
Clarity of artworks, the working as a high,
shouldn’t be new to anyone—but here the magic
of descriptive sentences will make the subjective
difference.
The subject of pain on a normal day: sadness
over money or heartbreak, everyone knows. This
one goes out to those of you that have had both
at the same time while knowing that money
means nothing and love is everything.
Today I am listening to a famous voice reading
a famous book of Norwegian greatness, but it’s
nothing to do with the country and all about a
story of bestiality and madness and the beauty of
even the ugliest things.
The book tells the history of executions, and one
fact in particular hits me right in the left heart.
In the olden days, when people were still hanged
from open gallows, it was customary for the
closest friends or family, if the person had some,
to stand in the front row ready to jump up and
attach themselves to the condemned body and
weigh it down so the strangulation would happen as fast as possible.
On intentional highs and the escape
from things. Moredom.26
When writing a complaint to some institution
that is denying you money, you only just dis-
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covered a behaviour pattern that you’ve had for
as long as you can academically/ educationally
backtrack. When spending time writing humiliating factual things containing information
about yourself and/or writing meant for something you don’t really have a principal stomach
for, you write as fast and clear and angry as you
can and then hurry and print it or send it to its
end destination without reading it through. You
just pass it on with full high and pain in knowing that the chance the document contains errors
is 99 percent likely. A not well-written realisation
of what was already there. But true.
A Clockwork Orange27
What the kids do when the parents aren’t looking. We all remember the house we grew up in.
We would never decorate it like that. Charles
Roka boobs. You grew up with those on a
wooden bathroom wall.
Appearances. You forget what things look like,
but it can annoy you when remembered in a narrative context. You used to care about textures
under your hands and knees, but conformity
forced you to stop crawling around after eleven
years of exploring.
Cube28
It starts with a man entering a room, he is
frightened and he will soon be diced by a giant
grid of strings. Every room is a new cube with
a trap, a surprise, or worse yet: the cube can be
empty and harmless.
The white room steals the art. Your hyper-empathy in a white cube crowded with people steals
the comfort and has the consequence that you
barely remember a single piece of art. The white
represents the flat surface, a piece of paper. The
black is the infinite space of possible stories to
come. Projections from the dark are the ultimate
anticipation.
Stealing Beauty29
A girl and her coming-of-age experiences does
not stick. She bites her lip and she tries to give
the impression that she is feeling and learning
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new things. All you see is Liv Tyler and her white
cotton underwear.
Gerry30
About two hiking companions who both go by
the name “Gerry.” “Gerry” is also a slang term
used throughout the misadventure by both
protagonists meaning “to screw up.”
Even the brightest person who on average
watches one movie a day has to double-check
the words they encounter: Synopsis: noun (plural
synopses /-si:z/) a brief summary or general survey
of something: a synopsis of the insurance cover
provided is set out below; an outline of the plot
of a play, film, or book.31
You never watch trailers and you don’t let people
finish their stories either. You are impatient
because a story shouldn’t be built up as a trick,
a guessing game. Gerry made you angry because
there is no plot and the whole movie is a trap.
You refuse to check IMDB’s synopsis because
you are sure it is impossible to describe the film
without spoiling it. You check anyway.
Girls32
Body image is no apology for asshole behaviour.
It should not be a given that character flaws are
relatable.

towards the lakeside reveals the devilish surprise.
Of course, this might be cinematic laziness and
his expression could be randomly caught on film,
random because of freezing water.
The kick of the unconscious weird act. On the
crash and the high. How low-oh it does go when
the art has a deadline that is almost here and
everything was crap and useless, incomprehensible nonsense, and now after the show,34 you,
the creator of it all, is not only the best artist, but
the best human in the world. This goes under
the douchebag category again of course, but
you are self-aware and know how to make the
high useful. You make a present for someone or
start writing the next great American novel out
in the sun while reading a book and dreaming
up conversations about all the topics you don’t
know anything about yet but plan to become an
expert in. The rush leaves you as fast as it arrived
and you don’t know when it will come back, but
you know it always does.
You have not learned what art is. You have
learned what work is, as you sit here and guard
your own exhibition, listening to the sound of
your first feature. You know all the lines by the
second. It’s torture to listen to, pure torture, and
you wonder how you got yourself into this situation. Your projects are never finished. Time just
runs out.

The nausea that occurs when the focus is finding your identity and relying on answers based
on research on gender, race, and minority as
themes. Here is where the hate needs to come
out. Here the definition of what you should not
make is described.
Devil’s Playground33
You looked up the phrase “I had the devil on
my shoulder” and concluded that only one
scene qualifies for the saying. In the middle of
their three days of silence, one of the boys starts
throwing stones into the water and everyone is
amused by their little plopping sounds, when
all of a sudden our main character jumps into
the water and everyone bursts out laughing. The
look on the kid’s face when he drags himself
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30. Gerry, feature film,
directed by Gus Van Sant
(Argentina/USA: Epsilon
Motion Pictures, 2002).
31. The first result of a
simple Google search for
“synopsis.”
32. Girls, TV series,
created by Lena Dunham
(USA: HBO, 2012–).
33. Devil’s Playground,
feature film, directed by
Fred Schepisi (Australia:
Australian Film Commission and Film House,
1976).
34. Ihra Lill’s graduation
show, Stole the ticket.
Shared the ride, KHM
Gallery, Malmö, April
4–19, 2014.

1. About a year ago when
I was looking through
the bookshelf of a friend,
I found myself holding
a book on how to draw
animated figures. One of
its chapters proclaimed
“How to Draw the Occult
Image,” and I thought
to myself, what an odd
concept.
2. Facit is the Swedish word for “solution,”
or “aid with prewritten
answers.”
3. Joseph Kosuth, “Art
after Philosophy,”
in Conceptual Art: A
Critical Anthology, eds.
Alexander Alberro and
Blake Stimson (Cambridge, MA: MIT Press,
1999), 164.
4. Duchamp made his
first unassisted readymade in 1915, but his
famous Fountain came
two years later, in 1917.
5. Walter Benjamin,
“The Work of Art in
the Age of Its Technological Reproducibility,”
in Walter Benjamin:
Selected Writings, vol. 3,
1935–38, (Cambridge,
MA: Belknap, 2006),
105–06.
6. Kosuth, “Art after
Philosophy,” 163.
7. Ibid., 165–66.
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The Spot
2014
Installation view (detail)
Painted canvas with
pictures and light bulbs
300 × 500 cm

Jesper Veileby
Drawing the Occult Image 1
I have taken both my Bachelor’s and Master’s
degrees at the same institution, the Malmö Art
Academy, during which time I have built up
quite a collection of texts. They represent as
much my choice of courses as the school’s choice
of material, and in an attempt to understand
what this essay would be about I sorted through
this collection, looking at my scribbles in the
margins and underlining of quotes.
Throughout the years at the academy I have
continuously asked myself what it is that I am
working with: “What is art?” Labouring under
the presumption that working professionally
with something would require a clear idea of
what that something is.
But during this last year, while re-evaluating
this basic question, it suddenly dawned upon
me that if there is no facit,2 then shouldn’t the
question of “What is art?” rather be “What do I
want art to be?”
I want art to be language. I want art to
represent a territory where there’s the possibility
for unorthodox syntax. And so, looking back at
those scribbles and underlined phrases, I’ll try to
explain why.
LANGUAGE
The conceptualist movement has in the last
couple of years influenced my practice more and
more, though I do not identify as a conceptual
artist. But I think that it would be impossible to
deny the general change in art that the conceptualists brought about and whose influence I can
see in almost all of my peers.
In 1969, Joseph Kosuth stated, “All art (after
Duchamp) is conceptual (in nature) because
art only exists conceptually,”3 referring back
to Marcel Duchamp’s readymades as the big
game changer. With his unassisted readymades,4
Duchamp made a break with artistic tradition
as it had been up until that point. Historically
speaking, this break with tradition first became
possible in modern times, when the Industrial

Revolution and advances in technologies of
reproduction put the concepts of beauty, authorship, and authenticity into question. In his “The
Work of Art in the Age of Its Technological Reproducibility,” Walter Benjamin puts it like this:
As we know, the earliest artworks originated
in the service of rituals—first magical, then
religious. And it is highly significant that the
artwork’s auratic mode of existence is never
entirely severed from its ritual function. In
other words: the unique value of the “authentic” work of art always has its basis in ritual…
But as soon as the criterion of authenticity
ceases to be applied to artistic production,
the whole social function of art is revolutionized. Instead of being founded on ritual, it is
based on a different practice: politics.5
The conceptualists’ wish to break with tradition and detach themselves from formalist art
led artists such as Kosuth to stipulate that art is
language, and that “true” art questions the very
premises on which art stands. Kosuth writes
that “being an artist now means to question the
nature of art. If one is questioning the nature of
painting, one cannot be questioning the nature
of art. If an artist accepts painting (or sculpture)
he is accepting the tradition that goes with it.”6
He goes on to argue that this “questioning of the
nature of art” is possible by looking at the works
of art as linguistic propositions:
What is the function of art, or the nature of
art? If we continue our analogy of the forms
art takes as being art’s language one can realize
then that a work of art is a kind of proposition
presented within the context of art as a comment on art… In other words, the propositions of art are not factual, but linguistic in
character—that is, they do not describe the
behavior of physical, or even mental objects;
they express definitions of art, or the formal
consequences of definitions of art.” 7
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If art can tell us anything, reveal or teach us
anything, then art must have a communicative
quality, even when it is simply ornamental or a
commodity of trade. One could say all art (after
Kosuth) is a proposition (in nature). But where the
conceptualist movement was breaking with the
tradition of formalist art, framing propositions
in the form of a question (what is art?), I see in
my peers the lack of a tradition to rebel against.
And so the proposition I most often encounter
is instead one of exclamation: “This is what we
want art to be!”
AESTHETICS
In conceptual art the idea of concept is the most
important aspect of the work. When an artist
uses a conceptual form of art, it means that all of
the planning and decisions are made beforehand
and the execution is a perfunctory affair. The
idea becomes a machine that makes the art.
—Sol LeWitt 8
In rejecting the traditions of formalist art, the
conceptualist movement took a reactionary stand
against aesthetics, making the idea of concept the
foremost aspect of the work, even going so far as
to almost make conceptual art into a movement
of anti-aesthetics. By “removing” the importance
of the physical qualities of the work, conceptual
art instead put the emphasis on the process of art
making. In his text “Paragraphs on Conceptual
Art,” Sol LeWitt points out the unimportance of
the aesthetical qualities of the work:
What the work of art looks like isn’t too
important. It has to look like something if
it has physical form… Once given physical
reality by the artist the work is open to the
perception of all, including the artist. (I use
the word “perception” to mean the apprehension of sense data, the objective understanding of the idea and simultaneously a
subjective interpretation of both.) … If the
artist carries through his idea and makes it
into visible form, then all the steps in the
process are of importance.9
But while LeWitt made the aesthetic aspect a
matter of unimportance, Kosuth went a step
further in an attempt to separate aesthetics from
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art completely. In “Art after Philosophy” from
1969, Kosuth states:
It is necessary to separate aesthetics from art
because aesthetics deals with opinions on
perception of the world in general. In the past
one of the two prongs of art’s function was its
value as decoration. So any branch of philosophy which dealt with “beauty” and thus, taste,
was inevitably duty-bound to discuss art as
well. Out of this “habit” grew the notion that
there was a conceptual connection between
art and aesthetics, which is not true.10
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2014
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So strongly did he oppose the values of aesthetics
and its role within formalist art that he wrote:
An example of a purely aesthetic object is a
decorative object, for decoration’s primary
function is “to add something to so as to
make more attractive; adorn; ornament,” and
this relates directly to taste. And this leads
us directly to “Formalist” art and criticism.
Formalist art (painting and sculpture) is the
vanguard of decoration, and, strictly speaking, one could reasonably assert that its art
condition is so minimal that for all functional
purposes it is not art at all, but pure exercises
in aesthetics.11
But in a world where thoughts cannot be transmitted to the audience by means of telepathy, art
has to conform to physical reality and rely on the
audience’s perception of sense data. The word
“aesthetics” derives from the Greek aisthetikos
(from aistheta), meaning “perceptible things”—
and thus aesthetics would seem to be inescapable.
Looking at “aesthetics” as a noun, it means a set
of principles underlying and guiding the work
of a particular artist or an artistic movement.
And here the keyword becomes “principle”—
“principle” as in a rule, belief, (or even) proposition
as the foundation for a system. And so it would
seem that if works of art are propositions (of a linguistic nature), it would be logical to reason that
to propose an art-proposition would inevitably be
to propose a form of aesthetics.
It seems to me, in a post-conceptualist
context, that it is important not to ignore the
aesthetic property of art but rather to utilise it as
an essential tool.
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In a time when the old traditions of art have
been liquefied, the artist has to apply new strategies to make the work relevant within his or her
time. The conceptualist movement did this by
making the process of art production equal to
the finished work. A conceptual work is a blueprint of itself, showing all entry and exit points.
But in a contemporary context where conceptualism is no longer reactionary but part of art
history, it would seem that art’s aesthetic aspect
might be an important mediator of information.
Although able to capitalise on the conceptualists’ removal of the hierarchies between
different mediums—as LeWitt writes, “Since
no form is intrinsically superior to another, the
artist may use any form, from an expression of
words (written or spoken), to physical reality,
equally”12—the contemporary artist still has to
acknowledge the different associative qualities
carried by different mediums. As Ludwig Wittgenstein puts it:

The Spot
2014
Installation view (detail)
Inbuilt vitrine displaying
objects and tags with
taxonomic names of
moths (25 × 250 cm)

Language is an instrument. Its concepts are
instruments. Now perhaps one thinks that it
can make no great difference which concepts
we employ. As, after all, it is possible to do
physics in feet and inches as well as in metres
and centimetres; the difference is merely one
of convenience. But even this is not true if,
for instance, calculations in some system of
measurement demand more time and trouble
than it is possible for us to give them.13
One can look at the aesthetic qualities of art as
linguistic greasing in much the same way that a
demeanour or tone of voice can function as social
greasing. But accepting aesthetics in relationship to art also leaves one in a pickle; that is, it
becomes hard to differentiate art that carries
dialogue from that which is only pleasing to the
eye, and it leaves the artistic field open to capitalisation by other market-driven and regulated
fields such as design.
PRACTICE
In 2010 I met and started working with my partner, António Corceiro-Leal (a fellow artist whom
I met through the academy), which introduced an
important change in my practice. Up until that
point I had mostly been concerned with how and
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what ideas I could express to the audience through
my practice, which was continuously proving to
be a struggle and the cause of much frustration.
Now, working together and side by side with
Leal, dialogue has become an intricate part of
the practice. Not only reflexive as it had been in
the past, dialogue became a tool continuously
put to use throughout the process, and with that
changed one of the core concerns of the practice.
Now, with the emphasis on dialogue, the question
is not one of what can be expressed but rather
what can be communicated. This might seem just
a difference in semantics, but it constitutes a real
change in the criteria of the work. If the work is
only expected to express something, there is no
need for it to “answer” to the engagement of the
audience. But if the work is based on the idea
of communication, then the practice becomes
one of working against and in correlation to that
muteness. Instead of building an expressed and
static discourse on the surface, the task becomes
one of making the work into a layered structure
of dialogue—a structure that not only invites
the audience to participate in their own dialogue
with the work, but also is an accessible structure
that opens up and allows the audience to explore
and discover the substructure. Most likely predoomed to failure, this task has proven to be even
more of a struggle and cause of frustration—but
at the same time much more rewarding.
Whether or not this kind of communicative
structure can be argued to exist on a philosophical level, having it as a criterion for the practice
has had a direct effect on the physical work.
For me, it has meant that my practice no longer
has its aim in the production of singular works
confined to their own “frames,” even if singular
works are sometimes the result. Making work
that does not simply express or investigate ideas
but also communicates and invites the viewer
to engage in a discourse with the work has the
consequence of one trying to tell a secret without
telling it. This type of work relies heavily on the
participation and engagement of the audience,
and when that is not fully achieved, the work sits
there only as a record of the dialogue of its own
creation. A communicative dialogue between
the work and the audience, on the other hand,
relies on the audience taking up a position of
an investigative nature and asking themselves,
“What kind of proposition is it that I am seeing?”
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The meeting between the work and the audience becomes one of the most important aspects,
which means that each work (even if only a photo
or a sheet of text) is treated as an installation in
context to the space where it is installed, making
context as important as content. Instalment and
presentation of the work becomes content of the
practice, rather than merely the last mediating
step between the work and the audience.
MYSTERIES
Conceptual artists are mystics rather than
rationalists. They leap to conclusions that logic
cannot reach.
—Sol LeWitt 14
This very famous and oft-quoted phrase by
LeWitt might make one think that someone
informed by conceptualism works with strange
and mysterious things. After all, a mystic is
someone who engages in the study of occult
knowledge—“occult” meaning something
secret, hidden, or concealed, something beyond
the range of ordinary knowledge or experience.
But I think that one can interpret this
specific artistic role as something else. That is,
an artist who instead of concealing, reveals the
occult image and initiates the audience to the
mysteries. In his “Philosophical Investigations,”
Wittgenstein presents an analogy between language and games that works equally well as an
analogy for art:
We can easily imagine people amusing
themselves in a field by playing with a ball
so as to start various existing games, but
playing many without finishing them and in
between throwing the ball aimlessly in the
air, chasing one another with the ball and
bombarding one another for a joke and so
on. And now someone says: The whole time
they are playing a ball-game and following
definite rules at every throw. And is there not
also the case where we play and—make up
the rules as we go along? And there is even
one where we alter them—as we go along.15
It is easy to feel lost and puzzled when confronted with contemporary art. But in the best
of circumstances one is intrigued and sometimes
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even mystified. And here is where I think the
strength of the conceptualist heritage lays: the
secret of the mysteries is reserved for the initiated;
the territory of art is reserved for the ones who
move and dwell there. But it is in the meeting
with art that the audience is invited to be initiated through their engagement with the work.
If one looks at art as language and works of art
as propositions, then what is the function of the
proposition? Wittgenstein puts it like this:
What do I mean when I say “the pupil’s
capacity to learn may come to an end here”?
Do I say this from my own experience? Of
course not. (Even if I have had such experience.) Then what am I doing with that
proposition? Well, I should like you to say:
“Yes, it’s true, you can imagine that too, that
might happen too!”—But was I trying to
draw someone’s attention to the fact that he
is capable of imagining that?—I wanted to
put that picture before him, and his acceptance of the picture consists in his now being
inclined to regard a given case differently:
that is, to compare it with this rather than
that set of pictures. I have changed his way of
looking at things.16
If art has the possibility to change how we look
at things and to point at that which otherwise is
concealed, hidden, or ignored, then that potentiality offers art democratic validity.
As Wittgenstein puts it: “It is easy to imagine
a language consisting only of orders and reports
in battle.—Or a language consisting only of
questions and expressions for answering yes and
no. And innumerable others.—And to imagine a
language means to imagine a form of life.”17
AWKWARD
So, when does the meeting between art and the
audience “work”? Although I cannot say if my
own practice succeeds in this aspect, I do find
myself counting the number of occasions on
which my own meeting with art has engaged
me. And in all honesty, I do so to try and pin
down what to steal. In looking for a common
denominator to formulate an idea around, the
only concept I have been able to come up with is
the very fuzzy notion of the quality of awkward.
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I simply have no better name for it, although
I’m uncertain of what would actually qualify as
this awkwardness.
LeWitt wrote: “When an artist learns his craft
too well he makes slick art.”18
Now, “slick” can mean something smooth
and effortless, but also slippery. Perhaps the
problem of “slick” arises when one chooses to
look at art as language; that is, there might be an
inbuilt paradox in the heritage of conceptualism.
On a similar note as LeWitt, but on the
subject of language, Wittgenstein made a point
of the problematic of linguistic functionality as
it approaches optimal appliance to our requirements.19 That is, it is as if the “slicker” language becomes the further it moves away from
the realm of actuality and towards a point of
“optimal” function, with the consequence that it
becomes less and less useful as an actual tool.
Awkward is not slick. It is not smooth or
seemingly effortless—it is hard and causes
difficulty. It springs on us when one recognises
that the seemingly normal is not something
authentic but a system of signs. It might be that
the quality I’m trying to put my finger on is that
which breaks the “slickness” and makes us aware
of what we are looking at. That the awkwardness
is not the aspect of the work that is self-assertive
but that which is self-conscious. Or rather that it
makes one self-conscious. It makes one ask questions about the situation one is in.
So I ask myself: If art’s meeting with the
audience is smooth and effortless from the point
of the viewer, if it offers up no resistance in
engaging with it, is art then failing to live up to
its full potential as proposition?
THE FOOL
The Fool is humanity on its way to experience.
—Sylvia Abraham 20
Last summer, my curiosity finally got the upper
hand on me. I have never been one to put much
stock in the art of divination, but the tarot deck
has always fascinated me. Not because of the
“mystical” aura that surrounds it or its fanciful
illustrations, but because the system of “reading
the cards” seems so extensively complex. So, with
the wish to conquer and demystify it, I found

myself embarrassedly standing in a bookshop
holding a copy of How to Read the Tarot and a
version of the Marseilles tarot deck complete with
a small pamphlet containing a rather colourful introductory text. Mystics often wishfully
trace back the tarot pedigree to ancient Egypt
or China, playing on ideas of lost occult knowledge being rediscovered. But most likely it has
its origin somewhere in mid-fifteenth-century
Europe, with the tarot beginning as ordinary
playing cards. They then started to be used by
mystics and occultists around the late eighteenth
century. The truth is that rather than being rediscovered, the tarot has been continuously enriched
with meaning. A deck can be broken down into
three categories, most often called the Major
Arcana (arcana from “secret” or “hidden”), the
Minor Arcana, and Court Cards, with “major”
and “minor” referring to big and small secrets.
It is the Major Arcana that has the intricately
illustrated cards with titles such as “The Fool,”
“The Lovers,” or “Death” for which the tarot
deck is so recognisable. These illustrations are
ideograms—pictorial symbols that represent an
idea or concept—with “ideogram” coming from
the Greek idea (form) and gram (to write).
There are a lot of schools on how to read the
cards, and there are almost as many types of
decks as there are imaginable themes. But the
most basic way to explain how a reading is done
is that the cards are put into a “spread,” in which
a predetermined number of cards is placed on
predetermined positions on the table. Each position represents categories such as future, past, or
love, depending on what the question is. Then,
a divination is made by “reading” the meaning
of the cards in relation to their positions and in
context to a premade question.
What I found fascinating was the relation between illustrations (ideograms) and language—
that is, how the repetitive shift from image to
language and from language to image produced
meaning. This is true not only in the case of
individual divinations but also in how this crossfeed has affected the decks as well as the schools
of thought on how to read the tarot. The schools
of thought are continuously evolving through
studies of the cards, and while often staying true
to the original ideas, the cards are redesigned so
as to accommodate new concepts. This pendular
inscription of meaning results in a growth, not
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only outward but also inward—and so the madman, vagabond, b eggar becomes The Fool.
PALEOLITHIC
Lately I have been thinking of art through the
broad analogy of a Palaeolithic cave with cave
paintings, dividing its aspects into three categories: ideogram, tongue, and cave.
The ideogram stands for that which we can
perceive through empirical sensory data—that
is, the ideogram is not thoughts or concepts free
from physical form. It is what we face in our
meeting with art. The ideogram is a linguistic
tool not governed by the linearity of grammar,
and being a linguistic tool, the ideogram will be
inscribed with meaning, whether intentionally
or not. Even though it has decorative qualities it
is only purely decorative when it is so far removed
from its linguistic function that the ideogram
becomes a symbol only for itself and bears no
other consequence than the emotional response
it gives rise to when experiencing it.
Tongue is governed by grammar. It is all the
language (both spoken and written) that we
put around the ideogram. It is titles, wall texts,
critics, articles, general discussion, idle small
talk, etc. It is everything that it is connected to,
concerns, or is in relation to the ideogram but
that is not inside of the ideogram itself. And so
tongue gives meaning to the ideogram; without
tongue there can be no social reflection upon the
ideogram and therefore no social consequence.
Tongue gives power to the ideogram, but in
doing so it continually rewrites the ideogram’s

meaning; it puts the ideogram to work and
makes it perform a task. The ideogram only
becomes free from the labour of tongue when
it becomes non-consequential, and the tongue
has no root to spring from without the ideogram,
making the two of them codependent.
Cave is that which supports the ideogram
while not having the authorship of it. It is the
infrastructure that surrounds the ideogram; it is
the museums, galleries, grants, schools, institutions, groups, and so on that invest time, space, or
money into development, support, maintenance,
and preservation of the ideogram. The cave gives
context to the ideogram and frames it, and so by
extension equipment and even the glass in front
of the picture can become part of the cave. But by
giving context to the ideogram, the cave also becomes dependent on tongue so as to be activated.
What constitutes ideogram, tongue, or
cave can be relative and is a subjective division
one makes. Something can be more than one
of these three simultaneously, and something
that was one can, at another time or location,
be another. Together the three of them create a
space, a cavity, not part of but inside of society.
The space within this cavity has the potential to
offer forms of freedom and to support ways of
life outside the norms of society. And so an art
practice, the shaping of ideogram, has a political
consequence. It has the potential to expand,
defend, and occupy the territory of this cavity
and in so doing the art practice defends its
current liberty.
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work of art + experience / experiment + process
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not barred at the time
set so as to permit passage
having no means of closing

exhaustivity / non-exhaustivity
legibility / illegibility

form

concept

On Accepting That Which is
Not Understood, or, A Seashell Story Giving
Rise to Socrates as Philosopher
Our opening story takes place like this: One day,
when Socrates was walking on a beach, he saw
something washed up that looked like a seashell,
but he was not sure exactly what it was. He knew
that moment was of importance to the rest of
his life. If he kept it, he would accept what he
did not understand, and therefore he would be
an artist. But instead he threw it into the ocean,
because he was a philosopher, and he could not
accept what he did not understand. Based on this
story, in Eupalinos; or, The Architect Paul Valéry
writes about the difference between the artist
and the philosopher.1 The story raises various
questions around determinacy and openness in
both the artwork and in the position of the artist. Artists are often asked to make a “statement”
about the way they work, the sources they are
inspired by, and how these impact their work and
its reception. They are asked about the purpose
of their work, what it is about, what their points
are, and what they want to say in their works.
When creating art and orchestrating its reception within the idea of the open work, or what
we might call “objecTransivity,” an entirely
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unambiguous approach to art becomes unnecessary. Some of the most important functions of
an artwork can be to stir up an experience, an
emotion, or the possibility of a thought that is
not yet materially explicit but left open to the
imagination. In this sense, when a work of art is
physically finished, it is not yet literally complete.
It can reach various possible stages from the
most pragmatic to the spiritual while admitting
that sometimes there is no difference between
the two. This can be an alternative answer to the
question “When is a work of art supposed to be
complete?” My belief is that it may never be—
and even that it is better left “open” rather than
resolved. Socrates’s story is a challenging one. It
puts the positions of the artist and the philosopher very close to one another and sets a firm
boundary around the notion of “that which can
be understood.” This in turn somehow confronts
me with the possibility of playing with—in
between—lines and distinctions while reaffirming art’s prerogative to not be understood or left
open. What consequences does this imply, not
so much for the reception of the work, but for
its production and inherently fluctuating state?
Here comes a question that needs to be asked:
Why should one expect a work of art to be all
clear and informative within all of its discourses,
responsible for providing every expected answer?
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In the Valéry/Socrates thinking process, it would
be contradictory to consider art a source of direct
information. Rather it would come up as part of
discussion around how we can challenge what is
already given within new thoughts, new aspects,
and new layers. What if Socrates had spent the
rest of the day picking up seashells and throwing them into the ocean without questioning
their degree of “understandability”? Would he
have then turned into an artist? Would that
make him any less of a philosopher? In my accompanying work I attempt to propose options
through which the term “openness” can operate
in terms of legibility, potentiality, and opacity, as
a form of production of art on one hand and the
production of knowledge on the other, without
seeking to differentiate the two. For this I seek
to define an experiment with the notion of open
artwork or objecTransivity.
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Josefine Adde Dahl
In the Literal Narrative
The lesson we can learn from a myth lies in the
literal narrative, not in what we add to it from
the outside.
— Italo Calvino1
The summer before I started at the Malmö Art
Academy, I had a portentous dream.
I dreamed that I found a little white bird deep
inside a hangar. I cupped my hands around it
as I carried it out. Felt the beating of its wings
like a throbbing heart. I walked on and on down
a long corridor, which I would have to pass
through to get out. Finally outside, I opened my
hands to let the bird fly. It flapped its wings and
rose about a metre into the air, only to drop dead
to the ground.
I’ve spent many hours in my studio. I’ve believed
that if only I persist for long enough, something
will change in the end. And then I came to think
of when I took piano classes as a kid. It was my
mother who encouraged me to keep it up even
though I found it so boring. The piano teacher
came to our house, and tried to encourage me
with treats after each lesson. I kept playing the
piano for several years, worried I would regret it
if I gave it up, because the grown-ups had said so.
Farmer Hejeern had great faith in himself. We
had hardly closed the car door behind us before
he began to tell us about the experiences he’d
had meditating with friends seventeen years ago.
The farm was on Jeju Island. We thought we’d
be working hard and learning lots of things during our stay there. But no, it turned out we had a
lot of days off. It was incredibly boring. And hot.
He was building a house. We were asked
to lend a hand now and then. Planing boards,
carrying rocks, or vacuuming the floor. What
made the project so frustrating was Hejeern’s
poor organisational skills. He could order us to
vacuum one moment and then ask us to dust
the ceiling beams the next, which would end up

getting the floor all dusty again. One day we had
to move a large pile of rocks, only to move them
again the next day.
It also happened on a numerous occasions
that we weren’t given any work, despite the fact
that there were plenty of things that needed to
be done. While we waited for new chores to
perform, there wasn’t very much happening.
For some reason, we kept hoping that the situation would soon change for the better.
Sometimes, Hejeern wanted us to sit in a c ircle
and chant “ohm” in deep voices. He told us that
the apocalypse was
nigh, and that
only the most
spiritually advanced people
in the world
would survive
it. He was
convinced
that he was
one of them.
During
our stay
there, half
of his animals died. The chickens died from
overheating in the greenhouse. As I was clearing
weeds in the mandarin orchard with a machete,
I found a dead pig. A few days later, I found
the skeletal remains of another. The dogs were
skinny and probably had some infestation or
other. A few days after we left the farm, one of
his horses choked itself to death. In its belly there
was a little foal.
The next farmer was called Joan, and lived in
Hokkaido. He cultivated vegetables biodynamically, and delivered them to restaurants and
stores in Tokyo.
Unlike Hejeern, Joan was a very disciplined
person. He had been an officer in a Belgian military unit that fought in Africa. We worked from
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six in the morning until seven in the evening,
every day except Sunday. It was a relief to have
such a structured life after the uneventful weeks
on Jeju.
We weeded; harvested peppers, carrots, tomatoes, and beans; sorted potatoes; washed beetroots; and packaged and priced vegetables. In the
morning, when we got into the truck to drive out
to the fields, they were shrouded in mist among
the mountains. By the time we were done for the
day and took our showers in the greenhouse and
ate our dinner, it was dark out.
Joan loved to talk about his life. He had left
the military to go and live at the Osho ashram
in India. All in all, he spent ten years with his
spiritual guide in India and in the US. The walls
of his trailer bore wrinkled photos of Osho and
other bearded gurus. The bookshelf was full of
books about the enlightened masters. Joan told
us of war in Congo, and of solitary treks through
the Himalayas.
Each day, he would speak of Osho, and of
love, but he seemed to hold almost all people
in contempt. He didn’t trust anybody, and was
easily offended, angered, and frustrated. He had
fallen out with all of his neighbours, and had
divorced several wives.
There was no room in his life for any flexibility at all, and he despised any disturbance that
threatened his peace of mind.
Finally, we went to a farm in a valley outside of
Kyoto. The water in the valley was said to be the
cleanest in all of Japan, and the people living there
were artists, farmers, herbalists, and expert practitioners of various traditional crafts. Mr. Ozeki
was a master carpenter. He had only just begun
to experiment with farming by tossing seeds out
here and there and leaving them to themselves, to
make it take as little work as possible.
He was building a house in the neighbouring prefecture of Nara. We trampled mud and
straw into a mixture that was applied to the walls
by the wall experts, all old men past the age of
seventy-five, the last of a dying breed.
He encouraged everybody around him, and
spoke lovingly of his trade and of his favourite
temples in Nara and in Kyoto. The beams of the
houses he builds are assembled like the pieces
of a puzzle, without a single nail. There weren’t
many books on the topic, so in order to under-
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stand old joinery techniques, thousand-year-old
houses were carefully disassembled to study how
the beams were placed.
Each night, Mr. Ozeki would drink several
large glasses of soju before going to bed. He was
keen to share my company, or that of my friend,
or one of the apprentices, or whoever else happened to be around. After that he would sleep for
four or five hours before waking up and going
back to work.
“Mr. Ozeki, what do you do to stay healthy?”
“Drink soju. Every night.”
The building of a house occurs in separate
stages. Mr. Ozeki’s favourite part was planing
the massive beams by hand. Getting it exactly
right was essential, and the wood shavings were
as thin as flakes of dead skin. A few stages later
in the process, Mr. Ozeki was five metres up in
the air, balancing on one of those beams, tossing
a large wooden mallet to a co-worker as though
it weighed nothing at all.
Hejeern, Joan, and Mr. Ozeki were obviously
trying to tell me something. I turned my eyes
to myself, and realised that I was standing in
a swamp.
Hejeern warned me about hubris. After
spending a while at a preparatory art school, I
discovered a way of making art that suited me,
and began to feel flawless, like a little god or
something. I imagined myself to have found a
method that would be all I needed for the rest of
my life. You could say I was experiencing good
fortunes, but rather than remaining humble, my
ego decided to take all the credit. I forgot to ask
myself what the next step was, and chose to simply rest content in the things I thought I already
knew. And all the while, the world around me
was slowly turning dark. I couldn’t understand
why. The world I’d known had become a fantasy,
and the time had come to awaken from it.
Joan showed me what would happen if I didn’t
stop trying so hard to control myself. I had
sealed myself off in the studio to get away from
the chaos outside. I had been avoiding people
because they made me experience emotions I
didn’t know how to handle. I had truly done my
best to create the most harmonious life I could
for myself. Paradoxically, this inner voice had
caused the world to shrink.
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Mr. Ozeki, on the other hand, didn’t seem
to be following any guide book, and never
preached about following the one true path.
He was funny, generous, and humble. He
was also very good at building houses, one of
the twenty best at it in Japan, if he was to be
believed. If there was anybody I wanted to follow, it was him.
In Uncle Boonmee Who Can Recall His Past
Lives 2 by Apichatpong Weerasethakul, a princess has sex with a catfish in a watering hole in
the depths of the jungles of Thailand. She sits
weeping on the rocks by the beach when a voice
addresses her. After looking around, she realises
where it’s coming from, and answers the fish
without the slightest sign of surprise. Then, she
makes her way into the water, and lets her jewellery fall to the lake floor as an offering to the
subaquatic world.
Sometimes it seems to me that all the images
around me are hopeless, mass produced, and
void of all love. Weighed down by agendas,
obligations, and preconceived notions. Repeated opinions, depressing news, artworks you
can only fully experience if you already know
everything, leaving no room for the imagination.
It feels as though it’s all contributing to some
preserving image of the world, as if trying to say
that there’s no point changing anything, and in
fact, there’s no point doing anything at all.
One summer, I read the article series North
Country Neighbor in the Press Republican, a
daily newspaper in Plattsburgh, NY. People
were randomly selected from the phone book,
and a reporter would go to their houses to
interview them. Each Tuesday, you would read
about a “neighbor,” and about his or her life.
Press Republican was supposed to be a serious
newspaper. Most of the stories were depressing, and covered local drug busts, murders, and
paedophilia, and the names and pictures of the
perpetrators were always published in the paper.
For the most part, the journalism was a bit of
a joke. They always seemed to publish the least
flattering photos of people they could find, and
always gave the people who had the least to say
the best chance to be heard. One page was dedicated to global news each day. So, when North

Country Neighbor appeared, it seemed to me as
though the newspaper was taking a step in the
right direction. Each article was a pathway into
a new world. Sometimes the people who were
interviewed had led spectacular lives and experienced unlikely events. Once, the featured person
was a mother of two who lived in a house and
spent her life driving her kids to and from soccer
practice. With just one page to fit an entire life
into, the stories were always interesting.
In Béla Tarr’s The Turin Horse 3, the camera follows a father and daughter and their horse, the
horse that Friedrich Nietzsche threw his arms
around. The images are black and white, and the
wind howls around their lonely house. The days
go by slowly, miserably. The daughter helps her
father change his trousers as he stands, gazing
vacantly in front of him. He looks like a rock.
For dinner, they each eat a piping hot potato
with their bare hands. They take turns sitting by
the window looking out.
Those who can find their voice deep within are
able to touch other people and help them liberate
themselves. There is still more left to explore.
Don’t worry, you’re not at the end of the road
yet. And if you do reach the end of the road,
you can stand there for a while, take a few deep
breaths, and then move on to another exit.
In Korea, I had a classmate who made films. In
one of them, he sits submersed in a bathtub, with
half his head above the surface. The room is dark.
He looks like something in between a sea monster and a scout, peering straight into the camera.
As we spoke different languages, I never learned
the background behind this piece, but I could
sense that the story behind it was a rich one.
As I walked along the hallways of the
university in Seoul, it seemed to me that the
half-finished works of art along the walls were
junk. The atmosphere at the school seemed to
endorse stressed-out behaviour and sucking up
to the professors, in stark contradiction to the
freedom I associate with art. It was no surprise
that these tendencies found their way into
the university, considering the way the rest of
Korean society is. Korea has a high suicide rate,
everybody is always working, never sleeps, and is
under constant pressure from demands to have
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perfect looks, get good grades, get married, and
make lots of money. How could my classmate,
seemingly stuck in the middle of a mountain
of garbage, make something so beautiful? And
not just him—everybody who spends their lives
using their imagination to create beautiful and
strange things. When they might just as well
have been at home on the couch watching TV,
and letting the world continue to exist as it is.
Sometimes, I experience a work of art that makes
me feel that whatever the background behind
this piece is, it’s not the kind of thing you can
just come up with during a coffee break. I never
understand everything when I see a piece like
that, but it gives me hope that it’s possible to
communicate without simplifying and diminishing experiences. It’s open pieces that create a
space inside me where images can develop and
questions can be posed and turn into things that
were previously unknown to me. It feels like my
mind expands; the experience punctures both
logic and the intellect to reach another level of
consciousness.
Before I end this text, I’d like to mention my
sister. She’s not like anybody else, and she’s the
one person who has inspired me the most. She
wouldn’t be out of place among Andy Warhol’s
13 Most Beautiful.
Last Christmas, I began to film her in different situations, on the underground, eating
sauerkraut, in conversation. I thought of it as
preparatory work for an interview film I wanted
to make.
In the interview I wanted her to tell me why
she had moved to London, what our childhood
was like, who her role models are, how she had
decided to become an actress, what her beliefs
about God are. I thought that interviewing
somebody couldn’t be too difficult. Just set the
camera up and ask the questions, right? But
when she was sitting there in the bathtub, and I
began to act the part of the reporter, something
felt strange. The interview didn’t come out the
way I imagined it would. If I’m going to portray
her, I will have to do it some other way. So far, I
don’t know how.
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1 “Hallows can refer to
saints, the relics … of
the saints, the relics of
gods, or shrines in which
relics are kept. Since the
essence of these saints
or gods were often considered present at their
shrines and in their relics,
hallows came to refer to
the saints or gods themselves, rather than just
their relics or shrines.”
“Hallow,” Wikipedia, last
modified October 17,
2013, http://en.wikipedia.
org/wiki/Hallow.
2. J. D. Salinger, The
Catcher in the Rye (New
York: Little, Brown, 1951),
187.
3. “Boeing 737,” Wikipedia, last modified
April 6, 2014, http://
en.wikipedia.org/wiki/
Boeing_737#737_Next_
Generation.
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Markus BrÅten
The Hallows Project 1
Boeing 737-800, flight no. SK1464
This fall I think you’re riding for—it’s a special
kind of fall, a horrible kind. The man falling isn’t
permitted to feel or hear himself hit bottom. He
just keeps falling and falling.
— J. D Sallinger 2
I want to start by telling you that there is no
distance between my art practice and my being,
and because of this I want you to consider the
following stories, anecdotes, and thoughts as
snippets from my private life.
The Boeing 737 is a short- to medium-range,
twin-engine, narrow-body jet airliner, originally developed as a shorter, lower-cost airliner
derived from Boeing’s 707 and 727. The 737 was
developed into a family of nine passenger models
with a capacity of eighty-five to two hundred
fifteen passengers. The 737 is Boeing’s only
narrow-body airliner in production, with the
-700, -800, and -900ER variants currently being
built. Entering the aviation scene in 1995 following Boeing’s merger with McDonnell Douglas,
the 737-800 became for many airlines in the US
the replacement for the ageing Boeing 727-200
trijets, the MD-80 series, and the MD-90.3
The Boeing 737 was the plane that transported me on my journey from Malmö in
Sweden to Levanger in Norway on Friday, November 22, 2013. Here are some of my thoughts
about the trip:
The airplane is a vessel that takes you away from
the world of the living and up, piercing through
the gates of heaven, out the back door, and back
down again. I found myself on the plane, in a
state of anxious waiting. I was scared. It took
me four years to prepare mentally for this. So.
The Boeing 737-800: the silence before your
next encounter; the reality check. It’s also a place
where reading through the onboard magazine
fifteen times because you’re scared does not

Objects included are:
Jekyll and Hyde Ultimate
Overdrive distortion pedal, Squire Stratocaster, 2
Ultra Chrome K3 Prints,
heart shaped chair, note
stand, foot stool, pyrography on plywood and a
series of interviews and
recordings

catch anyone’s attention, simply because when
you are on a plane, everybody’s nervous. Flying
is a strange phenomenon, but I am comfortable
with it and not afraid of it. I have never had a
connection to the strange sensation of flying
other than what it is: a strange sensation. I think
the reason for this is because I have never been
forced to connect the journey to anything. It has
become a ritual of no importance, like when I’m
brushing my teeth or catching the bus. I realised
that this journey was very special to me because
I was not only travelling the distance to get to
you, I was also travelling into your territory,
leaving mine behind. And this is the key to the
importance of this journey: the fragility of my
being at the time. I was suddenly aware of the
floor of the vessel as something that I could not
connect with. Yes, it is a solid thing that is there
and I can walk on it, but it is not rigid as is the
earth; it is fragile and wobbly, and it makes me
lose my balance. Before this trip, I often found
myself entangled in consciously time-consuming
rituals. But time passes, and I guess it’s time now
for me to stop and glance back at what time has
tried to consume.
At this time two years ago I was probably building sculptures. I enjoyed making them—the
building process was soothing to me. With
that said, I must admit that when I look back,
I realise that many of my sculptures were mere
instruments of escapism, rather than interesting
structures. I often stayed in my studio or in the
workshops until late in the evening working on
things, isolating myself from any form of social
confrontation. I’m still not sure if it did me
good, but still, getting that distance from it has
been helpful; I see things differently now. I’m not
building as much stuff as I used to, and my heart
is no longer pumping as loud and fast as it did
then. It was a phase when I built things to deal
with my emotions.
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4. “I See Faces Everywhere—Science on the
Web,” YouTube video,
2:28, posted by Stuff to
Blow Your Mind, October
2, 2013, http://youtube/
J60D2NQq_FQ.
5. “Apophenia,”
Wikipedia, last modified March 2, 2014,
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org/wiki/Apophenia.
See also Klaus Conrad, Die beginnende
Schizophrenie. Versuch
einer Gestaltanalyse des
Wahns (Stuttgart: Georg
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6. More specifically,
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Through all traumas, one moves through
stages, and I feel more ready now to move on, see
myself from a different angle if you will, for the
trauma is not over yet.
I imagine myself making a film where the
camera is filming the sky. Then, in a computer
program I would mirror that image four times
so the split between the four images create a † on
the screen. I hope that through this film, the sky
would again give our imaginations the possibility to detect the hidden faces in the clouds, like
we did when we were younger. I saw a YouTube
clip4 yesterday about why we do this. The video
led me to a German neurologist and psychiatrist named Klaus Conrad, who gave it a name:
apophenia—the experience of seeing patterns
or connections in random or meaningless data.5
The cross is there because I recognise it as a part
of you now. And that to understand you after
your transformation, I have to respect its importance in your life.
I want to put my emotional involvement in
this project to the test. And I want everyone to
see it. I want to play the guitar again. But this
time I want to perform a song. Or at least something that is related to a song. Maybe a song that
we had in common but that we listened to differently. I remember we had a discussion about the
context of music and how it should be read. You
listen to the melody; I listen to the lyrics. Again
I can sense the presence of the time machine in
this second performance. It might be lurking in
the background, ready to drag me in again. The
entropy of time makes things fall out of order,
but if there were a way, would I want to go back
and try to keep things in place, considering the
knowledge that I have now?
I asked you once: “How do you feel about
flying?” You answered: “Well, the takeoff, landing, and turbulence always feels strange and scary
to me, but other than that, it’s OK.” We talked
about the similarities between boats and airplanes, in that the bigger they are, the safer they
feel. Before this trip I had never considered flying
as anything other than what it is: the physics of
aerodynamics, the lift from the wings, the pockets of compressed air, and the strange sensation.
Today I feel an enormous attraction to the
airplane. I like its function and its subjective
connotations, and I feel that it plays an im-

portant role in this project. But most journeys
have a purpose, and the goal for my journey on
Friday, November 22, 2013, might pose a lot
of questions that I do not know how to answer.
Over the last four and a half years there has
only been a handful of people to whom I have
entrusted the true and honest information about
you. I have held it back because I have not been
ready to leave you in other people’s hands. You
are fragile now. You have always been, but you
are extra fragile now. You might not see this, but
I do. In the beginning, when our friends asked
questions about you, I wanted to go and hide
underneath a rock. I used to lie about you, and it
made me feel bad. I guess when I was lying about
you, I was trying to keep you intact.
I walked through the streets of London tonight.
I bought a takeaway from a strange, dimly lit
restaurant with heavy, black cloth covering
the ceilings and walls. I drove up a river in the
jungle with my brother. The floor of the river was
covered with clean, white sand. The trees of the
jungle were leaning out over the river, and the
water in the river was clear like glass. It looked
exactly like the water in the Super Mario6 game
we used to play when we were younger. We
walked up a mountain trail that was packed full
of fat American tourists wearing white golf caps
and pink and light-blue T-shirts. I try to remember as much as I can, but, as you know, dreams
have a tendency to slip away.
Why do we dream? Maybe you have heard
the hypothesis claiming that dreams clear our
minds from excess noise and such—but here’s
an idea: what if, instead, the dream is covering
for something else. Like a lady distracting men
with inviting gestures while her accomplice is
stealing their wallets? I picture the mind as a
huge structure of open and closed rooms that
are constantly expanding and contracting, while
their content is steadily changing. Maybe those
closed rooms are hiding information about
ourselves that our consciousnesses should not
discover—and this is the reason why we, under
extreme mental conditions, can think unpredictable thoughts.
I see now that I will have to leak some private
information about myself to make it easier to
understand why I have come up with these ideas.
Two days ago, my brother told me something
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that is very hard for me to deal with. He told
me that he is trying to figure out how to react
to voices in his head that are trying to convince
him to take his own life. As he was describing
these voices, it became clear to me that these
were not the voices of his own consciousness,
but that they were from another place, because
he could not recognise the voices, he had never
heard them before.
So why do we dream? Are dreams creating
our unconsciousness, giving us personality traits
that are only visible during our darkest hour?
Where did the change in my brother’s personality come from?
Pierre Huyghe’s project Untilled (2011–12) in the
Karlsaue park is a space for composting, a matrix
for worlding together through an alliance between
art, living organisms and things, where culture becomes cultures,
including
the biological
sphere. The set
of operations
that occurs
between all
these elements
has no script.
There are
antagonisms,
associations,
hospitality and
hostility, corruption, separation and degeneration,
or collapse with no encounters. There are circumstances and deviations that allow the emergence of
complexities.7
I think about Pierre Huyghe’s piece at dOCUMENTA (13) because it’s relevant to the search
for clues in unfamiliar narratives. Although
in Huyghe’s case, this is more a task given to
the viewer, where one creates the connection
between the objects’ potential function in the
narrative. In my case, I take on this task myself; I
try to find a logic in a narrative I can see is there,
but cannot comprehend. For my artworks to
mean something to the audience, they depend
upon my presence, or at least a sense of my
presence; a feeling that what you are looking at
is something I chose to keep as a memory, the
remnants after a battle.

Some landmarks of Sci-fic are: Creation of the
Humanoids (Andy Warhol’s favorite movie), The
Planet of the Vampires (movie about entropy), The
Thing, The Day the Earth Stood Still, The Time
Machine, Village of the Giants (first teen-science
film), War of the Worlds (interesting metallic
machine). Some landmarks of Horror are: Creature from the Black Lagoon, I Was a Teenage
Werewolf, Horror Chamber of Dr. Faustus (very
sickening), Abbott and Costello Meet Frankenstein. Artists that like Horror tend toward the
emotive, while artists who like Sci-fic tend toward
the perceptive.8
The first quote in my essay is from J. D. Salinger’s book The Catcher in the Rye. I want to
explain why I chose that specific quote. I’m not
going to go into the details about the book—that
would take way too long. And since the book is
about so many
other things,
it would ruin
my point. I
found that
the main
character in
the book is
an interesting figure,
because he
suffers from a
very interesting phobia: the phobia of time passing by.9 He
simply can’t recognise that any of his current
endeavours can become better memories than
those he has of any previous experiences. He
seems to be in a constant state of nostalgia. In
the end he simply cannot cope anymore, so
he collapses. I think we all do this to a certain
extent: we choose our memories with care, we
leave out the bad ones, and we strive to relive the
good ones.
My brother told me that during these past
four years, he’s been going through a transformation. God has given him a new life. He is
going to be reborn again, as a child, a child that
is allowed to play and run and be happy and
not worry about anything. Essentially what he
is describing is a journey back in time. Back to
his own childhood. In a sense I guess I’m quite
similar to my brother and the protagonist in
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Salinger’s book, because I fall into the hands of
nostalgia all the time. It might just be a reaction
to the entropy of my memories. We tear down
houses that are old in an attempt to reset, to start
over, and we succeed with this. The difference
between the material world and the mental
world is in this way quite annoying. Instead of
resetting, we accumulate information, and this is
one of my points of interest. Using my memories of my brother, I’m attempting to rebuild
what was there before. But his current state is
overshadowing all those memories, and I realise
that I cannot go back after what I have learnt. As
implied, I don’t fully recognise my brother anymore. What’s even worse, I’m starting to forget
who he was before.

Anthony, painted by Michelangelo in 1487–88,
illustrates a state in which the mind itself is
taken out of this world and into a dimension
that we can no longer touch. There are some
interesting connections between this idea and
art, because the ritual of making art can also be
a journey between worlds. But I’m challenged
by the thought that if art takes us to new places,
are we then able to ask these new places to reveal
some of their contents? My story has taken me
on a journey that is far from finished. Most of
the story is not located in this dimension, so its
landscape is something that I haven’t recognised
so far. In a way, I hope I never will. I think this
might be the place my brother has escaped to.
Let’s hope I come back.

We might say that both the artist and the neurotic
bite off more than they can chew, but the artist spews
it back out again and chews it over in an objectified
way, as an external, active, work project.10
The date tomorrow is February 14, 2014. It’s Valentine’s Day and the day I have decided to revisit
my brother. My plane leaves at 12:50 pm.
How should I approach my subject? As an
artist or as a brother? As people we take on
different roles depending on who we meet.
Optimally we want to flow seamlessly between
our daily encounters without any awkward misunderstandings. As a result we become excellent
at reading characters in an instant. I have yet
to figure out how to attend to the intricate and
private subject I have tried to present to you in
this text, and I’m still unsure of which role the
situation requires me to take. I’m fighting with
the guilt of exposing parts of my life that are
vulnerable, but at the same time I know that the
discussions that are created in the process will
help me evolve as a person. Because of this I try
to step in and out of a state of empathy, as well as
in and out of my role as an artist.
Art is unique because it allows you to take
things from this world and send them into
other dimensions, thereby creating new spaces
for discussion and opening the restrictions of
language. This gives an artwork, in contrast
with something that is of this world, an intellectual value as well as the ability to travel to
new places while still remaining inside the
confines of physical reality. The Torment of Saint
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Angelica Falkeling
About an Increased Scope for Action
Those who challenge the formal laws of their
discipline risk being read as ignorant within that
which they challenge.
—Maja Hammarén1
I wish to be ruthless toward my own ideas. Using
my artistic work as a point of departure, I want to
relate the history of the men’s suit and show the necessity for digging, returning, and observing again.
My work functions as a wedge. The wedge makes it
possible for the door to sometimes be wide open.2
This is what I have written and arrived at.
Without a body—no sensible thought3
If you are a white man in a Western men’s suit,
you are given a completely friction-free passage
in many contexts. This friction-free passage
makes you invisible. The feminist and queer theorist Sara Ahmed writes from the context of her
own experiences of inhabiting a white institution
with her black lesbian body.4 Ahmed writes from
and close to the skin about bodies being stopped.
I have taken as my starting point the physical
layers that we clothe ourselves in. They make up
a significant part of how the structures of passing that Ahmed describes are upheld. I see that
clothes are a part of this language. The suit is the
sartorial norm for politics, economics, law, and
diplomacy. From here came my contempt, my
disgust, and my need for ridiculing, diminishing, and humiliating men in suits.5 For a time,
I was completely incapable of seeing the bodies
behind the suits. I have discovered that contempt
decreases through attempts at understanding.
Everything I have encountered lies like layers in
my body. It is a vague lump of combinations that
are apparently unconnected, but that are held
together by the body they have in common. The
body functions as a container.
After an intense period of drawing, I sat one
day on a bus and found that I could “scan” the

landscape without pen and paper. My gaze
wandered by itself without effort. Through my
sewing skills, I then taught myself to discern
every stitch. Learning to see individual grains of
sand between the paving stones filled a function.
Sometimes my eyes throbbed with exhaustion.
On such occasions, a friend led me through
town while I kept my eyes closed. That was with
the hope that it would be possible to teach my
eyes to rest. The signals for what triggers my
interest have begun to whisper ever more subtly
and quietly. It has all begun to put ever greater
demands on my powers of observation. This has
happened at the same time that my ability to
express myself has become more exact, refined.
That is why I have begun to be wary of dismissal.
Dismissal can be the greatest danger in artistic
work. Dismissal thinks it knows what things
are all about. Therefore there can be no pause
but interruptions of oblivion. I strive to make
the sensitivity constant. Then the oblivion is a
prerequisite for not losing one’s sensitivity.
I collected newspaper clippings of men wearing suits. Mostly politicians and businessmen.
When I later found the pictures, I saw that they
consisted primarily of older people, buildings
being closed down, unemployment, and illness.
The men in suits I translated into unrecognisable pencil drawings in which spectators would
recognise the men in suits but would not have a
name to give them. I constructed a scenography
using one of Maria Miesenberger’s overpainted
family photographs as a starting point. In
Untitled (Herrarna i hagen) (Untitled [The Men
on the Field]) 6 three men in hats sit in a meadow
with a tree in the background. They are joined
by a fourth who cannot be determined—either
man or woman. I became the fourth in a pastelcoloured dress suit whose trousers could easily be
mistaken for the lower half of a pair of pyjamas.
The character was also given a black hat along
with the other three. I was sad to discover that
what I had told as a truth turned out to be a
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 atter of my own conviction of having thought
m
that I knew what I really had been doing, but
had in reality dismissed, been afraid of, and thus
had not been able to see clearly enough.
We may wish to follow the suit7
The French revolutionaries wore long trousers
to distinguish themselves from the nobility. The
revolutionaries were called sans-culottes. Those
without breeches. At the beginning of the nineteenth century, only working seamen wore long
trousers of a loose shape.
A story relates how Beau Brummell, the first
British fashion dandy, dressed for hours while the
Prince of Wales (later George IV of Great Britain,
1762–1830) looked on. In early-nineteenthcentury London, Brummell was the man who
introduced the Western men’s suit as a fashion
for those who rejected the exaggeratedly decorated ideal. At first he was hardly let in to parties.
The nobility wore velvet knee breeches and silk
stockings, and they adorned themselves using red,
green, and purple colours. Brummell introduced
the severe tailor-made suit of dark wool.
At this time, tailors began using a more exact
way of measuring for their constructions, rather
than draping clothes directly on the body as they
had done previously. The paper-pattern construction that was then transferred onto fabric made
possible the industrial manufacturing of clothes.
This process was particularly suitable for jackets
that had straight sides, lacking seams at the
waist. Earlier, upper-body garments were often
divided into two parts via a seam at the waist.
Jackets were thus not as individually adapted
because more bodies could wear the same
size. With the desired silhouette of the suit, a
single-coloured and symmetrical impression was
created, with broad shoulders, a muscular chest,
narrow waist, and long, straight legs. This severe
silhouette directed an observer’s gaze to the eyes
of the wearer. With the dark coat, waistcoat,
and trousers, a white shirt with interchangeable
collars was worn. The only component where
colour was allowed, apart from black and white,
was the cravat. The tie evolved somewhat later.
The tie made the body look slenderer. Costume
historians have written about the tie as a gesture
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and a symbol that puts the wearer’s head on a
pedestal and that points downward toward the
genitals. Beau Brummell’s trousers were at first
so tight that he could barely sit in them.8
Art historian Anne Hollander wonders how the
suit has been able to survive for so long. In the
introduction to Sex and Suits: The Evolution of
Modern Dress, she writes that the suit has never
been postmodern, minimalist, or multicultural,
but relentlessly modern in a classic sense. It continues to look the same but continually undergoes
small, small changes in its details. Hollander
claims that the suit discovered the fundamental
anatomical structures of the body rather than
ignoring the actual body, as clothes had done for
such a long time. There is no desire to reshape the
body but rather to accentuate it, even though it is
completely covered in fabric, an ideal that takes as
its starting point an antique sculpture of the male
nude. Hollander calls it an abstract statue and
compares it to monochrome painting.9
I enlarged a men’s suit, gave it the blood-red tie
of power, hung it on coat hangers, placed it in a
stairwell, ready to be worn. This I did from a conviction of its invisibility and alleged neutrality.10
Form/Force11
I have always felt dressed up in a suit, slightly
clownish, as if I am claiming to be something that I am not. Is that because I am not
a part of a context that requires me to wear
a suit? Or maybe I cannot wear a suit? I have
practised, because I have felt it was odd that
a garment should affect my body so strongly.
I have not gotten used to it. In the 1920s,
Marlene Dietrich dressed in men’s suits,
holding a smouldering cigarette in her hand.
Coco Chanel is readily associated with the
Chanel suit, but during the 1930s, Chanel
launched wide slacks for women together with
machine-knitted jumpers, something that is
easily forgotten as revolutionary in the history
of her work. But it was André Courrèges who,
in 1964, designed one of the first pantsuits for
women: trousers and a jacket of the same fabric
and colour. However, Yves Saint Laurent is
considered the father of the pantsuit because
of Le Smoking from 1966, in which the suit was
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immortalised alongside an undressed woman’s
body by fashion photographer Helmut Newton.
Clothes are a way to embrace the body. The embrace of the materials, their friction against your
skin, and the construction of the garments do
things to your body. Movements, your posture,
and the looks you encounter. Clothes speak, are
bound by context, and are bearers of history.
Sight, hearing, or conversation cannot provide
the corporeal experience of wearing a suit. I am
surprised that so many of my friends say that it is
a sign of me not being able to deal with my femininity just because I dress in a suit. I have always
worked with clothes on bodies because I have not
wanted to avoid their functions, but would rather
work with and against their functionality, in order to understand what the garments really do to
the body. Clothes as a medium are a simple way
of transferring my work between the framework
of art and the public places where parts of my
work occur. The transfers are performed by wearers. I am interested in the performativity and the
aspects of the actions of the clothes, the materials,
and the objects. I have flown twice from Israel’s
Ben Gurion international airport. The second
time I wore my tailored suit and passed in a way
that I did not think would be possible due to
clothing. The security guards suddenly did not
question my lie, demanded no proof, and made
no telephone calls, but instead asked what my
business was and when I planned to return.
Some Suits in Art
The artist couple Gilbert & George were once
asked about their suits, and they replied that
they were “enormously practical, … you are
never searched at airports, you can always get a
table in a restaurant.”12 Their white skin and tailored suits, together with their British conservative image, have made it possible for them to say,
“we protest for things, never against anything,
we want a world that is more complicated, that
you accept more. We have to accept each other.
We have to accept different levels of humanity
and there is always room for improvement.”13 In
their art they make this statement while looking
the viewer squarely in the eye. Through the black
window structure that has always existed in their
image world, they have also talked about being

their own observers, strolling along the streets
of London. The complexity of the images forms
a contrast to how they have chosen to make
themselves visible outside the images. The suits
have permitted them a greater spoken and pictorial radicalism and they still do. I have also felt
that they have been without shame, and in this
way have moved the boundaries for what the suit
allows itself to make visible. They have passed.
Gilbert & George have allowed their own bodies, naked and clothed in suits, to be among,
behind, in, and on their own bodily secretions,
something to which the construction of the suit
wishes to remain closed.
Shirts have sewn-on cuffs and stand-up collars.
These are reinforced with interfacings that are
ironed on and that, with the use of heat, are
glued to the seamed sides of cuffs and collars in
order to achieve the desired stiffness. By buttoning these buttons, a slight tightening around the
wrists and neck is achieved. This in the places
where the suit could be induced to leak.
The suit is closed where flesh can be seen. It is often considered tasteless, a bit embarrassing, when
a trouser leg slips up a little too high on the calf.
A gap sometimes appears between sock and trouser leg where skin is shown when men sit down
on TV sofas all over the world. It is unusual to
see men’s skin in connection with suits as in the
case of Gilbert & George. Most often it is women
who are required to show skin. In a relatively
unknown work from 1993 by Annika von Hausswolff, which (according to the catalogue where I
found the documentation of the work) no longer
exists, she had placed an undressed woman’s
body next to the body of a man dressed in a suit.
Both were headless. Their arms had been cut off.
They looked like they were walking side by side.
They were life-size paper dolls. The work was
entitled De utmattade (The exhausted ones).14
The artist Lars Nilsson has worked from an obsessiveness that has led to exhaustion. Nilsson’s
own tailor-made suits have lacked bodies. They
have stood statically, incapable of movement,
but have nevertheless looked fragile and easy to
throw down and puncture. In He Was an Assman
I Guess from 1997, the suit was placed neatly in
an armchair. Arms along the armrests. The right
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leg across the left leg. Had there been hands,
I think they would have held the sides of the
armrests in a desperately hard grip, while female
genitals floated above, suspended from wires.
The head, and therefore the potential direction
of the gaze, was not possible to discern. I have
wondered if the indignant women’s voices during
the ’90s lacked a responsible male gaze, but were
disappointed. Instead they were given guiltridden wax casts of the artist’s own body to relate
to. Was nobody capable of being there? And
when there was a male bodily presence and the
possibility of a gaze, we were met by death, decapitated and mutilated in Bara ord—kortsluten
representation (Just words—Short-circuited
representation) from 1996, or locked-up in Gå i
fängelse (Go to prison) from 1996. I believe that
they really wanted to talk.15
I sat, dressed in my suit, studying movements in
a bank. I was offered coffee. In these more strict,
official, public, administrative, and decisionmaking locales, the sexual and violent aspects
of the suits are not permitted to any particular
degree. There are no dirty suits here. Those
thoughts are classed as impure and are thus not
visible. It is impossible to see if someone’s sweat
is running down their spine in the dark suits
quickly passing by. It would, as the anthropologist Mary Douglas expresses it, be matter out of
place. Douglas associates matter out of place with
danger.16 I wonder what would happen if this
dirt had been present here? If we did not dismiss
complexity but instead tried to understand what
really happened? The suit is, except for being
professionally strict, also a bearer of, for example,
sexually violent acts or colonial abuses as interpreted by Yinka Shonibare in Scramble for Africa
from 2003, where the artist has paraphrased the
Berlin/Congo conference from 1884–85. Fourteen headless male mannequins dressed in suits
with a map spread out across a table are ready to
negotiate about the continent. The patterns of
the fabrics are from the Congo. The cotton was
wax-printed in Holland.17 Language is, as Frantz
Fanon says at the beginning of Black Skin, White
Masks, of fundamental importance.18
The Finnish artist Pilvi Takala sent e-mails to all
the Member States of the European Union to ask
about the dress codes in Brussels and whether it is
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permitted to wear T-shirts with political slogans.
Some of Takala’s answers said that all types of political propaganda are forbidden, and another said
that “the European Union is the place of plurality
par excellence; within the realm of respect for others, any type of slogan is permitted.”19
The Dress Codes in the Chamber
In the legislative assembly of Sweden the dress
code is as follows:
Rules for dress and for the members’ behaviour in the Chamber have become more lax
over time. As a general rule of conduct, it can
however be stated that clothing should be
neat and tidy. Outerwear is not acceptable.
Men should wear jackets. This applies also to
civil servants accompanying members and
cabinet ministers in the Chamber.20
With respect to the dress code “jacket,” women
should wear elegant everyday clothing. This is
not mentioned. I have during the progress of
my work discovered that very few people have
asked how a larger suit-wearing group of people
experiences the wearing of suits.21 I have worked
with trying to add what I think was missing.
I e-mailed all of the members of the Swedish
Parliament a questionnaire that has afterward
been given the title 100 riksdagsledamöter om
kläderkoderna i kammaren (100 members of
parliament on the dress codes in the Chamber).22 The members of parliament described the
jacket as a neutral garment. Smart casual wear
was described as synonymous with the expression “neat and clean.” Several members did not
understand the question regarding restrictions
in the present dress code or that only men are
given instructions concerning what to wear.
On a scale from one to ten concerning comfort,
most respondents chose a number between eight
and ten. Out of one hundred respondents, three
people wished to abolish the jacket requirement
for men but no one wished to add it for women.
Ninety out of a hundred stated that they wore a
jacket. Most of the respondents felt that the dress
code was good but that it should be adhered to
more strictly. Apparently the code was neglected.
One member wrote, “This is not a living room
but a room where decisions are made.” I did not
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ask about party political affiliation, age, sex,
or other categorisations, but it was possible to
determine that the gender distribution was even
from the answers to the question “What do you
wear in the Chamber?” Because I have never
seen a male politician in a skirt, scarf, blouse,
or dress. Several women testified to the impossibility of wearing low necks, bare shoulders,
skirts that were too short, jewellery, and make-up
because they were then not taken seriously or
listened to, in spite of these being considered
elegant everyday wear in various contexts. The
politician Mona Sahlin was seen as wearing too
much eyeliner and skirts that were too short, and
said, “Don’t try to hide behind my skirts because
they’re pretty short.”23 Sahlin’s party secretary
during the 1990s, Mikael Romero, asked rhetorically, in his description of a scandal dubbed
by the media Tobleroneaffären (The Toblerone
affair),24 whether we could imagine having a
weeping prime minister.
General Atmosphere
I visited the open sessions of the Malmö Municipal Council for a year. I was amazed at how
blue and red textured wallpaper attempted to
get along with paintings of former municipal
commissioners and TV screens in a room where
people mainly speak and should listen. Someone
later claimed that the important decisions were
made on the top floor of City Hall. The only
people who saw me in the council chamber and
who looked into my camera were the men in the
paintings. I showed this film in a room that by
its shape would make us question our view of the
assembly room. The fluffy pink carpet functioned in the bright sunlight like a fire against
the white wall where the black-and-white films
were shown. The film bore the title Family Photo.
In the room was also the wallpaper Round Table,
which had an almost pig-pink foundation. There
were two additional films, Meeting and Arrival,
which documented voting at a party congress
and a walk through a public space where everyone wore the same T-shirts when they passed in
front of the camera. The titles of the works were
all taken from the public digital photo album
of the European Union.25 When I later called
the chairman of the Municipal Council, Kent
Andersson, and asked if I could come into the

room on my own, the tabletops were completely
glossy. Many chairs sagged. I also discovered
that I had had Matts Leiderstam’s autumn
tableau at my back.26
In 1969, Birgitta Dahl, a member of the Swedish
Parliament, was the first woman to wear trousers
in the Chamber.27 There was a public outcry.
In the United States Senate, women were not
allowed to wear a pantsuit until 1990.28 Trousers
and a jacket of the same fabric and colour. The
Swedish Green Party expanded the purview of
the code in 1988, when men won the right to
wear cardigans that look like jackets. Agnetha
Boström, the present administrative head of the
Green Party, cannot think of a man who does
not wear a jacket in the Chamber.29 Journalist
Barbro Hedvall believes that before the 1960s, it
was impossible to visibly distinguish a politician
with an ideological basis on the left from another
with one on the right. She says that during the
two decades following this something developed
that she calls “the archetypes of Swedish politics.
Rank and file Social Democrats (‘gråsossar’).
Members of the Green Party in sandals and
beards. Members of the centre-right party (the
Moderates) in navy blue sports jackets.”30
If a body that has never previously worn a suit
wears a suit when entering the Chamber, the
boundaries for which bodies may wear suits are
moved. If a body when entering the Chamber
wears a T-shirt, blue jeans, and a hoodie, at the
risk of being reprimanded by the Speaker, and
already by its entrance into the room consciously
or unconsciously differentiates itself from the
group, this passage is not without friction. The
body is stopped, looked at, perhaps forced to
wear a borrowed jacket.
I wrote “We all wanted peace but we got freedom” on a white T-shirt. I was advised not to
use such large terms because art is about details.
When the world keeps on burning it may seem
banal to get excited about the line “men should
wear jackets,” along with the fact that those
who are affected by this sentence do not seem
to experience it as particularly problematic,
or look around in need of a reformulation. I
imagine that it is like watching one’s painting
from a great distance, only to then walk up to it,
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Angelica Falkeling
You are still allowed to
touch everything I do
2014
Installation and gesture
borrowed carpet (4 m
in diameter) from the
conference room of
Malmö municipality
executive board,
snapshot documentation
of action 10 × 15 cm,
a story on paper placed
on the wall 20 × 10 cm,
shoe rack and plastic
shoe covers

During one of my visits to the city hall, I met a developer of democracy/community organizer.
We met because she was going to tell me about her work, and also show me the room where the
most important decisions are made in the municipality. We went through the corridors where
the politicians and officials work. When we went into the conference room of the municipality council, we couldn't turn on the lights. When we went around the round table, she told me
where the chairman always sits though it was visible as the gavel was on the table.
She told me about a time during the summer when a group of young people had the room
as their office.
They were a gang. I believe there were four of them. They were reorganizing, or it could have been
that they were relocating. But the office that they were supposed to stay and work in was, in any case,
unavailable, so they had to be in these premises instead. One day when I was coming to ensure if they
were doing their tasks, I found them all asleep on the floor. They had also had, one of those, staplewars.
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make little adjustments, move the painting a bit,
back up. I send some more e-mails, make some
phone calls, and go for a walk. Using humour
in my work has been a strategy for survival, an
approach that has caused the laughter to stick
in the throat. The underlying anger is, and has
often been, an expression of grief.
In my work Jag skriver på en roman i vilken Fredrik Reinfeldt blir mördad. (I’m writing a novel in
which Fredrik Reinfeldt is murdered), I wanted
to place something that looked like text from a
placard on the body with an accountable self that
talked about an ongoing action, in this case writing a novel. I was featured on the biggest nationalistic site in Sweden, Avpixlat (Depixellated).31
The most unpleasant thing was not being written
about on the Internet as a violence-promoting
lesbian communist whore who should be raped
and murdered, but the private e-mails written to
me by friends of friends. These letters were long,
descriptive accounts in which the writers in question placed themselves above all these comments
by talking about an undefined “they” who would
never be able to understand my work. They could
only see unpleasantness. They never answered
my questions: Who are “they” and how do you
yourself see your position as a writer?
It has been, and still is, primarily various articulate women who have civilised me. Brought me
up. They have dared to ask questions about my
work that almost no one else dares to ask, but
they have also, by their actions, shown how it is
possible to become a little less angry. They have
pushed me into making as specific formulations
as possible about the choices I have made. This is
so that I will not be able to escape my responsibility. They have looked me in the eyes and
patiently waited to hear the answers. It has been
unclear if they too have been beaten bloody.
Iron ladies32
German Chancellor Angela Merkel may be the
only woman in the world who has been photographed in a swimsuit by paparazzi during her
holiday in Italy and worn a deep décolletage at
the opening of the Oslo Opera House without
losing any of her integrity whatsoever. The
former Norwegian prime minister, Gro Harlem

Brundtland, mentioned Golda Meir, Mother
of Israel, as one of her greatest role models.
Brundtland feels that integrity is the absolutely
most important quality for leaders, together with
consistency, the right values, and the courage to
explain and stand up for the decisions that have
been made.33 This is also why she is capable of
saying that Meir has been and is her role model.
David Ben-Gurion called Meir “the only man in
the Cabinet.”34 Ben-Gurion was the politician
who proclaimed Israel an independent state in
1948. The world’s most powerful women have
been remarkably short in stature. The advice
many women get is to wear wide trousers and
sturdy high heels that make it possible for them
to stand firmly and reach the eye level of men.
Merkel does not wear close-fitting clothes. The
colours of her jackets vary. Her trademark feature is rather the triangular figure she forms with
her hands. Annie Lööf, leader of the Swedish
Centre Party, and the prime minister of Norway,
Erna Solberg, often wear Margaret Thatcher’s
signature colour, a strong, clear blue. In her
autobiography, Thatcher writes about how she
chose to wear similar suits but in different bright
colours in order to stand out, become visible.35
There is a picture of her riding in a tank during
the Falklands War dressed in a pale yellow suit.
The former prime minister of Australia, Julia
Gillard, was rarely seen wearing Thatcher blue,
but she wore this colour during her speech on
misogyny in Parliament.36 Perhaps she drew
strength from it. The former Icelandic prime
minister Jóhanna Sigurðardóttir would wear
waistcoats and leather jackets. Sigurðardóttir
is one of the few politicians who has been able
to wear white without being read as though she
was trying to show off her innocence. White is,
in the political context, primarily a colour that
symbolises non-violence, but never when women
have worn it alone.37 This was true of Mahatma
Gandhi’s liberation movement in India, but
also in Liberia where the women were tired of
their husbands and sons dying in the civil war.
They began sitting alongside the road where the
decision makers passed by. They all wore white
T-shirts and patterned skirts, sang songs, and
prayed. In the end they forced the contending
parties to meet and then waited outside until
they all reached agreement. All of this led, in
2005, to the first democratically elected female
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president in an African country. Irrespective of
the context, Ellen Johnson Sirleaf always wears
the patterned fabrics of her country.38
A negotiation went on behind something that
could be likened to a voting booth. My work has
been an attempt to arrange for a soft field where
politics as it feels on the skin could take place.
But instead I started writing. This does not mean
that my artistic work does not continue, but that
I for the first time can see my writing as equal to
all my other forms of expression.
In its longing for a suit that has begun to
understand its own limitations, my work can
now continue.

9. Hollander, Sex and Suits, 3, 7, and 85–87.
10. In 2010, I wrote an e-mail to Ola Åstrand and
asked if he could tell me about his large white
men’s shirts. He told me about Claes Oldenburg,
pop art, growing up without his father, ghosts,
male gender roles, officials, how he liked things
that hang loosely, and about his friends and colleagues, Ann Sofi Sidén and Annika von Hausswolff. He finished by asking what I wanted to say
with my shirt.
11. Karl Larsson, Form/Force (Stockholm: OEI,
2007). Larsson describes his debut as an action or
an act, a book-embodying piece of form and force,
or form as force. Larsson wrote about how he, in
order to be able to keep writing, on every occasion
when he sat down to write, started by reading
what he had written to understand what a reader
would have found out. E-mail between Larsson and
myself, 2011.
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Living, naturally, is never easy.
—Albert Camus1
“‘So, look, no offense, but what’d they pop you
for anyway?’
‘Ah, usual story, they came around at the wrong
time of day, I end up taking out half of some
sheriff’s unit with my two-cubit crossbow, firing
three-quarter-inch bolts on auto feed. Anger, I
guess… How about you?’
‘Um, well … it wasn’t anger…’
‘Ha! Another one of these Sloth cases, right?’
‘ … fact, it wasn’t even me.’
‘Never is, slugger—say, look, it’s almost time for
lunch. You wouldn’t happen to be a writer, by
any chance?’”
—Thomas Pynchon2
In the book The Myth of Sisyphus, Albert Camus
sheds some new light on the Greek myth of the
tragic figure Sisyphus, who was punished by
Zeus after Sisyphus thought he could surpass
Zeus’s cleverness by escaping from the underworld. Condemned to a life of futile and hopeless labour rolling a stone up a hill, only to see it
rolling down the hill again, Sisyphus and his fate
has spawned the term “Sisyphus work.”
In other words, Sisyphus is the image of life and
work being nothing but an absurd and meaningless struggle that repeats itself until the day one
dies. Although meant to be applied to life itself,
Camus’s text also poses as an all-around spice
that one can easily rub onto smaller aspects—for
example art and art production. Why does art
production sometimes feels like the modern-day
equivalent of the myth of Sisyphus?
In the end of his book, Camus concludes: “the
struggle itself towards the heights is enough to
fill a man’s heart. One must imagine Sisyphus
happy.”3 He suggests that even though humans at
some point may realise that maybe life isn’t what
it’s cracked up to be, we should not think of Sisy-

phus as tragic when facing the absurdity of life.
We ought to accept the absurd to overcome it. In
that way, when finding oneself caught between
nightmares and reality, one could feel happy jolts
of je ne sais quoi when performing labour—and
not commit suicide, as Camus promptly advocates his readers not to. He postulates that either
you kill yourself or you find joy in performing
meaningless labour; but saying that this merely
constructs a comfort through philosophical
“food for thought” that is easier said than done,
is not to go out on a limb. Camus’s proposition is
easy to grasp, but hard to execute.
Take Herman Melville’s iconic and peculiar
figure Bartleby, whose canonical phrase
“I prefer not to”4 has made him the personification of non-production. In the novella, he simply
answers, “I prefer not to,” whenever asked to
perform a task. To make the short story even
shorter, his resistance to contribute to the commonwealth is considered so ill mannered by the
society that it gets him put in prison, where he
eventually dies. Bartleby is a stranger in the eyes
of the society Melville draws, and even though
he’s not an enemy, or even a real threat, he is
eliminated because he is different.
In a sense, both Bartleby and Sisyphus are
“eliminated” on the same grounds. They are
both faced with the same task of behaving according to what their “realities” ask of them, but
their resistance to do so sends both of them right
into quite the pickle. While Camus’s Sisyphus is
conservative in the way he accepts the given conditions as the basis for how to conduct his life,
Bartleby is the autonomous individual standing
at the bottom of a mountain—and he’s in no
hurry to roll any stone.
Today, Bartleby’s nineteenth-century predicament would probably be written off as depression, and undoubtedly as a mundane plot for
a novella, since literally everyone is depressed
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a nyway. In our modern society, fellow “Bartlebys” are not imprisoned in the sense that they go
to jail, but they are imprisoned by the imperatives of the society that begs self-realisation
through achievements—i.e., careers, happiness,
health, and so on. If you are not up to the task,
you fail as an individual. If you are not able
to picture Sisyphus as happy, the labour that
eventually leads to death, no matter how, will be
an unpleasant journey. As lamented in The Coming Insurrection, “The more I want to be me, the
more I feel an emptiness.”5
The stories of our two antiheroes might seem
different at first glance, but I would argue that
they share certain similarities. As in Camus’s
interpretation of Sisyphus, Bartleby also seems
happy with the outcome of his choices, but that
is because he is not conforming to given standards. I cannot help but think that Bartleby’s
struggle, too—not just Sisyphus’s—is enough to
fill a man’s heart.

Arendt also—with what I imagine to be a dry
sense of humour—named this state the closest
to the animal world. Bartleby, in contrast to
the Wall Street workers, is the zoon politikon,
or in the state of action. He opposes the state of
remorseless repetition, and refuses to become
a “slave.” Many have interpreted this as mere
apathy, probably because it doesn’t lead to
anything but his own death, but I believe his
protest is more productive than any of the other
possible “states.” By not producing physical
material or not performing, he is disapproving
of “the common sense” of discipline. He is not
failing, but succeeding in the quest to be “me.”
He is putting his individuality over everything
else. Ironically enough, as noted in The Coming
Insurrection, this quest “to be me” is the most
prominently used strategy in advertisings mode
of mass individualisation; this not only underlies
the fact that not all of Bartleby is pure sloth, but
posits him as a figure for modern capitalism.11

In her book The Human Condition, Hannah
Arendt argues that there are three stages of activity in human life or vita activa (meaning “life of
activity”): labour (animal laborans), work (homo
faber), and action (zoon politikon). Labour is the
activity that answers to the biological processes
in the human body, or life itself.6 Work is the activity that produces an artificial world of things
that transcends human life.7 Action is the only
form of activity that unfolds directly between
humans without being communicated as materialistic.8 The three stages are arranged according
to their importance, and Arendt “identifies the
overturning of this hierarchy as central to the
eclipse of political freedom and responsibility.”9

Sisyphus, like Melville’s Wall Street workers
and the Hellenic slaves, is the animal laboran.
Again, we have the dull, repetitive work that
Sisyphus cannot escape because it is the only
thing keeping him alive. This way of being a
“slave” today has of course shifted to something
more metaphorical, but it is easy to point out
certain aspects of “life sustaining” ideas humans
fool ourselves with in the “struggle.” Dietary
supplements, for example, are almost always
marketed as having life-enhancing qualities, but
are rarely, although rich in mineral, proteins,
and vitamins, proven to have a medical effect
on humans. People still take them, believing
they will make us happier, healthier, and fit for
a good life.

Melville’s tale of Bartleby, or Bartleby, the
Scrivener: A Story of Wall Street, as it is also
known, describes an inhumane world of Wall
Street where all workers have been degraded
to a form of animal laborans.10 Their tedious,
never-ending, monotonous days in the dead and
depressive sphere of skyscrapers and identical
offices have become the only known form of life
for them. This activity is life sustaining, and
they are, as Arendt illustrates in The Human
Condition, similar to the slaves of the Hellenic
world because the work is a form of necessity.

Arendt thought work could be something noble
and positive, and the basis for our world. She
did not write of things and objects as superficial
consumer goods as many Marxists did, but
actually believed that humans need things to
share, and that these things—for example, art
and literature—can create a world in which
we can live together. But, one can also propose
that art, or work, has the ability to relate to
its environment as objects, transformed into
works of art, that produce an artificial world
of things and commodities, inseparable from
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c onsumption. Then, through art’s metamorphosis, or corruption, from “something sublime
that transcends human life” to “entertainment
or an investment,” it is no longer in the sphere of
work, but labour. It is as the eloquent Damien
Hirst famously put it: “(art is the) world’s
greatest currency.”12 He says that rightly so,
since his oeuvre, along with that of the likes
of Andy Warhol, is based on consumption. It
is almost impossible to talk about Hirst’s art
without considering the fact that it represents
a status symbol for those who are rich enough
to purchase one of his works. Sometimes, Hirst
doesn’t even touch his own artworks: it is his
assistants who make them. This way of working
shows the departure from Sol LeWitt’s phrase
on conceptual art, “The idea becomes a machine
that makes the art,”13 via Warhol’s famous Factory, to the machinery that makes very expensive commodities.
In the light of all this, when I return to the
question I proposed in the beginning of the
text—why does art production sometimes feels
like the modern-day equivalent of the myth of
Sisyphus?—I now have an answer. It probably
feels meaningless because I always put myself
under the art-historical pressure of making
something in the sphere of work—something
sublime that will outlast biological life and
always be part of the collective memory. I strive
for genius. Needless to say, this ambition is not
only naive, but also profoundly idiotic because it
inhibits more than it inspires. Instead, it is a lot
easier to produce in the state of labour, hoping
one’s artwork will be a coveted item that is nearer
to entertainment. This of course feels empty and
rather boring because it is so close to making
novelty items, and blurs the line of where “art”
stops and “goods” begins.
My art always takes form in the solitude and silence of my own heart and mind, which requires
me to be strong enough to trust the absurd, and
laugh as I go about my daily routine of rolling
the stone. To produce art is to create fiction from
the world, in the world, to pass something from
nonbeing to being. It is to find one’s own artistic
expression in the process, and believe in that one
hundred percent. No wonder producing can feel
meaningless when it so often doesn’t answer to

the hopes and ideas one started out with. It is
easy to give in to the idea of simply “preferring
not to.” I cannot help but think about Marcel
Duchamp’s reply to Pierre Cabanne when asked
what he does all day: “Nothing… Resting up for
nothing, since one is always tired, even of existing.”14 Duchamp did, as we all know, produce
an enormous body of work that has indeed been
characterised as “genius.” It is therefore with
excitement and bewilderment that one learns
that he actually prefers to rest—maybe because
that is when the magic happens.
In Thomas Pynchon’s marvellous essay “The
Deadly Sins/Sloth; Nearer, My Couch, to
Thee,” he argues that sloth, one of the seven
biblical deadly sins, should in fact not be
synonymous with sin. He uses, amongst others,
the example of a thirty-five-year-old professional, Couch Potato, who admits to being a
channel-surfer par excellence. He has even won
a contest for the King of Spuds, which made
him the centrepiece of a parade where his sofa
was put on float, with him on it in his bathrobe.
“Channel-surfing and VCR-jockeying may
require a more nonlinear awareness than may
be entirely compatible with the venerable sin
of Sloth,” writes Pynchon.15 Artist, writers, and
so on (i.e., the mavens of sloth) are more or less
always subjected to the idea that non-action is
a form of sin, but what others may find to be a
loss of spiritual determination is, for Pynchon,
the state of work:

e ntertainment sector, where idle exercises in
poolside loquacity have not infrequently generated tens of millions of dollars in revenue.16
The conceptual artist Mladen Stilinović goes
as far as claiming that art cannot truly exist in
the West, because Westerners (capitalism), in
opposition to Easterners (socialism), are not lazy
enough.17 He writes that laziness is something
that must be perfected and practised, but that
Westerners have no way of nailing the most
important virtue of art, because “their involvement with matters of no importance, such as
production, promotion, gallery system, museum
system, competition system (who is first), their
preoccupation with objects, all that drives them
away from laziness, from art.”18
All though my point of departure in this
thesis—asking that very fundamental and big
question about never-ending struggle in art production—may not have gotten the grand answer
it deserves, laziness seems to be a field to explore
further. Admittedly, I might just be too lazy to
present anything more than assumptions and
more questions to be asked, rather than answer
them. That being said, I don’t feel like chastising myself for not being able to find a proper
destination for my curious mental travelling and
idle dreaming. In fact, I prefer not to.

But Sloth’s offspring, though bad—to paraphrase the Shangri-Las—are not always evil,
for example what Aquinas terms Uneasiness of the Mind, or “rushing after various
things without rhyme or reason,” which, “if
it pertains to the imaginative power … is
called curiosity.” It is of course precisely in
such episodes of mental traveling that writers
are known to do good work, sometimes even
their best, solving formal problems, getting
advice from Beyond, having hypnagogic
adventures that with luck can be recovered
later on. Idle dreaming is often of the essence of what we do. We sell our dreams.
So real money actually proceeds from
Sloth, although this transformation is said
to be even more amazing elsewhere in the
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Dick HEdlund
Binocular Eyeball Deformation
The Universally Human and the Primal
I spill a cup of red tea; the matte table surface is
shiny with the clear fluid, reflecting the light to
reveal its potential to me, one possibility among
many. Curse under my breath, a quick sense of
shame that comes and goes even though there’s
nobody else in the room. The memory of being
caught doing something you weren’t allowed
to as a child. It happens at times, clumsiness.
I welcome the feeling.
The absent-minded and distracted. Losing yourself completely in the present. It’s a
rare thing to be allowed to forget the past, and
not to think about the future. We weigh our
actions against our previous experiences, weigh
up all the consequences, and limit ourselves
accordingly. These can be the moments when
ideas are born, often in the most mundane of
situations, when I’m in a state of lucid dreaming
and observe some situation, object, or material
in a new light. I handle the fabric in front of me
impatiently, frustrated by the fact that the result
doesn’t match the idea, to discover a new approach through this, and be receptive enough in
that moment to allow chance to play a part.
Tactility plays an important role in creative
work, the way some materials are granted more
space, and a potential image can be made to
yield to the rules that the material itself brings
to the table. The tactile memories of early childhood are there, latent within us. I can remember the feeling very well when I see my godson
bite into the white-painted surface of the table
with his new teeth. I remember the bodily
experiences from my own childhood with much
greater clarity than other events that occurred
later in my life.
2006:
On a lively bus, on the way back to Beijing, tired
and sweaty after a day along the wall, a scratch
stings my forearm. The roads are worn, the

thick smog over the city bears testimony to the
increasing use of cars. We bump along, feel the
bus’s shot suspension bottom out. It’s loud here.
A few days earlier, in another time zone. When
you travel, your senses are vulnerable; all of the
new, powerful impressions are processed, ground
up, filed away in unconscious archives.
I doze here, in the ocean of noise, and my
senses are torn between impressions and exhaustion. New memories, a few hours old, are mixed
up with the events unfolding around me. I think
I’m hearing conversations I’ve had, discussions
from these last few days, transported through
space-time into the bus where I’m sitting now.
Our great desire to understand what other people are saying, the shrill Chinese voices around
me changing, speaking Swedish one moment,
English the next. My brain thirsts for context,
super-receptive in its fragile state between dream
and wakefulness. I assign scripts to faceless
voices, to the voices that are unfamiliar to me.
When I see the different indigenous art found
throughout the world, I can’t help but notice their
commonalities. I also can’t help being seduced by
them. It’s almost as if these archaic patterns are
encoded in our DNA.1
The shamans bound the animals with magic, by
painting their destiny of falling into the trap, or
taking a spear to their side. The cave paintings
of Lascaux are easily written off as beautiful,
crude, and decorative images, an early recording
of history. However, that would be to ignore the
collaborative effort involved in their production.
The prevailing theory is that a whole tribe had to
work together to keep the priest and his assistants
supplied with food, materials, and lighting in that
inaccessible location deep within the caves. This
indicates that the activity was a ritual, a spiritual practice, but also an economic investment.
Months of work, all in order to commune with
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higher powers to achieve success in hunting and
good fortune. A caveman’s cathedral. Sections of
the cave walls bear painstakingly painted symbols
and depictions of bison, around each other and
overlapping each other, with no evidence of any
thought given to aesthetics or composition, perhaps painted over several centuries. The walls just
next to this are often left completely blank.2 The
fact that the people who created mankind’s earliest pictures might have been in a state of trance or
meditation becomes apparent when one sees the
symbols drawn next to the bodies of the animals.
The depictions of aurochs and horses, and
the humanoid figures hunting them, occur in
other parts of Europe during the same period.
The more abstract symbols, the wavy lines, the
circles made of branches, the meandering lines,
the paleolithic symbols, the oblong magical
signs, and the wigs used for unknown magical
purposes3 seem to all be universally human,
and neurologically determined. They appear
among the San people of Namibia, the Khoisan
of South Africa, and the Australian Aborigines.
This is the origin of human visual communication. It’s easy to imagine how these shapes,
which have appeared time and time again, have
each acquired a magical function, a stepping
stone across the divide to the spiritual realm. The
entoptic phenomena that the eye creates, woven
into spiritual communications.
I envision rites being performed in the dark,
in the vague light of primitive lamps made from
hollowed-out rocks and animal fat.4 The painting
hand slowly, methodically applying the paint to
the cave wall, trapping the magic inside the rock.
The desire for associative shapes and the
sensory deprivation cause the mind to produce
recognisable shapes.
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Prisoner’s Cinema5
Prisoners who have spent a long time in solitary confinement in total darkness have told of
hallucinatory experiences, where lights danced
before their eyes, often shaped like human bodies. The source of these lights is the eye itself, and
entoptic phenomena such as these have interested human beings for a long time. Aristotle’s
student Theophrastus of Eresos described it like
this: “the eye obviously has fire within, for when
the eye is struck, fire flashes out.”6
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Produced by pressure to the optic nerve,
which causes an optical illusion that makes the
brain register light where there isn’t any. We
unconsciously look for recognisable shapes in
the darkness, because of our need to orientate
ourselves and our own sense of logic. And so we
begin to see shapes, because our visual cortex
wants us to understand what’s going on.
I press my palms against my eyelids. At first
it’s just dark, and I experience a kind of quiet, or
calm. Then, a flickering light appears, like the
Northern Lights lighting up in my head.
A pulsating line; I press harder. A warm
white circle forms, fills up with little flashes of
red, maybe orange, shifting to green now. An
indiscernible white shape outlined against the
darkness. A cluster of waves here, a bunch of
lightning bolts there. Internal pyrotechnics, increasing in power until they fill my entire field of
vision. Recurring repetitive patterns play, dive,
do somersaults. I see bushy shapes, a cluster of
lines jutting out from a common point of origin.
Pulsating geometrical patterns. I lift my hands,
slowly open my eyes, and for a second I see two
perfect circles of white and red, one inside the
other. A series of lines moves between the two.
Perhaps my own iris, seen from within. It takes a
few seconds before I can focus again.
2013:
A dream state, synaesthesia for a higher form of
consciousness; the words melt as they reach my
uncomfortable chair high up on the balcony. I
don’t mind if somebody sees me. The poor ventilation helps, low levels of oxygen and a murky
darkness.
The monotonous bass notes from a distant
voice way down in front reach me last.
The associative functions in my mind begin
to take centre stage, the aspects that our highly
cerebral society suppresses in favour of rationality.
It’s not creative, it’s primal.
We’ve been robbed of our internal
camera
Amaro Mayfair Rise Hudson
Valencia Sierra Willow
Earlybird Sutro,
There’s Vaseline on the lens.
It’s so easy these days to romanticise the most trivial
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things,
your lunch.
Call me when you’ve found
a way out of
the stress.
Pink, shimmering, almost feverishly muggy summer days on the island. Caused equally by my
lack of sleep and the heat of the midday sun. The
light is never as beautiful as in our memories. In
an environment where nature is always at work,
we’re destined to lose the struggle for perfect
lawns and trimmed hedges. Generations before us
have given up and left their houses and tractors,
fences and artefacts, which have become a stage
for the chlorophyll that is so abundant in the
summertime. These contemporary archaeological
findings serve a function for us, although they
have long since lost their original purposes. To us,
they are a dream, an invitation to a mental game,
an adventure. We encounter these old rusty bathtubs with lion feet and bottomless buckets with a
sense of excitement and longing for a simpler life,
where the retina screens can’t find us. I long to get
away from this gentrified and streamlined society
with its overcrowded streets.
Others with me, generations removed from
the environmentalists that fled the cities during
the ’60s and ’70s. We now clench our jaws,
frustrated and sweaty on public transport in the
afternoon rush hour. We dream of the quiet life
in the country.
Is this because we’re more aligned with our
times than ever before? In October 2013, almost
2.7 billion out of 7 billion people in the world
had access to the Internet.7
Among my friends, I have noticed a sense
of fatigue over social networks and always being online, as though it has made us socially
insecure; and rather than inspiring us to make
new connections, it seems to only make us more
withdrawn. I meet an old friend at an art show,
and we decide to meet up, but I don’t bother
getting her number since she’s sure to be on
Facebook. Those who were born in the ’90s and
early ’00s tend to limit their use of the large-scale
mass networks and instead form smaller groups
with ten friends or so on Twitter, WhatsApp, or
other social network services.
Little digital villages. They say our brains
weren’t designed to process all this information,

and perhaps that’s why so many choose to cut
down on their intake, or maybe it’s just that it
doesn’t seem real to us, because all the options
we are presented with leave us in a constant
state of indecisiveness. Perhaps it’s fatigue over
the fact that the reality we encounter through
social media lacks any physical presence, a gaze
for us to meet, or any other physical dimensions
beyond the screen and the keyboard. No matter
how many pictures of beautiful places, grand
views, and sublime locations we see, the screen
is always there to act as a de-dramatising layer, a
distancing factor.
This resulting sense of place, sense of space, is
achieved in the midst of a struggle between the
viewer’s temptation to lose herself in the coloured
field and the painting’s palpable resistance to letting her do so unimpeded. The struggle is for the
ontological primacy of art’s scale over its literal material. The failure into which beholders might lapse,
indeed have lapsed, is refusing to acknowledge its
mode of pictorial address, attempting to defeat the
painting, and even, in the extreme case, attacking
the canvas. In 1986, a man slashed Who’s Afraid
of Red, Yellow, and Blue III with a knife.8
Barnett Newman dreams of the Siberian tundra.
He dreams of horizons in all directions, and
of surrendering to the enormity of existing in
infinite space.
In a large field of paint, a warm red, broken
up by vertical lines like dark wounds, Newman
invites us into a sublime emptiness. According
to Robert Rosenblum, Newman’s Vir Heroicus
Sublimis (1950–51) shows us an enormous and
terrifying arctic expanse.9 Could this be the ultimate form of escape? Into an abstract emptiness,
a free fall of space and shifting shades of colours.
Although Newman’s expression isn’t naturalistic,
perhaps there’s some larger metaphysical nature
here, an interpretation of another immaterial reality. As if Newman were constructing a gateway
into a sublime world out of paint and brushes,
a world that we can take part in at arm’s length.
In this way, we become much like Caspar David
Friedrich’s little monk by the ocean, tiny in the
face of eternity, a frightening insight into the
fragility of our mortal natures.
Like Newman, Mark Rothko abandons
familiar geometrical shapes in his images, in
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f avour of untested primal inclinations. An
expanse made out of colour and light. Rothko’s
paintings, with all their forcefulness and melancholy, can also be interpreted as an expanding
space in the fields of colour, horizontal shapes
stretching inward. In Untitled (1969),10 one of
Rothko’s final pieces, the dark sublime presence
of infinite space is also felt, a loneliness within
emptiness.
The top field is dark, in contrast with the
lighter grey, obvious lively brush strokes and
a coarseness that differentiates it from his
earlier pieces.
I don’t think Rothko wanted his work to
be regarded as landscape painting, but rather
a transcendental state, expressing the notion
that painting isn’t just for design students or
historians but for people, and that it’s only human reaction that can satisfy the artist.11 But I’m
bringing my own experiences and preferences
into it, making notes in the margins about the
harsh northern archipelago, and the grey seas
of October.
During the lighter and warmer months of the year,
the plants along the old cow path are eager and
persistent. Now they lie in the ditches, brown and
forgotten. The innumerable crystals of the morning
frost shine in the pale light, but will soon give out.
It’s not cold enough yet.
The silence out here is a background drone. Like
the monotonous noise of a highway in the distance.
There is no such thing as an empty space or an
empty time. There is always something to see,
something to hear. In fact, try as we may to make
a silence, we cannot. 12
A deserted landscape; in this scene, we see the
traces of our protagonist, as if someone just put
out a cigarette. The backlit smoke drifts as the
antagonist breaks through the door.
Like a cup of coffee left on the nightstand,
still steaming.
Fragmented stories, object turned subject.
Instead of the hero, the character, we have these
deserted shapes to convey the story to us. Abandoned weird objects left and forgotten, oddly
shaped, that almost always fail to deliver their
message. Whether they serve some function or
other, we can’t say.

10. Mark Rothko, Untitled, 1969, Tate collection, T04149.

Whereas my work previously spoke more
figuratively of the insignificance of humanity in
the face of a vast infinity, these last few years I
have begun a kind of development of a language,
although along the same thematic lines. Like
heading out into murky water. I imagine that
there are many universal internal symbols, far
more than we know superficially. Collective
strings, reverberating through each and every
one of us. I want to pluck them. Something else
has come forth from what was, a different form
of expression, but with the same core values.
Different instruments, but playing the same
melody to the same beat. It might seem primitive
and banal. I’m driven by a desire to peel away
everything that can be experienced as merely
beautiful, to remove the colours and focus on the
topography and shadows that remain. The world
that my work is aimed at is strange and indeterminate, muffled and quiet.
A feeling of nervousness is always the beginning of an intensive period of work, doubts regarding my own abilities, questions coming fast
and hard, like the snow, falling over your head
only to fade away and leave a wet, unidentifiable
stain behind. Days before, I question the idiocy
of giving up painting with paint and brushes. In
a way, I miss those days; they were a lot simpler.
Painting about loneliness, abandonment, and life
out of balance, a source that has proven full and
rich often enough in the past. Easy to exploit.
Restlessness.
Lose myself in the big picture, lose myself in
the details. The small decisions and the small
actions. I can’t say exactly what it is I’m seeing as I attempt to define my own pieces. They
originate in years of figurative painting, where
there might have been a story behind each picture, a narrative, despite the fact that the images
were often desolate landscapes. Now, they have
become more oriented toward surface and shape,
with borrowed naturalistic features, a perspective, a field imitating the waves’ eternal movements toward the shore. Probably a subconscious
fear of inviting the viewer into the picture;
the horizontal line is almost always there, and
in front of it something closer to the viewer.
Perhaps a beach, or a place from where you can
begin to see what’s ahead. But also a barrier, as if
to say: “Here, but no further.”
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Mazja Hilleström
Into the Wild
Growing up, I spent a lot of time at my parents’
hairdressing business; it was the most groundbreaking and trendy salon in Copenhagen.
Being a visual perfectionist was a part of my
world growing up. They say that fifty percent
of learning to become a hairdresser comes from
watching other hairdressers. It therefore only
took me one year of training to become one.
This might be one of the reasons why it never
felt challenging enough for me. I constantly kept
pushing myself, but after six years of managing salons in Copenhagen and London, as well
as owning my own salon in Copenhagen, I
moved to New York City and got an artist visa
to work as a hairdresser. This made me realise
my potential and the fact that I was capable of
doing anything I was passionate about. Upon my
return to Denmark, I was accepted to a private
art school in Copenhagen and quickly realised
that this was it for me. Using my former profession and mixing hair and art to create sculptures
and installations using hair colour, real hair, fake
hair, and hair products was interesting, but I
came to the conclusion that hair was even more
fascinating when it was attached to a human and
I could create scenes, staged situations where
people are placed in a normal everyday situation
but there is a twist: the hair is never everyday
hair, and it is always in the way.
Seeing the work of artists like Erwin Wurm, Yayoi
Kusama, Anni Leppälä, Riitta Päiväläinen, and
Wilma Hurskainen inspires me. These artists
work very differently but all have the camera in
common as a tool to capture and show their work.
Yayoi Kusama’s provocative nature and feminist
power appeals to me; I can relate to it. She is
known for her installation universes of dots, colours, and light. Her room installations of colourful
dots almost make me feel sick, like in a fever
dream, but I want to push myself to see if I can
cope with it. Her light installations are the complete opposite: they are like being a child again in a

place where there is complete peace and happiness.
She seems strong, never caring about how her art
is received. She has girl power! This is motivating
and makes me feel strong, empowered, and ready
to take over the world. You can almost hear her
say, “I will show you to the world of men.”
Erwin Wurm makes everyday life scenes in contemporary society. Like a snapshot in the street,
in a public place, or at home, keeping it simple
and natural by using the surroundings, situations,
and people there and then—or so it seems. He
creates scenes where people are doing what is least
expected of them, which gives the viewer a distorted reality of a daily situation. The works have
a simplicity and a humorous twist, which gives
the audience a feeling of relating to the work, as it
could be them being photographed. Wurm’s work
is so easy for anyone to digest but yet so clever;
simplicity is often more difficult to create.
Helsinki School artists Anni Leppälä, Riitta
Päiväläinen, and Wilma Hurskainen all have
caught my attention. All three women use nature
in their photography, creating beautiful scenes
in the forest, filled with fragility and a dreamy
feeling. People or objects are placed in nature
and this gives the viewer a feeling of standing
still and letting go, of lost moments and being
alive. The photos are full of stories and beauty
that take the viewer to a different state of mind,
wondering what will happen next.
In 2011, I started experimenting with creating
performative scenes in which humans expose
themselves in different situations. Documenting
this through photography became my way of
expressing art.
Into the Wild, 2012
In Into the Wild, the viewer finds universes where
people show their dark sides, challenging one
another with their behaviour or just dealing with
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being present in untamed nature. The subjects’
hair is unruly, like the nature the women find
themselves in. They are modern Amazons who
cannot or will not be tamed, neither for us, nor
for the camera. The women are in their own space
and they do not pander to anyone, and certainly
not to “the male gaze.” Women’s hair is traditionally a sexual and feminine element, but in these
photo works it has a totally different meaning,
as it here marks the distance between the two
women and us, the viewer. What the women do
in the forest remains their secret, and that is why
the works are very strong for the viewer: we are
invited inside the situation, only to be rejected.
Line Up, 2012
In this series, I wanted to make a connection for
the viewer by creating a normal daily situation.
The character is photographed in a place where
we all spend time every day. Doing the dishes,
doing laundry, cleaning the house, or enjoying nature. But the person is stuck or unable to
fulfill her daily duties due to an overwhelming
mane of hair being in the way. The woman’s
hair is out of control; she is restricted in her
actions because of it. She is drying her mane in
the garden by hanging it over the laundry line
together with the wet clothes. This person is
made apathetic by being unable to get out of an
impossible situation.
Uninterrupted Living, 2013
The camera is taken inside a Scandinavian home
to look at interpersonal relations and how we
may or may not process information about the
world. There is a present distance between people
in the photographs, despite them being together
in the same room, along with events of the world
introduced through the media. There is an element of absurdity and humour in the situation
created through the dramatic use of the hair; the
characters cannot see each other, and this creates
a visible unease in the images.
The series of photographs Into the Wild, Line Up,
and Uninterrupted Living were explored technically by using two old-fashioned printing techniques: cyanotype and Van Dyke. Both versions
are printed on watercolour paper, wood, and

2. Jane Davis, “About
Us,” Hope-Howse, 1995,
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glass, rather than photo paper, adding texture to
the artworks. With these techniques the original
works change in expression, and the artworks
take on a very dreamy and abstract sentiment.
The artworks also have an organic expression
that complements the content.
In March 2010, when I was working in New
York City as a hairdresser, one day I had a new
client: Jane Davis. She told me her story about
the psychic vision she had had. I have always
believed in spirituality and the guidance it
could bring if needed, but it was not something
I would speak openly about to people. Then all
of a sudden this stranger is telling me about this
spiritual awakening she had had. From what she
told me, I was so amazed to hear that another
human being had chosen to put aside her own
life and her personal needs to help others, and
that she was doing this because it had come to
her in a vision. According to Wikipedia:
A vision is something seen in a dream,
trance, or religious ecstasy, often delivered
by a supernatural appearance that conveys a
revelation. Visions generally have more clarity than dreams, but traditionally fewer psychological connotations. Visions are known
to emerge from spiritual traditions and could
provide a lens into human nature and reality.
Prophecy is often associated with visions.1
In 1993, Jane Davis, a licensed social worker and
therapist, was given a mission in life after witnessing an execution. The vision came to her in
the middle of the night as she was awoken from
her sleep by voices in her head claiming that she
was the one for this mission. She was told the
name and the guidelines of the organisation she
had been chosen to create, where she would live,
and which people she would help. Her purpose
in life for the past twenty years has been to help
convicts and former prisoners in America. She
has worked in prisons as a corrections officer,
and during this time she organised for the
prisoners events, study groups, readings, and
concerts in the yard. She communicated with the
prisoners, making them understand that there
were people that cared about them, believed in
them, and were willing to help them. She also
walked twelve men to their executions.
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I had never met anyone like her, and I wanted
to know more about Jane, her organisation, and
the people she helped. I looked up the website
to know more about the organisation, HopeHowse. It says:
The EYE “represents
the action of looking
deep into yourself,
your soul with rigorous honesty.”
The HEART says,
“You must find your
conciliator, that person who can listen
to you with unconditional love and
non-judgment.”
The HAND “represents the action of
the work. Act your
principles.”
HOPE-HOWSE means “Help Other People
Evolve” through “Honest Open Willing SelfEvaluation.”
And finally, “It takes an awful lot of energy
to hide things. It takes courage and strength
to be honest.”2
On the website, there are also two radio interviews
in which Jane tells her story, which make clear
why she was chosen for this mission. I wanted to
meet Jane again, but what did I want to gain from
the meeting? If I was going all the way to New
Mexico, I wanted to have a purpose and a mission.
In the summer of 2011, by coincidence I had
the opportunity to experience Taryn Simon’s
exhibition A Living Man Declared Dead and
Other Chapters I–XVIII at Tate Modern
in London, which was a revelation and an
eye-opener that showed me a different way
of working. It was without a doubt the most
interesting art exhibition I had ever seen. I was
amazed by the way the project was conducted
and the amount of information one could
acquire and obtain about society and culture
from all over the world, exploring how people
from different countries had lived their lives—
lives that were so different to mine. This was
so fascinating to me, and it inspired me to take

the first step to approach Jane’s Hope-Howse
life project.
According to MoMA’s introduction to Simon’s
A Living Man Declared Dead exhibition, the photographic documentation and research was
produced over a four-year period (2008–11),
during which the artist travelled around the
world researching and documenting bloodlines and their related stories. In each of the
18 “chapters” that make up the work, external
forces of territory, power, circumstance, or
religion collide with the internal forces of
psychological and physical inheritance. The
subjects Simon documents include victims of
genocide in Bosnia, test rabbits infected with
a lethal disease in Australia, the first woman
to hijack an aircraft, and the living dead in
India. Her collection is at once cohesive and
arbitrary, mapping the relationships among
chance, blood, and other components of fate.3
In October 2013, I went to New Mexico to meet
Jane and the four men she had been helping for
years. The four men all were sentenced to fifteen
years or more in prison. If one were to add up
their sentences, they would spend more than one
hundred years in prison. Two of the men only
committed one crime, and the others spent most
of their adult lives in prison. They have different
backgrounds and race: black, Hispanic, and white.
They had different upbringings, families, relationships, educations, and socioeconomic statuses that
affected and shaped them all in different ways.
The intention behind my visit was to shed light on
Jane’s organisation and to record the four men’s
stories in order to pass them on in the form of
sound and photography or documentary film.
The Four Men’s Stories
Rashid spent more than half of his life in prison.
He was born in Rockledge, Florida, and grew up
in the 1950s and 1960s, when the Jim Crow laws
were in force and black people had to come to
terms with living under the rules of segregation.
Rashid never understood why they had to live
under these rules—to him all people where the
same. At age six, Rashid’s mother died. This was
a devastating moment in his life, but at school
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boot, but Rashid was
faster and he shot and
killed his friend.

his godmother was
his teacher, and this
was a comfort to
him. He felt loved
and he therefore
liked going to school.
He was an intelligent
child, and at age six
he could read the
newspaper.
In 1964, the laws
of segregation were
repealed, and Rashid
was one of the gifted
children sent to the
“white” school. Here,
he was bullied and he
felt no love; he had a
hard time adjusting,
and lost interest in
school. Eventually
he was reported for
skipping school, and as a truant he was sent to
the school for boys. The school for boys was segregated. The black campus was on one side of the
road, and the white campus on the other; here,
he felt more at home.
In high school, Rashid made a new friend—they
started hustling, stealing, and robbing together.
One night, Rashid was caught for doing an
armed robbery, and he was sent to one year at a
prison farm. At eighteen years old, Rashid was
released, and again he teamed up with his friend,
stealing and robbing. They had a lot of arguments, and every time the friend felt he was losing the discussion, he would hit or slap Rashid;
Rashid never hit back—he just took it.
One night, after years of this behaviour, Rashid
had had enough, and he hit back—and the two
got into a fistfight. Rashid was sitting on his
friend while beating him. Rashid knew that his
friend carried two guns—one in his boot and
one in a holster under his arm. Rashid threw one
of the guns behind him, and the friend threatened Rashid, telling him that he would not let
him survive the fight. Rashid moved fast, jumping back and fetching the gun he had thrown.
His friend struggled to pull the gun from his

Joe has not spoken
to his family for the
past fifteen years;
they have disowned
him. He had a good
upbringing, came
from a well-situated
family, and had the
best education. He
met his first wife in
college, and had two
sons with her. After
ten years of marriage,
they agreed that they
had grown apart and
they got divorced.
Joe met his second
wife, Theresa, and
together they had two daughters. Joe had a successful business and this provided their family
with a wealthy life. After fifteen years together,
Joe felt he wanted some more action in the marriage as their sex life had become boring, so he
and Theresa therefore separated. Joe dated other
women, only to come to the conclusion that it
was Theresa he wanted. He begged her to take
him back, and she gave him a second chance.
Theresa had a hard time forgiving Joe, and she
couldn’t forget his adultery. So after nearly
twenty years of marriage, they got a divorce.
Soon after the divorce, Theresa became ill and
had a hysterectomy. Joe moved back into the
house to take care of her, and he fell back in love
with her. After moving out again, Joe tried to
see Theresa as often as possible and to help her as
much as he could.
One day just before Christmas, they went
shopping for some final presents. Afterwards,
they had dinner at a nice restaurant. Joe was
supposed to drive Theresa home, so they got
into the car. While in the car, Joe leant over to
kiss Theresa. She put her hand up, rejecting him
not once but twice. The third time he tried, she
slapped him and then he forced her to kiss him.
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He became so angry that he drove her to his
office and once there forced her to have sex with
him. Theresa reported Joe to the police, and he
was sentenced to fourteen and a half years in
prison for raping Theresa.
At a very young age, Jeff’s parents got divorced.
He lived with his mother in New Mexico, where
he had a stable and loving home. His dad had
moved to Las Vegas, so Jeff would spend his holidays at his dad’s place. Jeff’s dad had a gambling
addiction, and he would go to the casino every
time he got his paycheque. At the casino, Jeff
would often see his dad gamble away all of his
money, only saving just enough to buy a loaf of
bread and a jar of marmite; this was all they had
to eat. Jeff’s dad was also an alcoholic and violent
at times. When staying at his dad’s place, Jeff
would see and experience uncomfortable and inappropriate things, such as encountering his dad
having loud arguments, hitting his girlfriend,
and being forced to watch the couple having sex.
In college Jeff met Richard. Richard had some
of the same characteristics as Jeff’s dad, but the
girl Jeff was in love with was Richard’s good
friend—and therefore he was Jeff’s access to the
girl of his dreams—so Richard and Jeff became
friends. Age nineteen, with fake IDs, Jeff, Richard, and two other friends went out to party. In
a bar, they met two older women (around thirtyfive years old), and Richard and Jeff began flirting with the women. Richard got unpleasant,
and the woman he had been pursuing left.
Richard suggested Jeff and the two other friends
leave the bar with the woman Jeff had been flirting with. They left, and in a private place they
drank alcohol and did drugs, and it ended up
getting out of hand. Richard persuaded Jeff to
force the woman into having sexual intercourse;
Jeff tried but was unable to do this, and Richard
took over raping the woman. After raping the
woman, Richard convinced the three others
that the only way out was to kill the woman.
They killed and buried her. Jeff was sentenced to
fifteen years in prison.
From age sixteen until age fifty-one, Bobby had
been in and out of prison, for stealing, armed
robbery, assault, and selling and doing drugs.
Bobby was raised in a family in which there
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was a lack of affection and care. He was never
praised for doing well in school; on the contrary,
he received a slap when he could not live up
to parental expectations. At the age of eleven,
Bobby tasted his parents’ alcohol; he liked the
taste and the feeling the liquor gave him, and he
started stealing to get money for more alcohol.
Bobby kept getting arrested, but because he was
underage, the police would call his mother, and
each time she would pick him up at the police
station. At sixteen years old, Bobby met Bo, who
was three years older. Bo had just gotten out of
prison, and Bobby thought Bo was cool. They
started committing armed robberies together,
and at age seventeen Bobby was sentenced to ten
years in prison for armed robbery and assault.
In an interview about her A Living Man Declared
Dead exhibition, Simon says: “It’s human nature
to look for purpose or an answer in everything
and I think it’s uncomfortable to accept purposelessness. I think I am constantly trying to find
some sort of truth or reality, and it does make
you question this thing that we all kind of rest
upon, which is this searching for a reason.”4
Questioning purposelessness and reason seems
appropriate. The four men all had opportunities
to live a life without crime. What has led them
to crime has been their relations to friends and
family, often combined with alcohol and drugs.
I wonder if we as humans are more likely to
cross the line when devastating things happen.
Happenings that create an imbalance, that
change our life, that cause severe shock. Why
do we become drawn to people who are no good
for us, and are they the reason we get caught up
in crimes?
In 1865, the Thirteenth Amendment abolished
slavery in the United States, except, of course,
“as a punishment for crime”—something Americans seem to have taken to heart. More black
men are behind bars today than were enslaved
in 1850.5 New York Times reporter Adam Liptak
describes the state of the modern-day American
prison system here:
The United States has less than 5 percent of
the world’s population, but it has almost a
quarter of the world’s prisoners.
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Indeed, the United States leads the world
in producing prisoners, a reflection of a
relatively recent and now entirely distinctive
American approach to crime and punishment. Americans are locked up for crimes—
from writing bad checks to using drugs—
that would rarely lead to prison sentences in
other countries. And in particular they are
kept incarcerated far longer than prisoners in
other nations.
Criminologists and legal scholars in other
industrialized nations are mystified and
appalled by the number and length of American prison sentences.
The United States has, for instance, 2.3 million criminals behind bars.6
This number is as many criminals as China
and Russia have behind bars combined. One
hundred and forty thousand prisoners serve half
a life sentence. America is addicted to incarceration; $80 billion a year is spent on corrections,
and nearly eight hundred thousand people work
in the prison industry, which is more than in the
automobile industry.7

When reflecting on my meetings with the four
men, I wish I would have had more time. This
comes from seeing and hearing the material I
brought home, and how strong and different
the interview with Joe is because I am cutting
his hair while he is telling me his story. As a
hairdresser you often hear confidential stories.
You get so close to people and become their confidant, and they therefore share their life worries
and concerns. The clients get their problems out
into the open, and the hairdressers would never
judge the clients because their job is to make
the clients feel comfortable. Using my former
profession, and now hobby, in my new passion
and profession—that is, cutting hair while documenting a life story—certainly made me more
comfortable than when I was sitting face to face
with the men when they told their stories. I was
occupied, and Joe did not have to look me in the
eyes when telling about his crime. I would like to
go back and do this; even though Jeff and Bobby
wished to be anonymous, I could have filmed
them from behind so as not to expose their
identity. Therefore, I do not yet feel the Hope
Howse documentary is finished; there is more
to come, I hope.

To America, these men are a lost cause, but there
are people and organisations that try to help and
make a difference. Jane Davis and her organisation Hope-Howse is one of them. Jane is always
available for these men, day and night, ready to
help, making sure that they have her love and
support. Love and religion seems to be the way
to help people to stay out of prison, with a few
exceptions, of course.
Creating this documentary affected me in so
many ways: Sharing the men’s life stories and
experiences, which are so far beyond anything
people from other parts of the Western population normally could ever imagine encountering
in life. Meeting and interviewing these men that
lived such unconventional and unimaginable
lives. Discovering a bit about America’s prison
system, human relations, and culture—so different from other parts of the Western world. And
yet, I’ve only come to the conclusion that the
most important factor in every human’s life is to
be loved—unconditionally.
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The Pilgrimage: Rejuvenation of Relics
The distance between me and the subjects I am
investigating has decreased. The mental reach
for which this sentence could be a metaphor is
actually a consequence of its literal meaning. I
have travelled to the places where the stories of
my interest are rooted.
In the process of getting to understand one’s
own artistic practice, one constantly tries to
pinpoint what it is that generates fascination in
certain matters or situations—that something
that again and again makes its striking return,
aiming at different targets, but perhaps with a
programmed
preference.
When contemplating questions of the
sort, I think of a
quote from the
opening lines of
Roland Barthes’s
brilliant book
Camera Lucida:
Reflections on
Photography.
Barthes recalls when he, many years prior to
writing the book, looked at a photograph depicting Napoleon’s youngest brother, Jerome, and
was stunned by the realization: “I am looking at
the eyes that looked at the emperor.”1
Here the eyes act as a gateway to Napoleon
Bonaparte. It is not only a portrait of Jerome but
also one of the emperor. And Barthes explains
that at that very moment he had an epiphany,
perhaps about the inherent potency of the photographic medium.
As for us, the readers, in this instant, we
only have the written testament of this photograph, and still it manages to effortlessly rip
open the concept of time, connecting the past
to the present. It brings forth a mental image
of something that is not visible to us in the
photograph: the image of Napoleon uniquely

portrayed in our mind’s eye, accompanied by
the era in which he lived.
The essence of the quote embodies the kind
of fascination I feel about history and its testimony as provided by photographs and remnants.
As much as the facts presented to us make an impact, the absence of their true surroundings, the
obscured and invisible settings, make an even
stronger one. It is an active void, for it draws its
power from the fact that the photograph’s occupants really existed and the remnant was a part
of something more extensive at one point in time
and that they
have outlived
their moment
of origin.
In the ongoing
project Homage
to Joseph Beuys,
initiated in 1969
by the Londonbased artist
Susan Hiller,
the pilgrimage
plays a definitive role. It is used as a method for
building up both the physical and non-physical
content of the work. Hiller has travelled around
the world collecting water from various sacred
places, wells, and springs.
The piece consists of wooden cabinets of
various sizes, presented within which are small,
labelled bottles and tubes containing this water,
all crammed together. Hiller states: “The waters
supposedly produce powerful effects for believers, but what I treasure is the special mental
space created by searching for them and thinking about them.”2
I believe this “mental space” Hiller is speaking
about is the key component of the work. The fact
that the audience is aware of the journeys made to
bring water into the exhibition space charges and
energises the presented objects. This matter of fact
becomes as essential in understanding the piece as
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the presented matter-of-fact objects are. The water
in the bottles ceases to be only water.
“Artists’ work does not allow discontinuities
between experience and reality, and it eliminates
a gap between the investigator and the object or
situation investigated,” Hiller says.3 In my own
case, I need an additional reassurance of the
diminished gap. I need to reposition myself in
order for it to feel fully valid. I think that the act
of going on a pilgrimage is one way of allowing
myself to take part in a story external to my own
and receiving the authority to manage that story
as well as bring it into an alternative state of being.
First Journey: Berlin, Germany
Johannes Kunckel and Peacock Island
I came across a ghost story about German alchemist and glassmaker Johannes Kunckel (1630–
1703). He ran a
laboratory and
glassworks on
Peacock Island
(Pfaueninsel in
German) in the
Havel river on
the outskirts of
Berlin. The laboratory burned
down in the late
1600s for an
unknown reason,
and in the ghost story Kunckel haunts the island
as a penalty for having practised black magic in
his laboratory—the glassworks being merely a
cover for his true pursuit.
Kunckel is historically most known for
perfecting the formula for gold ruby glass and for
his elaborate glass crafts. His knowledge in both
alchemy and glassmaking made him a muchdesired employee, and consequently he worked,
throughout his professional career, for various
considerable people, all with the commonly
shared interest in Kunckel’s dual expertise. He
vocally opposed the idea of Alkahest, a universal
solvent capable of dissolving all other substances,
but was evidently double-minded on the subject.4
These obscure corners of history become a
breeding ground for myth. What was his true
quest? It might be no accident that alchemists of
the time were trying to simulate the ruby stone.
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The legendary gem stone might have had a role of
greater importance in Kunckel’s story because of
its recurring association with a certain mythical
stone, which is not believed to be a stone at all but
a substance, namely the philosopher’s stone.
He haunts this island along with its fallen rabbits
and peacocks. A phantasm. Seeking in ruins. A projection of an unfinalized quest wandering among
phony structures behind the island gates. They say
he appears during the darkest hour of the night. A
pair of eyes, floating in the dark. Bright red like the
colour of his creation. Though he only brought on its
reflection, the mere shadow of what he really sought
for. The Queen of stones and the stone of Kings.
Gem of the sun and a guide to the rest of the stars in
the skies. And for seeking that which never has been
found, he haunts this island along with its fallen
rabbits and peacocks.5
What is haunted
space? The
superimposing of
multiple perceptions and their
occupation of
the same space.
In the case of Johannes Kunckel,
we have, on the
one hand, hard
evidence of his
residence on the island and, on the other hand,
the ghost story that derived from it. Both reflect
in each other. They become inseparable once the
visitor is aware of the ghost story connected to
the location. Automatically, the space changes; it
exists simultaneously in both fiction and reality.
By the power of the beholder, space becomes
haunted. Although the word “beholder,” if
looked up, is synonymous with “bystander,” the
role is nothing like this, since it is he or she who
brings about the haunted space. The word is
inaccurate and should be exchanged for “originator”. A beholder becomes the originator.
The serpentine paths of Peacock Island seemed
to multiply before my eyes.
Haunted space could also emerge as a result, not
by the imposition of “invented” space induced by
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stories told, but by the mere physical conditions
of the environment. It may be no coincidence
that religious groups have preferred to hold some
locations sacred while others not. Certain geographic conditions could spawn ideas of a supernatural nature. One example is so-called gravity
hills, which are locations where the surrounding
landscape creates an optical illusion. These hills
make those descending rapidly down an upward
slope experience anti-gravity—the feeling of
being dragged up the hill instead of going downwards. Also, the water flowing “down” these
hills, when seen from a distance, is perceived to
flow in the opposite direction: up the hill.
Phenomena such as this and various other
paranormal activities have been recorded in
Davelis Cave in the southwestern hills of Mount
Penteli, north of Athens. The cave is thought
to have been an ancient Greek ceremonial site
dedicated to Pan, a god associated with the devil.
According to another theory, the name derives
from a legendary Greek bandit who roamed the
area in the mid nineteenth century.6
After returning home from Berlin, while mechanically going through my many photographs
from Peacock Island, I noticed that two of the
images of two different buildings on opposite
shores, with the island’s length between them,
looked uncannily similar. One is a Lustschloss, a
pleasure palace, only seemingly made of marble,
and the other is a Meierei, a dairy, built to resemble a gothic revival church. In my photographs
they stood as if they were the same, being bound
to the same topography and spatial composition.
This photographic “coincidence” became the
steering wheel for my work Exorcise the Double
(2013). In the final presentation of the work, the
photographs were turned into moving images
and projected in a way so as to face each other.
As a result of the installation, everyone who
entered the room got caught in the line of light,
shadowing both landscapes simultaneously.
The doppelgänger, “the double,” thus makes
its entrance, and along with it, the mighty Sigmund Freud—only he is continuing the work of
fellow psychoanalyst Otto Rank: “The double was
originally an insurance against the extinction of
the self … and it seems likely that the ‘immortal’
soul was the first double of the body… Having
once been an assurance of immortality, it becomes
the uncanny harbinger of death.”7

The visitors of the installation space finally
find themselves in a tear and cast their shadows
on the physical space as well as on the fantastic
story it holds. They themselves end up walking
along not only with the phantom but also with
their own double, the one who was lured out by
light and who reveals itself in gloom.
And shadow you’re just a gallow that I hang my
body from.
O shadow you’re a shackle from which my time is
never done.8
Nick Cave sings here about the paradoxical relation we have to our own shadows, and perhaps
it is by mirroring that the bodies of our physical
realm become whole, as each bridge vault merges
with its reflection in the water from which it arises
and forms a full circle with its ephemeral double.
Second Journey: Nuremberg, Germany
The Sky Over Dürer and Instruments
of Perception
Quite recently I started to work with grids. I was
installing them in front of different drawings I
had made that lacked any obvious link between
them to see how the mathematical system of
the grid affects the way we perceive, read, and
connect images to one another. At some point
during this period, I changed my position: instead of looking through the grid at the drawings
on the wall, I found myself standing in the space
between them, looking out, measuring.
By resorting to tools, we acknowledge our
limits. We cannot put too much trust in our
senses because they can betray us; hence, we
cannot represent the observable world as it actually is. However, we do have the ingenuity and
capacity to design systems and instruments that
can do this for us.
The backdrop to our present-day way of
looking at and thinking about pictures in art and
in everyday life is a result of a revolutionising invention first introduced in 1435 by Leon Battista
Alberti, who was an Italian art theorist, among
other professions. This invention is artificial
perspective. According to the art historian and
professor W. J. T. Mitchell, this invention made
an immense impact on Western civilisation, the
reason being that from that point onward, “man
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possessed an infallible method of representation, a system for the automatic and mechanical
production of truths about the material and the
mental worlds.”9
The picture became a window through
which an emotional experience of the “real”
world could be drawn, powerful enough to conceal the artificial setup that invoked it.
Looking further into the history about the
usage of the grid as an artistic tool for depiction,
I found that the Renaissance artist Albrecht
Dürer (1471–1528) played a huge part in the
spread of the pictorial revolution. Dürer travelled
to Rome on numerous occasions and brought
back with him to his hometown, Nuremberg in
Germany, the new teachings. There he manufactured grids based on the instructions handed to
him in Italy and put the instrument to practice.
Basically, the “artistic grid” is used like this:
it is placed between the portrayer and whatever
it is that he or she wants to portray. Each grid is
then transferred onto the canvas or drawing paper. By looking at one square of the grid at a time
and depicting what each frames individually,
it is possible to achieve a proportionally correct
image, which would otherwise be very hard to
do with the naked eye. What is interesting about
this is the attempt to systematise the space and
everything in it. People confine space in order to
display it. But how can space really be measured?
The inner and outer limits arrived at, whether in
the study of chemistry or astronomy, never seem
to be absolute.
Let us return to the quote by Roland Barthes
that describes the photograph of Napoleon’s brother.
I believe it is also a statement about the historical portrait. It is the portrait of the famous and
celebrated. It is also the elevation of the few that
have become spokesmen and symbols of their
epoch, which brings our attention to another
interesting fact about how history works: we read
it from the shoulders of the ones that have been
assigned as its bearers.
When we think about the eyes that looked
at the emperor, we may think of the view. What
really might be of interest is the life of the portrayed, things seen and experienced.
Prior to Dürer’s residence in his house in
Nuremberg, it belonged to the astronomer Bernard Walther. He installed a small window near

the rooftop at the back of the house, which he
used as a private observatory.
I was intrigued by this observatory for many
reasons. One was the affect it must have had on
both occupants of the house and on their research,
both astronomical and artistic. Another reason
was that it gave rise to the idea of an alternative
portrait. By photographing the night sky from
a specific location and exactly from the desired
subject’s perspective, we would be taking a picture
of the same view he saw, and thus we would at the
same time, indirectly, be portraying the person
in question, although the view from that specific
location is immeasurable and ever changing.
The stars are hidden by a mirrored sky
And darkness disappears behind reflected light
Perception is a distance in a closed-in-space
How will your body escape 10
An artist stands on one side of a grid and is
looking through it. However, the grid is partially
translucent, and it will cast the shadow of its bars
on all participants when given the light: the artist, the depicted, and the audience on arrival.
“Research”
Artists transform data, and unlike historians or
scholars, we have the permission to move past
conventional borders when it comes to research
in various disciplines. Moreover, it is in some
sense expected of us to do so.
According to artist and writer John Menick,
“Discovering a unique piece of information
doesn’t mean anything at all, surely it’s not a
form of art.”11 Therein lie the challenges of working with documented historical events or anecdotes. When one’s own fascination becomes the
engine or the driving force in artistic practice,
it is easy to get overwhelmed by that immediate wonder of discovery. My task is to work out
what it is that I can do with that unique piece of
information to make it transmit a new kind of
energy, by deconstructing and reassembling it
with additional ingredients.
The works of Dutch artist Melvin Moti
often involve thoroughly researched events
of historic or scientific character, which are
juxtaposed with material of more sensory and
experimental quality. He marries the notions of
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inner and outer phenomena and in a way forces
them into an indivisible relationship. In Moti’s
video and audio piece The Black Room (2005),
a camera very slowly pans a fresco from the Villa
Agrippa in Boscotrecase near Pompeii. Details
and ornaments on the wall seem to be floating
in darkness, in a room without an end. As we,
the viewers, drift along with the images, we are
listening to an imaginary interview with French
surrealist poet Robert Desnos, which revolves
around his experiments with sleep-writing in
the 1920s.
Another artist whose works and approach
captivates me is Cornelia Parker, and I would
like to emphasise one of her pieces in particular—Prison Wall Abstract (A Man Escaped)
(2012–13)—on account of its connection to my
own work and interests. Here Parker presents
a series of photographs that at first glance offer
themselves as black-and-white abstract expressionist paintings, with twelve of them hanging
closely together as a unit. Once the spectators
know that the photographs were taken during a

repair and filling of the cracks in the perimeter
walls of Pentonville Prison in London, their perception slightly changes. Another layer of meaning gets imprinted onto them when they learn
that shortly after the photographs were made
and while the filler and paint was still drying, a
prisoner, convicted for murder, climbed the walls
and fled to freedom.
By extending subjects beyond their own borders, we, as artists, can make new fields emerge,
and it is within those generated fields that I want
the eventual effect of my work to take place.
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The Specific Object
Theory: an idea that is suggested or presented
as p
 ossibly true but that is not known or proven
to be true.1
And so we understand that theory is something
rather unreliable. It doesn’t necessarily have to be
true, but I will try not to lie. I guess this way it
can change and I might change my mind.
A long time ago, when I was “younger,” you
could say, I had a small booklet type of thing
with loose pages. Every page had a different
close-up of Michelangelo’s marble sculptures.
The booklet was old and the photographs were
in black and white,
and I was amazed
by the softness
of the material depicted in the
photographs. Solid
and hard stone had
been formed into
soft, curvy bodily
forms. The stone
had a body that was
so obvious.
The chair also has a body. It has what one
calls “legs,” and human beings also have “legs.”
The main body is divided into two—with a back
that leans against my back and a bottom for my
bottom. My chair stands next to a table; the table
also has a body. It has four legs, it’s made out of
an oak tree, and it’s not new, but it’s not really
old either.
Table (of contents)
Tableau Tablature
Bed, table
Horror of the restaurant table, quiet dreadful
Altar table
must be dragged or carried: it won’t move all
by itself
(which is the nice thing about it)
Faithful but one must make the first move
The table is a faithful friend but one must make
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the first move
It wont move all by itself. 2
There’s a common two-way approach to materials or objects. One can say that the table or the
chair is built up by molecules or atoms, and even
smaller parts. The other is the “common” view:
the table is there and it is used to eat dinner. But
the table is more than the scientific reason for its
existence, or its purpose.
Graham Harman argues that there is a
third version of the table, more true to the real.
This table “emerges as something distinct from
its own components
and also withdraws
behind all its external
effects. Our table is
an intermediate being found neither in
subatomic physics nor
in human psychology,
but in a permanent
autonomous zone
where objects are simply themselves.”3 This is the zone where subjects
meet the objects. Our mind and perception of an
object do not change it; it is there regardless.
There’s no denying that objects exist, but
they exist as something against the body, the
subject. The world of objects is characterised
by not being part of the body that perceives
and senses the world of objects. The object is
the floor, the chair I sit on. So too the clothes I
wear—but not me; I am myself naked against
the textile.
For Jean-Paul Sartre, all beings are divided
into two categories: being-for-itself and being-initself. The being-for-itself exists for itself and is its
own cause of being, whereas the being-in-itself
is characterised by a lack of ability to change or
create on its own. The being-in-itself is not conscious, and is not aware of its own existence.
Beings-in-themselves are objects or materials that are completely unaware of their own
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existence and can’t do anything for themselves.
In opposition, human beings are beings-forthemselves.
But the body itself is somewhat of an object;
the body perceives the object and sees the visible.
As Sartre wrote: “If I am to judge the Other’s
body as an object similar to my body then it is
necessary that he has been given to me as an
object and that my body has for its part revealed
itself to me as possessing an object-dimension.” 4
That is, the physical presence of the body is
part of the physical presence of everything else.
According to Maurice Merleau-Ponty:
It suffices for us the moment to note that he
who sees cannot possess the visible unless he
is possessed by it, unless he is of it, unless, by
principle, according to what is required by
the articulations of the look with the things,
he is one of the visibles, capable, by singular
reversal, of seeing them—he who is one
of them.5
As Merleau-Ponty theorised, one perceives
through the body and the body exists in the
world of objects as part of it. There are similarities
between one’s body and the object, as both are
present at the same time. The body as both subject
and object reveals to us a different relation to the
subject and object opposition, as within the body
the two opposites are within one being. That is,
It is the body and it alone, because it is a
two-dimensional being, that can bring us to
the things themselves, which are themselves
not flat beings but beings in depth, inaccessible to a subject that would survey them from
above, open to him alone, if it be possible,
coexist with them in the same world.6
The meeting between the body and the object
within a physical space surrounds a commonality. As the subject is being in the space, so is the
object also being in the same space. As Sartre
explains, “The for-itself is outside itself in the initself since it causes itself to be defined by what
it is not; the first bond between the in-itself and
the for-itself is therefore a bond of being.” 7
I cannot separate myself from what I see. I see
myself, my arms extending outwards and feet
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below. I’m not melting into the floor, as becoming with it, but I feel the soles of my shoes on
the hard floor. It is all present, my body and the
objects surrounding it: “the body belongs to the
order of things as the world is universal flesh.”8
And so when we meet, we are both being: the
what and the who. Between us there is sensing.
I sense your size, the volume of your being; the
weight, the texture and the looks. There is even
attachment and sentimentality. Memories and
history that we share.
The objects fill in the horizon of our perception, and put substance to our sight and the
memory of it. As you recall a memory, within
yourself and your consciousness you can recall the
fabric of the memory—the materiality of the moment experienced through your body: the ground
that you stepped on, or the sight that you saw.
Nothing is harder for a man than to conceive of
an object impersonally, I mean to see in it an object
and not a person.9
Giving the object human characteristics is no
new game—the personification of inanimate
objects is prevalent. Most objects “come to life”
through the placing of two eyes and a mouth—
anthropomorphism; Sponge Bob. Still, these
“lifelike” characteristics are based on human
beings. The object, in itself, might have other
characteristics with no similarities to the human
body or its expressions.
We give the same “lifelikeness” to cars. Cars
often get names, female names—such as in
the TV series Knight Rider, which my younger
brother used to love, in which David Hasselhoff
stars opposite a car called KITT. KITT has
intelligence and can communicate—and is a
rather reasonable car. In 2001, Apple launched
“Siri,” a speaking character within the iPhone
that, over time, adapts its answers and performativity to the user of the device (and a guy
even falls in love with his Siri-like phone voice
in Her [2013], a movie directed and written by
Spike Jonze).
The sleek feel of a new electronic machine
is part of the object’s subjectivity and its bodily
characteristics. I find the bodily in material
things—not as similarities of the human body,
but bodies-in-themselves. As humans, the
objects can be dressed up and configured into
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different characters. Their relationship with
me is significantly different than with others,
and I acknowledge that as I have lived with and
worked with the objects much longer. But just
as other beings, I have gotten to know them, and
through my knowledge and experience, they
have appeared differently in my mind and have
changed as the objects have aged.
There are endless possibilities of different realities within one. The objects-in-themselves give
a radically different story to each who encounters
them, different information depending on who is
reading the information—and the objects exists
independently of that.
The object has a subjectivity in the form of a
life and experience. Its subjective history is a partition of past reality, as it is for all objects. As the
Berlin Wall stands as a relic from the past and is
part of a time-based collective memory, it also
has its own past. Yet it is impossible to conceive
the real object, as it is impossible to distinguish
the properties that are supposed to belong to the
object from the properties belonging to our subjective access to the object. We can’t remove our
subjective perspective in the objective world.
Our subjectivity sees and senses the object
world, but that means that “the reality I see is
never ‘whole’—not because a large part of it
eludes me, but because it contains a stain, a blind
spot, which indicates my inclusion in it.”10 We
can’t have a “whole” perception or knowledge of
the object, as our own perception, our own body,
our subjective presence is precisely the obstacle,
the blind spot. But it is through this blind spot
that we “read” the objects.
In 1986, a book on ethnography edited by James
Clifford and George E. Marcus was published.
The articles in it were written on the politics and
poetics of cultural anthropology, and the limits of
ethnography—that is, its subjectivity. As Clifford
writes in the introduction of Writing Culture:
Ethnographers are more and more like the
Cree hunter who (the story goes) came to
Montreal to testify in court concerning the
fate of his hunting lands in the new James
Bay hydroelectric scheme. He would describe
his way of life. But when administered the
oath he hesitated: “I’m not sure I can tell the
truth. I can only tell what I know.” 11

As far as examining subjectivity in ethnography, an interesting consideration is to look at
the evidence of an object within the museum.
In Glyptoteket, a museum in Copenhagen, one
can find sculptures by Auguste Rodin exhibited
alongside the mummified remains of human
beings and ancient incense holders.
Here one might note that these objects (contained within the single object of the museum)
contain subjectivities, but because of our own
subjectivity, our own blind spot, we cannot reach
their full truth. One can only tell of what one
knows of them, and the information one can
extract from them. These facts are only one facet
of the objects themselves; for the objects, the
story might be different. In their own perspectives, they have an experience of history without
themselves explaining or telling something of
that experience. Their experience is interpreted
by others.
Going back to the idea of objects-within-anobject (that is, the museum): what I call an object
is not only a singular thing, but also the different
parts that compose an object. That is, the object
is placed in relation to other objects, but together
all become one object. The parts of the object are
just as much part of the object as they are what
make it whole.
Two other example of this are Marcel
Duchamp’s Fountain (1917) and Pablo Picasso’s
Bull’s Head (1942). Fountain is a single urinal,
while Bull’s Head is made of two different parts
of a bicycle that are constructed to look like the
shape of the head of a bull. Both are objects, but
only one of them is a single “thing.” Both have
a bodily presence; they each have a body that
might be read in relation to the subject’s body
(i.e., your body in relation to the body of work).
Bull’s Head is made out of the parts of a bicycle
that the body physically touches when riding (the
handlebars and seat)—but it’s also a bull’s head.
Duchamp’s F
 ountain is a white marble urinal,
usually connected to the wall in public toilets. It
serves a purpose for the penis—it relates to the
male body (and in its refusal to serve the female,
it relates to the female body as well).
What I wish for this paper—the intentionality
of this particular object in the form of a text—is
for it to be a study of object-subject relation, just
as my practical work is a study of the same. The
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same questions as from this essay should arise
from the material—the themes should stay close
to the objects themselves.
What’s interpreted of the work is not directly
the material itself, be it wood or stone—rather,
it is the whole and the meaning of objects in our
lives (as everyday objects, as scientific objects,
and as the third, the object-for-itself. The relation
between object-body and the relation to my own
body, as well as the spectator’s, plays a vital role.
Between the subject and
the object, there should
be a curiosity to get to
know each other—playfulness that arises when
people meet as strangers.
The familiar should
again be unfamiliar, so
we can work through
the meaning and the
value that we place in it.
By working through our
understanding and reasoning of the familiar—
the floor of the room or
the table—we can then
discuss its placement in
our lives and its form.
With the familiarising
of the unfamiliar, we
can discuss its history
and meaning.
Reality is not only
the objects and subjects
in themselves, but the
object in symbiosis with
the subjects. As our
homes are filled with
things we put close to
ourselves, their bodies
close to ours, we imprint
ourselves onto them and
reflect our own existence in their being. At the
same time, the object itself has its own existence,
its being in the world—and it negotiates with us
on our own being.

acknowledge my own body as part of the game.
I can’t remove the blind spot—that is, my own
subjectivity. I am the one who perceives the
other, and in my own fascination and feeling for
it, there is the study. Between the object being
and my own being, there is a physical dialogue—
a conversation or a play on representation.
Within that, my theories have representation within my artistic practice, in the different
objects: the subject as
object, and the object
as the subject, and the
play in-between, and the
switching of roles.
First and foremost,
the process and the work
is physical research, an
ethnographic study of all
beings, as all beings are
objects. As Clifford states:
“The ethnographic label
suggests here characteristic attitude of participant
observation among the
artifacts of a defamiliarized cultural reality.”12
Through this I wish to
draw a line that might
continue further into
infinity.

I am not striving for an objective perspective, but
rather a focus on playing between the subjective and the objective, and their overlapping. I
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JOHAN LUNDQVIST
Grasping Gaps with Flowetry
In my essay (which to me is first and foremost a
beautiful word) I will try to describe my practice,
in which the interaction between words and
images plays a key role in a constantly ongoing,
unstitched patchwork of actions. Metaphors,
palindromes, synaesthesias, fragments, chains
of associations, visual and sonic lines of thought
steer the unfolding of events. Back and forth,
in and out, via vis-à-vis, and I stand on the
threshold and delegate. My ultimate tools are the
phrasebook and the palette. I am fragmented—a
callow courier without a course to follow. I and
the other, commuting back and forth simultaneously between one another. Shuttles, relay races,
thresholds, and coincidences are connected
together, criss-crossing.
I grew up in an environment where playing with
words was important. I listened to Povel Ramel
and did rap. Being quick tongued was a survival
technique. I bring this verbal intuition with me
into my artistic practice. Images generate words
and words generate images in a world where
words are images and images are words. There is
a never-ending interplay, and somewhere in between you have the thought. The thought steers
intuition, association, eyes, ears. Words are the
clothes the thought wears, and thus the text is
the wardrobe of thoughts, filled with negligees.
I hover around images and words, in incessant
anticipation, with unbroken attention and an
unfiltered gaze. Suck in, spit out—join together,
pull apart. The images guide me, the words lead
me, and nothing is ruled out. It is easy for me to
collect words and images, but it is harder for me
to collect my thoughts. Having said that, this
text will be closely interlinked, and extremely
incoherent, since the words form a map; an overview of something that cannot be overseen, with
no beginning and no end, only an in-between.
Art is not a fact, but in fact art is artefacts, articulated non-factual articles. A factory supplying

arteries. When I turn to the etymological dictionary to understand semiotic, semantic paths
of development, I discover cogent clarifications,
but also incommensurable transformations.
Etymology fascinates me, since it shows how
words are interlinked in all the most possible and
impossible ways. It is possible to trace words and
see the steps on the way—to accept how they are
creased and folded, while at the same time, there
are so many strange, improbable stages that it is
hard to grasp what took place between one step
and the next. Etymo-logic is a way of justifying
the connections between things, regardless of
their origin. It is a tool that creates order in chaos
and allows me to carry on unhindered. Words
act as catalysts. A word is a hub, out of which
ideas are articulated, images emerge. Both words
and images are open-ended, when I want them
to be. There always has to be a continuation that,
regardless of the consequences, hangs together
through chains of association, in which play and
contradictions are key factors and out of which
new ideas grow that have neither words nor images; a space in-between. A gap is bridged and
another is revealed, in an endless sequence.
A simple definition of art is that it is an impression that becomes an expression. That makes
sense, but the interesting bit lies in the “becomes.” Becoming, the ongoing interaction
across the threshold; the transition between
entrance and exit. The attempt to probe and
articulate the gap is both rewarding and futile.
The gap is always there, like something magically out of reach, but something that can still
point to what is happening round about. There
is a turning point, an interlude, an intermezzo.
Between word and image, thought and action,
between gathered in and spread out. The physical process alters its viscosity, its various resistances, which set the tempo. Speed is important
just as slowness is: it provides various preconditions for the idea of bridging the relative gap
that is becoming.
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The gap is also there, in the studio versus the
gallery space, between the digital and the
physical labour, in argumentation, opposites,
angles of approach; simply by writing about my
work—the gap makes its presence felt. Painting
in itself explores and envisions the intermediate
thing between inner and outer space. Continuity and the open process act as lubricants. One
urge is to bridge the gap, and that is what drives
my work forwards.
Technical skill is essential if you are going to
be able to work unhindered—to have flow. The
way I work is reminiscent of freestyle rap. An
intuitive wordplay, in which flow and delivery
matter. Both involve a piecing together of small
fragments. The meetings, the linkages, the emphasis, the continued playing. It is not perfect,
not thought through, not finished; sometimes
there is a punchline, but the most important
thing is that nothing ends and that the continuation can be precarious. It is like having it on your
tongue, but never biting into it. The metaphor,
with its acuteness and whimsicality, creates an
in-between space. I cannot be silent. Just like for
a rapper, internalising and externalising are an
ongoing battle, and the urge to spin out an intrinsic force. But flowing is not just about tempo
and keeping it tight, that it flows, and how; it
can also be about shortcuts, roundabout routes,
about where it flows to.
Action creates narrative. The doing is the central,
the in-between space. The quick creates a gap
in thinking and in the image and words. “Gap”
(glapp in Swedish) is linguistically related to
“glide” (glid), a measure of friction, just as viscosity is a measure of fluidity, flow. I don’t have the
chance to go deeply into every image or word
that I run into. I store them up without limits,
without stopping. Continuity with no overview.
Most of what I collect is sheer McGuffin, that is,
something that has little or nothing to do with
the story, but which for that very reason carries
the story forwards. I need to distance myself
from the origins so as not to get caught up in
some obligation to the stolen. I am bothered by
origins for the very reason that origins are so interesting, and I don’t want to be duped by them,
which is why they have to be ignored. I need to
keep what I have collected unresolved. I want to

construct new images that I have not previously
seen out of existing fragments, and hence to create new ways of carrying on. Build on, rebuild,
build out. I set up expressions one against another, expressions that do not necessarily clash but
actually have nothing to do with each other. An
assemblage that has sprung from my image bank,
carried out with spontaneous visual associations,
founded on changes in tempo, oppositions and
flow, dissolution, dislocation of time and space,
and the sacrificing of previous meanings. Artistically this is about ideas, images, objects—stealing means taking shortcuts, which speeds up the
work, raises the tempo, alters the viscosity. I am
irreferent and need my irreferences to have room
to be themselves, another, get a new soul, a new

body. Defect without effect. Often abruptly, but
with great reverence, too, the images are cut,
pasted, repeated. Fragments from the small to
the large and the large to the small. Thereby new
images or at least trials and études.
I like building sites. I like the way the town
surrounds me and reminds me of its advancing
masses. How it grows, interacts, the unfinished.
I like maps of towns for the overview and the
assertion of the masses. The chaos.
My studio is a dictatorial democracy. I let things
be. Paintings, objects, and the rest surround me.
It is a collection of modifications. It is mobile
and consists of parts both within and outwith
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the threshold. Not just a seeking, it is also
about having a large production so as to have
something to enjoy being inside, to hide myself
behind, to get lost in. A stacking and staggering
that are constantly being built on and which
are never finished—something I can work out
from unspecifically, indefinitely. It is a constant
interaction. Collection, dissolution, resolution,
fluctuation. When I start on a painting I don’t
think it is the beginning, it is a continuation,
and hence it is important to have previous works
physically present. Like a hot potato that you
have to throw on before you burn yourself.
Patiently restless is how I am, somewhere in the
middle, and yet together with my flow, my feed.
We are a mutual lone ensemble like nomads’
houses, hermits’ gatherings—I, my flow, and
objects create a context out of incompatibilities.
An even mass emerges. The amount is important. In Marxism they talk about quantitative
changes reaching a critical limit, which leads
to qualitative leaps; a simple example of these
mechanisms is that water turns to ice at 0°C and
to steam at 100°C. Across the threshold, with
my growing collection of equals and études,
gold can occasionally emerge. This involves both
inner and outer refinement, transformation,
distortion, and resembles the alchemic process.
Intention—intuition—initiation.
I suffer from Quantitative kleptomania, Rhizomatic rheumatism, Panoramic paronomasia,
and Fragmentary frenzy. But as with all chronic
states you have to turn it to your own advantage.
Incessantly affirming, observing, channelling,
and compensating—filling in the spaces.

>I stand in the middle of what has been
and what will be<
In front of my back, Here is there where there is
here, Already as a child I was little. These are
plays on words that also reflect the problematics
of painting historically with respect to image,
space, time, position, surface, body and its being.
The titles act in contrast to paintings, making
gaps and creating connections. Meanwhile, there
is the empty surface, the playground, where I
can create my own conditions. Systematically,
from experience and endless entities, I can push
on to new discoveries. Rebuild, build on, build
out. Despite the fact that it is a continuation,
painting is also a beginning from the beginning,
creating something from nothing. Image meets
body, both mentally and tangibly. In contrast,
the material has its own origin. I take hold of
it. I want its history to be seen—to remind us
of what has been. Paint on a surface creates a
context for it, a gap in time, a layer of bodiness.
The past confounds and the future cries out.
It is a desperate thing to be condemned to the
here and now, since it can be an unreliable relay
baton to really rely upon. Sometimes, I feel like
I am a plastic surgeon operating on a corpse, but
the painter and thinker Vincent Geyskens says
that painting is a zombie, one of the undead;
something unresolved, unfinished. That is a
revitalising thought. For me, it is not about the
frustrated, listless creations of the 1970s, but
about the zombies of the 1990s running amok
—restless and always on the way.

Flickers, fragments, collisions—the great visual
feed brings me to a halt, painting makes me
look. It has been a way of detaching myself from
the idea and of being able to work open-endedly,
without going in for too much reflection and
evaluation during the working process. Painting
is direct and a tool that makes it possible to create new knowledge without having to articulate
hypotheses and facts in advance. The brush is
an ancient tool and is as much an extension of
myself as it is a relay baton. Its history is long and
the burdens many.
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Marie Raffn
Dazzled in Nights with Snow
QWERTYUIOP
ASDFGHJKL
ZXCVBNM
Imagine that you are opening a Word document. You know that the document contains
one page as a starting point. If we let our minds
wander back fifty years, you’d probably have
been sitting at a typewriter with a sheet of paper
inserted in the carriage. But now you’re sitting,
of course, at a computer, where there is similarly
given a grouping of letters—the one you see on
the keyboard, the very one with which this text
is built up. Combinations of letters form words
that, when combined with one another, form
sentences, which generate meaning, determined
by the language’s use. A to Z, Q to M. You
proceed now to figure out how many sets of letter
combinations, that which we call a keyboard, can
be on a page in the Word document. You choose
to move up into the “Tools” menu and to completely remove the margin, the white frame. For
a moment, you let your eyes rest while you linger
on the hard drive’s humming, a peculiar sense
of satisfaction. You stretch your fingers before
you spring into action. A gymnast runs through
countless stretches and rituals before taking a
deep breath and gathering her concentration
through gazing eyes in a prepared body. You type
the twenty-six letters from Q to M, allocated on
three lines, in standard font-size 12, that look
exactly like the keys when you glance down. In
order to indicate an entry of a new grouping, you
insert a space. You count how many letter groupings, “keyboards,” there can be on the page. It
figures out to 152 groupings. Print.
You transfer the A4-size page with the 152
“keyboards” to a stack with 152 sheets of paper,
which are then distributed 152 times in a room,
the proportional relations of which correspond
to the paper’s dimensions. Before doing this, you
have dipped every single piece of paper in water
for the purpose of giving volume to the papers.
You could continue the system into infinity, but

you stick with the thought: letters on papers,
papers in rooms, rooms in buildings, buildings
in cities, cities in countries, countries in continents, continents in worlds, worlds in universes,
universes in … universes in letters on papers.
Then you hang one of the papers up on the
wall in your studio, with transparent tape, but
on the back side, so that it cannot be seen. In
addition, you fasten tape onto the very top of
the paper’s front side but you don’t stick it on the
wall. The paper holds the tape up, which hovers
near the wall, and the writing bears the paper.
For the German artist Hanne Darboven, pencil
and paper were the simplest means for putting down her ideas, ideas that were expressed
through letters and numbers. But then it was
neither literature nor mathematics but rather
signs. Darboven made use of dates in order to
render visible the flow of time and to confirm
her own existence, day by day—almost like an
obsession. She often crossed her words out:
Heute
“Heute” with a line running through it. What is
the meaning of “today” crossed out? “The nature
of ideas is immateriality,” declares Darboven.1

Language has its natural limitations, either
because one cannot figure out the right word for
the right occasion or because the words simply do not exist. As the linguistic philosopher
Ludwig Wittgenstein points out: “The limits of

Marie Raffn / Bachelor of Fine Arts 3

1. Hanne Darboven,
“Statement to Lucy Lippard,” in Conceptual Art:
A Critical Anthology, eds.
Alexander Alberro and
Blake Stimson (Cambridge: MIT, 1999), 62.

Marie Raffn

198

Opposite page:
The canvas carries
almost as much as
its paint and
Unfolded horizon
2014
Installation view
215 cm (width of canvas
roll) × 381 cm (height of
wall) and 110 × 171,5 cm
_
2. Ludwig Wittgenstein,
“Proposition 5.6,” in
Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus, trans. David
Farvholdt (Copenhagen:
Gyldendal, 1963), 109.
3. Darboven, “Statement
to Lucy Lippard,” 62.
4. Fred Sandback,
Räume zeichnen/Drawing Spaces (Bielefeld:
Kerber Verlag, 2011), 7.
5. Fred Sandback, Remarks on My Sculpture,
1966–86 (Munich: Fred
Jahn, 1986), 12.

my language mean the limits of my world.”2 As a
link to my interest in language’s materiality,

systems and logics arise that are typically formed on
the basis of non-verbal alphabets with innumerable spaces—place for the non-spoken.
You’re sitting with a book, the cover of which is
the skeleton, which bears the pages, the body.
But at the same time, the book exists in the form
of its pages. So the body holds the skeleton.
Ergo, a kind of symbiosis.
The sun is yellow; the moon is white. The
sun shines almost as brightly as the moon. But
only for half of the time. We think that we
cannot see in the dark but the less use we make
of man-made light sources, the more the moon
shows itself—the more visible our surroundings
become. The window frames in massive amounts
of clouds of cotton wool, which are circumspectly marched past. The association with silent films
is enhanced by the snowflakes’ flickering. I am
dazzled in nights with snow.
The Failure of Painting—or the Opposite
I unfold the roll of canvas out onto the floor,
and from it, I tear off a rectangle. Repeat. The
edges of each piece reveal that it is constructed
of tightly woven threads. Two edges are brought
into contact and the tube of paint is run across
one time. The act seems recognisable—like when
you squeeze toothpaste onto your toothbrush
every morning and every evening; the movement
accordingly separates the days from the nights,
the nights from the days. Acrylic paint, consisting of adhesive and pigment, takes on a function,
inasmuch as it is applied in order to hold the
pieces together. Repair. When a sculptor builds,
she can make use of nails in order to prevent a
collapse. Through the process of destroying and
fixing, a new meaning is formed. Deconstruction
was also a prerequisite for Darboven: “I build
something up by disturbing something (destruction-structure-construction). A system became
necessary; how else could I see more concentratedly, find some interest, continue at all?”3
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The tension arises in the critical phase, while the
paint is still wet. It’s a matter of time before it’s
strong enough to make two into one and bear
itself. The fabric’s threads fall into place, link
by link. I’m moving and displacing the empty
room with paint, so that new spaces are created
on their own account—emptying rather than
filling. I’m collecting, but as a consequence I’m
also separating. I think I’ve got control, but
every single choice turns out to be a sorting out
of something else. I’m using the paint tube in
somewhat the same way that one might use a pen
to write durch, für, gegen, ohne, wider, um. No
sentence without grammar. The iron is my eraser
for superfluous folds. Once the colour is dry, the
work will exist. The paint both highlights and
conceals the joining. What is it that it’s concealing? Thoughts, feelings, and everything that cannot be uttered verbally? The threshold between
the spoken and the unspoken?
It’s precisely the colour that connects art
history’s traditional paintings with one another.
They crackle in the course of time if they are
not kept in repair (conserved). My works are
crackling from the outset, because the canvas
folds while I create. In Renaissance paintings,
where the people depicted are clothed, the
clothing hangs in such a way that innumerable
folds come into view, in contrast to the tightly
stretched canvas. Paintings’ dimensions are
specified from edge to edge on the front side, but
the canvas itself is fastened around the back side
and thus measures more than what is specified. I
have shifted a piece of canvas a few centimetres
up with the paint itself, so that it matches the
canvas on the back side of the frame. The back
becomes the front—that which is hidden away is
rendered visible.
The twentieth-century American artist Fred
Sandback connected floors with ceilings, floors
with walls, and walls with walls, with horizontal, diagonal, or vertical lengths of acrylic yarn,
in response to the specific room. Sandback has
been described as a minimalist, but unlike most
of the other minimalists, he calls subjective
components into play.4 His sculptures are like
visual vibrations that give rise to shimmering
virtual surfaces. He aspired to make “sculptures
that didn’t have an inside.”5 As infinite void. The
contemporary performance artist Andrea Fraser
says: “I can talk about the feeling of calmness
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brought on by the precise perceptual focus his
work requires. […] I could talk about the ‘disappointed eye’ longing to see what is not there to
be seen.”6 Just as language has its natural limitations, so does the eye. Either physiologically or
because the eye cannot perceive everything in
the room at one and the same time. Or maybe
because it doesn’t even exist.
From my point of view, painting is something
like a theatre stage. The curtain is drawn, red
velour seats are folded down, and there’s a sense
of suspense in the house. Most of the time, the
curtain is down and signals that any kind of
performance whatsoever can be presented. Are
we still waiting for Godot?
I hang a roll of canvas up onto the wall with
the paint. I’m trying to figure out how much
canvas the paint can bear, but the ceiling is in
the way. I’m doubting that a single strip of paint
can hold the whole quantity. It works! The heavy
painting legacy is being upheld. The large piece
of canvas simultaneously becomes an object inasmuch as it is fastened to the wall. The length of
the piece is defined on the basis of the height of
the wall, but it is shifted downward a bit, so that
it comes to rest on the floor. A waterfall makes
a noise, especially during the moment that it is
curbed by a surface. As a
rule, it is bluish.
At the opening of the
exhibition, there is somebody who, by accident (I
presume), leaves a footprint
on the corner of the piece
that hangs down toward
the floor. Quite possibly, it
is because a speech is being
given and it’s completely
packed inside the room. If
the person had stepped in
a little bit further, I doubt that the piece would
still have been hanging. So close to being one of
Eugène Delacroix’s fallen warriors. Wounded
but surviving.
In the course of the exhibition period, the
canvas’s vertical edges will come to be folded
more and more in on themselves as a result of
the space between the piece and the wall and the
fastening at the top, but in a process that is so
slow that the eye cannot follow along.
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On another wall, the paint tube is run a
single time along the roll’s uppermost edge,
for approximately ten metres. The canvas bears
almost as much as its own paint, but only almost.
The colour amasses the painting and holds it up;
the painting keeps the life in the art during a
period when anything can be art.
On his forty-third birthday, in 1948, Barnett
Newman painted Onement, I, which was the beginning of a series of paintings of vertical bands
and thin vertical lines that were later called
“zips.” He asserts that “the painter is a choreographer of space.” 7 A zipped-up zipper that is
hiding something behind itself can be opened,
like closed doors to unknown spaces. The repetition, every time we open and close a zipper, is a
kind of retelling of the past. If a zipper can open
to the past, can it also open to the future or to
the non-visible?
W E E N T E R -l
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If you position yourself sufficiently close to
the front of Vir Heroicus Sublimis (1950–51)
by Newman, you get something of the same
sublime feeling as you do from works from the
romantic era. In contrast to many of Newman’s
paintings, works by the German romantic
landscape painter Caspar David Friedrich are
often small, but the compositions render them
overwhelming. Generally, Friedrich’s paintings
are cropped in such a way that you get a sense
that the void continues. Friedrich’s Der Mönch
am Meer (1808–10) has been described as one of
his most abstract works. We are presented with a
sublime winter landscape alongside the sea. The
grandiosity is confirmed by a small figure, which
is believed to be Friedrich himself, placed below
the horizon line of the beach.8 The audience
inside a theatre typically sees the performance
with a certain distance, but the viewer standing
in front of Der Mönch am Meer sees what the
monk sees and becomes, in a certain way, the
figure drawn up onto the stage. In Newman’s
Vir Heroicus Sublimis, this feeling comes to be
even more pronounced because the vertical lines
confirm our individual bodily verticality—the
totality as well as the separateness—as we are
observing it. The monk becomes the viewer and
the audience becomes the actor: “Instead of
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making cathedrals out of Christ, man, or ‘life’,
we are making [them] out of ourselves, out of our
own feelings.”9
Lucio Fontana created a series of performative works from around 1958–68, which consist
of canvas that has been sliced through, known as
Spatial Concept, or the Tagli (slashes). Franz Erhard Walther offers an account of documenta II
in 1959, where he first witnessed Newman’s zips
and thereafter saw Fontana’s cuts at one and the
same exhibition.10 While the one amasses and
gathers, the other separates and dissociates.
I separate, after which I collect.
Built from Bricks, Made from Clay
My ongoing novel, The Invisible World, is a solidly recast ruin built up from many different text
fragments that have been assembled into book
form. The Invisible World is the title from the
cover of a used book found, without contents,
on a “books for free” shelf in a library. This cover
is the book’s skeleton, which forms frames for
the pages that are constructed from abandoned,
ignored books without owners, without homes,
found on the street or discarded at libraries. The
vast majority of the books are so old that their
pages could crumble at any time. The Invisible
World writes itself, defined on the basis of the
places where I happen to be. “The idea becomes
the machine that makes the art”11—that is, the
fragment from the first book that passes along
my way becomes pages one and two, the second
book pages three and four, and so on and so
forth, so that eventually a fragmented narrative
is created. Torn down and built up again. The
same accidental contingency is true of the Dadaists’ “exquisite corpse,” where several artists take
turns writing about or drawing the next link,
unaware of the previous contributor’s efforts. The
books I encounter remain lying where I found
them, so that in the event they are subsequently
gathered up, the reader will come to discover
that they are missing a page. In this way, the
authorship of every single book is secured, but
The Invisible World is a work of fiction; and seen
in this light, I become the author. Volume I was,
paradoxically enough, designed in New York—a
city that is anything but invisible. As a foreigner
in a new city, this innocent little gesture can be
likened, to some degree, to burying a hand inside

of neglected piles of pebbles and putting a single
one into a pocket, only to add it, subsequently, to
the series at home on the floor. Geography and
culture determine the book’s tempo by virtue of
the fact that there are different traditions connected with throwing away books, depending
on where you happen to be. The plot in Volume
I eventually proved to be a journey through time
from country to country, with decline as the recurring theme. Above and beyond being a re-narration of the past, it also writes, at the same time,
my own story and will be in process for as long
as I exist, unless I manage to reach such a high
page number (as a result of filling out the last
page in the found books) that it comes to an end.
In order to bring Volume I to a close, I placed it
under my surname in the fiction section of the
library where the project started. It returned in
all secrecy and almost invisible among thousands
of other library books. I have made it as far as
page 230 and am consequently in the middle of
Volume II for the time being. The Invisible World
is a commentary on the French poet Stéphane
Mallarmé’s ambitious project Le Livre, about one
single book containing the sum of all books, the
essence of all literature. A utopian dream about
all existential relations between everything.
I imagine La Peinture, a painting containing
the sum of all paintings, the essence of all art.
The floor is covered with a brownish paper that
protects the floor from unwanted paint blobs
while I am working. The paper absorbs the paint
into itself while the paint between the composite
pieces is drying. As a result of an entire canvas
roll’s paintings, a picture is created on an underlay paper, of which I, of course, am not in control. The closest I have come, for the time being,
to La Peinture is, then, the underlay—a painting
containing fragments of all my paintings.
Moreover, The Invisible World has features in
common with Auguste Rodin’s assemblage technique,12 by which he constructed his sculptures
of detached body fragments instead of creating
a harmonious classical figure in one single piece.
Meditation or The Inner Voice (A Muse) from 1894
depicts a twisted and distorted naked female
body, as Rodin has collected her from anatomically incorrect parts, borrowed from both genders.
This reinforces the subjective aspect of the
sculpture: her expression becomes an alternating
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voltage between vigour and powerlessness—the
figure’s inner struggle. The ankle corresponds to
pages twenty-one and twenty-two in The Invisible
World, the arm to pages seventy-nine and eighty.
Rodin also puts his sculptures together in certain
constellations, where each sculpture becomes a
fragment in the larger sculpture group.13
As I observe the sculpture The Inner Voice,
I sense a dimension of time that is reminiscent
of the book’s. I imagine a gliding movement
that transpires over time by virtue of the fact
that the composite fragments display different
movements. The Inner Voice has not been carved
completely free from the plinth: it is rather in the
process of starting to emerge. The Invisible World
is unfinished, in process and forever susceptible to
change. Perfection is not an end in itself. Text on
paper is like a sculpture on a plinth. The sculpture
is a prerequisite for the plinth’s existence, and in
this way, the sculpture bears the plinth. The Inner
Voice is turned upside down, in the manner of a
headstand. Sometimes, the thought can be more
interesting than the execution: “In conceptual
art the idea or concept is the most important aspect of the work.”14 The floors of the atelier are
being weighed down, not so much by works but
by ideas and thoughts. Impressive that it holds.
“Even more beautiful than a beautiful thing is
the ruin of a beautiful thing,” Rodin once said.15
A ruin, a damaged work. Rodin has consciously
constructed The Inner Voice as an amputated
body that looks like a ruin, not a result of the
ravages of time but of an aesthetic principle.
The sculpture causes me to think of a picture of
the Venus de’ Medici on one of the pages at the
beginning of The Invisible World. Her body has
been executed as one single piece, but she is now
a fragment in my aggregate totality.

Is a letter a fragment of a sentence, a thought,
a fragment of a philosophy? Is an idea a fragment
of an art practice and every day a fragment of a
life? It happens that I am thinking in rooms without walls. Just like Le Penseur16 in the garden.
Seconds of letters, minutes of words, hours of
sentences, days of chapters, months of books,
years of volumes of books, decades of bookshelves, centuries of libraries.
I close the door behind me, feeling the fresh air
on my neck, which gets me to thinking that I
will never see my own neck, only yours. I decide
to walk straight ahead, as far as I possibly can.
On my path, I cross over innumerable lines,
especially vertical ones. I brake because I hear
the sound of waves against the sand and look
down: wet water that fastens the grains of sand
to a larger surface, separated from the dry sand
that I am standing on. Before the water manages
to dry, the grains are separated as a new wave
washes up on shore; a repeating movement,
back and forth, sighing like a sleeper whose
breath comes and goes by itself, to the aroma
of seaweed—the delight taken in the recognisability of this moment. Waves roar almost as
impetuously as drops. I look up and remember
having been told that there are more stars than
grains of sand. Or was it the other way around?
Looking straight ahead. Having difficulty
distinguishing the sea from the sky, but the sea
is slightly crumpled like a wrinkled piece of
fabric. Unfolded. All I see is gathered by a line,
a horizon that is hidden behind the mist’s thin
layers. Barely visible.
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Daniel Seferian Spies
Of a Quantitative Matter; or,
The Second Extinction of Unicorns
Truth is stranger than fiction, but it is because Fiction is obliged to stick to possibilities; Truth isn’t.
— Mark Twain1
Sometimes it seems just a few words served in
the right sentence can quench one’s thirst for
another meaning—at least so it was for me
when I first stumbled upon this quote by Mark
Twain. Claiming that truth is stranger than
fiction is plenty appealing in itself, but what
really filled my cup was the reason for this
being that fiction is obliged to stick to possibilities. This proclamation, although perhaps not
being of Twain’s intent, allows for the difference between truth and fiction to be not of a
qualitative matter—as the defining of right
or wrong, or real or fake, which seems to be a
recent agreement—but of a quantitative matter,
that is, the quantity of possibilities.
This not only supplies a refreshing answer
that is uncommon, but arrives with a new set
of questions to ponder upon. Firstly, if the
difference between truth and fiction is of a
quantitative matter, then in what manner do the
possibilities of fiction then diminish in order for
the truth to be established? Perhaps simply by
stripping the possibilities down to that last possible one: Et voila! La vérité.
But while this deduction seems to be well
functioning and legit on paper, as maybe in
mathematical philosophy and the realm of Sir
Arthur Conan Doyle, it does seem to drop off
certain conflicts if it is used as a valid method all
the way towards the origin of this question.
Eliminate all other factors, and the one which
remains must be the truth.2
Since given that truth is not the absence of fiction but rather the deduction of it, so it must be
that there would be no truth without fiction.
Hence, if we are to look at the origin of the ques-
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tion, we are led back to the beginning of fiction,
to the birth of imagination. In my practice as an
artist that is often where I am drawn. This is not
to say that my art comes together at the place
where imagination is born, but that the whole
search for the origin of fiction, and the questions
this involves, repeatedly compose my greatest
inspiration. When and why mankind’s ancestors
were the first to deal with fictions will for this
part be left to linger unanswered, but the question of how I will have to approach.
Apparently, fiction must have held some initial
advantage for our ancestors, since nature has
taught us well that nothing gets to stay for
long in its kingdom unless it obliges to serve
a purpose. As for truth, it is only safe to call
it a consequence of this agreement, whether
a pleasant one or not. But going back to our
main question now—that is, how to go from
fiction to truth—it is here that conflicts begin
to drip. Since at that prehistoric time, probably
before the philosophy of math and certainly
before Sir Doyle, a single footprint would, even
under a magnifying glass, contain more possibilities than Sherlock could ever dream of, or
dare to admit.
An object which speaks of the loss, of the destruction, of the disappearance of objects. It does not
speak of itself. It speaks of others. Will it also
include them?  3
It is fair to assume that those of our ancestors
who should be the first to deal with fiction
would do so primarily in relation to the hunt—
that is, when perceiving and perhaps speaking
of clues. In many ways this is very similar to
our good detective, who is also all about the
hunt and clues; but when it comes to be dealing
with fiction, and so truth, there are in these
cases diametrical differences.
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The reason for this is that any fine detective
hunting a potential criminal follows the clues
much like a bloodhound follows the smell of
a deer; that is, the smell tells nothing of itself
but only of the deer—the deer and its scent are
one and the same. In this way, so does a burnt
cigarette or a shoe print in the snow tell the
detective nothing of itself as an object, as a clue,
but speaks only of the one he pursues. Quite the
contrary must be assumed when regarding the
hunt of mankind’s prehistoric ancestors, as will
be elaborated in the following.
But behind this indicial or divinatory paradigm
one can maybe perceive the oldest act in the intellectual history of mankind: the hunter who squats
in the mud exploring the clues of the wild. 4
In the Holmesian5 universe or indicial paradigm,6 which in many ways resembles the
philosophy of math, the deduction of fiction to
truth is indeed a relatively simple matter. That
is, the method is but to calculate the clues whose
appearance, like any numeral, are one and the
same as their values, and the deduction of fiction
will come down to the truth; either the criminal
is caught or not, just as X equals X or it doesn’t.
However, this mathematical philosophy and
indicial paradigm, no matter how efficient and
well practised these days, is nevertheless an invention that greatly postdates the first appearance
of fiction and the subsequent outcome of truth.
And if we are not to deem truth as defined solely
by this recent paradigm, then it must be realised
that the first hunters who dealt with fiction would
never have been able to deduce the possibilities of
a clue down to a truth, nor to a qualitative matter
of right or wrong, or real or fake. Further, it could
be inferred that even if our ancestral hunters
could have seen the indicial perspective of truth,
this would not have posed an advantage.
To elaborate on the above: should the hunter at
the beginning of fiction have used this simple
deduction of possibilities, then countless clues
would have been diminished to just a hole in the
ground—clues telling nothing of nothing; if our
hunter, upon tracking such clues, would have
been left hungry and empty handed. In other
words, he would never again follow a footprint,
if, in doing so, his hunt had ended up unsuccess-

ful to any indicial extent. And while this might
seem sane in a statistical sense, it must likewise
be recognised that statistics of such matters were
of no great use in a time in which the quantity
of possible clues was countless, as following the
quantity of the possibly unknown. That is, no
statistic was there to tell of which creatures could
be lurking in jungles or wandering the outskirt
of the savannahs.
This further would mean, as opposed to the
manners of an indicial paradigm, that a clue did
not only tell of another object, and nothing of
itself, but in telling all about itself as an object,
spoke of the innumerable possibilities of other
objects. To this one could compare the spoken
word, being something of an object in itself, as
having a value of bearing the quantity of possibilities. In contrast, the written numeral, as best
known from maths, bears no quantitative value
in itself, but only the quality of a certain number.
And while Sherlock Holmes might say,
“From a drop of water a logician could infer the
possibility of an Atlantic or a Niagara without
having seen or heard of one or the other,” 7 it
must be pointed out that he in that sentence
talks of only waters he himself has either seen or
heard of, and so a drop of water does not present
him, at least according to his speech, any possibilities at all.
Animals are not the target, of course not; yet without
them it cannot be done. Think of the “Fasting Artist” who, “when all was said and done, … was no
more than an obstacle on the way to the stables.”  8
While this difference between our ancestral
hunter and Sherlock might not seem to hold
any further significance than the deduction of
fiction to truth—being one that has gradually
happened over the timespan of mankind, with
the difference shifting from a quantitative matter
into one of quality—this indicial deduction or
mathematical philosophy that we now know
nevertheless remains but a paradigm; that is, a
view of reality and assumption of values. As to
whether our ancestors were looking at the world
through a paradigm of their own is a fact that
is safe to assume. For it would seem that when
fiction once arose, it would eventually foster
not only the idea of truth, but also paradigms of
truth’s relation to fiction.
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So where does this leave me, and all other artists
for that matter? Well, that must be answered
according to the eyes you ask, I suppose—it’s
a matter of the paradigm. And since my own
paradigm prevents me from elaborating further
on any other paradigms to this point, I will have
to make some remarks on my own.
Truth is indeed stranger than fiction to me, and
the reason for this does end up being because
fiction is obliged to stick to possibilities, while
truth is not. For what does it mean that truth
seems to have been crowned supreme by its own
qualitative matters? If truth is the spawn of imagination, what consequences does it have that
truth has deducted its origin with its quantity of

possibilities, to such an extent, that it can claim
fiction as having the sole qualitative function of
establishing the truth?
Perhaps it is simply a natural evolution;
maybe it is just that truth has finally flown from
its nest of fiction. But I can’t help thinking that
there are certain problematic outcomes of this
harsh departure.
Procedure [8]: … Make sure you don’t look at the
same place in the sky again and again. Choose the
area randomly. 9
As to whether this evolution bears its function
and legitimacy by itself is difficult to say, and
directly negative consequences of this event in
the relationship between truth and fiction are
hard to point out. But there exists another rela-

tionship, although quite different in substance,
in which one part eventually shares a nature and
history that also assembles much of the destiny
of fiction—and that is darkness.
For like fiction, so has darkness been deducted in quantitative matters, and its possibilities, according to qualitative matters, are caused
much by the same paradigm serving indicia of
truth. The diminishment of darkness has been
completed to such an extent that, internationally, “light pollution” has recently become a
widely spread term, as if darkness in desperation
has called out for a definition of its growing
deduction.
So too did fiction—now centuries ago—
once demand a name for its diminisher, widely
known as “enlightenment.” And while enlightenment from the beginning has been a much
beloved child, whereas light pollution has been
loathed from birth, they are like twins, but of
different realms: one of the outwards and the
other of the inwards. But even though they
both in their essence have been deducted in
their quantitative value in serving an indicial
paradigm, and the qualitative matters of truth, it
is only of light pollution that negative consequences have recently been widely recognised
and argued in a respectively reasonable manner.
Is this because enlightenment has no negative
consequences or casualties in its diminishing of
fiction, such as light pollution has in its rebating
of darkness?
Globally, astronomical scientists are worrying for their jobs as apparently not even the
strongest telescope will penetrate the light. And
even astrologists are finding it hard, since even if
one boards a spaceship, the patterns of constellations are left behind with the polluted skies of
Earth. Left behind, also, is the growing number
of doctors and researchers of such faculties, who
must publish and declare how both men and
beasts are suffering from so-called “lifestyle” and
mental diseases due to the constant exposure to
light, suffering even fatal results. Not least to
mention the common citizen, who misses the
sight of the Milky Way, and who has a child who
finds the talk of such a thing hard to believe. All
this is in addition to historians and scholars of
various kinds who fear that mankind will lose
the connection to where we have come from, and
to who we are.
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I will not here dispute, seeing it is already done
in the story of the Elephant: neither will I write
any more of this matter in this place, but refer
the Reader unto that which he shall finde written
thereof in the History of our former Book of Fourfooted Beasts.10
So, is it possible that these consequences we see
outwardly as a result of the pollution of darkness by light, to some extent, likewise could be
found inwardly, as a result of the pollution of
fiction by truth?
Well, I am not the one to tell the truth about
that, and perhaps these scenarios are all mere
illusion—an unqualified fiction best left behind
in the imagination of an artist. Then so it is
only the unfortunate unicorn who twice shall
suffer to the point of extinction: first as a beast
destroyed by the truth, and soon as a constellation smeared by the light.

Our Land is vast, the one who has travelled it
throughout is yet to be born.
And it carries in its bosom secrets, of which no
white man has any idea.
We up here live two kinds of life:
In summer under the torch of the Sun,
in winter shrouded by the Northern Wind.
But the Darkness and the Cold is that which makes
us think the most.
And when the great Darkness covers the lands,
many things hidden are revealed,
and then the thoughts of men often wander along
untamed paths.11
--In honoured memory of Kianoosh Vahabi,
a most excellent builder of nests.

But this much I will say: if it is indeed simply a
good and natural evolution, that truth has grown
and flown away from its nest of fiction, is it still
not so that any bird that leaves the nest will be
much poorer if it does not know how to eventually build a nest of its own? Then so I will claim
as my own, as well as for any of my fellow artists,
the proud purpose of building nests.
---

Daniel Seferian Spies / Bachelor of Fine Arts 3

Daniel Spies
The Spurious Science
Behind The Bastard
Preach
2013
Installation
_
10. Edward Topsell, “Of
the Winged Dragon,” in
The History of Four
footed Beasts, Serpents
and Insects, vol. 2 (1658;
New York: Da Capo,
1967), 709.
11. Author’s translation of
wall text at the National
Museum of Denmark,
Copenhagen, which
quotes Blind Ambrosius,
a West Greenlander,
who was recorded in
Knud Rasmussen’s book
The People of the Polar
North (1908).

208

209

Mina Vattøy
Opposite page:

Mina VattØy
Thoughts and Confusion
Art should be familiar and enigmatic, just as
human beings themselves.
— Allan Ruppersberg 1
Things
I live in and through things. Chairs, tables, coffee
machines, rocks, notebooks, rubbish bins, rugs,
leaves, moccasins, cardboard boxes, watches,
hammers, candles, curtains. We grow up in a
world filled with enormous quantities of things.
They surround everyone and everything—they
are inescapable. I carry them with me from place
to place, every time I move. So many things for
so many purposes. Practical, decorative, useless,
fabulous things. I sometimes think I am able to
envision a world without them, and the very idea
of such a world makes me feel free. But it appears
only in fragments, in a state without clothes, without property, without furniture. It is conspicuously hard to imagine an existence without things.
Things merge with people and define them. The
quantity and size of things define them. I move
things around or fling them toward an unknown
destination—permanently. I have “lost” things, in
which case people get up and wave their arms and
shout, “But they’re just things!”
Perplexed
It’s like a children’s game, where I point at a vacuum cleaner only to discover that it is no longer
a vacuum cleaner, but a dog. The transformation from a coffee cup to a work of art is only a
pedestal away, and not even that. It is of course
just a flight of fancy. You can argue without
any great difficulty that the vacuum cleaner has
in fact not turned into a dog, and that there is
nothing that distinguishes the coffee cup on the
pedestal from the coffee cup on the top right in
the kitchen cupboard. It’s as easy as cake and yet
incredibly hard. What is required is an agreement that we can slip in and out of the inherent
levels of fiction. I must have the possibility, the

desire, and the curiosity to ignore for a while
the prospect that “someone must have forgotten
to put this in the dishwasher.” This agreement
provides a feeling of freedom. Sometimes the
gap between the levels is hard to reconcile. Such
a situation arose once during a group exhibition
I was participating in. For four hectic days we
worked on installing the pieces. Everything had
been discussed and planned down to the slightest detail, and a small pile of sawdust under a
tiny hole in a wall had deliberately remained
untouched. But on the opening day of the exhibition, the sawdust was gone. It turned out that
the well-meaning gallery owner had swept the
floor so that everything would be spick and span
for the opening.
Conceptual art is not necessarily logical… Logic
may be used to camouflage the real intent of the
artist, to lull the viewer into the belief that he
understands the work, or to infer a paradoxical
situation (such as logic vs. illogic). 2
Size and Position
A size can be said to be a dimension, a scope,
something that can be measured and expressed
in numbers. That bed from IKEA has such-andsuch a size. I have measured the allocated space
at home and know that the bed fits like a glove.
But when the bed is finally set up and in place,
it all breaks down. Surely they’ve sent me the
wrong bed? Just look at it—it takes up half the
room! But IKEA has most likely not sent the
wrong bed. Sizes are treacherous, however; an
entire year’s worth of artistic output, when transferred from one room to another, can suddenly
vanish among the dust bunnies in the corner
and shrink to the verge of invisibility. That is
something I have to be on the lookout for. With
their mathematically calculable circumferences
and diameters, sizes can seem so constant. But
they shrink and grow both in pace and at odds
with innumerous variables.
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Three weeks later I go to the gallery, to see the
mounted display—and this is what I confront:
I confront the reduction in scale of every single
one of my artworks, to 1/100th of their original
size. Everything I have ever done is all of a sudden
miniaturized.3
I work in one particular room, the studio, and
exhibit my works in another room, the gallery.
I am interested in how one chooses to install a
certain piece. Similar to the illusion that the gallery, or “the white cube,” is neutral, there is also
the illusion that hanging up a piece at eye level
is neutral. Or perhaps not neutral, but that from
certain angles it is a non-choice, a given. But of
course, a non-choice is also a choice. Gaps, sizes,
and placement are important. I might have a
predetermined and thoroughly thought-through
idea or plan about the size of a certain element
or about its positioning in relation to another
element. But I have learned to be prepared for
a work of art living its own life every now and
then, and that drastic changes can be necessary.
Determining what size a piece should be is difficult.
If an idea requires three dimensions then it would
seem any size would do. The question would be
what size is best. If the thing were made gigantic
then the size alone would be impressive and the
idea may be lost entirely. Again, if it is too small,
it may become inconsequential. The height of the
viewer may have some bearing on the work and also
the size of the space into which it will be placed.
The artist may wish to place objects higher than the
eye level of the viewer, or lower. I think the piece
must be large enough to give the viewer whatever
information he needs to understand the work and
placed in such a way that will facilitate this understanding. (Unless the idea is of impediment and
requires difficulty of vision or access.) 4
When the Obvious Becomes
Unintelligible
It seems to be a common experience for many
people, myself included: you repeat a word many
times, too many times, until the word almost
becomes devoid of meaning. A word you have
perhaps used for decades is reduced to a sound,
accompanied by a sneaking feeling of disquiet.
Let’s call a spade a spade. But a spade seems to

be so much more than just that. It carries with it
an array of associative personal experiences, and
it crops up in countless variations, presentations,
depictions, and usages. “Spade” can be a word,
a symbol, a character, an object. Which spade is
“the Spade”?
And that is when it all starts. When I suddenly see a situation, a picture, an object, and
find something inexplicable. I have a more or less
reality-based knowledge gap, one that I want to
fill with various solutions. It is more a question
of emotion than intellect; it is a thought process
that mostly takes place in the back of my mind.
I take nothing for granted, and ask myself questions in order to cause further confusion and
understanding.
The phenomenon of taking something that is crystal
clear to me, something I seem to know, and finding
that the closer I get and the more carefully
I inspect it, the less clear it becomes.5
Walls
Why do we collect art? Why do we hang up
pictures on our walls? These are the questions
Nils-Eric Sahlin poses in his text on the Swedish
gallery owner Anders Tornberg. The answer,
according to the artist Carl Johan De Geer (as
cited by Sahlin), is that we do so to show that the
wall is real: it is a real wall in a real home. If you
enter a home with real pictures on the wall, you
can relax and breathe easily, for in such a home
there is no immediate danger of being attacked
or of the roof collapsing over your head.6
We insist on hanging pictures up on walls. If
you hang a picture up on a wall, you no longer
need to think about the wall being there. The
wall becomes less visible—you forget that the
wall is there to separate the place where we
live from the places where the other people are
living. The wall is transformed into a support
structure for pictures. But does this process
perhaps gradually lead one to also forget the
pictures on the wall that one has already forgotten? You no longer see them; you do not know
how you should see them; it all merges with the
rest of the interior. By hanging a picture on a
wall in order to conceal this wall, the wall completely consumes the picture. To avoid such an
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outcome, there is one solution and one solution
only: change. Either change the wall or change
the pictures, by constantly moving pictures from
one wall to another.7
Study
Inspired by Marcel Duchamp’s readymades
and by pieces from conceptual artists such as
Joseph Kosuth and Hreinn Fridfinnsson, I
became interested in everyday life and objects. I
feel drawn to objects that are without any great
significance: objects that are banal, mundane,
domestic, or replaceable. Such objects often
have an initial, low-key function. They are to be
seen in the background, and only there. They
are to be perceived as a small part of something
greater. In tandem with the rest of the surroundings, their task is to convincingly achieve
a certain something. I make small-scale alterations to the objects, whether to their function or
to their appearance, and examine the results. If
I copy someone else’s sketches and drawings so
exactly that it is barely possible to distinguish
the replica from the original—can I still claim
to be the creator? What is the effect if I smash
a cup and glue the shards together, or sand the
surface of a plastic chair for fifty hours? I want
to examine how the information is appropriated
by the viewers, what they bring to the piece and
how it changes.

taught me to expect the unexpected. Furthermore, “the world” seems to be in constant flux,
outside and unaware of my chaos, and totally
indifferent to how much my version of the world
is full of either ponies and rainbows or scientific
articles and matter-of-fact reasoning.
We behold all things through the human head
and cannot cut off this head; while the question
nonetheless remains what of the world would still
be there if one had cut it off. 9

I am ensuring that the details of everyday life, the
random constellations of objects that surround us,
stop going unnoticed.8
The World
At one point the world had a certain continuity.
There was a fixed point of reference in existence: four walls, a floor, and a roof. Familiar,
safe people with familiar, safe associations that
introduced and navigated me through everything I had never encountered before. I knew
how the world functioned. The picture I had of
the world then was as true as any of the knowledge and ignorance that currently serves as the
basis for what I know. The difference seems to be
that I am slightly less surprised when everything
I know falls to pieces and is transformed yet
again to something I don’t know. Experience has
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Sunniva Wejlemark
Searching for Narration
From Scraps to Tale
In my earlier and in my current work, I have
often used something that already exists as a
starting point: something found or something
that draws my attention when I move around in
the city and in the countryside. It can be a piece
of paper left on the seat of a train, a photograph
that I have found, a newspaper clipping, the
name over a gateway, a fallen tree, a boat in a
barn, a necklace found under a roof, an unanswered letter, a grave with no name, parts of
a dream, or a shoebox filled with traces of an
unknown relative. It is the residue of memories and events in which a link in the chain of
information is missing that triggers my imagination. It is precisely the fact that something is
unknown and that I do not have access to any
answers—for which I am not looking, either—
that makes the fragments in themselves open up
to alternative beginnings and endings and leave
room for one’s own powers of imagination, like
loosely hanging threads from which to continue
spinning. The artist Tacita Dean writes about her
photo book FLOH:
I do not want to give these images explanations: descriptions by the finder about how
and where they were found, or guesses as to
what stories they might or might not tell. I
want them to keep the silence of the fleamarket; the silence they had when I found them;
the silence of the lost object.1
Unlike, for instance, in an objective historical
account, I have no obligation to be faithful to the
origins of the material and to the actual events,
but can subjectively cut and paste among various images and settings. As found objects and
images from the Internet are added, I continue
to associate and fabulate in a stream of thoughts
and emotions that is objective and irrational
by turns. To me it can sometimes appear an
unstructured and unintelligible pile, but eventu-

ally connections appear and abstract thoughts
take shape. One image is a consequence of the
other, and the small components depend on each
other’s existence.
September 10, 2013
I am on the train between Venice and Bolzano
on the border between structured inhabited
land and natural landscape, mountains. It is said
that travelling provides a sense of freedom. The
body’s movement beyond one’s own control,
accustomed streets, patterns of movement, and
trains of thought—an opportunity to re-evaluate
one’s own position in the world and an unimpeded road on which one’s thoughts can wander.
When I read the novel The Rings of Saturn by
W. G. Sebald,2 I enter into a similar state and
am imperceptibly pulled along when the rails
suddenly change course in bends and stories
within the story. The various sequences of events
turn into circles that end where another begins.
My eyes close while the images and sentences
from the book continue to roll, into the dream
and backwards out again. The text becomes a
catapult for creativity, just like when a person
between sleep and wakefulness experiences
images that emerge, slide into one another, are
transformed, and vanish.
In an interview, the author explained the process
of writing when he created The Rings of Saturn:
But then as you walk along, you find things.
I think that’s the advantage of walking. It’s
just one of the reasons why I do that a lot.
You find things by the wayside or you buy a
brochure… And in that you find odd details
which lead you somewhere else, and so it’s a
form of unsystematic searching… And the
more I got on, the more I felt that, really,
one can find something only in that way,
i.e., in the same way in which, say, a dog
runs through a field. If you look at a dog
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following the advice of his nose, he traverses
a patch of land in a completely unplottable
manner. And he invariably finds what he’s
looking for. 3
Within the lines of The Rings of Saturn, it is
easy to get lost among intricately constructed
sentences as the narrator of the book, via his
walk through Suffolk, England, comes across
places, people, and things that continuously
trigger memories and associations. This results
in a non-linear intertwining of the narrator’s
own experiences,
historical events,
or the life stories
of writers. I get a
feeling that several
times have been
registered between
the lines, and that
the line dividing
truth from fiction is very thin,
even though the
book is based on
thorough research
into actual events.
It is the border
between what is
experienced and
what happens in
the world that I
think he depicts so
well and creatively.
After a time, the
narrator in the
novel finds that,
during his walk
through the landscape, he has gone
round in circles:
Lost in the thoughts that went round in my
head incessantly, and numbed by this crazed
flowering, I stuck to the sandy path until to
my astonishment, not to say horror, I found
myself back again at the same tangled thicket
from which I had emerged about an hour
before, or, as it now seemed to me, in some
distant past.4
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Months later, in a dream, he is on the same heath
as when he was lost:
I was … walking the endlessly winding paths
again, and again I could not find my way out
of the maze which I was convinced had been
created solely for me. Dead tired and ready
to lie down anywhere, as dusk fell I gained
a raised area where a little Chinese pavilion
had been built… And when I looked down
from this vantage point I saw the labyrinth,
the light sandy ground, the sharply delineated contours of hedges taller than a man and
almost pitch-black now—a pattern simple
in comparison with the tortuous trail I had
behind me, but one which I knew in my
dream, with absolute certainty, represented a
cross-section of my brain.5
Dream Section [session]
As a starting point in my BFA work, I have used
a physical sensation in a dream I had. A dream
of the ability to transport oneself to other places
by mentally focusing on an image of the place,
and of a failure to do so if another image happens to intrude and disturb one’s concentration.
With the memory of this nightly experience as a
point of departure, I look for photographs on the
Internet and in my own material that correspond
to these images. These were drawn and extended
by images of and from places I have visited, a
topography of the city that I wanted to reach
in my dream, motifs from free association and
from relevant films. The small drawings were
kept separate among the sheets of paper, as if to
stress the fact that the various components have
not sprung from the same source but are parts
that are read together, though nevertheless not
linearly. Or in the way a dream often functions,
going from one situation to another.
The rising circle that describes movement in the
dream I have transformed through repetitive
movements by bending iron bars into a spatial
object. The movement continued, propagated,
the spiral grew larger, became two, and wanted
to continue out and up through the roof. In a
new dream the iron shapes appear, lying next
to an oblong bush. When I come closer I notice
that they have tied themselves into a knot, and
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they become a tangled mass when I try to sort
them out. I throw the mass of twisted metal
threads a few metres out in front of me. The pile
lies there on the ground, but to the loose ends of
the wires a heart is connected.
On the floor in the room where I work lies a
disconnected, rejected link, separated from the
continuous form of the spiral. Rolls, staggers
ahead in a jerky motion, spins and falls. The
material has travelled from the dream through
memory and image, to the movement and the
object, back into the dream, and again out into
the room. In the end and in the spatial shape,
it is more a matter of the enclosed and the surrounding air around the object than about the
body of the object. About the degree of rising
movement and about its success or failure.
The point is not that the work of art in the end
should illustrate a dream, but rather that it
works as a point of departure, a tool. My ideas for
the will to make art come from dreams, fantasies, and sudden impulses that, in their turn, are
inspired by art, the world around me, and
my experiences in it. In this way it is influences
both from the inner and from the outer world that
steer the process. The dream continues and takes
place in the physical space. The work of art develops in a dialogue between dream and material.
The dreams also affect me during the day, and I
spend a long time after waking up writing down
every detail and experience in notebooks that I
keep close at hand. Memories of dreams from
my childhood are just as clear, as are everyday
memories from that time. I think that dreams
are not just for processing what we have experienced during the day, but also for getting things
done, meeting people, visiting places, observing
environments, creating art, making decisions,
feeling, thinking, and hearing.
Time, Memory, and Material
Pulling events and situations from different times
and places out of their contexts and reconstructing
their meaning through their positioning relative
to each other: this is about the route from then to
now. About how these stories change over time
and how they are seen today, in the present. After

all, that is how memory works: through constant
change and paraphrasing as new experiences are
added and change our view of preceding ones.
Since the 1960s, the artist Guiseppe Penone has
worked with the connection between nature and
culture in a tangible way that nevertheless leaves
room for reflection. In one of his early works,
Continuerà a crescere tranne che in quel punto (It
will continue to grow except at that point), he
placed a steel cast of his own hand in the trunk
of a young tree. The cast was then left there, and
he returned over
the years to record
how the tree grew
and adapted to the
implanted hand,
which was eventually encased completely. He has for
many years worked
with trees and
with reworking the
material, giving a
sense of a time that
is no longer visible.
In the work Il suo
essere nel ventiduesimo anno di età
in un’ora fantastica
(His being in the
twenty-second year
of his age in a fantastic hour) from
1969, he peeled off
layer upon layer of
the upper end of a
beam, from which
appeared the form
that the tree had
had when it was
the same age as he
was at the time.
Growth rings appear as a consequence of the
spring growth of wood below the bark having
a lighter colour than autumn growth, while
the tree does not grow at all during the winter.
Through the years, the patterns become narrower and the rings grow closer to one another until
they eventually stop growing completely. In the
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churchyard beside the Malmö Art Academy, I
found pieces from a linden tree that presumably
had been sawn off because of disease or age. For
hours I sat and sawed next to the monuments
of the master butcher and the district medical officer until the trunk consisted of sections
comparable in size to a human torso. Every part
was planed down to small constituent parts that
were put into black garbage bags. The work of
reconstructing the parts of the trunk to what
I remembered them having been was both a
physical and mental process, as the details,
texture, and contours of the tree were stored
both in my hand and as visual recollections. I
noticed that the mental images changed and
vanished more and more during the course of
the work, while the hand remembered the different shapes and details for a longer time. The
changeable and transitory nature of the memory
made it impossible to reconstruct every shape of
the tree parts, and for that reason large portions
were left blank, empty of description. It became
like a game of how and what we remember and
about how the senses work together to grasp
that image. We experience our surroundings
and remember through what our senses have
registered, which in turn remember in different
ways. As Penone says: “The act of touching is
an act that helps understanding the reality of
things, the strength of materials, the peculiarities that are missed by the glance.” 6
In the times I have had the opportunity to see
the exhibitions of Tacita Dean, and when I have
read what she has written about her works, I
have been fascinated by how she moves between
documentary and fiction. She makes poetry out
of reality primarily through analogue film, but
she also uses photography, graphics, and drawings. On the eve of dOCUMENTA (13), Dean
had collected a hundred postcards depicting
Kassel before World War II. She visited these
places in the city, which was to a great extent
destroyed during the war and then rebuilt in a
modern style, and on the postcards painted in
what had been added over the years and painted
over things that no longer existed. A new window frame, a new display window, a car thinly
painted in over the original picture. Half of
the postcards were shown in Kassel at dOCUMENTA (13) and half were sent to the address

c/o Jolyon in Kabul (c/o Jolyon also being the
title of the work). I find another example of her
depicting the passage of time in The Green Ray
from 2001. In a text, Dean explains how she,
after many years of searching for the green ray,7
found herself on a beach in western Madagascar
to witness a solar eclipse. This was because she
had read on the website of an eclipse observer
that there was also a chance of seeing the ray on
that particular day and at that location. Next
to her on the beach were two other people with
their video cameras pointed at the sun. When
her film was developed back in England, the
green ray appeared on her analogue film strip—
something that the digital tools had not managed to capture. Dean states: “So looking for the
green ray became about the act of looking itself,
about faith and belief in what you see.”8 She
collects, seeks, observes, and documents things,
places, people, and phenomena, and often uses
chance and mistakes as her end product. The
texts she has written about her works complement the quiet films and extend the meaning
and the narratives.
Even if Antti Laitinen’s works both look and feel
different to Dean’s, they are also like a mixture between documentary and poetry. In his
works, the process is important; a large part of
the presentation is documentation in the form
of video and photography, along with objects
that are a result of physically demanding work.
He systematises and organises nature. In Forest
Square (2013), he sorted all the organic material,
like dirt, moss, wood chips, and needles, from a
felled and excavated patch of forest one hundred
square metres in size. Then he assembled the
different fields of sorted materials into a composition the same size as the original patch of
forest, which he photographed and exhibited at
the Venice Bienniale in 2013. Another example
is Three Stones (2004), in which he placed three
stones on three podiums. One of the stones he
had found after having dug a hole in the ground
for seven minutes, the other after seven hours
of digging, and the third after having dug for
seven days.
Laitinen photographed the excavation and
collected these objects, but the final role as
archaeologist is up to us as spectators. We
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interpret and value the finds, these stones with
their varying characteristics, colours, and
textures. But most of all this is a performative
act wherein photographs, video, and objects
make it possible for us to partake of works
that, in a humorous way, show a person’s nearimpossible and crazy attempts to disassemble
and construct nature. Perhaps efforts to tame
and to conquer it. About his work Growler from
2009, Laitinen writes on his website: “I tried to
make a small iceberg, so throughout the winter
I stored 7 cubic meters of snow inside a big
styrofoam box. When the summer came, I took
the snow out and brought it to the sea.” 9

i nstead let it speak its own language. In the
end, I still do not have full control of what a
spectator includes in a work of art. I am fascinated when someone reads something into the
work other than what is there. But also the possibility that a work of art can escape interpretation completely. It is a matter of being new in
every situation and seeing things according to
their own potential.

From Tale to Scraps
Recently, it is not the story I have been seeking,
but rather I have wanted to explore a structure, an
approach where the story is not the goal, and I am
moving towards letting go of the need for a narrative to an even greater degree. That which was the
point of departure does not necessarily have to remain in the finished work, but can function more
like a catalyst. I strive for the result to be read
from observation and not be dependent on background facts, an understanding, or a story. At the
same time that I, during creation, associate based
on my own experiences, I hope that the spectators
in front of my works will do the same—add their
own ideas to the works based on what they see, in
a continuous loop of associations. The power of
art is to generate an intuitive but not always logical understanding of a context.
We have a will to understand. When a context is experienced as illogical and diffuse and
cannot be understood on the basis of rational
thinking, we bring in other abilities or qualities than what our five senses are capable of.
Through the power of imagination, an intuitive
picture of the situation is created. When an idea
has travelled through the hand, body, and intellect of the artist, and passed through the filter
of the artist’s critical gaze, it will always come
back to the material in itself. To the encounter
with the spectator, to what is seen, experienced,
and apprehended there.
The challenge is to dare to let go of control as
the one who gives meaning to a work and to
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Rosa Barba
Rosa Barba’s PhD project continues and invents
new forms of A Fictional Library, an ongoing
project started in 2013, through Barba’s artistic
research and works that dissect light, text, and
image in cinematic explorations.
This library becomes a fictional language, or a
conceptual menu—somewhat anarchic, speculative and subjective.

Rosa Barba studied at the Academy of Media
Arts Cologne and has, since spring 2013, been
a PhD candidate in Fine Arts at the Malmö
Art Academy.
Barba has had residencies at the Rijksakademie
van Beeldende Kunsten, Amsterdam; the Chinati
Foundation, Marfa, Texas; Iaspis, Stockholm; and
Artpace, San Antonio—to name a few.
Recent solo shows include: CAC Vilnius, Lithuania,
2014; Artpace, San Antonio, 2014; Turner Contemporary, Margate, UK, 2013; Bergen Kunsthall,
2013; Cornerhouse, Manchester, 2013; MUSAC,
León, Spain, 2013; Jeu de Paume, Paris, 2012;
Kunsthaus Zürich, 2012; Marfa Book Co, Marfa,
2012; Contemporary Art Museum St. Louis, 2012;
Fondazione Galleria Civica-Center of Research on
Contemporary Art, Trento, and MART Museum,
Rovereto, Italy, 2011; Kunstverein Braunschweig,
Germany, 2011; Tate Modern, London, 2010;
Centre international d’art et du paysage de l’île de
Vassivière, France, 2010; and Center for Contemporary Arts, Tel Aviv, 2010.
Recent group shows: 8th Berlin Biennale; MASS
MoCA, North Adams, US; MAXXI Museum, Rome;
Akademie der Künste, Berlin; Kunstmuseum Liechtenstein, Vaduz; La Cinémathèque française, Paris; WIELS, Brussels; Museo Nacional Centro de
Arte Reina Sofia, Madrid; Swiss Institute, New
York; the International Triennial of New Media Art
2014, Beijing; 19th Biennale of Sydney; International Biennial of Contemporary Art of Cartagena de
Indias, Colombia; Liverpool Biennial 2010; 52nd and
53rd Venice Biennale; 2nd Thessaloniki Biennale;
Biennial of Moving Images, Geneva, among others.
Barba’s work is represented in numerous international collections. The monographs Rosa Barba:
White Is an Image and Rosa Barba: Time as
Perspective were published by Hatje Cantz in
2011 and 2013.
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The door to 50 Berkeley
Square, London, the
townhouse believed to
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house in Henry James’s
unfinished novel, The
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Matthew Buckingham
There are many “senses” of the past. Orthodox
history (the type that nation-states require in
their school systems, the type that is said not to
have or to need any theory behind it) relies on
three defining concepts: 1) anachronism—the
sense that the past is different from the present;
2) a concept of evidence with agreed upon
rules for deciding what constitutes evidence
and what does not; and 3) a concept of causality—the principle that everything has a cause
and the proposition that these causes can be revealed if the right evidence is found. This is the
logic that drives our dominant form of history,
the form that accompanies colonisation and
globalisation. By extension, this logic is also the
basis for the temporality that everyone in the
world now either lives inside or alongside.
Science is characterised as the discovery
of causation through empirical analysis of
evidence. Orthodox history writing tries to
move closer to science, adapting its methodology, in order to distance itself from fiction and
art. However, science still has no definition of
time and there is no access to the past outside
of language. Whether or not it legitimates itself
through scientific claims, orthodox history
transmits knowledge by holding up experience as evidence. But experience is already
an interpretation of events that is in need of
interpretation itself. What happens if, instead
of using evidence to explain, the relation is
reversed and explaining evidence becomes
the task of writing history? Negotiating with
and dealing in facts in this way sweeps aside
orthodox history’s false conception of language
as direct, referential, and transparent. History
writing is then placed in a productive position
somewhere between science and literature close
to journalism—a discipline that shares many
of the same ethical questions and responsibilities for making truth claims. This position also
allows the products of history writing to function more as objects or tools with which to test
reality. Without collapsing into relativism, the
similarities to novel writing and art making can
be made clear and useful.

Henry James left his novel The Sense of the Past1
unfinished. In 1900 he abandoned his protagonist,
a young American historian named Ralph Pendrel,
on the doorstep of an inherited eighteenth-century
London townhouse and on the verge of a fantastic
time-travel voyage in which Pendrel would trade
places with one of his own ancestors. James may
have given up on the story because of the apparent
incongruity with his own writing sensibility, or
perhaps because of the potentially unsolvable timetravel puzzle he had created for himself in the narrative. In any event, the unresolved and incomplete
state of the work leaves it open as fertile ground
for reflecting on the task of the historian and on
the transference of one discipline into another. My
doctoral project uses the premise of James’s novel
to explore the potential for bringing a critical sense
of history and historiography into visual art and
for using the field of visual art to generate experiences for viewers that must be explained.
Matthew Buckingham studied at the Art Institute
of Chicago; received a BA from the University of
Iowa and a MFA from Bard College; and attended
the Whitney Independent Study Program. He will
finish his PhD in Fine Arts at the Malmö Art Academy in 2015.
Utilising photography, film, video, audio, writing and drawing, Matthew Buckingham’s work
questions the role that social memory plays in
contemporary life. His projects create physical and
social contexts that encourage viewers to question
what is most familiar to them. Recent works have
investigated the Indigenous past and present in the
Hudson River Valley; the “creative destruction” of
the city of St. Louis; and the inception of the first
English dictionary.
His work has been included in solo and group
exhibitions at ARC/Musée d’art moderne de la Ville
de Paris; Camden Arts Centre, London; Corcoran
Gallery of Art, Washington, DC; Hamburger Bahnhof National Gallery, Berlin; Kunst-Werke, Berlin;
Moderna Museet, Stockholm; Museum Moderner
Kunst, Vienna; Museum of Contemporary Art,
Chicago; Museum of Modern Art, New York; Whitechapel Gallery, London; and Whitney Museum of
American Art, New York. He was a 2003 recipient
of the DAAD Artists-in-Berlin Fellowship.
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1. Kurt Bergengren, När
skönheten kom till city
[When beauty came to
the city] (Stockholm:
Aldus/Bonniers 1976).
2. Author’s note: An
allaktivitetshus was an
experimental site realised
through different cultural
activities for all and by
all, and as such was
supposed to be age and
class integrated. These
places were meant to
be a new sort of Folkets
Hus, sprung from the
social and (left) political
ideas of the time.
The allaktivitetshus came
about when trying to create new meeting places
at a time when many of
the Swedish city centres
where being modernised and going through
larger renewal changes.
As a reaction to these
changes, the movement
started up around 1967
when a group around Pär
Stolpe wanted to transform a large gas dome
into an allaktivitetshus.
Although this didn’t happen, other venues such
as Aveny 18 and Hagahuset in Gothenburg and
Gamla Bro in Stockholm
soon began operating as
places where the ideas
could be tested.
3. Ibid, 275. Translated
by Emily Rainsford.
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Mats Eriksson
1.0 Allaktivitetshuset Gamla Bro;
Image:
A closure
The last person standing
In a picture published by the tabloid Expressen
on October 31, 1970, there is a man standing
naked in a window, above the photographer
and we on the street. He seems to be observing
us below: the photographer, the police officers
(who are blocking the entrance to the building), and we as observers outside the image.
The image shows a man who seems to be both
voluntarily locked inside the house (who is
protecting the house), but also imprisoned in
the house by the police. In front of the camera lens the rain is falling and the flash of the
camera has lit the raindrops up so they resemble
snowfall. There is a contrast in this illusion: the
cold snow that falls onto the (hot) nakedness of
the man. A contrast between hot and cold that
is strengthened in the image of the uniformed
police officers against the exposed nakedness,
between inside/locked in and outside/guarding.
Two extremes within the same picture. There
are posters visible in the picture, with fragments
of text and scribbles that shows that a different
order seems to rule inside the house.
Each news picture has its corresponding texts.
When the above picture was reproduced in the
book När skönheten kom till city,1 written by
Kurt Bergengren, the following summary could
be found:
The politicians who couldn’t cope with the
gas dome instead tried to make a rundown
property on Gamla Brogatan into an ‘all
aktivitetshus’.2 In October 1970, Gamla
Bro was occupied by young people who
demanded that the people’s board should
take over the house. Then the house was
shut down. This picture (photography
by Jan Düsing) is from this occasion on
October 31, 1970. The city authorities

then began preparing the relocation of
the Houses of Parliament to nearby Sergels
torg by, amongst other things, evacuating all
premises where drug users could gather and
disturb the peace of the city.3
It is sometimes said that Sweden back then was
a highly controlled society, and that the social
democratic state had become far too big and
inflexible. Was it this control that contributed
to the closure of Allaktivitetshuset Gamla Bro
in the efforts to remove undesirable groups who
were located too close to the soon-to-be-opened
Houses of Parliament? It was initially built
primarily to give new and temporary premises
for the Parliament, but also to include what
would become the House of Culture. If the
purpose had been to remove these undesirable
groups from the city centre, what then regarding
the situation around Sergels torg—which was
and still is the drug centre of the city—being
located right in front of the planned Houses of
Parliament? These difficult issues could never be
“excluded” from the allaktivitetshus, as it was to
be open to everyone, and many of the problems
popping up at Gamla Bro originated from these
circumstances.
Other sources on the closure mention the lack of
equipped fire protection. That was also the official reason for the closure. The lack of fire protection in a structure was a fire-code violation that,
according to Pär Stolpe, was used by government
agencies at the time to get rid of uncomfortable
activities, from unwanted places.
Yet a third issue given as the reason for closure
was the political—anarchistic—atmosphere that
was generated and fully visible in the house. The
anarchistic undertones were an important factor
contributing to starting the occupation, as people demanded more power—as the house was
originally planned by a structure of non-parliamentary, direct democracy. This tension had
built up for a long time in the lack of dialogue
between the activists and the people in power.
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The picture on the opposite page shows the
last day and hours that the house existed as an
allaktivitetshus. The house had been occupied for
about two weeks, and, at dawn on October 31,
was stormed by the police. The person imprisoned within the photograph is a character named
“Leffe Medborgare” (Leffe Citizen), a nickname
that came from his refusal to say his surname
when appearing in court in the aftermath of the
occupation. His manifestation, when standing
naked in the photograph, was to remove materialistic society by also rejecting clothes as a way in
which one had to “free yourself from.” It was this
stance between naivety and youthful seriousness that gave Gamla Bro a quite different taste
of how this new Swedish Folkets Hus would be
running. An alternative system that here came to
a grinding halt, this cold and snowy winter day.

Mats Eriksson is an artist, working mostly with
photography within his preoccupation with architecture, living spaces, and social issues. Since
spring 2007 he has been a PhD in Fine Arts candidate at Malmö Art Academy, where his research
has evolved into two longer narrations, of which
the first completed, “Skärholmen, Sweden,” was
recently exhibited at Gallery APA in Stockholm
(2014) and the Latvian Museum of Photography
(2013). Some of his projects have also been presented as artist books, as for example Jakriborg—
Architecture as Provocation (2009) and Indian
Grammar: A Modernist Experiment in Postcolonial
India (2005).

_
PhD description:
Eriksson’s research takes its interest in urban
issues of city planning, as it has been practised
in Stockholm and as observed from two different time periods from the ’60s modernisation to
contemporary times. He focuses his investigation on two different case studies: the community centre Gamla Bro (1969–72), looking at the
social and political ideas of an allaktivitetshus;
and the illegally constructed trailer park of
Kontoret (The office) (2007–11). The research
is built upon the personal narratives of people
engaged in counter-activities at these two temporary locations, using the dialogue as a method
and as part of knowledge production.
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Marion von Osten
VORMODERNE
In her PhD project, Marion von Osten investigates—following different case studies—the
colonial legacy of the division of applied and nonapplied arts. She retraces discourses on vernacular
architecture in colonial and post-colonial times,
as well as testimonies of visual artists of the
anti-colonial and independence period on arts
and crafts and their search for a postcolonial aesthetic, alternative art educations, and translocal
economies. Following concrete cases, von Osten’s
recent reflections on contemporary discourses
about creativity, the entrepreneurial self, and
education reforms will be reshaped, questioned,
and twisted with this study.

Marion von Osten is an artist, writer, researcher,
and exhibition maker. She is a founding member
of the Center for Post-colonial Knowledge and
Culture (CPKC) and kleines postfordistisches
Drama (kpD) in Berlin as well as of the media collective Labor k3000 Zürich. Since fall 2013, she
has been a PhD in Fine Arts candidate at Malmö
Art Academy, Lund University.
Beyond her artistic practice, von Osten initiates
long-term research and collaborative project exhibitions, such as Tricontinental, Tensta Konsthall,
Stockholm, 2015; Souffles 1966–73, Institut für
Theorie (ith), Zurich, and CPKC, Berlin, 2014–15
(with Serhat Karakayali); Model House—Mapping
Transcultural Modernisms, Academy of Fine Arts
Vienna, 2010–13; Action! painting/publishing,
Les Laboratoires d’Aubervilliers, Paris, 2011–12;
In the Desert of Modernity—Colonial Planning
and After, Berlin, 2008, and Casablanca, 2009
(with Tom Avermaete and Serhat Karakayali);
Projekt Migration, Cologne, 2002–06 (with Aytac
Erylmaz, Martin Rapp, Regina Röhmhild, and
Kathrin Rhomberg); TRANSIT MIGRATION, Zurich
and Frankfurt, 2003–05; Atelier Europa, Munich,
2004 (with Sören Grammel and kpD); and Be Creative! The Creative Imperative, Zurich, 2003 (with
Peter Spillmann).
Publications include Transcultural Modernisms,
edited by Model House Collective (Sternberg,
2013); Das Erziehungsbild. Zur visuellen Kultur
des Pädagogischen, edited with Tom Holert (Schlebrügge. Editor, 2010); The Colonial Modern: Aesthetics of the Past, Rebellions for the Future, edited with Tom Avermaete and Serhat Karakayalı
(Black Dog, 2010); Projekt Migration, edited with
with Aytac Erylmaz, et al. (Kölnischer Kunstverein,
2005); “Norm der Abweichung,” T:G 04, Zurich/
Vienna, 2003; MoneyNations, edited with Peter
Spillmann (Edition Selene, 2003); and Das
Phantom sucht seinen Mörder. Ein Reader zur
Kulturalisierung der Ökonomie, edited with Justin
Hoffmann (b books, 1999).
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“The Colonial Modern:
Of Pylons, Airplanes, and
Donkeys” in The Human
Snapshot, ed. Thomas
Keenan and Tirdad
Zolghadr (Berlin: Sternberg Press, 2013) 72-87.

230

231

232

233

234

235

236

237

238

239

240

241

242

243

244

245

Andrea Ray

246

247

Opposite page:
Left:
fig. 2
Right:
fig. 3
Bottom:
fig. 1
Following pages:
fig. 4

Andrea Ray
A Reeducation
If an individual’s subjectivity is in great part
constructed by institutions, as Michel Foucault
described, how can the feminist project advance
when marriage is still at the core of our value
system? My work aims to intervene, counter, and
rework the chronopolitical, heteronormative narratives of constraint, omission, and dominance
that institutions like marriage still retain.
Looking at history in terms of sexual politics, I’m
beginning to formulate conversations between,
for instance, the radical utopian voices of the former free lovers with those of the present moment,
in an effort to illuminate a freer future-subject.
Marriage—ever since its inception as a patriarchal concept of ownership, inheritance, and
property law—perpetuates and retains ghosts
of its discriminatory beginnings. Such apparitions are readily seen in the US, where over one
thousand laws are dependent on marriage status.
While gay-rights activists fight to legalise samesex marriage to match these privileges, I question
whether we shouldn’t instead open up recognised
affinities to include more than singular romantic partners—so that one may assign different
people as beneficiary or proxy to the various
health, tax, and inheritance laws. As a challenge
to the legitimacy of linear, normalising constructions, my project seeks to link voices across time
in order to present a synchronous conversation of
feminist utterances that reveals a sense of always
having been present. I’m also evaluating how
non-monogamous relationship forms, like that of
polyamory, might influence and shift perceived
values at both individual and social levels.
“Free love” refers to a nineteenth-century movement that heralded a right to have many lovers
outside the artificial constraints of marriage.
My interest in this non-monogamous movement is that it was intrinsically tied to politics.
The movement’s beliefs were formalised in the
egalitarian structures of many contemporaneous
intentional communities, like that of the former

Oneida Community of New York State—a
group that believed marriage was slavery for
women, in which, subsequently, each member
was married to the group. To maintain the group
allegiance, members were encouraged to change
sex partners frequently so as not to develop special bonds with any one member. Looking into
the more recent history of free love, that of the
late 1960s and early ’70s, I’ve found it generally
represented a more individualistic and less political pursuit, although it did later prove to have
important effects on the progress of women’s
rights, such as a woman’s right to abortion.
“Polyamory” is a recent term (from 1990), referring to the non-monogamous practice of having
many special relationships in which, ideally,
all partners are open and honest and care for
one another a great deal. While it has not yet
been theorised much, what I’ve found so far is
a discussion of subjectivity related to gender
and power as they operate within polyamorous
relationships. The larger framework of potential
social and cultural implications is little discussed, and the practice itself isn’t political in the
way that the early free-love movement was. But
perhaps it will be.
With fewer and fewer people getting married in
the US, could the privileges connected to marital
status dissolve within our legal system? How
might the sexual freedoms of non-monogamous
relationships be beneficial to feminism? How
might the concept of chronopolitics provide a
useful strategy for feminism?
My research, interests, and voice are organised
into individual projects of multiple installations. I build environments where ideas may
play against one another to produce spaces of
simultaneous knowing and unknowing. A recent project titled Utopians Dance is comprised
of two installations—one titled A Reeducation
and one that carries the project title, Utopians
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Andrea Ray
figs. 5-6

Dance. The project simultaneously engages moments of the past, the present, and the future,
exploring an individual’s journey through the
lens of the social while calling across histories
of social experimentation to speak with subjectivities of today.
A Reeducation evokes a turn-of-the-century
reading room. A bookshelf (holding books about
utopia, feminism, and economics), antique rugs,
photographs, a painting, and natural objects
comprise the environment (fig. 2).
A small table displays
a book I’ve written
and hand bound (fig.
3). The book is titled
A Cure for the Marriage Spirit and
incorporates a bit of
time travel. The main
character, through
her research into
nineteenth-century
feminists and her
experimentation with
polyamory, resists
a linear concept of
time as she imagines
communing with the
dead—comrades who
enable her to dream
up alternative social
conditions in her
own time; to rethink
marriage, questions of
equality, and sexual
politics; and to challenge what is considered normal. It is my hope
that the text’s non-linear temporal construction
enables viewer-subjects to similarly engage in
formulating future possibilities.
Hung on the surrounding the walls are photographs; one of a book that lays open to a poem
by Henry David Thoreau about free love (fig.
1), and two others that reference Charlotte
Perkins Gilman’s Herland, a utopian feminist
novel from 1915 in which three male explorers
discover an all-female civilisation—a frame
within which to contrast gender discrimination

Andrea Ray / PhD Candidate

using social alternatives. My photographs present evidence of that civilisation—of the former
persisting in the present. Moving beyond this
example of early-twentieth-century binary politics, I’m interested instead in productive dissent
among non-fixed subject identities—a model to
replace that of the centre/periphery.
Occupying a larger, open space is Utopians
Dance, in which wood flooring, music, and
video create a space of levity that encourages
dance under a series of strung lights (fig. 4).
The video monitor displays dancing feet with
subtitles that convey
messages combining
fringe, caring-based
economies with
contra-dancing calls
(figs. 5–6). In both
models (the economics and the dance
referred to), cooperation is embraced,
and competition
(and therefore power
relations) are discouraged. The atmosphere
of Utopians Dance
evokes the desire for
joy and freedom, and
asks whether we’ll
join the dance.
Propped up on the
dance floor is an
album cover with the
title In My Utopia
(fig. 7). It represents
a future not yet realised. I haven’t written or
recorded the songs yet. No vinyl has been
produced. The album sleeve is empty. The song
titles correspond to my interest in feminism and
utopia, and the liner notes are taken from my
book A Cure for the Marriage Spirit (fig. 8).
Viewers enter the open dance floor space and
find that they occupy a dual position: one of
observing while being observed. Who am I?
Who is she? I’m considering this dual position of
subjectivity and how it relates to larger notions of
belonging and community (fig. 9).
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Within both installations comprising Utopians
Dance, viewers are invited to imagine themselves
as the protagonist and to participate in meaning
making—while standing (and perhaps dancing)
on the floor/stage, projecting what music might
come from the absent vinyl, or reading the
book’s third-person narration and non-sequential series of voices. It is my hope that a collection
of radical moments and proposals across time
may result in an altered perception and re-evaluation of the monogamous-normative state—
a state of politics that rules our health care, family
laws, and much more. The project is not simply a
rejection of gender difference and marriage, but
also a projection of the desire for our value system
to take root somewhere else.
Utopians Dance seeks to create an open position
that places the subject within the possibility of
dreaming through the disruption of linear time
and citing alternatives to the normative. My artistic research project departs from here with the
desire to establish a new ground of resistance—
refusing the positions we think we must assume.
Perhaps then, we may begin anew.
_

PhD description:
Andrea Ray’s doctoral project, A Reeducation,
examines issues of the individual, agency, and
community through, for example, proposed
forms of alternative living and utopian communities. Existing at the intersection of art practice
and sociology, Ray’s project examines the
usefulness of affect experienced in audio installations as a meaningful contribution to concerns
surrounding subjectivity and gender, affinity
and friendship, and love and belonging. Her
project aims to intervene, counter, and rework
the chrono-political, heteronormative narratives
of constraint, omission, and dominance that
institutions like marriage still retain.
Andrea Ray has an arts practice that includes
installation and writing. She completed the Whitney Museum of American Art Independent Study
Program and received an MFA from Cranbrook
Academy of Art and a BFA from the Rhode Island
School of Design. She teaches at Parsons the New
School in New York. Ray has, since 2013, been a
PhD candidate in Fine Arts at the Malmö Art Academy. Exhibition venues include Sculpture Center,
Apex Art, P.S.1 Clocktower Gallery, and White
Columns in New York; Wesleyan University’s Zilkha
Gallery, the Skissernas Museum, and the Wanås
Foundation in Sweden; and venues in Dublin,
Brussels, and Turin. Ray has been awarded an Art
Matters grant and is a two-time New York Foundation for the Arts Fellowship recipient. Residency
awards include MoMA P.S.1, New York; MacDowell
Colony, Peterborough, NH; and Cité Internationale
des Arts, Paris.

Apolonija Šušteršič
CONCLUSION
The day after … Matthias set up breakfast for all
of us outside of the HU_Café in the sun. The late
September morning sun had been really making
a big effort to pretend it was still summer. The
new Brunnenplatz triumph called Community
Pavilion was sitting on the side of the square
waiting to welcome the people. From afar, it
looked like a serious building, complementing
the composition of the space. But when I was
sitting under the roof, the feeling was warm
and cosy, like sitting under the big village tree.
The light coming through the transparent roof
was taking on the tone of the wood, breaking
through two layers of construction. The wood
was still fresh and the smell was … the concrete
walls were melting down into the stairs, creating
a never-ending space.
There was no one around. It was very quiet on
the square; everyone was still sleeping. This was
the most beautiful time of the day at Brunnenplatz. I experienced it so many times during
my residency in Hustadt. Just before the kids
conquered the place.
We usually sat in front of my place, drinking coffee and making plans for the day. So many times
our plans were too ambitious, since there was always something unpredictable that happed during
the day and we had to deal with it … somehow.
Now my part of the work was finished. Well,
almost finished. Or perhaps it will never be
finished!
It will always be in process.
Already during the process of building the
Community Pavilion, the Aktionsteam had
slowly disintegrated into several small groups
that performed their “molecular revolutions”1
in the everyday life of the Hustadt neighbourhood. I hope we have all learnt something from
the Hustadt Project experience that will be taken
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further on into new situations. Philipp Unger
and his network, UmQ, had been helping me
finish the Community Pavilion, as well as Matthias Köllman and his friends. UmQ took over
the responsibility of taking care of the pavilion
and stimulating the programme in the future.
Matthias was very decisive about running his
social café as a complementary project in support of the pavilion. And my feeling after the
three-year experience of working with both of
them was that this partnership might be difficult
but necessary. After I left Hustadt, they worked
together and shared the space for a while, but
this situation didn’t last long, mostly because of
the different ways of understanding responsibility within the engagement. Later on, Matthias
joined forces with Förderverein (Prof. Uhlig),
which still seems to be working very well today.
Another member of Aktionsteam, Renate Thomas, has changed her sharp left-wing orientation
and started to cooperate with Mrs. Schumann,
the older lady who used to be the CDU (Christian Democratic Union) representative in the
local political scene. This was the most surprising for me—however, not impossible to imagine,
knowing Renate’s determined character. She and
some others were the ones who led the campaign
against the Community Pavilion at the end.2
Ina Gutteck distanced herself already during the
process, since she had problems with some people in the group as well as with the process itself,
mainly being asked to sign the Letter of Intent.3
She did, however, come at the end and congratulate me. She never believed we would manage to
bring this difficult project to its end. She herself
was determined to continue organising the flea
market at Brunnenplatz and the campaign for
saving the library in Uni-Center.
Silke Bolestra disappeared after we got the building permission for the Community Pavilion, and
she never showed up again. I was hoping that
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Hustadt Project Archive,
exhibition as part of
the final PhD thesis,
IAC (Inter Arts Center,
Malmö), 2013
_
1. Félix Guattari, Molecular
Revolution: Psychiatry
and Politics (New York:
Puffin, 1984).
2. The protest flyer is
available in the Hustadt
Episodaire, 145.
3. The Letter of Intent
is available as part of
Appendix 5 of the full
submission.
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4. They have been organised into another neighbourhood team called
Kümmerers (“the ones
who take care”), mainly
to organise “cleaning actions” in Hustadt.
5. Félix Guattari, “Institutional Intervention,”
in Soft Subversions:
Texts and Interviews,
1977–1985 (Los Angeles:
Semiotext(e), 2009), 48.
6. Ibid.
7. Here I’m naming the
groups as they would
be named during our
project, no matter what
politically correct vocabulary would say. The
“German group” was not
the entire Aktionsteam
and also did not include
all of the Germans on
the team. This was the
nickname for a specific
group of individuals who
couldn’t gain much
respect among the nonGermans, mainly because
of their behaviour in
public: drinking alcohol, being too loud, and
always talking instead of
working.

she had gotten a job somewhere and had forgotten about Hustadt. I was very keen on talking to
her at the end of our actions, but couldn’t get in
contact with her anymore. I wanted to organise an
interview with her, as she believed and followed
the news about extraterrestrial conspiracies. She is
definitely an interesting and peculiar character.
All the other people were still around. Prof. Uhlig, Dr. Fischer, Christoph, Andreas, and Tina
were all still engaged.
During the whole process, Matthias and I had
realised that Aktionsteam was far too German
(like the Hustadt statistics), and that we’d need
more intensive communication with immigrants,
especially those living around Brunnenplatz.
As a group, the Aktionsteam acted as an “intermediary” between the individual and society,
between the active citizen and the city politics.
As such, it was a temporary organisation that
could not sustain itself after the goal had been
achieved. Instead, it came together in another
form or organisation.4 And, if we listen to Félix
Guattari, who, after working on research with
several groups at La Borde, where his belief in the
existence of the group as an entity was questioned,
said, “most of the time, it’s no more than a fiction,”5 then our presumption was correct. What
Guattari suggests later on in the same text is to
work with the idea of a “Beckett assemblage,” as
he would call an isolated individual who can do
group work. He suggests starting from a much
more inclusive, perhaps more vague, notion of assemblage: “Who is speaking? Who is intervening?
What assemblage of enunciation makes something real?”6 And indeed, when we think about
our “performative actions” as the assemblage that
constructed an argument in negotiations with the
politicians, it is clear that we after all affected both
objective and subjective realities. The individuals
involved had been acting as a group and did the
group work. And then they continued each on
his or her own way as he or she thought was right.
Meaning, the aim had been achieved. After our
experience of building the Temporary Pavilion, it
became clear that our non-German friends were
not very fond of the “German group”7—there
had always been tension between them since the
beginning of the Hustadt Project, and probably

already long before that. It was quite interesting
to hear the repeated argument that “the Germans
are just too loud.” This is, of course, a sensitive
remark. It does say something, however, about
the way the immigrants observe the environment
in which they are supposed to integrate. As an
immigrant myself, I construct my own opinion
about a place, which is usually very critical and
questions every little difference that deviates from
my own culture. Usually I’m not able to question
my own cultural codes at the same time. As an
immigrant, one is the best mirror of the society
into which one is supposed to integrate. The question in Hustadt was: Integrate with whom? And
why? And how? In Hustadt, the social environment that represented German culture was really
not so attractive that one would even want to
integrate into it—this would mean integrating
with people who have no sensibility for others,
people who don’t even respect themselves, who
have obnoxious public behaviour, who live on the
dole all their lives? Not to be too judgmental or
puritanical, but as an immigrant, you do need a
positive, stimulating environment that creates a
desire for integration, that shows the interesting
side of German culture or German society.
At the same time, the non-Germans were perfectly able to accept Matthias (who is German)
as somebody they admired and could trust.
Indeed, in my opinion it had much to do with
personal relations. It had to do with the way one
communicates one’s own personality towards
other people and in public. For me, a place is
defined by the people I meet.
I believe that the Temporary Pavilion_Building
Action created a situation in which both Matthias and I met with Hustadt residents in a way
that meant our personalities were harshly judged
in the middle of Brunnenplatz. Passers-by would
observe our work. They would observe us when
we were communicating very openly about what
we were doing and why. We engaged them about
their opinions and their ideas. It wasn’t always
pleasant to hear what they thought about our
project. They were sceptical and negative. Yet
the closer we came to completing the project,
the more positive their reactions became. Not
because they liked the design of the structure we
were building; not even because they liked the
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idea that we were presenting—but because they
had gotten to know us. We had become “people
they know”—we had become persons to them.
Through this “performative action” we gained
trust and respect, and we trusted and respected
them back; the feelings were mutual and in
exchange. This was important for us in order to
believe that the place we had built would therefore not be destroyed deliberately. We could trust
that in some way the residents would identify

rated and also because it was actually there much
longer than what we had expected.
As we learnt from the Hustadt Project, participation is not something that just happens or is
there lying around and we can just pick up. It is a
process that needs to be carefully and sensitively
composed. It is important to research the preceding context and then design a platform suitable to the situation, where people feel invited
to participate. This was the case not only within
the Hustadt Project, but also within many
other projects that I have previously worked on.
Projects in which I invited the public to join in
to think and to work with me. However, each
case was different, since every situation had its
own objectives and there was no manual on
how to do it. Yes, we can still talk about general
instructions like: take time, observe, talk to
local people, listen, think beyond the possible,
think beyond the limits of expectation, and
never give up!
Participation means working with people and
people are different. In participatory processes,
it is impossible to plan the result; therefore, an
open-ended result must be anticipated.

themselves with the place we had made for them,
just because they participated in conveying it.
While most of them may not have participated
in the physical building of it (although some of
them helped as well), they had participated in
the whole process by supporting us in different
ways within our daily communication. Indeed,
the Temporary Pavilion was used intensively
and wasn’t destroyed on purpose. It “fell apart”
because the cheap material we had used deterio-

Participation is also not the ultimate form of
democracy, as I have already stated within this
dissertation.8 It is one of the possibilities to practise democracy, as well as to promote democracy
and everything that democracy represents. The
participation process is organised by somebody
who also takes responsibility for the process itself, which means that the frame is already given.
It might be changed and transformed, but that
depends on the engagement of the participants,
and the one who has set the platform. In my dissertation I have tried to emphasise the importance of developing the notion of participation
through self-awareness and motivation, in order
to emphasise the immanent desire to participate
in the production of democratic space.
There are many forms of participation, which also
vary from discipline to discipline. And I believe
that within art there is much space to investigate
the possibility of various forms of participation
on different levels while not being necessarily
too moralistic or politically correct. The fear of
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manipulation is not only present within participatory processes in art9 but in all forms of communication, when the one who possesses power
abuses his or her position. Art is a specific, very
self-conscious form of communication, and if we
speak from the position of power, we should be
aware of our position when we speak. We should
also be aware of the manipulative power of
politics that uses public projects like the Hustadt
Project for its own celebration or within its own
battle for domination on the political field.
Certainly, also within urban regeneration projects there is space for navigation and so-called
“molecular revolutions”10 for artists to work
with. Still, one has to make it clear that he or she
is speaking from an independent, autonomous
position in a permanent “agonistic relation” with
the different parties involved. The artist, as a specific intellectual, as an expert in one’s own field,
has a responsibility to one’s own discipline—the
kind of discipline that is designed to produce
critical thinking and a critical practice that
eventually creates the conditions for the production of democratic change. We need to widen
the field of artistic intervention by intervening
directly in a multiplicity of social spaces in order
to oppose the programme of total capitalist
mobilisation. Therefore, the urban regeneration
process is just another space for exercising and
producing the hegemonic struggle. It must be
taken seriously as a space for action.
As Chantal Mouffe finally agrees, “artistic
practices could contribute to the struggle against
capitalist domination.” She also warns, however,
that this requires a proper understanding of the
dynamics of democratic politics; an understanding which can only be obtained by acknowledging the political in its antagonistic dimension as
well as the contingent nature of any type of social
order. It is only within such a perspective that one
can grasp the hegemonic struggle which characterises democratic politics, hegemonic struggle in
which artistic practices can play a crucial role.11
And indeed, as the Hustadt Project indicates,
there is certainly a space for struggle that is
activated only when both artists as individuals
and other people in cooperation with them take
action to influence the predetermined decisions

9. See the discussion
on social engineering in
footnote 5 of the introduction to this dissertation, available online.

in the process of the production of urban space.
This action is certainly different from the production of space by the dominating mechanism.
As Henri Lefebvre would point out:
The user’s space is lived—not represented (or
conceived). When compared with the abstract
space of the experts (architects, urbanists,
planners), the space of the everyday activities
of users is a concrete one, which is to say, subjective. As a space of “subjects” rather than of
calculations, as a representational space, it has
an origin, and that origin is childhood, with
its hardships, its achievements, and its lacks.
Lived space bears the stamp of the conflict
between an inevitable, if long and difficult,
maturation process and a failure to mature
that leaves particular original resources and
reserves untouched. It is in this space that
the “private” realm asserts itself, albeit more
or less vigorously, and always in a conflictual
way, against the public one.12
The Hustadt Project also demonstrates that acting spatially takes time.13 It is very important to
give time to set the process of actively reinventing space; to spend time on location, to observe,
to listen, to talk with people and spend time with
them. As Constantin Petcou and Doina Petrescu
state, “Common desires can thus emerge from
these ‘shared moments,’ collective dynamics and
projects to come. Patiently, we had to rebuild
practices in spaces void of use, which are no
longer suited to anyone.”14 Therefore, we were
looking to set the conditions of a non-predetermined experience, of a subjective experience,
which produces a collective narration of urban
space through daily activity.15
Time is an important aspect also in relation to
the post-production of this project, which is set
into a process. Even when the artist leaves the
scene and hands it over to the people in cooperation, it is important to be patient and give time
for the transition and readjustment.
This is the time when the project needs a distant
support to be able to survive and carry on. This
is also the time when all the official participatory projects collapse, since the authorities are
not interested in sustaining the results of the
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10. Guattari, “Institutional Intervention,” 36.
11. Chantal Mouffe,
“Artistic Activism and
Agonistic Spaces,” Art &
Research 1, no. 2 (Summer 2007), http://www.
artandresearch.org.uk/
v1n2/pdfs/mouffe.pdf.
12.Henri Lefebvre, The
Production of Space,
trans. Donald NicholsonSmith (Oxford: Basil
Blackwell, 2007), 362.
13. Constantin Petcou
and Doina Petrescu,
“Acting Space: Transversal Notes, On-theGround Observations
and Concrete Questions
for Us All,” in “Participation,” eds. Urška
Jurman and Apolonija
Šušteršičč, special issue,
AB—Arhitekturno bilten
[Architect’s Bulletin],
no. 188–89 (July 2011):
56–59.
14. Ibid., 57.
15. Ibid.
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project—they are not interested in sustainable
participation. At the end of the day, they are not
interested in participation at all, since it takes
too much time, energy, and finances. For the
authorities, participation is uneconomical.
Therefore, I thought about the moment of postproduction of the Hustadt Project in terms of
support and continuation as well as its documentation and shared knowledge. Together
with the curator Katrin Mundt, I managed to
set up another project that would give a boost
to the community cinema and further activate
the local population. This project started right
after the Community Pavilion opened, and it
has been running now for the last two years and
it seems it will continue. Meanwhile, it has been
transformed and adjusted according to the needs
and desires of the local group of women who are
participating in the project. They continue to
meet and discuss together in HU_Café.
“Congratulations, Matthias! You won! Finally.
That has been a long struggle.”
“Yes, thank you. Thank you for your support. It
took me … how many years? When did we open
HU_Café? In 2010?”
“Well, you were always saying that it isn’t finished.
However, it was functioning as soon as Mari and I
cleaned the paint buckets. We were all your guests,
in HU_Café, which is now HUKultur, right?”
“Yes. Have you read our newsletter? We are struggling with the graphic design. ‘Hilfe’, Apolonija!
But we have proper opening hours; we have a
cultural programme; Katrin is going on with the
cinema workshops; we are running cooking workshops and other projects. Hustadt women are on
board: Faiza, Devran, Elife, Hayat, and Somaia
are part of our HUKultur team.”
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PhD description:
The text in this Yearbook is part of Apolonija
Šušteršič’s doctoral submission: Hustadt, Inshallah: Learning from a Participatory Art Project in
a Trans-local Neighbourhood. The final doctoral
submission comprises (1) a textual part with
some graphic and photo material; (2) Hustadt
Episodaire, narrative visual documentation; (3)
Hustadt blog (www. http://hustadtproject.blogspot.de), which was produced while following the
case study project; and (4) an exhibition presenting the Hustadt ProjectArchive, which is now
possible to see by appointment in my studio/
archive in Ljubljana, Slovenia. Hustadt, Inshallah: Learning from a Participatory Art Project in
a Trans-local Neighbourhood is published on the
Lund University website at http://www.lu.se/lup/
publication/4144448.

F AC U L T Y
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Apolonija Šušteršič finished and defended her PhD
at Malmö Art Academy in November 2013. She
has her own art and architecture studio practice
in Amsterdam, Netherlands, and in Ljubljana,
Slovenia. As a former professor at Royal University
College of Fine Arts she established a Department
of Permanent Transformation—a mobile unit; a
parasite that could be plugged into any institution
that performs an educational function.
Šušteršič has participated in a number of internationally published and shown projects and
exhibitions within and beyond the international
contemporary art institutions around the world,
including Moderna Museet, Stockholm; the Berlin
Biennale; Luxembourg City of Culture; Moderna
Galerija, Ljubljana; Marian Goodman, Paris; de
Appel, Amsterdam; Generali Foundation, Vienna;
Art Museum at the University of Memphis; the
Tirana Biennale; Muhka, Antwerp; Edinburgh
International Festival; and Van Abbe Museum,
Eindhoven, among others.

“Sounds great. Good luck. And I hope to see you all
very soon!”
“When are you coming to Hustadt again? We will
make special ‘Hustadt ‘baklawas’ for you.”
“Inshallah!”
_
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MFA1 School trip to Morocco
For the spring school trip of the first year
MFA students, Maria Hedlund and Haegue
Yang led a journey to Morocco, starting
with Alhambra of Granada, via Tarifa over to
Tangier, then to Casablanca. This trip ended
in Marrakech, where the group visited the
5th Marrakech Biennale.
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Critical & Pedagogical Studies
Writing Workshop and Study Trip
in Scotland
Programme Director: Maj Hasager
Lead Teachers of workshop: Maria Fusco
and Nicola White
Critical & Pedagogical Studies is an international programme that leads to a Master
of Fine Arts degree, working across borders
between art theory, practice, and pedagogy.
The programme brings together a small
group of artists with diverse interests working from critical perspectives on contemporary art practice, theory, and education.
This year the Critical & Pedagogical Studies
group travelled to Scotland for a week-long
study trip. Our first stop was at Cove Park,
a rural artist residency situated alongside
Loch Long near Helensburgh. While there,
we gathered with arts practitioners working
in the field of art writing for an intensive
learning experience, fostering an international cross-circulation of knowledge
and ideas. Our time at Cove Park entailed
several days of workshops, discussions, and
walks with Maria Fusco and Nicola White.
For our last night at Cove Park, we held a
dinner that was collectively prepared by the
group for invited guests, including artists
from the region such as Sarah Tripp, Ciara
Phillips, Ross Sinclair, Christine Borland,
Ross Birrell, and Helen de Main. Following
the days at Cove Park, we visited the cities
of Glasgow and Edinburgh for an introduction to contemporary art in the area. The
programme of activities included attending
artist talks by Georgina Starr and Plastique
Fantastique; a book release of collaborations between visual artists and writers at
the Glasgow Women’s Library; and visiting
exhibitions at the Centre for Contemporary
Arts (CCA) and Transmission Gallery. We
also met with institutional leaders such as
Francis McKee, Director of the CCA; Neil
Mulholland, Associate Head of Edinburgh
College of Art; and John Calcutt, Head of
the MFA Programme at Glasgow School of
Art, for informative discussions on art and
pedagogy. Overall the trip was packed full
of activities and was an introduction to the
artistic life of Scotland.

The scenic view from Cove Park, overlooking Loch Long.

Collective dinner with invited guests at Cove Park.

For course description see p. 285

Group walk through the forest near Cove Park, with
Nicola White and Maria Fusco. Nicola White gives the
group an introduction to the land and inhabitants of the
forest near Cove Park.
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Members of the Critical & Pedagogical Studies group
prepare a collective dinner for invited guests.
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Collaborative sculpture
From Everything to Nothing and Back Again
Kabbalistic sculpture by: Christian Bang
Jensen, Marie Bonfils, Kaare Sebastian
Golles, Birta Gudjónsdóttir, Lavinia Jannesson, Hanni Kamaly, Joachim Koester, Helene
Nymann, Marie Raffn, Ana Rebordão, Emelie
Sandström and Daniel Seferian Spies

268

Charif Benhelima, visiting the BFA
Exhibition, KHM Gallery, Malmö
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PLASTIC COURSE
Teacher: Senior Lecturer P-O Persson
Credits: 3

Student: Hanni Kamaly
Work: Refuge and Solitude, 2014

WELDING COURSE
Lead Teachers: Senior Lecturer P-O Persson
Also teaching: Robert Cassland
Credits: 6

See page: 280
See page: 280
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CULTURAL TRANSLATION IN THE GLOBAL
ASSEMBLY LINE

ARTIST BOOKS and SCREEN PRINT
Lead Teachers: Senior Lecturer Maria Hedlund
Guest Lecturers: Ella Tillema, Daniel Peder
Askeland, Matilda Plöjel, Simon Rees
Credits: 9

Lead Teacher: Professor Sarat Maharaj
Credits: 3
See page: 281

See page: 281

Parceling and Pacifying the Pacific: from the Global
Pandemonium Series, 2013
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CASTING COURSE:
BRONZE/ALUMINIUM/SILICONE
Lead Teacher: Senior Lecturer P-O Persson
Also teaching: Robert Cassland
Credits: 9

TOFONORCH PERFORMANCE TRAINING

See page: 283

See page: 280

Guest Teachers: Michael Portnoy and
Ieva Misevičiūtė
Credits: 6
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FACULTY – BIOGRAPHIES
Gertrud Sandqvist
Professor of Art Theory and the History
of Ideas; Supervisor for the Doctoral
Programme
Gertrud Sandqvist has been Rector of Malmö
Art Academy since 2011, a post she also previously held from 1995 to 2007.
Professor Sandqvist has been writing extensively on mainly European contemporary art
since the early 1990s. In 2010 she was the
co-curator of the Modernautställningen at
Moderna Museet, Stockholm. She co-curated,
together with Sarat Maharaj, Dorothee
Albrecht, and Stina Edblom, the Göteborg
International Biennial for Contemporary Art
2011. She curated Channeled, which showed
contemporary artists alongside Hilma af Klint,
at Lunds Konsthall, Lund (2013) and Against
Method for Generali Foundation, Vienna
(2013). Currently she is researching the occult
diaries of Hilma af Klint.
–
Dr. Sarat Maharaj
Professor of Visual Art and Knowledge
Systems; Supervisor for the Doctoral
Programme
Sarat Maharaj is an internationally recognised
researcher, writer, and curator. He is also
known as one of the curators for Documenta11
(2002; in collaboration with Okwui Enwezor),
and more recently he was chief curator of the
Göteborg International Biennial for Contemporary Art 2011, co-curated the 29th São
Paulo Biennial (2010), and curated the Third
Guangzhou Triennial (2008).
Maharaj did his PhD at University of Reading,
on “The Dialectic of Modernism and Mass Culture: Studies in Post War British Art.” Between
1980 and 2005, he was Professor of History
& Theory of Art at Goldsmiths, University of
London. He was the first Rudolf Arnheim Professor, Humboldt University, Berlin (2001–02)
and Research Fellow at the Jan Van Eyck
Academie, Maastricht (1999–2001).
Maharaj’s specialist research and publications
cover Marcel Duchamp, James Joyce, and
Richard Hamilton. He has written extensively on questions of visual art as knowledge
production and artistic research, among other
subjects.
Maharaj is currently part of the Distinguished
Scholar Professorship at University of Pretoria,
South Africa, where he is working on a series
of visual-textual-film constructions called
Drakensberg and a piece called Ignorantitis
Sapiens: on the knowledge/ignorance virus.
–

Dr. Matts Leiderstam
Professor of Fine Arts
Matts Leiderstam is a Swedish artist based
in Stockholm. He obtained a PhD in Fine Arts
at Malmö Art Academy in 2006 and studied
painting at Valand Academy between 1984
and 1989. Selected solo exhibitions include
Wilfried Lentz, Rotterdam; Andréhn-Schiptjenko, Stockholm; Kunsthalle Düsseldorf; Grazer
Kunstverein, Graz; Salon MoCAB—Museum
of Contemporary Art, Belgrade; Badischer
Kunstverein, Karlsruhe; Kunstmuseum Liechtenstein, Vaduz; and Magasin III Stockholm
Konsthall.
Selected group shows include the 8th Berlin
Biennale; Gasworks, London; Museo Tamayo,
Mexico City; Witte de With, Rotterdam; the
Göteborg International Biennial for Contemporary Art 2010; Moderna Museet, Stockholm;
and the Third Guangzhou Triennial.
Publications on and of his work include the
artist book MOM/2011/47 (and into the room
swallows flew), 2012; Matts Leiderstam: Seen
from Here, Verlag für moderne Kunst, 2010;
Matts Leiderstam: Nachbild/After Image, Argobooks, 2010; and his dissertation See and Seen:
Seeing Landscape through Artistic Practice,
Malmö Art Academy, Lund University, 2006
(www-seeandseen.net/dissertation).
–
Haegue Yang
Professor of Fine Arts
Haegue Yang is a Korean artist based in Berlin.
She has studied at Seoul National University,
Fine Arts College; Cooper Union, New York;
and Staatliche Hochschule für Bildende Künste, Städelschule, Frankfurt.
Her most recent solo exhibitions include Glasgow Sculpture Studios; Musée d’art moderne
et contemporain, Strasbourg; Galerie Chantal
Crousel, Paris; Institute of Contemporary Art,
Boston; and Haus der Kunst, Munich.
Recent group exhibitions include Forum
Stadtpark, Graz; Greene Naftali, New York;
Overbeck-Gesellschaft, Lübeck; Tensta Konsthall, Stockholm; Tokyo Metropolitan Museum
of Photography; Muzeum Sztuki, Lodz; Kunstmuseum Stuttgart; Museum of Contemporary
Art Cleveland; Institute of Contemporary Arts,
London; dOCUMENTA (13), Kassel; Tate Modern, London; and Hayward Gallery, London.
Her work can be found in the following
museums and collections: BSI Art Collection,
Switzerland; National Museum of Contemporary Art, Korea; Sammlung Haubrok, Berlin;
Solomon R. Guggenheim Museum, New York;
Museum of Fine Arts, Houston; Walker Art
Center, Minneapolis; Westfälisches Landesmuseum, Münster; Zabludowicz Collection, London; Bristol’s Museums, Galleries & Archives;
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Carnegie Museum of Art, Pittsburgh; Explum,
Murcia; Galerie für Zeitgenössische Kunst,
Leipzig; Kulturstiftung des Bundes, Halle an der
Saale, Germany; Kunsthalle Hamburg; Leeum,
Samsung Museum of Art, Seoul; Los Angeles
County Museum of Art; Museum of Modern
Art, New York; and Muzeum Sztuki, Lodz.
–
Joachim Koester
Professor of Fine Arts
Joachim Koester is a Danish artist based in
Copenhagen.
His work has been shown at documenta X,
Kassel; the 2nd Johannesburg Biennale; the
Gwangju Biennale 1995; the 54th Venice Biennale; Busan Biennale 2006; Manifesta 7, Trento;
Tate Triennial 2009, London; and Taipei Biennale
2012, as well as in solo shows at Centre national
de la photographie, Paris; Statens Museum for
Kunst, Copenhagen; Centre d’Art Santa Mònica, Barcelona; Palais de Tokyo, Paris; Moderna
Museet, Stockholm; Museo Tamayo, Mexico
City; Power Plant, Toronto; Kestnergesellschaft,
Hanover; Institut d’art contemporain, Villeurbanne, France; MIT, Boston; Charlottenborg,
Copenhagen; S.M.A.K, Ghent; Camera Austria,
Graz; and Centre d’art contemporain, Geneva.
Koester’s work can be found in the following
museums and collections: Centre Pompidou,
Paris; Reina Sofia Museo Nacional Centro de
Arte, Madrid; Museum Boijmans, Rotterdam;
S.M.A.K, Ghent; Museum of Modern Art, New
York; Metropolitan Museum of Art, New York;
Philadelphia Museum of Art; Baltimore Museum
of Art; Centro de Arte Dos de Mayo, Madrid;
Statens Museum for Kunst, Copenhagen; Carnegie Museum of Art, Pittsburgh; Kiasma, Helsinki; Kongelige Biblioteks Fotografiske Samling,
Copenhagen; Fonds national d’art contemporain,
Paris; Sorø Kunstmuseum, Denmark; Moderna
Museet, Stockholm; Malmö Konstmuseum;
Sammlung Hoffmann, Berlin; Museum of Fine
Arts, Houston; MAC’s, Grand-Hornu, Belgium;
Kadist Art Foundation, Paris; FRAC Le Plateau,
Institut d’art contemporain, Villeurbanne, France;
Generali Foundation, Vienna; Sammlung Verbund, Vienna; and Museum Sztuki, Lodz.

inscribed with the words “I love you” underneath. The plinth was never to be found again.
The work also includes a plant shaped into
its current shape by taxi ride. Another object
was found at Musée royal de l’Afrique centrale
outside of Brussels. Adopted plants and things
that no one actually wants. Things that are in
a state of transition: on the way to oblivion but
equally likely to enter new contexts where a
different set of narratives appear.
The things were placed and photographed in
front of the same wall. These become images,
whereas the objects as a group function as
an image bank. Pictures lead to new pictures
that become objects, which consequently lead
to new items. The image bank grows and the
work continues. Parts of the works are now
being transformed into books.

Maria Hedlund is a Swedish artist based in
Stockholm. She studied in the Photography
Department at the University of Gothenburg,
graduating in 1993.
Two of her recent, ongoing works were exhibited in Stockholm during spring 2014: Life at
Hyttödammen, in a group show at Artipelag,
and Some kind of knowledge at Elastic G
 allery.
In the latter work, one of the items comes
from a friend. It used to stand on a plinth,
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For the past decade Edström has been working as a freelance motion graphic designer,
mainly for Swedish television and documentary
film companies in the region.
Her artistic background is in performancebased video and experimentation with different kinds of narratives (filmic, literature). In
recent years she has been focusing on the
relation between virtual spaces and the more
“indexical” forms of film and photography.

P-O Persson is a Swedish artist based in
Malmö. He graduated from the Royal Academy
of Fine Arts, Stockholm, in 1988.
As a Senior Lecturer at Malmö Art Academy,
Persson is responsible for technical and practical courses.
Persson is currently working on a public commission for the city of Landskrona, Sweden,
where his work will be part of a new public
park, expected to be finished in 2015.
–
Viktor Kopp
Junior Lecturer in Fine Arts
Viktor Kopp is a Swedish artist based in Stockholm. He has completed studies in Fine Art in
Malmö, Göteborg, and Helsinki and teaches
painting at the Malmö Art Academy.
Selected solo exhibitions include Ribordy Contemporary, Geneva; Blondeau & Cie, Geneva;
Bureau, New York; Galleri Riis, Stockholm; Galleri Magnus Åklundh, Malmö; and Konsthallen
Hamnmagasinet, Varberg, Sweden.
Group exhibitions include Moderna Museet,
Stockholm; Malmö Art Academy, Malmö;
Royal/T, Culver City, USA; Salon Zurcher, New
York; Ribordy Contemporary, Geneva; Bureau,
New York; and Ystad Konstmuseum, Sweden.

Maj Hasager
Programme Director of Critical &
Pedagogical Studies (MFA)

–

Hasager’s artistic approach is research based
and interdisciplinary, and she works predominantly with text, sound, video, and photography.
She has exhibited her work internationally in
events and institutions such as Red Barn Gallery, Belfast; Laznia Centre for Contemporary
Art, Gdansk; the Liverpool Biennial 2010; AlHoash Gallery, Jerusalem; Al-Kahf Gallery, Bethlehem; Khalil Sakakini Cultural Center, Ramallah;
Overgaden, Copenhagen; the Third Guangzhou
Triennial; Gallery 21, Malmö; LOOP Film Festival,
Barcelona; EMERGED Space, Glasgow; and the
2007 KargART Video Festival, Istanbul.
Hasager is the recipient of several international residencies and is currently a fellow at
Akademie Schloss Solitude, Stuttgart. She has
been awarded grants in support of her work
from the Danish Arts Council, the Danish Arts
Foundation, Arab Fund for Arts and Culture
(Beirut), ArtSchool Palestine, the Danish
Centre for Culture and Development, and the
Danish Arts Agency. Additionally, Hasager is a
Guest Lecturer at the International Academy
of Art Palestine; Dar al-Kalima College, Bethlehem; and the University of Ulster, Belfast. She
occasionally writes essays, catalogue texts,
and articles.

Margot Edström is specialised in video and
digital media, including 2D and 3D animation,
3D printing, digital imaging, and post-production. Other areas of interest include classical

João Penalva
External Visiting Lecturer in Fine Arts
João Penalva is a Portuguese artist. He
studied at Chelsea School of Art, in London,
where he has lived since 1976. He has been
external visiting tutor at Malmö Art Academy
since 2003.
Penalva represented Portugal in the 23rd São
Paulo Biennial (1996) and in the 49th Venice
Biennale (2001). He also exhibited in the 2nd
Berlin Biennale (2001) and the 13th Biennale of
Sydney (2002).
Solo exhibitions include Camden Arts Centre,
London; Contemporary Art Centre, Vilnius;
Galerie im Taxispalais, Innsbruck, Austria;
Tramway, Glasgow; Rooseum Center for Contemporary Art, Malmö; Institute of Visual Arts,
Milwaukee; Power Plant, Toronto; Serralves
Museum, Porto; Ludwig Museum Budapest;
Irish Museum of Modern Art, Dublin; DAAD
Gallery, Berlin; Mead Gallery, University of Warwick, England; Lunds Konsthall, Lund; Centro de
Arte Moderna, Calouste Gulbenkian Foundation, Lisbon; Brandts Kunsthallen, Odense, Denmark; and Trondheim Kunstmuseum, Norway.
Penalva was awarded the DAAD Berlin Artist’s
Residency in 2003 and the Bryan Robertson
Award, London, in 2009.
–

–

Nina Roos
External Visiting Lecturer in Fine Arts

Nathalie Melikian
External Visiting Lecturer in Fine Arts

Nina Roos is a visual artist working in the field
of painting. She lives and works in Helsinki.

Nathalie Melikian is an artist based in Vancouver and Malmö. Since the late 1990s she has
been creating videos in which she calls into
question and analyses the narrative structures
of various film genres.

Solo exhibitions have been held at Galerie
Francois Mansart, Paris; Galleri K, Oslo; Kunstnernes Hus, Oslo; Moderna Museet, Stockholm; Malmö Konsthall; Kiasma, Helsinki; and
Brandts Klædefabrik, Odense, Denmark.

Her work has been exhibited in solo shows
at MUHKA, Antwerp; Malmö Konstmuseum;

Selected group exhibitions include Artipelag,
Stockholm; Lunds Konsthall, Lund; Carnegie

–
Margot Edström
Junior Lecturer in Fine Arts

Melikian has also participated in a number
of group shows in Canada and in Europe,
including at Centre Pompidou, Paris; Seattle
Art Museum; Projections at the Justina M. Barnicke Gallery, University of Toronto; Kunsthalle
Fridericianum, Kassel; Vancouver Art Gallery;
Centro José Guerrero, Granada; Museo de Arte
Contemporánea de Vigo; Museum of Contemporary Art, Oslo; and Bergen Art Museum.
Her works feature in the collections of Centre
Pompidou, Malmö Art Museum, and Vancouver Art Gallery.

Maj Hasager is a Danish artist based in Copenhagen. She studied photography and Fine Art
in Denmark, Sweden, and the UK, earning an
MFA from Malmö Art Academy.

Per Olof Persson
Senior Lecturer in Fine Arts

Frankfurter Kunstverein; Centre pour l’image
Contemporaine Saint-Gervais Genève; Voxx,
Montreal; and IASPIS, Stockholm.

–

–

–
Maria Hedlund
Senior Lecturer in Fine Arts

filmmaking, staging/lighting, editing, narrative,
and dramaturgies.
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Art Award touring exhibition (first prize 2004);
KUMU Art Museum, Tallinn; Kunstverein
München; MUHKA, Antwerp; Museum of
Contemporary Art, Helsinki; the 46th Venice
Biennale (Nordic Pavilion); and Frankfurter
Kunstverein.
Public commissions include Campus Allegro,
Pietarsaari, Finland (2013); the Church of
Shadows, Chengdu, China (2012); and University of Gävle, Sweden (2006).

the Fourteenth International Biennial of Photography, Houston; and in group exhibitions
at MUHKA Museum of Contemporary Art,
Antwerp; Musée de Marrakech; Institute of
Contemporary Arts Singapore; Bag Factory,
Johannesburg; Shanghai Art Museum; Witte
de With, Rotterdam.
–
Andreas Eriksson
External Visiting Lecturer in Fine Arts

–
Christine Ödlund
External Visiting Lecturer in Fine Arts
Christine Ödlund is a Swedish artist living and
working in Stockholm. Ödlund graduated from
the University College of Art, Crafts and Design, Stockholm, in 1995, and from the Video
Department of the Royal Academy of Art,
Stockholm, in 1996. She studied composition
at EMS (Elektronmusikstudion) in Stockholm
(2002–04) and is a regular contributor to
electro-acoustic and sound work festivals
around the world.
Ödlund’s work has been shown in group
exhibitions in Stockholm, Tel Aviv, and Tokyo.
Her work is included in the public collections
of Moderna Museet, Stockholm, and Magasin
III, Stockholm. Her most recent solo exhibition is Music for Eukaryotes at Trondheim’s
Kunstmuseum in Norway (2013).
–
Charif Benhelima
External Visiting Lecturer in Fine Arts
Charif Benhelima is a Belgian artist. He lives
and works in Antwerp.
Through the medium of photography,
Benhelima deals with the topics of memory/
oblivion, time, space, origin, identity, politics of
representation, and perception. He gained recognition with the Welcome to Belgium series, a
nine-year research project on the sentiment of
being a foreigner. Besides having worked with
analogue photography, he has been experimenting for fifteen years with the Polaroid 600.

Andreas Eriksson is a visual artist based in
Medelplana, Sweden. He graduated from the
Royal Institute of Art, Stockholm, in 1998.
Recent solo exhibitions include Michel Majerus
Estate, Berlin; Sommer & Kohl, Berlin; Galleri
Riis, Oslo; Stephen Friedman Gallery, London;
Lidköpings Konsthall, Sweden; the 54th Venice
Biennale; Galleri Susanne Ottesen, Copenhagen; mumok, Vienna; Art Statements, Basel;
Skövde Konsthall, Sweden; and Trondheims
Kunstmuseum, Trondheim.
Selected group exhibitions include Gumbostrand Gallery, Helsinki; Galleri Rotor,
Göteborg; FRAC Auvergne, France; the 30th
São Paulo Biennial; D’Amelio Gallery, New York;
Artipelag, Stockholm; Louisiana Museum of
Modern Art, Humlebæk, Denmark; LAUTOM
Contemporary, Oslo; mumok, Vienna; and
Moderna Museet, Stockholm.
Eriksson’s work can be found in the following
collections: the National Museum of Art, Architecture and Design, Oslo; Louisiana, Humle
bæk; AstraZeneca, Lund; ECB, Frankfurt;
Göteborgs Konstmuseum, Sweden; Landstinget Halland, Sweden; Moderna Museet,
Stockholm; mumok, Vienna; Skövde Konstmuseum, Sweden; Statens Konstråd, Sweden;
Sundsvalls Museum, Sweden; and Uppsala
Konstmuseum, Sweden.

In parallel to his artistic research, Benhelima
is a professor at the LUCA School of Arts,
Ghent, and guest professor at the Higher
Institute for Fine Arts (HISK), Ghent.
Recent solo exhibitions were held at Niterói
Museum of Contemporary Art, Rio de Janeiro;
BPS 22, Charleroi, Belgium; Palais des BeauxArts (Bozar), Brussels; Station Museum of
Contemporary Art, Houston; Volta NY 2010;
and Künstlerhaus Bethanien GmbH, Berlin,
among others.
Benhelima recently participated at the Marrakech Biennale 5; the FotoFest 2012 Biennial,
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Programme
descriptions

BACHELOR’S PROGRAMME
IN FINE ARTS—BFA
The three-year Bachelor’s Programme
consists of individual work in the studio and
individual tutoring from professors and other
teachers, as well as scheduled courses in
major areas of artistic techniques, artistic
interpretation, and art theory. The Bachelor’s Programme in Fine Arts begins with
a foundation course dealing primarily with
different artistic techniques and basic art
theory. Malmö Art Academy has no separate
departments. Students organise their own
curriculum, choosing from a wide range
of courses on topics in art theory, artistic
techniques, and artistic interpretation. The
courses are announced the first week of
each semester.
Students who successfully complete the required amount of courses, earn a sufficient
amount of credit points for their own studio
practice, and are approved for their graduation work and thesis will receive a Bachelor’s
degree in Fine Arts (180 ECTS credits,
equivalent to 30 credits for each semester).
Professors at Malmö Art Academy are, in
consultation with an external participant,
the examiners for a Bachelor’s degree.
–
MASTER’S PROGRAMME
IN FINE ARTS—MFA
The Master’s Programme in Fine Arts at
Malmö Art Academy is a two-year graduate
programme in Fine Arts, including in-depth
research in art through individual studio
practice and courses in art and various
related disciplines. During the first year, the
students begin their advanced artistic work,
with continuous discussions in seminars led
by teachers as well as a study tour to an
artistically interesting place. Students organise their own curriculum, choosing from
a wide range of technical and theoretical
courses, many of which are taught by internationally renowned artists. Guest lectures
with visiting artists and critics as well as
various forms of collaborative projects are
continuously offered at the Academy.
In the second year, students focus on their
graduation work, which includes writing an
essay and presenting a solo exhibition at the
Academy’s gallery, KHM. Malmö Art Academy has no separate departments. Approved
graduation work meets the requirements for
a Master’s degree in Fine Arts (120 ECTS
credits). Professors at Malmö Art Academy
are, in consultation with an external participant, the examiners for a Master’s degree.
–

Programme Descriptions

MASTER’S PROGRAMME
IN CRITICAL & PEDAGOGICAL
STUDIES—MFA
Critical & Pedagogical Studies is an international Programme that leads to a Master’s
degree in Fine Arts in Critical & Pedagogical Studies (120 ECTS credits) and works
across borders between art theory, practice,
and pedagogy. The programme aims to
encourage thinking within the artistic field
related to art creation, training, and production. We want to encourage initiative and
experimentation, especially in the fields
of art production, education, writing, and
theory. Teaching is largely based around
seminars and workshops that are led by
visiting lecturers, the professors at Malmö
Art Academy, and the programme leader
of Critical & Pedagogical Studies. There is
focus on the students’ own projects through
group critiques and individual tutorials.
Theory is seen as practice and practice is
theorised. Key concepts are critical thinking
and questions of artistic production, education, and pedagogical strategies, combined
with an openness to learn and experiment.
The programme is conducted in English.
–
PHD PROGRAMME
IN FINE ARTS
The four-year Doctoral (PhD) Programme in
Fine Arts for practising artists and curators
is the first of its kind. Sweden’s first Doctors
in Fine Art graduated from the Malmö Art
Academy, Lund University, in 2006. Professor Gertrud Sandqvist is responsible for the
programme, and Professor Sarat Maharaj is
Head Supervisor of the doctoral candidates,
who gather for seminars in Malmö at least
twice every semester. The study programme
is experimental and highly individualised,
focusing on identifying, understanding, and
developing artistic thinking as a specialised
field of knowledge production. Studies are
based on artistic knowledge and artistic
work, and the focus is on individual artistic
work and research. The artistic work is
both object and method. Reflective and
theoretical study is not a self-fulfilling goal
but serves the purpose of being a means
for developing artistic competence. The
programme in total is 240 ECTS credits,
subdivided into various seminars or courses
(60 ECTS credits) and a documented artistic
research project (180 ECTS credits).
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BFA FINE ART / TECHNICAL COURSES:

Jannesson, Mads Juel Johansen, Marie
Raffn, Marianne Skaarup Jakobsen, Sunniva
Wejlemark

AUTODESK MAYA AND 3D PRINT
COURSE—VIRTUAL OBJECTS AND
“PHYSICAL” LIGHTING
Lead Teacher: Junior Lecturer Margot
Edström
Guest Teacher: David Krantz
Credits: 6

Through this course you gain knowledge
about different welding techniques such as
mig- and gas-welding, as well as information
about the security regulations for the different
techniques. After the course you will receive
a “driver’s licence” that allows you to work on
your own with the welding equipment.

Participating students: Isabelle Andriessen,
Luca Balser, Lily Benson, Sandra Mujinga,
Daniel Seferian Spies, Line Åxman

–

The course gives a basic introduction to all the
creative functions in 3D software Maya for
modelling, lighting, animation, visual effects,
and compositing. But the focuses is on various
ways of creating and dealing with 3D objects.
In addition to the advanced modelling tools in
Maya and Sculptris, we will use free downloadable stock models and experiment with
scanning of real physical objects for further
processing in 3D software. The other indepth part of the course looks into advanced
physical light-setting of objects in digital space
through the use of HDRI images.
   The aim of the course is to provide students with adequate technical artistic skills for
further independent work in various types of
3D software for their specific needs. In addition to this, the course also broaches the relation between concepts like “digital space” and
“virtual objects,” the nature of these created
spaces and objects, and their possibilities.
   The course includes gaining understanding
of the software; modelling a 3D object to be
printed; printouts of models at Mediaverkstaden; scanning of own physical objects; digital light-setting; animated camera movement;
rendering; completion of projects; and joint
presentation.

HISTORY OF EXPERIMENTAL FILM
Guest Teacher: Nathalie Melikian
Credits: 6

AUTUMN SEMESTER 2013:

PLASTIC
Teacher: Senior Lecturer P-O Persson
Credits: 3
Participating students: Marie Bonfils, Meise
Fabricius, Andrea Furberg, Karima Furuseth
This course in handling plastics gives knowledge
in the laminating and casting of plastics, plus
basic information about the safety prescriptions
of the workshop. After finishing the course, you
will get a “driver’s licence” that permits you to
work in the workshop on your own.
WELDING
Lead Teacher: Senior Lecturer P. O. Persson
Also teaching: Robert Cassland
Credits: 6
Participating students: John Alberts, Julie
Falk Christensen, Andreas Franzén, Erlend
Grytbakk Wold, Dick Hedlund, Lavinia

BFA FINE ART / ART COURSES:

Participating students: Josefine Adde Dahl,
Luca Balser, Markus Bråten, Julie Falk
Christensen, Josiah Ellis, Marianne Glimsdal,
Kaare Sebastian Golles, Lavinia Jannesson,
Mads Juel Johansen, Johan Lundqvist, Rina
Eide Løvaasen, Marcus Matt
The two-week intensive course traces the trajectory of experiments in filmmaking to reveal
the important role played by film in developing
a critical approach to the process of art making from the ’60s to the present day. We will
look at different historical moments to explore
the relationship between the constantly
changing potential of the medium, starting
with notions of modernity forged between the
new technologies of film and critical thinking. This seminar examines the development
of film from the Lumière brothers onward,
and considers different types of film, such as
avant-garde film, experimental film, structuralist film, Fluxus, artist films, self-referential
films, compilation found films, text as film, and
new forms of documentary.
Course material:
Films: Thomas A. Edison, Auguste Lumière,
Georges Méliès, Dziga Vertov, Luis Buñuel,
Salvador Dalí, Jean Cocteau, Maya Deren,
Norman McLaren, Stan Brakhage, Jonas Mekas, Kenneth Anger, Wilma Schoen, Michael
Snow, Peter Gidal, Hollis Frampton, Malcolm
Le Grice, Andy Warhol, Fluxus, Jim McBride,
Ross McElwee, Bruce Conner, Kevin Rafferty,
Jayne Loader, Pierce Rafferty.
Text, music, and image: Godfrey Reggio, Derek
Jarman, Bruce Conner.
Documentary and artist films: Shirley Clarke,
Peter Lynch, Errol Morris, Werner Herzog, Dan
Ollman, Sarah Price, Yvonne Rainer, Carolee
Schneemann, among others.
Literature: P. Adams Sitney, Ian Christie, Peter
Gidal, Robert Stam.
TOFONORCH PERFORMANCE TRAINING
Guest Teachers: Michael Portnoy and Ieva
Misevičiūtė
Credits: 6
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Participating students: Isabelle Andriessen,
Lily Benson, Balthazar Berling, Marie
Bonfils, Mazja Hilleström, Golnosh Hosseini,
Helena Olsson
This ten-day course will break you down to
build you up! TOFONORCH: Tongue, Focus,
Notion, Rhythm, Creature, and Humour (and a
few other things) are the keys to turning any
room into a bucket of sparks. Step up, soldiers,
for your first assignment!
(SOUND-)ART ORIGINATING IN
TEXT, LANGUAGE, SPEECH, AND
INSTRUCTIONS
Guest Teachers: Mathias Kristersson and
Stefan Klaverdal
Credits: 9
Participating students: Markus Bråten, Tina
Elstein Kryhlmann, Meise Fabricius, Espen
Helander, Kalle Enok Lindmark, Helene
Nymann, Marie Raffn, Marianne Skaarup
Jakobsen, Daniel Seferian Spies, Seda Yildiz
Text is a well-integrated medium in contemporary art and music. Several artists and
musicians use language as a natural part both
in artworks and in the artistic process.
   This course both theoretically and practically explores text and language as an artistic
material and as instruction. What would
happen if one applied John Cage’s theories
concerning 4’33’’ on a manual from IKEA?
Our point of origin is ideas from the 1960s, focusing on text and language as art. Is the text
a work in itself, or is the interpretation of it the
work? The question arises both when coming
from the art world or the music world.
This course focuses on the use of text and
language in a number of ways, examining older
pieces by, for example John Cage, La Monte
Young, Åke Hodell, and Yoko Ono but also
works by more contemporary artists such as
Karl Larsson, Cia Rinne, and Ida Börjel.
   We will of course go through historic references, discussing various methods, but also
experiment and to a limited extent see how to
use technology in this context.
   How does text influence the creation of
music? How does the presence of an interpreter (musician?) influence the work?
The goal is not necessarily to create music
pieces or songs, but, as we see it, music and
text have always been very closely linked, and
you have to in some way take this into account, especially when dealing with speech.
To make it possible to experiment with interpretation, we will also collaborate with a small
group of students from Malmö Academy of
Music who will—if possible—interpret some
of the works as music.
   The goal for the course is for the students
to compose works of their own, exhibiting this
in a way befitting the works.

Course Description

The work will be done both as a large group
and in individual sessions (studio visits), and
will comprise theoretical and listening classes,
practical experiments, and individual sessions.
ARTIST BOOKS AND SCREEN PRINT
Lead Teacher: Senior Lecturer Maria
Hedlund
Guest Lecturers: Ella Tillema, Daniel Peder
Askeland, Matilda Plöjel, Simon Rees
Credits: 9
Participating students: Josefine Adde Dahl,
Christian Bang Jensen, Marten Damgaard,
Josiah Ellis, Oscar Hagbard, Karin Hald,
Mazja Hilleström, Ronni Lykke Lauridsen,
Line Åxman
A practical investigation into what it means to
use the book as an artistic expression, and a
basic knowledge in screen-printing technique.
And, for those who wish, an introduction in
analogue photographic practice.
The course consists of the screen course; tutorials; lectures; a visit to the artist book collection
at Ystad museum; an introduction to analogue
cameras and the darkroom process; studio
visits; individual work; and presentations.
–
BFA FINE ART / THEORY COURSES:
ECONOMY AND LAW
Guest Teacher: Géza Antal
Credits: 7.5
Participating students: John Alberts,
Tina Elstein Kryhlmann, Meise Fabricius,
Andreas Franzén, Andrea Furberg, Marianne
Glimsdal, Oscar Hagbard, Dick Hedlund,
Golnosh Hosseini, Mads Juel Johansen,
Johan Lundqvist, Marie Raffn
The aim of this course is to give the students
theoretical knowledge and practical skills in
accounting and legislation relevant for their
future work as artists. This course consists of
lectures about basic accounting and Swedish tax law for the cultural sector, with special
emphasis on artists as entrepreneurs, and
workshops with practical training in basic accounting and income tax declaration.
Furthermore, there will be lectures in basic
Swedish and international intellectual property
law, with special emphasis on artists and their
working situation, and introduction to economic and legal circumstances in the Nordic
countries, with focus on Denmark.
ECONOMY AND LAW
Guest Teacher: Géza Antal
Credits: 4.5
Participating student: Mina Vattøy

The aim of this course is to give the students
theoretical knowledge and practical skills in
accounting and legislation relevant for their
future work as artists. This course consists of
lectures about basic accounting and Swedish tax law for the cultural sector, with special
emphasis on artists as entrepreneurs, and
workshops with practical training in basic accounting and income tax declaration. Furthermore, there will be lectures in basic Swedish
and international intellectual property law, with
special emphasis on artists and their working
situation, and introduction to economic and
legal circumstances in Norway.
–
MFA FINE ART / THEORY COURSES:
THE MONDAY WATCH—ART MUSEUMS
BEHIND THE SCENES
Guest Teacher: Solfrid Söderlind
Credits: 7.5
Participating students: Isabelle Andriessen, Jóhan Martin Christiansen, Desmond
Church, Espen Helander, Rina Eide Løvaasen
Artists and their work constitute the very basis
of today’s art institutions. The art itself seems
from the outside to occupy the scene, yet
seen from behind, another picture emerges.
Art museums and art exhibition spaces
operate globally under similar circumstances,
although the size of the art institutions determines how they work. These seminars discuss
how art institutions, especially larger art museums, work on an everyday basis, seen from the
hidden perspective of the director as opposed
to the view of the public, the art critic, and the
curator. Driving forces such as power, money,
and competitiveness will be discussed, as well
as how they relate to the roles of both artists
and artworks.
Seminar topics:
Invested interests—Planning new venues,
building extensions, but why?; The top 30
list—Grand exhibitions, huge audiences, and
few beholders; Branding and the big museum
branch business; Acquisitions—Dealers,
auctioneers, curators, restorers; Displaying
collections, trading objects; The financial crux
of the matter; Political agendas … ; The role of
the artist.

Rina Eide Løvaasen, Guston Sondin Klausner,
Laila Svensgaard, Jesper Veileby
In 1975, philosopher Paul Feyerabend published
his now famous essay on scientific method
called “Against Method.” In it, he claims that
scientists are opportunists and will use whatever method, as long as it fits its purpose. The
key slogan was “anything goes.” Feyerabend
suggests that scientists should adopt the
relaxed and playful attitude of the artist.
Meanwhile, artists during the heyday of
conceptual art felt very attracted to precisely
these assumed rigid scientific methods, and in
particular to French structuralism.
In the course we’ll discuss Feyerabend’s text in
relation to texts by the early conceptual artists
Sol LeWitt and Joseph Kosuth, and compare
that to Mary Kelly’s writings in Post-Partum
Document. We’ll also read Eve Meltzer’s book
on the conceptual artists’ relation to French
structuralism, titled The Systems We Loved.
This course stems from an exhibition curated
by Gertrud Sandqvist at the Generali Foundation in Vienna, September 16–December 22,
2013, called Against Method.
CULTURAL TRANSLATION IN THE GLOBAL
ASSEMBLY LINE
Lead Teacher: Professor Sarat Maharaj
Credits: 3
Participating students: Hans Carlsson,
Ioanamaria Cojocariu, Birta Gudjónsdóttir,
João Carlos Guerreiro Costa, Guston Sondin
Klausner, Laila Svensgaard, Seda Yildiz
How to map the “contemporary world system”? This session, we will cover three areas:
What is the place of art/critical practice in today’s world, where manufacturing, production,
and everyday activities are grasped in terms of
“creativity, invention, and non-stop innovation”?
To “justify” it with these sources as our points
of departure: G. H. Hardy’s A Mathematician’s
Apology (1939) and J. B. S. Haldane’s Callinicus:
A Defence of Chemical Warfare (1925). To
write a “defence” for today: A Contemporary
Artist’s/Critical Practitioner’s Apology.

AGAINST METHOD
Lead Teacher: Professor Gertrud Sandqvist
Credits: 4

To map the shift today from the “culture industry” to the “creative industries”—art/critical thinking as performed by the figure of the
entrepreneur/educator/ethnographer, etc. To
map the city experience as sites of translation
and emergence—understood as processes
of ceaseless making and transfiguration, innovation, creolisation, pidginisation. Mapping
London as the “post-imperial capital of the
twenty-first century”—or Malmö?

Participating students: Isabelle Andriessen,
Marie Bonfils, Ioanamaria Cojocariu, Marten
Damgaard, Birta Gudjónsdóttir, João Carlos
Guerreiro Costa, Ronni Lykke Lauridsen,

To explore the shape and state of the world
system (global pandemonium) in light of
debates over “the eclipse of the West and the
rise of the rest.” The ironic rise of the “Asiatic

–
MFA CRITICAL & PEDAGOGICAL
STUDIES AND MFA FINE ART COURSES:

Course Description
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mode of production.” Beyond unpacking the
Eurocentric, are we bogged down in versions
of the same, with Afro-centred or Asia-centred
thinking or privileging the notion of the “global
south”? What possibilities exist for going beyond these mappings of the global future?
TESTIFY—THE NON-FICTIONAL: METHODS, MATERIALS, MODELS
Guest Teacher: Jeremiah Day
Credits: 4
Participating students: Isabelle Andriessen,
Hans Carlsson, Desmond Church, Ioanamaria Cojocariu, Birta Gudjónsdóttir, João
Carlos Guerreiro Costa, Espen Helander
The workshop will have different aspects,
modes, and approaches: 1) a crash course
in the foundational techniques of research
as used by historians and journalists, and
the critical frameworks around them such
as historiography and the “new journalism”;
2) a discussion of recent developments in
contemporary art in which modes appropriated from documentary and a focus on the
non-fictional seem more and more prevalent,
and how this occurs against the backdrop of
a broader struggle in the meaning of “truth”;
3) a chance to workshop, or discuss and develop, ongoing individual projects within the
context of this specific issue; 4) an informal
group project in which we will make a smallscale research investigation together about a
site in Malmö; 5) exploration of alternatives—
non-text based and/or associative logic, the
elegiac, and testimonial—with a focus on the
strategies developed in the African American
freedom struggles; and 6) finally we will consider what is at stake for art to link itself so
strongly to the quotidian, and the gains and
losses of this approach.
Course material:
Text: Simone Forti, Jeremiah Day, Friedrich
Nietzsche, Joan Didion, Hannah Arendt, Ammiel Alcalay.
Film and video: Charles Ferguson, Gil ScottHeron, Amiri Baraka from Eulogies.
IMAGE—SIC—TEXT
(IMAGE—THUS—TEXT)
Guest Teacher: Kristina Lee Podesva
Credits: 4
Participating students: Christian Bang
Jensen, Marie Bonfils, Hans Carlsson,
Ioanamaria Cojocariu, Birta Gudjónsdóttir,
João Carlos Guerreiro Costa, Espen
Helander, Kalle Enok Lindmark, Guston
Sondin K
 lausner, Laila Svensgaard
This course explores the relationship between words and images within the context
of visual art and writing from a variety of
perspectives (including geography, gender,
genre, and era), formats (e.g., letter, book,
magazine), and techniques (such as ap-

propriation and translation, among others).
Through assigned course readings, in-class
discussions, short lectures, video screenings,
project workshops, and collaborative as well
as individual writing exercises, this course
is designed to introduce and contextualise
experiments in artistic and literary work as
inspiration for student projects that will be
workshopped on the final day. Each day of
the course is organised around a specific
theme related to the instructor’s areas of
interest and experience.
Literature: W. J. T. Mitchell, Luis Camnitzer,
Robert Smithson, Mel Bochner, Terry Atkinson, David Bainbridge, Michael Baldwin, Harold
Hurrell, Allan Kolski Horwitz, Dexter Sinister,
Kristina Lee Podesva, among others.
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equality versus difference, whether there is a
space to achieve both, and what that might
look like.
Literature: Friedrich Engels, Alva Myrdal,
Hélène Cixous, Judith Butler, Elspeth Probyn,
Slavoj Žižek.
–
MFA CRITICAL & PEDAGOGICAL
STUDIES COURSES:
AFROPEAN DECOLONIALITY IN THE ART
PLANTATIONS OF MODERNITY
Guest Teacher: Alanna Lockward
Credits: 4
Participating students: Hans Carlsson,
Ioanamaria Cojocariu, Birta Gudjónsdóttir,
João Carlos Guerreiro Costa, Laila Svensgaard

BODY SURFING
—A COURSE ON FEMINISM
Guest Teacher: Andrea Ray
Credits: 5
Participating students: Christian Bang
Jensen, Lily Benson, Balthazar Berling,
Hans Carlsson, Ioanamaria Cojocariu, Birta
Gudjónsdóttir, João Carlos Guerreiro Costa,
Ronni Lykke Lauridsen, Helene Nymann,
Laila Svensgaard, Jesper Veileby
This course focuses on the historical and
theoretical foundations of feminism, gender,
and queer theory; examines the ways in
which gender theories approach femininities
and masculinities as social, cultural, political, and economic constructions; and in a
similar vein, it explores the ways in which we
can draw from queer theory to problematise
heteronormativity and destabilise gender and
other identities.
More than an historical overview, this course
has as its goal the development of a critical
dialogue rooted in feminism as a way to approach and debate the world in which we live.
Covering equality, diversity, difference, the
body, subjectivity, and language, this course
encourages students to utilise the material
presented to think through the ways in which
these concerns intersect with issues of race,
class, the environment, and nation.
As this is a five-day course, students will be
asked to be responsible to complete daily readings. Morning presentations and discussions
of theoretical texts will be put into context
via presentations of visual culture including
relevant art and artists. Afternoons will be
spent in conversation, in which discussions
surrounding the participants’ interests will
naturally be rooted in the course material.
It’s an exciting time, now as ever, to focus
on the subject of feminism. As Sweden has
recently adopted a gender-neutral pronoun,
that advancement will take centre stage as we
examine shifts in terms and debate the idea of

Three days of film screenings and discussions
to centralise the works of the Black Diaspora
and African video artists to explore the status of
the black body in Europe today. Together with
the Berlin-based curator and author Alanna
Lockward, initiator of the Art Labour Archives,
the participants will try to decolonise hegemonic narratives of art, uncover the unequal
global power hierarchies, and forge new alliances based on the works of different artists,
including Teresa María Díaz Nerio, William
Kentridge, Tracey Moffatt, and Ingrid Mwangi.
Aimed at facilitating cross-cultural dialogue and
decolonising hegemonic narratives on art, the
workshop will draw extensively on the discourse
of black feminism and critical race theory.
QUALITATIVE METHODS AND VALIDITY
Guest Teacher: Anne Holmfred
Credits: 2
Participating students: Ioanamaria
Cojocariu, Birta Gudjónsdóttir, João Carlos
Guerreiro Costa, Guston Sondin Klausner,
Laila Svensgaard
Methodologies within interpretive qualitative research and arts-based inquiry are both
under development in different institutional
contexts. This course addresses the question
of whether interpretive qualitative research
strategies and methods can inspire and be
relevant tools for inquiry in the arts. To meet
this aim, the course briefly introduces four
research strategies: ethnography, action
research, case study, and grounded theory—with special focus on aspects such as
concepts of knowledge; ethics and politics of
research; the relationship between researcher
and researched; methods of exploring and
analysing data; and, finally, questions about
evaluating quality and validity of research.
After the introduction and on basis of the
course texts on research strategies, the next
step will be to define a research question

Course Description

on the basis of a student’s artistic practice
as a case (in group work) and to construct
a research design that can answer, explore,
or illuminate the defined research question.
The purpose of getting hands on is as a way
through practical application, dialogue, and
reflection in groups to define areas where interpretive qualitative research methods can be
fertile for artistic inquiry, but also touching on
areas where conversation between traditions
is not possible and the arguments for this.
The four research strategies as well as artsbased inquiry will be contextualised in a landscape of qualitative research in the line from
traditional, modernist times up to contemporary postcolonial, postmodern conditions.
The course combines several knowledgesharing methods: lectures; group work based
on students’ own art practices as cases; and
students’ presentations, discussions, and reflections in the whole group. The organisation
of group work and the case study of research
methods applied to artistic practices will be
organised in collaboration with the group.

SPRING SEMESTER 2014:
BFA FINE ART / TECHNICAL COURSES:
CASTING COURSE:
BRONZE/ALUMINIUM/SILICONE
Lead Teacher: Senior Lecturer P-O Persson
Also teaching: Robert Cassland
Credits: 9
Participating students: Meise Fabricius,
Andrea Furberg, Karin Hald, Jonna Hägg,
Marianne Skaarup Jakobsen, Trine Struwe
Hansen, Nicklas Randau, Jonas-Petter
Wallner, Sunniva Wejlemark
The course provides basic knowledge in silicone and cire-perdue casting. With the help of
mould and silicone, the students will produce
objects/moulds in wax that they will cast
bronze or aluminium in.
The course is divided into two blocks:
Block 1 (duration two weeks): Silicone casting,
producing objects suited for casting bronze
and aluminium. Location: The annex building.
Block 2 (duration two weeks): Casting (cireperdue), sand-form casting, grind work, and
patination. Location: KKV-gjuteri (located in
the same building as KHM Gallery).
KINETICS AND GESTURE
—ADVANCED 3D COURSE IN
AUTODESK MAYA
Lead Teacher: Junior Lecturer Margot
Edström
Credits: 9
Participating students: Lily Benson,
Desmond Church, Marianne Glimsdal,
Jonna Hägg, Agnes Lovisa Jonasson,
Simon Söder, Line Åxman
Motion capture, or mocap, is a process that
records the movements of a body or an object.
The animation data can be mapped to a 3D
model so that the model performs the same
actions as the actor. In this course we will experiment with combining different basic expressions, movements, gestures, and voice to explore the potentialities of various CG techniques.
It may involve exaggeration or inconsistency,
overdetermination or dissonance, between, for
example, a gesture and a voice, or a movement,
speed, and space. The task is to complete a
short animation of some kind of character or
object that is partly or fully controlled by mocap
data. During the course there will also be opportunities to make prototypes or small sculptures
in the form of 3D prints of digital models.
The course provides technical skills in all of
the basic functions of Autodesk Maya, but will
focus on advanced animation and rigging. To
get at a better understanding of the relation
between gesture and speech and what the
role of gesture can have for various kinds
of communication, there will be a lecture by

Course Description

Marianne Gullberg, Professor of Psycholinguistics. Another invited guest lecturer is Søren
Aagaard, an artist who has been working with
processes of translating different kinds of narrative text into cinematic works.
Prerequisites: None, except basic Photoshop
and video-editing skills, but since learning
advanced 3D is challenging, the student must
be prepared to spend at lot of time practising basic techniques from written and online
tutorials, especially during the first half of the
course. On the other hand, if students are
already familiar with 3D programs, there will
be possibilities to individualise the teaching
to help them reach their creative goals more
quickly and get a more thorough grounding in
Maya techniques.
The course includes Maya basics (projects,
interface, and navigation); principles of animation, movement (gravity and weight); character and background modelling, setup, skinning,
rigging, and acting; recording of mocap data
(maximum of three minutes) and a studio
visit at Humanities Laboratory in Lund; using
Autodesk MotionBuilder and re-targeting the
mocap data to custom rigs in Maya; camera
animation, lighting techniques, and rendering;
and compositing and integration of audio in
After Effects.
–
BFA FINE ART / ART COURSES:
EXPRESSIVITIES
Guest Teachers: Ieva Misevičiūtė and Michael
Portnoy
Credits: 6
Participating students: Andrea Arnarsdottir,
Andrea Furberg, Christina Quinlan, Rasmus
Ramö Streith, Ana Rebordão, Joakim
Sandqvist, Anna Vila
This course continues some of the movement,
word, and idea trainings of their previous TOFONORCH (Tongue, Focus, Notion, Rhythm,
Creature, and Humour) course in autumn 2013,
but is open to new students as well. The aim
is to further develop the skills of expressivity
and thinking through one’s toes, as well as to
examine some pathways toward developing
solo performances.
THINKING THE WORLD
Guest Teacher: Jürgen Bock
Credits: 6
Participants: Andrea Arnarsdottir, Pär Axell,
Balthazar Berling, Daniel Fleur, João Carlos
Guerreiro Costa, Trine Struwe Hansen,
Thomas Hostrup, Tina Elstein Kryhlmann,
Christina Quinlan, Nicklas Randau, Joakim
Sandqvist, Marianne Skaarup Jakobsen,
Simon Söder, Anna Vila, Sunniva Wejlemark,
Line Åxman
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The seminar investigates the work of the five
artists and filmmakers Harun Farocki, Ângela
Ferreira, Renée Green, Allan Sekula, and
Heimo Zobernig. The goal is to think about our
world from different perspectives instigated
by a range of different practices. Digressions
will be strategically introduced and the input
of participants during discussions will help to
shape the seminar.
A preliminary structure will be provided one
month before the seminar. A reading list
of texts on the artists and texts on topics
relevant to the practices investigated or of
interest to discussion in the light of the issues
raised will be sent out at that time. The idea
is not to celebrate the artists presented, but,
by studying particular practices, to stimulate
discussion, thoughts, and insights regarding
past, existing, and desired worlds.
–
BFA FINE ART / THEORY COURSES:
GESAMTKUNSTWERKE
Guest Teacher: Linda Norden
Credits: 9
Participating students: Josefine Adde Dahl,
Axel Burendahl, Thomas Hostrup, Rina
Eide Lövaasen, Agnes Lovisa Jonasson,
Rasmus Ramö Streith, Andrea Arnarsdottir,
Desmond Church, Ana Rebordão, Joakim
Sandqvist
This seminar uses the notion of gesammtkunstwerke, or the “total work of art,” as a
point of entry or touchstone from which to
think about an approach to art making that
aims to echo a full experience of the world
in all its sensory, semiotic, metabolic, and
operative manifestations. The aim here is
not to accommodate the art to the concept,
but to use Richard Wagner’s effort to rethink
opera as an instance of an artist inventing, or
expanding, a medium. The seminar focuses
on the work of Pierre Huyghe and his use of
both museum and event, with other artists
introduced by way of comparison and through
student research and presentations.
We will read Wagner’s 1849 essays “Art and
Revolution” and “The Artwork of the Future,” as
well as Friedrich Nietszche’s later meditations
on his friend’s music in “On Wagner.” We will
also read the philosopher/critic Nicolas Bourriaud’s efforts to theorise Huyghe and his close
artist circle of the ’90s in Bourriaud’s writings
on relational aesthetics and more recent updates of that thinking. And we will read from the
writings of the early-twentieth-century botanist
Jakob von Uexküll, whose thinking about
animals and signs informed some of Huyghe’s
thinking in his most recent work (“A Foray into
the Worlds of Animals and Humans”).
Students will be required to attend and participate in class and propose an artist whose

work they want to introduce within the loose
context of gesamtkunstwerke, or to elaborate
on an aspect of an artist they want to think
about in this framework.
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Richard Wagner, as well as on his most famous
work, Thus Spoke Zarathustra, and most infamous work, On the Genealogy of Morality.

shrinking worldwide, that the market economy
is regulating the ethical, and that spatial justice
becomes a daily discussion within civil movements all around.

–
FRIEDRICH NIETZSCHE
—EXPERIMENTING WITH IDEAS
Lead Teacher: Professor Gertrud Sandqvist
Credits: 15
Participating students: Josefine Adde Dahl,
John Alberts, Pär Axell, Marie Bonfils, Axel
Burendahl, Julie Falk Christiensen, Ditte
Dalsgaard Nielsen, Meise Fabricius, Angelica
Falkeling, Andreas Franzén, Andrea Furberg,
Karima Furuseth, Marianne Glimsdal, Kaare
Sebastian Golles, Karin Hald, Daniel Hansen,
Lavinia Jannesson, Agnes Lovisa Jonasson, Tina Elstein Kryhlmann, Ronni Lykke
Lauridsen, Kalle Enok Lindmark, Marie
Raffn, Rasmus Ramö Streith, Emelie Sandström, Joakim Sandqvist, Laila Svensgaard,
Martine Thunold, Mina Vattøy, Line Åxman
An ideology of life should smell like roses,
according to Friedrich Nietzsche, but he also
argued that philosophy should be done with
a hammer. His own term for this duality was
“the bicameral mind.” Friedrich Nietzsche was
appointed the philosopher of the Nazis. During
World War I, German soldiers were already
being issued with a Nietzsche paperback, in
addition, ironically, to the New Testament.

MFA FINE ART / THEORY COURSES:
ANALYSING YOUR OWN ARTISTIC WORK
Lead Teacher: Professor Gertrud Sandqvist
Credits: 7.5
Participating students: Balthazar Berling,
Karin Hald, Espen Helander, Kalle Enok
Lindmark, Rina Eide Lövaasen, Emelie
Sandström
Objectives: The course offers a model for analysing your own work and training in analysing images. Students analyse works by other students,
and listen when their own work is analysed by
the others. The course serves as an introduction
to the analytical component of the MFA exam.
Content: The course offers close analysis of
the students’ own work in group seminars. The
method is simple; it aims at giving students
tools for thorough analysis of individual works
and an understanding of how viewers understand their work. If it is relevant and if the participants wish, we will also read image theory
that might be applicable to the students’ work.
–

In early retirement due to illness, the man who
invented the Superman had very few readers
when he produced his work. It was not until
his spectacular mental breakdown in Turin
in January 1889, when he tried to protect a
horse from being whipped and subsequently
sank into incurable mental illness, that his
publisher found the time to be right to market
his books. From 1890 until the defeat of
Nazism, Nietzsche was one of the most read,
loved, hated, and feared thinkers in, above all,
Northern Europe.

MFA CRITICAL & PEDAGOGICAL
STUDIES AND MFA FINE ART COURSES:

Nietzsche is the first philosopher to celebrate
life, youth, war, barbarism. Like Arthur Schopenhauer, who had a fundamental impact on
his thought, Nietzsche viewed art as the single
thing that makes life meaningful. He opposed
democracy and socialism, as well as antiSemitism and nationalism. The list of authors
and artists who were influenced by him is a
long one—from Knut Hamsun, Thomas Mann,
August Strindberg, and Ernst Jünger to Michel
Foucault, Jacques Lacan, Jacques Derrida,
and Hannah Arendt.

The course focuses on thinking (re-thinking)
through making (re-making) the spatial, the
critical, and the political in relation to one
another. The three categories form the definition of “critical spatial practice,” which will be
at the centre of our analyses, mainly presented
through examples from art and architecture.

During the course we will primarily read and
study the collections of aphorisms produced by
Nietzsche in 1878–83: Human, All Too Human,
The Dawn, and The Gay Science. In these
works, his ideas evolve in all their perspicacity
and musicality of language. However, we will
also of course touch on The Birth of Tragedy
and Nietzsche’s complicated friendship with

POLITICS “IN SPACE”—READING THE
CRITICAL SPATIAL PRACTICE
Guest Teacher: Apolonija Šušteršič
Credits: 4
Participating students: Hans Carlsson,
Ioanamaria Cojocariu, Angelica Falkeling,
João Carlos Guerreiro Costa, Birta Gudjónsdóttir, Hanni Kamaly, Laila Svensgaard

Critical spatial practice’s specialism transgresses the limits of art with other creative
disciplines and with both the social and the
aesthetic, the public and the private. This term
draws attention not only to the importance of
the critical, but also to the spatial, indicating
interest in exploring the specifically spatial
aspects of interdisciplinary processes or practices that operate between art, design, and
other spatial disciplines.
It is no longer news that under the conditions
of the present democracy that public space is

Course Description

The questions within our course discussion will
be mainly directed to the artist and her or his
role within our society today. Looking into our
own practices, we will analyse possibilities and
limits of our own spatial operations.
During the three-day course, students will
be asked to present their own analyses and
propositions from their own practice or a
selected case study for the redefinition of
critical spatial practice as perceived from the
art practice. Mornings will be dedicated to our
reading group sessions and parallel discussions of the selected texts. In the afternoons,
students will be asked to talk and present
their own work and case study related to the
subject of this course.
Literature: Henri Lefebvre, Jane Rendell, Carl
Schmitt, Chantal Mouffe, Apolonija Šušteršič.
–
MFA CRITICAL & PEDAGOGICAL
STUDIES COURSES:
CPS—GROUP CRITIQUE
Teachers: Professor Matts Leiderstam,
Supervisor Maj Hasager, Laura Hatfield
Credits: 1
Participating students: Hans Carlsson, Ioanamaria Cojocariu, Birta Gudjónsdóttir, João
Carlos Guerreiro Costa, Laila Svensgaard

work in relation to the issues that have been
discussed. Participants are asked to reflect on
the following questions in preparation for the
workshop: How do you learn? Is this possible
to describe? How can learning become objectlike? Can one avoid learning becoming an
object that can be controlled and managed? Is
learning related to art and to its surroundings?
If so, how?
Literature: Learning Site, Steven Henry
Madoff, Thierry de Duve, Ken Robinson.
REFLEXIVE SITES: LOCATED PRACTICE
Guest Teacher: Katrine Hjelde
Credits: 4
Participating students: Hans Carlsson,
Ioanamaria Cojocariu, João Carlos Guerreiro
Costa, Birta Gudjónsdóttir, Laila Svensgaard
This course explores art practices as both a
site and as sited, in order to investigate the
ways that critical pedagogic art strategies can
be developed from artists’ practice toward
public forms of engagement, within an art
and/or pedagogic setting. We will look at the
“educational turn” as a specific and recent art
pedagogic reference point and we will draw on
theoretical/pedagogic and art-based notions
of reflection as a generative tool for both art
practice and pedagogy. Reflexion, or reflexive
engagement, will be proposed as a method to
negotiate the overlapping sites of art production, research, and pedagogy to describe and
critically approach the relationship between
artists’ practice and forms of publicly enacted
practice.
This course is a combination of seminar, workshop, and reading/discussion group. Miwon
Kwon and James Meyer coined the terms
“discursive” (Kwon) and “functional” (Meyer)
site. For both, these notions of dematerialised
site are key to understanding a site as nonphysical, and how we can then draw on this
site critically. The three-day workshop/seminar
will include setting up our shared activities as
a particular discursive site, and we will also
look at some of the physical and institutional
aspects relating to this endeavour.

Students will present their works, processes,
and methods in relation to their artistic practice for a group critique and discussion with
fellow classmates and teachers. Each participant will have forty-five minutes total (thirty
minutes of silent critique and fifteen minutes
for discussion).
HOW DO WE WORK? HOW DO WE
LEARN?
Credits: 3
Guest Teachers: Learning Site—Rikke
Luther and Cecilia Wendt
Participating students: Hans Carlsson,
Birta Gudjónsdóttir, Guston Sondin Klausner
The two-day course goes through and
discusses the text “Learning Learning” by
Learning Site and discusses knowledge from
the position of art production. If possible, the
participants will have time to bring their own
work into this discussion. An introduction to
the themes of the workshop will happen over
two days, through a discussion of Learning
Site’s own work and additional texts and visual
material. This will be followed by the opportunity for participants to reflect on their own

WRITING ART
Guest Teacher: Maria Fusco
Credits: 4
Participating students: Hans Carlsson,
Ioanamaria Cojocariu, João Carlos Guerreiro
Costa, Birta Gudjónsdóttir, Guston Sondin
Klausner, Laila Svensgaard
Writing Art—A course during the study trip to
Cove Park in Scotland, March 2–8, 2014
“Writing Art” is a course that will engage MA
level students. The course works through
different registers of the fictional form to
produce new works in response to students’
critical practices. The course will combine
practical writing exercises with theoretical
materials, while preparation will include close
readings of key fictional texts.
Key objectives: to introduce students to innovative forms of creative and critical writing;
to encourage debate and discussion around
reading materials; to produce new, interdisciplinary writing by students; and to facilitate fresh
perspectives on critical forms of practice.
Literature: Maria Fusco, Melanie O’Brian, Jeff
Khonsary, T. J. Clark, Chris Kraus, Yve Lomax,
Lynne Tillman, Brian Wallis, among others.
COLLECTIVE APPROACHES TO LEARNING
(THE DOG SHOW)
Teachers: CPS students
We, students of Critical & Pedagogical Studies, propose a self-organised course. Our aim
is to provide a platform for critical self-reflection upon our own artistic and pedagogical
practice, as a phase of development of practice toward our internships and final exams.
Self-organised, in this case, means for us not
only organising workshops and seminar—
which we strongly feel will bring us individually
much further in our practices, in conjunction
with the program as organised by KHM—but
also to use the strength of the CPS group,
now and possibly for the future of the programme, as a temporary collective, instigating
a programme of workshops and seminars that
will feed into the process of the second year of
CPS and further on in our careers.

The three days will each have a different focus
and aim to build on one another:
Day 1: A reflective site?—Site and its relevance for critical art pedagogy; reflection as
art and pedagogic method
Day 2: A reflexive site?—Art education/art
pedagogy; the educational turn vs. a short
history of Western art education
Day 3: From practice to practice?—Or, on
moving from an individual practice to forms of
shared practice

The temporary collective aims at activating
already existing experiences, as well as theoretical and embodied knowledge of each of the
collective’s members, and looks into experimenting with pedagogical forms of co-belonging. The course aims at investigating how the
“temporary collective” performs in each of our
pedagogical situations, and how each situation
defines, modifies, and reconfigures the collective’s identity.

Literature: Anton Vidokle, Irit Rogoff, Maria
Lind, Tom Holert, Beatrice von Bismarck, Kristina Lee Podesva, Mick Wilson, Steven Henry
Madoff, among others.

The course will take place over separate days
during the spring 2014 semester. The idea
is that each one of us will curate a separate
day. This curating of a day will reflect each

Course Description
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 articipant’s individual interest and artistic
p
practice. This site for knowledge exchange will
give the CPS participants time and logistics to
go further in-depth in their internship and final
exam research, aided by the critical and reflexive support of the rest of the class. Each person
is responsible for choosing appropriate literature
supporting his or her themes and subject,
expressed throughout the self-curated day.
Individual Workshops:
Ioanamaria Cojocariu and Maria Draghici
(guest teacher)
Doing Research without an Object
or a Movie without a Script
Starting from the reading text proposal
“On the Researcher-Militant” by Colectivo
Situaciones and playing with terms such as
“uncertified,” “de-professionalised,” “reappropriated,” “convivial,” and “amateur” research,
we will discuss the figure of the researcher
as a character made out of questions who
encourages another relation to popular and
clandestine knowledge within academia.
The workshop aims at mapping the tension
points and the possible overlapping areas
between militant research and academic
research. We will screen a short video-edit
using samples of filmed material from 6714**
as a starting point for a discussion on artistic
practice used as a working tool when relating
to fieldwork. We will also go through Redakzia’s operating mode as a collective learning
community in which the ability to depend on
one another other is considered to be an asset
for the research process.
Birta Gudjónsdóttir
On the artist-curator as an educator and
the pedagogic values and possibilities of the
curatorial role in various art institutions and
platforms. In my practice as an artist-curator,
I am interested in expanding on the notion of
pedagogy in the multifaceted curatorial process. The day will be used for discussing three
topics relating to the texts read by the group,
as well as for two lectures.
Invited guest: Judith Schwarzbart, independent
curator and PhD fellow at Roskilde University.
Literature: Dave Beech, Stewart Martin, HansUlrich Obrist, Harald Szeemann, Kate Fowle,
Anton Vidokle.
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Day 1:
Introduction to key concepts in Georges
Bataille’s The Accursed Share and Marcel
Mauss’s The Gift. Dinner and discussion in
the CPS room.
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AN EDUCATIONAL TURN?
Credits: 5
Guest Teacher: Marion von Osten
Participating students: Hans Carlsson,
Ioanamaria Cojocariu, João Carlos Guerreiro
Costa, Birta Gudjónsdóttir, Laila Svensgaard
Contemporary artistic practices are increasingly based on research processes that have
opened up a new perspective on experimental
narrative forms, cultural translations, and mediation. Critical pedagogy including alternative
learning processes and new forms of de-hierarchised knowledge production have become
the subject of contemporary art against this
background. In this workshop, practical and
theoretical aspects of current debates on the
relationship between contemporary art and
pedagogy, with a special focus on the visual
culture of the pedagogical, will be studied.
Jointly we will develop differentiated insights
into current discussions on an educational
turn in contemporary art production, in which
the pedagogical is already contained not only
in the visual art, but as well as in architecture
and design production. Finally, the seminar will
question whether and how this newly generated knowledge and experimental practices in
the arts are translatable into other social and
cultural contexts.
Literature: Paul O’Neill, Mick Wilson, Tom
Holert, Marion von Osten.

Hans Carlsson
The workshop aims at developing a vocabulary
confronting myths created around economic and
human value. From a genealogical point of departure, the overall goal is to re-introduce ways
of living that preceded capitalistic exchange.
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MASTER OF FINE ARTS,
YEAR 2
Jóhan Martin Christiansen
Marten Damgaard
Helene Garberg
Kaare Sebastian Golles
Erlend Grytbakk Wold
Espen Helander
Marika Markström
Helene Nymann aka Ima
Helena Olsson
Ihra Lill Scharning
Jesper Veileby
Seda Yildiz (exchange student)
MASTER OF FINE ARTS,
YEAR 1
Isabelle Andriessen
Pär Axell
Christian Bang Jensen
Lily Benson
Balthazar Berling
Marie Bonfils
Desmond Church
Karin Hald
Ronni Lykke Lauridsen
Kalle Enok Lindmark
Rina Eide Lövaasen
Sandra Mujinga
Ana Rebordão (exchange student)
Emelie Sandström
Marianne Skaarup Jakobsen
MASTER OF FINE ARTS IN
CRITICAL & PEDAGOGICAL
STUDIES, YEAR 1
Hans Carlsson
Ioanamaria Cojocariu
João Carlos Guerreiro Costa
Birta Gudjónsdóttir
Guston Sondin Klausner
Laila Svensgaard

BACHELOR OF FINE ARTS,
YEAR 3
Josefine Adde Dahl
Luca Balser (exchange student)
Markus Bråten
Josiah Ellis (exchange student)
Angelica Falkeling
Karima Furuseth
Dick Hedlund
Mazja Hilleström
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Johan Lundqvist
Christina Quinlan
(exchange student)
Marie Raffn
Daniel Seferian Spies
Mina Vattøy
Anna Vila (exchange student)
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BACHELOR OF FINE ARTS,
YEAR 2
John Alberts
Andrea Arnarsdottir
(exchange student)
Ditte Dalsgaard Nielsen
(exchange student)
Meise Fabricius
Julie Falk Christensen
Andreas Franzén
Andrea Furberg
Marianne Glimsdal
Oscar Hagbard
Daniel Hansen (exchange student)
Golnosh Hosseini
Mads Juel Johansen
Tina Elstein Kryhlmann
Marcus Matt
Nicklas Randau
Jonas-Petter Wallner
Line Åxman
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