








Verk ur Ylva Snofrids installation Mdlarens ateljé i skuggvdrlden och konsten i samvetets
ljus. Ovre: Pappa, Paris 1967 med visdomstand och speglad visdomstand, Speglad (Diptyk);
Massa och speglad massa (Rod Front, Ia maj 1970) (Diptyk). Nedre: Det undermedvetna, flagga
I-3: Frén malarens dgon, mansklig docka i delar, arm, torso, ben; Fran mdlarens égon, mansk-
lig docka i delar, arm, ben.

YLVA SNOFRID

YLVA SNOFRID processar ofta primarteman
som minne, doden, sex, olika former och
nivder av medvetande, medan hon ocksa
undersoker granserna mellan konst och
liv. Hon madlar snabbt och traffsakert och
skapar ofta bilder direkt fran fantasin. Hon
skissar aldrig. Hon atervander standigt till
en detaljrik varld av motiv och myter som
kannetecknas av en kombination av fanta-
sier och personlig livserfarenhet. Hennes
malningar ar ofta del i komplexa tidsbase-
rade installationer och ceremoniella per-
formances. Genom att vélja att inte delta
i “mala-visa-salj-kretsloppet, ifrdgasatter
Snofrid konstndrsrollen och konstsystemet
i ett sokande efter frihet.

Mdlarens ateljé i skuggvdrlden och konsten
i samvetets ljus (2018), bildar en enda instal-
lation som bestar av tva bord med malning-
ar och sittplatser, en femmetersmalning,
hangande flaggformade dukar och tva duk-
ar som star bakom den stérre malningen.
Genom titthal och speglar anger hennes
verk ett antal blandade och anakronis-
tiska referenser, fran Marcel Duchamps
[1946-1966] sista konstverk Etant donnés,
till ikonmalaren Andrei Rublevs [1360-1428]
blickar och Diego Velazquez's [1599-1660]
Las Meninas [1656] dar méalaren ser ut pa
oss fran duken. Publiken speglas. Askadar-
en blir betraktad, och blicken méter sig sjalv
som den andre inom sig. For Snofrid agerar
malningarna som spegelbilder i betrakta-
rens 0ga. Kanske existerar det omedvetna
hos den andre som projektion.

| Platons grottmyt bor en grupp med man-
niskor i skuggvdrlden dar de ser pa en tom
vagg hela livet. De ser endast skuggor pa
vdggen frdn objekt som passerar framfor
en ljuskalla bakom deras ryggar, och de ger
dessa skuggor namn. En person som frig-
jort sig fran grottan har forstatt att skug-
gorna och reflexerna inte ar verkligheten
och atervander till de andra, men de Vvill
inte lyssna. De vill inte ens ldmna sin grot-
ta. Skuggorna och speglarna som vi finner
i Snofrids installation ar inget mer an pig-
ment som penslats pa duk. "Och represen-
tationen, som antligen befriats fran den re-
lation som hindrat den, kan framtrada som
representation i sin renaste form.” (Michel
Foucault, Orden och tingen, 1966).

YLVA SNOFRID often processes primordial
topics such as memory, death, sex, different
forms and levels of consciousness, while
also exploring the boundaries between art
and life. She paints rapidly and with confi-
dence, often creating images directly from
her imagination. She never makes a sketch.
She lives with, and constantly returns to, a
detailed world of motifs and myths, charac-
terised by a combination of fantasies and
personal life experience. Her paintings often
comprise complex time-based installations
and ceremonial performances. Refusing the
cycle of “paint-show-sell”, one could per-
haps say that Snéfrid questions the role of
the artist in society and the system of art
in a quest for freedom.
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The Painter’s Studio in the Shadow World
and Art in the Light of Conscience (2018)
form a single installation comprising two
tables with paintings and seating, a five-
metre-wide painting, suspended flag-
shaped canvases and two paintings placed
behind the larger one. The deployment of
peepholes and mirrors in her work provides
a set of diverse and anachronistic referenc-
es, from Marcel Duchamp’s [1946-1966] last
artwork Etant donnés, to the gazes of icon
painter Andrei Rublev [1360-1428] and Diego
Velazquez's [1599-1660] Las Meninas [1656]
where the painter is looking out at us from
the canvas. The audience is mirrored. The
viewer becomes the viewed, and the gaze
meets itself as the other within. For Sné-
frid, the paintings act as mirror image in the
mind of the beholder. Perhaps the uncon-
scious exists in the other as a projection.

In Plato's allegory of the cave a group of
people live in a shadow world, facing a blank
wall their entire lives. Seeing only shadows
on the wall from objects passing in front
of the light source behind their backs, they
give these shadows names. A person freed
from the cave has come to the understand-
ing that the shadows and reflections are
not reality at all and returns to tell the oth-
ers, but they will not listen and do not even
want to leave their cave. The shadows and
mirrors we find in Snofrid's installation are
merely painted pigments on canvas. “And
representation, freed finally from the rela-
tion that was impeding it, can offer itself
as representation in its pure form.” (Michel
Foucault, The Order of Things, 1966).

Ylva Snéfrids Transmutationsritual, med Speglad Kalla, Snofrid et les
contre espaces, pa La Panacée, Montpellier, 2017. Foto: Oliver Cablat.
Ylva Snéfrid’s Transmutation Ritual, with Mirrored Spring, Snofrid et les
contre espaces, at La Panacée, Montpellier, 2017. Photo: Oliver Cablat.
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Installationsvy, Lina Selanders Nar solen garn [ eles rod, sen forsvinner den.
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LINA SELANDER

Med utgangspunkt i Jean-Luc Godards film
La Chinoise fradn 1967 om en liten grupp rev-
olutiondra maoistiska studenter i Paris, un-
dersoker LINA SELANDERS videoinstallation
Ndr solen gar ner dr den alldeles rod, sen
férsvinner den (2008) relationerna mellan
politiska, utopiska och kanslomassiga uttry-
ck i ord och bild. Verket visades ursprungli-
gen som en installation i tre delar. en serie
nastan svartvita stillbilder med en grénbla
ton fr&n en gammal monitor, en rodkolore-
rad film pa skuggan av ett lovverk som rér
sig pa en fasad, samt en rost som laser en
text. For den har utstallningen aterbesoker
Selander verket ett decennium senare - nu
later hon projektionen bléda ut i rummet
och lagger ocksa till ytterligare en film i nar-
rativet, Overféringsdiagram nr 1 [Diagram of
Transfer No. 1] (2018), en tredje skarm dar vi
bland annat ser sidor ur tidskriften Peking
Review (sedan nr. 11979 Beijing Review) som
forekom i hennes barndomshem och stora
dokumentférstdrare som mal sonder bock-
er, hdrddiskar och minneskort.

Ndr solen gdr ner dr den alldeles réd, sen
forsvinner den soker berattelsen om sin
egen tillkomst. Den dr ett forsok att forsta
och gestalta sanningssokandet som revo-
lutionar handling, men samtidigt visa dess
begransningar och skevheter. Titeln pa
Selanders verk ar ett citat ur La Chinoise,
och som Lars-Erik Hjertstrom Lappalainen
skriver i sin recension av Selanders verk
(en text som fortjanar att lasas i sin helhet)
har Selanders verk "gjort detta citat till sitt,
renodlat det intima uttrycket i det. | [God-

ards film] 4r samma ord [foljda av: Men i
mitt hjérta gdr solen aldrig ner] en respons
frdn nagon som ombetts forsoka definiera
marxism-leninismen. | det sammanhanget
ar metaforen ganska klar: solen ar sanning-
en, dvs. marxism-leninismen som rorelse,
kanske ocksa som ldra; solens nedgang
ar sanningens upplosning eller vederlagg-
ning - men i hjartat bevarals] [.] det som
ingenting kan vederlagga i den ohallbara
sanningen, det som var liv i det, det som
faktiskt gick att leva med ett tag. Den ohall-
bara sanningens sanning. Jean Genet skrev
en gang att ‘det ar sddana sanningar som
konstverket bor forharliga, dvs. sanningar
'som man inte kan driva till sin spets utan
att hamna i det absurda, utan att férneka
bade dem och sig sjalv. Marxism-leninismen
verkar onekligen ha varit en rorelse och en
doktrin byggd kring en s&dan sanning. Pa
sa vis etableras omedelbart tva skikt som
stracker sig genom verket: ett privat skikt,
ett offentligt; ett dar en relation till en pap-
pa ar centralt [.] och ett dar vansterrorelsen
1968 &r centralt; ett skikt dar kontinuitet
och férutsagbarhet ar vasentligt, ett annat
dar revolutionen ar lika avgérande; ett exis-
tentiellt, ett politiskt. Och pa bagge nivaer-
na handlar det kanske om den dar markliga
formen av sanning. Eller s& ar det forst i
relationen mellan nivderna som den sannin-
gen kan uppsté eller fangas”!

1 Lars-Erik Hjertstrom Lappalainen, Konsten,
Recensioner, Nordin Gallery, Stockholm: Lina Selander
(2/10-2/11). Publicerad 2008-10-14. http//konsten.net/nor-
din-gallery-stockholm-lina-selander-210-211/
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Stillbild ur Lina Selanders Nar solen gér ner dr den alldeles rod, sen forsvinner den.

Stillbild ur Overféringsdiagram nr 1 [Diagram of Transfer No. [] av Lina Selander & Oscar Mangione.



Stillbild ur Lina Selanders Ndr solen gar ner dr den alldeles réd, sen férsvinner den.
Still from Lina Selander's When the Sun Sets It's All Red, Then It Disappears.



Det gar kanske att sdga att Selander un-
dersoker tidens revolutionara anda och
begaret att borja om fran bérjan tillsam-
mans med en kansla av forlorad naivitet. Att
tilldtas se med hjalp av solljuset men sam-
tidigt blandas av det, att med dgonen slut-
na mot solen se blodet i sina 6gonlock, eller
som i en drém, 6ppen mot varldens oratt-
visor. De flesta bilderna i filmen ar dels fran
studentrevolterna i Paris och Stockholm
1968, tagna vid moéten och manifestationer,
dels fran La Chinoise. Alla filmens bilder,
forutom dess enda rorliga sekvens, bomber
som faller dver Vietnam, dr markta av re-
flektionen fran en kamerablixt - vita flackar
eller utfratta vita hal som déljer eller visar
nagot i bilderna. Ett exempel dr sekvensen
med ordférande Mao som simmar i Gula
floden, dar morka fuktflackar pa filmremsan
satts irelation till dessa kamerablixtens lju-
sa flackar, som tycks blockera en slutgiltig
tolkning men samtidigt beratta ndgonting
viktigt om hur vi bor se och lasa filmen.

Taking Jean-Luc Godard's 1967 film La
Chinoise, about a small group of revolu-
tionary Maoist students in Paris, as its
starting point, LINA SELANDER'S video in-
stallation When the Sun Sets It's All Red,
Then It Disappears (2008) examines the
relationships between political, utopian
and emotional expressions in words and
images. It was originally presented as an in-
stallation in three parts: a series of almost
entirely black-and-white stills with some
green-blue tint from an old monitor, a film
showing the shadow on a wall of moving
foliage of a tree, coloured red, and a voice
reading a text. For this exhibition Selander
has revisited this work a decade later - this
time allowing the projections to bleed into

the space as well as adding another film to
the narrative, Overféringsdiagram nr 1 [Dia-
gram of Transfer No. 1] (2018), a third screen
on which we can see, among other things,
pages from Peking Review (beginning with
issue #1 in 1979, renamed Beijing Review),
China’s national news magazine in English
which featured in her childhood home, and
big shredders destroying books, harddrives
and memory cards.

When the Sun Sets It's All Red, Then It Dis-
appears seeks its own narrative, as well as
the story of its making. It is an attempt to
understand and perform the truth seeking
it revolves around as a revolutionary act,
while at the same time revealing its faults.
The title of Selander's work is a quotation
from La Chinoise, and as Lars-Erik Hjert-
strom Lappalainen writes in his review of
the work (a text that deserves to be read
in its entirety) Selander has “made this
quotation her own. She has refined its inti-
mate expression. [In Godard's film] the same
words [followed by: But in my heart the sun
never sets] are a response from someone
who has been asked to define Marxism-
Leninism. In this context, the metaphor is
quite clear: the sun is the truth, i.e. Marx-
ism-Leninism as a movement, perhaps also
as a doctrine; the setting of the sun is the
dissolution or the confutation of truth - but
in the heart is kept that which nothing can
confute in the untenable truth, that which
was its life, that which one could actually
live with, for a while. The truth of the un-
tenable truth. Jean Genet once wrote that
‘these are the truths that artworks should
glorify’, ie. truths ‘whose arguments one
cannot follow through without ending up in
the absurd, without denying both them and
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Stillbild ur Overférmgsdiagram nr 1 [Diagram of Transfer No. [] av Lina Selander & Oscar Mangione.
Still from Overforingsdiagram nr 1 [Diagram of Transfer No. ] by Lina Selander & Oscar Mangione.

oneself’. Marxism-Leninism certainly seems
to have been a movement and a doctrine
constructed around such a truth. In this
way, two layers extending through the work
are immediately established: a private layer
and a public one; one where a relationship
with a father is central and another where
the 1968 left-wing movement is central; a
layer where continuity and predictability
are essential, another where the revolution
is equally crucial; an existential and a politi-
cal one. And on both levels, it may be about
that strange form of truth. Or, perhaps it is
in the relationship between the levels that
the truth can arise or be captured”!

One might say that Selander is exploring the
revolutionary zeal of a time and the desire

to start over again together with a sense of
a lost naiveté. Allowed to see by the light of
the sun, but also blinded by it, or looking at
the sun with eyes closed, seeing the blood
inone’s eyelids, or asin a dream, open to the
injustices of the world. Most of the images
in the film are from the 1968 student revolts
in Paris and Stockholm, taken at meetings
and manifestations, and from La Chinoise;
and all of them, except for the film's only
moving sequence, of bombs falling over
Vietnam, are marked by the reflection of
a camera’s flash-white stains or corroded
white holes that hide or show something in
the images. As in the sequence with Chair-
man Mao swimming in the Yellow River,
where the dark stains of moisture on the
newsreel are placed in relation to the light
stains that seem to block a final interpreta-
tion while still telling us something import-
ant about how to view and read the film.
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NIKOLINA STALLBORN

NIKOLINA STALLBORNS arbete utgar fran
hennes bakgrund i analogt fotografi och
ett intresse av medicinhistoria, medicin-
historiska bibliotek och illustrationer av
anatomi, sjukdomar och botemedel genom
arhundradena. Hon utgér ofta fran olika
kanslor och tillstand som associeras till
sjukdom eller valmaende. Detta visualiseras
pa manga olika satt genom hennes pro-
duktion, ofta kombinerat med belysandet
av individuella organismer och deras kom-
plexitet. Svampar ges subjektivitet medan
anatomiska illustrationer kan bli abstrakta
poem dar bilder som ritats med stod av ett
mikroskop férvandlas till enigmatiska skulp-
turer.

Hon har skapat tre olika verk for denna
utstalining. Textilverket Fuzzy Brain (2018)
med sin nervésa brodyr bygger pa medicin-
ska illustrationer och kombineras har med
installationen Deal With It (2018), dar ett
mindre bibliotek av sjalvhjalpsbdcker halls
ihop av en tving och boktitlarna bildar en
dikt.

Det tredje verket, Tidsloop: Grdlle 1946,
Palle 1976, Arw 2018 (2018), &r en bild skapad
utifran bilder som gatt férlorade. | denna in-
stallation med ett iscensatt 360°-fotografi,
star en konstruerad familj framfér en lant-
gard tillsammans med en hast och nagra
getter. Bilden &r tagen pa Skansen, ett av
de forsta friluftsmuseerna i varlden. Skan-
sen ar en konstruerad kulturarvsplats, dar
historia, traditioner och minnen visas upp

som underhallning. En bild av en bild av en
bild. Lagrad tid, utanfor tiden. Stallborns
unga fordldrar ldmnade den fororenade
staden bakom sig med ambitionen att star-
ta en gard med sjalvhushall i knappt bor-
dig mark omgiven av skog i en avkrok 40
kilometer utanfor Asele i sodra Lappland. |
ett forsvunnet svartvitt fotografi fran den
tiden, portratteras familjen pa ett satt som
paminner om en lang tradition av landsorts-
fotografi som stracker sig anda tillbaka till
fotografiets ursprung. En annan bild som
inspirerat verket, denna gang fran 1946, vis-
ar konstnarens farmorsmors familj framfér
den gard som deras barn en gang lamnade
for staden. Personliga minnen blir historis-
ka och det historiska minnet personligt i ett
forflutet som nu pekar mot framtiden. En-
dast hasten bestar.

NIKOLINA STALLBORN'S work departs from
her background in analogue photography
and a long-term interest in the history of
medicine, medical libraries and illustra-
tions of anatomy, disease and treatments
through the centuries. She often departs
from various emotions and conditions as-
sociated with disease or wellbeing. This is
envisioned in various ways throughout her
production, often combined with emphasis-
ing the individual organisms and their com-
plexity. Mushrooms are given subjectivity
while anatomical illustrations can become
abstract poems where images drawn with
the aid of a microscope become enigmatic
sculptures.
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Detalj ur Nikolina Stallborns 360°-fotografi for Tidsloop: Grdlle 1946, Palle 1976, Arw 20I8.



Detalj, Nikolina Stallborns installation Deal With It.

She has produced three diverse new works
for this exhibition. The textile work Fuzzy
Brain (2018), with its nervous embroidery
based on medical illustrations, has been
combined with Deal With It (2018), an instal-
lation of self-help books held together by a
clamp turning the book titles into a poem.

The third work, Time Loop: Grélle 1946, Pdlle
1976, Arw 2018 (2018), is a composite image
of images lost. In this installation with a
staged digital 360° photo, an assembled
family stands in front a rural farmhouse
with a horse and some goats. The image is
taken at Skansen, one of the first open-air
museums in the world. Skansen is a place
of cultural heritage, a convoluted and at
times de-historicised theme park where
traditions and memories are on display. An

image of an image of an image. Layers of
time outside time. Stallborn’s young par-
ents left the polluted city behind with an
ambition to start a self-sustaining farm in
barely arable land surrounded by forests
in a remote part of the country, 40 kilome-
tres outside Aselse in Southern Lappland.
In a lost black-and-white photograph from
this time, the family is portrayed in a man-
ner reminiscent of a long tradition of rural
portraiture, stretching back to the origins
of photography. Another photograph that
has inspired the work, this time from 1946,
finds the artist's great grandparents with a
horse outside the farm that their children
left for the city. Personal memory becomes
historical and historical memory becomes
personal in a past now that points towards
the future. The horse is the only constant.

Nikolina Stallborns Fuzzy Brain, med delar ur Deal With It i férgrunden.
Nikolina Stallborn's Fuzzy Brain, with pieces from Deal With It in the foreground.
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Novell / Short story




Ylva Snéfrids installation Malarens ateljé i skuggvarlden och konsten i samvetets ljus.

Kulisser
Ida Andersen

HON HETTE SILJE, ett namn som silke och att slicka i sig sockerkakssmet
pa samma gang.

Jag sig fran koksfonstret nir de klev ur folkabussen. Silje stod forst
lite bakatlutad med en stor kappsick tryckt mot magen, som om det var
kappsicken som holl henne uppe och inte tvirtom. Eller kanske var det
den vintriga scenen som fick henne att luta sig bakat och stirra. Virt stora
hus omringat av stenar med svarta snétickta kedjor i bagar mot marken.
Solen som nadde inda in i hennes skira harbotten. Allting som gnistrade
och blindade. I bakgrunden skogen som morkgron kontrast. Sa jila
lickert! ropade Silje sa det hordes 4nda in.

Pappa hade lagt armen om Ingelas axlar och medan Silje kastade sig
baklinges i snén log de mot varandra, som om de var hennes forildrar
eller nat. I alla fall hade pappa kunnat vara hennes pappa. Men Silje var
deras gemensamma, deras uppgift, nigon som fick dem att kinna sig
sammansvurna. I minader hade de pratat om att hitta nagon att vara
solidarisk mot och samtidigt bli fler i huset. Det var som om de hade
slutat grila pa kuppen, dven om Ingela oroat sig for vad en sidan skulle
kunna stilla till med.

Sjilv var hon siker pa att suget forsvunnit, sa hon vid kvillsteet,
faktiskt var det ett bra tag sist hon tinkte pa det. Men nu var hon ren,
hade sitt liv i kappsicken, full av tyll, siden, sammet, batikfirger, snoddar,
tofsar, spetsar, garner och tradrullar plus hennes farmors gamla syskrin.

Jag tror det var samtidigt som Silje flyttade in hos oss som det dir
konstiga i mitt huvud bérjade. I alla fall var det di jag mirkte det, som
om allt blev mycket mer tydligt av att hon var i huset. Det var som om det
blev ett hil i tankarna, dir nagot skulle finnas. Men det som skulle vara
ddr kom aldrig, och jag gick omkring i ett slags tomrum. Pa nigot sitt
hérde detihop med hur jag tinkte nir jag var liten. Att allting var kulisser
uppspinda som stora segel i fjirran. Kulisserna var hela virlden och all-
ting slutade bakom dem. Jag visste att det var for att mamma hade gjort
virlden sadan, for att jag skulle f6rsta hur allt fungerade fast jag inte for-
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stod varfor. Bara att allting fanns f6r min skull, och alla som fanns spel-
ade med si att allt skulle fungera och att virlden skulle forefalla verklig.

Det var som om nagot frenetiskt flyttade in tillsammans med Silje.
Fonstren stod 6ppna jimt fast det var kallt, och kattpissdoften blaste
nistan bort. Alla blev uppspelta pa nigot sitt och pappas och Ingelas
planer om ett kollektiv blossade upp igen. De holl ett méte i koket, till-
sammans med likasinnade i trakten, strax efter att Silje hade flyttatin i det
tomma rummet pd Gvervaningen.

De ddra me att man delar me varann men 4nda ir fri. Det ir ju pre-
cis pa pricken. Minskan maste va fri och fa skapa, det diggar jag. Ja, jag
e sa glad jag kommit hit ska ni veta, ni e verkligen fantastiska Knud och
Ingela... 4 ja vill bidra me mitt. Hon sa allt i ett enda strick och uttalade
pappas namn Knad. Sedan sa hon att sy e min grej... 4 stajling... jag vill
ge minniskor en tripp ... 4 sant ... Jag kan ha syateljé, som jag hade i
Stockholm tills... tills... och sedan bérjade hon grita. Alla vuxna trostade
henne, Ingela strok bort hennes tarar och hon sjilv lutade huvudet in
mot pappas hals medan han gav henne bl6ta pussar i haret.

Nigra dagar senare satt Silje i lekrummet och lyssnade pa sin musik,
hon satt hopkrupen i hérnet pa de solkiga dynorna och stirrade framfor
sig som om hon inte sag nigot alls. Musiken var sorglig och drémlik,
dinande pi nagot sitt. Hennes burriga har var alldeles strivt. Jag ville
titta pa teve, men Silje satt som en staty och jag blev ocksa alldeles stel av
att hon satt si, jag fastnade i dorren.

Anja, vettu att hela livet 4r bara teater, inget e fan pa riktigt, sa hon
plotsligt, och hennes blick stack rakt in i mig som en kniv.

Nista dag hade hon malat om lekrummet i en orange firg som jag
madde illa av, malat 6ver allt som vi barn hade ritat pa viggarna under
flera ir.

Kollektivet verkade inte ta nagon fart men pappa hade fatt brattom
att méla till en utstillning och Ingela var eld och lagor 6ver att bilda en
grupp 8-forening. For mig var det mer som att allting stannade upp. Blev
tydligare. Jag fick min mens.

Pa nitterna horde jag hur symaskinen gick inne i Siljes rum och hon
forevisade sina alster under stora skadespel vid kvillsteet. Pappa hade dkt
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med henne till Emmaus Bjorka och efter det kérde hon bussen sjilv och
kopte tyger, mattor och mébler som hon behovde for att inreda sitt rum
och dill alla sina projekt. Hon gjorde allting snabbt med stora och snabba
rorelser. Samtidige lyssnade hon pi musik som inte verkade passa ihop
med henne sjilv, John Holm, Exseption och Lynyrd Skynyrd. Hon flytta-
de in skivspelaren i sitt rum, det var anda bara hon som lyssnade pa den.

En gang grilade Silje och Ingela. Det blev det tungt och gritt, som
nir det regnar pa hosten och aldrig slutar.

Jag sig att du hirmade mej, sa med tungan, sa Silje.

Det gjorde jag inte alls.

Jo, sa hir, och just da kom de in i koket. Silje drog med tungan fram
och tillbaka 6ver lipparna som hon gjorde ibland nir hon inte trodde
nagon sag.

Jag rikade bara slicka mej om munnen, sluta nu.

Raikade si fan heller!

Du behéver vil inte va sa ovinlig. Ingela lit ndstan gratfirdig.

Du har f6rs6kt mucka flera dar. Eru sotis eller va fan erre me de;j.

Sen klampade Silje upp igen fast hon precis kommit ner. Jag gick
efter och satte mig utanfor hennes dérr. Silje spelade John Holm, han
som sjong sa att jag fick tarar langt inuti i mig och det dir tomrummet
tylldes upp. Maria Maria ser du dngarna blomma de ger ur oppen band
allt du vill ha Maria Maria snart star dngarna tomma och du far inte
lingre vara barn. Jag tinkte pa det hon sagt om livet som teater, att det
var nistan samma sak som jag sjilv tinkt nir jag var liten. Det kindes som
om det bara var jag som forstod henne. Just da ppnade hon dérren och
fragade om jag ville se vad hon sytt.

Visst e den licker! Jag sydde den i natt.

Jo, jittefin ... sydde du verkligen den i natt... det 4r inte klokt.

Klinningen var av blekgult sidentyg med spets vid urringningen
och volanger i gult och grént i kjolen. Jag kinde igen det gula tyget fran
Siljes singoverkast.

Nu satt jag med Silje, inbjuden i gemaket, men ibland gick jag in
nir inte Silje var ddr. In genom brokaddraperiet med glansiga tofssnodd-
ar i vinrote. Stod och kinde med handen pa sammeten som rann lings
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viggarna som guldgron mossa. Var i det dimpade ljuset frin fonstren
dir Silje spant ljust silkepapper istillet f6r gardiner. Lit blicken ga &ver
glittrande burkar, flaskor, tuber, penslar och borstar som 6versvimmade
det stora sminkbordet framfér guldspegeln. Lings ena viggen hade Silje
ett stort skip med glasdorrar. Det var proppat med tyger, hopvikta,
hoprullade i firger som gick in i varandra. I hérnet stod symaskinen. Det
var egentligen var symaskin och nu var jag tvungen att ga in till Silje om
jag skulle sy in mina byxor eller laga nagot.

En dag hade jag lagt mig i Siljes sing bakom spetsférhingena. Som
en riktig himmelssing var den, som en prinsessing. Silje hade ake till sim-
hallen i Vixjo med Frans, Asa och Stella men jag ville inte f6lja med for
jag hade mens. Silje hade inte blivit arg nir hon kom in. H6rru bruden
ligger du hir och sover ruset av dig, skrattade hon. Jag skimdes inda for
att jag legat ddr under spetstérhingena och somnat i dofterna av tyg och
parfym. Skimdes f6r att Silje pa nagot sitt férstod och for att det hade
kommit mensblod i hennes sing.

Jag tittade igen pa klinningen med volanger och rynk.

Som en prinsessklinning nistan...

Gillar du prinsessor?

Ah ... nir jag var liten ...

Men du miste prova den, bli en prinsessa. Du vet livet ir en saga, en
tripp. Det blir vad du gor det till och det 4r bara du som kan bestimma vad.

Jag vetinte.

Men Siljes 6gon lyste, jag forstod att hon ville drapera mig som hon
hade draperat hela sitt rum. Langsamt bytte jag om. Silje tjattrade pa om
hur fin jag var, vilken tripp alltsa. Prinsesstrippen. Klinningen hingde
bara lite dir bysten skulle vara. Silje fnissade uppspelt.

Jag sig nigon annan i spegeln. Ett prinsessbelite i volangklinning.

Men jiklar ... vilken licker brud... Har du hért den med Ola
Magnell? Vilken brud vilka I6kar vilken licker hick... skitball skiva. Han
ir skon Ola Magnell...

N4, jag har inte hore den.

N4, den kom ju precis nyss.

Jag skalade av mig klinningen och hingde tillbaka den pa galgen.
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Den ir jittefin.

Sedan var jag tvungen att rusa in pd mitt eget rum, ner i min sing
och grita.

Plotsligt kom varen rusande pa allvar. Grusplanen framfér huset
blev till mork sérja och nir jag gick hem fran skolbussen blev det djupa
fotspar i den mjuka vigen upp till huset.

Det lig mobler i det leriga. M6bler som hade gitt sonder. Ett vit-
milat sminkbord lig upp och ner och spretade med tre ben. Stolen som
Silje hade kldtt med gron sammet lig trasig bredvid. Den stora forgyllda
spegeln hade gitt i bitar nir den hamnat platt mot marken. Skirvorna
utstrodda som glitter i gruset. Skarpa ljusreflexer triffade migi 6gat sa att
jag maste vinda huvudet it sidan. Ocksa den tunga ramen var krossad.

Tyger i gult och gront, réte och guld lig utspridda och graflickade
ddr de hamnat i det smetiga. Frin fonstret ovanfor fortsatte tygsjoken att
singla ner. Ingelas linga har hingde ner varje gang ett nytt tygstycke flog
ut. Armarna som lassade ut var bara och stack fram under haret. Tygerna
slutade fladdra, de dunsade ner i packar tills hela grusplanen var full av
dem. Jag trampade pa dem f6r att komma fram till koksingangen.

Ingen var i koket. Det var bara de dimpade ljuden uppifran dir
Ingela gick birsirk i Siljes rum och en katt som krafsade i kattladan.

Jag ville inte ga upp pa Svervaningen forrin det var tyst dir uppe.
Det blev det nir Ingela gitt med harda steg in i sitt och pappas sovrum
och stingt dorren hart efter sig. Da kom pappa, Silje, Asa och Stella hem
med matkassarna. Frans var sikert ute med sina mopedkompisar.

Silje borjade skrika: den jivla fittan jag ska skira tuttarna av henne,
den jdvla subban hon ska fan inte, och hennes mun drogs bakét och ga-
pade nir hon skrek, som om hon tuggade pa nigot stort och hart. Sil-
je skrek, Asa forsvann ut i stallet, Stella borjade grata. Silje slippte ner
matkassar si att toapapper sockerpaket kaffepaket ramlade ut pa golvet.
Pappa stillde ner sina kassar mer forsiktigt. Pappa rusade ikapp Silje. Tog
tag i hennes arm. Vint’ litt” hir, sa han. Silje vred sig loss hart. Du r6r
inte mig, sa den hirda munnen. Han fors6kte igen. Vint’ litt’ nu. Ror inte
mig sijer jag for da javlar smiller det. Jag forsokte trosta Stella. Henne tarar
rann och hon hulkade. Kom vi gir ut, sa jag och vi gick ut ill Asaistallet.
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Nir vi kom in igen var Silje inte pa sitt rum. Den gravita spegeldorren
in till pappans och Ingelas rum var stingd. En stingd dorr och ljud som
inte nddde ut. Men jag visste inda. Visste hur de bleka nakna kropparna
tog upp all plats, visste alla stillningarna, de férvridna tomma blickarna.
Visste att det kunde vara s, med alla tre samtidigt. Jag visste inte varfor
jag visste allt sidant. Visste bara att jag var tvungen att vara kvar i virlden
dé, gora den verklig. Lisa saga for Stella, sitta hos Asa nir hon gjorde
lixorna. Bara Frans klarade sig utan mig.

Sommaren kom och med de ljusa nitterna blev Silje allt mer rastl6s.
En dag hade hon limnat oss, limnat en lapp pa koksbordet dir det stod
att hon hade flytrat tillbaka till Stockholm. Sommargisterna kom till-
baka till byn, och nu hade nagra av killarna blivit stérre. Jag och grann-
tjejen tillbringade sa mycket tid vi kunde med dem i héladorna, vakna
hela nitterna igenom.

Och 4n i dag vet jag inte var verkligheten bérjar och kulisserna slutar.
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Backdrops
Ida Andersen

SHE WAS CALLED SILJE, a name like silk and like slurping sponge cake
mix at the same time.

From the kitchen window I saw them getting out of the VW camper
van. At first Silje stood leaning back with a large suitcase pressed against
her stomach, as if the suitcase were holding her up and not the other way
around. Or perhaps it was the wintery scene that made her lean back and
gaze. Our large house surrounded by stones with black, snow-covered
chains in inverted arches facing the ground. The sun that penetrated all
the way into her delicate scalp. Everything sparkled and dazzled. In the
background, the forest, like a dark green contrast. It’s frigging gorgeous!
Silje shouted so loud that you could hear it all the way inside.

Dad put his arm around Ingela’s shoulders and while Silje threw
herself backwards onto the snow they smiled at each other, as if they were
her parents or something. Well, dad could’ve been her dad. But Silje was
theirs, their task, something that united them. For months they had been
talking about finding someone they could show solidarity to, while in-
creasing the number of people in the house. And to top it all it was as if
it had stopped them arguing, although Ingela was worried about what
kind of trouble such a one could cause.

Silje was convinced that her cravings had disappeared, she said
during evening tea; she hadn’t actually thought about it for quite a
while. And now she was clean, her life in her suitcase, full of tulle, silk,
velvet, batik dyes, braids, tassels, laces, yarns and cotton reels plus her
grandmother’s old sewing-box.

I think it was when Silje moved in that the strange stuff in my head
started. Anyhow, that’s when I noticed it, as if everything became so
much clearer because she was in the house. It was as if there was a hole in
my thoughts, where something was supposed to be. But that which was
supposed to be there never came, and I walked around in a kind of void.
In some way it was related to how I used to think when I was small. That

everything was backdrops, like large sails in the distance. The backdrops
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were the entire world and everything ended behind them. I knew that
it was because mum had made the world like that, so that I should un-
derstand how everything worked even though I didn’t understand why.
Only that everything existed for my sake, and everyone participated in
the play acting so that everything would work and the world would ap-
pear real.

It was as if something frenetic moved in with Silje. The windows
were always open even though it was cold, and the smell of cat piss was
almost blown away. Somehow everyone was in high spirits and dad and
Ingela’s plans for a commune flared up again. They had a meeting in the
kitchen with like-minded people from the area, just after Silje moved into
the empty room on the upper floor.

You share with each other but you're still free, you know. That’s
exactly it. People have to be free and allowed to create, I dig that. Yeah,
I’'m so happy I'm here, you know, you’re really fantastic, Knud and Inge-
la... and I wanna contribute with my things. She said it all in one breath
and pronounced dad’s name as Knood. Then she said that sewing is my
thing... and styling... I wanna give people a trip... and stuff... I can have a
sewing studio, like I had in Stockholm until... until... and then she began
to cry. All the grown-ups comforted her, Ingela wiped away her tears and
she leaned her head towards dad’s neck while he kissed her hair.

Some days later Silje was listening to music in the playroom, curled
up in the corner on the soiled cushions, staring straight ahead as if she
couldn’t see anything at all. The music was sad and dreamy, booming
somehow. Her fluffy hair was bristly. I wanted to watch the telly but Silje
sat there like a statue and it made me completely stift seeing her sitting
like that, so I froze on the threshold.

You know, Anja, life is like a fucking play, nothing is real, she sud-
denly said, and her gaze cut into me like a knife.

The following day she repainted the playroom in an orange colour
that made me feel nauseous, painted over everything that we children
had drawn on the walls for years.

The commune didn’t seem to take oft but dad was busy painting
for an upcoming exhibition and Ingela was all excited about starting a
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local feminist Group 8. For me it was more like everything stopped. Be-
came clearer. I had my first period.

I heard the sewing machine humming through the night in Silje’s
room and she would display her creations in great spectacles during eve-
ning tea. Dad had driven her to Emmaus Bjorka and after that she drove
the van herself and bought the fabrics, rugs and furniture she need to
decorate her room and for her projects. She always did everything in a
hurry with large, swift movements, while listening to music that didn’t
seem to suit her: John Holm, Exseption and Lynyrd Skynyrd. She moved
the record player into her room, she was, after all, the only one who lis-
tened to it.

Once Silje and Ingela had a fight. Everything turned heavy and grey,
like when it rains in the autumn and never stops.

I saw that you imitated me, with your tongue, Silje said.

No, I didn’t.

Yes, like this, and at that moment they entered the kitchen. Silje wet
her lips back and forth like she sometimes did when she thought no one
was looking.

I'just happened to lick my lips, stop it.

Just happened, my ass!

There is no need to be hostile. Ingela was on the verge of tears.

You’ve been trying to pick a quarrel for several days. Are you jealous
or what the fuck is it?

Silje stamped off up the stairs even though she had just come down.
I followed her and sat outside her door. Silje played John Holm, who
sang so the tears gathered deep inside of me and the void was filled. A4a-
ria, the meadows are in bloom / They give you what you want and more /
Maria, soon the flowers are gone / And you're no longer a child. I thought
about what she said about life being like a play, that I had almost thought
the same thing when I was small. It felt as if I was the only one who un-
derstood her. At that point she opened the door and asked if I wanted to
see what she had made.

Ain’tit gorgeous? I made it last night.

Yes, fabulous... did you really make it last night... it’s crazy.
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It was a pale yellow silk dress with lace around the neckline and yellow
and green frills in the skirt. I recognised the yellow fabric from Silje’s bed-
spread.

Now I sat with Silje, invited into her chamber, but sometimes I
went in when she wasn’t there. In through the brocade drapery with
shiny wine-red braided tassels. Feeling the velvet that ran along the walls
like golden-green moss. Stood in the soft light from the windows where
Silje had put tissue paper instead of curtains. Let my eyes scan the glitter-
ing jars, bottles, tubes and brushes crammed on the large makeup table
in front of the golden mirror. Along one of the walls, Silje had a large
cupboard with glass doors. It was stuffed with fabrics, folded, rolled up,
in colours that blended into one another. The sewing machine stood in
a corner. In fact, it was our sewing machine and now I had to go to Silje’s
room if I wanted to take in my trousers or mend something.

One day I lay down on Silje’s bed behind the lace curtains. It was like
a proper four-poster bed, a princess bed. Silje had gone to the swimming
baths in Vixjo with Frans, Asa and Stella but I didn’t want to go because
I had my period. Silje wasn’t angry when she came in. Hey, babe, are you
sleeping it off, she laughed. Nevertheless, I felt ashamed for having lain
there under the lace curtains and fallen asleep among the scents of fabrics
and perfume. Ashamed because Silje somehow understood and because
some menstrual blood had stained her bed.

I looked at the dress again, the one with frills and lace.

It’s almost like a princess dress...

Do you like princesses?

Ah... when I was small...

You have to try it, become a princess. Life is a fairytale, you know,
a trip. You make what you want of it and it’s only you who can decide.

I don’t know.

Silje’s eyes flashed, I realised that she wanted to style me like she had
styled her room. I got changed very slowly. Silje went on about how nice
I was, what a trip, man. The princess trip. The dress sagged a bit where
the bust was supposed to be. Silje giggled excitedly.

I saw someone else in the mirror. A princess in a frilly dress.
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Bloody hell... what a gorgeous chick... Have you heard the Ola Magnell
song? What a chick, what tits, what a prerty ass... it’s a great record. He’s
cool, Ola Magnell...

No, I haven’t heard it.

Oh yeah, it was just released.

I peeled off the dress and put it back on the coat hanger.

It’s really pretty.

Then I had to run into my own room, onto my bed and cry.

Spring barged in with a vengeance. The gravel area in front of the
house became a dark sludge and when I arrived home with the school
bus there were deep footprints in the soft road leading up to the house.

There were pieces of furniture in the mud. Broken pieces of furni-
ture. A white makeup table was upside down, three legs pointing sky-
wards. The chair Silje had covered with green velvet, broken, next to it.
The large gilded mirror had smashed into pieces when it fell flat on the
ground. The shards strewn out like glitter in the gravel. Sharp light re-
flections hit my eyes so I had to turn away. And the heavy frame was also
shattered.

Fabrics, yellow and green, red and golden, scattered, grey-stained,
where they had ended up in the gunge. From the window above pieces of
fabric continued to rain down. Ingela’s long hair hung down each time a
piece of fabric was ousted. The arms that did the throwing were bare and
poked out under the hair. The fabrics stopped fluttering, they flopped
down in bundles until the entire gravel area was full of them. I had to
step on them to reach the kitchen door.

There was no one in the kitchen. It was only the muffled sounds
from above where Ingela was going berserk in Silje’s room and a cat
scratching away in the litter tray.

I didn’t want to go up to the upper floor while the noise continued.
It became quiet when Ingela clamped into her and dad’s bedroom and
slammed the door shut. At that point, dad, Silje, Asa and Stella returned
home with the food shopping. Frans was probably out with his moped
friends.

Silje started to shout: the fucking cunt, I'll cut her fucking tits off,
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the fucking bitch is not fucking... and her mouth was pulled backwards
and her mouth was wide open when she shouted, as if she was chewing
something large and hard. Silje shouted, Asa disappeared into the stables,
Stella burst out crying. Silje let go of the carrier bags so that toilet paper
and packets of sugar and coftee fell out on the floor. Dad put his carrier
bags down more carefully. Dad ran after Silje. Grabbed her arm. Wait a
minute, he said. Silje wrenched herself away from him. You don’t touch
me, the hard mouth said. He tried again. Don’t touch me, I tell you or
I’ll fucking hit you. I tried to comfort Stella. Her tears were falling and
she was sobbing. Let’s go out, I said and we went to Asa in the stables.

When we came back, Silje was not in her room. The grey-white door
to dad and Ingela’s room was closed. A closed door and sounds that did
not reach us. But I knew anyway. Knew how the pale naked bodies took
up all the space, knew all the positions, the twisted empty gazes. Knew
that it could be like that, with all three of them at the same time. I didn’t
know why I knew all these things. I only knew that T'had to remain in the
world, make it real. Read a story to Stella, sit with Asa while she did her
homework. Only Frans could manage without me.

Summer arrived and with the white nights Silje turned restless. One
day she was gone, she left a note on the kitchen table saying that she had
gone back to Stockholm. The summer visitors returned to the village and
some of the guys had grown up. A neighbouring girl and I spent as much
time as we could with them in the hay barns, awake all through the night.

And still, today, I don’t know where reality begins and the back-
drops end.
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Signe Johannessen (f. 1978 i Norge, bor och
verkar i Gnesta) ar utbildad vid Konsthogskolan
i Oslo samt vid Kungliga Konsthdgskolan i Stock-
holm och gér skulpturer, videoverk, teckningar
och installationer som har stéllts ut bland annat
pa Fotografiska och Sculpture Quadrennial 2016,
Lettland. Johannessen ar en av grundarna till Art
Lab Gnesta, en fristaende/sjalvorganiserad insti-
tution pa landsbygden séder om Stockholm.

Signe Johannessen (b. 1978 in Norway, lives and
works in Gnesta) is a graduate of the Oslo Nation-
al Academy of the Arts and the Royal Institute of
Art in Stockholm. She produces sculptures, vid-
eo works, drawings and installations that have
been exhibited at, among others, Fotografiska
and Sculpture Quadrennial 2016 in Latvia. Johan-
nessen is one of the founders of Art Lab Gnesta,
an independent/self-organised institution in the
countryside south of Stockholm.

Joanna Lombard (f 1972 i Alger, Algeriet, bor
och verkar i Stockholm) &r utbildad vid bland
annat Konstfack och Kungliga Konsthégskolan
i Stockholm och arbetar med fotografi, ljud och
videoinstallationer. Lombard har genom aren haft
utstallningar pa flera platser runt om i varlden
samt medverkat vid Momentum-biennalen 2015;
SeMA Biennale; Mediacity Media Art Biennale,
South Korea och The Black Moon, Palais de Tokyo.

Joanna Lombard (b. 1972 in Algiers, Algeria,
lives and works in Stockholm) was educated at
Konstfack, University College of Arts, Craft and
Design and the Royal Institute of Art in Stock-
holm, among others, and works primarily with
photography, sound and video installations. Over
the years Lombard has exhibited at several loca-
tions throughout the world and has participated
in the 2015 Momentum Biennale; SeMA Biennale;
Mediacity Media Art Biennale, South Korea and
The Black Moon, Palais de Tokyo, Paris.

Lina Selander (f. 1973 i Stockholm, bor och verkar i
Stockholm) arbetar framst med videoinstallationer
och ar utbildad pa bland annat Hogskolan for foto-
grafi och film i Goteborg och Kungliga Konsthdg-
skolan i Stockholm, dar hon nu &r gastprofessor
inom fri konst. Selander har haft flera grupp- och
separatutstallningar internationellt, bland andra
vid Manifesta-biennalen 2012, Belgien och hon rep-
resenterade Sverige pa Venedigbiennalen 2015.

Lina Selander (b. 1973 in Stockholm, where she
lives and works) works mainly with video instal-
lations and was trained at, among others, the
School of Photography and Film at the University
of Gothenburg and the Royal Institute of Art in
Stockholm, where she is now Guest Professor
in Fine Art. Selander has participated in several
group and solo exhibitions internationally, includ-
ing Manifesta 2012, Belgium. She represented
Sweden at the 2015 Venice Biennale.

Ylva Snofrid (f. 1974 i Umed, bor och verkar i
Stockholm och Aten) ar utbildad vid Kungliga
Konsthégskolan i Stockholm och utgér fran
maleriet for att bygga upp installationer och
rituallika performances. Snéfrid ar verksam in-
ternationellt och har haft flera grupp- och sep-
aratutstallningar varlden runt, bland annat vid
Swiss Institute, New York; Kunsthalle Athena,
Aten; Shugoarts, Tokyo och Palais de Tokyo, Paris.

Ylva Snofrid (b. 1974 in Umed, lives and works
in Stockholm and Athens) received her artistic
training at the Royal Institute of Art in Stockholm.
The foundation of her work is painting, which she
uses to build installations and ritual-like perfor-
mances. Snofrid is internationally active and has
participated in several group and solo exhibitions
around the globe, among them La Panaceé, Mont-
pellier; the Swiss Institute, New York; Kunsthalle
Athena, Athens; Shugoarts, Tokyo and Palais de
Tokyo, Paris.

Nikolina Stallborn (f. 1972 i Karlstad, bor och
verkar i Stockholm) ar utbildad vid Islands Konst-
hogskola samt pa Kungliga Konsthogskolan i
Stockholm och arbetar framst med skulptur och
installationer. Stallborn har gjort flera offentliga
konstverk bade pa Island och i Sverige, bland
annat Henriksdalsallén i Stockholm, och har del-
tagit i flertalet grupp- och separatutstallningar,
sasom Living Art Museum, Reykjavik och Hag-
stromerbiblioteket pa Karolinska Institutet.

Nikolina Stallborn (b. 1972 in Karlstad, lives and
works in Stockholm) was educated at the Iceland
Academy of the Arts and the Royal Institute of Art
in Stockholm and works primarily with sculpture
and installations. Stallborn has produced several
public artworks in Iceland and Sweden, including
at Henriksdalsallén in Stockholm, and has par-
ticipated in several group and solo exhibitions at
differing places, including the Living Art Museum
in Reykjavik and at the Hagstromer Medico-Histor-
ical Library at the Karolinska Institute, Stockholm.
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Installationsvy med verk av Nikolina Stallborn i forgrunden.
Installation view, with Nikolina Stallborn's works in the foreground.

Jonatan Habib Engqvist (f. 1973, bor i Stock-
holm) ar internationellt verksam curator och
skribent. Organiserar Nya Sméaland pé& uppdrag
av fyra konsthallar och ett universitet och driv-
er CRIS (Curatorial Residency In Stockholm) och
har kuraterat flera internationella biennaler och
festivaler, bl.a. Sinopale 6, Turkiet, Survival Kit 9,
Lettland och Momentum 8, Norge. Senaste ut-
stalining pa Fargfabriken var Bouchra Khalili -
The Opposite of Voice Over, 2016.

Jonatan Habib Engqvist (b. 1973, lives in Stock-
holm) is an internationally active curator and
writer. He organises Nya Smaland on behalf of
four art galleries and a university, runs CRIS (Cu-
ratorial Residency in Stockholm) and has curated
several international biennales and festivals, in-
cluding Sinopale 6, Turkey; Survival Kit 9, Latvia
and Momentum 8, Norway. His latest exhibition
at Fargfabriken was Bouchra Khalili - the Oppo-
site of Voice Over, 2016.

Ida Andersen (f. 1960 i Frankrike och uppvuxen
i Smaland, bor och verkar i Malm¢) ar verksam
som forfattare, litterar oversattare och kul-
turskribent. Hon har en magisterexamen i littera-
turvetenskap och en i litterart skapande. Hon
tillbringar mycket tid i Italien. Debut 2004 med
diktsamlingen ddr du alltid dr. 2016 kom roman-
en Har slutar allmédn vdg, baserad pa hennes
egen uppvaxt. Hennes senaste diktsamling ar
Intarsia.

Ida Andersen (b. 1960 in France, raised in
Smaland, lives and works in Malmd) is active as a
writer, literary translator and culture writer. She
holds a Master's degree in literary criticism and
literary creation. She spends a lot of time in Italy.
She debuted in 2004 with a collection of poems,
dar du alltid ar. In 2016 she published her novel
Hdr slutar allman vdg, based on her childhood.
Her latest collection of poems is entitled /ntarsia.
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SIGNE JOHANNESSEN

Bocken

The Stag

2018

Film: ljud, farg (12 min)
Video: colour, sound (12 min)

Bloodlines 1

Bloodlines 1

2018

28 skarmar, aluminium, video (loop)
28 screens, aluminum, video (loop)
355x 280 cm

Bloodlines 2
Bloodlines 2

2018
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Paper, horse blood
300 x 36 x 27 cm
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Protector

2018

Hasthud, aluminium, performance
Horse skin, aluminium, performance
355 x 280 cm
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JOANNA LOMBARD

Orbital Re-enactments

Orbital Re-enactments

2010

4-kanalsvideoinstallation (loop)
4-channel video installation (loop)

Regissor Director: Joanna Lombard
Regissorsassistent Director assistant: Pella Ka-
german

Redigering Editing: Bjorn Kessler

Produktion Production: Joanna Lombard, Cecilia
Forsberg

Foto Photo: Iga Mikler, Johan Holmgqvist
Scenografi Set design: Joanna Lombard, Love Hans-
son, Pernilla Roos, Sandra Parment, Karin Gilles
Kostym Costume: Joanna Lombard, Pernilla Roos,
Karin Gilles

Assistenter Assistants: Love Hansson, Joel Lom-
bard, Fatima Hedman, Anna Rokka, Sonia Hed-

strand, Marika Trioli, Per-Erik Johnsson, Sophia
Boesch, Milva Engstrom .
Skadespelare Actors: Emma T. Aberg, Anders
Carlsson, Angela Wand, Marten Holmberg, Lasse
Sonne, Malou Lindholm, Majken Thorn, Hjalmar
Kriisa, Ruth Kriisa, Vincent Lombard, Niki Lom-
bard, Agnes Thorén, Molly Thorén, Maximilian
Jernberg, Ester Serrander Larsson, Eva Rexed,
Caroline Séderstrom, Marie Karlberg, Jérgen
Svensson, Indra Linderoth, Dag Andersson, Jo-
sefin von Zeipel, Emma Brommé, Maria Selander,
Katja Seitajoki, Helena Lubandi, Britta Persson,
Peter Birath, Mimmi Persson, Vanja Sandell Bill-
strom, Hans Whipsplash Miller, Charlotte Maria
Brostrom, Arram Kachny, Linnéa Sundling, Annica
Styrke, Hanna Jenneblad, Marti Marko, Maria
Katerine Larsson, Patrik Ahman, Malin Renning,
Sabina Heitmann, Jon Gavelin, Simon Andermo,
Joe Heffernan, Jonas Bengtsson, Ebba Leijonwall,
Lucas Lundstrém, Fredrik Bjernelind, Carolina
Malmstrém, Julia Bondesson

Med stod fran Supported by: KU-Medel, Royal In-
stitute of Art, Stockholm

Tack till Thanks to: Ann-Sofi Sidén, Kungliga
konsthogskolan, Dramatiska Institutet, Stiftel-
sen Langmanska Kulturfonden, Letterstedska
Foreningen

The Exclusion

The Exclusion

2015

8-kanalsljudinstallation (37 min)
8-channel sound installation (37 min)

Medverkande Participants: Lena Carlsson, Anna
Lyons, Patrik Bergner, Emma Brommé, Mathias
Karlsson, Nanna Gauffin, Lars Bringas, Ewa Beve-
rot och Joanna Lombard

Komposition Composition: Magnus Larsson
Ljuddesign och inspelning Sound design and re-
cording: Jakob Munch, Munch Production

YLVA SNOFRID

Mdlarens ateljé i skuggvdrlden och konsten i
samvetets ljus

The Painter's Studio in the Shadow World and
Art in the Light of Conscience

2018

Installation med féljande verk:

Installation with the following works:

En spegling av malarens ateljé i skugg-
varlden

A Reflection of the Painter’s Studio in the
Shadow World

2015-18

olja pa duk

oil on canvas

471 x 284 cm

84 | Children of the Children of the Revolution

Fran mdlarens dgon, mdnsklig docka i
delar, arm, torso, ben

From the Eyes of the Painter, Human Doll in
Parts, Arm, Torso, Leg

2018

olja pa duk

oil on canvas

125 x 88 cm

Fran madlarens dgon, mdnsklig docka i
delar, arm, ben

From the Eyes of the Painter, Human Doll in
Parts, Arm, Leg

2018

olja pa duk

oil on canvas

125 x 88 cm

Det undermedvetna, flagga I-3
The Unconscious, Flag I-3

2016

olja pa duk

oil on canvas

varierande storlekar

various sizes

Pappa, Paris 1967 med visdomstand och
speglad visdomstand, Speglad (Diptyk)
Father, Paris 1967, with Wisdom Tooth and
Mirrored Wisdom Tooth (Diptych)

2016-17

olja pa duk

oil on canvas

52 x40 cm

Massa och speglad massa (Réd Front, la
mayj 1970) (Diptyk)

Mass and Mirrored Mass (Réd Front, la maj
1970) (Diptych)

2016-18

olja pa duk

oil on canvas

125 x 88 cm

Hand frdn den manskliga dockan, vanster
Hand of the Human Doll, Left

2018

olja pa tra, bandage

oil on wood, bandage

Hand fraén den manskliga dockan, héger
Hand of the Human Doll, Right

2018

olja pa tra, bandage

oil on wood, bandage

Stenar, tva bord, tva bankar, byggnadsstall-
ningar
Stones, two tables, two benches, scaffolds

LINA SELANDER

Nar solen gdr ner ar den alldeles réd, sen for-
svinner den

When the Sun Sets It's All Red, Then It Disap-
pears

2008

Installation: ljud, farg (9:15 min + 90 min)
Installation: sound, colour (9:15 min + 90 min)

Overféringsdiagram nr I [Diagram of Transfer No. ||
Overforingsdiagram nr 1 [Diagram of Transfer No. ||
Lina Selander & Oscar Mangione

2018

Film: farg, ljud (8:30 min)

Video: colour, sound (8:30 min)

NIKOLINA STALLBORN

Fuzzy Brain

Fuzzy Brain

2018

Ull, brodyr, ylletyg

Wool, embroidery, wool fabric
186 + 50 x 150 cm

Deal With It

Deal With It

2018

Sjalvhjalpsbacker, tving
Self-help books, clamp

Tidsloop: Gralle 1946, Pdlle 1976, Arw 2018
Time Loop: Grdlle 1946, Pélle 1976, Arw 2018
2018
360°-foto, ljud (creative commons Sonic-ranger),
grus, bjérkstammar
360° photo, sound (creative commons Sonic-
ranger), gravel, birch trunks
Medverkade Participants: Behin Roozbeh, Claudio
Soldrzano, Charlie Enqvist Picken, Nursin Ali, Ted
Holmberg
Tack till Thanks to: Hasten The horse Arw, gatter-

na the goats Qrysset & Semlan, Helene Winberg/
Skansen, Jann Lipka
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