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Sara Arrhenius
Vice Chancellor at the Royal
Institute of Art.

The title of the MA exhibition at The
Academy of Arts is Vargtimmen
[The Woolf Hour]. The word recalls
not just the demons of dawn, but
different states of change and transformation: the moment between
sleep and waking, light and dark, life
and death. Shifts that also sharpen
the senses and make us observant of
experiences that aren’t available to us
in daily life. Several works articulate
a strong consciousness of living in a
time of change in which most things
are at stake, and where we must alter
our way of life and how we relate to
all living things in pivotal ways. In
that moment our students’ belief in
art and engagement in expressing and
portraying the world through art,
becomes a powerful source of hope
and strength, for me, and hopefully
also for the visitors to the exhibition.

MFA

that supports and makes possible
artistic work and strengthens the
school as a meaningful context for
more people. Now, in this moment,
as we stand before the devastating
war in the Ukraine, the strength in
this common work is very palpable.
The school quickly mobilized into
action and leadership; faculty, administration, researchers, and students
stepped up to help fellow students
and colleagues who are affected by
the war, and to open the doors of the
school to Ukrainian students, teachers, and researchers. Meanwhile,
contrasting with the will to find a
common thread and the opportunity
to share knowledge together, the
experience of pandemic isolation still
casts a lingering shadow. A difficult
experience that also, paradoxically,
gave our students an unusual opportunity to engage in focused work in
seclusion. Something that I think one
can see reflected in the works in this
year’s graduation shows, in terms of
strong, ambitious, and comprehensive individual presentations.
At the Royal Institute of Art, the
graduation show is an integrated
part of our learning. Throughout the
program, the exhibition recurs, in
various forms, as a fundamental part
of our pedagogy. Therefore, we have
chosen a format for our graduation
show where we don’t invite an external curator to choose works and stage
the show. Instead, students, teachers
and the school’s producer shape
the show together, without imposed
themes. This is emphasized in our
BA students’ show, which does
not have a general title. In this way
our graduation shows are very concrete exercises in creating a show,
and an opportunity to test the relationships between fellow exhibiting
artists, the institution, the space,
and the audience. The opportunity
to test artistic expression, method or
technique is a pivotal aspect of an
art education.
The choice of this format for our
graduation shows ensures that no
aspect of the students’ works is emphasized nor prioritized in favor of
others. The show is an open muster,
an opportunity to see on display the
artistic heterogeneity that is a powerful driver in the pedagogy of the
school. This year one can see how
painting inhabits a strong place. But
there is also a striking engagement
with the physically palpable and
explicitly material in the sculptural
works. Aside from the established
forms of expression, such as painting,
sculpture, and moving image, the
school has, in recent years, broadened
its offerings to include teaching in performance and sound, to match these
developments in the arts. It is also
clear from the works on display in our
graduation shows that there is an
interest in trying these forms of expression, especially in hybrid art forms
in which various materials, techniques
and artistic expressions meet.
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What is an art school? The answer
will depend on who you ask and
the vantage point you have. For our
students, the school is a beginning: a
place for learning, an opportunity to
develop their creative work through
mentorship and work in studios and
workshops. To our teachers, the
school is a workplace, where they, for
a number of years, develop their pedagogy and their own creative work
based on their artistic focus, and in
the encounter with students and colleagues. Another perspective aligns
with the time axis of the school, revealing a tradition heavy with artistic
practices that have been formulated
and reformulated over the centuries.
Another art school emerges if one
drills down into the present and looks
at what is being done here today. In
the horizontal perspective the interplay between other actors and areas
of knowledge is the focal point, rather
than the history of the school itself.
As a Vice-Chancellor one often feels
as if an art school is lurching and
twisting wildly to escape simplistic
definitions. This very reluctance to
let itself be reduced to simplistic
definitions is also the biggest strength
of an art school. It emerges from a
negotiation between different artistic
perspectives and approaches. A negotiation that never is – nor should it
ever be – without friction.
Is it possible to step back, outside
this negotiation and artistic heterogeneity and get a picture of what the
Royal Institute of Art is and does
right now? The school’s Vision Statement, a chamber play written in 2018,
provides some pointers. It speaks
of the necessity of experimentation
and innovation, of the freedom of
art and the opportunity for every
student to shape their own path as an
artist. But the play also underlines
the joy inherent in a joint quest for
knowledge that shapes and makes
space for encounters, and that generates an energy that makes possible a
total that is larger than the sum of its
parts. In that environment, in which
all of us in the school dwell, certain
words recur stubbornly in our conversations: sustainability, inclusivity,
and care. There is a strong desire that
the school become a place that can
harbor the fragility of artistic creations, and to find ways to undertake
artistic work beyond the destruction
of the planet and the exploitation of
living things.
One approach that has been present in the overarching work of the
school as an institution, but also in
programs and courses, in the past
two years, is to find forms for communal work and creative endeavors.
How can we find ways for everyone
at the school to be able to influence
our future direction, how can we articulate together, how does one work
collectively as an artist? This is
an endeavor that is not necessarily
expressed in the works at the graduation show; rather it creates a place
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Now the standard cure for one who
is sunk is to consider those in actual
destitution or physical suffering –
this is an all-weather beatitude for
gloom in general and fairly salutary
daytime advice for everyone. But at
three o’clock in the morning, a forgotten package has the same tragic
importance as a death sentence, and
the cure doesn’t work – and in a real
dark night of the soul it is always
three o’clock in the morning, day
after day.
–F. Scott Fitzgerald
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Ming Wong
is Professor in Performance in the
Expanded Field at Royal Institute
of Art and has worked alongside
Lina Selander, Guest Professor in
Fine Arts at the Royal Institute
of Art and Silvia Thomackenstein,
Exhibition and Programme Producer at the Royal Institute of Art
on this year’s Master Exhibition.
The text is based on meetings with
the students on the exhibition
process and their artistic work in
spring 2022.

In foundational myths and cosmologies throughout the world, the figure
of the wolf is often shrouded in mists
of fear and awe.
In particular, the histories, sagas
and artifacts of Viking society reveal
the wolf to be a prominent and complex symbol. The most famous of the
many wolves in Norse mythology is
Fenrir, who is depicted in numerous
Old Norse literary sources and surviving runestones.
The tenth-century Old Norse narrative poem Völuspá mentions Garm,
a wolf/dog who guards Hel’s gate
to the afterlife, and who is possibly
an extension of Fenrir. The poem
prophesizes the coming of Ragnarok,
the Viking doomsday:

During Ragnarok (or Twilight of the
gods), Fenrir will break free of his
chains, and at wolf-time, devour the
sun and kill Odin, king of the gods.
The evocative French expression entre
chien et loup refers to the moment
after sunset, as the sky darkens and
vision becomes unclear, making it
difficult to distinguish between dogs
and wolves, friend and foe.
It can be traced to an archaic Latin
proverb that dates back to at least the
seventh century, intra hora vespertina
inter canem et lupum – the time of day
when a shepherd could confuse the
dog who is guarding the herd with the
wolf who is stalking it.
It may be the moment when the
tamed and the untamed begin to lose
their distinction from each other.
The moment when the sheltered
graduate from the refuge of the art
academy is released into the predatory wilderness of the neoliberal art
market; or conversely, when raw talent
and untamed genius come up against
society’s conservatism and conformity. We professors who play shepherd
to our flock, till the time comes to
set them free from our fold, can only
hope they chose the path to glory.
A transition in light, time,
matter and space
In preparing this text, we asked this
year’s cohort of graduating MA students to share their reflections on
their choice of title for the final exhibition: What is Vargtimmen to you
and your art practice? Summarized
here are some of the ideas.
It is a special quality of light, a
“milky purple” before daylight that allows for the suggestive transformation
of shapes and colors; in this space of
slippages of visual language, a painting can be figurative and dissolve into
abstraction at the same time; the act
of looking is continually broken.
It is a time of confusion andanxiety as there are so many things happening in the world right now, and
these anxieties of the day are translated into emotional disturbances in
dreams in the night. Now springtime
is here and it feels like things are
about to explode!
It is like when you are worrying
about the climate crisis at night and
drifting off to sleep, or when you just
wake up in the morning and before
you start to worry about the climate
collapse.
It is like when you are in the
comforting shelter of a hospital-like
environment, while the climate crisis
is raging uncontrollably outside.
It is when your most inspired
ideas and your most serious doubts
collide; when the essential core of
your very being, alone and isolated,

is exposed and vulnerable at the limits of rationality.
It is like in a transitional phase of
the moon, where there is a sense of
departure from one world and emergence in another; a land of timeless
clocks, where one cannot tell when
time starts or stops. When the Western art historical timeline of the Art
Academy intersects with water/sand/
biological clocks and the Swedish
national elections cycle.
It is when a generation burdened
with a bad conscience at the state of
the world starts to make demands
for itself and falls into an extended
dream-state of cognitive dissonance.
It is a collusion between science
and subjectivities; between truth
and fiction; between biography and
fantasy.
It is the narrative glitches in nightmares; the zombie-zone of freakish
imagination and scary aesthetics; fantasy monsters, ghost figures, wobbly
walls and angels with their hair on fire.
How does matter or time organize
itself ? How do we understand the
nature of order in relation to nature
and the universe? Things seem to be
almost always in a state of collapse;
can I create a system of equilibrium
between the control of technology
and the chance of nature?
Can I capture that impossible
state, that frozen moment of “illusory
collapse” in the vitality of materials
in the midst of metamorphosis? The
zone of inbetweenness where contradictions collide and opposites overlap; between solid and liquid, hard
and soft, motion and stillness.
Materials have a time quality
embedded within them and can shift
from Pop and the vernacular to the
historical and archeological, from
stones to pixels, from the decaying
to the digital.
Memories can be shaped and reshaped – shape shifting between
cheap materials and rich subtexts,
between pebbles and diamonds.
Space can be turned inside out,
outside in; space can become “containers” or “cavities” of meaning,
experiment, experience, protection…
or just trash.
Vargtimmen is not the hour of
death or dread or anything too negative or positive; it is not the hour
of binary thinking but of re-interpretation.
It’s when one is actually superreceptive to ambiguity; it’s like a
channel becomes open to stronger
signals of the subconscious, when
a lot of things can be happening at
once and are about to explode…
It is a fertile state of mind, open
for impressions between reality and
fiction, art and nature; where conventions of narrative and dogmas
of beliefs are challenged; where reparation, restoration and redemption
could be imagined.
It can be a “bubbly vision”, that
rouses you awake with the conviction
to change your life.
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Now Garm howls loud before
Gnipahellir,
The fetters will burst, and the
wolf run free;

Much do I know, and more
can see
Of the fate of the gods, the
mighty in fight.
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For several weeks, it has seemed like
we are only now waking up from a
long bad dream, emerging from our
virally induced two-year hibernation,
leaving our digital cage and COVID
confinement behind us, once and for
all. Emboldened by our inoculated
sense of security, proud of our human achievements in medical science,
we can now freely inhale a breath of
fresh spring air and open our eyes to
rays of sunshine and hope.
As we begin to tentatively embrace one another within our immunized body politic, it seems clear that
most of us can’t wait to go back to a
pre-pandemic state of existence.
And yet, a rude re-awakening lay
in store for the geographically misfortunate ones, who woke up to an
unimaginable new reality of war and
displacement. Just when you thought
it was safe to go out again…
This year’s cohort of 25 graduating
MA students, in democratic fashion,
settled on a title for their final group
exhibition at the Art Academy in
Stockholm: Vargtimmen (foregoing
translation into English).
Googling the word attributes it to
Ingmar Bergman, the Swedish god
of cinema, and his eponymous 1968
film. Often reductively named as his
only attempt at the horror genre, the
film features an artist as the main
protagonist, who isolates himself
from society on an island along with
his pregnant wife; a coterie of perverse aristocrats – art experts and
patrons, seemingly the only other inhabitants from a nearby castle – force
their way into the artist’s life and
dreams, with terrifying results.
There is an explanatory note on
the title in Bergman’s screenplay:
“It is the hour when most people die,
when sleep is deepest, when nightmares are more real. It is the hour
when the sleepless are haunted by
their deepest fear, when ghosts and
demons are most powerful. The Hour
of the Wolf is also the hour when
most children are born.”
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By the time it went to press, therefore, it had become a translation
without originals.
–Rosi Braidotti
Writing as a Nomadic Subject (2014)
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Silvia Thomackenstein
is Exhibition and Programme
Producer at the Royal Institute of Art
and is part of the Editorial Board
for this year’s Graduation Exhibitions
catalog, alongside Camilla Berggren
Lundell, Digital Editor at the Royal
Institute of Art and Joakim Carlson,
Head of Communications at the
Royal Institute of Art

This year’s catalog of the graduation
exhibitions of the Royal Institute of
Art, apart from a few exceptions, does
not include a translation of the texts.
This decision was made consciously
by those responsible for communication, in order to stress the fact that a
translation is not simply an equivalent
of the original in another language. If
it is a successful translation, then it is
surely very close to the original. To
produce this result, however, requires
particular experience, as well as time
and an understanding of context.
Thus in the case of this year’s
catalog the focus was placed on professional guidance in the composition of the texts, through Fredrik
Ehlin, Deputy Vice Chancellor and
Senior Lecturer in Creative Writing,
who supervised the BA students, and
Natasha Marie Llorens, Professor in
Art Theory, who together with the
external Editor Orit Gat supervised
the MA students. Through their guidance in the respective text seminars,
it came naturally that the BA students
wrote in Swedish, and the MA students in English, which furthermore,
are the respective teaching languages
of the educational programs.
This structure is maintained in the
catalog so that students can engage
with their artistic work by writing in
their native language as part of the
BA exhibition project, or to address
it more intensively in English as part
of the MA exhibition. I speak here
deliberately of native language, precisely to emphasize that this does not
apply equally to all students, nor that
English entails full accessibility and
internationality.

Even though this catalog goes to
press before the exhibition opens, it
contains numerous photos of the
works that will form the exhibition.
Yet these are not documentation of
the exhibition itself. The MA and BA
final exhibitions highlight the end of
the school year; for the MA students,
the exhibition at Konstakademien
follows their exams, which take the
form of a solo exhibition. Throughout the school year, Galleri Mejan
hosts one exhibition every fortnight,
most often even two. Some pictures
from these exhibitions are also included in this catalog.
Galleri Mejan, situated directly
opposite the main entrance of Moderna Museet and a stone’s throw away
from the main premises of the Royal
Institute of Art, is centrally located in
the heart of Stockholm, but its location on the island of Skeppsholmen is
also somehow protective. From there,
it might be barely a 30-minute walk
to the Konstakademien where the
final exhibition takes place, and yet
the environment is drastically different. This different environment –
the different exhibition – especially
brings out its alterity when a student
shows the “same” work from the
previous solo show. It significantly
reveals how this group exhibition impacts upon the individual practices
and/or vice versa.
I believe that the medium of the
exhibition is often also attributed
something archival, something ultimate as a quality. Surely the exhibition is to be perceived as a form
of climax, a climax, a goal towards
which everyone has worked. Not that
I contradict this interpretation, but
I also suggest that the exhibition, as
a moment in time, can be perceived
as a turning point. ‘Turning point’
can certainly be misleading here,
but it also illustrates the aspect that
I would like to emphasize. Looking
at some of the preceding exhibition
catalogs from previous decades, the
reader is confronted with an unmistakable recurring examination of art.
Of art as such – and what constitutes art for that matter – of the
teaching at an art college; the selfdetermination – or perhaps restriction
– of the students, of the alterations in
the art community, and of the reasons
why exhibitions are held.
Certainly, for the time being, this
gives the impression that some of
these examinations and conflicts
repeat themselves in irregular intervals, just as they fall into oblivion.
Beyond that, the certainty that the
oblivion could be counteracted, I
had to determine, after looking again
at these prior exhibitions and their
respective discourses, that they may
not be understood as repeated, even

if they appear again. Many issues and
debates, as well as works of art, arise
again – are exhibited again – and this
is not a repetition or duplication, nor
is it a standstill or regression. Naturally, this implies the necessity to
encompass the prior as well as the post,
but also, and in particular, the need
to be truly present.
It may certainly be difficult for the
individual to arrive at this state, as
well as for cooperation, prior, in, and
post exhibition, since it is so volatile.
With the acceptance of this fragility
of the present, however, I think the
appreciation grows that if prior and
post are not so impermanent, because
they are either past or adaptable in the
future, then this means that the present, the exhibition, can also take on
this status. Inversely, of course, this
also means that everything is volatile.
And if that means that the work of
art, the original, has not, is not, or will
not be an original, then that means
change, which does not have to imply
reduplication, more, rather, a successful translation.
Vargtimmen, the exhibition of the
MA students, has deliberately stayed
with the Swedish version of the title,
and as you have surely read in the
previous text already, written by Ming
Wong, the group’s reflections of the
title are quite ambiguous. Even if this
could lead to friction – and certainly
has done – the ambiguity has been
preserved. I see in this, in Vargtimmen
that this opportunity provides, the
chance to be present, and yet still
shaped by the prior as well as the post.
Perhaps this presence is not agreed,
or it is contradicted when it becomes
part of prior. But I remain today with
the intention that precisely this should
occur, that times and places and people and works should come together
and translate anew.
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At this moment, I can read all the
submitted text in the original, since
I understand both Swedish and English, neither of which is my native
language. Since I worked with the
MA students alongside Lina Selander
and Ming Wong my text is supposed
to be written in English. Certainly, at
first, I considered that I would only
achieve the notion of an original if
I wrote this text in German, but I am
beginning to struggle. What might
come from reading all the texts that
have already been submitted, as well
as texts from the previous version of
the annual final exhibition catalog?
And I am wondering what an original
is – and how to write a text that is
original, if it does not mean that it
was written in one’s native language,
or even the first (original) language?
The notion of an original has something permanent or static about it,
something that forms a beginning, or

perhaps an unfinished goal. I may exchange the original with artwork here,
or even make them equivalent, but let
me express my intention.
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Working on an exhibition catalog has
something treacherous about it. While
it is a privilege to be one of the few
to see all the photographs and texts
before anyone else, this preview also
prefigures the actual exhibition, and
is certainly a downside. Especially
if you are drafting a text yourself: Is
there anything left to be said?
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Sanna Albenius
Studio view, 2022

Titters [SIGH]
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It makes no sense that the heart isn’t heart-shaped, when so much else is shaped like a
heart, like the glans of the cock and a number of flowers.
You know that tingling, still frustrating feeling of confusion, wondering what’s what and
what’s not? That disruptive feeling of almost catching something, only the closer you get
to it, the farther away it goes. Like eye floaters (those squiggly spots, or shadowy shapes,
that move and seem to dart away when you try to look at them directly). That’s my favorite
emotional state, and I would describe it as the narration of an itch you can’t scratch. Being
horny is like having an itch and I want to make art that arouses my kind of people.
Now back to the heart: make a circle with your index finger and thumb. Use the index
finger of your other hand and insert it into the circle back and forth.

9
Sanna Albenius
You Must Not Laugh If You Are Tickled, or Utter Moans, Cries or React to Any Stimulation That Persist in Provoking a Reaction. I Will Not Withdraw but
Attack Those Parts That I Imagine Are the Most Sensitive, 2022, acrylic glass, paint and fittings
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Sanna Albenius
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Studio view, 2022
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Sanna Albenius
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Astrid Braide Eriksson
A bent knee waiting for a sitter, 2021, replica of public bench documented
outside of Handelsbanken, Kungsträdgården, steel, oak, chewing gum,
phototograph by Astrid Braide Eriksson
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At the corner outside Handelsbanken’s headquarters, the sidewalk is broader than usual. It
creates a square-like space, where public benches are installed facing the sightseeing boats
leaving for the archipelago.
With their backs to the display windows in Handelsbanken’s facade, the benches are
crouched down, like a bent knee waiting for a sitter.
The building makes up the edge of the site, like a stage set behind the people watching
the scenic view. Television screens are installed in the bank’s windows, which have their glass
sandblasted in a striped pattern that looks like a barcode. Inside, a twenty-first-century office
is visible, with white laminate tabletops on aluminum legs. The screens silently project their
light out on the pavement.
This site is the point of departure for the work, along with a text called The Dialogue
of the Exchequer, written in approximately 1180. In it, a master explains to his disciple how
the economic system works by describing the tax court of the king.
The scene with the Exchequer is set around a table covered with a chequered cloth. The
officials sitting there each have a part to play in the drama. Their hands move objects over
the surface, giving new meaning to the counters depending on their placement. The text repeatedly warns that the person explaining this system could easily retreat into a cryptic
language, sealing off any possibility of understanding.
An etching of the Exchequer from ca. 1490 serves as the model for the animation The
tongue is a little member, but boast of great things.
The Dialogue of the Exchequer is used as the script, reworked and chopped up.
It is a pleasure to play the fool.
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Astrid Braide Eriksson

The tongue is a little member, but boast of great things, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2022, replica of public bench, steel, oak, chewing gum
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Astrid Braide Eriksson
The tongue is a little member, but boast of great things, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2022, 2 channel video with 4 channel sound, acrylic glass, pine,
wallplaster, steel, furniture feet
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Astrid Braide Eriksson
MFA

The tongue is a little member, but boast of great things (detail)
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John Bullfrost
Cousins, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2022
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The ship turned into a house and then the house turned into a mountain.
Many years ago I wrote a poem in Swedish about a place that could only be visited in
dreams. Maybe it was a place with no contrasts, a place where everything moved fluidly with
no friction. The goal was to write a text about a positive place without comparing it with
anything negative. When the poem was finished, it turned out to be a song.
The lyrics described ships. Ships in the sky, looking like eggs with little entrances with
stairs that lead down to the ground. Falling in love with the image of these egg-ships and
drawing them for many years made some of them feel dark. It must have been the result of
doing the same thing over and over again without any big changes. The origin of this came
from a bright place and not darkness. Why do they all have to be in the form of an egg in
the sky? They don’t have to be ships. They can be houses standing on the ground. They
have the same entrance as when they were in the sky, but other than that they look different
from one another. Once they got to the ground a new world had opened. They became other
things like algae, mushrooms, cousins, and mountains.
Those houses in the sand. Those sounds from this land.
Those sounds that you make. Those sculptures you create.
Orden från sandkornen. Språket som inte än fötts under solen.
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John Bullfrost

Cousins, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2022

MFA
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John Bullfrost
MFA
Cousins, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2022
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John Bullfrost
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Christine Dahl Helweg-Larsen
Smälta, smälta, smälta, a strange lament for the irretrievable, 2021, glass system
200 × 200 × 17 cm, dimensions variable

MFA

The CT scanner scans the body horizontally, shooting narrow X-ray beams through the body
to make a 2D image slice of a patient. A peristaltic pump pumps a variety of fluids through
the process of peristalsis, which is also often used in biological systems like the gastrointestinal tract. These systems are controlled environments to separate, collect, and depict what
humans are unable to see with the naked eye. Such technological devices have become a standard of how humans repair and experience biology and ecology. However, there are other
experiences that bring one back to physical and bodily awareness, such as pausing, listening,
connecting, and breathing. This can lead to a way of observing one’s surroundings slightly
differently. A way of sensing the strangeness of reality, like perceiving our relation to technological developments and their social and ecological costs. To know that there is no way to
separate, collect, and depict what in reality is entangled and complex, like air and water.
There are glass containers on the floor and hanging on the walls with tubes and water
circulating through them, and there are piezo microphones, wires, speakers, and silicone.
Two dual systems of circulation. The outside is turned inside, like crystalline guts. Small air
bubbles pass the microphones, leaking sound out into the space. At intervals, the peristaltic
pumps fill the Pythagorean cups to the brim, then the entire content is drained through
the base. Non-human sounds intermingle with the sounds of human breath and movements,
both in a video work and as part of a performance piece taking place during the exhibition.

21
Christine Dahl Helweg-Larsen
Smälta, smälta, smälta, a strange lament for the irretrievable, 2021, borosilicate glass tubes, silicone modules with iron skeleton, silicone containers,
water pumps, silicone tubes, wires, piezo microphones, guitar pedals, speakers, amplifier, water, glass system 200 × 200 × 17 cm, dimensions variable
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Exhale, and inhale it again II, 2022, Concept and direction by Christine Dahl Helweg-Larsen, Movement material and choreographic input in collaboration with Johanna Primavera and Cornelia Andersson, Performed by Johanna Primavera and Cornelia Andersson, Makeup and hair concept by
Sophie Rockwell, the performance takes place several times over the duration of the exhibition.
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Christine Dahl Helweg-Larsen
MFA
Exhale, and inhale it again, 2022, 3D-animation of a CT scan of a human lung, HD video and stereo sound, breathwork:
Johanna Primavera and Cornelia Andersson, 20 min, loop
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Christine Dahl Helweg-Larsen
Half full, Half empty, 2021, borosilicate glass: pythagorean cup’s (Greedy cup), manufactured by Victor Möllare, labglas, silicone tubes, iron wall mounts,
silicone and 3D printed containers, arduinos, peristaltic pumps, wires, water, dimensions variable, duration approximately 20 min, pause: 15 min

MFA

24
Sara Ekholm Eriksson
En vetsaga om metarmorfosen, installation view, Galleri Mejan 2022

MFA

A metamorphosis: a change in process beyond shape and structure, where wood becomes transparent, corals change into stones, and fossils morph into coral reefs. An entangled meeting between
digital, human-made structures and existing forms. The coral Lophelia transforms together with
human-made sculptures of stones and fossils. As a new symbiosis, or as an intrusion into the habitat where it grows and morphs in the deep sea: Fossils become chalk, chalk becomes sculpture, and
sculpture becomes coral.
A paradigm in shape, material, and cause, with the purpose of getting a second chance. Down
in the cold, in the dark, a redemption for humans to cure the lungs of life, hoping for a future sea
change. An attempt at survival, an attempt to change our past, control our future, and to play God.
The coral sculptures in the work have been remodeled and transformed into 3D prints
made of chalk (layers of old fossils), and are now entangled with stone sculptures. The digital 3D modeling meeting the handmade stone carving. These sculptures will, later this year,
be planted as artificial coral reefs in the sea off the west coast of Sweden, as part of a collaboration with the researchers Susanna Strömberg, Ann Larsson, and Anita Tullrot from the
project LIFE Lophelia from Göteborgs Universitet, who work on coral reef restoration.
The transparent wood was made by Dr. Céline Montanari from KTH, the Royal Institute
of Technology in Stockholm. Montanari removes the lignin, the organic polymers that support tissue formation in most plants, from the inner core of the tree and add a polymer that
she has extracted from orange peel. The wood keeps its fiber but goes through a transformation into a new hybrid material.
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Sara Ekholm Eriksson

En vetsaga om metarmorfosen (detail), 2022, water, Gotlands’ marble, 120 × 70 × 60 cm

MFA
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Sara Ekholm Eriksson
MFA
En vetsaga om metarmorfosen (detail), 2022, water, soapstone and lophelia coral, dimensions variable
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Sara Ekholm Eriksson
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Elina Eriksson
Original, 2021, granit, 35×22 cm each

MFA

I often work with my son, following his interests and taking his work into my own. He and
I make up a team with very different viewpoints. He is an autistic child and I am a dyslexic
adult. The work we make is usually about language and a process of creating language.
He is eight years old and we have developed ways of communicating through images since
he was a baby. This has had a large impact on my work and is a continuing learning process,
source of wonder, and joyful communication. We sit in the kitchen and mark events and
situations through drawings, paintings, and sculptures. We talk about the drawings and make
sound effects for them. We create words, symbols, and representations of objects in clay. We
go outside and spend time writing words in the snow or create alphabets out of clay, sand,
or sticks.
Our expressions and interests merge as we work. I sometimes copy his drawings and
apply them onto stone or a painting. This has led me to a newfound interest in painting
practices of the past, like in medieval times, when images served the purpose of depicting
narratives from the Bible to those who could not experience the word of the scriptures
directly. I constantly go back to the borderline between images and language and spend
time in nature viewing and collecting things that resemble language - letters, numbers, and
symbols in random objects like a bird’s nest, roots, or minerals pressed into patterns on a
stone. A simple thing like a stick that looks like the number 4, or a bird’s nest looking like
a 0, makes me contemplate the difference between the two signs and the border between
image and language. The numbers 4 and 0 point to a quantity, but 0 also points to the concept of infinity. A sign can also be a symbol. And if 0 is presented as a bird’s nest, then the
sign/symbol is also an image, with multiple concepts attached to it.
This interplay between language and image seems to open up an area where we can create, where links between the concept and the actual thing can be made. The symbols on the
buttons in an elevator will, when understood, take you up, down, and sometimes sideways,
they open or close doors, and they can save you when you’re stuck by making a loud sound
or calling for help.
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Elina Eriksson

Installation view, Galleri Mejan, 2022

MFA
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Elina Eriksson
He’s just like the water, 2022, oil on canvas, 300 ×200 cm

MFA

31
Elina Eriksson
MFA

Installation view, Galleri Mejan, 2022
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Ellen Eurenius Hallgren

Klarakvarteren, 2021, embroidery on photograph, 40 × 40 cm

MFA

A grid of apricot-colored transparent papers is hanging on the wall. The papers were found
in a closed paper mill in Dalsland, and the format is reminiscent of old letter-writing paper.
Behind the grid is a collection of images, carriers of different experiences and memories.
Some information is visible, some more challenging to discern. Up close, it is difficult to see
what the pictures contain, but from the distance of a few steps it’s clear the papers covering
the images make small, rapid movements. They are brittle and only fixed with thin copper
nails in the upper corners. They ask to be gently moved up. From this distance, forms emerge
more clearly; still, it is difficult to determine where one image ends and another begins.
I see the work as a movement of memories, a series of overlays where memories begin to
link up. But it also reflects a notion that we are about to lose something, to lose ourselves,
to lose our identities in ever-faster flows of information, opinions, and images. By only partially revealing the content of the images, I want to find the inertia in them and in the way
they are perceived. By leaving the viewers to lift the thin papers, even if it’s still impossible
to perceive the whole, I want to accentuate a desire to get a grip on something intangible.
On another wall hangs an enlarged screenshot from a video depicting the demolition
of the Clara Blocks in Stockholm during the 1960s. People walk along the pavement while
around them houses are torn down. Red stitches intervene in the image, one of the people
is sewn into the picture. Threads going in different directions, connecting to something to
hold on to, to the Sankta Clara church to the left and to a thin trunk of a tree to the right.
The image acts as a support for the stitches, but the stitches are also connected to an
event in the image. The feeling is of being both inside and outside. Sewing is a way for me
to get close to an image, to pay attention and allow different relationships to expand, to
propose a way of looking and perhaps a possibility of resistance.
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Ellen Eurenius Hallgren

Memory Link up, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2022, transparent papers on photographs, 250 × 350 cm

MFA
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Ellen Eurenius Hallgren
MFA
Like a soul without a mind In a body without a heart I’m missing every part, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2022, embroidery on photographs,
dimensions variable
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Ellen Eurenius Hallgren

Kanye, 2022, embroidery on photograph, 20 × 30 cm

MFA
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Mathias Höglund
MFA

In a binder full of old ideas and magazine clippings I rarely use, I found an ad from Mythbusters showing a pair of running legs set on fire. I had, for some reason, cut off the upper body.
This absurd image made me laugh, and that laugh made me realize that this motif would
make a great theme for a series of paintings. I began a process where I drew lots of variations on the theme, my usual method. I repeated and reduced the motif as a way of sidestepping the photographic reality of its origin. In this way I changed the context of the motif to
talk about the drama within the pictorial space. What are left in the end are several drawings
with distorted shapes and lines.
When the drawings were translated into paintings, this motif immediately became a
struggle. A drama in the studio. How obvious do I want the figure to be in the finished paintings? Does the fire catching the legs need to resemble fire? Or can the fire just be another
shape? I’m looking for drama, but not a story. It’s the drama of colors, spaces, gestures,
shapes, the textures of paint and the brushstrokes on the surface that intrigue me. The drama
of stretching and bending one image during the process to find paintings that I could never
imagine in the beginning. The finished paintings should seek to convey something to the
viewer that is not entirely translatable through language or reason. When I look at one of my
paintings, I see two blocks of color (red and king’s blue) that resemble a landscape; there is a
violet outline that encapsulates bodies of forms, color, and gestures. They are having a conversation, and I am not invited. That means that it’s done.
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Mathias Höglund

Framtiden i efterhand, 2022, oil, oil stick and pastels on cotton, 160 × 170 cm

MFA
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Mathias Höglund
Purple outline (in landscape), 2022, oil, oil stick and pastels on cotton, 190 × 160 cm

MFA
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Mathias Höglund

Sidestepping, 2022, oil, oil stick and pastels on cotton, 190 × 160 cm

MFA
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Evelina Jonsson
Sånt som faller/That which falls, 2022, marachino cherries and mold, photograph by
Evelina Jonsson

MFA

I might start here: as I bend over the metal railing that separates my body from the water,
I see a carp swim away into the mist. It didn’t disappear, just moved away from where I
could see it, further from the surface, where visibility gradually decreases. Turbid, like milk
in water. The pond appears poor in expressions, but still completely full.
September 29: I put some apples in a box to observe how they rot. But long before any
apple turned brown, fruit flies appeared. I didn’t know the apples were contaminated with
imperceptible eggs. They hatched. And now they’re swarming behind the smoke-gray plastic, at a safe distance from potential smells. They are beige, with vermillion eyes, they leave
pupas on the rotting apples.
Chiaroscuro: a motif emerges from a dark background as light partially touches its surface. The object isn’t uncovered in its entirety; it remains unclear, half hidden. The relationship between the world itself and our perception of the world is like this kind of painting. It
contains the whole, but it is mainly dark, only certain events are made visible. Vision shines
a light from my point of view, it clarifies parts, allows them to be seen by human eyes, touched by human hands. The dark parts are never empty, they are teeming with things, they are
just beyond my field of perception.
February 2: a plant sprouted from the moss next to the poisonous green plastic apple,
high humidity and warmth accelerate the processes within the boxes. In parallel, green
hairy-looking islands float around in sugary red liquid holding bright maraschino cherries.
I didn’t expect them to grow mold.
This sculpture is, in a way, a chiaroscuro. Its sum will always be obscure, but with clarifying devices: flashlights, LED panels, construction lamps, and a microscope, its content is
partially revealed.
March 5: the dance of microscopic worms is visible on my computer screen.
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Evelina Jonsson
MFA

Sånt som faller/That which falls, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2022, dimensions variable, photograph by Evelina Jonsson
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Evelina Jonsson
Sånt som faller/That which falls, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2022, dimensions variable

MFA
Sånt som faller/That which falls, 2021, fruit flies
seen through digital microscope, photograph by
Evelina Jonsson
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Evelina Jonsson
MFA

Sånt som faller/That which falls, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2022, dimensions variable
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Gurli Kruber
Cumaean Sibyls Avkomma, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2022, plaster and concrete.

MFA

A soft fabric becomes hard, it looks like a cloth but when you touch it, it’s hard like stone.
There is a feeling of not really knowing what you see. The reliefs and sculptures I make
are imprints. I use different textiles, woodcarvings, drawings, and clay for my casts. A lot
of the information will remain, but not everything. There will almost always be something
that gets lost or changes. I use the same textile or woodcarving over and over again when
I cast. Even if I repeat the same things, the motifs are different in the end. When various
materials are combined and then cast, they make an imprint, and it’s almost impossible to
see what the result is made of. They are the Cumaean Sibyl’s offspring.
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Gurli Kruber

Gömd bakom gardinen, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2022, 130 × 100 cm

MFA

46
Gurli Kruber
MFA
Mormors duk, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2022, plaster, 80 × 80 cm × 6
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Gurli Kruber

Mormors duk (detail), 2022, picture, plaster

MFA

48
tm
Imagine a ruin. Imagine a fake ruin.

MFA

The fakeness is that it is built to be a ruin. A place where the steps for something to become
a ruin – the slow process of abandonment, being left for nature to take back – are skipped.
Every ruin carries a story of the past and seeds to reveal something about the future. But
what happens with a ruin that is made to be a ruin? What history can it carry, and what sense
of the future? Is it like the soil that is sold in plastic bags, already fertilized? Something we
do not have to process, a play with time.
This ruin is not a stage, though it might have similar qualities. Materials representing
something, standing in for something else. Is it a prop? I don’t think so. Hope not. Rather,
this ruin is a place one could stand in front of, or next to; feeling its presence is as important as oneself. To listen but not understand. To choose to listen in order to understand that
there are things that need to be listened to. To choose to listen but not understand could
be a method for listening without a desire for mastery. Standing next to something without
the urge to master it, to box it in, to label it. I think this has to do with the great existential
crisis posed by being human and thus part of the ongoing mass extinction. Recognizing it.
Seeing this relationship between the humans and the world might be a way to stay open
to a hopeless story. A fake ruin with water giving a speech, and three voting booths performing a song. It is a place made of building blocks, in a room made of other building blocks
with its own heavy history. That one day will become a ruin.
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Det brinner/It is burning (detail), 2021

MFA
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Det brinner/It is burning, 2021, installation

51

tm

MFA

52
Emil Matsson
MFA

Stone does not dissolve. Wind and sun erode rock into sand. Moving seas and flowing rivers
grind it down. Anthropogenic mechanical processes also divide rocks into different sizes
and shapes to fit different human needs. Always displaced to fit their surroundings, stones
are lifted and spread by the elements or used as pillars in the expanding human world.
This choreography of movement transforms the physical world. The physical space bends
to life, but life also adapts to the changing space. Both the animate and the inanimate dictate
this development. The result of the interaction between these different agents is what I am
searching for. The choreography of life’s movements follows the sifting of sand. But the
sand also works as a sieve itself. Some stories are written down in the sediment – layered records of time down under. Some information is lost. Multiple histories crisscross each other
on the same surface.
In the lowest depressions of the valley, water has accumulated and green plants grow.
From here, the spots of green that have sprouted up in some areas are visible. Their
roots are bound despite the sand’s fleeting nature. They have let their arms feel their way
down through the layers of sand, mud, and earth, finding sanctuary in the deep tire patterns that the excavators have left in the muddy sand. This is an oasis for plants that thrive
around turmoil.
In this valley, sand has been resting here since the ice rivers dried out 10,000 years ago.
It is now excavated. The blasted bedrock is crushed into gravel and macadam – a manufactured material is piled alongside the ice river’s ancient sand. The piles shrink and grow
every other day as the excavators ship materials off and then refill the pile. The landscape
of this place is constantly rebuilt through the process of extracting, manufacturing, and shipment. The ancient tradition of regenerating this enduring product continues.
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Emil Matsson

A grain of eternity, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2022, dimensions variable

MFA
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Emil Matsson
MFA
A grain of eternity, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2022, dimensions variable
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Emil Matsson
MFA

A grain of eternity (detail), 2022
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Among Pebbles and Diamonds, 2022, film still, hole punch as a reference position,
16 mm transferred to digital

Mehregan Meysami
Sometimes when you leave a place, it’s like it’s there with you, all the time.
For me, that’s what the desert is. Now that I live in a place surrounded by water, all I think
about is the desert: Barahout.
In Persian, my mother tongue, the word ( توهربBarahout) stands for the wretched, and has a
negative connotation. Only very recently did I find out that Barahout is in fact not borrowed
from Arabic and refers to an actual place: a well, a sinkhole about 30 meters in diameter
and 112 meters deep located in the desert province of Hadhramaut in Yemen. In ’Ajā’ib almakhlūqāt wa-gharā’ib al-mawjūdāt [The Wonders of Creation, or literally, Marvels of Things
Created and Miraculous Aspects of Things Existing], the famous cosmography book by Zakaria
Al-Qazvini (born in 1203 in Iran, died in 1283 in Iraq) Barahout has been called “the most
hateful of districts of God” and “the worst well on earth,” a place dedicated solely to infidels.

MFA

How do we associate such a dystopian character with a human, and turn a landscape on earth
into a designated site of punishment? I wonder. I’m struck by how, eventually, the language
of repression emerges from this negative association, and Barahout, this bare land, becomes
the bearer of the bare life (nuda vita). To label a landscape the land of the accursed or the place
of the damned [infidels] is noteworthy. In this way, language in fact becomes the mediator of
violence, aimed at the degradation of human dignity. As a result of this shift a bare land becomes the signifier of a bare life and as it is a reciprocated process, a bare life signifies a bare
land. Inevitably, a bare land brings to mind a place associated with the degraded, the infidel.
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Mehregan Meysami

Among Pebbles and Diamonds, 2022, film still, 16 mm transferred to digital

MFA

Among Pebbles and Diamonds, 2022, film still, 16 mm transferred to digital
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Mehregan Meysami
MFA
Among Pebbles and Diamonds, 2022, film scan, 16 mm. Top: Khavaran Cemetery, Tehran, Iran. Middle: The rock of Alamut, ruined mountain fortress of
Hassan Sabbah (built 865 AD), Qazvin, Iran. Bottom: Mountains in Qazvin, Iran
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Mehregan Meysami
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Karon Nilzén

The Eye of the Mole and the Perpetual Motion II, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2021
scrap metal, textiles, foam rubber, cable ties, fur, found objects, 150 ×200 ×280 cm

I am thinking about the experience of having a body. A body that sometimes functions,
sometimes doesn’t.
I am thinking of body parts, limbs and organs and what happens when they don’t have
a function any more.
I am thinking of artificial objects that replace body parts or serve as extensions of the
body and its functions.
I am thinking of artificial objects deprived of their intended function and how an object
without a function is a material with its own language.
I am thinking of materials without intended functions and how they communicate in an
unspoken, tactile way.
I am thinking of a language that is communicated through the skin of our bodies.
I am thinking about what the skin absorbs, and what the skin exudes, what the body
leaves behind.
I am thinking about what happens when a body is gone, what is taking place where the
body is absent.
I am thinking of a body that arises in the absence of a body, or, a body that arises from
the absence of a body.
I am searching for that body of absence in the blind spot in my field of vision, both
literally and figuratively.

MFA

To be able to focus my gaze on the blind spot in my field of vision, I use light not only
for illuminating but also for blinding.
I am thinking of what vision will appear for a blind eye, what body will manifest itself
where there is no body.
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Karon Nilzén

The Eye of the Mole and the Perpetual Motion I (detail), 2021

MFA
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Karon Nilzén
Behind the Light (detail), 2022

MFA
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Karon Nilzén
MFA

The Eye of the Mole and the Perpetual Motion I, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2021, scrap metal, textiles, foam rubber, plaster, found objects,
110 × 175 × 280 cm
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Malin Norberg

Artificiella Skuggor, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2021

MFA

The fragrance of the sap and natural oils lingers as it is cut.
Hands connect with this sensuous material.
Feeling the weight of a trunk, one might need a second body to lift it.
If not a body, a machine.
The noise and act of violence of the tools, forcing the shape-shifting.
Patience and hours of sanding and dust.
The tree rings become maps and accounts of the seasons they lived through. As they move
outward from the center, the shape of the contoured lines makes it is possible to read
time, the weather, disasters, and loss.
Left untouched in a forest, a tree decomposes in a natural way, by fungi and bacteria, at an
almost imperceptible rate.
The residues would stay in and on the ground for a very long time, where it gradually will
melt back into its environment.
Fading away because of an interaction with the energy of what surrounds it.
Just as the tree rings represent the accumulation of time, melting represents the loss.
Even after it is cut, the permeability allows the tree to swell with external moisture or crack
with dryness.
It keeps breathing with the weather.
To make sculptures that are reminiscent of the process of melting is an attempt to embody
the water that once coursed through each piece of wood.
An imagination of the material’s extended life and vitality, as it still moves even when it is
rendered lifeless.
Inhabiting a space of real and imaginary time, of transformation and motion, the sculptures
become the image of an illusory collapse.
Frozen in the movement in between the solid and the liquid.
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Artificiella Skuggor, 2021, 190 × 115 × 60 cm

MFA
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Malin Norberg
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Artificiella Skuggor, 2021, pine, vinyl paint, acrylic paint, varnish, linseed oil, variable dimensions between 35 – 48 cm
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Afrang Nordlöf Malekian
MFA

Iranian music has never been light entertainment for me. It is a subtext of survival – an attempt to escape everyday life, whether it was played in my communist grandfather’s old
car, at the school hosting my drunk cousin’s wedding, or in my unmarried aunt’s bedroom,
where she taught my sisters and me to dance. Music was first and foremost dance. Even if
there were barely any clubs or cafés where we could go and listen to Iranian music growing
up in Sweden and Iran, it was still primarily associated with dance, especially for the Iranian
diaspora. It was what we would do at family gatherings or whenever people put on Iranian
music. We learned how to dance before we learned the lyrics. Dance and music were the choreography of belonging and dreaming.
In Iran, these attempts to escape, belong, and dream in everyday life were illicit. Shortly
after the Islamic Revolution in 1979, the new leader, Ayatollah Ruhollah Khomeini, banned
music, equating it to opium. Many artists relocated to Los Angeles and had to find new
ways of making a living, often through recordings or concerts of the musical genre dāmbuli
dimbol, since it was what people would dance to at parties and celebrations. Through secret
music stores or by installing a satellite antenna to get the Persian Music Channel on TV,
dāmbuli dimbol found its way back to Iran. The illegal distribution of the music made its rise
to mainstream culture possible, but only sealed in private spaces – in headphones on the
Tehran metro, inside a taxi, at house parties, or at underground clubs. Repression has made
music the signifier of secret collectivity and freedom. Iranian music became a catalyst for
realizing dreams. It is from here that this work emerges. See you on the dance floor!
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Afrang Nordlöf Malekian

Keeping up with the Iranians, 2022, portrait photographs by Jean Baptiste Béranger, graphic design by Agga Stage
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Afrang Nordlöf Malekian

Giti “I Go”, Songwriter: Mina Asda. “I Have a Heart”, composer: Said Dabiri, songwriter: Jamshed Zandi. 1969. Apollon, Tehran, Iran. 45 rpm vinyl record

MFA
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Afrang Nordlöf Malekian
MFA

Multiple Artists. Music for Lovers, cover image design: Afrassiabi, No. 180, 1978, P.P. Stereo, Tehran, Iran, cassette
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Hannah Nyberg

Vertigo leak, 2022, bronze, 7.5 × 5 × 4.5 cm

Act 46 to 47

MFA

A crack running through the wall of the waiting room reaches the clock in its middle. The
clock’s hand is stuck between 46 and 47 seconds, constantly repeating itself. Going up,
falling down. It has broken loose from its function, telling just a fraction of it all. Time runs
differently when it’s stuck in the now.
Time spent waiting is the slowest kind of time. Especially when you don’t know what
you are waiting for, or for how long.
There is a cupboard filled with crackers and a note on its glass doors that reads,
“you are not supposed to eat.”
A man with the wrong kind of clothes comes in. He says he’s going to dress up according to the state. He doesn’t blink and seems to be walking without moving his legs. He
says, the best kind of bridges are the hanging ones, the best kinds of doors are those made
of stone. It’s all on the map if you want to find them.
A woman with red hair and a religion says there’s still a while to wait, but I don’t think
we’re waiting for the same things.
The woman beside me is friends with all the robots below ground. Her best friend is
number 101, she calls him Lightning. He is always spinning around in the corridors, stuck
in an existential crisis.
Time is relative, which is true for both measurable and perceived time, even if the two
mean different things. From what I know, in physics time only moves in one direction. But
our minds and bodies can replay time as if it were the present moment. Time in two directions at once, like a clock with a new function.
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Hannah Nyberg

Support lines for cavities, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2021, beeswax, glass, iron construction, dimensions variable

MFA
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Support lines for cavities (detail), 2021, beeswax, iron construction, dimensions variable, photograph by Hannah Nyberg

75

Hannah Nyberg

MFA

76
Sixten Sandra Österberg
MFA

Shapes are built up and then dismantled, which thereby creates space for other, not always
given, expressions and gestures. The work balances between the individual character of
the portrait and the collective experience in it. A deconstructive process accommodates a
psychological aspect of recognition and anonymity that goes deeper than what we see on
the surface. The materiality of the painting builds a feeling that the appearance is under
constant negotiation, both in the room of the image and in a vast space. As a viewer, you
want to grasp the parts that are understandable. Your eye wants to tame the image. Realism provides tactility and closeness, where the gaze can land and for a moment we can
relate, it’s something we know and can understand. When the eye continues its search of
the work, that security is snatched away. The combination of details and explosive outbursts creates a complex duality. Expressionism and realism, which together constitute
an enigmatic world to decipher. For me, painting lingers on the perceptive body and how
it can – via the image – activate and/or deactivate contemporary political and social conventions. By setting the viewer’s internalized ideas about the bodily against the works’
representations of the human, painting creates a vibrating tension that investigates ideas
by which we all live.
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Untitled, 2022, oil on canvas, 115 × 140 cm

Sixten Sandra Österberg
MFA
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Sixten Sandra Österberg

Språng, 2020, oil on canvas, 72 × 75 cm

MFA
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Sixten Sandra Österberg
MFA

Sjunkande skärpa, 2021, oil on canvas, 70 × 80 cm, photograph by Björn Petren
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Attempt, installation view Gallery Mejan, 2021, 65 inkjet prints in A4 dimension of the 33 pages from the essay Attempt, which was processed and supplemented on site during the gallery’s opening hours, and 32 photographs of texts from art exhibitions and art institutions mounted on 19 sheets of plywood.

Robin Rydenhov
MFA

My work processes the unavoidable tension between text about art and art itself, in cases
where the text only has a rhetorical function. Such texts appear to be insufficient, they do
not do what they should, they do not exhaust their possibilities. I want to put the text into
play; challenge it.
Therefore, I come up with ways to defy accepted forms of communicating art and uncritically accepted stories relayed through text. I believe that text and art can lead to meetings
that can transcend conventions and representation. I believe that any effort to do so can lead
to changes in perspective, that it can bring about epiphanies, occurrences that can change our
point of view on what we think we know.
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Attempt (detail), 2021

Robin Rydenhov
MFA
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Attempt (detail), 2021

Robin Rydenhov
MFA
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Robin Rydenhov
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Attempt (detail), 2021
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The image as a (w)hole, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2021

Levi Sebton
MFA

My paintings explore the borderland of abstraction and figuration. They hold together
seemingly contradictory aspects and show them interlaced, woven into each other through
layers of texture, color, and depth. The picture accumulates through repetitive marks, like
scars that tell of attempts both successful and failed. Within that range, a contrast of chaos
and control emerges.
The image is a structure to contain the sentiment that seeps through every choice. The
concentration of the mind through subtle hand gestures is where the essence and depth of
the painting is found. The natural motif serves as a reference point, where the likeness of
representation is palpable, but the difference of translation is where we ascertain the language embedded within.
My works depict a struggle, a coming to terms, a reconciliation between things as they
are and as they aspire to be. Trying to find peace in a tumultuous sea.
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Forest for the trees, can’t see, 2022, 4 × 2 m

Levi Sebton
MFA
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Levi Sebton
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The image as a (w)hole, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2021
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Levi Sebton
MFA

The image as a (w)hole, installation view Galleri Mejan, 2021
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Sekvens, 2021, oil on canvas, 100 ×140 cm

Edit Sihlberg
MFA

My gaze rests on a glass of water surrounded by plants, it shifts in both scale and perspective.
Slightly distorted, precise and imprecise at the same time.
On the desk is a green ribbon and under it a piece of linen and a metallic tray found in a
container at the back of Moderna Museet. I wonder, what had it been used for? It looks like
something from a hospital. Behind the tray is a shard of glass. An old drawing hangs there
too, a drawing of light through water. This will be my next painting.
I find things at second-hand shops. Fantasize about the rooms they belonged in. The
hands they belonged to. I count the fingerprints until history aligns itself and I am back in
my studio.
My last painting was hard to paint because I didn’t know how to solve it. First, I thought
something in the motif was wrong, but over painting that didn’t fix anything. Then I changed some colors, but it still didn’t help. Now I think it was the composition? Too many squares and angles. When painting those angles I lost presence. In an attempt to learn from these
mistakes, I will make a new painting. A painting with that green ribbon flowing like a big rippling shape of revenge.
When I walk into my studio I put on some music, make tea, and change my clothes. Then
I decide what to do with the day. Some days it is impossible to paint, and so I build frames or
do something else that is practical as an alternative. Or look through books. If I paint I trick
myself into it by setting a timer for 30 minutes. When it rings I set 30 more.
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Edit Sihlberg

Sekvens, 2021, oil on canvas, 100 ×140 cm

MFA
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Edit Sihlberg
Vakande, 2021, oil on canvas, 169 × 13 cm
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Installation view Galleri Mejan, 2021

Edit Sihlberg
MFA

Grön, 2022, oil on panel, 35 × 41 cm
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Varg och trumpet, vinyl, oil, spray paint and softpastel on cotton canvas, 190 × 160 cm

Elinor Silow
MFA

I heard a wolf howl and had a feeling that it wouldn’t take long for the wolf to show up
somehow in my works. And there it was. In the middle of the surface, with big teeth and
yellow eyes. Big bad wolf. But in the company of a smaller, sweeter looking pink wolf
with a trumpet coming out of its mouth. Now I paint wolves too, and I hope they will be
kind to my angels.
Before the wolves, I was painting birds, angels, and figures with or without wings. At
times they had a piercing gaze, fluttering wings, a sad smile, or trumpets in their hands.
They were angels playing, protecting, or coming to warn. I look at my paintings and hear
trumpet sounds, laughter, and gossip.
These are emotional fragments of myself, shaped into different characters. Once they
start to appear on the surface of the painting, they take control and have a will of their
own. This makes me shape-shift and develop from painting to painting, together with my
characters. I go back and forth between trying to make them into what I want them to be,
and letting them do their own thing.
When I paint, I try to create spaces for these characters to exist and struggle. I search
for the right colors and brushstrokes to nourish everything they are, the good and the bad.
The characters are surrounded by isolating color fields and almost always positioned in
the middle of the surface, sometimes slightly displaced and rarely in the company of a
friend. The color fields keep them at a distance from each other, giving the paintings the
characteristics of portraits. If there are two or more figures in a single painting, they look
similar and are occupied (or perhaps surrounded) by the same emotion, sphere, or aim.
Recently, I painted a parade, a march. There are two characters, dressed in jumpsuits
with wide flowing legs. They are marching ahead, with a red flag in the front. I don’t yet
know where to. It all started with the angels blowing trumpets. I listen and let them lead.
I follow the sound of their noise, laughter, demands, hopes, and wishes, not knowing
where it will take me.
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Elinor Silow

Paraden, vinyl, oil and softpastel on cotton canvas, 180 × 160 cm

MFA
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Elinor Silow
Årets soligaste dag, vinyl, oil, spray paint and softpastel on cotton canvas, 200 × 150 cm
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Hopplös, vinyl, oil, spray paint and softpastel on cotton canvas, 180 × 130 cm

MFA
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Erik Uddén

Deep Shells

MFA

I step inside the barn in the backyard of my parents’ home. The barn is stuffed with objects
stored over generations: carver chairs, moth-eaten textiles, wooden shoemaker’s shoes,
headboards and fine woodworks from a decommissioned carpentry workshop, fishing nets
with sinkers made of bark filled with pebbles. These objects’ functions were left behind in
another time and place. All surfaces here are veiled with dust, which dampens the colors of
the materials so that they merge with one another, everything having the same gray-greenbrown hue. There are dead mosquitos and flies on the windowsill, as dry as last year’s grass.
They slow dance along with the dust in the sunlight seeping in from the window. The dance
on the windowsill draws me to the pollen surfing the waves in the marina. Once, out there
at sea while my dad was sitting at the wheel, I sat bent over the bow of the boat, searching
for shallow rocks so as not to run aground. I gazed through the sweeping swells of the
brown-green-blue water and the specks of oil reminiscent of the carapaces of beetles on
our lawn. My orange life jacket and my red baseball cap were reflected on the surface. I was
tossed and swung between layers of haze while I tried to keep myself steady so as not to fall
overboard. I don’t want to fall overboard, but I’m intrigued by it. I’m drawn to the detours
of perception where I don’t have full control. To process bodily situations of uncertainty.
I find this in painting, where attention oscillates between the tension of the canvas, the
stretcher bars, the mass of color, and our shared environment as bodies in space. I love how
certain surfaces feel under my fingers. How paint meets resistance in different materials
and how colors meet certain shapes. I love how spray-can pigments fall and how they track
textures on the eruptions of folded fabric. I always have my studio door and window shut
while I work because I can’t have any air circulation intervene with the falling pigments.
In my closed space some pigments don’t stick to the painting but instead levitate mid-air
and steer away from the work at hand. At the end of the day the colored dust covers almost
every surface in the studio. So before I go to the ferry I have to wipe the dust off my body,
leaving a different hue on the towel than I did the day before.

97
Erik Uddén

Studio view, 2022
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Erik Uddén
Studio view, 2022
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Studio view, 2022
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Simon Wadsted
MFA

The apartment has begun to smell familiar, like burned coffee mixed with metal. It’s a smell
that has always been close, so close in fact that now that it’s there, it seems absurd to
think that it was ever forgotten. How the clothes used to smell, how everything from that
time smelled.
It was an unusually bright day, a Sunday late in July. The park should have been flooded
with bodies curling their toes and producing shrieks of laughter, overlapping each other
in an endless dissonant melody. But on that Sunday in late July, most people seemed to be
elsewhere, so few left behind you could almost count them. They laid perfectly still, as if
a hasty movement would disrupt the veil that rested over the scene. A switch flicked, the
large mechanical sculpture in the middle of the park came alive, cogs turning, water purling.
Spring arrived, and with it came a thorough cleaning. Hidden underneath layers of dust
and in between sofa cushions, lost objects started re-emerging. Moving the bed across
the room next to the window, looking out over the backyard. Outside, people rejoiced in the
thaw. Below, a bed of soil where, months earlier, flowers attempted to bloom. What kind had
been forgotten.
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Scissors, 2021, oil on linen, 20 × 25 cm

Simon Wadsted
MFA
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Simon Wadsted
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Installation view Galleri Mejan, 2021, Vårbrytning, oil on canvas, 131 × 151 cm, Svin, oil on canvas, 49 × 55 cm
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Simon Wadsted

MFA

104
Mannequin II, 2022, fiberglass mannequin, synthetic clay, cement, acrylics, plastic bag
and PVC-plastic skeleton arm, 187 × 60 cm

Klara Zetterholm
MFA

I admire the approach of the conspiracy theorist, their antagonistic and subjective stance
against the dictatorship of science and common knowledge. Some of my favorite conspiracies are those involving ancient civilizations: how it was the aliens who built the pyramids,
that the iPhone was invented in ancient Greece, or the one claiming humans were never
simians living in trees.
I believe that we all experience something alienating and incomprehensible when it comes to our shared cultural history. Our fallible perception and desire to see and understand
brings a certain type of imagination into existence. Archeology is evidence, but we can
never be entirely sure exactly of what.
Sometimes when I look at historical objects I think to myself, could I have made that?
The question involves both the level of craftsmanship or the skill to forge something, and
the possibility of time travel.
I like to imagine what cultural history and archeology could have looked like, not necessarily from the past or the present, but anachronistic and futuristic in an ambivalent parallel
time. Skepticism and speculation are more exciting points of view than facts and certainty
when it comes to the interpretation and depiction of history. This allows for the impossible
to be taken into consideration.
My practice has always centered around faking and forging, pastiche, and elements of
horror. I like to think of my work as a form of caricature, a dishonest depiction of something made better or worse, but at the same time a representation that focuses on the
essence of the object. A caricaturist approach could therefore perhaps reach nearer
another, more essential kind of truthfulness, not aimed to ridicule but to distort and read
just as a way of unmasking the world without demystifying it. The strange – temporal,
nonsensical, or paradoxical – takes control over its subject matter and self-reflection. It can
show us how most things are complicit.
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Minotaur, 2022, vacuum cleaner shell, synthetic clay, plaster and acrylics, 35 × 60 cm

MFA
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Orgy, 2022, synthetic clay, plaster and acrylics on mdf, 89.5 × 81 cm
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Klara Zetterholm
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