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Abstract

This thesis is composed of my thoughts, my doubts, my personal description of my own 

work in context with said thoughts, and in between a few intermezzo pages. The purpose of 

those intermezzo pages are for the reader to take a breath, reflect on what has been read 

and to get a fresh perspective on the next chapter. I am eternally searching for intermezzo; 

a palate cleanser; a neutral place. In the thesis I talk about the need for a neutral place in 

the constant movement of life. I talk about the truth in traces left by the movement. I use 

the word map as a metaphor for my layered art practice. I use many other metaphors in the 

thesis. A work of art is, after all, in a way, a metaphor. The artist is the messenger of the 

metaphor. I relate my art practice to the concept of Rhizome introduced by the 

philosophers Deleauze and Guattari. Rhizome is a mass of roots growing in all directions, 

connecting everything to everything. It is the opposite of a tree like structure, with one 

final goal. I am a mess, structureless, and many personalities inhabit my mind at the same 

time. Often contradicting each other but are all equally important for the whole picture.
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For your sake, dear reader,

I will try my best to step firmly down, 

without slipping.
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Introduction

I am eternally searching for neutral places, internally and externally. In this thesis I drift 

between different subjects and sometimes through them, but I spend most of the time in the 

middle. The title Intermezzo is borrowed from the book A thousand plateaus  by the 1

philosophers Gilles Deleuze (1925-1995) and Felix Guattari (1930-1992). In their book, 

intermezzo is interpreted as a situation of a neutral character, a neutral place. Intermezzo 

refers to the middle. For me it is an important state to find, both conceptually and literally.  

I now put on my writer’s hat (which is itchy and a little tight). I will make an attempt to 

draw a map of my art practice that is layered with other practices, such as cleaning, 

cooking and being. All of which is equally important and inextricably linked. The 

combined practices display “a map that is always modifiable and has multiple entryways 

and exits…” .  2

Deleuze and Guattari say that alone they are several and when they are two 

together, they are a crowd. They claim that a person is not structured like a singular tree, 

from the roots to the top but rather like a rhizome, tangled, connecting roots and branches  

in all directions. A mess. I relate my art practice to Deleauze and Guattari concept of 

rhizome. Rhizome is a mass of roots growing in all directions, connecting everything to 

everything. Rhizome is the opposite of a tree like structure, with one final goal. I am a 

mess, structureless, and many personalities inhabit my mind at the same time

Many personalities and contradictory desires inhabit my mind at the same time. I 

have a hard time making up my mind and forming a final opinion or to come to a 

conclusion about any matter. Often I use chance to make a decision, if a decision is needed, 

otherwise I would endlessly doubt. I will attempt to understand the mind’s need for 

certainty in the thesis.  

 

Artist, the professional title, is one that I can smoothly adapt to my way of living and 

thinking. To be an artist is a role that most people accept as an unconventional (position) 

 Delauze, Gilles and Guittari, Felix. A thousand plateaus. Translated by Massumi, Brian. (Minnesota: 1

University of Minnesota Press, 1987).

 Delauze and Guittari. A thousand plateaus, 22.2
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profession to choose. This role gives me a sense of freedom. It is a way for me to hide in 

plain sight, in any situations, like a chameleon. Calling myself an artist is a magic trick. As 

a chameleon and a doubter I can adapt to any kind of thinking. Although I doubt that it is 

possible to fully enter other’s minds, it is easy for me to try because I am never sure what I 

think myself. I enjoy listening to people who are very sure about everything, wether it is 

about atmospheres of distant planets or types of grapes used in wines.
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Intermezzo  3

 Take one breath before continuing reading, please.3
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1. Palate Cleanser

Between meals palate cleansers are designed to remove any lingering 

flavours from the mouth so the next course may be enjoyed with a fresh 

perspective.4

A synonym for a palate cleanser is Intermezzo. I often find myself searching for an 

intermezzo, a neutral place to get a fresh perspective; to reflect on past experiences without 

the lingering taste of the present. A place to be in, that removes residue from the past of the 

tongue, allowing me to access a new flavour more accurately.

At the same time as the intermezzo separates it unifies. It is the void, the silence, the in-

between. It is the mucus that is neither a mass nor a liquid.

  

Is there such a neutral place between things?

The lineal space between thoughts and words, two languages?

Every experience rewires the brain, the nerves are in constant transition. 

 

Examples:

Spilling coffee

Turning on the radio

Seeing a leave stuck in a spiderweb as the wind spins it

round and round and round and round

Seeing starlings in murmuration

In my practice I work with how everything changes in every moment.

 Franklin, Rebecca. “Traditional French Palate Cleansers” The Spruce eats. October 11, 2020. http://4

www.thespruceeats.com (accessed May 20, 2021) 
 9

http://www.thespruceeats.com
http://www.thespruceeats.com
http://www.thespruceeats.com


2.1 Driving

I come close to a personal palate cleanser when I drive long distances alone, the longer the 

drive, the better. Preferably without any traffic lights. I am transporting from one place to 

another, and go into a kind of a state of intermezzo. It might be a combination of the 

stillness within the space of the car and what is perceived outside of the window while 

moving full speed. Time passes by differently when driving. Driving is a multi-

dimensional experience and it makes me feel clear and alert.

After a long drive I might have an idea. An idea that has been filtered and re-

filtered, and marinated my mind, during the multi-dimensional experience. Sometimes, 

later, the idea transforms into a defined form and will even end up looking like a piece of 

art.

2.2 Brevity, 2020

My practise seems to have a lot to do with how everything changes in every moment. The 

work, Brevity, consists of bubbles that a bubble-machine shoots into a slightly tilted, 

transparent box (205 x 125 cm) . I wanted the box to feel invisible and light, therefore it is 5

built from very narrow aspen sticks with five thin plastic walls. The bubbles are made with 

soap and water that work together holding air inside and forming a sphere. While a bubble 

exists floating in its world, it changes. The transformation is made by gravity pulling the 

soap in the bubble down and the water in the bubble seeking to evaporate, until the bubble 

vanishes. I like this micro evolution of a bubble’s life. Sometimes a bubble gets assembled 

with several others, resulting in a cloud of foam in the box. After some time each bubble 

becomes a part of the interior surface of the box. I’m intrigued by how the bubble’s life 

continues as layers and layers on the insides of the box. The inside of the box constantly 

and subtly changes.

Before the work existed in the material world, for an Icelandic - Polish exhibition, I 

told a Polish friend about the concept of the work. She then urged me to read a poem by 

Polish poet Daniel Naborowski (1573-1640), Krótkość Żywota (e. The Brevity of Life). I 

first translated the poem quickly through Google Translate which can make poems even 

more poetic. Right away I felt a relation to the words of the 16th century poet to my idea, 

 See figure 1.5
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both having to do with life slowly creeping on. I used a part of Nabrorowki’s title in the 

title of my work. Selected paragraphs of the poem:

An hour after hour inconceivably goes by:

In brief: you won't be next day, what you are today,

Sound, shade, smoke, wind, flash, word - that's what life is known for.

The sun which once passed by will not rise ever more,

Like a wheel with no brake fleeting time runs away,6

2.3 Kverk, 2017

It is important to me that a transition is effortless. My work Kverk  is about effortlessness. 7

Effortless transformation. Smoothness of time, the infinite intermediate state. 

I made a cast of a piece of a baseboard from my childhood home. I exaggerated it in size 

and changed the shape so that the pieces could be linked together.	The pieces are plaster 

multiples from a silicon mould. Linked, the 121 pieces, form a fourteen meter long 

sculpture on the floor, imitating a baseboard.

The first cast was white as the plaster. I added a drop of black tint to the white 

plaster for the second piece, then two drops of black tint for the third, three to the forth and 

so on. Drop by drop the change was made. When looking at the whole picture it starts off 

being white and subtly turns black, with 119 shades of grey in between.

The title, Kverk refers to the space in the corner where the floor meets the wall. 

Traditionally baseboards stay in the !kverk”, attached to the wall. Traditional baseboards 

go where the wall goes.  My work on the other hand is not attached to the wall, it goes 8

smoothly along the walls and never takes a hard turn. It moves forward like a drowsy 

worm. Yet a determined, forceful, unstoppable worm. The worm moves steadily and is 

changing constantly. Little by little. All of a sudden white has become black.

 Translated from Polish to English by Mikoś, Michael J. (Selected paragraphs).6

 See figure 2.7

 See figure 3.8
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2.4 The Sky, 2018

The Sky are prints made using a cyanotype printing process. The	process	uses	two	

chemicals,	ferric	ammonium	citrate	or	ferric	ammonium	oxalate,	and	potassium	

ferricyanide,	and	only	water	to	develop	and	7ix. The sunlight does the printing. I have 

been using the same negative slide for printing over hundred copies of the sky. The blue 

colour represents the sky and the white paper it is on substitutes the clouds. As I look more 

at my sky prints, I see blue shapes on a white paper. The sky can work for me as a palate 

cleanser. Sometimes everything is overwhelming in my little life. I can get obsessed, 

mixed with co-dependency and a dash of alcoholism. Looking at the sky always has a 

calming effect. It might be because of the sky’s magnificence that my problems seem to 

vanish in comparison. Maybe something extra glorious, like the sky, can have the same 

effect as something neutral, to reinvigorate the mind as a palate cleanser.

 12
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Intermezzo9

 Look out the window, please.9
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2. Magical Coincidence

Each morning I make coffee in my Mocca Master I pour exactly 6 cups of water. Half 

asleep I place the glass jug under the faucet for a random number of seconds. Sometimes I 

clean the jug with the running water and then leave some water in it. Other times I fill it 

and pour the water into the sink and then place the jug under the running water once more. 

Next I pour it in to the water reservoir of the machine. And always, the water fills up to the 

line where it’s written !3/4- 6” . Each time the water hits that line I hear a mental 10

!CHING”, and I feel a tingle.

!Extremely improbable events are commonplace“  says statistician David Hand. I am 11

intrigued by coincidences. For me they are pure magic, just because they happen and I 

notice, and I notice them everywhere and all the time. “Chance favours the prepared 

mind” , said French scientist Louis Pasteur (1822 - 1895), meaning that sudden insight 12

doesn’t “just happen”, it is a product of preparation. Another word of wisdom may be 

“search and you will find”, from the Holy Bible.  It implies that what one needs to do to 13

get something is to look for it. Both of these probably apply to me experiencing and 

nurturing my coincidences. David Spiegelhalter, a professor and the chairman of the 

Winton Centre for Risk and Evidence Communication, University of Cambridge, collects 

people’s coincidences . He arranges them by characteristics and analyses. It has grown to 14

be a big treasure of data although it is a hard to measure. “A coincidence itself is in the eye 

of the beholder”. Coincident is personal and seems to happen more frequently around those 

looking for them. Spiegelhalter says that the amazing thing about coincidences is not that 

they occur but that we notice them. They must happen all the time without us paying 

 The numbers indicating enough water for six cups of coffee.10

 Hand, David. The Improbability Principle. (New York: Scientific American / Farrar, Straus and Giroux, 11

2014). (accessed September 16, 2021).

 Vallery-Radothttps, René. Louis Pasteur: Chance Favors the Prepared Mind. http://12

www.pasteurbrewing.com (accessed June 13, 2021)

 Matthew 7:7. The Bible.13

 As of the May 23, 2022 this website is archived and will receive no further updates. https://14

www.understandinguncertainty.org. (accessed September 16, 2021). 
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attention. Or what? “If a rare event happened in the forest and no one notices”  …did it 15

happen? There has been no scientific justification or proof, or explanations for these 

experiences, ever. My speculations are a way for me to find patterns in my irregular life. I 

am not sure I am looking for a meaning, I don’t think I am getting a message from beyond. 

For Swiss physiologist Carl Gustav Jung (1875-1961) coincidences are an evidence of 

synchronicity, a connection between everything. Jung expresses frustration over the 

limitation of science. In conventional science the rare moments are dismissed. Only what 

can be analysed is analysed and proven. It is like limiting a search for a lost item to under 

the light from a street light in the dark. Jung calls the studies of coincidence a !chaotic 

collection of curiosities ”, and compares it to other studies that have a structure that we 16

can understand.

If coincidences can’t be scientifically proven, can’t I call them magic? To 

experience a coincidence is like being in a between zone, to be unsure. It is happening 

between the mind and the environment. The mind has a need to be certain (or to feel 

certain) and has a hard time resting in a between zone. The mind wants to understand or at 

least make a decision built on some kind of understanding. Even if the understanding turns 

out to be a weak foundation for the decision, like a house built on sand.

3.1 Doubt

"I doubt therefore I think, I think therefore I exist."17

French 17th century philosopher René Decartes developed a method of systematic doubt, 	

Cartesian doubt. which uses doubt to identify what can’t be doubted and “…anything he 

 Beck, Julie. “Coincidences and the meaning of life - The surprising chances of our lives can seem like 15

they’re hinting at hidden truths, but they’re really revealing the human mind at work”. The Atlantic. February 
23, 2016. https://www.theatlantic.com/science/archive/2016/02/the-true-meaning-of-coincidences/463164/ 
(Accessed September 16, 2021).

 Jung, C. G. The Structure and Dynamics of the Psyche. (New Jersey: Princeton University Press, 1970).16

 “Dubito ergo cogito, cogito ergo sum” Deacarte, René 17

 15

https://www.theatlantic.com/science/archive/2016/02/the-true-meaning-of-coincidences/463164/


could make him self doubt, he would doubt” . Cartesian doubt is a systematic process of 18

being skeptical about, or doubting, the truth of one's beliefs, which has become a 

characteristic method in philosophy.	Using his method, Decartes became certain that the 

only existence he could be certain of was his own. The sense data in particular, has 

grounds to be doubted. Decartes realised that he had accepted “many false opinions for 

true, and that consequently what I afterward based on such principles was highly doubtful; 

and from that time I was convinced of the necessity of undertaking once in my life to rid 

myself of all the opinions I had adopted, and of commencing anew the work of building 

from the foundation...”19

Another critical hypothesis of the cognitive science comes from contemporary 

psychologist Donald Hoffman (1955) . Like Decartes, Hoffman ponders the fallibility of 20

senses and perception. Hoffman resembles our perception with a computer desktop; we 

only see what is there. We materialise what we put on the desktop. What is behind the 

desktop, in the computer, makes it possible to appear. Our perception will not give us 

insight into the ultimate truth of the objective world (reality).

3.2 Leftovers

What has been eaten, and what is left uneaten? The drowsy worm, I talked about in the 

chapter about Kverk, is eating his way through our time. What he has already eaten is real, 

it is a part of our world. It exists. What is left is not real, it is unknown and unpredictable. 

This is exiting and scary. Both parts are there on some level, creating a whole. Without 

one, the other could not exist.

 Russel, Bertrand. The problems of Philosophy. (New York: Oxford University press, 1997).18

 Descartes, René. Meditations on First Philosophy. (Cottingham: Cambridge University Press, 1996).19

 Hoffman, Daniel. Visual Intelligence: How We Create What we see. (New York: W. W. Norton & 20

Company, 2000).
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3.3 Pattern, 2021

My pattern is made from a very simple shape. The shape is made in process of measuring 

the circumference of a circle. The shape is what is left after the circle is removed from the 

square. The shape is therefore the void around a circle.21

	 The	shape	refers	to	a	square,	with	two	equally	long	sides	in	a	90°	angle.	

	 The	shape	refers	to	a	triangle,	with	three	sides.	

	 The	shape	refers	to	a	circle	with	a	perfectly	rounded	line.

So the shape refers to the three basic forms, and it can rotate. I drew the shape multiple 

times and paired it with the same shape over and over, rotating them at a different angle. I 

tried to exhaust the pairing possibilities. When the shapes were paired many together the 

pattern they created held information. Some showed me a flower, some showed me a 

worm. The nature of a pattern is that it can continue endlessly, without a beginning or an 

end. The pattern can grow endlessly in all directions. I don’t like my work to be space 

consuming. If the material is not crucial for the work to make sense I don’t mind if the 

work exists in the mind, on paper or in a computer. After drawing the pattern and sun-

printing it on fabric I made casts of the shape, so I can have it in my hands and compose 

the pattern in my space. I like to arrange them and then remove some and see what shape 

appears.

3.4 Biting an apple, 2021

I am eating an apple  until I stop and observe its shape. I put an end to eating the apple 22

and decide that I got enough but what was left should be frozen in its current state. The 

new shape of the apple is created by the bites (the void). I casted 11 half eaten apples in 

plaster and coloured them in red shades with variations of red coloured pencils. Leftovers 

are appealing to me. Something that is usually not seen or not looked at. What has been cut 

 See figure 4.21

 See figure 5.22
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out (or bitten in this case) has been used for a higher purpose. The remnants are the space 

between the more important parts.

The Canadian composer R. Murray Shiefer (1933 - 2021) had 150 students from fine art, 

music and theatre sitting in an auditorium, simultaneously take a bite of an apple. I asked 

one of the students, Jasa Baka (1981) , about it. She said it had been “tantalising”, and 23

“the sound, like, it was reverberating from your own mouth across the room. Like a ripple 

in the water.” Sounds like a brain massage . Equally effective to Baka was the united 24

experience of tasting the apple. The sensation of biting an apple has been on my artist’s 

mind for a decade. In 2011, during my BA studies, I spent some time in an attempt to 

describe the experience of certain actions. For instance the experience of biting an apple. I 

described it so a person who had never bitten an apple would experience biting an apple on 

some level.

The following is the text I wrote about my experience with the apple:

Biting an apple gives understanding, even though the apple is not from the tree of 

understanding. I assume that no one has tasted an apple so I describe it for everyone to understand, 

as well as possible what it is like to bite into an apple. This apple. No two 

apples are alike, no two mouths are alike, each mouth is never the 

same twice. The teeth bite through the resilient surface, 

submerge. Crunch. The juice sprays up the mouth, cools. 

Coo l ing , s l i pp ing in to . Sneaks, creeps, slides. Wakes up 

the glands, they respond harshly, tearing, tightening, irritating, 

the tongue wakes up. Cooling, refreshing. The juice leans around the 

tongue. Tickles. The saliva flows. Lands in a place.Mixes with the acidic liquid / the 

sweet liquid. Moisturising, drying. The tongue’s surface is rough. The taste buds get excited. The 

tongue becomes larger, more watery, less watery. Teeth cold. Lips stem, dry, moist.

 Interview with Jasa Baka, a student in Concordia University, Canada, 2005,  September 12, 2021.23

 Merriam-Webster dictionary: Autonomous sensory meridian response.24
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3. Traces

There is truth in traces, or at least clues about truth. The traces left behind is what’s closest 

to certainty we have. Everything else is speculations, possibilities without any proof. I am 

equally intrigued by the passed event as the event itself. While I studied in Nice in 2012, I 

made a photographic series of dog droppings  on the street, there was no shortage of 25

material. I only photographed the droppings that had been stepped in by an unfortunate 

passer by. The dog droppings indicate a middle of circumstance, before it had not been 

stepped in and a shoe was clean, after it had been stepped in a shoe is dirty.

3.5 Kitchen Sink, 2019-2021

The Kitchen sink is a collection of photographs. I took a picture  of my white sink 26

approximately 1 - 3 times a day for more than a year from 2019 - 2021. It has become a 

multi dimensional diary of the infra-ordinary act of cleaning plates. It represents traces of 

my everyday life. Mundanity is magical and worth noticing.

A photo of the kitchen sink shines a light on a Tuesday.

Written while in process of photographing the kitchen sink:

   Each	day	 the	kitchen	sink	draws	my	attention	 to	 it	and	surprises	

with	unexpected	 colour	 combinations	 and	effortless	 composition	

of	randomly	arranged	imagery.	I	am	enjoying	to	be	the	viewer	and	

having	 the	process	of	 chance	making	 the	composing	 for	me.	Like	

Jean	Arp	(1886	-	1966)	did	by	letting	paper	shapes	fall	randomly	

on	 canvas.	 I	 am	 interested	 in	 the	 circular	 shapes	 appearing,	 and	

the	oily	soap	bubbles,	mixed	with	kitchen	utensils	and	occasional	

food	 leftover	 that	 slightly	 colour	 the	 plates.	 The	 kitchen	 sink	 is:	

dirty	-	clean,	full	-	empty,	alternately.	

 See figure 7.25

 See figure 6.26
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The photos are documents of a passed event. They indicate what happened before and what 

will happen after. The pictures imply what was eaten and who ate it. The pictures of the 

sink are each a single fleeting moment.

Artist Daniel Spoerri (1930) worked with food and traces in his art. His famous 

work Tableau Piégé (Snare Pictures) consist of tables with remains of meals, plates, 

silverware and dirty cloths; fixed to the table and displayed vertically. The table becomes a 

picture, or tableau,  on the wall. Spoerri opened a restaurant solely for this purpose and the 

clients could pay extra to have their table preserved as Tableau Piége. The pictures affect 

me in the same way abandoned houses do, where everything is still in its place. A bit 

chilling. I feel the mood and I hear the cutlery and murmur of conversation. My Kitchen 

Sink tells a story about a contemporary family. Spoerri’s pictures present an atmosphere of 

different era, but they span a few decades.  The works are yet so current to the viewer.  

„But the Tableaux Pièges also retain their vitality, the joy of their moment. They are maps 

of other people’s friendships and relationships…”  Spoerri often interrupted the diners 27

mid-dinner to freeze the table as that random moment. His Tableau Piégé are a 

composition of chance, found situation and according to Spoerri !any table was already a 

story”.28

4.1 Randomness and Chance 

I have made it a habit to doubt everything. On one hand it gives me a sense of freedom but 

on the other hand it can be dangerous. But by doubting I find my own knowledge and 

truth.

Revolution has taught us to see and belief what we need to stay alive in the world. “An 

indecisive caveman was a dead one” says author Ted Cadsby on the importance of decision 

making, how our ancestors wouldn’t have survived had they constantly second-guessed 

their conclusions. He adds “in a harsh environment characterised by straightforward 

 Marks, Thomas, “The frozen meals of Daniel Spoerri” Apollo magazine. June 9, 2021. https://www.apollo-27

magazine.com/daniel-spoerri-snare-pictures/ (accessed august 11, 2021).

 See figure 8.28
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challenges that demanded quick responses. ” Our minds have a need to be certain, or to 29

feel certain."!Making a decision, to experience the feeling of being certain is like when a 

!fertilised egg locks out competing sperm”.  The metaphor for decision making is that 30

some ideas or explanations are favoured over others, and !our !fittest” explanations are 

those that cohere with all of our other beliefs and values — they are easily integrated with 

everything we already !know”.”   When our mind becomes fertilised we stop our search 31

for alternative explanations. There are always more than one possible explanation for any 

problem. Explanations are only hypotheses, and should be flexible and open.

4.2 Sugar cubes, 2020-2021

I found my ready-made white cubes, sugar-cubes, in the grocery store and started buying 

them in bulks each time I went. The store staff might have thought that I was a coffee 

station manager in a bank.

Sugar-cubes are a wonderful building material. They are used as a measuring unit 

and therefore the cubes are always the same size. The substance of the cube is also easy to 

colour, which makes them fun to play with. I have used them to make compositions of 

chance, using 32 white sugar-cubes and 32 sugar-cubes that I covered with charcoal, so 

they became black. The amount of cubes refers to the 64 squares of a chessboard.  Both 32

sugar and chess are loaded with value, both socio-cultural value and meaning. Both objects 

refer to hierarchy and war. My chessboard is composed randomly and is different each 

time I make it.

 Cadsby, Ted. Why being Certain means being Wrong, Harvard Business Review, July 25, 2011, https://29

hbr.org/2011/07/why-being-certain-means-being (accessed September 20, 2021).

 Cadsby, Ted. Why being Certain means being Wrong, Harvard Business Review, July 25, 2011, https://30

hbr.org/2011/07/why-being-certain-means-being (accessed September 20, 2021).

 Cadsby, Ted. Why being Certain means being Wrong, Harvard Business Review, July 25, 2011, https://31
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4. Mother

The initiation into a more spiritual life (or a cult, or AA) is often something like the 

following:Feeling helpless, collapsing and loosing control and reason, experiencing fear, 

madness. Climax. Followed by transmutation and a new view on life. Nothing looks as it 

did before, everything is different. This is also the description of the experience of child 

birth. After experiencing childbirth it was as someone put on a little fire, and the drawings 

on the walls in the cave of Lascaux were exposed to me. Or that is how I imagine it was for 

the people of the era. Nothing was ever the same after seeing the drawings.  I had become 

a creator and sustainer of another life and had a different purpose. It was a nice break from 

the ego. I remember thinking that. Very relieving. 

“Snowflakes are raindrops with a parachute,

raindrops are snowflakes without a parachute”

– Marcel Úlfur, son, 8 years old.

5.1 Milk, 2013

I had just been initiated when I graduated with a BA degree in art. Time went slower. I 

looked at the clock, as the seconds passed very slowly, how seconds were suppose to pass 

all along. My body was breastfeeding the body that had been growing inside of my body 

and my body and mind were in a strange in between stage. For my graduation work I made 

a wooden box, fitting a grown up body. I filled it with milk and recorded while a person 

swam in the milk. One body-part broke the surface at a time; a knee, a bit of hair, shoulder, 

arm, asscheek. The white milk was the white paper of my baby’s life, full of nutrition and 

information but still visibly blank. The work was presented as a video projected on the 

surface of the milk in the wooden box.33

 See Figure 10.33
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5.2 Flower films, 2019 - Ongoing

In these video works I am thinking about nature’s endless circle of destruction and 

reparation. The wheat is killed in the winter and gets reborn in the summer.

In the flower films I take leaves or petals off chosen vegetation; a tree, a rose or a 

daisy, very gently and lay them on the table. Sometimes using small tongs or another tool. 

Applying a simple video effect I rewind the video so it looks like I am mounting the leaves 

on the flower. And then the video rolls like that: Leaves on, leaves off.  34

5.3 Twenty tubes of toothpaste

The past is a story I tell myself constantly. “We tell our selves stories in order to live” . 35

This is what human minds do; narrate the chain of events, memories and then puzzles the 

pieces together the best it can. The mind constantly writes and rewrites and fictionalises 

our story for us to hold on to, to make sense of the mess.

Last year I applied to Beaux Arts in Paris. I planned to nurture my artistic ego for 

three months. I knew it would be a torture, being without my sons. While I planned 

my going abroad I organised my boys’ clothing and listed items that should always 

be in the fridge. I planned on buying twenty tubes of their preferred toothpaste. I 

found out with google that the number of toothpaste needed for three months was 

closer to two than twenty. After spending months searching for an approval from 

myself and other people I realised I couldn’t go and nurture my artistic ego, away 

from them. It was a confusing discovery.

 See figure 11.34

 Didion, Joan. White Album. (New York: Simon & Schuster 1970).35

 23



5.4 Art and house

I	was	planning	to	go	to	Paris	but	then	took	a	detour	and	moved	to	Dalvík.	

It has always been my plan to have a house in the countryside, where I can join all my 

practices together; art, cook, clean and be; watch movies, make movies, sing and grow and 

nurture myself and other things. My dream job is to self work from 9 to 5 with no vacation. 

Maybe the plan started while I was in Nice during my BA studies. I read Jarðnæði, Land 

of Love  and Ruins by Oddný Eir Ævarsdóttir (1972). The book is written in the literary 36

form of biographical fiction, sometimes feels like a diary or a long poem. There is truth 

between the lines. The reader is continually in medias res, the middle of the circumstances. 

The book inspired me to make a place for myself. To shoot roots, so I could float around 

securely. I wrote texts and made maps of my house; no walls and no stress. Everything I 

desired to do was available and I would live sustainably. This year, nine years later, I read 

the writings I had done and I reread Oddný’s book. I understood it differently this time. 

This time I already had my house. It has many walls and fair amount of stress, I’m not 

living sustainably (yet) and don’t find time to do everything I desire (yet).

5. Garden

My house has a garden as far as the eye can see. Happiness lives in the garden, also trees, 

birds and a river live there. Another thing inhabits my garden is a windsock . He is new in 37

the garden. I grew up next to the Reykjavík Airport and therefore had a daily encounter 

with the windsocks on the airport, all striped and funky. I had my wind-sock made in 

Vopnafjörður, the only place I found that makes windsocks. I chose white. The reason for 

that choice is that there are too many options and white is as good as any.

As a natural reflex I refer to the windsock as a “he”, “him” and “his”. I see him 

from my window and he gives me a signal, tells me where the wind is coming from. I am 

 Oddný Eir Ævarsdóttir. Jarðnæði. (Reykjavík: Bjartur, 2012).36

 See figure 12.37
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learning the keys to communicate properly, for instance when he is outright at a certain 

angle it indicates a particular speed of the wind. I study the arrows on the weather map to 

know precisely from what direction the wind is coming from. I am planning to become a 

wind-expert, with his assistance. The windsock is full of information, he is so alive and 

communicative. Constantly sharing information. Windsocks speak a different language if 

they are communicating with an airplane pilot, and windsocks would speak a different 

language if they are inside a gallery space.

6.1 Messenger

Since I lived near the airport-windsocks I have made a few video - and sound works with 

them. As of now I am in the process of making one with my personal Windsock in the 

garden. I am getting to know him better, he is a bit stiff, hasn’t been weathered like his 

colleges at the airport. The mouth of the windsock moves like one of an opera singer. I 

can’t help but hear a voice. The body language of the Windsock effects the voice, like the 

body language of the opera singer does. I have lent my voice while video recording him. 

According to the amount of wind going trough him, I give my breath. The Windsock is 

between me and the wind. Between the Windsock and me is a voice, structure-less 

chanting.

Sometimes	we	are	calm,	and	express	soft	and	sweet	vibrations,	deep	voice	with	

little	but	constant	air,	swiiish. 	38

Sometimes	we	are	full	of	air,	high	speed	wind.	Like	a	loud	scream.	

Sometimes	we	make	narrow	fwoosh 	or	whoosh 	and	the	sock	jumps	up	and	39 40

descends	slowly.	Continually	gasping,	swallowing	air.	

Sometimes	we	make	wibbly	wobbly	sounds.	

 Onomatopoeia for air.38

 Onomatopoeia for air.39

 Onomatopoeia for air.40
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Rather than black dots on five horizontal lines, the music score for this sound piece a multi 

dimensional map. The map is inspired by a digital wind map, which has developed keys 

and language to communicate, just like black dots on lines have. The digital wind map is a 

constantly moving, modifiable drawing, drawing softly over mountains and other barriers. 

Rather than placing dots on lines before and while composing a traditional music piece, the 

Wind creates the soundscape and the windsock communicates it with me. The sound gets 

created between the the wind and me, through the windpipe and mouth of the Windsock.
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Intermezzo41

 Feel your fingers, please.41
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7. Solo Exhibition, Fwoosh 

The word Fwoosh faces the viewer in big, wavy letters on a wall as he walks into the 

exhibition space, Rýmd . The wavy letters, that make up this strange word, symbolise a 42

sound of the wind. It is the title of the installation and is directed towards the theme of the 

exhibition; language and communication. To make an effort to form feelings into words, 

colours, images or sound. The wind whispers Fwoosh when it passes my ears, but Fwoosh 

could also be interpreted as a breath of relief or exhaustion from my body. Both wind and 

breath make sound with air. There is sound in the space, a rhythmic but abstract sound of 

voices. 

The exhibition space is divided into two rooms. The viewer walks further into the first part 

of the exhibition space. On the floor between the rooms is a plaster sculpture, a half sphere, 

with a spiral engraved.  I see the sculpture as a gust of wind that sweeps the viewer 43

forward into the space. It resembles a kid’s toy, a spinning top, that is spinning around with 

the force of hands. Often these toys have a spiral that adds to the visual of the spinning 

effect. The spinning spiral on the floor is an interactive work, where the viewer can 

influence the strength of it, by spinning it. Gently or with force. 

The viewer looks up and a spotlight hits a relief on the wall made of 16 pieces of 10 x 10 x 

10 cm coloured plaster cubes placed in a line.  The colours are obtained from a type of 44

wind-scale. I find the meteorology of wind-scale maps fascinating. It is made of language 

of developed keys and colours, indicating the wind strength. The wind is translated into 

colours and numbers and symbols. The relief, the colour scale that I made, is meant for the 

viewer to get a better grasp of the feeling of the weather. Soft colours for calm, and less 

and less comfortable colours the stormier it gets. The colours are metaphors for emotions 

 See figure 13.42

 See figure 15.43

 See figure 16.44
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and temperament, each indicating a certain feeling in the landscape of our bodies and as a 

state of mind.  

On the left to the relief I placed a small wind-map in an already existing squared hole in 

the wall.  I measured the hole and printed the map on foam in 37,8 x 24,8 cm. It is a black 45

and white “drawing”, created by the wind. It’s a photo taken from a distant satellite and 

was found as a detail of a wind-map on the Internet. The wind-map doesn’t exist on the 

Internet anymore as it is always changing. The earth has consistent wind patterns when 

looked at from a global scale. The size of the wind-map emphasises the distance and scale 

of the image. The wind-map shows flexible, unbroken lines sweeping in waves around the 

surface. Sometimes exhausted and without tension but sometimes loud and tense. Always 

forward, powerful and unstoppable. The drawing is always effortless; just like the wind 

that makes it. The drawing does not take sharp turns, but creeps around corners and over 

threshold. The wind is unstoppable, shaping the land, spreading pollen, planting seeds and 

moving boats. The drawing in the square hole connects the exhibition space to the 

environment around the earth. In discussion about the exhibition my peers and teachers 

frequently asked about the “drawing of hair”. It indeed looked like a detail of human or 

animal hair, with its different hairline and waves. 

Right before my opening I decided to print postcards, to add to the handout. For me that 

was important as I myself always end up throwing away exhibition handouts but a postcard 

I would send, share or keep. The postcard was of the wind-map, and on the back it had a 

quote, “the lady leading a grey, spirited wild horse by the rains”, and under it said “- a 

member of the weather club on dreaming about an upcoming storm”. Perhaps I am 

deliberately confusing the viewer. In this process I interviewed all kinds of people who like 

to talk about weather. Among those was the famous weather club in the retirement home in 

my town. They meet a few times a month and predict the weather. One tool they use for 

that purpose is dreaming, like the dream about the grey wild horse. But also, reading old 

weather observational diaries from their forefathers, looking to the moon and at the 

behaviour of animals. 

 See figure 1445
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In the innermost part of the exhibition space I placed three large frames, 220 x 220 cm , 46

for video and sound projections. I placed them in a half circle. The viewer walks in to the 

space and is surrounded by sound and video of three windsocks moving by the wind. Each 

windsock has its own sound and together they create a soothing harmony. I embodied the 

windsocks and gave them my voice according to how they behaved or felt. One of them is 

tense - full of energy. Full of air. Tense has a one high singular tone, oooooo, with its 

mouth wide open. Next to Tense there is Jolly. Jolly is dancing and sings two notes 

between Tense and Calm. Calm has the lowest, deepest voice. Almost like the bass. Very 

little wind is flowing though Calm. It moves just a little bit. Together they make a 

harmonic choir. Each song is in a loop but they do not have the same length, so the concert 

is never exactly the same which made the music more interesting. There’s a constant 

remaking of the harmony. I thought it was important to have all the tones in the same scale 

so it would be comfortable for the ear and mind to have this ongoing music. The three 

characters live in my head and I try every minute of every day to harmonise them. 

I located a Windsock in my garden in Svarfaðardalur and observed it every day in different 

weather and directions of the wind. I recorded the windsock using a Go Pro camera, the 

only camera I could find that could tolerate the windy wet weather. I personalise the 

windsock: he has a mouth, a windpipe where the air comes through and he expresses body 

language. The valley behind is like the lungs for the windpipe. The windsock is a 

communicator for our sensations to become aware of the language of nature. The windsock 

is giving me instructions like black dots on lines, the score for musical instruments. The 

shape of his “mouth” indicates the pitch of the tone and  the strength. The wind behind the 

windsock is the music that I am interpreting by singing what the windsock indicates. 

This whole windsock project resembles an observational diary of the weather like some 

people used to hold in the old days. My friends at the weather club still look at their diaries 

for wisdom. The diaries are important documents, where one can read and understand 

weather patterns, causes and effects. Often this is local knowledge, locational wisdom. It is 

 See figure 1746
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much more accurate than a digital weather map made by satellite and hi tech. The local 

knowledge takes in account feelings; physical and emotional feelings of humans and 

animals, all mountains, every cliff and hill. There is so much information in the wind 

blowing though my windsock in the garden. 

The solo exhibition in the graduation process was the first step in working with the wind. 

Text from the exhibition handout : 47

We are a constantly changing map, like an unbroken and always modifiable 

drawing. Sometimes we are calm, out of breath. We express soft and sweet 

vibrations. This is when we express our deepest tone; deep voice with constant air 

flowing through, swiiish. We are relaxed and there is no tension. Sometimes we 

jump up quickly and descend slowly alternately; a narrow fwoosh! Gasping, 

swallowing air each time we jump. Sometimes we are full of air and there is 

traction in every fibre of our being and we just need to surrender to the forces and 

scream until there is a change in direction. 

 See figure 1847
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Final remarks

Writing this was a highly instructive process for me. Numerous questions have arisen in 

process, and curious ideas have been planted. I discovered a continuous thread through my 

work and connection between my works. I also realised that the thread is thin and is 

constantly changing and creating new offsprings. Key words that popped up again and 

again in my mind and in the text are leftovers, traces, stories and messages. Every word I 

wrote was written from the stage of in between. As an artists I am in the middle. As an 

artist I am a messenger, a translator between languages. As an artist I have an image in my 

head that needs to get out. The image is from an another level of being. I get messages 

from everywhere, the leftovers of objects and traces of actions tell me stories and so does 

the Windsock. Writing this thesis was like forming a sculpture or composing a music piece, 

or writing a poem. It started with a lot of material, abstract and concrete, from my mind 

and the outside material world. By using an additive and subtractive process the text of this 

thesis was formed. This thesis is my search for a balance, search for the feeling when the 

balance is reached. 
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Ragnhildur Weisshappel. Kverk. Plaster, 2017. Photograph by David Zehla.
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Fig. 3 
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Fig 9: 
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Fig 11: 
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Ragnhildur Weisshappel. Windsock. Video and Sound, 2022. Photograph 
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Fig 13: 
Overview of solo exhibition. FWOOSH, 2022. Photograph by Claudia Hausfeld. 

Fig 14: 
Ragnhildur Weisshappel. Wind map. Digital drawing, 2022. Photograph by Claudia Hausfeld.
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Fig 15: 
Ragnhildur Weisshappel. Fwoosh. Plaster Sculpture, 2022. Photograph by Claudia Hausfeld.

Fig16: 
Ragnhildur Weisshappel. Scale. Plaster Relief, 2022. Photograph by Claudia Hausfeld 
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Fig 17: 
Ragnhildur Weisshappel. Calm, Jolly and Tense. Video and Sound, 2022. Photograph by Claudia Hausfeld 

Fig 17: 
Ragnhildur Weisshappel. Calm, Jolly and Tense. Video and Sound, 2022. Photograph by Claudia Hausfeld 
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