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In this report I’m going to tell you about my process. It contains doubt, feelings about thoughts, 
(over) analyzing, getting stuck but also moving forward. I’m also going to talk about finding out 
how to process experiences through text and image and to share with others, about politicizing 
feelings of shame inflicted on you, in a normative environment, about finding alternatives and 
finding a place to take a break. And about getting comfortable with: that it is ok to not be certain, 
both in thought and practice. 
I have used research and references as a confidence builder. 
The things I have collected is texts that are written in an appealing way, lyrics from songs, songs that 
keep me working, images that contain the movements I’ve been looking for, movies and books that 
make me feel some type of way. I have been searching for references that can affirm what I’m doing, 
so I can create a context for my practice and works, and know that I’m not alone.  
I have found it useful to make paraphrases and create conversations with work that inspire me. 
I started working on my master project in january, 2016 and in october 2016 I wrote a text, that 
would become the first part of the result of my research. 

Let me try to explain 
It’s a feeling of not being able to trust that what you feel - is true. 
On top of that feeling of confusion of what is true  
comes the trying to figure out that what  
you feel is true, is legit.  

When my friends started talking about boys I understood them,  
I also wanted that.  



A boyfriend.  
But 
what I did not understand was how  
the boys got to be more important 
than us.  
Or I could understand the meaning of it.  
But I couldn't accept it, and I couldn't feel it.  
I really tried.  

Anna Zalokostas writes: 
”I felt my sadness 
to be in me, deeply 
At the same time as I understood it to be  
outside of me.  
Generated by the world. ” 

I did not get that then, that what I feel  
can be generated and manipulated by the world.  
And it still confuses me sometimes. Like, I feel like a freak.  
I need to feel or be weak,  
annoying, demanding, wanting, longing, helping or worried.  
I have people who let me be those things, I feel safe.  

So why do I feel like a freak when I get the question: are you seeing anyone?  
I am seeing people everyday.  
But yeah, I know that’s not what they mean. 

Why do I feel like a freak when I answer no,  
and why do I feel like I have to have a good reason not to?  
Does it make me feel like a freak, or am I a freak 
and need 10 000 hours more of therapy?  
I need people 
I need a hug, I need to stare in to someones eyes,  
I need to be stared at, listened to, touched, texted, called on. 

 A friend showed me some letters I’ve written her,  
we were maybe 14, 15 when we still wrote paper letters to each other.  
We wrote poems,  
poems about her hair shining in the sun, the color of her eyes, 
how happy she made me,  



how important, deadly important it was to me to have her as a friend.  
I got surprised, I did not remember being so dramatic,  
I am happy that I felt ok with being so honest and shamelessly loving.  
I blushed when I read them,  
but told her I really meant it all,  
I made jokes, I couldn't stop blushing.  
I’m happy that we had what we had, and I am happy it’s still possible, different, but around.  
I still have it.  

Clara Calligiri writes:  
”To loose it, I’m just gonna let go. Take a step into the liberating fog and there find some kind of immunity 
against normalsy and rules.” 

Me and a friend were out walking, we were on our way somewhere. She stopped, her eyes where glazed and  

she said that she needed to breath. She asked me to hold her. I hugged her, I felt her heart beat fast and hard 
trough the layers of clothing. She hugged me so very hard, she pressed her forehead against my shoulder, 
against my neck, she looked up and stared at me, she pressed her forehead against mine. Then we stayed like 
that.  

- I tried to crawl into you, she said.  
- I felt that, I replied.  

But the fabric and the skin and bones were in the way. I thought: how is it possible that she can’t be me? 
 



I have come to realize that this project started in 2012 when I wrote a text about shame, what it is, 
how I felt shame effected me and why I thought it was a problem. In the same text I argued that it 
is hard to know why you have the feelings you 
have, and what you can do about that. I did 
not come  
to any conclusion, it was a circle argument 
that ended up forgotten in a note pad. But 
one part of the text was about the hierarchy 
between love relationships and friend 
relationships. Which also became the five first 
pages of a comic that was never finished  
(I called it ”This is the beginning, chapter 1, 
intro” and it ended with ”to be continued”).  
I kept the idea of finishing the comic in the 
back of my head, but never really thought I 
would and didn't develop it more than having 
discussions about norms around friendships 
with my friends. When I applied to Konstfack 
I included this story in my application, and 
wrote about my thoughts about norms around 
relationships and the importance of friends 
and sisterhood.   

  So, since I’ve been working with comics before I thought that this would become a book, a 
traditional story where we follow one person’s ”journey through life” but in an everyday setting.  
I thought about the documentation of relationships. I wondered what it means to document 
someone, why and how we do it depending on what kind of relationship it is. It is an act of affection 
to take a photo of or draw someone you love, a friend or a partner, you want to keep that person. I 
have been hit by the thought: Who wants to keep me?  
In what situations will I be remembered, will my everyday actions be documented or will it only be 
portraits from trips? How will the kind of life I live be documented, remembered and represented, 
both by myself and the people around me as well as by society and in history writing. Which ways 
of living are being represented?  

  I had the idea to from my diary drawings build a story and that the comic would discuss these 
questions in a narrative. So my plan was to make drawings of friends and to document the everyday 



situations. I wasn't sure that it would be a graphic novel any more, rather a collection of thoughts 
and stories made in different ways. This is what I showed at my first presentation of the master 
project. The working title for the project was Make a Move. 

Spring 2016  



Images from my first presentation of the project in January 2016  



Sleepovers, Emotions Index and the first video 
I wanted to explore if there is a time in life when physical contact from friends and family is  
exchange for physical contact from a romantic partner (hugs, back rubs, cuddling) and what might 
get lost in the friendship if that happens. From that thought I got the idea to interview people about 
their early teenage years, and their experiences around friendships. Since my own experience of this 
was seeing how sleepovers and endless hangouts got fewer I thought it would be a good idea to 
create such situations for the interviews, also to get the opportunity to hang out in this endless way 
and have time to talk until we fell asleep if we wanted to.  
So, I invited about 15 people to my home, and 7 of them came to my house for sleepovers during  
February, March and April.  
 



After the first sleepover session I learned that some experiences that I had taken for granted as 
common or shared, were not, and that made some of my questions impossible to talk about without 
discussing the context of the questions. So after that I opened up the format from set questions to a 
broader discussion about norms around friendships. I think what I found most useful in this was 
that it made me see what I wanted with the project, what stories and perspectives I wanted to 
discuss and that it wasn't about friendships in general, but about my own experiences, fears and 
dreams about relationships. Getting my thoughts questioned and discussed helped me realize that I 
already knew what I wanted to say, so I wrote it down.  
 



In the end it became this text:  

We hadn’t seen each other for a while. We had been so close once, and now there was something 
nostalgic about that closeness. 

 The way we used to hang out had been archived and when we met it was like we made a copy of our 
old selves. 
It didn't turn out great, but we pretended not to notice.  

For a while we kept on having sleepovers, the way we used to, where we sat in each other’s rooms all 
night, playing loud music, taking photographs with funny props, snacking, talking trough movies we’ve 
seen a million times 

only leaving to go to the bathroom, and then get cold by the fresh air.  

We made plans on how we would live together and paint the walls in our shared home.  

This night she was on her phone, texting.  
I tried to play it cool, but when she started talking about him I got really anxious. 

 They had never been around before, they had rather payed less attention to us than we had hoped for. 
But this wasn't the way I had imagined it going down.  

We watched a movie, I don't remember which one, but she didn't laugh when I did, or she laughed 
when I did to pretend that she was paying attention.  

I kept on looking at the time, her intense texting was loud.  
I thought about when we were seven, when six weeks was an eternity not to see each other and I 
remembered my disappointment when she didn’t think so.  

She asked about the last train, and then she left.  
She said she was going home, I didn't believe her.  

I felt like a loser and wondered why.  
And now I wonder why that feeling is still around. 

I did not really know what to do with the text, if it would become a comic or a part of a comic.  
In my logbook I wrote:  

9/3 2016 
- I will allow myself to experiment  
- I have oceans of time 
- My project is a 50 cm long baby, I don't need to move to a bigger place for it to be able to fit.  
- Do everything! 
Choose later. 



I got the idea of collecting other stories that dealt 
with feelings around friendship and create a 
”Känsloregister”  - Emotions Index, where clear and 
more ambiguous feelings around relationships could 
be discussed in short stories.  I had this idea about 
finding connections between my own experiences 
and stories I’ve been told with folk lore and history. I 
made a sketch for a comic in this way, but I did not 
like it, I kept on working on it for a little bit, I did 
not have fun. I felt that I did not want to be literal, 
that the storytelling became linear in a boring way 
and quite shallow, I couldn't communicate the 
ambiguous and undefined feelings I was feeling, and 
experiencing taking place around me, I think I 
needed to be more ”loose” in my expression.  

I decided I would stop working on the comic, let it rest and then bring it to the next feedback 
session.  
 I wanted to work in a collage method, where more stories could be told at the same time without 
having to be connected by a time line, rather be on top of each other.  
For my reference library I had been collecting old paintings of women, friends, sisters and lovers. 
My focus was on their physical contact, a hand on a hand or a shoulder. Even though the setting 
of the paintings and their way of standing could be a bit stiff there is this strong expression in the 
hands. I wanted to work with that, where the emotions 
really show by a line in a finger or a placement of the 
hand. It led me to look into the language of hands and 
demonstration, I thought of women selling stuff on the 
home shopping network. How they used their hands, 
how they communicated with other women through 
their hands, through the television. And instead of them 
stroking each other they are stroking pillows, dresses or 
jewelry. I made a collage of video and still frames and 
made a recording of me reading the text as a voice-over 
to the images.  At first I did not know what I thought 
about it, or my immediate reaction was: this is super 
pathetic, I can’t show this to anyone, and if I do, they 
will hate me. 



 

 





From my logbook:  
25/5 2016 
The comic feels stuck up and the video feels pathetic.  

 I decided to acknowledge those feelings, but also allow myself to feel good about the actual work 
I had done, that it had become something at all, something that I could keep on working with.  
After showing it to a couple of people, and letting it rest and re watching it I could look at the 
video with more sober eyes. I thought the connection between the story being told in the images 
and the one I’ve written and the effect when mixing them worked well, how the theme of 
remembering something that is no longer there came through. And then I showed it to people, 
and the feedback I got was good, they did not hate it, or me. From the feedback I got I 
understood that the video communicated what I wanted, not only what I intended, but still 
things I could relate to, I understood the connections people made, and it made me happy that 
these intertwined storys could be a foundation for the viewers to build their own stories on.  
Finding this way of working in layers made me excited, and I wanted to keep on exploring this. It 
also made me realize how I could translate the scraps I had in my brain to something outside of 
it.  
Since I easily doubt what I’m doing a crucial thing for me is to find a way of working where there is 
no time to question what I do. I wanted to work with a personal subject and I consider myself a 
shame driven person with high integrity and with a need to talk about stuff I can’t stop thinking 
about. So to be able to talk about this I needed to find ways to work where I would not shut down 
because of doubt created by feelings of shame.  
I found that video is a great format for me to work with, there I can combine image and text with 
movement and tempo, I can think in layers and the sketches becomes like direct translations from 
my brain to something tangible. I can work with collage and animation, mix found material with my 
own words and others. 
https://vimeo.com/182520369 Password: sleepover 

https://vimeo.com/182520369


And then I was exhausted.  

The summer came. I decided to take the opportunity to really take a break, I spent the summer 
reading books I felt like reading, looking at stuff, doing crossword puzzels, hang out with friends 
and my phone. I did not feel like thinking about the project at all, ar the end of the spring 
semester I was so tired of thinking about it and I lost all inspiration. I did not want to draw at all, 
I only drew trees and some shapes, drawing anything resembling a human made me think about 
my project and that gave me anxiety. So by drawing these trees and shapes I got into the more 
abstract way of drawing that I am exploring now. I thought I didn’t work at all, and then when I 
got back in september I realized that I’d spent the summer processing and cultivating what I’d 
been doing during the spring, and also exploring an other part of my drawing. I saw that what 
I’ve considered scribblings that no body else can understand or appreciate and that never leave 
my sketchbooks actually are illustrations of the feelings I have been trying to draw. Who would 
have known?  

Fall 2016 - Exploring the abstract, new ways of working and the second  

I got back to school in the fall and felt that I needed to do an inventory of what I had done and 
collected during the spring. I started listening to the recordings I had made during the sleepovers, 
I remembered that one person had talked about living with his boyfriend, and how his boyfriend 
was like a part of the furniture, some one who is there, but does not require you to perform 
socially. I found this interesting, and started thinking about the meaning of a home, who belongs 
there, what kind of attention and care is expected from which people, who is considered family, 
when does that change, or what can change it? I made drawings from these questions, I got 
inspired by the visual representation of family/unity trough history and turned these illustrations 
in to an animation. Once again I had made a video in a quick and lust driven way, where I did 
not bother to ”perfect” the images, I’d rather get it together in a sketch that could be worked on 
than starting to go in to detail and risk to start doubting before doing. This video is still not done 
and I don't really know if I will use it in the end installation, I see it as a process piece rather then 
the end result.  
https://vimeo.com/193938361 

https://vimeo.com/193938361




What I found from doing this video was the transformation from image to image, I wanted to 
keep on working with the loose and abstract movements in and in between the images, where 
somethings are quite tangible and others are more abstract.  
The main feature in the video is the long pause that is my friend trying to come up with an 
answer to my question, I found it fun and exiting to work with the tempo of him thinking 
together with the tempo in the images.   

The 4 of October we had a feedback session. At that presentation I showed the video with my 
friend, and also the video I made in the spring with the commercials and paintings. I also showed 
a slideshow with images and illustrations I made and ended it with a image of how I imagined 
the exhibition space. I felt really bad after showing it, I thought that it was a mistake to show so 
much, but my aim had been to show everything I’ve done so far and that would be included in 
the spring exhibition. It became scattered and unclear. It was an important feedback session, the 
feedback I got reflected what I showed and it made it clear to me that what I showed did not 
communicate what I wanted to talk about. I felt that there was a distance, I felt that I kept 
information from the viewers, like I had a secret. At the end of the day we had the chance to talk 
a bit about the feedback we hade received and what thoughts it had evoked. When I talked about 
the distance I got it confirmed, Hanna Heilborn encouraged me to dig deeper. 
I had to own the project, be honest and stand up for the things that I felt matter.  
I panicked for a while, I thought that everything I had done so far was shallow crap and I wanted 
to drop out of school. After some days I went back to my project plan. In it I had written that I 
want the project to make me blush, that I should work with questions that might make me 
awkward. I had also written that I wanted to work with automatic writing. Over all I realized I 
had all of these things that I wanted to explore and do, but then I did not do them. So I decided 
that I would write. One thing that I had wanted to talk about but had not felt like digging in to 
was feelings that arise when people assume things about you, like when people assume that I am 
straight and how I react to that. I found a note in my phone: I wish I had a boyfriend. I thought 
about how that sentence had been in my mind since I was a teenager but how it had contained 
different wishes. Like: I wish I could fit in, I wish I got to belong, I wish I was my brother, I wish 
I was her. ”Everything would be so much easier if…”. I wrote:  

Why do People keep asking me if I'm seeing anyone?  
Who am I supposed to see?  
Who do we see?  
I wish I had a boyfriend when I get that question. 
Living outside of what we see is like a silent rain. No the everyday does not bother me, I am living a safe life, my friends, 
my family, my apartment, my money, my education, my looks, my land, my heritage, my actions, my work, my thoughts, 



my behavior keeps me safe. And then there is the silent rain, the frequently asked questions about who I'm seeing, what 
I like, what I do, what I do when I do what I do. Or the assumptions. They don't hurt me, but they make me feel 
ashamed, they remind me of the feeling of shame, and how it is supposed to be there. 

Again, even though I did not really feel content with it, and knew that I would not use it I felt 
inspired to write more. I got in to the ”going from crippling self doubt to hybris”-spiral. I wanted to 
work as close to my own feelings as possible, or at least be honest about my thoughts. I wanted to 
tell how it feels. I soon discovered that that wasn't easy, I don't really know how it feels, and I really 
didn’t know how to show it either. 
I wrote in my logbook:  

12/10 2016 Wednesday 
I’m not here to criticize anything, I’m here to problematize and talk about how it feels. 
HOW DOES IT FEEL TO CONSTANTLY PROBLEMATIZE AND QUESTION ONE’S 
OWN BEING, WHERE CAN I REST?  
I have written another text, it begins with trying to explain what it feels like in the brain when I try 
to talk about and work with these things.  Trying to explain how it feels when feeling feelings that 
could also feel problematic. Or, when trying to explain without having a lot of references, when 
something feels wrong but you don't have the words to explain it, or tools to talk about it.  

13/10 2016 Thursday  
What I realized going to school: I need to find a resistance in the project that is not the fear of 
doing the project. Like a resistance in the project. Or rather: what is the resistance that makes me 
feel uncomfortable with working with the project.  
I told Channa Bianca and she immediately said: Oh, like if your writing a thesis you also have an 
anti thesis. 
I’m not sure it’s the right word. I think my antithesis would be the existing social norms and the 
unquestioned way of building our society on one kind of love. The nuclear family, the one partner, 
the heterosexuality. And also, the longing to belong but to what? And maybe also: why is it so 
wrong with these norms? But that is something I don't need to answer because my project is to talk 
about other possibilities, and problematize the current norms, not question their existence. 
I think I need to find the resistance in the practice. I talked to Channa about aesthetics, I haven't 
really thought about the aesthetics for my project.  
I also need to stop listening to 90’s rnb, I think the state I’m in right now requires a harder, heavier 
soundtrack. I need to get angry instead of sad.  
Pree Me with Burna Boy is an in-between, a segway. 
Where can I rest in my craft, where do I feel communicative? 



18/5 2015 I wrote in my logbook that I want to find a cathartic way of working. I heard someone 
say it, I don't remember where. Demanding of yourself to work in a cathartic way is a quite big 
pressure to put on oneself , but if I could ask myself to work in a way where I did not get bored, I 
could move on from there. By writing lists of what I wanted to do and what I thought could be fun, 
and also finding ways of working where it felt easy and moved fast I got inspired. So instead of 
finding out what was cathartic I found out what made me do something at all, where I did not really 
know what it would become, where I was not afraid of repetition and where I did not think about 
the end result. What I found was that my best place to work was to imagine a fog.  
Thinking about working in a fog also helps me to work nearby my thoughts, in fog you can’t see, so 
you have to work nearby where you stand. It helps to imagine a smaller place, where the things I got 
close to me is what I am able to use, with that said it must not necessarily mean something I already 
know how to handle, since there is help to get from others in the fog. The word cathartic is about a 
cleanse, a radical emotional experience, where something or someone might be reborn,  the 
liberating fog is a place where something can exist without being defined but still discussed.  
There I could see the connection between my way of working and the ambiguity in the theme of my 
work. How the non decided and the undefined could take place. 
I have never used the word intuition in relation to my work, but I love the phrase: I don't know 
what it is, but I want it. 

17 October 2016 Monday 
Today we had Monday meeting, I read them a text that I wrote this Friday. I think I found my 
resistance, my resistance is shame, I need to work where it hurts.  
I really think Solange does it in a great way on her latest album, her subject is springing out from a 
frustration, a life and death frustration and life. The text is upfront, not censored, easy to get but still 
poetic.  
So, I’ve done some automatic writing, and am planning on keeping on doing it. When I read it at 
the meeting people were encouraging and liked it, they liked the tone, which is really good and 
important to me. I want the tone to switch without glitches, like seamless.  I find the point of 
automatic writing to be able to go fast from one feeling and mood to another. 
I want the text to be flowing and filled with information but still not dense. And I want to combine 
it with my drawings, rather then illustrate the text I want them to work together. So my plan now is 
to make a fanzine with this. Maybe the text will appear on one side and image on the other, or they 
will share. I will add pages of text also, like this: 



I saw this as a manuscript and was not sure what to do with it, but decided on making another 
video for the coming feedback session.  
In my logbook I wrote: 
November 1 2016 Tuesday  
The idea for this video is that I will read the text and there will be animations and images, some 
parts there will only be text, and some parts will only be images, and then some will be there at the 
same time.  
Today it’s Tuesday and on Monday we have the feedback session. What is important for me until 
then is to work with the tempo, the tempo in the images, what kind of images to include, I have 
found the theme/style/feeling I need to make more drawings and find in what tempo they should be 
animated and in what tempo to read the text, also how to read it. It is very important that the tempo 
is right, otherwise it can go wrong.  
This must be told with respect for the subject and with a head held high, the text and images need 
my full support. And it is in the tempo and the composition of text and image I can give that 
support. This week I also need to do some changes to the text, no big changes or add too much, but 
change some details, reformulate, better and more clear. I thing rambling is ok, but it needs to be 



concise rambling. I also think that the first text and the second text could come closer to each other. 
That the first text is spontaneous, honest and tentative, while the other one is a bit more stiff and 
filtered. I want the tentative to be more present in the second one and that it becomes closer to the 
personal feeling in the first one. I think it can sting a bit more.  

It has gone from wanting to draw particular situations and people, to physical contact and drawings 
of people to drawings of the feelings and what you see when you feel them, kind of. I wanted to 
draw the movements and the in between. 

 
I made gifs with images that I showed while reading the text. 
Afterwards people seemed to get it, or at least get something, 
relate or understand. For me it is not important that people 
recognize the situations, but that they can relate to the feelings, 
maybe. I started thinking about how I would turn this into 
something that could be exhibited. I liked the presentation format, 
but i realized that it was not convenient for the exhibition to make 
a performance, that would require me to be in the exhibition 
several times a day and do the presentation. I felt that I did not 
want that, and that the images and text could work as a video. 

In December we had our presentations, I made a movie, and read the 
text live as a voiceover. I wrote a presentation with focus on my process, 
based on what I had written so far in my logbook and my report. 
Stepping Into The Liberating Fog - A Talk About Getting 
Comfortable.  



I had a vision about the exhibition: My aim is to build a room for the video where the visitor will 
feel taken care of, I want the visitor to feel welcome but not keen on staying forever. The ceiling will 
be a lightbox and the walls fabric, there will be a carpet, a sofa and a chair. In April I will build this 
space to be able to try out the 
s o u n d , t r y s p e a k e r s a n d 
headphones on an audience to see 
how it works with the video. 
Since I won’t be there in person 
to read to the visitor, I want to 
create a sound that gives the 
feeling of a presence more then 
just a voiceover. 

After that I gave myself time off 
over Christmas and I felt that I 
was in a good stage in my project. 
Then I got back to school. I 
struggled with the voice for the 
video. I did not want to record it 
and just put it in as a voice over, I wanted my presence to be there, and I found it hard to 
communicate that in just a recording, and I felt so much more comfortable to read it aloud rather 
then recording myself. I contacted my friend and sound artists Elize Arvefjord, she works with 
theatre and also has experience in directing. I wanted my presence represented in the sound, kind of 
like the atmosphere in the video with my friend and the morphing images and the hard bread being 
eaten. But I did not want the sound to be as ”storytelling” as the rest of the video, working with the 
sound we discovered that very small things would set a different tone to the video than if they would 
not be there. We talked about rooms, about the air being high and close. And about finding the 
sound you only discover when it is gone, like a fan. We decided on working with these constant 
noises rather than more random background sounds.  
At this point I had two other problems, working with abstract drawing and carrying the feeling of 
not knowing anything about abstract drawing. I was insecure with the balance in the video between 
depictive images and abstract, I did not want to loose the viewer but at the same time I felt that I 
was more drawn to the abstract drawings. The other problem was recording my voice reading the 
text that I written, I wrote it with no intention to record it like this, and I did not like the element 
my voice added to the text.  
I showed the video to Joanna Rubin Dranger, Hanna Heilborn and Joanna Hellgren. Both Hanna 
Heilborn and Joanna Hellgren thought I should have more depictive images in the video, for the 



viewer to hold on to and associate from when they saw the abstract images. While Joanna Rubin 
Dranger thought the other way around, less depictive images so the viewer can make their own 
interpretation of the text trough the images.  
With the recording of the voice I felt that it was too small, insecure and sad, Joanna felt the same 
and we talked about it lacking agency.  

Spring 2017  

11/1 2017 Wednesday 
Today I need to make a time plan for the coming months, it feels hard and I don't want to.  
It doesn't feel good working with the sound. I don't know, it is like I am loosing the control a bit 
working with someone else at this point, and that I don't want to involve Elize if I am not willing to 
collaborate.  The other day I was going to buy a lipstick, and I ended up buying one that I wasn't 
sure I liked just because I had gotten so much help from the salesperson. I did not want to keep on 
being annoying and ask her to bring out another color, and I felt that I was bad at explaining what I 
wanted, and insulted her by being vague and that I shouldn't have bothered her and just tried on 
lipsticks by myself until I found the right one.  
I retured the lipstick I bought some hours later.  
I need to talk to Elize.  

Tuesday 24/1 2017 
What I have decided:  
Redraw the images I have in the video with pen. Colors: blue, dark red, bright red, beige, beige/pink.  
Use headphones in the exhibition: three pairs.  
Put together written text and images, still frames that is not in the video, into a fanzine.  
Have a trial exhibition in the student union gallery in March, check the sound and the size of the 
installation.  
Find cheap fabrics. 

Agnes Martin writes:  
”We’re absolutely convinced we have the solution and then the moment is over.  
She also writes:  
Not to know, but to go on. 
and:  
she is doubtful when trying to bring back to mind her own thoughts.” 



As the video and things around it is getting closer to being done I start doubting everything. 
Having spent so much time with all of this material has made me blind for what is good and bad 
with it. Then all I can do is trust that what I have decided is right and keep on working. I ask people 
about advice more than earlier, about the most basic things, but I guess that’s where I am now, basic 
things like color choices for the installation and details in the video.  

I am thinking of the publication that I am thinking about doing, if I am going to do it. I think it can 
be about my work, a fanzine where I can collect everything I have done around my work and talk 
about how I have handled these subjects and so on. Like, turn my presentation into a publication 
maybe? Where I can discuss what I have done from a method perspective. And collect all my 
referens images and quotes, and other things I have drawn and written that are not included in the 
video (video-link coming below). 

Thursday 16/2 2017  
I did not write anything on Thursday the 16th, today it’s Saturday. I can’t believe how little I write in 
my logbook nowadays. Maybe it is because I am not working so much on my project. I am in school 
all of the time, but I am not getting in to a work mode, I am constantly forcing myself to do things. 
I guess that is what Agnes Martin describes as discipline: 

”Going on without resistance or notions is called discipline.  
Going on where hope and desire have been left behind is called discipline.”  

But I am tired of discipline now, I want to feel the desire to work, I want to feel that it is fun to 
work. I also want to stop whining about not having the desire to work.  
At least I have recorded two versions of the text and had a good tutorial with Joanna. She thought 
there should be no depictive images in the video, and I agree with her, at the same time as I think it 
is really scary to go full out abstract. At the same time the text is so descriptive, so she is right about 
the abstract images letting the viewer do their own interpretation of the text, and more depictive 
images can throw one out of that interpretation/feeling. But my fear is that is will become to vague.  
An other way to go is to draw more images like this one, that is both abstract and depictive.  
Because right now I feel that it becomes a bit to many bland and random lines. I feel like I have 
fallen out of it, for awhile I drew and what came out were things I wanted to use, I got a special 
feeling out of the craft and what it became, it became SOMETHING, not only lines. It feel like I 
was lucky for a while, and now it’s gone.  





Monday 6/3 2017  
I need to draw illustrations that really communicate what I am thinking and that those images can 
look how the hell they want, the don't have to be pretty. I don't think that is my problem, I am not 
striving to do pretty images, I think my problem is that I don't know what to draw. I am out of 
ideas. It feels like my drawings and my ideas are falling out of hands, that I am loosing my thoughts 
and everything I do turns in to a mannerism rather than what I want to draw for real. I don't know 
anything about working with video and I don't know anything about abstraction, usually that would 
trigger me to work, it should be feeling like an exciting challenge, but now it only scares me.  

To try to move forward in combining the text and the images, and creating new drawings I color 
coded the text and divided the different parts in to a ”now” ”then” and ”later”. This helped me to 
decide the mood and it became a foundation for further drawings, then I did not stick to it totally, 
and the more I worked with the text in the work with the voice over, the deeper I got into knowing 
what I wanted to draw for the different parts. I kept on changing and adding images until a week 
before the exhibition.  
The 16/3 I decided to name what I was exhibiting at the spring show Let Me Try To Explain, on the 
20/3 I sent my text for the website.  

Let Me Try To Explain   
”I felt my sadness to be in me, deeply 
at the same time as I understood it to be outside of me 
generated by the world. ” 
- Anna Zalokostas  

- I tried to crawl into you, she said 
- I felt that, I replied. 

It is not about wanting, it's about needing. 
It's desire and love. 
it is getting rid of the feelings  
that invites me to deny myself. 
Handling the feelings of shame  
that comes with talking about this. 
It’s about taking a break, and remembering.  



It is deep friendships. 

Let Me Try To Explain  

”Jag kände min sorg inom mig, djupt 
samtidigt som jag förstod den att vara utanför mig 
skapad av världen”  
- Anna Zalokostas 

- Jag försökte krypa in i dig, sa hon 
- jag kände det, svarade jag.  

Det är inte att vilja ha, det är att behöva.  
Det är begär och kärlek.  
Det är att göra mig av med känslorna  
som uppmanar mig att förneka mig själv.  
Att hantera skamkänslorna  

som kommer av att prata om det här. Det är 
att ta en paus, och att komma ihåg.  
Det är djup vänskap.  

Let Me Try To Explain: https://vimeo.com/
218621345 
Lösenord: Explain  
 





 



Th e E x h i b i t i o n a n d  
finishing the video  
In the end of March  I 
started focusing on what I 
needed for the building of 
the exhibition. I started 
looking for fabrics, carpet, 
lights and sponsorships for 
these things.  
The 30/3 we had a meeting 
with the curator, he told me 
I was going to be on the 
second floor in the black 
house. I did not think it 
was a good idea, I had never been on the second floor but I imagined it to be as the ground floor in 
that house, which I perceived as dark and not suited for my installation. During my quest for 
material for the exhibition I had decided not to do the light ceiling because of it becoming to 
expensive, and also I thought it would be a good idea to use the many sky lights that all ready exists 
at konstfack. But then we got to go up to the second floor of the black house and I loved it! The 
space is big, bright and the interior had this 90’s municipal style, which would go great with the 
waiting room/municipal feeling I was looking for in the room that I was going to build. It ended up 
with students from other departements tearing all those details down, and painting everything 
white,  to my and Oskar Laurins great disappointment. I thought it would be fun to work site 
specific in the room and change as little as possible, and also use the surrounding in my work, but I 
guess people had imagined a white space, like the look of Konstfack, when they planned their 
exhibitions.  
  In the middle of april my priorities were to find the material I needed and to finish the voiceover 
for the video. I alternated going to Stuvsta to look for carpet with hanging out a lot in the sound 
recording studio. I had grown sick of the video and was so bored with the text, but I found that the 
best way of recording was to do it a lot. Elize Arvefjord came to help me, we talked about the text, 
what the different parts was about and how I felt about them. Elize asked me who I imagined 
talking to in the text. I imagined different people for each part of the text. In the end I used three 
different readings that I cut together. They were all recorded in the same day, I had by then learned 
the text by heart and I sat in the small recording studio the entire day, taking water and toilets 
breaks. I was so tired, I read it with my eyes closed and tried to read it as close to my thoughts as 
possible. I allowed myself to add words that made it feel more natural. In the beginning I had this 
idea that it would be nice if it was audible that I was reading the text from a paper,  in the end it felt 



more logical and went better along with the images when I read the text in a way where I am trying 
to remember what I am going to say - which was true since I did not use any papers and had to take 
pauses to remember what to say next.  
I had a breakdown, I was exhausted and I got really anxious as the exhibition came closer. I spent 
one day crying in my bed, the next day I walked around as in a cloud and the day after that I went 
to school and spent all day editing my video, on the 25/4 I wrote in my logbook:  
I think I cut the final version of the video yesterday, feels good. I am also happy with the voice over, 
we will see what Elize has to say. I worry about what other people will think, but if Im satisfied I 
have to trust myself in that, actually.  
I think I needed to let some of the tension go, and after that I could keep working, it really helped.  
 



Building the exhibition  
The 2/5 we got access to the black house and 
could start building. The building process 
included a lot of tears, frustration and doubt 
but at the end it turned out very well.  
My friend Gabbi came to help me with the 
light ceiling. We took away the sound 
absorbing panels in the ceiling and put beams 
with led-tape attached on them on top of the 
steal grid in the ceiling. I made frames with 
frosted paper to put instead of the panels. The 
light of the led-tape was too blue, so Gabbi 
came up with the great idea to put this 
yellowish masking tape on top of the lamps, it 
saved the day.  
Everything took so much more time than I 
had anticipated, and I had a big feeling of 
control loss since I couldn't make my ideas 
reality on my own. I ordered 17 meters of 
curtains from Ikea, my mom, Ann-Marie, 
came to help me iron them and hang them, 
we attached the curtains to the rack with 
cable ties and made an about 20 cm big gap 
in the curtains as entrance to the room. My 
brother Jacob helped me with making the 
curtain rack, we used the curtain racks that had been torn down by the other students exhibiting 
next to the windows. We bent three of them in to the shape I wanted (not round, not square, and 
also a bit wavy) and then drilled them all together. We attached them in the ceiling with steal wires. 
I cut the screen to project on from a white block-out roller blind, and attached that in steal wires 
from the ceiling as well. I had been looking forward to attaching the carpet tiles to the floor, but 
when the time came for that I realized I had to do other stuff and had to delegate the work to Disa 
Wallander in M1. I attached the projector just above the entrance. The furniture went great with the 
feeling in the room, and judging from the reactions from the visitors I think I succeeded in creating 
the feeling of a waiting room, a municipal space, that I was aiming for. During the entire building 
process I got a lot of help from Oskar Laurin from my class,  who was exhibiting next to me.  



 

 



 



The End 
I wrote a short description of my work for the examination: Let Me Try To Explain is a visual essay 
about feelings, needs, shame and deep friendships.  
The opening day was overwhelming and heart warming, it turned out that people liked and could 
relate to my video, it felt good to hear people say that they relate to the feelings and thoughts.  
The two days of examinations, held by each work in the exhibition, were so much fun to take part of. 
Suddenly we got to take part of new perspectives on all of our works that we all ready gotten to 
know so well.  My opponent was not properly briefed about the format of the examinations, and 
was not comfortable with speaking english either, so what gave me the most was the questions and 
comments received from my classmates and teachers from Konstfack.  Agga Anne Mette Stage 
from my class, amongst other things commented that my work is about needing people. That made 
me put into words some thoughts I had had regarding wanting and needing in relation to my work,  
thoughts I had not been able to formulated in that way before that.  

Again about  the Abstract  
I knew that there was a correlation between the subject of the video and the abstract drawings, how 
the abstract drawings allowed me to discuss the feelings talked about in the text in a way where 
nothing had to be defined. Something I did not make clear to myself was what those feelings were 
for me. I knew that my video was about friendships, and I know that it was about feelings around 
relationships, and the feelings of not being able to trust your own feelings in a normative society. 
But towards the end of my process I realized that there was a connection in my going towards the 



abstract drawings and trying to discuss my experiences. I have been saying that friendship is not 
about wanting, it is about needing for me, and how these two things do not match. The things we 
want are socially constructed, but not the things we need, to learn that, or to at least question my 
wants have made it possible for me to move forward. In this case that has also worked out for my 
work with the images as well, I have since the beginning had this fear of being too literal, at the 
same time as I have had the fear of being too vague. In the end I have realized that this way of 
drawing has made me feel a certain way in the body, I have found it joyful and it has made me feel 
good,  I have seen things in the lines of the drawings that I have enjoyed. I have in a sense needed to 
make these drawings because they correlate with my physical and emotional needs.  



The Fanzine  
During the spring I had collected material to put in a fanzine that would be available in the book 
shop during the exhibition. But I never got along to finish it before the exhibition. I had sat down 
and gone through my report and written a new text that could be seen as short conclusion of the 
report, I had collected about 100 images that I wanted to include, but in the end my brain just said 
no. From the opening on 11/5 to 17/5 I worked on finishing the fanzine, but then I gave up.  
Following is the text for the fanzine and then the images. My aim was to make chapters out of the 
parts of the text and put the images in the chapters, that did not happen. The images is a collection 
of the images I have been using in the report so far, drawings I made in my research, drawings I 
made because I felt like doing them in relation to my project, paraphrases and reference images, 
screen grabs from my videos, transcripts from the sleepover interviews and notes from my notebook.  
1. 
I’ve been thinking about friendships, I experience it, and I love it.  
I want it, but more importantly I need it, and I need to talk, draw and write about it.  
I wanted to recognize the spaces where friendships take place, and get agency.  
This fanzine is a collection of visual material that I have found, collected and made during my work 
with my master thesis. 

2. 
I thought of the women selling stuff on the home shopping network.  
How they use their hands, how they communicate with other women through their hands, through 
the television. And instead of them stroking each other they are stroking pillows, jewelry and 
clothes. 

3. 
I learned that the right to feel or be weak, annoying, demanding, wanting, longing helping or 
worried, should be reserved for one person.  

4. 
I thought: What is a home, who belongs there, what kind of attention and care is expected from 
which people, who is considered family, when does that change, or what can change it? 
I have been looking at friends, sisters and lovers, a hand on a hand or a shoulder. 
I wanted to make conversation. 
5. 
I remember thinking: I wish I had a boyfriend,   
I wish I was my brother. 



I asked myself: why can’t I just be a normal person?  
I thought about the longing to belong, and what it was belonging to.  
I wasn't here to criticize anything, I wanted to problematize and talk about how it feels.  
I don’t really know how it feels.  
How does it feel to constantly problematize and question ones own being,  
where can you rest? 
6. 
I wanted to repeat my drawings, give them a tempo and a sequence, 
I wanted to draw things that we can recognize but maybe not be sure from where,  
or be sure about why we recognize them.  
Maybe you think it is from something you’ve seen  
but maybe it is from something you felt,  
and also it can be a part of you, maybe I drew your knee.  
I wanted to draw the movements of the in betweens. 
I thought about documenting, and I asked: Who wants to keep me? 

7.  
I’ve been thinking about loosing it, letting go.  
Go work where it hurts.  

I thought: What am I not telling them? 
Where can I rest in my craft, where do I feel communicative? 
I wanted to find a place where something can exist without being defined, 
where the non decided and the undefined can take place. 
I don’t know what it is, but I want it. 

Agnes Martin writes:  
”We’re absolutely convinced we have the solution and then the moment is over.  
She also writes:  
She is doubtful when trying to bring back to mind her own thoughts.” 























I thought of the women selling stuff on the home shopping 
network. 
How they use their hands, how they communicate with 
other women through their hands, through the television. 
And instead of them stroking each other they are stroking 
pillows, jewelry and clothes.
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