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Field Recordings 
 
I am not sure I will be able to confront the imprints of the day and make myself believe 
that more text has to be produced. Going through diaries, notes and sketches, it seems I 
have spent much of my artistic investigation based on the notion that if one thinks poetry 
has none or just a marginalized effect on social structures, one simply looks for poetry in 
the wrong places. I have tried to relate my work to a context of conspiracy theories and 
outsider art, whose distorted versions of the present result in hallucinatory visions. A 
reference here has been Johan Fredrik Pettersson’s (1873-1918) almanac of year 5732, 
produced at Västervik’s Hospital. I have also tried to frame it as a ghost of modernism, 
an unfinishable magnum opus made with a Tower of Babel-builder’s stubborn retention 
to a single piece of work, resembling at least the ambition of Robert Musil or Marcel 
Proust. I have argued that the combination of essay and practice is a straight 
descendant, albeit mystical and obscure, of the works of Freud and Kristeva, whose 
production processes are identical to that of a writer. I have told myself that it has 
significance not as a work of science but as a work of fiction, and a natural position in 
the history of fiction-based science. Looking back, I feel distanced to the person who has 
made these reflections. It is quiet at my desk and fumes of hot coffee stain the air. I am 
looking at the desert of unwritten pages ahead and forget why I wanted to write this 
introduction in the first place. But it is too late to turn back now, so here we go. I tell 
myself this will only hurt a minute. 
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It is 1969 and Neil Armstrong walks around with a Hasselblad camera taking snapshots. 
One is a whole figure portrait of Buzz Aldrin, taken from such an angle that the earth in 
its entirety, if you enlarge the high-resolution picture, is reflected like a blue-white lens 
flare in Aldrin’s visor. It is very small, and I think it is important that it is a reflection rather 
than the whole earth fitted into one photograph. The world only exists as a reflection in 
the mind of an individual and the way a person relates to the world is simply through this 
reflection in the visor of their senses. 
 

 
 
Not until someone was able to go far enough out there could such a photograph be 
taken. The theories about a desperate cold war staging, because the race to the moon 
had to be won, adds another layer. It becomes an artistic act, a photography surrounded 
by such an amount of performative elements that no one will ever know if it really 
happened. In other words, this profound image of the human condition becomes a lie, 
but what a lie. 
 
It is not possible to provide a simple description of what the picture of Aldrin depicts. 
Different political or commercial implications could easily be imagined. It might even 
depict itself as a historic document. That is, it depicts Aldrin but it also depicts an 
analogue photograph of Aldrin. When it was fresh it certainly portrayed the future but as 
time went on, it began to represent the past. A fragment of a specific historic era, 
complete with that matte, low contrast reprinted look, a fleeting undefinable mist, only 
visible after decades of reproduction, which might just be the ghost of the unfulfilled 
promises of modernism. In the following pages, it is in this mist I will dwell. 
 
I have to admit that my plans for this immediate space were grand. I imagined using the 
document as an opportunity to present a distillate of every single aspect of art I had 
encountered during the last years, or let us be honest, my entire life, in an adequate 
manner, and give to the world as a gift. Dark midnight insights that stem from a vast, 
hidden world that the human mind seldom have access to would be presented to the 
reader with every imaginable wittiness and lightness of the morning coffee hours. Oh 
well. Reading through what I accomplished yesterday, a fragment of Tomas Tranströmer 
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comes to mind. I had to look it up and I retell it to you here: An artist remembers his 
childhood, he used to be a planet and through his atmosphere, he could see the light 
and dust from outside transform into beautiful rainbows and falling stars. The climate on 
the surface was mild and tempered. As a grown up, the shelter has disappeared and the 
surface has become hot and dry, unprotected from rocks and sunlight, beset by natural 
catastrophes. It is night again; I have tried all day to write. The act of forcing myself to it 
has the inevitable consequence of making irrelevant thoughts blossom and prosper. It 
takes me to some state of mind where I know, for a change, what I want and think is 
important to spend time on before I die. When I think about it, my most creative efforts 
were made late at night while I was busy reading some dense theory about something 
boring that I had to write a paper on. In order to be able to continue to live on student 
loans. Those good old days. 
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New paragraph. It is already past twelve now and I should really make an effort to get 
back to the subject. However, I am far more interested in sharing something I am 
occupied with during the days, when I do not try to write this introduction. I have been 
working with my double 8 film, finally coming up with an idea of how to transfer it to the 
editing program. It will be photographed frame by frame, or actually six frames each 
time. I will borrow a macro lens and the Canon 6D mark II, since it has a time-lapse 
function that allows long exposure time. Then lock myself in the scanning room where I 
think the light table will provide a nice, even light. It is important to capture the highlights 
of the analogue film since a lot of information is hiding there. By this, I mean the 
shadows, since the film is negative and the highlights are dark. I have to make sure not 
to overexpose. When photographing digitally, a lot of information is instead hiding in the 
actual shadows. One is making his way through the darkness and has to be prepared for 
the things that can jump up at any point during editing. When editing analogue material, 
everything is hiding in the light. A blistering sky is treated with a happily smiling curve 
and a small, light cloud appears, or a thin branch with soft, dreamy edges, while, further 
down the spectrum, richness comes forth everywhere in the colors. Another aspect is 
the grain, which explains my emphasis on getting a high resolution. I do not want to miss 
the silver crystal mosaic that the analogue image ends with. The pixels have to be small 
enough so that the grain is not obscured by the harsh breakdown into square, discrete 
elements of the world that the digital image stands for. 
 
I like writing in sessions like this. Paragraphs fill the appointed number of pages at a 
preferable pace and their jam-like structure makes it unnecessary for me to censor while 
I write. After each session I have the pleasurable feeling of having added a page or two 
without much effort at all. I forget how liberating this kind of improvisation can be. 
Usually, I tend to turn most of my attention to the unbeatable advantages of recordings. 
A movie, where all stages initially are performance - from the moment of filming 
something to the reading of the voice over to the sound effects or music on the 
soundtrack - is always carefully arranged in the editing room. Clips are shortened, 
switched, levels are turned up, down, equalized. The same goes with music. There is a 
genuine pleasure in recording a poorly coordinated drum performance, then press the 
quantize button and watch every beat fall into place in the graphic representation of the 
sound. Adding more instruments. Spending take after take on getting harmonies right. 
For a long time my idea of a “song” has not been the score but the final recording. This 
spirit is recognizable in the genres of “fantasia” and “impromptu” music, established in 
the 15th and early 19th century respectively, which are written compositions that try to 
sound improvised. In this regard, a recording is a construction of something that looks 
like a thought; a set of signs that work as a supplement for thinking. One does not have 
to have first-hand experience because the recording is there to rely on, as an aid for 
representation. Born at the same time is the risk that the recording is mistaken for an 
actual thought. Intended as an instrument for knowledge, it comes across as knowledge 
itself. In this light, watching a movie could be an activity easily mistaken for knowing. I 
plant this seed now and see if anything grows out of it. 
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I spend a lot of time in the editing room but a small amount of it is dedicated to actual 
editing. Most of the time I just hang out with the material. I watch it and get to know it. I 
am afraid this behavior seems to be my standard approach when it comes to production, 
since it is already half past four in the afternoon and I have only written this single 
paragraph so far today. Literally, without erasing anything. I have re-read the text, 
looked at notes I thought I could include and sunken into their beautiful, perfect 
imperfectness. So much for setting a whole day aside for the project. As I go through 
documents, notes on my phone and old texts that never got used, I find myself in a place 
where I can see how they are connected, all at the same time, but only if I do not touch 
them or move anything. 
 
A couple of months have passed since I wrote that last paragraph. Since I have received 
no inquiries I assume it is not an overwhelming hurry to get the text finished.  
 

 
Work does not look like work anymore. 

It is now solitude and lonely coffee sipping in front of a screen and a gaze that watches it 
but does not watch it, whose real focus is set at some distant point beyond it. The digital 
clock in the upper right corner behaves like a time-lapse. Of course, there is still a 
certain amount of bike riding at odd hours across fields that used to be cultivated and 
are now a thick brushwood, to wear out one’s back a couple of hours at a warehouse 
without any promise of ever getting back there again, even though one has answered 
the phone at 6:15, barely eaten breakfast and cancelled all other plans for the day. It is 
not as life fulfilling or harmonic as I imagine a steady employment would have been, but 
still, the rising sun makes the dew on the thin branches glow and there is always a brook 
rippling gently somewhere on the way there. Like the pleasant moments of 
establishment scenes before the psychologically demanding turns in a melodrama. One 
just wishes that the title sequence would go on forever, that no characters would ever be 
allowed to enter the scenes. 
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One day this fall, when I still got hours from the staffing company, I stopped on the way 
home to sit under a tree by the river. I filmed the water and branches that floated by and 
put the phone down beside me. I came to think about the story of the ancient Egyptian 
god Theuth trying to pitch his new invention, the art of writing, to king Thamus. The King 
is not enthusiastic about it, pointing out that this new instrument of remembering will only 
make its users mistake it for memory and make them ignorant and hard to get along 
with. I come to think of it again as I find myself editing this very document over and over 
to make it look completely impromptu, struggling to maintain an illusion that the text is a 
live transmission of my thoughts. 
 
Apart from this apparent way of using text for one’s own purposes, the idea of replacing 
speech with an accurate reproduction also suggests an impulse of providing an identical 
copy, down to the very smallest bit. A drive to retell something in a completely lossless 
way, that goes beyond the need to communicate only necessary information. I think I am 
trying to outline a belief in ontology for ontology’s sake. A claim that text is the final truth, 
which spread from theological studies to science during the age of enlightenment. At the 
same time, the musical score developed into demanding the exact performance of a 
piece, rather than being a suggestion. This is the point in time where the infection of 
logic supposedly stroke western culture. Suddenly, it is clear to me that it is this impulse 
that must have paved way for photography and sound recording. 
 

 
 
I picked up the phone and got ready to leave and realized I had not pressed rec when I 
started filming, only when I was finished. Consequentially, I had no footage of the river, 
just a long, unintended shot of the afternoon sky, one of the last clear days this fall. It 
was enchanting, a moment filled with peace and in absolute synchronization with nature. 
A film that had made itself while I looked away. It reminded me of the sensation I get 
from films such as Chantal Akerman’s “News From Home”, “D’Est” and Sharon 
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Lockhart’s “Pine Flat”. I have also experienced it in Robert Siodmak’s “Menschen am 
Sonntag” and Ivan Passer’s “Intimní osvětlení”, where the events let the film itself take 
place. I am trying to find the right words for this sensation. Maybe it has to do with the 
experience of seeing the world through a camera obscura, this feeling of watching life 
itself, or something more elevated if one could articulate it. But it is also the happiness of 
simply having caught something. When nothing more is needed than to proudly exhibit 
the prey in its cage. A jubilant statement of the obvious: “It is!” Like a child pointing at 
something and saying “that, there it is, lo!” and nothing else. After all, a photographic 
image is just a flat surface, covered with shadows and highlights to suggest depth. The 
incidental experience of meaning is caused by impressive skills of trompe-l'œil. It was 
never deep, but it is profoundly shallow. A lack of knowledge unsurpassed in vastness. 
 
Later. I do not know if the picture of Aldrin with the earth reflection is actually from the 
real Apollo expedition or if I have seen it in a film. Perhaps it does not even exist. I feel 
no urge to look it up. This text is written when fact checking is carried out on the same 
instrument as reading, making arguments appear so transparent that the necessity of 
following them up seems redundant. I mean, I could google it so easily that it feels like I 
already know it. 
 

	
 
I have spent most of my evenings at the cinematheque lately. The amount of films you 
can watch for a one-year membership is remarkable. The 1920’s Soviet silent movies 
are often sparsely titled because of the 60 % illiteracy in the country and the necessity of 
relying on image and montage rather than text. The occasional comic effects are 
obvious: ”Cotton”, then an image of a cotton plant, ”cotton”, people harvesting cotton, 
”cotton”, again an image of a plant. The relieving laughter obscures any suspicion that 
illiteracy might be a problem in our age and part of the world as well. It is certainly not 
textual, but if one imagines something like an emotional illiteracy, like Ingmar Bergman 
in his notes on ”Scenes from a Marriage”, it is easy to imagine future, more emotionally 
trained human beings giggle in their cinematheques at our misunderstanding-driven 
plots. 
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A year or so ago, I thought I had solved the riddle of productivity. I realized that I always 
created things in modes. I mean this in a musical sense, that I tuned in to a certain scale 
and went along with it. Anything could be done as long as I stayed within the scale, it 
provided an endless resource of material. If I just found my own position in the mode of, 
for example, Sonja Åkesson’s “Självbiografi (replik till Ferlinghetti)”, life observation after 
life observation could suddenly be articulated. Typically, I would start after coffee and 
have a voice over for a short film ready by lunch. If I just found a film to tune into, for 
example Powell and Pressburger’s “A Matter of Life and Death”, I was able to use it as a 
point of reference throughout the duration of a whole film project. Describing it as theft 
would be inaccurate. It was more like a perfect crime. I could choose exactly how much I 
wanted to reveal by ways of contextualization or performance. It gave a saturation of 
meaning to things I was doing. Until now, I have never given this a second thought. I had 
actually built up for this part about modular scales, planning to reference my method to 
the improvisation of “Kind of Blue” or the impressionism of Debussy. Feeling my lifeless 
fingers move depressively over the keyboard however, I am realizing that this method 
can for some reason not be used on demand. I feel inclined to admit that my method, if 
musical at all, is a bourdon. A monotonously idling engine, which I have forgotten all 
about as I listen for overtones. In this way, my investigation can be likened to a 
Mongolian throat song, going on through page after page in hope of finding an oasis. In 
this manner, I flâne	along through the desert.	
 
When one’s research is random, one does not follow threads of thought but of subtle 
impulses. Cues include the way things are written or presented, or the libraries and 
museums one has to go to in order to find them. Only mysteriously, the sources seem to 
echo one’s work. One spends time here, in the distant part of a university library, with 
volumes no one has loaned since 1980. Writing passages down, taking notes. Without 
being explained, the texts say things in a way one understands. It is often a “bolt from 
the blue”, and a source of wonderment. The perception of an isomorphism between two 
known structures is a significant advance in knowledge. The word ’isomorphism’ applies 
when two complex structures can be mapped onto each other, in such a way that to 
each part of one structure there is a corresponding part in the other structure, where 
’corresponding’ means that the two parts play similar roles in their respective structures. 
At this point one does not think rightly, just freely. One drinks coffee in the cafeteria in 
the afternoon when not many people are around. One takes walks, travels under the 
radar and gathers a jar of references to select from, to reflect one’s work in. If it had not 
been an artistic practice, it would have been madness. Like the almanac Johan Fredrik 
Pettersson produced during his confinement at Västervik’s Hospital. The hospital 
museum is run by a group of former caretakers. It was not part of the guided tour and we 
only saw it just before we left. A one edition matter-of-factly formulated record of 5732, 
centered around flora and infrastructure, particularly the railway between Landskrona 
and Stavanger.  
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January 24, 2019. Jonas Mekas died yesterday. At night, I dreamt that I met him. His 
movies are the products of many years of work, of collecting, of polishing, of caring. 
They grew, like some things of nature grow, little by little, until the time arrives to let them 
out. I stood in his basement and I looked in amazement at all kinds of little things in 
incredible number - wherever I looked I saw mysterious things growing, little by little. 
Some of them were just at the stage of birth, a detail or two, a fragment of a photograph; 
other things in further stages of growth, and still others almost completed, almost 
breathing - the entire place looked like some magic hothouse of buds and flowers of art. 
And there was Jonas himself, walking kindly among them, touching one, touching 
another, adding some detail, or just looking at them, or dusting them off - the Gardener - 
so they grow into their fragile, sensitive, sublime, and all-encompassing perfections.  
 
It is time for me to wrap up this introduction. The closure has tormented me for some 
time, but I have kept an exit that can be used if no other alternative appears. It is a 
solution rather than a conclusion. There is a part in “Contact” (1997) when Jodie Foster’s 
character records something that might be an alien encounter or an encounter with her 
own memories of childhood. She goes through a worm whole to a galaxy far, far away to 
record it. On earth, however, it appears as if her shuttle never left and was only closed 
for a couple of minutes, because of the hyper dimensional travel method. In spite of her 
witness, no one believes that she has been gone. Her equipment has not worked 
properly and the recording turns out to consist exclusively of noise. The final proof that 
something actually happened turns out to be not what she recorded, but that she 
recorded 18 hours of it. I think that is a nice way of avoiding assigning a recording 
unnecessary value. To say that the important thing is that there is 18 hours of it. 
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