QUESTIONS
✩✩✩
Look at the diagrammes. Which one
of them appeal to you the most?

Do you feel like answering these
questions?

............................................................

............................................................

If that diagramme is about you,
how does that make you feel?

If Europe was to disappear under the
sea, would you be disappointed?

............................................................

............................................................

When you think about yourself,
do you imagine a certain texture?

Do you consider yourself as lucky or
unlucky?

............................................................

............................................................

If you were to walk on a narrow line,
marked on the floor, would you fall
off to the right or to the left?

Someone is looking at you. When is
the right moment to look away?

............................................................

............................................................

How many steps did you imagine
taking before you fell off?

If this was the truth, would you
believe it?

............................................................

............................................................

Do you feel like answering these
questions says something about
your personality?

When you put this paper down, will
you do it with your left, right, or both
hands?

............................................................

............................................................

Welcome to Horrible Mixtures, my name
is Stina Nyberg and I will be your guide
in this text.
Some of you have just picked this folder
up, for others it has been lying around
for quite some time. Several of you
seem to be reading this paragraph for
the second time. Don’t worry about it,
you will be able to continue further than
last time.
I have given myself to you and you have
also given yourself to me. We will spend
some time together, and then we won’t.
I will do my best to manage our time
together.

And why don’t you write?
Write! Writing is for you,
you are for you; your body
is yours, take it. I know
why you haven’t written.
(And why I didn’t write
before the age of twentyseven). Because writing
is at once too high, too
great for you, it’s reserved
for the great-that is, for
“great men”; and it’s “silly”.

I will write about Horrible Mixtures. It’s
an attempt to write and not write down.
With that, I mean that this writing is
not an explanation or clarification of
the show Horrible Mixtures. Rather,
I want this writing to be an ongoing
practice, something that doesn’t come
to a sudden end; that this text is only
one embodiment out of many. I know
that when the text is written it can be
tempting to read it as an explanation
of the show, a way to understand the
intentions of the author. But I rather
hope to use it as a way to work and as a
text that is only realised when touched
by you, dear reader.

Besides, you’ve written a
little, but in secret. And it
wasn’t good, because it
was in secret, and because
you punished yourself for
writing, because you didn’t
go all the way; or because
you wrote, irresistibly, as
when we would masturbate
in secret, not to go further,
but to attenuate the tension
a bit, just enough to take the
edge off. And then as soon
as we come, we go and
make ourselves feel guiltyso as to be forgiven; or to
forget, to bury it until the
next time.

The work that I call Horrible
Mixtures started in 2012, which I
proclaimed as being “a year of magic”.
At the time, I perceived myself and
my practice as corralled by the idea
of the “project”. Of starting something,
projecting a future outcome, working
intensely for a short period, premiering
or presenting the Work, and then
moving on. The year of magic was an
attempt to engage in a more continuous
art practice, a method for spending
longer time on a work and including
different work processes under one
area of interest.
At first, I felt like I was failing.
The year of magic was not more magic
than any other year. It included as many
projects as before and I spent very
little time practising magic. But since
then, it has included several processes,
partners, spaces, books, practices,
collaborations and a performance. This
text is one part of that process.
I am aware of the contradiction
of making sense of the non-rational.
And the possible contradiction between
writing down ideas and not providing
answers. But I believe that the struggle
between them, the falling in and out
of sense-making, is a thrill. Thus I will
write about, around and alongside the
process and its intentions.

Can the proposition that
magic designates both
a craft of assemblages
and their particular
transformative efficacy help

I find myself located on one side of
several divides. Divides of bodies,
thoughts, backgrounds, languages,
classes, experiences, sexes, abilities
and histories. Divides that are formed
and reformed by my lived surroundings,
which keep on forming them. One of the

(Hélène Cixous, Laugh of the Medusa,
1975)

us to reclaim it from both
the safety of the metaphoric
and the stigma of the
supernatural? Can it help us
to feel instead that nothing
in nature is “natural”?
(Isabelle Stengers, Reclaiming Animism,
2012)

Sorry, I didn’t notice you
there. When did you get
here? I must have been
busy. There has been so

divides that cuts across my life is the
division between the real and the fake,
especially in relation to the division of
body and mind, or physical and spiritual.
Moving across those divides, or losing
track of them, was one of my departure
points. But in order to depart I have to
know from where I come from.
I have never been religious,
nor spiritual, and I have always been
sceptical towards alternative medicine,
new age, spiritual practices and religion,
even to yoga and horoscopes. Instead
I am drawn to science and scientific
explanations to physical phenomena,
as my rationale. I’m raised in the
Swedish school system, educated as
a dancer, and later in choreography.
As a choreographer I inherit a divide
between words and movements,
between theatre and dance, writing
and ephemerality, talking and body
language. I am affiliated to several
decades of different strategies which
attempt to put words to things we learn
through sensing and doing, but cannot
explain.
The divide between the abstract,
logical thinking and the experiential,
personal, empirical knowledge is a
divide that cuts through our history of
knowledge. What is the possibility of
bridging that divide, or blurring their
borders?

I got interested in magic as a suggestion
for a way out of a rational world view.
A practice suggesting another system,
one that includes inexplicables,
wonders and actual potential to change
the world through will power; a practice

much shifting lately, so
much stuff sliding in and out
of reach. Did you find yourself a seat?
(Zoë Poluch’s fictional program text for
the not yet existing Horrible Mixtures
show 2013)

that makes wonders come true through
the practice of illusions.
And what space is better aimed
for illusions than the theatre? On and off
through history, and for certain groups
of people, the theatre has provided a
space for escape. It can be described
as a place within our life that gives
room for fiction; for stories that have not
happened, capacities that can’t function
outside this room, artificial experiences.
Or, in other words, for dreaming,
speculating on other realities which float
away from everyday life.
A magic show is a performing
art that works with illusions. It slides in
between supernatural, psychological,
physical, technical and optical
illusions – never separating between
the different methods but draping all
beneath a magic cloak – requiring
only the suspended disbelief of a
willing audience. The spectator wants
a spectacle to be fooled by and the
performance of the magician is what
holds it all together, and directs the
attention of an audience.
When being at a magic show,
as a spectator I’m willing to give up
my scepticism in favour of experience.
Because I know it’s a show not claiming
to be real, I can allow myself to engage
in order to be part of it. Or, in other
words, stop asking if and how it really
works in favour of what it does to me.
In the meeting between magic
(the black arts) and theatre (the black
box), illusion is a tool for magic to
happen.

What experimental
scientists call objectivity
thus depends on a very
particular creative art,
and a very selective one,
because it means that
what is addressed must be
successfully enrolled as a
“partner” in a very unusual
and entangled relation.
Indeed, the role of this
partner is not only to answer
questions but also, and
primordially so, to answer
them in a way that tests the
relevance of the question
itself.

After years of practising a critical
approach to knowledge I have built
the bones of a sceptic. I don’t want
to let go of a critical approach and
accept whatever an authority on the
subject tells me. But, I believe I've
lost something when that criticality
causes a distancing, positioning me in
safe distance from my object of study;
when criticality makes it impossible to
think something else than the written
knowledge and I can only learn through
rational readings of existing facts.
In the case of magic, I tried
to make it my partner in research
rather than my object of research. To
investigate alongside and with the help
of magic rather than on magic. Having
magic as a partner has meant engaging
as a dilettante in the craft. With magic
as my partner in research I have used
magic as an operative term. Asking
what magic can do rather than asking if
it’s true.

I would begin with
the messiness of the
experiential, the unfolding of
bodies into worlds, and the
drama of contingency, how
we are touched by what we
are near.

Honestly, if someone asks me to go for
the gut feeling I don’t know what to do.
What do you mean, gut feeling? Aren’t
my emotions completely structured by
society, power structures, expectations
and norms anyway? How am I
supposed to feel outside of that? I’ve
always felt like a gut feeling is a luxury
claimed by a few and that it causes
conventional, normative, unreflected
actions. In the case of artistic creation,
it often seems to be a trait of those who
affirm the image of an artistic genius,

(Isabelle Stengers, Reclaiming Animism,
2012)

(Sara Ahmed, Happy Objects, 2010)

one who acts on intuition.
And if someone tells me to
listen inwards, open my heart, feel the
energy I tend to take it literally. How am
I supposed to open my heart? Where is
that energy they talk about? I’ve always
found these phrases empty, without any
grounding in my own physical reality.
And, in a worst case scenario, adhering
to an idea that some things in life are
inherently more natural or real than
others, that there exists something that
is more me than I am now. Thus, I have
remained a sceptic.
But I can see this sceptic before
me. The one who knows it all, who can
rationally dismantle any argument, and
easily dismiss anything that can not
be measured, rationally explained or
accounted for. Recognize this person?
What does she lack? Well; humanity,
weakness, irrationality, experience.
She’s the one formulating questions
that demand to be answered in the
same logic they are asked, setting the
rules of the game and deciding which
knowledges are worth having or not,
what and who counts, or what is worth
discussing at all. I don’t want to be that
person.
The basic concept here is the
attempt to walk the line of the neither/
nor. To neither be on one side pointing
to the lack of spirituality or magic,
nor on the other side pointing to the
hypocrisy on the first side. The purpose
of Horrible Mixtures was neither to
prove how magic, spirituality or the
supernatural exists, nor to make any
visitor believe in it. The question was
never an argument for one of any side
of these divides, nor an attempt to
bridge the two, but instead an attempt
to ignore the divide altogether in order
to make new connections.

For Them, Nature and
Society, signs and things,
are virtually coextensive.
For Us they should never
be. Even though we might
still recognize in our own
societies some fuzzy areas
in madness, children,
animals, popular culture and
women’s bodies, we believe
our duty is to extirpate
ourselves from those
horrible mixtures.
(Bruno Latour, We Have Never Been
Modern, 1993)

The predictions of the
seer: Soon you’ll be invited
somewhere, and your life
has to be transformed and
you will meet a person who
has a great influence on

In 2013 I read an anthology on
post-colonial feminism. Together
with readings on animism and the
development the research took, this
caused me to question my fascination
for a magic world. During a residency
in Stockholm in October 2013 with the
choreographer, dancer and long time
collaborator Zoë Poluch, we started
talking about the Great Divides of our
times. About the binary divisions along
which shores we organize our lives,
and from which we always have to
depart. Was my fascination with magic
an exotification of the other side? Of
that which was not me? We read and
talked about the shift in knowledge to
privilege the rational and wondered if
post colonial critique and animism was
questioning this story. We were, after
all, two white women reading books and
making dances; how could we possibly
provide a viable critique when being so
firmly situated on our side of the divide?
In the home of the theatre? Would we
not, when talking about divides, only
re-affirm them? Who was I to talk about
magic – me, the sceptic?

My dear reader, we have gotten this
far. Let’s stop for a moment to see what
is going on. I had all these interests, a
horrible mixture of magic, spirituality,
mentalism and a personal dilemma
of the sceptic and the believer. The
quandary of the divides – how to neither
go visiting, like a tourist, on the other
side nor remain safely on my own.

your future behavior. Your
past life has perhaps been
unfortunate, but now you
get to a point where the joy
and happiness will finally
appear. Your character
seems pessimistic, ready
to criticize and destroy,
but soon you will regret it.
You are kind of worried.
Finally, you can expect a
journey that will bring you
happiness.

(The predictions of the seer at the Magic
Museum in Paris 2013)

Much as I enjoy popular
New Age commentary on
love, I am often struck by
the dangerous narcissism
fostered by spiritual
rhetoric that pays so much
attention to individual selfimprovement and so little to
the practice of love within
the context of community.
Packaged as a commodity,
spirituality becomes no
different from an exercise
program.
(bell hooks, All about love, 2001)

I was also interested in remaining in
that exact neither/nor, in that vague
and indefinable space. And finally the
theatre as the place of illusions. Of
course, I also had headaches, work
grants, friends, arguments and missed
flights.
Horrible Mixtures is the first
work I made with support from two big
funding institutions of dance in Sweden.
It felt like I counted. I even had the
support of a theatre. I tried to use it as
good as I could, spending the major
part of the money on people I wanted
to work with. This was either because
I had worked with them before and
wanted to do it again, or because I had
not worked with them before and was
curious about their work. Or simply
because my spirit told me so.
Yet, one can’t help but wonder
what circumstances do to working, and
to the work.

Time wore magic out, and through
searching for practices that suggest
another system, other words entered
my body: spirituality, ritual, esotericism,
belief, intuition and mentalism. It is
tempting to clump them together as
“alternative practices”, as they are
marketed as such. When spirituality
wants to offer a space for reflection,
a way to listen to yourself, I often see
the commodification of well-being.
Alternative physical therapies and
the practice of spending time with
oneself has become luxury products
on a western market. Numerous are
the examples of mind-body unifying
practices aimed at stress relief, self

esteem or general well-being that are
provided at health centres, gyms, shops
and spas. Mindfulness is an alternative
for those who can afford it, and maybe
there’s no contradiction between space
for reflection and capitalist production.
But understanding how little
I know about these practices, and
insisting on challenging my sceptical
bones, I try not to clump them together
as “alternative practices”. If spirituality
and magic are interesting because of
their capacity to suggest a different
world-view than the rational view, it
remains to question – what can they
do? I won’t give up on alternatives to
natural explanations, even when they
become marketable as alternative
practices. And I’m still not interested in
“believing” in it, or not. Yet, spirituality
can have a capacity to bring people
together and can allow us to experience
profound feelings.

The fact that rituals can
be bullshit doesn’t mean
they’re unimportant bullshit.
Actually, they’re crucial
bullshit. It’s the ones who
try to pretend that they’re
not bullshit who have given
rituals a bad reputation.
(Andros Zins-Browne in an email 2014)

If we try for a moment to “verb’ify” the
word ritual into ritualising. Then, the
importance lies not only within what
the ritual produces but in practising
the capacity to ritualise. Rituals that
everyone can do, that don’t necessarily
require religion or an expensive visit to
a studio, and that give us tools to cope
with everyday life.
While practising amateur
magic with the choreographer Andros
Zins-Browne, my collaborator during
the making of the performance, we
created several different rituals. We
were working whilst on a residency in
Brussels in February 2014 when at one
point we got stuck. We had reached

the point where we found it hard to
make a ritual if you don't know what it
is for. What is it that we want the ritual
to do? We made long lists filling in the
sentence ”a ritual in order to...”, trying
to make rituals for specific purposes.
The only thing was, we seemed to have
gotten the wrong end of the stick.
We realised that maybe it wasn’t
about doing rituals that would be
effective, that had measurable results
(that could make us “believe” or that
would “prove” something). Instead, the
practice of doing rituals was a proposal
for a way of spending time together.
In my case, the practice to
ritualise was moved into the theatre.
Suggesting both the theatre space as
a place for meetings between people,
as well as ritualising as a theatrical
practice. Similar to a magic show, the
show Horrible Mixtures is presented as
a fiction in order to circumvent critical
distance and create real experiences. It
circumvents distance through providing
a safe space, an explicit fiction within
a time limit where a spectator can dare
to make the leap of faith necessary
to engage. A practice of ritualising
mobilises spirituality's capacity to bring
people together to share collective
experiences in the theatre.

If the interest in magic initially was an
interest in the “real” effects of illusions,
then the shift towards spirituality pointed
more towards ideas of knowledge. In a
world view which is operating on binary
relationships, between body and mind,
fake and real etc., what is on the other
side of the spiritual? Rational? Secular?

Like if it is a song:
Well, well, well
ring that bell
and give it to spread
the smell
life is short and so do I
you should shrink dreams
by their eyes
take it well, no offence
you will slit a better
dance
(The medium Margaux Schwarz
answering the question What is a
Horrible Mixture? 2014)

Physical? Or can we try to gather some
spirit and let divisions coexist in order
to maybe create a third thing? A space
where spirits can gather and remain
unexplained in order to dwell on the
vague, ungraspable, spirituality we
possess.
I’ve been trying to write and not
write down, and as in the performance
I try to also do what I talk about.
Through making others, people as
well as ideas, my partners in research,
or my companion when ritualising; to
allow that which is not me to ask the
relevance of my questions. And with
this in mind I’m about to ask the last
question of this text. What is it?
Dear reader, it was not my intention
to confuse you but neither to make
more sense. There will of course be
no conclusion. Some of you are feeling
rather tired and I suggest you take a
short nap within a near future.

✩✩✩

NEITHER /NOR: THE GREAT DIVIDES OF MY TIME

NEITHER

BODY

NOR

MIND

NEITHER

THE UPPER

NOR

THE LOWER
PART OF A WOMAN'S
BODY (SAWING A
WOMAN IN TWO)

NEITHER

TRUE

NOR

FALSE

NEITHER

BELIEF

NOR

TRUTH

NEITHER

LOVE

NOR

HATE

NEITHER

PROCESS

NOR

PRODUCT

NEITHER

US

NOR

THEM

NEITHER

ME

NOR

MY IMAGE OF ME

NEITHER

LEARNING

NOR

KNOWLEDGE
PRODUCTION

NEITHER

TRIBUTE

NOR

APPROPRIATION

NEITHER

HIGH ART

NOR

POP CULTURE

NEITHER

LEFT

NOR

RIGHT

NEITHER

UNIVERSAL

NOR

PARTICULAR

NEITHER

TRANSPARENT

NOR

OPAQUE

NEITHER

RATIONAL

NOR

IRRATIONAL

NEITHER

RATIONAL

NOR

NON-RATIONAL

NEITHER

WOMAN

NOR

MAN

NEITHER

MINE

NOR

YOURS

NEITHER

REASON

NOR

UNREASON
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NEITHER

HEALTHY

NOR

SICK

NEITHER

SELF-AWARE

NOR

SELF-OBSESSED

NEITHER

DISTANCE

NOR

CYNICISM

NEITHER

PATHOLOGY

NOR

SELF-HELP

NEITHER

NOW

NOR

THEN

NEITHER

POSSIBILITY

NOR

POTENTIAL

NEITHER

CIVILIZED

NOR

PRIMITIVE

NEITHER

POOR

NOR

RICH

NEITHER

HERE

NOR

THERE

NEITHER

OBJECT

NOR

SUBJECT

NEITHER

ANIMAL

NOR

HUMAN

NEITHER

DEAD

NOR

ALIVE

NEITHER

WILL

NOR

EXISTENCE

NEITHER

POLITICS

NOR

POLITICALITY

NEITHER

AFFECT

NOR

EFFECT

NEITHER

RELAXED

NOR

STRESSED

NEITHER

DISABLE

NOR

ABLE

NEITHER

ORGANIZED

NOR

CHAOTIC

NEITHER

DOUBT

NOR

CONVICTION

NEITHER

ALONE

NOR

TOGETHER

NEITHER

WRITING

NOR

READING



a.k.a. Ectoplasmic Material,
(Re)channelling The Sewer
System Of The Body, Submerging
Ectoplasmic Saliva: so I spit out
some shit [sic], Spi(ri)t
Ghostwriter Jens Strandberg

☯
We have millions of
Americans in our bodies
(Reverend Billy exorcising a Walmart
billboard in What would Jesus Buy, 2007)

Ghosts are people, or
part of people, anyway,
and thus governed by
emotional stimuli.
(Hans Holzer from A Natural History of
Ghosts, Roger Clarke, 2013)

As this stream of saliva
continues, it meets the
saliva of your neighbor and
as our saliva mixes together
it creates a pool of saliva in
this room. With a constant
stream it pushes outside of
these curtains, it continues
to the doors, windows and

walls and it pushes itself
through those windows,
goes into the office space,
out to the parking lot. It
continues down the house,
like a stream. Mixes with
the seawater outside and
the whole city is gone in
saliva. Keeps on washing
up people, houses and
trees of this country, passes
all the boarders of all the
countries until there is no
Europe anymore, just one
big sea of saliva.
(Stina Nyberg, Horrible Mixtures, 2014)

A specter is haunting
Europe – the specter
of communism.
(Karl Marx and Friedrich Engels,
The Communist Manifesto, 1848)

✩

The outcome of Stina Nyberg’s work
Horrible Mixtures is a demonstration
in the art of contradiction. It is a
mystical show without mysticism,
or a magic show without the magic,
participation without participating
and ghostly without any ghosts

appearing. The show tells the story
about Nyberg’s own contradictory
struggle of being on the one hand
sceptical to the unscientific, or that
which is not proved by the laws of
scientific logic, while on the other
hand feeling limited by that same
rationality. It is within this living
contradiction, where the rational
world has lost its spirit and been
poisoned by societal norms such as
progress, economy and productivity,
that one begins a contradictory search
for living substances in what can be
seen as a dead-end. Seated in a circle
in a theatre, guided by Nyberg's voice,
we know that no ghosts will appear,
which is precisely the contradiction
that becomes the most frightening.
No mystical noises are heard from
the outside, no channeling of past
relatives illuminates within the room
and no ghosts are trespassing the
architecture: no fiction is real enough
to become fiction. Instead, we are
simply left with the scariest thing of
all; ourselves and the ghosts of our
lives.
The following is a footnote that
will unwrap concealed (or haunt)
materials that gathered up in my
mouth during the show Horrible
Mixtures. At first, this material
puzzled me, only to overflow my
mouth, before beginning to dribble
down the side of my chin, leaving
me wet in my chair but with a
bad taste. In a way, it was only
when I recognized the specifics of
this horrible taste that I began to
understand its potential mixture, as it
was blended together with others.

✩

Do I believe in ghosts? No,
but I’m afraid of them.
(Marie Anne de Vichy Chamrond,
Marquise du Deffand from A Natural
History of Ghosts, Roger Clarke, 2013)

The business of ghosts has
never been far away from
the business of ghosts
(Roger Clarke, A Natural History of
Ghosts, 2013)

I’ve realized that I put myself in
a difficult situation by titling this
footnote Ghost Body. The words
clearly don’t mix and contradict the
very “nature“ of each term. Body, the
corporeal, logical materiality of our
existence, our individual figures, and
Ghost, the disturbing non-material
spirit, an emerging character, the
scary shit one might say. The words
are like oil and water to each other,
one decides and makes sense while
at the same time condescending the
other as nonsense. It is from this
contradiction of the ghost and the body
where I am interested to see if one can
conjure a spirit within this mess.
My aim is to illuminate the societal
transformation of a body, which in my
view has literally been reformed.
The basic premise here is that
the foundation for a capital driven
system is an enclosure of the body
and social relations. This proposition
is merged together with the analysis
provided by the Wages For Housework,
a 1970’s feminist movement, which

basically sees labour as the foundation
of accumulation of wealth, or put
differently; the worker is the most
fundamental capitalist commodity.
Meaning that reproductive work is
blurred (incomprehensibly blurred!)
in a capital driven system, as this
system is based on the premise that
this labour is to be unrecognizable.
The project of their analysis is
a contradictory illumination of
housework as work by demanding
a wage for it, only to show that
this demand would break down a
capital driven system and get rid of
the concept of a wage, as it would
over float this system and lead to
a guaranteed basic income. Put
differently; waged work depends on
unpaid labour, reproductive work i.e.
the production of life. Therefore this
production is an integral part of a
broader production of capital.
What is left is a body, of which
the primary function is to reproduce
workers and this body is potentially
a powerful body, as it has control
over the production process. It
therefore needs to be controlled,
which is the project of “disciplining
the body” mapping its limits,
analysing its anatomy and depriving
its potential. This project is a project
of enclosures, as it is literally mapping
the boundaries of this figure. It is, in
a way, a societal transformation of
an individual’s powers into labourpowers - turning body powers into
productive movements. These
individual powers are so deprived, so
carefully mapped out and colonized in
order for a new concept of a person to
emerge. A reform, that transformed
“all body powers into work powers”.
This renovation is a violent

one, if one is to believe the theorist
Silvia Federici's analysis in her book
The Caliban and the Witch, which
essentially fuses this corporeal
reformation of the body together
with the great witch-hunt in Europe
and a mapping of a “new world”.
The medicalisation of the body is
also a project of enclosures, as limbs,
muscles, bones were dissected, pulled
apart, studied and rationalized.
Scientifically turning the body from
un-known material, to known. What
emerges is a view of the body as a
jigsaw puzzle of fully rationalized
parts, joined together. The spirit is
of course impossible to map out in
this puzzle, which is exactly why it is
viewed as nonsense, a non-productive
senseless logic that doesn’t fit the
epic story that is governed by the
all encompassing law that Isabelle
Stengers describes as “thou shalt
not regress”. This epic story is the
story of the singular path of progress.
Fuelled by the idea of dividing,
it separates the natural from the
supernatural, the civilized from the
uncivilized and body from mind.
I’ve been trying to merge the
analysis of the body as a work
machine (a commodity), together
with shit, or to be more specific
rejected materials, the shitty things that
production processes reject. The idea
is that rejected material is an essential
component for a production process.
Whether it is the shitty unwanted
parts of a vegetable, the parts our
body struggles to digest, or the
unemployed bodies at the jobcentre,
struggling to find a job: all are
rejected but vital for the production
process.
The basic concept for this rejected

material is that it is negatively charged,
often seen as a burden for society.
Perceived in relationship to the body
as a work machine, these rejected
materials are ill-humored spirits that
dwell in the body. But it is within
this negative energy that another
type of body can illuminate, a body
assembled of many, in a sort of antiprogress compost logic.
Allow me a quick detour: antiprogress is, in my definition, to heal
the singular path of progress i.e. to
suggest that no progress is singular.
It is the pluralization of progresses
and consequently a pluralization of
knowledge, where to regress is also
progress (“thou shalt not regress”).
In other words, nonsense is another
way to make sense, another type of
knowledge, another way to progress
and to understand and not to
under-stand.
With anti-progress compost logic,
we can create an anti-progressive
political body compiled of a plurality
of knowledge. Spirits that are, at
the first glance, illogical, shitty and
nonsensical, but in reality only need to
be composted from shitty substances
to soil in order to use its possessed
powers. All this is floating around
inside of us; hidden in our socially
reformed bodies (the work-machines)
and ready to materialize at the right
circumstances.
This can be seen as a sort of
ectoplasm ; a synesthetic material
charged with negative emotions that
flow through our bodies. The point
is that this substance is floating
around inside of the body, as a wellcamouflaged spirit of shitty rejected
materials. Saliva is in my perspective
a bodily ectoplasm that can be ejected

at any point when given the right
conditions: whenever you spit for
example. It is a form of ectoplasm, a
negatively charged excrement, that
spreads out through the sewer system
of the body, channelling the spirit of
our matters. The interest here is that
this ectoplasm channels the organisms
of the cul-de-sac, the haunted spirit
that lives at the dead end of the pipe.

Even though the spirit of saliva has
long been exorcised through scientific
rationalization of the substance
assuring us that saliva consists of
99.5% water. Spitting is not just
considered rude and a threat to social
norms but also in some cases against
the law. Already established in the
early 1700’s, spitting became an act
that more commonly was performed
in private, concealed from the public
eye. According to some historians this
was not completely disconnected to
the plague and other transmittable
diseases, which saliva was accused for
being able to carry.
Either way, saliva is not just a
bodily lubricant. When forcefully
ejected from the mouth it transforms
from saliva to spit and into a
combated product of the body. This
transformation is charged with
negative associations and can in
certain environments be a sign for
anger, hate and disrespect, it has even
been used as a weapon when directed
towards someone’s face.
Spit is, in a way, a material
manifestation of ectoplasm, i.e.

a manifestation of negative spiritual
energies that has been floating around
within the body, concealed by its
borders (skin) to later get catapulted
out into the physical world. And
unlike a genie emerging from a
lantern, the spirit makes a material
manifestation that doesn't only leave
us wet but also publically displays our
concealed waste product.
Saliva is a waste product, from the
perspective that it is a self-generated
shitty raw product. Its function is
to lubricate the body but I would
argue its potential as an aggravating
societal fluid is more prominent.
We are, to put it simply, shitting out
waste products from our mouths and
this waste product is perfect, as it is
both negatively charged (as all body
substances are) and difficult to control
due to its liquid nature. But the best
part of a public display of saliva is
that it releases a psychologically
negative fuelled inner spirit to the
physical world, a well aimed raged
substance. Unwanted by the public
domain, it releases a lost spirit looking
for a home and isn’t this exactly the
definition of a ghost? An unwanted
spirit that is harassing its environment
when looking for a home. A ghost out
haunting.
Haunt originally comes from the
Old French word hanter, "to frequent,
resort to, be familiar with" or to
provide with a home. The haunt is
also that place where one lives, the
factory of life, where one produces
and reproduces, and the haunted
house is that place frequently visited
by the residential nightmares✳.
“Home is where the haunt is”.
In this place the haunted merges
both the familiar spirit of a friendly

home, the place one resorts to, with
the disturbing invisible ghost that
haunts that very same environment.
Additionally, it entirely mixes together
the visible with the invisible, the
spiritual and the corporeal, the
sense with nonsense and the endless
production with the disturbingly
brief production, the practice and
the project... Or if you like, I see
it as a spirit running home to the
factory, to the place of reproduction,
of production: ”in other words, that
the human body and not the steam
engine, and not even the clock,
was the first machine developed by
capitalism”✺.

It is in this spiritual running home, as
described above, where I propose a
re-piping of the saliva. This re-routing
can be simply achieved by recognizing
the specificities of this substance and
its relationship to the home. It is only
then one can streamline some rejected
ectoplasmic material and begin to
compost some shit, to turn shit to soil.
I don’t mean this as a form of making
sense, quite the opposite, rather as
a rebellious performance of making
nonsense, where the unrecognizable
sides of our working conditions are
exposed, illuminating mysterious
concealed spirits, which is enclosed in
the reformed body.
What I mean is that, it is within
this mess, the shit parts, where the
spirit of this crap can turn into soil.
Do not fear as the ghosts of our lives
emerge! These ghosts are scary but

when shared (distributed) they expose
the relationship between spirits, the
body, home and a broader production
of capital. Saliva doesn’t just stream
through our bodies, as haunted
waste materials, it will be ejected,
rechanneled and spitted out, as
ectoplasmic spirits that can transform
the working conditions of our haunted
homes.
So when Nyberg reduces herself
and everyone else to saliva, and
allows this saliva to publically leak
out through the mouth and mix
together with others submerging
our full existence and over floating
Europe, she not only produces an
image of excrement mixed together,
but illuminates a transformation
occuring in the liquid, like an image
that is being developed in a lab.
The image is of course diffused and
disturbing, it must be: as its liquidity
is fuelled by anti-progressive, waste
and rejected materials, yet, it is an
image that tells another story than the
one governing our lives. It is an image
of shared saliva where the body takes
control over the production, where
we recognize the neighbor next to us,
their struggles, their shit and their
body of ghosts.
There I release myself and allow
other spirits to ghostly emerge. It is a
horrible scene, a horrible mixture of
substances blending together, but it
is the only way to channel the spirit
entrapped in the sewer system of the
body.
THE (dead) END

✩✩✩

) Horrible Mixtures the title of Stina
Nyberg’s show is a reference to the stew mix
that witches were accused of preparing. These
mixtures were seen to have magical powers
that could heal wounds and cure deceases.
) Ghosts of my life is a book by Mark
Fisher, 2014



) Silvia Federici The caliban and the witch,
2004

) Michel Foucault writes about the
disciplining of the body in The History of
Sexuality, 1978
) Silvia Federici The caliban and the witch,
2004
) Isabelle Stengers, Reclaiming Animism,
2012
) Munir Fasheh doesn’t say anti-progress
but uses the Arabic word muthanna, as a
way to pluralizing progress there is not one
knowledge but many. Muthanna translates as
two or dual but is basically the third thing that
appears when two spirits coexist. See the first
lecture session of Urgent Thought, 2007
) Ectoplasm can be described a psycho
reactive substance that responds to physical
moods. Florian Germann recently made a
body of work on this topic with The Poltergeist
Experimental Group (PEG) Applied Spirituality
and Physical Spirit Manifestation – "Ectoplasm
is a synaesthetic material. It responds to
physical moods. That struck me as an
interesting point of departure for the creation
of bodies that would respond physically to their
environments."
✳) Nightmare (n.) late 13c., "an evil female
spirit afflicting sleepers with a feeling of
suffocation," compounded from night + mare
(3) "goblin that causes nightmares, incubus."
✺) Silvia Federici The caliban and the witch,
2004
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Anna Uddenberg room maker and visual concept,
scenographer and make-up artist, costume and air moisturiser,
handicraft expert and master of the many ideas.
Markus Granqvist light designer and sketch drawer,

maker of fading colours and prismatic lighting, creating day and
night.

Jens Strandberg full time unemployed worker, artist,

concept feedbacker and props maker, film maker, editor, writer,
encourager and safety net.

Zoë Poluch study companion, choreographer, process
professional, activizer and communicator, reader and thinker,
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Maryam Nikandish ritual maker and magic workshopper,
painter and performer, dancer and creator, starter and sceptic.

Maryam Fanni graphic designer and patience professional,
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