
Approach: getting to know the site by proxy
The name of the place, of my designated site, is Sexdrega. It is a very alluring name. Curious. 
Funny. I find out what it means. There are several possible interpretations as is often the case with 
place names. Old dialects. Pronunciation and with that meaning changing over time like sediment of
meaning building up in layers of hastily spoken slurs, elaborate entries in texts. This information 
may or may not be used later on- it is now embedded knowledge. 
The situation on the map and the aerial perspective provided by google maps. My first reaction was:
I can only see a bunch of trees. Nothing discrete.
Then I am informed I will work by a small lake rather than in the forest. Water. My perspective 
changes once again.
Then when we are talking about our work and about these sites.  Tension builds. I am getting 
excited and eager to see this place in real life. The notion of arriving long at last. The notion of a 
first meeting with an orphaned child strikes me as fitting at first, but on further reflection it does not
make sense. The site does not need me. It has been and had a life long before I became aware of its 
existence. 

Once I get there it is late in the evening. I park my car at the edge of the lake. Rewind.

Approaching the site with a mental image of the place and destination forming. It is taking shape as 
the kilometers roll by, it shifts and bends and goes in and out of focus as I drive from the gentle 
coast up the river´s valley through fertile fields and big ranches into more densely wooded areas 
where the villages are strung along the river like beads. I pass the utterly incomprehensible market 
town of Ullared. I pass an imposing manor at Lia that recently made the local headlines as a corrupt 
refugee camp. I pass Mandy´s, an American style miniature of a motel in miniature squeezed into 
Swedish vernacular by the road. The mental image is fairly simple and consists of a few elements:
a small lake with a place to swim at one end. I soccer field nearby. The meandering river on the east
side of the lake. The bike path along the lake. These are the things I have found out from looking at 
the maps and reading about my site. They are primarily intended to help me get there. Broken down
into discrete elements it would read something like this: Lake. water. Pontoon.Forest. Soccer.

 This information is augmented by my personal experiences of similar places and embellished with  
notions of swimming in a lake, sensory memories of fresh water on my skin and how it feels when 
you go under the water, the brown color of the water; of insects that skip the water´s surface and the
dragonflies; of the smell of a small lake in the forest, the coarse sand on the tiny strip of beach that 
abuts a lawn with a few wooden benches and a designated place to make fires and barbecue, the life
saver on a pole by the shore and the green garbage receptacle at the gravel parking lot. The 
municipal swimming place has a road sign too and is very much a particular type or category of 
place. What I will find once there will either reinforce this image or expand it, adding perhaps a 
topographical feature or a unique quality of water to the category.

And it all plays out that way. Down to the wooden picnic bench. I stand very still at the end of the 
pontoon and look out across the lake. Stands of reeds to the left. Alder tress and birches near the 
water on the right. A floating pavilion at the far end with a white roof mirrored in perfectly still 
water. Pond skaters galore.

I try but feel nothing. Nothing to set off the spark. This site does not only not need me, it does not 
want me. And it is mutual. Like - 

So I go looking for coffee after a morning swim in the lake. None to be had in town.I get in the car 
and drive down to Svenljunga where I find an open gas station. God bless the octane fueled service 
economy. Back in my location I decide to explore the outskirts. That´s usually where the action is- 
where town meets nature. Where residential meets industrial and where field meets forest. I spend a 



few hours rummaging through what looks like an unofficial municipal garbage dump right at the 
edge of the village.

Taking stock of a new site usually involves looking at what´s there. I am mindlessly walking this 
way and that between piles of old wood, telephone poles and small boats under frayed tarps. There
´s been an attempt at making the piles discrete- metal goes here, cable wheels over there. Order. 
Most of the stuff I find here looks like it´s been sitting here for a while. The wood is cracked and 
bleached. Elements of plastic have gone pale and brittle. I´m looking for something useful here, 
something that can be put to work on the hill nearby. I could spend all day here just looking at 
materials. Gingerly lifting the end of a metal pole, testing its weight in my hands and feeling it bend
a few feet down the line. Concrete pylons are holding down stacks of corrugated roofing material. I 
could build a house. I could build a hangar. I could make a huge instrument, a scrap drum to 
announce a gathering. Bring it all together.

We´re knee deep in environmental plights. We´re up to our necks in problems that stem from a 
ravenous appetite for natural resources to fuel our cars, build our homes and produce our food. Most
of what I see here are rejects. Leftovers. In a society of less means, none of this would be allowed to
sit idle. It would all be put to use, repurposed, retrofitted, recycled. Extended lifespans of materials. 
Two man made compounds will outlive us all and be there still when the mountains have been 
turned to dust and pebbles on the beach: Glass and vulcanized rubber, as in windshields and tires.

I get back into my car and slowly drive out of town, heading north this time. I am just at the point 
where the village of Sexdrega dissolves into forest and river valley when I see a small hill on the 
field, right by the bike path along the course of which this exhibition is taking place. This feels 
right. I get out and call Mats the coordinator who is on his way. I tell him I have found a new site 
and ask if we can meet here instead. 

The hill is actually an old earth cellar from the beginning of the 20th century. It used to be part of the
local railroad supervisor´s house. His job was to keep the tracks tidy and free of debris.
The job of the railroad was to make manifest how a new era is ushered in along sleepers and ties, 
tracks of finest iron- and nothing less than the best earth cellar for the local railroad representative 
will do. It´s the deluxe version of an earth cellar that is built on the field next to the house, the 
equivalent of shiny kitchen interiors in contemporary lifestyle magazines. 

We gather at the new site to document my arrival and first impressions. There´s a whole bunch of 
us and our cars are gingerly parked at the edge of the field right next to the bike path. The sonic 
landscape is dominated by the cars and heavy trucks that roll by highway 154. The landscape is 
rural, cultivated. Fields and forest. Houses along the river. A smell of fresh manure on the field. 
Flies buzzing around. A bunch of artists, a cultural geographer, a cameraman and a project leader 
are sure to attract attention out here on the immediate outskirts of the small community that is 
Sexdrega. 

Not too long ago the image of my two youngest kids standing on a ridge and waving black flags 
came to me. Like a daguerrotype. Low light but very intense expressions on their faces. A protest? 
A statement? Whatever it was, it made an impression that came with me to this first meeting with 
my new site. Flags. The echo of invading armies. Taking the hill. Iwo Jima. 

This area is under camera surveillance. A large format pinhole camera sits motionless, steady, at the
top of the hill. What or who is it looking at? This is a slow and deliberate observation going on. 
Intent gaze. The camera will keep on looking at a certain point in the landscape and capture its 
moods and lights over a period of 60 days. Passersby are informed that they are being watched, 



albeit slowly so. Camera to monitor slow movements and gradual changes. Things that happen over
time. The passing of light. The keepers at the gates of dawn. The fast stretched out like luminescent 
strands of light along the highway. Virillio´s idea about speed, how it crashes in on our senses.

Taking a site by reaction- superimposing the image of my kids waving their flags in my dream with 
the historical evidence of the site as a place of conflict, of invaders and defenders that battle it out in
ebbs and flows of changing allegiances. I want it all. I want this hill. I take it by storm, on foot, by 
marching in and laying claim to the top of the hill. Who was here first? Whose place is this 
anyway? Who were the original inhabitants and to what extent does it matter? The importance of 
having something to call your own is also the curse that turn us into nationalists and gatekeepers.

The owners approach us little group in the field and introduce themselves. This is a good thing, 
since we aim at playing by the rules here- if I am to work here, I need the permission of the 
landowner, and here they are. A gentle couple with a house on the other side of the highway. They 
saw us from their kitchen window. They have deep roots in this part of the country and I am 
reminded of my maternal grandparents, who hail from a small village an hours drive east of here. 
There´s an unmistakable pride in the way they speak of this land, of this soil and of its people. 
Home, real home, is always where you are from, where these roots have burrowed into the rich 
heavy soil in the river valley.

I have no clear idea about what it is I want to do with or on this little hill in the field. I have some 
ideas but none too articulate. Karin and Bertil, who own the place, graciously grant me permission 
to do whatever it is that I decide to do. The outer doorway to the earth cellar needs fixing. There is a
conical cap missing from the vent on top of the hill. These are things I could help out with too. I 
take a look at the door frame and Karin points to the lower parts of the frame that have gone to rot 
over the years. Inside is another door which is more intact. The locking device is a simple hasp with
a rusty nail to hold it in closed position. The small room inside is bare and the epitome of rustic- 
slabs of stone carefully cut and aligned to make up a space that measures about 2,5 meters in all 
directions. An alcove set into the stonework at knee-height serves as a small shelf on the right as 
you enter- apart from this the room is bare and sufficient unto its own. A cool, quiet place in the 
middle of the field. The noise from the cars and trucks on the highway some 100 meters away is 
barely audible in here. A retreat perhaps. A safe place. A sanctuary. An altar to the gods that still 
hover above and beyond; to the stories told in these forests and to the magical beasts that still hold 
sway over our myths and narratives. 

I go back to the lot with all the piles of material and fashion six flags for taking the hill.


