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Abstract

In "Can I (please) have it back?" I am looking at how violence 

is stored in the flesh. I am focusing on the journey of healing 

through three sculptures by taking on the roles both as violator 

and victim. I look at the healing possibilities of craft both in the 

materials and in my self and use acts of repetition to reflect on 

how violence affects us. In my writing I focus on what violence 

is to me, and how my working process embodies violence. I 

look into the political sides of working with and talking about 

violence and discuss how the personal is political. I describe 

my process as working through and with flesh, and go more 

into the roles of violator/victim, as I wrestle and argue with my 

materials. I aim to talk about, inhabit and reflect on violent and 

caring acts, as I am both the violator and the healer of the 

indulged damage and my own flesh. 

Keywords: 

Textile art, victim art, political art, textile sculptures, wool, 

latex, silk, steel, fabric, craft, hand stitching, embroidery, 

dyeing, repetition, violence, care, resistance, transgression, 

wound, healing, scar, trauma, self, body, skin, flesh, meat.
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“Believe me for meat and for myself” -Gertrude Stein  1

!  Quote is found in Autobiography of Red by Anne Carson, p.71
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PART A  
— On violence and care 
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Introduction

I work with violence and care, both as themes of research and 

as methods. For some time I have been interested in the body, 

or more specifically, the alienation of bodies, through changes 

in identity, sickness, death, or sense of ownership. I have 

worked with how the self and the body are related to each other 

and how this changes after a violent incident. Now I am 

focusing more on the journey of healing in three different 

works. The first one focuses on when the wound is made, the 

second on healing and the third when the incident is only 

remembered as a scar.

I am looking at how violence is stored in the flesh, by taking on 

the roles both as violator and victim, in relation to the 

materials. My methods include destroying fabric, first by 

accident, then on purpose, and stitching and mending as a form 

of resistance. I take inspiration from what Gertrude Stein wrote 

in Tender Buttons: "There is no such thing as repetition, only 

insistence", to use acts of repetition to focus on how violence 

affects us as social, political and personal bodies.
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The french author Édouard Louis says that "body is the 

material evidence of the reality that surrounds us" (Louis, 

2023). I am curious about how our bodies are vessels for our 

experiences. I used to think of the body as a whole, that the 

body and soul are connected, and that the soul or self exists 

within every fiber of the body. But I have changed my mind. As 

a consequence of oppression and violence I have lost the ability 

for wholeness. 

After I met you I started to question my relationship with my 

body, because it didn’t feel like it was mine anymore. After you 

took your parts, I couldn’t decide whether I didn’t have a body 

anymore, or if my self didn’t exist within it. It’s years ago now, 

and I have tried to find parts of me in the flesh. I try to become 

whole again, by finding or recreating myself. Through my 

artistic practice I try to take back the power, so that my body 

will forget the pain, stitch by stitch. 

!10



I. The wound

In this piece I am looking at the 

human body from a detached and 

fragmented point of view, as a 

meaty wound that represents my 

body as an abject or the 

"thinged". I have looked at what 

the materials can’t do, and 

embraced their brokenness in 

order to inflict violence upon 

them. 

I accidentally destroyed a wool fabric in a dye bath, which 

made it fall apart and change quality. This intrigued me, so I 

tried to figure out what happened and how the wool was 

behaving after the destruction. By investigating how it 

happened, and recreating the process, I was able to control the 

wool, and make more, similar material. I think this, among 

other processes in my work, are a physical manifestation of 

Freud’s idea "[That] the 'compulsion to repeat' the trauma—be 

it in art, nightmare, or waking life—is the organism’s attempt 

to master the surplus anxiety that the original incursion 

produced" (Nelson, p.11).
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After I met you my body felt different. My skin felt tight, like I 

was about to burst. As if all the ugly parts on the inside needed 

to come out, maybe to scare you away. After I met you, my body 

didn’t feel like mine anymore. You had taken parts of it with 

force, but it was only my soul that was bleeding. I lost my sense 

of self, but on the outside everything seemed to remain the 

same, so no one knew. 

In my research on violence I have tried to find feminist voices 

that reflect around what I would call "the silent violence". Still 

I ended up mostly reading women's voices on war (maybe 

because I subconsciously avoided writings on i.e. partnered 

violence), which might be the loudest violence of them all, 

both in terms of scope and attention given, at least if the 

victims are white and male. In my search I have read Susan 

Sontag and Simone Weil, and become aware of their 

descriptions considering the upheaval of the soul, which I can 

recognize through the reading of Louis’ History of violence. 

These writers, as well as my personal experience, and stories 

from group therapy sessions with people sharing the same 

symptoms stemming from different traumas, have made me 
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believe that the uncanny feelings of violence are the same, no 

matter the cause.

World Health Organization (WHO) defines violence as: "The 

intentional use of physical force or power, threatened or actual, 

against oneself, another person or against a group or 

community, that either results in or has a high likelihood of 

resulting in injury, death, psychological harm, maldevelopment 

or deprivation". Here I question the use of "intentional". I 

believe it is more than possible, maybe even common or 

normal to violate others unintentionally, with the same 

likelihood of the same outcome. What comes first to mind is 

relational, partnered violence, even rape — intentional or not, 

they are equally violent to the violated as any other 

transgressions of the body.

I think the starting point of the wound is well described by Weil 

here, with the splitting of the soul as a "thing": 

From its first property (the ability to turn a human 

being into a thing by the simple method of killing him) 

flows another, quite prodigious too in its own way, the 

ability to turn a human being into a thing while he is 

still alive. He is alive; he has a soul; and yet—he is a 
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thing. An extraordinary entity this—a thing that has a 

soul. And as for the soul, what an extraordinary house 

it finds itself in! Who can say what it costs it, moment 

by moment, to accommodate itself to this residence, 

how much writhing and bending, folding and pleating 

are required of it? It was not made to live inside a 

thing; if it does so, under pressure of necessity, there is 

not a single element of its nature to which violence is 

not done. (Weil, p.7)

In my sculpture "wounded" I try to show how violence 

permeates our flesh and how we are "thinged" through 

fragmentation of the meat, that can be read quite directly as 

physical upheaval or more in a spiritual sense. I think after 

reading Weil, that if a person has become thinged, then only the 

soul remains and the pain that appears is the soul's attempt to 

adjust to the thing. When it finds its place within the thinged, 

everything suffers and the abuse that dehumanizes it is 

complete. This idea of the thinged has also made me question 

whether there is an act of violence in itself, to force human 

experiences upon a material for them to inhabit? How can these 

materials speak of the humane, when there is nothing human 

about them?
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It’s been years and years since I was thinged, and my body still 

trembles. My heart races and jumps at every sound. My back 

freezes and neck hairs rise as if I’m haunted by a ghost. I feel 

sick and dizzy when something reminds me of you, and 

sometimes I can see the shell that is me from above. I spend 

days in a bed, fatigued and scared, hiding from the world, 

trying to remember that not everyone is like you. I find comfort 

in thinking of myself as my heart, or my kidneys, the parts that 

you never touched.

Simone Weil writes on people in war: 

On each one of these days the soul suffers violence. 

[…] The mind ought to find a way out, but the mind 

has lost all capacity to so much as look outward. The 

mind is completely absorbed in doing itself violence. 

[…]  Intolerable suffering continue, as it were, by the 

force of their own specific gravity, and so look to the 

outsider as though they were easy to bear. (Weil, p.

19-20)

I have been thinking that war and violence on an individual 

level are the same, or at least similar. That they are the big and 

the small violence (in concern of practitioners), but also the 
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loud and the silent, or the public and the private war. Because I 

do think, based on Weil’s writing on people in war, that people 

in abusive relationships also experience a war, but inside their 

homes. That they too "loses capacity to look outward" and after 

a while "gets absorbed in doing itself violence". I have begun 

to think that all of these small, private and domestic warfares 

are what resulted in the epidemic of partnered murders in 

Norway (Brenna), and that these murders are the result of a 

much greater conflict — the misogyny that infiltrates society.
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II. The healing

The second part of my work 

focuses on the healing of skin. 

Here my work grows more into a 

wholeness. I enhance healing in 

my work through surgical 

stitches, and in my self through 

the act of repetition. I believe 

that one can show resistance by 

insisting upon a topic or an act, 

but can also see how this can be 

used in another context, i.e violence, where repetition can be 

used as an act to insist upon brutality. Even though violence is 

the background for my work. It turns out that what I actually 

am most interested in is the body and how emotions and 

experiences are stored in it, and how mending and stitching is a 

tool and metaphor for healing.

In "healing" I work with liquid latex, and cast sheets that 

remind me of my skin. I have been looking for a fragility that 

feels like my own. Sometimes holes appear, but I close them by 

the healing act of suture, and care for it by rubbing them with 

body powder, to stop them from sticking to each other and 
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drying out. The latex changes color over time, and carries 

traces of violence in its tears and stretch marks, and of aging. 

Sometimes the latex folds and wrinkles, and I tie this to the 

beautifully poetic, yet gruesome quote by Weil, that I read in 

Norwegian  and have taken the freedom to translate, because 2

language changes the understanding: "Force employed by man, 

force that enslaves man, force before which man’s flesh shrinks 

away [which makes a man’s skin shrivel]" (Weil, p.6).

My approach on healing through the stitches is to create a safe 

environment where I am grounded in my body, by the act of 

repetition through stitching, to process how I now feel and 

relate to my body, so maybe one day I connect the pieces of my 

body and self again, not unlike Louis did, through storytelling: 

"I’ve been trying to construct a memory that would let me undo 

the past, that would amplify it and destroy it, so that the more I 

remember and the more I lose myself in the images that remain, 

the less they have to do with me" (Louis, 2017).

 "Styrken som blir forvaltet av menneske, styrken som undertrykker 2

menneskene, styrken som får menneskenes hud til å krympe seg når 
de står ovenfor den" (Weil, s.21)
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I am mending myself together, stitch by stitch, "what had been 

pulled apart must be sutured together" (Berlo, p. 166). As I 

have come to the conclusion that I don’t have a body that 

belongs to me anymore, I create one that feels like me. It is 

fragmented and torn, but I can make it fit together. For every 

stitch, my extended body grows closer together, and in every 

stitch, I put my anger, my sorrow and my will to finally be free 

of you. And so, I remember that nothing is so broken that it 

cannot be mended.

In my experience, working with tactility and repetition is a way 

of healing. The tactility centers you in your body and the 

repetition creates a rhythm that makes thoughts flow easier 

without being stuck, like in a meditative state. But on the other 

hand, "It can be difficult to be alone with ourselves, with the 

labor of our hands. One can brood on the crisis de coeur that 

brought us to the needle. The mind can work and rework every 

small stitch of pain, every thread of life left in a knotted mess, 

every blood-drawing prick of the heart" (Berlo, p. 169). 

I think that for me, the healing qualities of textile methods 

mostly allow me to reflect on my relation to my body and what 

happened all those years ago. Without it being too much or too 
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scary, and if it does, I can always focus on the stitching instead. 

It is as if I process through activity, and all of a sudden my 

mind and body works together again—I process thoughts 

through my flesh. After a while these thoughts might become as 

normal to me as stitching two pieces together, and then I can 

master the anxiety that was once created. 
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III. The scar

Lastly I look into the scar as 

flesh that remembers the 

violence caused in the wound. 

Here I try to say something 

about the body being mended, 

but never whole, or as it was. 

The wounds in the fabric still 

exist, but they are mended with 

threads growing over them, 

making them stronger. The scar 

moves through the flesh, as a reference to scarring both in deep 

tissue and on skin. It is built up of layers, as I see flesh as both 

skin and meat in combination, but not as a unit, because that 

would be a body. In Scandinavian languages there is no word 

for flesh, which allows me to think of it more freely. 

In "scarred" I have worked with layers of the red wool from 

"wounded", and a dyed, blended fabric of wool and silk, that is 

covered in latex from "healing". The scars are embroidered 

over the already existing holes by hand, to connect the surfaces 

together again and force them into a wholeness, building a 

stronger surface than the one before. The repetition of the satin 
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stitch gives me time to sit with my self as the stitches remake a 

unity.

I know that what is done can never be undone and that I never 

will be the same as I was, but I can hope that I can create 

something stronger with what I now know, because the skin 

grows thicker in the scars. I think the only reason I am able to 

sit with this is because my scars are unfolding, making me a 

stronger armor, allowing me to keep the ability to stay soft and 

vulnerable. For every stitch I make the gaping wound 

disappears under the thread. I stitch tightly, pull them close, as 

close as I can so I can't see the ugliness behind. It takes a lot of 

time to make a scar, and longer to hope that it might disappear 

sometime. 

Susan Sontag states in her essay "Regarding the pains of 

others" that witnessing is a way of giving the power back to the 

violated. So maybe, if my job is sharing and showing, as my 

wounds heal, then yours is to witness and react to seeing my 

scars. Because as Louis puts it in "History of violence": "It’s 

not the responsibility of the person who’s experienced the 

trauma to write about it, to educate other people, to make 

people think about it. It’s actually the responsibility of all the 
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people who haven’t had to carry that burden". But now I have 

already taken on that responsibility.

By showing work that reflects on violence, I hope to give the 

power back to the violated and refuse to be victimized, as I 

believe victimization is just another tool for the violator to 

shame us to silence. My hope is to inspire some reflection in 

those who do not carry the burden of violence, and again I want 

to quote Sontag: "There is nothing wrong with standing back 

and thinking. To paraphrase several sages: 'Nobody can think 

and hit someone at the same time’". But for those that do carry 

this burden, I want to give them strength and comfort, 

something to relate to, the knowledge that someone is fighting, 

so they know they’re not alone. For sadly enough, too many of 

us carry a wound, whether it is oppression, domination, war or 

interpersonal violence.  
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Conclusion

It has been an overwhelming time to work with violence as a 

theme, and I have occasionally felt the urge to turn away, close 

my eyes and not to see. I am still blind to most of the violence 

that exists in the world, and even though I work with 

experiences based within my own body, I have felt a 

responsibility to look around me. I have wished so many times 

that the violence I see did not exist, or that we at least were to 

resist. Every day the news show pictures of the horrible 

circumstances in Ukraine. Images from Palestine flourish on 

our social medias, with pictures of lifeless children laying with 

their faces down in pools of mud and their own blood, and 

news of another bombing comes almost every day. Meanwhile, 

there is finally some focus on all the murders that happen in my 

home-country Norway, a country with half the population of 

London, where 183 (now 186) women have been killed by their 

partner since 2000 (Brenna). And I really wish I could stop 

talking about these happenings, because it’s too hard and tiring, 

but I am also too scared that the world will then forget that 

stories like this and like mine exist.  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PART B 
— Violence and care as methods 
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"En svår hud mina fingrar sväller av onämnbar handtering" 

- Mara Lee 
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Can I (please) have it back? 

I have lost my body. Someone took it away from me a long time 

ago, and I would like to have it back. There was a time when I 

used to skin myself, to look at the hidden aspects of the body, to 

see if I was hiding in there, and if something was left 

untouched. I don’t know what I thought I would find, but I 

continue to search for pieces of me in the flesh. Now I make 

sculptures that resemble my own body, but are ambiguous and 

detached, as this is how I relate to myself.  

I need to understand, relate to and explore the body, so I rip it 

apart again to stitch it together by hand, as an act of care, 

mending and resistance. I focus on the visible aspects of the 

body, on the skin that others may perceive as me and the hidden 

aspects, the meat and the flesh that are distanced from the self. 

I want to create sculptures where I leave my emotions and 

stories behind, so that you can not inhabit my body anymore. 

I try to take control, I try to find my self and my body, and all I 

am asking from you is "Can I (please) have it back?"
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I. The wound — The violator and violated, the violence. The 

tearing apart, the open holes. Pieces made to a whole 

through visible stitches, but not to heal, only to connect. 

Meat.  

Materials: Wool, flannel. Silk, thread. Red dye, acidic. Soda, 

alkaline. Vinegar and water. 
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Method 1: Dyeing  - The bloodbath, first attempt, a murder 

scene

I don't like wool, I never have, but I decided it was time to give 

it a chance. Maybe my dislike for wool was the reason I did not 

follow any instructions. I wanted to dye it red, a deep, violent 

red, to make red wool that screams. It looked like a bloodbath, 

I used acidic dye. I usually use madder, but it never reached 

this dept. I was exited and pleased with my own efforts, until I 

cleansed the fabric. 

It was heavy with water and as I moved it, I could feel 

something was wrong. The fabric ripped as I lifted it, not able 

to carry its own weight with all the water inside. The wool felt 

like jelly, and I got concerned. As I cleaned it, my fingers went 

straight thorough the fibers of the fabric and what was 

supposed to be an act of care suddenly left holes shaped like 

fingers. I was murdering it with my own hands. The piece once 

whole, was now dissolved to smaller pieces. Some reminding 

me of flesh or tissue from my own body.
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Method 2: Drying

I sorted out the pieces of meat, and hanged them on a rack to 

dry. They kept their shape throughout the drying, and became 

stiff and crisp, like small sculptures. Some had a white line in 

the folds, as if some sort of glue had made them hold their 

shape. To avoid the harder angles I sprayed the pieces with 

water so they would dry flatter, but still keeping some of their 

shape.

Method 3: Dyeing — The bloodbath, second attempt, first 

recreation

The incident with the bath changed my entire project. What I 

though was going to be woolen sculptures of body parts, 

suddenly became a chemical study on the dye bath, and how I 

accidentally destroyed a wool fabric. I wanted to remake it, 

understand it and make more of the same material. 

I was trying my very best to abuse the fabric. I tried to boil it to 

death, tear it apart, squeeze, and wrench trough its fibers. 

Washing used to be an act of care, now it was brutal. I have 

tried my very best to destroy it, but it is stronger than the last 

time, and resists. 
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I added more soda to make it fall apart, I figured this is what 

went wrong from the beginning, as it makes the PH change 

from acidic to alkaline, causing wool to fall apart. Then I didn't 

have to wrestle with the fibers anymore. They tore themselves 

apart, after our long fight, just like Weil states in "The Iliad, or 

a Poem of Force".

Method 4: Stitching

I used a tacking stitch to connect the fragments and stitch by 

hand. The stitches have a lot of space in-between them, as I 

listened to the materials need for space. If I put them too close, 

the wool would break off. I sprayed water and vinegar on the 

wool to make it wet, as the fibers got stronger and could hold 

the stitches, and I continued to stitch in the wet fibers.

Method 5: Cracking

The wool is too crips, it cracks, pieces fall of by my touch. I let 

them fall off and collect them. Sometimes I try to stitch them 

back on, sometimes they hang on by a thread. But mostly they 

stay in place, at least for now.
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Method: Dyeing — Unintended violence, a 

video of the state of the wool after dyeing. 

The meat is tender.

Method: Untangling — Care, I look at all 

the broken pieces, untangle them and treat 

them with gentleness, ashamed of the 

damage I have caused.

Method: Sorting — Slightly sadistic, 

taking my damage in, prodding the wound 

with tools, investigating the violence. 
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Method: Tearing — Violence, a good tear 

in the meat, after several attempts of 

wrenching, stabbing, pulling and ripping.  

Method: Drying — Care, hanging the 

pieces to dry, trying to make them usable, 

finding their qualities and strengths. 

Method: Drying — Care, dry meat, feels 

crisp to the touch. I take the violence in, 

trying to find a way to make it better 

again. Having a conversation with the 

fibers and apologizing. 
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Method: Tearing apart —Violence/

Revenge, I have pushed the meat too 

far, and it is now giving in. It also feels 

like revenge, forcing me to show more 

care and tenderness. 

Method: Wet stitching — Violence, to 

connect the pieces I drench them in 

water, suffocating them, telling them 

its for their own good. It's only 

temporary.

Method: Stitching — Care, I try to 

make the meat into one again. 
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Method: Stitching — A small level of 

force, making the pieces fit together.

Method: Stitching — Care, trying to 

follow the fabrics woven structures, 

remaking it as the square it used to be. 

Method: Stitching — Care, letting it 

grow. Violence, making it fit into my 

outline measures. 



II. The healing — The victim, the mending. Latex that 

resembles my skin, stitched together with suture/healable 

stitches, mended holes. Processing and memory. Skin.  

Materials: Latex, liquid. Nylon, thread. Dye, leftovers. Body 

powder. 
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Method 1: Pouring/dyeing

I poured the latex out on an even surface, and added some 

leftover dye from the bloodbath, to make it feel more alive. 

Then I waited for the ammonia to evaporate, so I could rip the 

dried "skin" off the surface. The latex has a yellow tone to it, 

and the thicker it is the browner it gets. I tried to keep them as 

thin as possible, as I was looking for a fragility that felt like my 

own. The pieces varied from yellows and beiges, to whiteish 

pink, or to a soft pink or bright pinks. 

Method 2:  Ripping and rubbing

I pulled it slowly, the thinner parts ripped and got holes. If I 

stretched it far enough it left marks, not unlike skin itself. I 

ripped it of its surface, again and again. The ripping mostly felt 

like a caring act because of the slowness, and the caressing acts 

of covering it in powder. But sometimes the ripping felt more 

like a brutal separation, a sudden and fast one, and this left 

marks in the surface. I rubbed each piece carefully with body 

powder, it's a slow process, intimate. I got to know every inch 

of it. Sometimes I left some parts untouched, then I stretched it 

as far as I could and let it go fast. The pieces fold, and crawls 

up. It shrivels from my touch.
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Method 3: Stitching

I sutured by piercing the surface of the latex skin, to make them 

into one. As I sutured and twisted the thread around my fingers 

to knot everything to place, the thread carved into my flesh and 

my mind went wild. I tried to push the intrusive thoughts away 

by focusing on the stitching, and my mind went: 

Thread pierce twist twist pull twist pull cut Thread pierce twist 

twist pull twist pull cut Thread pierce twist twist pull twist pull 

cut.

Method 4: Falling apart— Sisyphus, The mending and ripping  

As it fell more and more apart I grieved for it. I gently picked 

up the pieces and pinned them back in place. I was so tired, and 

it must have been too. Like Sisyphus had his rock, I have this. 

We tried to move in the right direction, working against gravity, 

or materiality. But unlike Sisyphus, I didn't enjoy this part of 

the process quite as much.  
 
I pushed it back into place. I stitched it together over and over 

again. Hoping that one day it would stay in place, and that I 

wouldn't be Sisyphus for a lifetime. Maybe I have to give up at 

some point and embrace my material's need to fall apart.
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I wanted to wrap myself inside it, let it surround me for just a 

second until we became friends again and found the strength to 

go on, to be stronger again, together. I promised to be gentler 

this time.

Method 5: Dyeing - Black

I imitated suture by dyeing fishing line black. I used acidic dye, 

the same type as for the red wool. Nothing fell apart this time. 

Method 6:  Restitching

I could see it falling apart right in front of my eyes. It stretched 

too much, even where I had reinforced it with stitches, it teared. 

The reinforcement was to strong for the fragile latex and kept 

falling apart. I didn't want to remove the fragile pieces, as I 

thought their struggle to stay connected was important to show. 

I went over it again and again with even more stitches, hoping 

the weight would even out, and not stretch them to their 

breaking point. The suture stitches cluttered. 

Method 7: Mending/glueing

Because the latex kept falling apart I started to patch it. I began 

to look at pictures of skin transplantation for inspiration and 
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thought about how I would mend it if it was fabric. I used 

liquid latex to glue together the smaller holes, and to stick 

patches to the broken surfaces, to make them stronger. Then I 

stitched around them to make them stay in place, and give the 

illusion that they might grow together someday.  

!43



 

!44

Method: Ripping —Violence, ripping 

the whole skin of its surface, causing 

holes and stretch marks. Making it 

shrivel. 

Method: Rubbing — Care, I rub the skin 

with body powder, I caress every inch of 

it tenderly, to avoid it drying out and 

sticking to itself, but there is a undertone 

of manipulation, forcing the skin to 

behave on my premises.

Method: Pouring/Dyeing — Violence, I 

make the skin, pour it on a surface, 

trying to find the best conditions for it to 

dry nicely, forcing it into my own ideas, 

wanting to make it pretty by adding 

chemicals into it that's not supposed to 

be mixed.
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Method: Pouring/Dyeing — Neutral, 

trying to match the latex to a piece of 

my own skin, in thickness and color.

Method: Stitching — Care, suturing 

together pieces, making them into a 

whole, carries some traces of 

violence by stitching together pieces 

that don't belong together, reminding 

me of Frankenstein's monster.

Method: Ripping —Violence, using 

tension to make the skin wrinkle into 

itself, making it thicker, to protect it 

from what's to come.
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Method: Restitching —Care, mending 

holes, trying to make the skin into a 

wholeness. Stitching over tears again.

Method: Falling apart — Violence, I 

didn't bother to care about the tension, 

causing gravity to take its hold.

Method: Falling apart — Violence, felt 

like a sadistic joke to only see this left 

on the wall in the morning. The material 

is resisting my care, seeing through my 

attempt to manipulate it. 
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Method: Cutting— Care, the damage in 

the skin was too grave. I decided to cut 

out the wounded parts and stitch it to 

healthier skin. The cutting felt brutal, but 

was needed, for a healthier outcome.

Method: Falling apart — Violence, it 

looks like I've been visited by moths, but 

all the damage is caused by me.

Method: Patching — Care, covering the 

wounded parts, trying to make it 

stronger than it was before.
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Method: Stitching — Care, trying to 

find a composition that works, turning 

it around to see what the latex wants.

Method: Stitching — Violence, using 

force to dictate what pieces should be 

where, choosing from aesthetic 

preferences, not what works best.

Method: Stitching — Care, letting it 

grow. Violence, making it fit into my 

outline measures. 



III. The Scar — The survivor, the rebuilding. The resistance 

and reclaiming of body. The body healed, but never the 

same. Flesh.

Materials: Wool, flannel. Red dye, acidic.  Silk, thread.

Silk/wool, fabric. Pink dye, avocado. Latex, liquid. Silk, thread. 

Vaseline.
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Method 1: Dyeing - The bloodbath, third attempt, second 

recreation

I boiled and boiled, like rage the water flowed through the 

fibers. But it was keeping itself together, still resisting. I 

kneaded it and prodded it with my hands and rusty tools, but 

nothing happened. It wasn't tender enough from all the 

beatings, yet. I broke some of the wool to pieces, the others 

kept their shape, but got bigger or smaller tears that became the 

basis for making scars. Leaving me alone to mend all of the 

pieces.

Method 2: Stitching

I drowned it in water to make it do whatever I wanted. Then I 

stabbed it with my needle. Pretending to care for it, only to 

leave it with more holes than before.

I tried to stitch it together with a satin stitch, but every time I 

made a new stitch it disintegrated. It was like stitching into 

nothingness and after several attempts of stitching the 

crumbling wool, I screamed out loud in frustration. I got scared 

of stitching. The more I tried to make it whole the more it fell 

apart. The hole got bigger, as if it didn't want to be healed, as if 
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it suffered from my forceful attempts to mend it. With every 

stitch, the porous wool withered from my touch.

Method 3: Dyeing — Another kind of blood

I bought two avocados the other day in a hurry. A couple of 

days later I noticed they were on sale, because the land of 

origin was Israel. And with me buying them, I accidentally was 

supporting their occupation of Palestinian land. The avocados 

were already eaten, the stones and skins in my freezer, saved 

for dye.

I made a bath with the avocados. It felt like a different kind of 

bloodbath than before, but didn't look like it. They made the 

fabric fleshy pink and the blood of Palestine was inside every 

singel fiber, carrying traces of violence, while they are bleeding 

worse than ever before, in a genocide.

Method 4: Pouring

I wanted the skin-like part to be a more complete version of the 

skin in "healing", so I poured some latex over the silk/wool 

fabric. It was important to keep the layer thin, so it didn't get to 

leathery, and I decided to use a screenprint squeegee to get it as 

even as possible.
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Method 5: Moving with caution 

I tried my very best to keep it safe, to carry it with care and 

caution. I folded some soft tissue around it, and placed it 

carefully over my arm, and still it curled up, folded in on itself, 

as a form of protection. I wanted it to be free, straight and 

sleek, and tried my very best to save it. I was as careful as I 

possibly could, still it tangled itself up in a protectional shape. 

The more I tried to straighten it, to stretch it out and unfold it, 

the tighter it folded, the harder it became. It didn't want my 

care, and I got furious and tore it apart. 

Method 6: Rubbing with vaseline

I thought the fabric might be more stable with latex, but forgot 

that it likes to stick to itself. I decided to rub the entire sheet 

with vaseline. A caring act that ends with brutality in the long 

run, as the oils in the vaseline will eat away the rubber. I was 

able to move it again without being too careful. If it folded on 

itself, but I could straighten it back out. It was so easy to work 

with, so obedient in its slow decay. 

Method 7: Stabbing 

To trace the scarring through the layers of tissue, I stabbed and 

cut the pink layer and made a wound. Only to embroider over it 
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again. It made it easier to see, but harder to stitch, later I 

abandoned this method, only to trace the scarring with pins, 

leaving the surface whole.

Method 8: Stitching

At some point I felt like "Scarred" was to monotone, with red 

on red and pink on pink, and it was too different from the other 

pieces, so I decided to bring in other threads. On the red side I 

had two different nuances of red, and I wanted to continue this 

on the pink side. To make it have more similarities with the 

other pieces I decided to make some scarring-in-process, since 

healing is not linear. I brought in some yellow from "Healing" 

and some red from "Wounded". The red was already present on 

one surface and appeared on both sides by cutting wounds 

open. The yellow refer to an infected wound and the red to a 

fresh and clean cut. 
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Method: Tearing - Violence, gravity takes its 

hold once more. Rips just around my 

enforcements. 

Method: Stitching a scar —Violence, the needle 

is a weapon, puncturing the wool and making 

my fingers sore, leaving its mark on my body, 

changing how my identity reads. 

Method: Stitching a scar — Care, act of 

mending a surface that has been torn, making 

the surface whole, leaving traces of what used 

to be.
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Method: Pouring — Violence, I make 

the fabric stronger, but not all 

experiences that lead to strength are 

wanted, nor needed, even if the 

intentions were good.

Method: Pouring/rubbing — Violence, 

using a squeegee to get it even. Rubbing 

with vaseline to make it obey, but 

causing it harm over time.

Method: Pouring — Violence, drenching 

the fabric in latex, suffocating it.
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Method: Stabbing —Violence, making a 

wound to trace the scar through the 

tissues.

Method: Stabbing —Violence, seeing 

the scarring shine through the surface 

leveled wound.

Method: Stitching —Caring, closing the 

gaping wound to make the skin whole 

again. 
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Method: Stitching —Care, embroidering 

the scar to match through the layers of 

skin and meat in the flesh. 

Method: Stitching— Care, leaving 

stabbing as method, to trace with pins 

instead. It's more holes, but with less 

harmful impact.

Method: Rubbing — Slow violence, the 

oil in the vaseline will break down the 

fibers.
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Method: Embroidering a wound — 

Violence, sometimes a wound is created, 

or reopened in the healing process. This 

might cause an infection, of the mind and 

the body. Re-traumatization.

Method: Exposure — Slow violence, 

the sun will make the latex melt and the 

dye will fade.

Method: Embroidering a wound — 

Violence, making a wound in a healing 

body, not unlike people exposed to 

force, that end up causing themselves 

harm.
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Method: Stitching — Violence, finding 

a composition, forcing the pieces to fit 

together, amputating parts that don't fit 

in. 

Method: Stitching — Violence, 

compressing the fabrics to fit given 

measures. 

Method: Stitching — Care, layering, 

reinforcing the flesh, connecting pieces, 

making them ready to grow into a body.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

IV. The armor — The support, a hard structure against the soft 

tissue. An armor, a barrier, a spine.

Material: Steel
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With the frames it became clear to me quite early on that the 

welds were also a scar, and that I wanted to keep them with all 

their ugliness, as long as they kept the pieces together. I 

practiced, and testet out possibilities for writing with the 

welding, but turned away from the idea, because it became to 

much. I also tried to polish down the scars, which I strongly 

disliked, but it gave me the idea to change the surface of the 

frames to fit their stories more, and made samples of rusting for 

the wound frame to indicate time passing as well as fitting the 

rougher surfaces it has, and to polish the healing frame to make 

it match the clinicality of the suture. The measurements on the 

inside are 170x80 cm, and the idea is that I should fit inside it, 

making each frame into a mirror of myself, holding my body. 

It was important to me that the fabric got a harder structure 

surrounding them, like a skeleton, for the broken bodies to be 

able to take up and hold space as a feminist action to show how 

violence affects our bodies.  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Method: Welding —Care, welding 

together pieces to make it into 

something bigger, leaving scars. 

Method: Cutting — Care, manipulating 

something that wasn't useful to make it 

into something stronger and better. 

Taking "bones" to make a skeleton. 

Method: Welding — Violence, making a 

scar on a unwounded surface. Care, in 

decorating something to give it more 

value or importance. 
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Method: Hanging — Care, using small 

ears to attach the soft tissue to the 

bones, so it can become a body again.

Method: Hanging — Violence, 

evaluating the bodies based on their 

beauty and how I should manipulate 

them further.

Method: Hanging —Violence, forcing 

the tissue to fit its framework.
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Method: Hanging — Care, building 

support for the bodies to stand on their 

own. Here in the shape of arms.

Method: Cutting — Violence, trimming 

edges to adjust fit. Felt extremely brutal 

to force them into their frames.

Method: Layering — Care, seeing the 

whole body as one, through all the 

layers of tissue.
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Method: Cutting — Violence, cutting 

away pieces of healthy tissue to make 

them fit.

Method: Cutting — Violence, the 

leftover tissue, hanging dry, isolated 

from a body.

Method: Installation — Figuring out 

how to make the bodyparts work 

together again, still being separated.



The aftermath

Method: Aging

I think one of the most interesting aspects of my material 

choices is that I don't know what will happen to them. I haven't 

worked with these materials before, and I have used them in 

unconventional ways, that may indicate that they won't last 

forever. My first samples of latex have darkened a bit, which I 

knew would happened after looking to Eva Hesse's latex 

works. Some of my tests have melted because of light and heat 

exposure. I have worked against the nature of the materials, 

adding chemicals they are not supposed to mix with. Soda for 

the wool, dye and oil for the latex. This will make my work 

age, and just like our bodies we don't know how they will 

transform over time, or how long they will survive. 

I am staying with the trouble, even though I at this point only 

want to leave it behind and run away. It is too much. They are 

falling apart, all of them are. One is cracking, breaking to 

pieces, another is bursting at the seams, or stretching itself to 

the breaking point. I go over them again and again only to see 

them fall more apart, not unlike a human that has encountered 

force.  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I pushed it too far. I wanted to manipulate it. Change it into 

what I wanted it to be. Force it into a red and soft being. 

I pushed it too far. I didn’t understand before it was too late. 

My fingers pushed through it, leaving holes and tears. 

I pushed it so far. It wasn't able to keep its own shape. It began 

to tear itself apart too. Out of desperation. 

Now I feel guilty. I want to make up for it. So I try to stitch it 

together. To erase my brutal acts. 

The holes won’t disappear. The pieces won’t become one. No 

matter how hard I try, my violence will be visible in its seams. 

What I did will never be undone, and I will say these words to 

you that were never said to me:  

I am sorry.  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