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One year ago, I found myself visiting a bookstore in Copenhagen where I came 
upon a little yellow piece of literature by the writer Gry Dalgas; a small hand 
printed, hand sewn, silky book, with hand drawn illustrations on the cover, 
almost the feeling of a scarf or a hat, gathered yet so porous it could easily fall 
apart. 

The book was standing, oblique, in the shop: its radical softness on a grey shelf 
system. 

I bought it and read it and with its thin yellow appearance, it was a hand-sewn 
pleasure, a collage of voices and experiences, its quality impossible to place on 
a smooth scale of good or bad; since it was like nothing else I had read in the 
landscape of Danish literature. 

Running a press for me is hunted by certain expectation of cleanness and 
smoothness, good or bad, a look of intelligenza, a look of importance, a dark 
blue cover with a simple ascetic print placed in the middle, which I find a little 
conservative, yet always strive to imitate. 

This yellow scarf, this hand-sewn piece of writing inspired me to find a new love 
for the eclectic, overgrown or slightly impossible book object - more a container 
of a universe one can flip into than anything else. 

It inspired me to make fierce books, camp books, messy, difficult books, 
books that are like all sorts of femme creatures, books melting down grey 
shelf systems with its colorful covers and wild combinations of writers. And 
this way move on, after my earlier partner in crime, with whom I had started 
Longetti, sadly left us, a little due to me being a heavy diva. 

That’s how the diva book was made – from a desire to make something 
polyphonic, raging and decadent. As one of the diva writers, the classical 
pianist Eriko Makimura puts it, something “balancing between the elegant 
and the kitsch”. 

It’s made out of a life long obsession with all sorts of waxy divas: from my mother 
to Bjork and Pedro Almodovar’s films, divas, which I have been a devoted fan of, 

She will never be wishy-washy
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mirroring my small defeats and victories in their great ones, admiring them with 
stars in my eyes and a hint of savage jealousy, admiration.

It’s my admiration for the artists in this book that lead the curatorial structure of 
the diva book; all the writers and artist in this book are people who’s work, style 
and approach to art, who’s voices I indiscreetly admire completely. 

In this book, you will find Puer parasitus serving fashion magazine full frame 
pictures (are they a fashion brand? A glazed activist group?) 

We have the classical pianist and performer Eriko Makimura handing us a piece 
of herself in a sophisticated manga series and in her self-portraits and poetry on 
the seven deadly sins; portraying all the women she contain. 

We have my idealistic and most glamorous friend Jazzmint Dash’s page of looks 
and a short, sharp, generous one page essay ‘On Divadom’ serving us a list, a 
lesson and a slice of hope. 

We have one of the most interesting, fiercest artist that have sprung of the Danish 
art scene; Dina El Kaisy Friemuth, who contributes to the diva book with an 
archive of pages stuffed with shout outs and respect paid to beloved divas.

We have raging, beautiful lyrics from the superstar Nadia Tehran and Rilke like 
lofty poetry accompanied by photos worthy of the most iconic 90’es film from 
the photograph, writer and filmmaker Jihaan Yussuf. 

We have theatre like dialoques between Judy Garland, Dickie Beau, Ida Luka, 
Mickey Rooney and Marilyn Monroe in Ida Luka Holmegaards text, we have 
miss Moore crawling on the floor in a moonlit room with her long nails in the 
strange text served by Daniel Mølholt Bülow. 

We have a feverish novella of a summer, sleeping with a boyfriend’s younger 
brother, observing wealth and eating too much of it by the curator and writer Mai 
Dengsøe. 

And when we are kicked out from Mai Dengsøes feverish summer novel, getting 
way too comfortable with the bourgeoisie, Sian Kristofferson lists every single 
daemon of wrath, moments of luxury; of sugar cubes sucking on a makeup table, 
anger and beauty god dammit. We have beauty! 
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We have beauty and intimacy in Monia Sanders Haj-Mohamed’s full frame 
photograph of a boney doll and ring, one full sentence: whenever you need me.

We have disruptive beauty in the writer Oskar Fehlauers untitled essay on 
moments of bodies in pop culture, the body changing with age, the over-
whelming melancholic body of everyday life. 

We have the body in the Melanie Kittis intoxicating prose; taking a walk or a 
break, dead with its shoes on, its traces of mascara leaking into the groundwater, its 
observations of other bodies and what bodies of money and resources are used for, 
its appearance two times on television. 

We have hybrid texts such as Clara Busch Lilies, where a narrator is shifting 
between walking in a moist, garden then shape shifting into analysis of art works 
and literature critic; readings. We have Ville Laurinkoski’s text Notre musique a 
refined, mystic piece of prose that seems as if written on top of overgrown notes 
from poetry and theory. 

The format of the diva book is coffee-table-book, and in this book, a string of 
flaming creatures, of blazing talented divas you will find listed, introduced, 
side-by-side and possibly conflicting, possibly responding unknowingly to one 
another’s style and statements. 

The diva is a character, which may contain conflict, which may drag an entry 
out where other more dull deadly is in a boring hurry, a character so strong 
that its realness and brilliance do not fade at the glance of evil eyes luring in 
the audience, a character representing both community and individuality, a 
character of empathy and strong opinions, a persona of duality, of the vibrant, 
of the extra. 

So dear reader, I hereby present and invite you to enjoy and learn from a 
decadent body of work by fifteen divas, pour yourself a glass of water, deck it 
with a cocktail cherry or a glass of whatever indefinable extra you can afford 
and as Jazzmint Dash writes it; give into decadence, because we should all 
give in to decadence, when it presents itself to us (unless we are rich, then we 
should go fuck ourselves).

Lipstick imprinted kisses,
Anna Stahn 
Editor of Longetti
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Puer Parasitus is both a political family, an artist group 
curating and producing strikingly touching films and performances, 
a fashion brand with a critical gaze producing sculptural pieces of 
clothing and bags made from recycled materials and they are
stylists creating sickening cool looks for musicians and artists.
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on Clarice Lispector, Georgia O’Keeffe, Ithell Colquhoun, and Forugh 
Farrokhzad

Perhaps life is a choked moment where my gaze/ annihilates 
itself inside in the pupils of your eyes -/ I will mingle that 
sensation with my grasp/ of the moon and comprehension of 
darkness./ In a room the size of loneliness,/ my heart’s the size of 
love.1 

I have slept with the window open. The air is humid. It doesn’t rain, but 
fog settles like petals around my room, hidden from the outside world. I 
walk down the stairs. From the dining room I can see the sea and the sky, 
not separated today as they usually are, due to the fog. There are some 
people in kayaks in the sea. It looks like they are having a meeting or are 
waiting to be picked up by a hand; to be put down somewhere someone 
else has designated for them. Or it's like they turn to stone when the sun 
breaks through the fog. I have a vase of white lilies on the dining table. 
Yesterday I changed the water. I had imagined that the flowers would 
burst open really quickly if I poured in warmer water, but this morning 
only one is in the making as an unfolded flower. I can see the inner petals.
In 1946, British visual artist and author Ithell Colquhoun (1906-1988) 
made a painting entitled "Gorgon". In Greek mythology, the gorgons are 
three winged sisters who have the ability to turn anyone who looks at 
them into stone. The most famous sister is Medusa. Ithell Colquhoun’s 
painting style and subject matter ranged between the surreal, the occult, 
and the botanical. I first came across Ithell Colquhoun this summer when 
a friend sent me a picture of one of her paintings. "Gorgon", it said. I 
remember the first thing I thought of was a bird. Then ovaries. And finally, 
rage.

1 Forugh Farrokhzad Reborn

Lilies

Clara Busch
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The painting is square and jumps into me right away. Ithell Colquhoun 
has painted a colorful creature with its wings open. It is difficult to 
determine whether the creature has always stood like this  —  observable 
and wide-open  —  or whether it is only bare in this moment. It is the 
act of exposing oneself to open oneself. I'm not sure if the creature is 
human, bird, angel, mountain, or something fifth. Its shape is knotted; 
perhaps therefore intricate. It opens its wings. It has time to stop. It may 
have grown together with the ground. The creature has a red spine and 
shoulders and dark brown-green wings. Protruding out from what I call 
the spine (which has a structure more like an upright river with flesh and 
tendon-like currents) are sprout shaped figures that remind me of ovaries 
and testicles; two oval abscesses on stems. And below them several more 
lumped together, without stems; eggs that are about to melt, eggs that are 
about to form, eggs that can be confused with fungi. The creature has 
an ultramarine and erantis-that-is-about-to-pop yellow head. None of the 
facial organs have been painted and it’s a stretch to call it a face. Instead, 
there are patches of threads that form a small tissue. The tissue may 
be multiple ovaries to come. At first I overlook it, but I can see that the 
tissue unites with intestine-like clouds of smoke painted above. Up close, 
I can also see that in many places there are structures that resemble 
fungal spores.

The figure has a huge radiance. It is majestic. Its wings are concave, as 
if they can surround anything. The figure looks like something out of a 
tragedy or a dream. What I was fascinated by when I first saw the painting 
on my iPhone was that there is a horizon line inside the wing catcher. The 
wing catcher is an opening into a world farther away. To the right of the 
wingtip, the space is pink  —  and to the left, orange  —  but the two colors 
are bound together by a common horizon. There isn’t really anything in 
there other than a light that changes. It could be an ocean and a sky.

How distant did our world once lie/ from these chambers of the sky,/ but 
now your voice reaches me,/ the sound of angel’s snow wings./ Looked 
how I’ve soared to galaxies,/ to shorelessness eternity.2 

2 Forugh Farrokhzad The Sun Rises
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Another lily has begun to open in the dining room. In the most open one I 
can see dark stamens, white bristles on the insides of the petals and pistils.
I go out into the garden. There it drips under the trees. Not violently, but 
as if someone is scattering small hands over me until, little by little, the 
boundary between inside and out is stroked away. It's Halloween. I see a 
picture of my friend on Instagram with an ugly wound on her chin, held 
together by black stitches. It's hard to determine if it's for the occasion of 
Halloween or if it’s from an unfortunate bike crash. I think the latter.
In 1977, shortly before her death, Brazilian author Clarice Lispector wrote 
the short story “Beauty and the Beast or the Enormous Wound”. In the 
story, the reader follows the upper-class woman Carla de Sousa e Santos 
after her visit to a beauty salon in Rio de Janeiro.

“The “de” and the “e” were important: they denoted class and 
a four-hundred-year-old Rio family. She lived among the herds 
of women and men who, yes, who simply “could”. Could what? 
Look, they just could.”

Carla has asked her driver to pick her up at 5 p.m. but since it is only 4 
p.m. she goes out into the Brazilian streets on her own. This is something 
new for her, as her money allows that she never walk without escort. Carla 
has never thought about her wealth, but now, on the street, her thoughts 
begin to race.  "Her forehead even broke out in a cold sweat, because so 
much had been given her and eagerly taken by her.”  Her thoughts are 
interrupted by a man with a huge wound on his leg, asking if she can 
spare some money so he can eat.

Earlier in her life, Carla dreamed of the same glittering fate as Lake 
Tiberias, Israel's largest freshwater lake,

“... covered in silence, bluer than the heavens, ringed entirely 
by flowering meadows, dense groves, rocks of porphyry, and 
pristine white lands among the palms, beneath the doves in 
flight.”

I think about the characteristics of this lake that made Carla want to 
become it, and if such a wealthy life in the Brazilian upper class of the 
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late 20th century is in fact more reminiscent of a sparkling sea than she 
is aware of. The biggest difference between Carla and Lake Tiberias has 
to be bodily. The body of the lake is not Carla's body. The lake does not 
carry pearl necklaces, red nail polish or small gold stars in its hair. The 
lake does not walk around with large banknotes nor is it driven in a car 
by its driver. The lake does not go to beauty salons, the lake does not see 
pictures of itself in the newspapers, the lake does not eat caviar while 
drinking champagne, the lake does not ski in Switzerland, the lake does 
not speak English.  “No. The world wasn’t whispering. The world was 
scre-am-ing!!! through that man’s toothless mouth.”

The biggest similarity between Carla and Lake Tiberias must be that the 
two of them, as Carla writes about the lake, are " covered in silence" . Carla 
is never alone, and I would also say this about the lake if I were to step 
out of Carla's memory of it. The water of the lake mixes with wastewater, 
rainwater, urine and all kinds of pollution. Carla is similarly mixed with 
other people, not in the sense that she is polluted, but in the sense that 
she is diluted - she is more  other  than herself. Because she lets everyone 
decide things for her.

“She couldn’t remember the last time she’d been alone with 
herself. Maybe never. It was always her - with others, and in 
these others she was reflected and the others were reflected in 
her. Nothing was - was pure, she thought without understanding 
what she meant.”

Would it make more sense to say that the transformation Carla must 
undergo is more towards the likeness of a plant than that of a lake?

A plant is in a tender and collaborative connection with its surroundings. 
A plant grows and opens, or grows and becomes stronger. A plant must 
solve problems, change, find an angle where the light hits it and stay 
standing there at night. The world's tallest tree is over a hundred meters 
tall and started as a seed. Plants can become thousands of years old and 
all colors visible to the human eye. The speeds and scales that they unfold 
in are so different than those of humans.
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In my vase in the dining room, all lilies will bloom.  "Only in time itself 
is there room enough for me " reads an excerpt from  Água Viva,  one of 
Clarice Lispector's most famous novels. It’s from one of the passages I 
have reread most often in my adult life:

“Is my theme the instant? the theme of my life. I try to keep up with it, I 
divide thousands of times into as many times as the number of instants 
running by, fragmented as I am and the moments so fragile - my only vow 
is to life born with time and growing along with it: only in time itself is 
there room enough for me”

Maybe its beauty is that I can not explain it, or fully comprehend what it 
really says. I feel there is room for me here in the house, in the garden, by 
the beach, near my boyfriend and when I see the moon over the sea. There 
is a full moon today. Spongy moonlight on the waves. The moon looks 
like one big cell that will one day be able to divide, or suddenly pop up in 
a swamp in a forest, or at a border of a meadow, or just in a small grassy 
patch in a new parking lot. For the body, no single cell is indispensable. 
If the moon is one cell, then I can do without it. I get the feeling when I 
read this passage that this is the way it is. Only in time itself is there room 
enough for me.

"If I weren't so pretty I'd have had a different fate,"  Carla expresses 
herself after a thought — that she is not living, she is pretending  —  comes 
to her. The reader is told that Carla's friend's heart went crazy and hurt 
and twisted and that Carla never wants to feel that way. Carla is afraid of 
the extreme and the ugly. Actually she fears both what is too beautiful 
and what is too unpleasant, but she rationalizes that her disgust for the 
man’s wound is more a product of her circumstance than of her character.  
“I’m not awful! I’m a product of I don’t even know what, how can I know 
anything about the misery of the soul .”

The house is different when I'm alone in it. When darkness falls I stay 
indoors. I notice the laundry fluttering in and out of the window frame, I 
hear crackling noises in the woodwork and wind blowing in doors. I move 
in a different way and the only thing I think about is company.
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“After all who was she? No comment, especially since the question lasted 
a fraction of a second: question and answer hadn’t been thoughts in her 
head, but in her body. I am the devil she thought...”

Answers and questions in the body are tears, blood and semen. Clarice 
Lispector writes about a woman full of thoughts, but at the same time, 
a woman more  body  than thoughts. The body is other than its surface, 
skin, eyes, lips and hair. Questions and answers have not been thoughts 
in Carla's head but in her body. Questions in the body are both biology 
and spirituality. The body must ask itself what it needs to survive. And 
likewise, it asks what it needs for a happy life. You can feel the presence 
of another human being very close to you even if there is nobody. Not 
only thoughts ask who is there but the body too. It can feel it.

Two trees grow on top of each other in a garden near where I live. One 
tree has gotten red leaves from the fall while the other has remained 
green. The innermost tree is an apple tree. I do not know what the 
outermost is.

I don’t repent./ It’s as if my heart flows/ on the other side of 
time./ Life will echo my heart,/ and the dandelion seeds sailing/ 
the wind’s lakes will re-create me./ Do you see how my skin/ is 
cracking wide?/ How milk forms/ in my breast’s cold blue veins?/ 
How blood begins to form sinew/ in my patient loins?/ ... I’m the 
earth’s ferocious lust/ sucking all the waters in/ to impregnate 
the fields.3

Carla adds physical layers to herself  —  gold stars and new nails  —  
whereas the man with the wound has lost layers of himself. He is open 
to his bone. There is truly nothing standing in between his inner self and 
the outside world.

3 Forugh Farrokzhad In Nights’ Cold Streets
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In addition to class inequality, Clarice Lispector also addresses gender and 
climate. For example, it dawns on Carla that the man with the wound also 
has a gender. It comes in as a small sentence, unelaborated, but I read it as 
a point that people exist together no matter who they are. The development 
Carla undergoes is that she discovers that she and the man with the wound 
are equally exposed to the world even though she is shielded behind gold 
stars and wealth. The world can enter just as deep into them both.

“She wanted to force herself to understand the world and 
could only manage to remember snippets of remarks from her 
husband’s friends: “those power plants won’t be enough.””

Carla remembers her husband’s friends sharing concerns. It's unclear 
whether they are concerned about running out of energy or money, and 
I read this as Clarice Lispector addressing what’s actually at the core of 
the climate crisis. Carla wants to understand the world but she believes 
that her only source of knowledge is her husband and his friends. Carla's 
marriage, it is revealed, is not very good, but the prospect of returning to a 
lower social class is not an option for her. Even the idea of returning to her 
maiden name seems completely wrong, so she turns her gaze away from 
her husband's shortcomings and infidelity.

The wound on the man is very large. Carla's wound has completely 
different branches. One of them is to think of beauty as a safeguard 
against pain.

A huge tree near the house has fallen over and down a slope onto the 
beach. I can stand in its hole. Large heaps of seaweed have been blown 
up on it like garlands or wet dresses, and it has changed shape. Not in 
the contours that make it a tree, but in the invisible outline that no longer 
belongs to the forest, because it now belongs to the sea. The hole is 
feminine because new oak trees grow up from it and because there are 
leaves from other trees everywhere. It is seductive, daring, huge and 
vibrant even though what created it has torn itself loose and has been 
taken further. The fallen tree in the ocean is also feminine. It is thick 
and heavy and steady and surrounded by ocean. I feel assertive and 
vivacious today. It is a happy state that makes me feel like I have a place 
in the world. I would like to invite the world into that state.
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Three open lilies and seven closed. Lily bulbs can survive through the 
winter in the soil even in Nordic climates. I also think the flowers look 
like they will never die. They are dramatic and soft
.
The bedroom windows are completely foggy. It is as if the moisture has 
no restrictions. I wake up and feel very sad. My room is ice cold. I rarely 
feel that way. Most of the time I feel excited and brave when I open my 
eyes, as if small suns are bouncing around my body, but today is different. 
Today is more like autumn leaves rattling and blowing in there, in what 
feels empty, porous and waning orange. The sea is sharp with sunbeams, 
the water surface thin, rippled by sun. It is clear that today something has 
been torn up. A fisherman drifts past in a dinghy. It looks like he's taking 
a fishing net apart or measuring how far it is.

The path meanders among life’s tiny veins/ and the climate of 
the moon’s womb will annihilate/ the cancerous cells, and in 
the chemical aura of after-dawn/ there will remain only voice-/ 
voice seeping into time.4

I go for a walk in the nice weather. Out near the pier, after the large factory, 
lies a dead whale. A porpoise the size of an adult labrador. This is the first 
time I’ve seen one. I know it is not uncommon here, but it is violent to see 
such a large animal lying alone. The porpoise is too far away from the sea. 
The head looks like a human skull. The flesh on the head has disappeared 
while the body  —  its eerie holes, the way it lies  —  is still of flesh. The 
holes in the body are not red or pink, but black. It looks like it has been 
lying there for a long time.

In 1919, the visual artist Georgia O’Keeffe painted the painting “Inside 
Red Canna”. Born in 1887 in Wisconsin, USA, O’Keeffe became almost 
one hundred years old and lived the last many years of her life in the US 
state of New Mexico. “Inside Red Canna” is presumably in the series 
of red canna paintings. It is a look from slightly above into a canna lily. 
Cannas are not ‘real’ lilies, but in their own family  Cannaceae.  The 

4 Forugh Farrokzhad  Only Voice Remains
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painting of the almost-symmetrical red flower is done in such square 
shapes that it looks futuristic. The red canna in the painting has a black, 
oval cavity in the middle, with an hourglass-like flower string in front 
of it. Behind the hourglass shape, the black cavity seems very deep. 
Flowers are affected by light and shade. This also applies to the red 
canna, which turns pink where the light hits it, while elsewhere it is 
completely red.

When I read about Georgia O’Keeffe, the same story keeps popping 
up. Her paintings are associated with female genitals by reviewers and 
audiences, but that had never been the artist's intention. Georgia O’Keeffe 
paints what she thinks the world should stop and observe, in this case, 
details in a flower.

I think biology, and especially botany, has a lot to do with rebellion. Most 
plants need to disperse their seeds far away from themselves so their 
offspring can grow, for most plants cannot grow in their mothers' shadow. 
It is too dark. They need to get farther away. Insects, birds and wind can 
transport seeds and pollen far away from the mother plant. It takes time 
and is a complicated process that depends on many different organisms.

I read somewhere that O’Keeffe’s paintings are a response to the 
masculine. I think it’s ignorant to see the feminine as something that 
is responding to the masculine. I don’t think that celebrating flowers 
needs to be seen in relation to the masculine, unless the masculine 
is to be perceived as a question. And if it is to be, in whose body is 
this a question? Repetitions are as evident in plants as in humans. On 
my clipped branches hang my mother's eyes. O’Keeffe’s flowers are 
so close and vibrant that I feel like they, at any moment, might grow 
several feet taller, with flower petals as large as mill wheels.

I do not know how to describe the ultra-living if not as something that 
grows. What is more alive than roots in the ground and branches in the 
air? Even the clipped white lilies keep changing.
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First, they do not reveal their inner selves. But then they open up and 
release their strong scent. The scent enhances them but also overpowers 
their beauty. Then the dining room contains only the scent. No furniture 
or pictures or food, just the smell. If the scent were to have a color, it 
would be pink, the inner color of the body. Not inner like bone or blood, 
but inner like a memory of a season that becomes another.

And I think of the flowers’ mating./ On the threshold of a cold 
season/ and in the mirrors’ grieving virgil,/ in faint memories’ 
mournful wake,/ and in this dusk pregnant with wise silence,/ how 
can one cry Stop! to one who moves/ so patiently,/ so heavily,/ 
lost.../ How can one say to this man that he is not alive,/ that he 
has never been.5

The scent of the lilies is like Carla; more body than thought. Carla thinks 
but she doesn't know why she thinks. She meets a wound. She is changing. 
Like many of Clarice Lispector's characters, she has characteristics that 
could be described as diva-like. She is feminine, superior, self-absorbed 
and lives a wealthy life that is centered on finances and appearance.

Ithell Colquhoun's “Gorgon” is feminine and the subject of admiration. 
And as with Carla, the body is very much present in it - its ovaries 
literally hang outside its body. The flower body is the mainstay of 
Georgia O’Keeffe’s painting and Forugh Farrokhzad (1934-1967) 
writes “ the wind’s lakes will re-create me./   Do you see how my skin / 
is cracking wide?”  Her skin is about to open up so she can re-emerge 
from the wind. Forugh Farrokhzad was an Iranian poet and filmmaker. 
She wrote about love, her family, and pain often rooted in landscapes 
or — nearer to everyday life  —  the garden.

I think it makes sense to anchor love and pain in landscapes and elements. 
It's nice to describe the body that way. It could be celebrating a canna lily, 
meeting a wound on a street, turning others to stone, or even re-emerging 
through the wind. The four artists create subjects that are both confident 
and shy. I feel that as soon as someone becomes the subject of admiration, 
they also incur fragility.   To be admirable is to be exposed.   Even the strong 
lilies I can just throw out.

5 Forugh Farrokzhad  Let Us Believe in the Dawn of the Cold Season
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I read that Medusa was turned from a woman into a gorgon by Athena, 
as punishment for being raped by Poseidon. I had never heard this story 
before. The only things I know about Medusa are that she can turn people 
into stone, has hair made of snakes, and that she dies when someone holds 
a mirror up to her and she sees herself. I wonder if a Gorgon is actually 
a normal woman, undergoing some kind of shame from society. And if 
the shame is represented by hair made of snakes and a beautiful and/or 
gruesome appearance. I wonder if the old myths sometimes reduced people 
by making them subhuman. The Gorgon Medusa is turned into a myth and 
now lives forever. What kind of life did she have before the transformation? 
Ithell Colquhoun’s gorgon is colourful and beautiful. It looks both like an 
angel and like something rotten or undergoing decay. I wonder what Ithell 
Colquhoun thought of the gorgons and I wonder if Medusa is even her 
original name.

The man with the wound has no name. He is a visage of anonymous pain. 
It dawns on Carla that even though he is anonymous, he has a gender. 
Perhaps the story is not only about class inequality but also about the 
anonymous being  somebody.  Clarice Lispector creates a place to get in 
touch: a street in Brazil.

It looks like it's been raining all night. Or maybe just in one concrete-heavy 
flush in the early morning. The beach looks muddy and wet and grass 
is sticking out in unruly tufts, fluttering like green ponytails or long 
crocheted scarves that blow up in faces and make the world colorful and 
indistinct.

Clarice Lispector was born in Ukraine to a Jewish family and died of 
ovarian cancer in Rio de Janeiro in 1977. In an interview just before her 
death, she said "When I communicate with an adult I'm actually
communicating with the most secret part of myself.”
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Forugh Farrokhzad ‘Sin’ (Selected poems of Forugh Farrokhzad) edited 
and translated by Sholeh Wolpé, The University of Arkansas Press 2007
Gorgon, oil on board, 57,8cm x 57,8cm, 1946, Ithell Colquhoun
Clarice Lispector ‘The Complete Stories’ translated from the portuguese 
by Katrina Dodson, edited by Benjamin Moser, New Directions 2018,
Clarice Lispector ‘Agua Viva’ translated from the Portuguese by Stefan 
Tobler, edited by Benjamin Moser, New Directions 2012
Inside Red Canna, oil on canvas,  55.9 cm x 43.2 cm,  1919, Georgia 
O’Keeffe

Clara Busch is an artist and a writer based in Copenhagen. Her works 
- both her writings, videos and drawings - capsule sensations of the 
infinite and the hyper intimate. Busch’s works seem, even if separated in 
media, to connect with one another - the drawings feed her texts and the 
knowledge of a word or of a shade of orange comes off as inseparable 
and frighteningly clever. It’s an intelligence as sensual as a plant, as 
snap as a computer yet furious like an ancient beast with stars in its 
hair.
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“Miss Moore:”, you say. “Ohh shake me up, shake me in, pull me forth 
and drag me out, will you?

I see how in between my

consciousness and actions, intentions does not come through.  In 
loose groups they fly and leave naive, rough and half-finished marks.   But
I see it only in quiet moments at home, when the sun my skin and music the 
room.”

 “Ohh, umhumhu humm.. ahh, ahh ahh, ohh, ohh ohh.., yeeeeeh, ihh, 
ih ihh, uhh, uh uuu..” she interrupts.

“In the entwinement of what is controllable and uncontrollable to us.
Here; 
 make sense, here
we sense and here; avoid the void, the neo-void, the loss

of ourselves,”
you finish.

She has stepped forth, and so the next step   must come. Miss Moore
has dragged herself frotm the edge of the seat
       to the floor of Delfi,
Malmö. She was for summoned to do a final act, a first act. How 
would she Carry along?

A dreadful, dying energy  was tearing
her/him/them apart from the rest.      Ohh lord,  

how deep the scar between them?  She, who does not cum in 
vain, who steps on broken glass with glee,  who always answears
your call in the forest. How could she Carry along?  The night
approaches her, and darkness prevails. Down and           down into the 
abyss of mind no actions can prevent. No actions        can prevent.
  In time, all will fall from grace.    All but her.
Kudsji Carry Moore, who never came to be,  But always is
in motion. Through the empty, white fog she shines deeper and darker 
than aether.

Daniel Mølholt Bülow
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   -Space of that which never came to be
   -Step of all that went wrong
   -Feel the stretch for that which no longer is
   -See actions that may come

Miss Moore hi§§ e s;   “Ohh I don t́ know whym mooooo-uuuuhhh... 
I hear a sound of an abundance of rain...
haman da aka ata rata deda paka sonda ata anvo osa tata rike eke balda 
ata rike didi asha da.”
      The long nails stretches
      through the air,
      curves as if she
      wants something else

 “Cast the Seed into the Field of Night,” Kudsji sizzles.
But I am blinded by light.
With the words drawn inwards in cute marks, I am calling and calling: 
“intentionally” “intensity” “ identity”! So desperate, but JC repeat until 
“you” are no more! Ease, ease, ease...

There you go.     Deep breaths in crystal sea.

 Basking in the tranquility of vacuum,

yes in the belly of the system, in heavy heavy heavy moonlight you lay. 
It slows each impulse down to indecision. The gloaming of your calling 
will release tensions. There be a frustration in your lazy acts of instant 
pleasures, and so warily you let go of the bouquet. But it will help your 
decapitated consciousness to float. Turbid water, intentions sinking.

    “fike hata anda ata oro bata rata ande eke 
eke monda rasa da.” Her steps-like vibrations absorbs and reabsorbs 
effectively
the sense, as soon as it is produced. Miss Moore is twisted, you see. Yet, a 
reach for something. For someone lost.

s s
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Daniel Mølholt Bülow is a writer, performer and artist 
based in Copenhagen. Mølholts works have their very own logic and 
surprisingly impossible impressive appearances, as he swallows a 
1800 philosopher’s readings; queer books quilted together comes 
out, as he aches of heartbreak - techno glitches hobby works appear, 
his praxis is like no others; controlled, spilingly personal and utterly 
nostalgic yet in no doubt a thing from the future— a Nymph in a nail 
saloon.
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Dina El Kaisy Friemuth is an activist and artist based 
in Berlin and Copenhagen.  They are one of the founders of the 
news platform FCNN News - which has been a groundbreaking 
project shaking up and challenging the Danish art scene and 
beyond since 2018.  She is a part of the curatorial and research 
team D.N.A. with Neda Sanai and Anita Beikpour, recently
programmed hydrocapsules.love for the 11th Berlin Biennale. 
Dina’s work spans over video, graphics, callouts, text and
performance. Dina’s work is idealistic and their visual style is 
always fierce, futuristic and independent, even when working
collectively, passing on and sharing their platform with other
artists, divas and voices that need more listen.
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GLUTTONY

Such a pitiful sinner. You are born to be eaten. You are irresistibly deli-
cious.
Especially the brain. After I suck and bleed you white, I will cremate your 
shell and bring it home as ashes. As my memento
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GREED

It wasn’t you. The devil made you do it. What you have to do is to soak your 
hand in River Styx. The water is crystal clean. As clean as his blood. You just 
murdered him for insurance money. You will find an innocent person to falsely 
accuse.
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LUST

Weirdly her genital is placed in the face by nature in her bones. She is shy so 
that her secret must be hidden behind the holy lotus leaf.

However, we know that when the flower is in full bloom, she becomes nymphoma-
niac and the time for disaster approaches.
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PRIDE

Do not enter the room behind my back. My husband is penetrating his mistress 
to make our inheritor. I do everything in order to maintain our aristocratic 
family continuity. How do I feel? The dumbest question ever. Obey what I 
say or you will be beheaded. 

Do not enter.
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SLOTH

My dear, we as rich parents put a bow on you to draw attention from your 
ugly face.

Since you turn sweet eighteen today, we would give you 10,000 dollars so 
that you can undergo plastic surgery. 

My dear, it is easy. It is damn easy to solve them all
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WRATH

You, impudent wretch. I am a woman with a vengeful spirit who wreaks havoc.

The day of wrath, that day
will dissolve the world in ashes,
David being witness along with the Sibyl

Death and nature will marvel,
when the creature will rise again,
to respond to the Judge

When therefore the Judge will sit,
whatever lies hidden will appear:
nothing will remain unpunished

What then shall I, poor wretch, say?
Which patron shall I entreat,
when even the just may only hardly be sure

Dies Irae. The Day of Wrath.
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Eriko Makimura is a classical pianist, stage performer and 
a writer of columns for Kobe Newspaper along with national- and 
international magazines. She is currently based in Kobe, Japan 
but has close bonds to Europe, especially Scandinavia, where 
she the last six years has been creating a series of concerts titled 
‘The Seven Deadly Sins’. Makimura is a Scorpio diva to its core; 
extravagant, brutal, sweet and frigthenly talented. In her work, 
she explores the sphere between the kitsch and the elegant, the 
comic and the brutal. She has been awarded and portrayed by 
filmmakers, photographers and journalists many different lenses. 
In the following pages you see Makimura through her own
storytelling and third eye.

Her material for Divas consists of two projects; a series of dense 
little explosive poems on ‘The Seven Deadly Sins’ accompanied 
by dramatic, almost surreal staged portraits of all the women and 
destinies that exist and can be portrait by Makimura.

The second project is a Manga capturing essential moments in 
Makimura’s life; stepping out of a car in rage, childhood
humiliation, insomnia and pouring heart blood out on stage. 
The artist and illustrator Mathilde Thorup have drawn the 
Manga beautifully in close collaboration with Eriko Makimura, 
capturing her nerve and spirit.
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I WANNA BE LOVED BY YOU, JUST YOU AND NOBODY ELSE 
BUT YOU
A reconstruction

Ida Luka Holmegaard

VOICES

Judy Garland
Marilyn Monroe
Dickie Beau
Luka
Mickey Rooney
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LUKA: I wish I had seen the performance Blackouts at SoHo 
Theatre in the spring of 2013. But I didn’t live in London 
then and I didn’t hear about it till six years later. It was 
my friend Alex who first told me about Dickie Beau, 
about how he had gotten access to some tape recordings 
of Judy Garland.

DICKIE: Sometimes I call myself a drag fabulist, which is just a 
pretentious way of saying that I dress up and make up 
stories. Sometimes I call myself a drag clown.

LUKA: In Blackouts Dickie Beau performs as Judy Garland. The 
costume: A black shawl over a red dress. A red wig with 
two braided ponytails, a fringe. White makeup like in a 
pantomime. Big, shiny red lips. Shiny red shoes, I’ve seen 
it in photographs.

DICKIE: When I was 26 I listened to the Judy Garland tapes. She 
is sitting alone in her house in Chelsea, going through a 
messy divorce with Sid Luft, talking to a dictaphone.

JUDY: The rainbow, I tried to get over it and I couldn’t. So what? 
Lots of people can’t.

LUKA: I’ve seen all the filmed bits of Blackouts I could find on 
YouTube and Vimeo.

JUDY: It’s not easy.

DICKIE: I made those tapes into a piece of theatre, that I did in 
cabaret settings.

JUDY: I don’t want to hear any examples from anybody else 
about how difficult I am, and I don’t want to pick up a 
paper.
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LUKA: Judy Garland recorded herself, she wanted to gather 
material for an autobiography. She was 41 years old.

LUKA: A simple melody, played on piano. Dickie Beau sits 
on a stage in costume. A series of movements, jolts, 
the corners of the mouth turned downwards, the 
expression somewhere between cramps and mimed 
crying. I think I am looking at someone possessed. 
Beau collapses in the chair like a doll, looks up, his 
lips start moving.

LUKA: It is this demand that makes me think of the word 
diva. Listen to me. A diva is someone who dares to 
use the imperative: Listen.

LUKA: I can’t hear what she says here.

Don’t make a joke out of me any more.JUDY:

I just about got it made. All I have to do is talk and 
all you have to do is listen and believe me, like you 
believed me when I sang all those songs. Well now I’m 
talking and listen to me for goodness sake!

JUDY:

People say, and print, and believe. The stupid ones…JUDY:

...that I’m a drunk or a drug addict. It’s a God damn 
wonder I’m not. But I’m not.

JUDY:

LUKA: Judy Garland might be best known for playing
Dorothy in The Wizard of Oz from 1939. She signed 
her first contract with the film studio Metro-Gold-
wyn-Mayer at the age of 12. Judy Garland has said 
that MGM gave their child actors amphetamine to 
keep them awake and alert during long shoots, and 
tranquillizers in the evening to sleep.
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LUKA:

DICKIE:

Why do these women sound so old?

(with an American accent) I had the idea when she 
started talking, that I would take her words and 
manipulate them and turn them into a monologue.

MICKEY 
ROONEY
(producer at 
MGM):

Judy Garland was never given any drugs by Metro-Gold-
wyn-Mayer. Mr. Mayer didn’t sanction anything for Judy.

LUKA: Is a diva someone who doesn’t decide for herself when 
she lives and when she entertains?

LUKA: Marilyn sings, she is lying on a red carpet.

It’s not easy.JUDY:

I started to think about who else had the same quality, 
and Marilyn Monroe seemed obvious.

DICKIE:

I wanna be loved.MARILYN:

I wanna be loved.

Bo-bo bi du

LUKA: Drag is acting with the seams visible on purpose.

LUKA: A phone rings, she takes it.

I’ve known of so-called happily married couples. One 
time the wife was in the hospital to have the baby. And 
the husband called me up. I mean he called me.

MARILYN:

MARILYN:

MARILYN:
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LUKA:

LUKA:

MARILYN:

MARILYN:

JUDY:

JUDY:

Richard Meryman recorded Marilyn Monroe for an 
interview for Life Magazine. It came out the same 
month she died, 36 years old.

I don’t know what to do, but if I knew I’d do it.

MARILYN: I wanna be an artist. An actress. With integrity.

MARILYN: And that includes all kinds of parts.

How do you just live?

MARILYN: I suddenly miss my mother.

It’s not easy.

A diva is always in danger of being resurrected.

LUKA: The life of a diva: mythologized, an open source tragedy.

LUKA: A telephone rings. She takes is. Marilyn is talking on the 
telephone, Dickie Beau is talking on the telephone, an 
old-fashioned telephone made of brass, with a dial.

LUKA: Is the telephone haunted? Is he a telephone? Is she? Am I?

LUKA: Her voice coming out of his mouth, hers.

JUDY: Listen to me for goodness sake!

I am the result of an audience.

LUKA: A diva has no place to retreat to. She is restless, can 
find no rest, wandering from screen to screen, body 
to body, concert hall to concert hall. It really must be 
tiring.
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NOTE

In the text I have quoted from the video Blackouts: Twilight of the Idols, 
an interview with drag performer Dickie Beau. It can be found on the 
YouTube channel of the festival Homotopia. The quotes from Judy 
Garland and Marilyn Monroe are found in recordings of Blackouts by 
Dickie Beau, who in turn quotes from The Judy Garland Tapes and 
from Richard Merymans interview with Marilyn Monroe for Life
Magazine, August 1962. The original recordings can be found on
YouTube as well.

MARILYN:

MARILYN:

MARILYN:

JUDY:

JUDY:

The trouble is, I always end up back where I came from.

I just don’t believe in the whole thing any more.

It goes on forever.

It’s high time to cut the comedy, and high time to stop the 
trolley ride.

No one ever asked me.
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Ida Luka Holmegaard is a writer based in Copenhagen. Last 
year they challenged the Danish litterature scene by publishing 
the elegant, essayistic hybrid work ‘Look’ on clothing, gender 
readings, identity and gaze. Holmegaard has written everything 
from film reviews to novels but their writing is always characterized 
by a clear and poetic tone: taking care of and closely investigating 
the chosen challenging material.
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Like the leaves of peppermint
touching the middle of your tongue 
It’s a moment so surprisingly cold
with tinges of an airy feel

With a look of a silent disapproval, 
their eyes filled with disgust 
and a definite usage of their voice:
you will know you haven’t been up to par.

Whatever you brought to offer them 
was not what they expected of you.
With eloquent detail: they are going to let you know 
where and why, you lacked. 

And there is no reasoning for you to achieve.
They will not hear it.
They asked nothing of you but what you were capable of
and yet that you could not provide.

“Who do you think I am?” - they will ask you
and you will not be able to answer
because you know exactly who they are
and what you dared to bring them
together was totally inadequate.

And with a tight stomach
a tide tongue and your heart racing
they will leave you with no words 
for you to speak 

Yet their words 
of rightful disappointment 
is left all over your body
inside and out.

Beware of the tastes of disappointment 
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This is the tale of the three nymphs of the night
All three were the rulers, the lovers and servants of the night alone.
And when night time fell, out came these three creatures for their nightly duties.

Never was their arrival quiet.
Like a steadfast wind, they would fly through the air
to where their presence was needed.

Beads of light would follow them
and still, they would be unseen by the undeserving
but catch the eyes of the willing 

And duties they had many of
As the rulers of the night, responsibility was theirs alone
Responsible for all actions night time brought with itself.

As the lovers of the night
filling the rooms, the streets, the beds 
with clouds of lust and the smells ardour

As the servants of the night
their aide and devotion were needed for all the willing and daring night wayfarers
wandering towards wherever their servants would trustfully guide them to.

For the night nymphs are selfish creatures.
Whatever decision, or bed, or service they stand behind
it is always for their thrill alone
simply because the night is theirs.

Yet more generous beauties like the night nymphs
is nowhere to be found, for they are the owner of those dark hours 
still, they do not claim anything but their duties.

For they are like the night itself, layered with unseen elements after another.
But unlike it, their coming is not constant
wavering are the night nymphs, but never will they be depended on time.

A tale of the three nymphs of the night
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Jihaan Yussuf is an artist, worker and student based in Copen-
hagen. Yussuf stages her friends and life in poetic precise scenarios of 
beauty, rawness and storytelling trough media such as photography, 
poetry and film.
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Mai Dengsø

Good place to swim

It was a strange year that year I was sleeping with my boyfriend’s 
younger brother. They lived in this fancy old house at a rather
expensive address, just where the road bends, having the sea on the 
other side. We grew up on an island. In the front yard an old oak 
would hide half of their property. The house, slightly withdrawn from 
the street, was charmingly situated under the oak’s cruel and colossal 
crown. They gained a lot of privacy from the flickering leaves, one 
could say - at least compared to the neighbors, whose houses would 
appear behind the striking contours of the silent exposure of bonsai 
bushes and trimmed lawns. Then again, with the sea on the other side, 
this house was inaccessible to viewers from the outside. I mean, you 
could pass by in a boat, but even from there, you were only able to 
enjoy the house from a certain distance. It was elegantly enormous, 
this house, white with a black roof. Unglazed roof tiles I think, at 
least, so I remember. But what I appreciated the most about the house 
was its many rooms that would follow one after the other like pearls 
on a string. Upstairs I counted: six bedrooms (the mother, who always 
came across a little massacred, had given birth five times while working 
a full time job as a shrink). Then downstairs, an office room, like a 
library, with wooden furniture softly upholstered in floral fabric. 
Nobody would ever use that room, I figured. Just like an inner pocket 
for jewelry and credit cards, somehow it was always empty. This was 
where I managed to get my first kiss, for that exact reason I guess. 
While sitting on the desk, curtains drawn, he, and I’m still referring to 
my then boyfriend, stuck his intendedly stiff yet slippery tongue into 
my mouth, which I pretty carelessly opened like a yawning cat, way 
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too wide in an ambivalent gesture of being intrigued and disgusted at 
the same time. Sitting casually on a mahogany desk (mouth still open 
wide, teeth wired with braces, tongue hidden, all curled up in the back 
of my throat), I leaned back, and he followed. Gently putting his arm 
around my back, and with his tongue desperately trying to tease mine 
into some action, several thoughts went through my mind. I thought to 
myself: He is actually pretty mature, this guy. Or at least, he seemed 
somewhat confident. Which, at the time, took me a little by surprise 
I must admit, since he tended to be a little geeky, doing really geeky 
stuff, like playing around with model airplanes and such, which I 
considered to be a little childish. I had tried to buy him cigarettes 
(going from gas station to gas station stubbornly searching for a clerk 
who didn’t ask for ID), in an attempt to see how he’d look doing cool, 
adolescent stuff. But he wouldn’t smoke. He just wasn’t interested. 
Next to the office: a small and rectangular kitchen (window out to the 
garden). A living room, maybe two, and then to the west side, almost 
floating on the sea, a sun porch. This was where they had their meals. 
A brown dining table, chairs spread around it. A grey and woolly 
carpet, with scruffy spots on, as if somebody had spilt something, 
which somebody probably had, and from pure and simple intuition I 
thought, these wall-to-wall carpets were just impossible to clean. This 
room, the sun porch, my favorite room, was special. It was outstanding. 
Kind of like a greenhouse, capturing the beaming sun when it set 
behind the low-lying coast on the other side of the rather narrow belt. 
Most probably it wasn’t that rare to have a sun porch in these wealthy 
areas that so often wiggle along the coastline. I just never sat in one, 
before this, and I loved it. Wind caressing windows. Feeling all good 
watching the vibrations from the deep bluish green and white foaming 
waves that hid the shore. The ocean, stitched by piers all the way around, 
like a piece of patchwork. Sometimes, sitting there, I thought to myself 
that this could be mine. The room, the house and what came along 
with it: the view, the water. I guess that’s where the perversion actually 
began. I wanted it all, and I wanted it too much. 
Let me tell you. When we were off school, we would bicycle home, 
my boyfriend and I, to this house, which I called his house at the 
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time. All season, summer or winter, the house looked terrific. Even 
my mother dreamt about it, saying something like: I love our house, 
but their house… Either way. Quite often, my boyfriend and I would 
spend time alone in the house. His parents working till late and his 
siblings – some of them still too young to bicycle home themselves. 
Being an only child, with a heart racing towards independency, I 
envied my boyfriend and how he’d naturally be treated as if he was 
older than he actually was. Just because of the fact he had younger 
brothers, which he sometimes had to take parental care of. Me, on the 
other hand, in the vacuum of being my parents only reference, would 
eternally be the youngest. Continuously I would be looked after… His 
room was the first to the right climbing up the stairway when entering 
the first floor. He must have picked it due to the convenience of not 
having to pass anyone when walking in and out of the house, since it 
was the smallest of the six that would follow down the aisle. I knew 
that for a fact, whenever my boyfriend sunk into his own world I 
would sneak peak around nervously on my toes, driven like a magnet 
into this greyish fairly square tunnel, slightly open doors figuring 
out personalities due to interiors: posters on the wall, books on the 
shelves, toys on the floor. In my mind, I created a hierarchy based on 
what I gathered of information, and took a drastic decision. I already 
told you in the beginning, so I guess I don’t have to repeat it. 

Anyway, sitting in his room these uneventful and countless afternoons, 
he would either be playing around with airplanes or reading a book 
(yes, he did that too). I would spend time sitting on the windowsill, 
from where I could see members of his family coming home. His 
father, an athletic, good looking man (at least as I heard other parents 
talk about him) with slick, shoulder-length dark hair, would come 
home around five. I would see him at a distance in full, on his
bicycle, with a helmet and always in his shorts, wheeling around 
his extremely muscular legs at a rabbit-like speed, you would have 
guessed he was in a race or something, only his bike was way too 
rough for that. Sweaty, he would come home from work (he was a 
doctor), lean his bicycle casually against the outer wall of the house 
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just one and a half meter below from where I, as a ghostly figure 
veiled behind the half transparent curtain, was watching him without 
his notion. 
That was another thing about this family. They would wear shorts. 
My boyfriend, he even got a diploma once, he told me, for wearing 
shorts all year. One day he showed me this prestigious paper that 
he kept safe in one of his drawers. “Stuff like this is funny to keep 
for the future,” he would say, holding the paper in his hands before 
handing it over. I felt weirdly proud of him, however I disliked the 
scouts, in particular their style, so I hid it quite well. “Must have 
been pretty cold,” I coolly commented, imagining his solid knees all 
winter, violet and blue like cut up amethysts. 
Letting loose my grip, the diploma fell like a petal to the floor and 
distractedly he would say something like, “oh it wasn’t that bad,” 
as he picked it up and put it gently back in the drawer for a future 
occasion. 
Frustrations would rinse over me, his father not saying hello or 
anything as he came home. Disappearing into a room and closing 
what felt like a riveted door behind him, not coming out until I’d 
left. It annoyed me since I had a profound sense of being good with 
parents (and adults in general). Not having one single chance trying to 
make use of it.
Everyday I had to leave around dinnertime (my parents being rather 
strict: six o’clock food is on the table). And every day I would run 
home, as fast as possible, not to waste a single second spent in their 
house. I was good at using the time I had at hand, in the best way 
possible. For instance, during math class I would polish my index 
finger with a thin layer of shimmering nail polish, let it dry, only to 
then repeat the session. After a semester my finger looked bizarre, 
like a dead snail with a disproportionate shell on it (I had to be very 
careful not to make it fall off). Attending one of those class meetings, 
when parents were also invited, my teacher gave me credit. Obviously 
not for my math qualifications (I had none), but because it was a fun 
nail project, with which I’d created a space for the class to feel more 
like a unit, having something (not math) to be both concerned and 
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positively engage with. The comment made me warmly excited, with 
my cheeks blushing. I felt like a social worker sinking into the back 
seat of my parent’s car driving home. Proud, and exhaustedly tangled 
up in continuous speculations on the possibilities of my new potential, 
I fell asleep. 

*

I asked for a slice of bread and a glass of milk. 
Suspiciously I would try and read her face.  Did she know that I knew 
that she probably knew. . . 
My boyfriend had already briefed me: she had found my underwear 
while doing her bed. My boyfriend had said that she felt angry and 
disgusted. 
She handed the plate to me. Acting all normal, as if nothing had 
happened. Maybe she didn’t know the full character of the story, since 
I hadn’t told my boyfriend the whole thing either. After the holidays, 
he was going to study abroad (funded by the the Rotary Club), and I 
thought he was better off not knowing. 
Maybe she thought I could have done worse. After all she was a 
shrink. 
“I, too, wanna become a shrink”, I said. 
She nodded. And then she left the room.
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Alice Neel, Spring Lake, 1970
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Mai Dengsøe is a curator and art historian based in Copenhagen, she is 
a part of the exhibition space Bizarro Logistic. She has lived for several years 
in the countryside of Denmark with the 68’generation artist Ursula Reuter, 
building a rare bridge between generations and becoming each other’s 
mutual muses. Dengsø’s style, approach and interest are a rare kind that easily 
lets fiction and art making co-exist with theory and curating in an enviable 
eclectic praxis.
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Hmmm yes, I have appeared on TV twice. The first time I was told to laugh when they told 
me to
If I hadn’t laughed
Or if I had started laughing right before they told me to

The second time I appeared on TV, I was dead. I was filthy and dirty and my hair was 
tousled in order to emphasize my ethnicity that wasn’t my ethnicity but one that could 
have been mine, had I been dead

One can brag about one’s life while one BECOMES dead
I was dead with my shoes on and I was dead without my shoes on
In order not to remove the DEATH from my hands, somebody helped tie my shoes
But nobody cared about the death on my feet, apparently 

DO NOT MISUNDERSTAND MY DEATH

Would you say it’s unreasonable of me to think that I, as dead, should be able to choose 
among various ethnicities?

Being dead is about being dead among other dead and to be scared that the death lift 
would break and leak death
Because death can leak and death can leak out
Being dead is about being shown how to be dead in the best possible way
But also about being able to find solutions whenever the best possible way doesn’t 
work out

The new DIMENSION contains death with the mouth open, on pebbles
All deaths are inscribed in tender scenes (in the new dimension)
DEATHS ARE UPSIDE DOWN IN THE NEW DIMENSION 

Tears with mascara has fallen from the eyes of the dead
Still to this day, one can find traces of mascara on the pebbles
and in the groundwater

Melanie Kitti
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I have been waiting for this my whole life 
I’m standing here today
Behind me I have 
YOU’VE GOT MY BACK

I look down on THE SCENE THAT IS SUPPOSED TO REPRESENT THE WORLD, 
I pinch my lips and I look at you, my audience
FOR YOU TO APPLAUD

I could have been standing here by myself tonight
but I am standing here
in the front in a bow of other actors

I will get back to you on bows
other bows

MY PURPOSE OF SPEAKING IS SOLELY TO CALM YOU DOWN
My heart is standing in my left lungs way and as if that wasn’t enough 
WE ARE TOO MANY PEOPLE HERE
IT IS WAY TOO CROWDED

So I’m reading the last sentence here a little bit dramatic
I take a long break
I wait until someone in the audience starts applauding and BAM, I interrupt
with the voice of a martyr

I never asked to BECOME an oracle but
amber is resin at first and resin is sticky
My title got stuck to me
It got stuck between my fingers
Had this been during the stone age, we would have been chewing resin
But it’s not 

I THINK I GOT LOST
I LOOK DOWN
I’M NOT SUPPOSED TO SPEAK THE CURSIVE WORDS OUT LOUD

If this scene is supposed to represent the world, what is then to represent it’s ascending 
odors?
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Suggestion:

I’m thinking
If the audience rises from their chairs and puts lumps of soil on their chairs
I mean not to just let them lie there but to lift them up and rub them against the chairs 
every now and then
rub, rub, rub all over the chairs
Then there will appear dots on the chairs
A lot of soil will stick to the chairs since the chairs are upholstered in velvet
So, the chairs will end up looking filthy and dirty and it’s probably not gonna be possible 
to remove it all
So I’m thinking its best to rub soil all over so that it looks as if the chairs are supposed to 
look filthy and dirty
A bit brown- or greyish with traces of soil here and there
When the soil has dried one can brush off the remaining soil
If one try to brush the soil of before it’s dry, then probably some of it will absorb into the 
velvet
But then the damage has already been done
And so it doesn’t really matter
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I overheard someone saying she thought everyone should be able to decide for 
themselves when the curtain should drop
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TO BUILD YOUR OWN BOW WITH STONE AGE TECHNOLOGY
BECAUSE THIS IS A LOW BUDGET MOVIE

I promised other bows 
I promised bows away
I promised to search for treasures and letters in old stone walls
Somewhere in those walls there must be an OUTSTANDING stone
and behind that stone
I made my own bow but I bought the arrows ready made 
However, I bought them from a man who had made them himself
But he had made them with his hands reversed
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Notes from my notebook

 ^ Life as a mirror

 ^ Not mine but someone else’s song lyrics: And time can’t be  
  bought back with silver and gold

 ^ To learn how to navigate on the starry sky and then mislead  
  others who want to learn how to navigate on the starry sky

 ^ To some people a carriage can be a ladle. Do the same people  
  think that a cradle can be a ladle?

 ^ Fact about The lion’s den: A lion was captured somewhere and  
  then kept there

 ^ There are SO many people who suit the background. I just  
  haven’t been one of them, ever. WHY?

 ^ When somebody’s belly gets stuck in the stove

 ^ Too many gifts in the well under the roots

 ^ By the way, could anyone lend me another well? I really need  
  another one

 ^ If I keep my mouth shut and don’t tell anyone, I can dress up in  
  a real knights armor

 ^ To walk on The milky way while simulating that one ś breasts  
  are leaking milk

 ^ Pretend to fight outdoors, indoors

 ^ We can all pray. Everyone can tell God fairy tales. (My friends  
  made me believe that God eats a lot of whipped cream. But I  
  know they (GOD) can’t stand it)

 ^ Costume: “Oh, but these are my own clothes. Oh, but this is my  
  own mouche. Oh, but these are my own braids. And my own  
  bindi.”

 ^ Women who runs with ribs

 ^ I have performed a song about camouflaging umami

 ^ Some people have to jest to survive. I try not to yeast 

 ^ At last: Crumble some scrambled eggs on top of it all
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Everyday I walk the same way to work. But the scenery along the way is never 
the same. It gets switched out every evening so that I won’t have to look at the 
same houses, trees, mountains, schools, hospitals, animals, bars AND SO ON, 
every day
In the beginning it seemed unnecessary to me
In the beginning I thought about all of the money and resources that could have 
been spent in other more important ways, instead of building, weaving, painting, 
carrying, dragging, tearing down, and so on, scenery for my daily walks
However, I don’t pay it that much thought any longer



85

Melanie Kitti is an artist, curator, writer and activist 
based in Copenhagen and Oslo. Her work takes form as 
sculpture, painting, bright prose and poetry, as well as 
activist platforms, exhibition platforms and writings that 
abound and awakens the hearts and brains of people in 
real life and on the internet. All characterized by a voice 
that cuts with precision and soul.
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Jazzmint Dash

On Divadom
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When in pursuit of Divadom, there are some key principles 
which I have picked up along my way.

The Diva, masked by a veil of vanity, is the most cunning 
and powerful of participants in life’s theater. Fiercely 
committed to radical expressions of love via mechanisms 
of passionate presentation and singular clarity in
performance, yet commonly misinterpreted outside of 
a shared colloquial vernacular of queerness; Divadom, 
and said Diva, represent a type of ontological conviction 
to glamour. This is not to say that one is or is not born a 
Diva, but rather, that the power of glamour metastasizes 
to one’s very essence, as one develops a comprehension 
of Divadom. This lifelong relationship is often accompanied 
by consequences such as betrayal, and judgement, which 
stem from jealousy and misunderstanding. The crux of 
these incorrect interpretations of a Diva’s intention, can 
be traced back to the glimmering, shimmering, dripping, 
and dazzling, encrusted, yet sensually slippery, organza 
veil woven of hair strands from Beauty hereself’s divine 
head. An endless devotion to Beauty’s aesthetic is 
performed through volumes upon volumes of gestures, 
attitudes, glances, words, choreographies, sounds, 
songs, garments, accessories, cosmetics, wigs, jokes, 
jabs, orations, deliverences, etcetera, etcetera, which 
enthrall a Diva to the depths of her soul. She is loyal to 
Beauty, because through Beauty, she conveys love.
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My Repertoire of Divadom

1. Consistency; of thought; of action; of love; of style; of 
spirit; of generosity; of adaptability; of strength; of loyalty. 
Our lives are fluid, how we think and live are diaphanous 
and ever shifting, but maintaining a level of potency 
is critical. When you smell me coming I want you to 
choke-every single time.

2. Give it to them whether they like it or not. Remain stead-
fast in your decision making. What feels right; normally is, 
especially in fashion.

3. Never find yourself in the middle. A Diva is extreme, and 
finds clarity through critical thinking and decision making. She 
will offend, she will disagree, she may become ostracized, but 
she will never be wishy washy.

4. Lean into irration.

5. Embrace Cliché. The overdone can reveal new meaning.

6. Give in to decadence, when it presents itself to you 
(unless you are rich, if you are rich go fuck yourself). The 
hysteria behind gluttony and greed are faith based myopia 
invented to try and scare us out of unadulterated happi-
ness. Moderation is our friend, but so too are euphoria, 
jubilation, and laughter.

7. Choose color.

8. Know not only your worth, but the worth of those 
around you.
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9. Everyone deserves to live in the cool shadow of Beauty’s 
monumental stature; welcome others into Divadom with you. 
Share what you learn, pass forward what you no longer need. 
Exercising kindness, loyalty, and generosity make Divadom 
more robust, and less singular.

Jazzmint Dash is a New York based artist, designer, seamstress 
and drag queen working in dazzling moving sculptural outfits, painting, 
writing and performance.
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Monia Sander Haj-Mohamed is an artist, writer and 
activist working in theatre, writing and drawing. Her perfor-
mance works and books are moving legend like works for those 
lucky to experience them; haunting you year after year with their 
amount of heart blood, idealism, boldness and courage at stage.
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Nadia Tehran

Wasted time
Wasted people
Wasted youth out in this rat hole
When I pass through, I’m not welcome
But they all know I got this city on hold

I’m a nazi killer
But my heart still burns
I’m a nazi killer
Because my heart still burns

I see nazis everywhere I go, uh uh oh
I spot them easy, and they know I know, uh uh oh
I be chasing them down throught the streets of my town
They can’t see no fear when they look in my eye

I’m a nazi killer
But my heart still burns
I’m a nazi killer
Because my heart still burns

Nazi Killer
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Ignorant immigrant
What? 
They call me arrogant
Yeah, they owe me couple grands
Couple rounds
Couple pounds

Bay to bay
Land to land
I’m still going round and round

Catch me running on the grounds 
Underground 

On your ground

Luxury refugee
Apology? 
Not from me
Dior head to toe
Yeah, I came here on a boat
Rootless and ruthless
Smiling, I’m toothless

Catch me at the airport
Fly like a jet

Fly like a jet
I be fly like a jet

Fly like a jet
I be fly like a jet

Fly like a jet
I be fly like a jet

Fly like a jet
I be fly

Jet
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 A. C. A. B 
Baby, baby, baby 
Worry about your safety
When you come for me 
Barbaric like an animal
Naturally unnatural

Bug life 
Rug life

Your country occupied

Terrorist looks got the cops on the looks
I run with the crooks 
I’ll be gone with the crooks

I’m poor, I’m poor, I’m poor, I’m poor
I’mma pour this liquor on the floor

Seven year old runaway princess
I’ve been grinding every night and day since then
Seven year old runaway princess
Self-made mami, got me looking like a threat

OK, wait
Dada da Dada da Dada da

You may run fast but I fly like a jet

Fly like a jet
I be fly like a jet

Fly like a jet
I be fly like a jet

Fly like a jet
I be fly like a jet

Fly like a jet
I be fly
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I lit my cig on my fingertip
Looking for some kind of kick
Lip-stick, hair-do, pistol-grip
Space ship from the Gaza strip

Teeth sharper than a tiger shark
Glowing earrings in Jurassic Park
Time is running in the dark
Can you hear it?
Tick, tick, tick, tick, tick, tick, tick, tak

Give me something new
I don’t care what, just give me two
three, four, five, jag vill ha dom nu 
Got to change my point of view

Ha ha ha ha
Ha ha ha ha
Ha ha ha ha

Give me life, give me murder
Charge me up, put some pressure on it
Drop your knife, pain is pleasure
Blood, sweat, tears, heat is measured

Crush my hands on fatal drugs!
Demons say my name until they’re numb!
Eat me like a chewing gum, nom nom!
Get me weary, get me dumb, give me some! 

Give me something new
Don’t care what, just give me two,
three, four, five, vill ha dom nu 
Everything you do is déjà vu
It’s déjà vu

Something New
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Ha ha ha ha

I need a rush! I need vibration! I need a rush! 
Celebrate the alienation! I need a rush! 
I need vibration! I need a rush! 
I need a rush! 

Ha ha ha ha
Ha ha ha ha
Ha ha ha ha
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Nadia Tehran is a Copenhagen based musician, poet and 
artist. Her sound world, visuals and lyrics come together in a 
praxis that balances gorgeous raging political lyrics and futuristic 
camp aesthetics. Tehran’s work comments and interferes with 
the world, yet making its own world building that looks like the 
future.
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1. She is standing outside the house, scarf around her head 
tied together with a golden brooch, another scarf wrapped around 
her hips as a skirt. Little Edie of Grey Gardens. The house is 
falling apart, the sun is shining through the leaves of the overgrown 
garden. It’s hot and green and dusty. She’s 54 and living with 
her mother. She’s losing her hair and her sense of time (It’s very 
difficult to keep the line between the present, you know what I 
mean?) changing her clothes all the time, staring at her reflection 
in the dirty windows, in the lenses of the cameras following her 
around. She’s waving a little American flag around, dancing 
down the stairs, she’s serving perfect quotes and constantly 
arguing with her mother (Mother Darling). She’s lying in the sun 
in all red: scarf, tube-neck dress, white shoes, letting it all go (My 
days of pleasing men are over) Her mother is inside the house, 
with the cats and the racoons, empty tin cans with faded labels, 
looking at pictures of her days as a beautiful socialite in New 
York City - giant dresses, veils, flowers. 

Big sun hats, scratchy records, old magazines (some with pictures of 
them in them), cat hairs, dust, endless tin cans, endless photographs. 
Most of the rooms are uninhabitable, they are living in just one 
room now – two beds, drawers overflowing with old articles, 
bills, important letters. 

2. I re-watch the documentary trying to write a poem 
about fading beauty and living with your mom. Thinking it 
will be full of swirling dust, never-ending dishwashing, laundry. 
Trying to make a day happen. Living inside daydreams 

Oskar Fehlauer
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(furnishing the apartments of my mind, coming up with concepts 
for books, masturbating) never really getting anywhere. Time 
barely moving, the line between past and present / sleep and 
awake / reality and dream dissolving. This unwritten poem is 
called Mother Darling. 

3. Thinking about counter-beauty and disruptive beauty. 
I have a feeling of having fallen out of beauty or of having 
crawled way too deep inside. 

4. Somewhere in my ongoing search to find a way to write 
about beauty I turn to Dolly Parton. She comes to represent a 
person constructing a new ideal of beauty to strive for, one that 
is not aligned with society’s wet dream of ‘natural beauty’. An 
online magazine I’m writing for at the time asks me to write a 
fictional fan-letter to her and I do, falling in love with her in the 
process. Watching interviews and live performances late at night. 
Filling my camera roll with pictures of her in corsets and pink 
feathery dresses, rhinestones, fringe, paillettes. And I just keep 
writing these texts, letters to her about loss and bus rides and 
outfits, christmas, Pride and sunsets. 

Like little Edie, Dolly is a catchphrase-machine: it costs a lot 
of money to look this cheap or it’s hard being a diamond in a 
rhinestone world. But she’s so tangled up in American capitalism, 
society’s other wet dream, the one of success, climbing the ladder 
all the way up to extreme wealth. I guess I still love her. I guess 
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I can still see her as representing some kind of counter-beauty, 
building an empire and theme park on top of it. But where does 
that leave me?

5. In a book I read about the history of melancholia1, there 
is a short chapter about the disturbed eating habits of great poets, 
thinkers and artists. Lord Byron being so scared of fat that he 
mostly eats crackers and drinks water, not allowing the women 
around him to eat anything but the most exclusive food – a little 
lobster or a small bird wing. Wittgenstein eating the extact same 
food everyday (an omelet and a cup of coffee) in order to separate 
pleasure from eating. Kafka starving himself and writing a short 
story about a starving-artist slowly disappearing inside a cage. 

The chapter also includes descriptions of weird therapeutic diets 
of the 17th century, what the melancholic was allowed and not 
allowed to eat: he (because the melancholic is a man) should stay 
away from cheeses and dairy products, dark meat, vegetables, fat, 
spices, dark liquids. Leaving a diet of white wine, water, poultry, 
lobster, honey and white bread. 

1 Karin Johannisson, Melankoliska Rum Albert Bonniers 
Förlag, 2009
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6. The day my mom turns 12 she is glued to the television 
all day, watching Diana Spencer marry into the Royal Family 
dressed as a pile of whipped cream. The train! The sleeves! My 
mom feels blessed that this is her birthday (maybe like owning at 
little part of it) and Diana is the most beautiful thing she has seen 
in her life –

7. These two pictures of her:

One is before the marriage, just around the time the press has 
found out that she and Charles have started dating. Reporters 
and photographers have gathered at the kindergarten where she 
works, she lets them take a picture, if they promise to leave. It’s 
easy to see how annoyed she is, standing – a kid on both arm – 
against the sun, the light turning her long skirt sheer. This ends 
up causing a minor stir, like a gasp (legs), when the pictures end 
up on the front page. Later, after they marry, they teach her to 
have small weights sewn into the hem of her skirts. 

Then after years inside her horror movie of a marriage they have 
finally separated. On a night when a documentary about Charles 
is airing on television, she goes to a Vanity Fair event dressed in 
an off-the-shoulder, formfitting (“little”) black dress, breaking 
royal protocol, making sure that he wouldn’t make the front 
pages the next day. 
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8. The feeling of having fallen out of beauty has to do with 
gaining a little bit of weight. I’m very ashamed to say this. It has 
to do with other things too. 

9. When I write poems, they often end up being full of 
shining water and fruit and grass and semen and mist, dew, 
whipped cream, cakes and longing. I want my poems to be small, 
beautiful constellations. But then I’m annoyed at myself, thinking 
that everything I write is empty. 

10. In a Swedish writing class, one of my teachers quotes 
Emily Dickinson (in conversation about beauty): 

Shame is the shawl of Pink

11 In a google search I find a picture of the Dickinson-poem 
written on a little square piece of paper. Small pencil words on 
the gridded sheet. 

I guess it’s romantic of me, imagining all these small square 
pieces of paper. So neat and orderly. And of course, the poems 
written on envelopes. Like Clarice Lispector writing The Hour 
of the Star on receipts and napkins (there’s a picture of this too) 
and between all these scraps of paper there’s a napkin with the 
imprint of her lipstick!
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12. In another google search I’m trying to figure out what 
happened to Little Edie after the documentary and her mother’s 
death. There are pictures of her performing at night clubs her 
turban is decorated with red feathers, a skirt with silver fringe, 
she’s wearing silver gloves, silver shoes. There are reports of 
Andy Warhol and Truman Capote coming to watch her perform. 
She’s getting the taste of the fame she dreamed about. Selling the 
house, constantly moving Florida, Canada, California. The gay 
community welcomed her with open arms.

It was a 28-bedroom house. When she was selling it and people 
came to look at it, she was living in one little room on the second 
floor, the house full of flees and smelling grotesque2.

2 A Debutante Delayed: Little Edie Beale’s Life After Grey  
 Gardens, Town & Country 2020
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Oskar Fehlauer is a Copenhagen based writer and a co. 
editor of the literature journal ‘Hæfte’. Felauer’s writings are 
a vivid hybrid of poetry and critique that explores looking (for 
meaning, idols, beauty), queerness, loneliness and the distinctive 
material, political and emotional landscapes of everyday lives 
blessings and crisis.
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Sian Kristoffersen

Nocturnal Distempers
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When she was a little girl she sometimes slipped into her mothers
bedroom at night when her parents had gone out for the evening. She sat 
by the vanity table, quietly observing it, if it was orderly, overflowing or 
if it seemed left in haste... She lined up fistfuls of sugarcubes along edge 
of the table and then she touched each of her mothers things once, very 
gently.
The powder puff and the green feather hair clip, all the exquisite and 
always strictly forbidden little jars and bottles.. she touched each of them 
until she picked out the one most dear to her, the one with the shiny glass 
stopper in the shape of a black lily. She opened it and inhaled very slowly, 
two times, three times. The twiggy scent of bitter petitgrain and bergamot 
then sweet orange blossoms, jasmine, maybe roses and just behind the 
florals; something darker. How she adored it.
Doll poured the perfume in a bowl, she emptied the whole bottle as she 
had done many times before. This was her most favorite ritual. Soaking 
the sugarcubes, watching them closely as they turned amber and a little bit 
soft before she put them on the tongue, one after the other.
Doll closed her eyes as the sugar melted in her mouth, waited a little and 
then she swallowed.
She did it again and again until the whole thing was a lake of fire in the pit 
of her stomach, raging.
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I am still faithful to you - a week yesterday! In every way. Like 
Saint Sebastian I am pierced with a hundred arrows - hands 
bound, limbs twisted - anguish on my brow
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Nemesis goddess of revenge, punisher of hybris, Campe (double-shaped) 
Charybdis (Greece) causes shipping hazard and whirlpools, Chimera, 
hybrid of forms (Lycia or modern day Turkey) Delphyne, Echidna, Elate, 
The Empousae (shapeshifter) The Gorgons, Medusa, Stheno (the mighty) 
Euryale, (far- roaming) The Harpies described by Ovid as human vultures 
they are : Aello or Aellopus - meaning Whirlwind or Storm foot, Ocypete, 
meaning Swift Wing, Thyella or Celaeno (although Celaeno is sometimes 
excluded) Hippe, Apate (Deception) Mormo, Phaea, Scylla (scythian 
monster) The Sirens (from greek mythology, daughters of Melpomene) 
lures sailors to their deaths with irresistible singing, The Stymphalian 
Birds, The Telchines (children of the sea) Thoosa dangerous currents,
Dolos means trickery, Adicia (injustice) Caligo (greek goddess of chaos 
and mother of Nyx) The daughters of Nyx: Oizyz, Eris, Philotes, the 
Moiras (Atropos, Clotho and Lachesis) The Keres & The Hesperides, 
nymphs of the twilight and sisters to the Gorgons, The Erinnyes or Furies: 
Tisi-phone avenger, Megara the jealous, Alecto the unresting, Deino or 
Dread (or Terrible) Enyo horror (or War-like), Pemphredo alarm (or Wasp) 
The Irish Brigid or Bridget, Scottish Bride, or Manx Bree goddess
worshipped by the swan cults, Dogs of Hades, Bloody Mary lives in 
mirrors, Alala (war cry) Bremusa raging female (Greek mythology) 
Weisse Frauen, Banshee, Leanan Sídhe inspiration and madness victims 
live a short but wonderful life, Huldras (amazingly beautiful from the 
front, but from behind they have a cow’s tail and a hollow back like an 
old treetrunk, in some stories, if you saw the back her spell would be 
broken and she would turn out to be horribly ugly) The Crommyonian 
Sow, Sayona, Sihuanaba, Soucouyant by night she strips off her wrinkled 
skin and puts it in a mortar - in her true form - as a fireball she flies across 
the dark sky in search of a victim, Samodiva (rage, affinity to fire, power 
in hair) Cliodhna, Aswang, Manananggal Sundel Bolong (Indonesia) 
vengeful spirit, if rejected she will castrate and kill, Tiyanak vampire in 
the shape of an infant child, Rusalka, Succubus (Hell) Xana (hypnosis) 
The Sphinx (cruelty, riddles & enigmas) Melpomene muse of tragedy, 
Nyx, Qandisa (north african Jinn of lust & insanity), Lamia from ancient 
bestiary (vampire, death of children) Jahi a ancient persian female demon 
that specializes in debauchery, Hatu-Atu-Topun, also known as Hetu-Ahin 
goddess of vampires, stalks twilight and dawn, Palden Lhamo, Lilim, 
Lilith, Lilitu, Ar-dat Lili (ancient sumerian succubus, concieves demons 
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out of semen so she inspires men to nightly masturbation) Lamashtu 
mesopotamian demon, Hantu Kopek (malaysian ghost, eats worms and 
lives in trees) Batibat, Mara (nightmares), The Valkyries (norse) choosers 
of the slain, Yokai (Japan) : Yuki-onna, an irresistible phantom associated 
with snowstorms, a type of pale succubus that lures young men to remote 
areas with the intention of drinking their blood or freezing them solid, 
Amanozako she who opposes everything in heaven, Kosode- no-te pos-
sessed kimono robe, Amazake-babaa the goddess of chickenpox, Aonyōbō 
poverty and misfortune, Kubikajiri eater of heads, Rokuro-kubi, Taka-on-
na feeds of human desire & haunts in redlight districts, Tamamo-No-Mae 
poisonous gas, illness, Teke-Teke if the victim is not fast enough she will 
slice them in half at the torso thereby mimicking her own disfigurement, 
she also makes a scratching sound, The Tunda a malevolent venezuelan 
spirit she is said to have imperfect shapeshifter abilities often she is not 
fully able to hide a leg in the shape of a wooden spoon, The Sarramauca, 
the death of infants also night-strangler, Heptet a knife holding goddess of 
death, Baobhan Sith (celtic mythology) bloodsucking shapeshifting spirits 
that loves to dance
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NOTES

Demons:
The various demons, goddesses, spirits and ghosts listed alphabetically
Adicia (greek mythology), Alala (greek mythology), Alecto (greek mytholo-
gy),Amanozako (Japan), Amazake- babaa (Japan), Aonyōbō (Japan), Apate (greek 
mythology), ,Ar-dat Lili (Ancient Sumeria), Aswang (Phillipines), Banshee (Celtic 
Mythology), Baobhan Sith (Celtic Mythology), Batibat (Phillipines), Bloody 
Mary (Mirrors), Bremusa (greek mythology), Caligo (greek mythology), Campe 
(greek mythology), Charybdis (greek mythology), Chimera (Lycia or Modern day 
Turkey) Cliodhna (Celtic Mythology), The Crommyonian Sow (greek mythology), 
Daughters of Nyx: Oizyz, Eris, Philotes (Greece), Delphyne (greek mythology), 
Dolos (greek mythology), Dogs of Hades (greek mythology), Echidna (greek 
mythology), Elate (greek mythology) The Empousae (greek mythology), The 
Erinnyes or Furies (Tisi-phone, Megara, Deino, Enyo, Pemphredo) (greek my-
thology) The Gorgons, Medusa, Stheno Euryale (greek mythology), Hantu Kopek 
(Malaysia), Hatu-Atu-Topun or Hetu-Ahin (Polynesia), The Harpies - Aello or 
Aellopus, Ocypete, Thyella or Celaeno (greek mythology), Heptet (Ancient Egypt) 
The Hesperides (greece mythology), Hippe (greek Mythology), Huldras (Scandi-
navian Folkore), Jahi (Iran), The Keres (greek mythology) Kosode-no-te (Japan), 
Kubikajiri (Japan), Lamashtu (Mesopotamia), Leanan Sídhe (Celtic Mythology) 
Lamia (greek mythology), Lilim (Mesopotamia), Lilith (Ancient Assyria), Lilitu 
(Jewish Mythology), Manananggal (Phillipines), Mara (India), Manx Bree (Celtic 
Mythology), Melpomene (greek mythology) The Moiras (Atropos, Clotho and 
Lachesis) ((greek mythology), Mormo (greek mythology), Nemesis (greek my-
thology), Nyx (greek mythology), Palden Lhamo (Tibet), Qandisa (North Africa), 
Rokuro-kubi (Japan), Rusalka (Slavic Mythology), Samodiva (Bulgaria), The 
Sarramauca (Spain), Sayona (Venezuela), Scylla (greek mythology), Sihuanaba 
(Central American folklore)The Sirens (greek mythology), Soucouyant (Domini-
ca), The Sphinx (Greek mythology, ancient Egypt), The Stymphalian Birds (greek 
mythology) Sundel Bolong (Indonesia), Succubus (Hell) Taka-onna (Japan), 
Teke-Teke (Japan), Tamamo-No-Mae (Japan), The Telchines ((greek mythology) 
Tiyanak (Phillipines), Thoosa (greek mythology), The Tunda (Venezuela), Valky-
ries (Norse), Weisse Frauen (Germany), Xana (Spain), Yuki-onna (Japan)

Faithful:
Letter to Nathalie C. Barney from Dolly Wilde ca. 1927, Paris



117

Sian Kristofferson is an artist based in Copenhagen 
and on the hilly brusque countryside of Denmark. Her work is a 
Greek swimming pool of endless eclectic material - contemporary 
desires, myth, rumor, and nerve weaved together in distinct, 
elegant yet uncanny installations. Her titles are poetry like and 
even though a master of materials; it was like Kristofferson was 
already a writer of the heavy poetry of her work.
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Ville Laurinkoski

Notre musique

It’s part of its nature never to 
quiet down. Once having got 
hold on the air, it does not 
release it.1

From the season in hell,i nearly-naked, rolling round in the filth of 
the yards,2 and behind the corridors, there was language, and parks,3 
hours of his life would fall apart,4 and the gates,5 with heavy clouds, 
monstrous, changing fig- ures,6 once, and now, through the window,7 
doors open and close.8 And later there, I pass the park, and the bright 
lights, when everything’s over it begins again.9 That sudden silence 
that’s like a language we can’t hear.10 And again, in the end of the 
corridor but still on this side,11 those empty floors.12 There’s an outlet, 
and behind the gates there’s another space:13 the eternal repetition, 
the eternal restoration of the first happiness.14 Passage of time, space-
bound form.15

Turn around don’t go there:16 ‘Is there anything to see?’17 It’s as if 
the coming passion is casting a shadow ahead. A bodily shadow; 
a relaxation of all previous tensions, and at the same time a state 
of sudden, new attachment containing the whole of one’s future;18 
smilingly away from life.19 On the other hand, it’s nothing, a dull, 
indefinite feeling, a feeling of weakness, a fear...20 “What we cannot 
speak about...”21 And this profound degradation, this abandoning of 
one’s self, being covered with the heavy, pale poisonous pustules of 
shame, that had gone through his dreams like a far-off, disembodied 
mirrorimage,22 a door behind which eternity and rapture await us.23

i A finnish elementary school 2003-2012
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In the corridors and these empty words,24 outside the class, that motionless 
shadow over there,25 I am nothing but a boundless will...26 “I’m an animal, 
your filthy, thieving animal.”27 Like a glass that suddenly shatters in a 
thousand pieces before there was even a crack to be seen?28 And as if all 
this were happening in a quite different atmosphere, rank, stagnant air 
welled out of the doorways and he sucked it greedily.29 Admixture of sex-
ual feelings.30 You will never get there. And in the silence, they went and 
further than here and there, behind the echoes, chambers and stairwells, 
halls and stations,31 he had held the handle of the door.32 I can’t imagine a 
person like that is of any significance in the wonderful piece of machinery 
that is the world.33

Why did they do it?34 Our silent garden,35 bleeding people, full of 
bellowing voices, not only a bridge but their boundaries are contiguous, 
secret and close and crossable...36 Bits and pieces,37 face-to-face, on the 
highway, on the alley under the silvery trees,38 fall back into what they 
wanted to escape.39 Once, I was there.40 We went through the park and 
blanc pages,41 in places where young men were held behind grey walls, 
they dammed up the imagina- tion until it was full of images which 
drove some of them out of their senses,42 here and there, little by little... 
oh, I was terribly afraid... I was out of my mind...’43 But he saw them 
without seeing, without visualization, without images; as if he were only 
seeing them with a non-physical sense; they were so sharp that he was 
pierced a thousand times over by their intensity but, as if they had halted 
at a threshold they could not cross.44 Hours that had passed, and the 
night sky of ashes, those rooms and now here again,45 the sweat pours 
down me, and I shake all over, shallower than grass:46 Fascism, like 
desire is scattered everywhere.47 ‘They just went too far.’48

We become absolutely blind as soon as the doors to the future slam shut 
before us49 “...we must pass over in silence.”50 Completely isolated.51 
In the depths of the wood, dawn and the child fell,52 on the yard and 
in-between, bridges, and the river, the ice rink, heavy clouds, and the 
forest, on the ground, and behind all of this was the other world.53 One 
recognises oneself: the parks, something made of silver, rotten.54
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As he did so there awoke, in the skin all around his body, a feeling that 
suddenly turned into a remembered image. When he was very small—
yes, yes, that’s when it was—when he was still in skirts and didn’t yet 
go to school, there were times when he felt an inexpressible longing 
to be a girl. And this longing was not stuck inside his head, oh no, nor 
in his heart, it tickled him all over and rushed around underneath his 
skin. Indeed, there were moments in which the feeling of being a girl 
was so vivid that he believed it must be so. For at that time he knew 
nothing about the importance of physical differences and he could not 
understand why people all around told him he had to remain a boy for 
ever. And when they asked him why he thought he’d rather be a little 
girl, he felt that was impossible to say...55

Like a double-winged butterfly,56 days passing in the rooms, classes, 
pa- pers passed between the pupils.57 Only in his ears could he feel a 
burning sen- sation and icy cold in his fingertips,58 he was in that state 
that was more of a psychological than physical fever.59 As if nothing 
was there, the family in si- lence and the talk, carried off and in the 
bus, on the way, turn the page, the days are over and over again;60 I 
am also a girl, here in this room.61 The years went by and the way got 
shorter,62 shatter meanings, open language,63 should desire to put it back 
together.64 Rough drafts are never destroyed.65 Rarely has an epoch been 
so violently shaken by desires, rarely has desire been so empty.66 Both 
drawn toward the black hole of a self-consciousness, carried by the tide 
toward death.67 Fly away, one after the other,68 a boundless will, but for 
what, for what?69

*

But no thing is too hard to bear.70 Look at this note as if it wasn’t there, 
look at this day as if it was over, look at this world it’s not made for 
you!71 I am to be broken!72 How full of flowers the world was that sum-
mer! Tunes and forms fading...73 A choir of glass pieces, of nocturnal 
melodies...74 It flows out all by itself from the interstices.75 He thought 
back without being able to remember when it had started.76 ‘The sum-
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mer of a thousand plateaus,’ said his friend.77 It all whirled round him, 
undifferentiated, like a hot, darkly glowing mass.78 They disappeared 
again on the other side.79 We would become a people,80 going round 
and round underneath our skins again,81 thinking in im- ages,82 I wish 
that you were in my room.83 Then you will understand all we can say.84 
Our music,85 the height of bliss,86 pierced through with light.87

What is not said is still there, and under the street,88 won’t the park stay 
there? Language on its side, I turn to my friend, she’s in the phone. Her 
voice: ‘How do we get there?’89 A rushing and hurrying, like thousands 
of velvet butterfly feelers pattering over his body. Always as if ready 
to run away quickly, that senses that whenever it likes it can withdraw 
into some frightfully deep hiding-place in their little bodies...90 Give me 
your hand and let us go!91 Reveal resemblances in our lived life,92 seized 
hold of the air, it will not let it go.93 It’s now a great garden, no gates nor 
fences, no ways in or out, no windows nor doors, all lights turned off, 
rooms, classes, melting ice and a warm breeze, people are still passing 
by, and outside it’s all closed, the language behind was just the end of 
the way.94 Will I now be carried off like a child, to play in paradise, all 
unhappiness forgotten.95 Something has slowly changed, I know: what I 
remember doesn’t come back...96

à Zipora Ogola
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Ville Laurinkoski is a Copenhagen based artist working with 
writing, performance, video and music. Some of the strongest elements 
in Laurinkoski’s work is the use of voice and text; overgrown footnotes, 
a formal tone of a speech in which contemporary desires and rage are 
expressed to a silent audience. A dragging piano concert or a performance 
that punctures and teases formality and bourgeoisie by playing a play 
that looks like its rules, responding to works and academia with a tender 
critique, a poetry heavy queer agenda.
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