
The poem was written on the invitation to the event which was 
shared on facebook. We were sparse with giving information 
to the public leading up to the exhibition. In addition to the 
“poem”, the invitation contained date and time, names of the 
artists and directions to Leirfossvegen 5 where the exhibition 
took place. It was not mentioned that the artists would not be 
present. The duration of the exhibition was one night.

The exhibition took place in a partially empty (half of the room 
serves as a workshop and warehouse) industrial space in Slup-
pen outside of Trondheim. The property is owned by Kjelds-
berg Group. There is a warehouse used by a clothing company 
downstairs at the entrance and Trondheim traffic station is close 
by.

PAKKAUS 
Sluppen, Trondheim (2017) 
Collaboration with Lisa Størseth Pettersen, Helene Kjær, Simen 
Tyse and Per Nenzelius. 
Material: 2 actors, industrial fans, 200L cheap body lotion, 100 
berliner buns, 100 mango lassis, body lotion audio recording, 
none of the artists present

The great kings and queens of ancient time welcomed
death with the knowledge of absolute embalming.
Eternal life. Eternal sweet life of power.
 
As the Goddess Isis once said:
        I have come as your protection,
I have driven breath to your nostril,
the north wind that comes from custard and skin
Beware, your enemies are under your sandals.

- From the Egyptian Book of The Dead

We were interested in activating the space, the place and the 
nature of the property development through a sensuality in the 
viewer which in itself can be somewhat paradoxical.

The audience arrived at the place via a long industrial staircase - 
One of our actors, who has no connection to the art scene, greet-
ed every visitor at the door with a handshake. He was wearing a 
nice suit and tie with a matching scarf in his jacket pocket.
“Welcome, nice to see you here, get on” He is smiling, smooth 
and “on”. After he greeted and made his gesture he appeared 
uninterested in the visitor.



In the room (which is about 300 sqm) there is a parquet floor, 
a row of windows on the upper part of the wall on the left 
side, an out of order  elevator on the opposite side of the en-
trance and a large transparent lift door on the right side down 
towards the workshop / warehouse. We had placed a sound 
system in the middle of the room. Four speakers on a pedestal. 
The sound is a recording by someone who smears themselves 
with cream. There are two tables in the room. One hundred 
mango lassis’ is placed on one, and one hundred Berlin buns(a 
pastry) on the other. Each of the tables is illuminated by a flu-
orescent tube. The vast room feels empty and there is appar-
ently very little happening.

At the back of the room by a door that has an illuminated sign 
(without symbols or letters) stands an unknown man (actor) 
in a suit. He has an open shirt, a ring in his ear and a slightly 
tougher appearance than the one standing in the doorway.
He makes contact with people in the room by going into 
groups or to individuals patting them on the shoulder. “It’s 
your turn now” “you in the green shirt, you can join me”. He 
opens the door down to the basement and let visitors enter one 
by one. He has been told that there should be a maximum of 5 
people downstairs at the same time.There is no indication of 
where the visitor should go.



“He askes me: when you’re down there, can you please tell 
me how many people are down there? At that point I realised 
that he wasn’t a security guard. Because, you know, he was 
a bit…he smiled in a way that was like he was a bit uncom-
fortable, he didn’t really know how to deal with this. It was 
a theatricality to the way he approached me, were he had a 
discomfort in this situation. So that was interesting.”
-Diana Lindbjerg, from interview used as documentation 

The staircase down to the basement is dark. A synthetic clean-
ing odor grows stronger and stronger the further down you 
get. The building’s only toilet on the right downstairs. Straight 
ahead through an open door there is another table like the 
ones upstairs.



On the table, there are a hundred damp washcloths rolled 
up and placed in the same formation as the Berlin buns 
upstairs. On each side of the washcloths there is a heat-
ing fan. The table and the room are lit by a small lamp. 
To the right of the table is a door with a small picture of 
the emoji from the poster and the facebook event printed 
on a transparent paper. You can hear a continuous indus-
trial humming sound from behind the door.

Inside the innermost room (approx. 190 sqm) there is an 
8x8 m installation. A neon green-yellow draped fabric 
that hangs like cocoons from the ceiling. The cocoons are 
filled with one hundred liters of hand cream. Inside this 
room, the smell is really strong. The cocoons, which are 
centered in the middle of the dark room and illuminated 
with three flashlights, are surrounded by three heavy duty 
industrial fans. The fans make the fabric flutter and there 
is a constant tension between them. The hand cream 
drips down and through the fabric in large blobs.




