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Tystnacdens mittpunkt
Ett platsspecifikt ljudverk av Jesper Norda

Fér forsta gdngen visar Kalmar konstmuseum ett ljudverk, ett ljud-
baserat konstverk skapat fér just detta rum. Det kan snarast beskri-
vas som ett hdrspel som rymmer bade talad text och ljud. Det bade &r
ljud och beskriver vad ljudet &r, irummet och i forhallande till kroppen.
Genom att tillféra betraktaren information om vad ljudet gér med lyss-
naren kopplar verket indirekt upp sig mot Markerad, omarkerad, det
konstverk som utgar frdn samma rum och kan upplevas frdn museets
utsida ndr museet dr stangt. Aven i detta verk star kroppen i fokus men
i Lindberg/Apelmos fall som skapare av kvinnlig identitet. | Tystnadens
mittpunkt &r emellertid kroppen mer av en existentiell erfarenhet. Vad
g6r den fysiska upplevelsen av ljud med var kropp? Hur hanger ljud
och tystnad ihop? Hur verkar kdnsla och intellekt stallda infér samma
upplevelse?

Till utstallningen har férfattarna Magnus Haglund och Marie Norin skri-
vit varsin kortare text om Jesper Nordas arbete. Bdgge har under en
langre tid foljt Nordas arbete. Sammantaget ger de en rik bild av hans
arbete men ocksé en fingervisning om ljudkonsten generellt, ett om-
rdde som har fler féretrddare &n man kan tro. Som genre befinner den
sig i en svavande rorelse mellan konstmusiken, populdarmusiken och
konst. Dess kommersiella intresse ar 1agt vilket kan férklara dess rela-
tiva osynlighet pé gallerier och konstinstitutioner. | slutet av katalogen
finns Nordas text som i Tystnadens mittpunkt &r upplést av skddespe-
laren Henric Holmberg.

Jesper Norda (f. 1972) har sin bakgrund som musiker men ungefar halv-
vags in i utbildningen till tonsattare vaxlade han over till bildkonsten.
Ar 2002 tog han sin magisterexamen vid Konsthdgskolan Valand. Allt
sedan dess har han dock arbetat parallellt med musik och bildkonst.
Bada lika konstnérligt konsekvent. | bildkonsten expanderar den kon-
ceptuellagrundenienklarumsligaingrepp av ljud, objekt, text eller ljus,
ibland kopplat till populdrkultur ibland till rent subjektiva erfarenheter.

For mer information kontakta museichef Bengt Olof Johansson
bengt-olof @kalmarkostmuseum.se, 0480- 42 62 70



Né&r vi tar ett steg tillbaka
Om Jesper Nordas ljudkonst

Det finns ett skulpturellt dragiménga av Jesper Nordas verk, en arkitek-
tonisk stramhet som ocksa ar en frihet, ett bejakande av det manskliga.
Anda finns det ndstan aldrig ndgonting att se, och ofta inte heller ndgot
att hora. De spanningsfalt som uppstar, som &r bade fysiskt kdnnbara
och sensuella, handlar om det som sker innanfér det som inte sker. Den
konceptuella utmaningen ligger i de frdgor som bektraktaren/lyssna-
ren borjar stélla till den egna narvaron i rummet. Vad ar de materiella
forutsattningarna for min plats just har? Hur férhaller sig innanfor till
utanfor? Vad hander om jag flyttar pd mig, tio centimeter, en meter?
Vem &r det som skapar den musik som dnda uppstar?

Som ljudkonstnar tillnor Jesper Norda den torra skolan i Alvin Luciers
efterfoljd: i koncentrationen pd det konkreta och faktiska, i reducering-
en av uttrycket till ndgra f& komponenter, uppstéar en friktion mellan
rummet och tomrummet. Men den komplexitet som blir effekten har
inte s& mycket med teoretiska spérsmal att gora, utan har sin styrkai
ett vardagligt lyssnande, ett kommunikativt tilltal, inte minst avldsbart
i de manga verk som har text som utgdngspunkt. Som hos flera av
de intressantaste samtida ljudkonstnarerna (till exempel Janet Cardiff,
Erik Blnger, Christina Kubisch och Rodney Graham) finns det en lit-
terdr understrom i hans skapande som gor det svart att sarskilja det
som later fran det som skulle kunna |ata. Texterna berattar om olika
tolkningsvagar, olika spar att folja, som om verkligheten vore en skog
att ga vilse i. Eller en stad att leva i. | sjédlva enkelheten finns en poetisk
adra som leder 6ver i en alternativ skénhet, ett satt att lyssna till den
konkreta varlden utan att klassificera den. Lyssnaren/betraktaren tar
ctt steg tillbaka, men inte for att fjarma sig, utan for att komma nar-
mare inpa.



Det 4r en unders6kande metod som inte har bestdmt sig i forvag for
var skiljelinjerna gar, och det ar just i den méanskliga ambivalensen som
Jesper Nordas konst blir vacker. Den handlar om rérligheten i det som
forefaller ordrligt, om muyliret av melodier i det som &r var ndrmaste
omgivnings storningsljud och elektriska spanningar. Tankarna skapar
sina egna, hemliga symfonier samtidigt som vardagslivet fortsatter
runtomkring. Det ar Rainer Maria Rilkes poesi, men omsatt i ett antal
frdgor om det som |dter, dven nir ingenting Iater. Det lyriska tonfallet
sdger: frineten kan ingen &ga, den &r allas och s& vandrar vi ut i varl-
den, idet som pagar pé andra sidan glasvaggen. Kan du se det? Kan du
hora det?

Magnus Haglund

Magnus Haglund &r kritiker och férfattare, baserad i Géteborg. Han har i host
givit ut en uppméarksammad bok om Ake Hodell och har tidigare publicerat
Den nakna staden, en bok om det alternativa Goteborg.



Forsta morgonen jag vaknade i 6knen 6vermannades jag av en sorg
stérre dn jag trodde var méjlig. Den var ordls, ljudlgs, och f6r mig d&r-
fér skréammande. Orden, ljuden, tiden och tingen &r de instrument jag
anvdnder mig av fér att ta ut riktningar, mentala och fysiska. | 6knen
fanns fér mig inga ldsbara riktningar.

Om jag nu efterdt tdnker pa den dar férsta timmens férsta tystnad
liknar den snarare en rérelse, eller en puls infélld i solarplexus. Om den
rérelsen &r mdgjlig: implosion och explosion i exakt samma stund, en
plats, ett rum, pd en gang mindre och stérre &n allt det en ménniska
kan harbérgera.

Jag traffade Jesper Norda forsta gdngen i kéllaren pd konsthdgskolan
Valand i G6teborg. Kanske var det 1997. FHan gick pd musikhdgskolans
kompositionslinje bredvid Gétaplatsen och jag gick pa forfattarutbild-
ningen litterdr gestaltning som ligger inhyst pa konsthégskolan Valand.
Professorerna pé de béda utbildningarna hade initierat ett samarbete
mellan de bdda utbildningarna. Jag tror att det var ratt tankt. Att forso-
ka luckra upp den ibland fixa gransen mellan olika konstnarliga uttryck.
Sprénga in leken &tminstone som ett férslag, se vad som hander, bade
i motet och i det egna uttrycket. For Jespers del tror jag att det dar for-
sta klivet in pa konsthdgskolan var helt essentiellt. Definitionsmaéssigt.
Som nar man kliver frdn en tradition, ett férhallningssatt, in i ett annat.
Som man da samtidigt kliver inte bara ut ur andras forestallningar om
och forvantningar pa sig sjalv, utan ocksa framférallt ut ur sina egna.
Forvantningar och forestéallningar. Och det underliga som d& hander:
nar den verkliga korsbefruktningen magjliggdrs, tankens och rummets
plétsliga spannvidd, nédr begreppen, definitionerna, pa riktigt borjar gli-
da, krokna, ge vika. Bara ndgon termin senare hade Jesper flyttat hela
sin utbildning frdn musikhdgskolan till konsthdgskolan.

N&r jag tdnker pa Jesper tdnker jag inte s mycket pa klang som pa rum.
Ljudrum. De rum som ljudet och ibland ocksa ljuset skapar, hur varje
kropp i rummet definieras av det tryck eller avstdnd som ljus och ljud
adstadkommer. Och hur man, om man [6sgdr varje ton, varje ljuspartikel
frdn ett stérre sammanhallet, och sedan férsiktigt ldgger ihop bilden
igen, ton fér ton, partikel fér partikel, som man ladgger ett pussel eller
en mosaik, plotsligt kan fa rummet att framtrdda pa en gang tydligare



och helt nytt. Det ar en fysisk och helt konkret, men alltid snabbt f&r-
biilande reaktion: den korta stund dé& det filter som hjadrnan anvander
sig av for att sorteraierfarenhetsbanken ar satt ur spel. Omatbara tids-
rymder da intrycken rasslar in osorterat, odefinierat. Och pl&tsligt: min
narvaro ndgonstans mitt i det ljudrummet. Och lika pl6tsligt: narvaron
som en konkret upplevelse av plats, ett Har.

Man kan naturligtvis ocksé sdga att det handlar om perception. Om att
stka méata ut och skarpa uppmarksamheten. Och ocksa héalla kvar upp-
marksamheten som ett fysiskt avtryck. Vagra sldppa det.

Det tog flera &r innan jag fattade det dar. Hlans upptagenhet vid att
sdka omvandla eller éversatta all erfarenhet till matbara fakta, regist-
rera i stort sett allt omkring sig hela tiden, &r efter &r. Over tid insamlat
i pappersarket ALLT AR KVAR, samlade verk 1999-2008, &r det drab-
bande ldsning: den exakta vikten av morkerrddsla, en dod fars klocka
dar sekundvisaren slutat fungera och bara med ojamna mellanrum
darrar till dver ndgonting annu intakt inuti urverket, den exakta mang-
den smartstillande medicin i en sprutpump kopplad till en timer och
ett noga utmatt utmatningsrér, rummets temperatur, dropphastighet,
olika forstk att mata splittring, sorg, hemldshet, alltid genom konkreta
forslag pa aktiviteter: Ids den och den boken under de och de férutsatt-
ningarna, skriv foljande ord pé féljande sida, vax upp i féljande stad,
spelain féljande ljud i ett rum och forsegla det under sd och sé 1ang tid,
grav ner de har ljuden pé den har platsen, ldgg dig neri graset ...

Jag minns en av Jespers konserter/utstaliningar. Vi var bara nagra fa i
publiken, jag och kanske femton till. Verket bestod av 24 minuters pip
— en enda utdragen ton - f6ljt av dryga 6 minuters "fladderpip”, gan-
ska hdgt. Nu vet jag att de 24 minuterna bestod av en sinuston, och
de dryga sex av samma ton som liksom "krockade” med den férsta.
Jag holl for 6ronen i stort sett hela tiden. | samma 6gonblick som pipet
borjade tandes flera strélkastare, riktade inte pad nagot foremal pé sce-
nen utan rakt pa dskddarna. Det rasslade till, ett jamt vitt sken, som du
tanker dig en filminspelningssituation, allt &r riggat och klart: Lampor!
Tystnad! Tagning!

Jag minns att det blev diskussion efterdt. En manibinkraden langst
fram var oerhért provocerad, en kvinna till hdger ett par rader ner ville
att vi skulle samlas i grupper och samtala om vara olika upplevelser.



Under hela konserten s&g jag varenda noppa och harstrd, dammkorn
och smutsflack pd klddernajagbaroch sdtenaruntomkring mig, skugg-
spelet over skallens ojamnheter p& mannen i bédnkraden framfér mig.
Jag skrev om den déar konserten efterat, skrev ord som "méngfaldigat
demokratisk” och "en 6vertydlig belysning av nérvaro, delaktighet och
belysning” och blablabla, men nuiefterhand, narjag tanker pa det, och
minns hur vi satt dar, kringspridda i bankraderna, uppressade mot det
vita ljuset fastnaglade av ett ljud som inte ldmnade ndgot egentligt ut-
rymme kvar for tanken att |6pa, slar det mig pl6tsligt att verket ju hette
"Butterfly”. Jag har alltid tankt péa fjéarilen som den kropp som fladdrade
till under de dar sex minuternas "fladderpip”, men visst méste ocksé vi,
publiken, ha liknat fjarilar, fastndlade mot det vita arket/ljuset?

Jag flyttade frdn Goteborg 2005 och hade inte traffat, inte ens pratat
med Jesper pa flera &r ndr han skickar mig lankarna till sin senaste ut-
stallning, "Heart of the Matter”. Det forsta jag far upp ar ett omkullvrakt
piano, sustainpedalen fastldst med en vajer fastad i vdggen. Skuggan
frdn vajern drar ett tunt rakt streck pa& vaggen bakom. Horizon release
heter verket |dser jag. Bilden pd dataskdrmen &r alldeles for liten, efter
ett tag marker jag att jag sitter valdigt ndra datorn. Jag tror att jag lyss-
nar efter ett ljud, ett ndstan helt tyst utdraget ljud, men det hérs inget.
Andé fortsatter jag lyssna efter det. Sen tanker jag p& Traditionen. Den
stora. Monumentet Konsten. Monumentet Verket. Och jag tadnker att
det &r ett stillsamt, ndstan smeksamt motstand infallt i den dar omkull-
vrakta pianokroppen, fjattrad vid rummet, uppgiften. Och himlaranden,
det vi kallar horisonten, antecknad i skuggan bakom kroppen, perspek-
tividrans och regnbagens bdrjan och slut. Nar jag klickar vidare ham-
nar jagiett slags sepiablubb med en textremsa nertill i vanstra hornet:
Little by little, everything will come to normal stéar det. Jag tror att min
mun ar halvéppen, i kanske fem minuter hdnder ingenting, sen spra-
kar det till, en liten stérning, textremsan flimrar och bilden, sepiablub-
bet, borjar glida bort ifrdn mig. Men det &r néat fel, fér bilden férédndras
egentligen inte. Trots att det kdnns som om jag ar pa vag bort, upp, ut
mot den helhet som hjadrnan laser att sepiablubbet &r en detalj av, ror
jag mig inte ur flacken. Eller jag menar: bilden forandras inte, det &r
fortfarande samma sepiablubb i exakt samma storlek och form. Efter
lika l&ng tid avstannar utatrérelsen, och det &r inte férran da jag inser



att det jag tidigare uppfattade som en stilla bild i sjdlva verket rér sig
i motsatt riktning, nerat, inadt, narmre sepiablubbet. Utan att komma
narmre.

Kanske var det 2001. Jag satt bredvid Jesper pd musikhdgskolan fram-
for vad jag tror var ndgot slags mixerbord. En tongenerator? FHan drog
i olika spakar, ljuden framtrddde som streck pa en liten skdrm framfor
0ss, det knastrade och pep, ibland var tonen dov, knappt horbar, bara
langt ner i magen, ibland sa hog att det kdndes som om skallen skulle
sprangas i bitar. Jag tror att vi satt dar for att Jesper skulle visa mig en
sinuston.

Det finns en labyrint beskriven i en av Borges noveller. Den &r allde-
les rak. En enda rak linje som &r osynlig och oandlig. Varje gang Jesper
har forklarat vad en sinuston ar for mig ténker jag pa den dér labyrinten.
Det &r som om hjéarnan har bestdmt sig for att inte férstd. Borges laby-
rint &r en omajlighet. Hur kan en labyrint vara helt rak? Det &r natur-
ligtvis en metafor, jag maste forstd det som en metafor, har jag fatt det
forklarat fér mig. Men fér mig ar Borges en ytterst konkret férfattare.
Skriver han rak, och skriver han labyrint, dd menar han de tva orden.

Sinustonen &r klangens minsta bestdndsdel. Trots att ljudet &r ab-
solut obrutet och hérs mot trumhinnan som en rak obruten ton, skulle
den, om du sag den pé en skarm, vara helt rund. En cirkel alltsa. Sa
fort den ror vid en annan ton bryts cirkelformen, formen blir kantigare
och tonen "fladdrar”. Ju fler toner ju kantigare form. Men allra langst
in i varje tonansamling — det kan vara orden du séger, ljudet frén ett
flygplan, musiken du lyssnar p4a, ljudet frén toaletten nar den spolar,
kaffebryggaren, borrmaskinen - vilar en obruten cirkel.

Allt Jesper arbetat med forhaller sig pad ndgot satt till idén om sinus-—
tonen. Idén om varje ton som en konkret barare av tid. Obrutna rum
som samtidigt ar férslag pé aktiviteter, erfarenhet: forsok att forestalla
dig detta, gor s& har, prova det har ... Det finns i Butterfly, i Love Field,
i The Pumps, i Ldsa sen sova —ii stort sett varje verk, alltid exakta an-
visningar och alltid bara sparsamt med férklaringar. Det finns i verket
50 years in a space of 9 days. Texten i verket dr en matematisk beradk-
ning som férsdker forklara ljudet dversatt i sekunder och frekvenser.
Den matematiska berdkningen ar noggrann, jag gissar exakt. Och den



berdttar ingenting om vem de femtio dren tillhérde eller varfér dessa
femtio ar, Oversatta i 2235,75 Hertz, méste trdngas in i en tidsrymd pé
nio dagar. "Férsegla rummet”, star det,”’sl& pa tongeneratorn. Stang av
efter 9 dagar.”

N&r jag skriver detta har jag annu inte hort det verk som ljuder i rum-
met du nu befinner dig i. Jag féreslar att du lyssnar noga. Att du slutar
forsoka lyssna pa ett satt som du tror att rummet och situationen och
det faktum att det &r "konst” pabjuder. Lyssna bara noga. Se vad som
hander. Marker du ndgot? Inget? Eller ndgot litet?

Marie Norin

Marie Norin &r fédd 1967, uppvuxen pad Rosengérd och i Rdrsjostan i Malmd men
bor numera i Stockholm. Hon arbetar bland annat som handledare vid férfattar-
utbildningen Litterdr gestaltning vid Goteborgs universitet och dverséattare.

2007 prosadebuterade hon med kortromanen Kupa, efter ett antal diktsam-
lingar. | januari 2010 kommer ytterligare tva kortromaner, samlade under en
titel, "Djuraffar”. Hon har dven skrivit barnbdcker.



Tystnacdens mittpunkt

Min rést rér sig genom luften som ljudvagor. Du stériett rum som ar 16
meter och 29 centimeter brett, 14 meter djupt, 3 meter och 85 centi-
meter hdgt. Snart kommer det att bli alldeles tyst. | rummet finns ett
mycket stort antal luftmolekyler. 78 procent ar kvave, de aterstdende
22 procent dr mestadels syre. Dessa molekyler &r formade som sma
hantlar och var och en ror sig genom rummet helt okontrollerat med
en hastighet av ca 1600 kilometer i timmen. Tillsammans vager de ca
1000 kilo. Om en liten stund slutar jag prata, det kommer att bli tyst en
stund. Dina trumhinnor utsatts dd for ett frenetiskt regn som dessa
miljoner och &ter miljoner luftmolekyler skapar, de utévar ett tryck pa
dver elva ton per kvadratmeter. Regnet pé ena sidan av din trumhinna
ar dock precist balanserat av ett exakt lika frenetiskt regn frdn andra
sidan trumhinnan. Detta gor att din trumhinna befinner sig i perfekt
balans. Den ror sig inte, den férblir stilla, ett tunt membran i en perfekt
yta, som ostort vatten.

Toner ror sig genom luften som ljudvagor. Du star i ett rum som ar 16
meter och 29 centimeter brett, 14 meter djupt, 3 meter och 85 centi-
meter hdgt. Snart kommer en ton att ljuda. | rummet finns ett mycket
stort antal luftmolekyler. 78 procent &r kvéve, de dterstdende 22 pro-
cent &r mestadels syre. Dessa molekyler ar formade som sma hantlar
och var och en ror sig genom rummet helt okontrollerat med en has-
tighet av ca 1600 kilometer i timmen. Tillsammans vager de ca 1000
kilo. Om en liten stund kommer en ton att ljuda. Det som hander da
ar att att luftmolekylernas kaotiska rérelsemonstret i ett 6gonblick blir
helt regelbundet. Det kommer att uppsté ett nat av luftmolekyler som
ar ndgot mer finmaskigt var tredje meter. Var tredje meter Idngs med
hela rummet &r ett antal molekyler samlade i en klunga fér att tunnas
ut och sen tatna igen. Temperaturen ar hégre i dessa klungor. Detta
medfér skillnader i lufttrycket, och du hor en ton. Efter stund kommer
tonen att plotsligt dé ut och ge vika for tystnaden. Dina trumhinnor
utsatts d& for ett frenetiskt regn som dessa miljoner och ater miljoner
luftmolekyler skapar, de utévar ett tryck pd éver elva ton per kvadrat-
meter. Regnet pé ena sidan av din trumhinna dr dock precist balanserat
av ett exakt lika frenetiskt regn frdn andra sidan trumhinnan. Detta goér



att din trumhinna befinner sig i perfekt balans. Den rér sig inte, utan
forblir stilla, ett tunt membran i en perfekt yta, som ostoért vatten.

Vitt brus ar tonens motsats. Det ar alla frekvenser pd en géng, alla fre-
kvenser ditt 6ra kan uppfatta upfattar din trumhinna i ett och samma
dgonblick. Av den regelbundenhet som utmarker luftens rérelse da en
ton spelas aterstar ingenting. Ett kaos av molekyler som var och en
rér sig genom rummet helt okontrollerat med en hastighet av ca 1600
kilometer i timmen. Tillsammans vager de ca 1000 kilo. Vitt brus kan
ocksd vara tystnadens motsats, i varje fall ur ett perceptionsmassigt
perspektiv. Balansen mellan utsidan och insidan av dina trumhinnor
ar helt satt ur spel. Luftmolekylernas rérelsemdénster ar dock snarlikt.
Snart kommer ett vitt brus att ljuda, en stark massrérelse, dina trum-
hinnor utsatts da for ett frenetiskt regn som dessa miljoner och ater
miljoner luftmolekyler skapar, de utdvar ett tryck pa dver elva ton per
kvadratmeter. Efter en stund kommer bruset pl6tsligt att do ut och ge
vika for tystnaden. Aktiviteten i den del av rummet som har tagit sig in
genom din mun och din n&dsa, som letat sig upp genom héligheterna i
ditt kranium och dina vavnader, som tagit plats i ditt innerdra, gor sa
att trycket aterigen ar lika starkt pa bada sidor trumhinnan. Den rér sig
inte, utan forblir stilla, ett tunt membran i en perfekt yta, som ostort
vatten. Tystnadens mittpunkt.

Ovanstdende text dr den text som i Tystnadens mittpunkt ar upplést av skade-
spelaren FHenric Holmberg. Texten &ar skriven av Jesper Norda.



The Centre of Silence
A site specific sound-installation by Jesper Norda

Kalmar konstmuseum is for the first time exhibiting sound art, a sound-
based installation created for this specific space. It can be described as
an auditory play that contains both spoken text and sound. The work is
sound but it is also describing what the sound is; in the existing space
and in relation to the body. By bringing information to visitors of the
exhibition about what the sound is doing to the listener, this work is di-
rectly connecting to the work Marked, unmarked, a work that is using
the same space and can be experienced from the outside of the mu-
seum after closing time. In the art work Marked, unmarked the body is
occupying a central place but in the case of Lindberg/Apelmo it does
so as a creator of female identity. In the work by Jesper Norda the body
is more of an existential experience. What is the physical experience
of sound doing to an individual? FHow are sound and silence joined to-
gether? How does feeling and intellect react when one is faced with a
certain experience?

For the occasion each one of the writers Magnus Haglund and Marie
Norin have been writing shorter texts on the work of Jesper Norda. Both
of them have been following Nordas work during a longer period of time.
The two texts, seen as a whole, gives a comprehensive understanding
of his work but also an indication on the status of sound art in general,
an area that has a wider importance that one would expect. As an ar-
tistic genre sound art finds itself hovering over classic art music, pop
music and art, performed in the art world since the beginning of the
sixties. Its commercial interest is low which may explain the weak pre-
sence in galleries and art institutions. In the end of this catalogue you
will find the text by Jesper Norda, read by the actor Henric Holmberg for
The Centre of Silence.

Jesper Norda (b. 1972) has a background as a musician but half way
trough his training to become a composer he changed into visual art. In
2002 he graduated with an MA from Konsthégskolan Valand in Gothen-
burg. Since then he has been working both with music and visual art.
In both art forms with the same artistic consistency. In his visual art
practice he expands the conceptual base into simple spatial operations
made up of objects, text or light, sometimes linked to popular culture
and sometimes linked to entirely personal experiences.

For more information, please contact museum director Bengt Olof
Johansson, bengt-olof@kalmarkonstmuseum.se, +46 480 42 62 70



When we are taking a step backwards

On the sound art of Jesper Norda

There is a sculptural trait to many of the works created by Jesper Norda,
an almost architectural severity that is also a kind of freedom, an ac-
ceptance of the human condition. Still, most of the time there not much
to see, and often not much to hear. The fields of tension that come into
existence, both physically perceptible and sensual, are dealing with
what it is that happens within what is not happening. The conceptual
challenge lies in the questions that the spectator/listener is starting to
pose in relation to his or her own presence in the room. What are the
material conditions for my position right here? How is inside relating to
outside. What happens if | move, for ten centimetres, for one metre?
Who creates the music that actually appears?

As a sound artist Jesper Norda belongs to the dry school; followers of
Alvin Luciers: in the focusing on the real and factual, in the reduction
of expressions down to only a few, where there arises a friction be-
tween the room and the emptiness. But the complexity that is the ef-
fect of this has not so much to do with theoretical questions, it gains
it strength from an everyday listening, a communicating address, not
least noticeable in the many works that take text as its starting point.
As with many of the most interesting contemporary sound artists (for
example Janet Cardiff, Erik BlUnger, Christina Kubisch and Rodney Gra-
ham) there is a literary undercurrent in his creativity that makes it dif-
ficult to separate what it is that actually sounds from what it is that
could sound. The texts are telling us about different ways to interpret,
different tracks to follow, as if reality was a forest to lose ones way in.
Or a city to live in. In simplicity there is a poetic vein that leads us into
an alternative beauty, a way of listening to the concrete world without
classifying it. The listener/spectator takes a step back, but not in order
to distance him or herself, but to get closer.



This is an investigative method that has not made any decisions in ad-
vance about where the demarcation lines are running, and it is in this
human ambivalence that the art of Jesper Norda becomes beautiful.
It's about mobility in what appears to be immobile, about a multitude
of melodies in the disturbing sounds of our closest environment and
about electric currents. The thoughts are creating their own secret
symphonies at the same time as our everyday life continues around
us. Itis the poetry of Rainer Maria Rilke, but transmuted into a number
of questions about what it is that sounds even when noting can be
heard. Thelyric intonation says: freedom can not be owned, it belongs
to everyone and then we are wandering out in the world, into whatever
happens on the other side of the glass wall. Can you see it? Can you
hear it?

Magnus Faglund

Magnus Haglund is a critic and author based in Gothenburg. This autumn he
has published a book about Ake Hodell which has attracted much attention.
He has previously published Den nakna staden (The Naked City), a book on the
subject of alternative Gothenburg.



The first morning that | woke up in the desert | was overwhelmed by
a sorrow greater than | thought was possible. It was wordless, sound-
less, and for me therefore frightening. The words, the sounds, time,
objects, they are the instruments that | use in order to get my bea-
rings, both mental and physical. In the desert there were for me no
readable directions.

If I now afterwards think about that first hour of silence it is more like
a kind of movement or a pulse inset into my solar plexus. If this move-
ment is possible; implosion and explosion in exactly the same moment,
aplace, aroom, at the same time smaller and larger than all that a hu-
man being can contain.

| first met Jesper Norda in the basement at the Valand School of Fine
Arts in Gothenburg. It might have been in 1997. He was a student at the
Academy of Music, the Department of Composition, situated just be-
side Gotaplatsen and | was a student on the creative writing course lo-
cated at the Valand premises. The professors at these courses had ini-
tiated collaboration between the two colleges. I think this was the right
way forward. To try and break the boundaries between different types
of artistic expressions. To try to loosen up the strict demarcations, only
as a proposal, a suggestion, see what happens, in the encounters as
well as in the students own personal expressions. In the case of Jes-
per | believe that his first step in to the art academy was essential. As
a matter of definition. As when one is stepping out of a tradition, out
of one way of relating to things, into another way of relating. As one is
then stepping out of other peoples expectations as well as ones own
expectations of oneself. Expectations and ideas. And the strange thing
that happens then, when true cross-fertilization is made possible, the
sudden extent of thought and space, where the notions and ideas, the
definitions are starting to bend for real and give way. Just one term
later Jesper had moved his entire education from the college of music
to the art college.

When | think about Jesper | don't think so much of sound as | think of
space. Soundspace. The space that is created by sound but also some-
times by light, how every entity in that space is being defined by the
pressure or distance that light and sound are creating. And how, if one



is to separate every note, each particle of light from a greater entity
held together, and then carefully is putting the picture back together
again, note by note, particle by particle, as one would piece together a
jigsaw puzzle or a mosaic, all of a sudden it can make the room emerge
at the same time clearer and completely new. It is a physical and en-
tirely concrete reaction but always very rapidly sweeping past: that
short moment when the filter that the brain uses to be able to sort
and sift through its experiences is out of action. Immeasurable entities
of time where the impressions are rolling in unsorted, undefined. And
suddenly: my presence somewhere in the middle of this sound-scape.
And just as sudden: my presence as a real experience of a space, a
Here.

One could also say that it is all about perception. About trying to mea-
sure and sharpen ones attention. And also to keep that attention as a
physical imprint. To refuse to let it go.

It took many years before | understood this. His focus on trying to adapt
or translate all experience into measurable facts, to catalogue more
or less everything around him all the time, year after year. Over time
collected on a sheet of paper EVERYTHING REMAINS, collected works
1999-2008, it's a striking reading; the exact weight of fear of darkness,
the watch of a deceased father where the second hand has stopped
working and only irregularly shivers over something still intact in the
mechanism inside of it, the exact amount of analgesic in a syringe con-
nected to a timer and a carefully measured dispensing tube, the tem-
perature of the room, the rate of speed of a drip-feed, various attempts
of measuring disruption, sorrow, homelessness, always through con-
crete suggestions of activities: read this or that book under such or
such conditions, write the following words on the following page, grow
up in the following city, record the following sound in a room and seal it
for such and such amount of time, dig these sounds down on this spot,
lie down in the grass...

| remember one of Jesper’s concerts/exhibitions. There were only a
few people in the audience, myself and maybe another fifteen liste-
ners. The piece consisted of a squeak that went on for 24 minutes -
one single drawn out tone - followed by over six minutes of “fluttering



squeaks”, quite loud. | now know that the first twenty-four minutes
consisted of one sinus tone, and that the six minutes consisted of the
same tone that sort of collided with the first one. | held my hands over
my ears more or less the whole time. At the same time as the squeak
started several spotlights lit up, directed not onto any object on stage
but onto the audience. There was a rattling, even white light, as you
would imagine a movie recording situation, everything is rigged and
set: Lights! Silence! Action!

| remember that there was a discussion afterwards. A man in the
front row was extremely provoked, a woman to the right a few rows
down from me wanted us to gather in groups and talk about our ex-
perience. During the entire concert | saw each and every bobble and
strand of hair, speck of dust and smudge on the clothes | was wearing
and on the seats around me, the shadow play on the uneven skull of
the bald-headed manin the seat in front of me. | wrote about that con-
cert afterwards, words such as “multitudinously democratic” and “an
over-explicitillumination of presence, part-taking and lighting” and bla-
blabla, but now afterwards, when | think about it and remember how
we sat, scattered in our seats, pressed against the white light, nailed
by a sound that did not really leave room for any thoughts to roam, it
suddenly hits me that this piece was called “Butterfly”. | have always
thought of a butterfly as that body that was fluttered during those six
minutes of “fluttering squeak”, but must not even we, the audience,
have resembled butterflies, nailed against the white sheet/light?

| moved from Gothenburg in 2005 and had not met, not even spo-
ken to Jesper for several years when he sent me the web-links to his
latest exhibition “Heart of the Matter”. The first thing | see is an up-
turned piano, the sustain pedal being locked with a wire attached to
the wall. The shadow from the wire is creating a thin line on the wall
behind. Horizon release is the name is the piece, | read. The image on
the screen is way too small, after a few moments | notice that | am sit-
ting very close to the computer. | think that | am listening for a word,
an almost silent drawn out sound, but | can’'t hear anything. Still, |
keep on trying to listen to it. Then | think of Tradition. The Great. Mo-
nument of Art. The Monument of the Artwork. And | am thinking that
it is a quiet, almost tender resistance inset into this upturned body of
a piano, chained to the room, to its task. And the skyline, what we call



the horizon, barely sketched in the shadow behind the body, the start
of the theory of perspective and of the rainbow, and also its end. When
| continue clicking | find myself in some kind of sepia blotch with a line
of text down in the left corner: Little by little, everything will come to
normal, it says. | think my mouth is half open, for maybe five minutes
nothing is happening and then there is a crackle, a small disruption,
the line of text is flicke-ring and the image, the sepia blotch, is starting
to move away from me. But something is wrong because the image
is not really changing. Even though it feels as if | am going away, up,
towards the whole that my brain is telling me that this sepia blotch is
just a detail of, | am not moving. Or | mean: the image is not changing;
it is still the same sepia blotch with exactly the same shape and form.
After the same length of time the movement outwards stops and it is
not until then | realise that what | have previously seen as a still image
is instead moving in the opposite direction, downwards, inwards, clo-
ser to the sepia blotch. Without getting any closer.

Maybe it was in 2001. | was sitting beside Jesper at the Academy of
Music in front of what | believe was some kind of mixing table. A tone
generator? He pulled levers, sound came up as lines on a small screen
in front of us, it crackled and squeaked, sometimes the tone was quite
muffled, barely audible, only deep down in the belly, sometimes so
loud that it felt like my head was going to explode. | think we sat there
because Jesper was going to show me a sinus tone.

In one of the short stories by Borges there is a description of a laby-
rinth. It is completely straight. One single straight line, invisible and
endless. Every time that Jesper has explained to me what a sinus tone
is | am thinking of that labyrinth. It is like the brain has made a deci-
sion not to understand. Borges labyrinth is an impossibility. Flow can
a labyrinth be completely straight? It is of course a metaphor; | have
to understand it as a metaphor, that's been explained to me. But for
me Borges is a very concrete writer. If he writes straight, if he writes
labyrinth then that's the two words that he actually means. The sinus
tone is the smallest part of a tone. Even though the sound is comple-
tely unbroken and can be heard against the eardrum as a straight un-
broken tone, it would, if you saw it on a screen, be completely circular.
A full circle. As soon it gets up against another tone the circular shape



is broken and the shape becomes squarer and the tone “flutters”. The
more tones the squarer the shape gets. But nearest to the centre of
every cluster of tones — the words you are uttering, the sound of an
aircraft, the music that you are listening to, the toilet when it flushes,
the coffeemaker, the cordless drill = there rests an unbroken circle.

Everything that Jesper is working onis in some way relating to the idea
of the sinus tone. The idea of every tone as a concrete carrier of time.
Unbroken rooms that at the same time are suggestions of activities,
experience: try to imagine this, do this, try this... One can find it in But-
terfly, in Love Field, in the Pumps and Read then Sleep —in almost eve-
ry piece, always direct instructions and always few explanations. One
can find it in the piece 50 years in a space of 9 days. The text in this
piece is a mathematical calculation trying to explain the sound trans-
lated into seconds and frequencies. The mathematic calculations are
very careful, | am guessing exactly. And it is telling us nothing about
who those 50 years belonged to or why those 50 years, translated into
2235, 75 Hertz, must be squeezed into a period of nine days. “Seal the
room”, it says, “turn on the sound generator”. Turn it off after 9 days.”

When | am writing this | have not yet heard the piece that is sounding
in the room where you are sitting. | suggest that you listen carefully.
That you stop trying to listen in a way that you think that the room
and the situation and that fact that it is “art” commands. Just listen
carefully. See what happens. Are you noticing something? Nothing? Or
something small?

Marie Norin
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The Centre of Silence

My voice is moving through the air like waves of sound. You are stan-
ding in aroom 16 meters and 29 centimetres wide, 14 meters deep and
3 meters and 85 centimetres high. Soon it will become completely si-
lent. In the room there are large quantities of air molecules. 78 percent
of those are nitrogen; the remaining 22 percent are mostly oxygen.
Those molecules are shaped as very tiny dumbbells and all of them are
moving through the room totally uncontrolled with a speed of around
1600 kilometers per hour. Together they are weighing around 1000 ki-
los. In a few moments | will stop talking and then there will be silence
for a while. Your eardrums are then being exposed to a frantic rain that
all those millions upon millions of air molecules are creating; they are
exerting a pressure of over eleven tons per square meter. However, the
rain on one side of your ear drum is exactly balanced by the same kind
of frenetic rain on the other side of the eardrum. This means that your
eardrum is in a state of perfect balance. It is not moving, it remains
still, a thin membrane in a perfect surface, as undisturbed water.

A tone is moving through the air like waves of sound. You are standing
in a room 16 meters and 29 centimetres wide, 14 meters deep and 3
meters and 85 centimetres high. Soon there will be a tone. In the room
there are large quantities of air molecules. 78 percent of those are ni-
trogen; theremaining 22 precent are mostly oxygen. Those molecules
are shaped as very tiny dumbbells and all of them are moving through
the room totally uncontrolled with a speed of around 1600 kilometers
per hour. Together they are weighing around 1000 kilos. In a short
moment there will be a tone. What happens then is that the chaotic
movement of the air molecules for a moment becomes totally regular.
There will appear a net of air molecules that has a slightly finer mesh
every third meter. Every third meter along the entire room a number
of molecules are gathered in a group, they are thinning out and then
getting denser again. The temperature is higher in those clusters. This
means a difference in the air pressure and you will hear a tone. After
a few moments the tone will suddenly die and give way to silence.
Your eardrums are then being exposed to a frantic rain that all those
millions upon millions of air molecules are creating; they are exerting



a pressure of over eleven tons per square meter. However, the rain
on one side of your eardrum is exactly balanced by the same kind of
frenetic rain on the other side of the eardrum. This means that your
eardrum is in a state of perfect balance. It is not moving, it remains
still, a thin membrane in a perfect surface, as undisturbed water.

White noise is the total opposite of a tone. It is all frequencies at the
same time, all frequencies that your ear can catch your eardrum per-
ceives at the sametime, in the same moment. Of the regularity thatis a
quality of the movement of the air when a tone is being played remains
nothing. A chaos of molecules that each and everyoneis moving trough
the room totally uncontrolled with a velocity of around 1600 kilometers
per hour. Together they weigh around 1000 kilos. White noise can also
be the opposite of silence, at least from a perspective of perception.
The balance between the inside and the outside of your eardrums are
totally put out of action. The patterns of movement of the air molecu-
les are however very similar. Soon a white noise will be heard, a strong
mass movement, your eardrums will then be exposed to a frenetic rain
that these millions upon millions of air molecules are creating, they
are creating a pressure of over eleven tonnes per square meter. After a
while the noise will die down and give way to silence. The activities in
the room that has made its way through your mouth and your nose,
that are finding its way into the cavities of your cranium and your soft
tissue and has found its way into your internal ear makes the pressure
again become the same on both sides of the eardrum. It is not moving,
it remains still, a thin membrane in a prefect surface, as undisturbed
water. The centre of silence.

The text is the one that in The Centre of Silence is beeing read by the actor
Henric Hlolmberg. It is written by Jesper Norda.
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