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INTRODUCTION

It is a great pleasure to introduce this publication
as a companion to Birke Gorm’s solo exhibition

let me stop you right there at O—QOvergaden.

Since 2021, O—Overgaden has, with the generous
support of the Augustinus Foundation, published
a monographic series in conjunction with our
large-scale solo exhibitions, aiming to expand the
conversations around each show and produce new,
offspring material.

In this particular case, Mai Dengsae, Curator

at Gammel Strand, has contributed an essay

on Gorm’s motifs, objects, and processes, while
author Jonas Eika has contributed with a piece

on parenthood and (care-)work in a near future
Copenhagen, and we're pleased to be publishing an
excerpt from Ghislaine Leung’s book Bosses (2023).
A warm and heartfelt thank you to all contributors.
[ wish to thank the whole team at O—Overgaden
for their efforts in realizing the exhibition,

as well as the graphic design team at fanfare

for their always dedicated work, and of course

not least the artist, Birke, for generously sharing
conceptualizations and co-thinking with all of us,
through both the exhibition and this publication.

Trash, consumption, control: Birke Gorm collects scrap
and flotsam from her surroundings and the public
dump, then sculpts, sews, and assembles the residue
material that is often cast out (or dead) from a capitalist
society’s point of view.

Entering Gorm’s exhibition, rusted iron elements—
used pitchforks, nails, industrial construction tools, saw
blades, barbed wire, hooks—are hung from the ceiling
in elongated swung clusters. Hung at varying heights,
from dangerously low to secure and high, the series
reflects on the show’s title let me stop you right there,
asking what rules apply within our communal spaces:
what’s kept out of reach and what’s close to, say, a
small child. Defying classical sculptural monumentality,

the “mobiles” are rustling, fragile, and brittle in their
dark contours, like eerie broken chandeliers placed in
the center of O—Overgaden’s majestic former dining
hall. The upside-down treatment of the unsafe, sharp
materials testifies to Gorm’s anarchist, even surrealist
pull, insisting on creating value or seeing beauty where
there—at least from a financial perspective—is none.

Another work that creates value from next-to-nothing
is a collection of dolls that sits on the surrounding
panels. Each is tied from used tea towels, rags, or
napkins—reviving an old, vernacular way of creating
figurative bodies from used materials—and dyed
brownish red. The red tone is cooked. The dye

is created from a so-called “dirty pot”—an almost
witch-like brew, where rusty iron (found in the
adjacent works), water, and vinegar slow boils
repeatedly. Against today’s expeditious production,
the small dolls are thus forwarding hands-on and
traditional, often female, circular crafts of binding,
coloring, and figure-making—a place from which

to work when parenthood makes glossy standards
difficult to meet.

In the second space is a floor installation extending
wall-to-wall, made from waste cardboard and
quotidian materials, recycled into a miniature city.
Created on site, to be torn apart after the show, the
work is undoing itself, dissolving as a singular “art
object” in the vein of the art movement Arte Povera.
The poor assemblage creates a tiny world emulating
questions of chaos and order, territory and property, as
understood by a child, through play. The accumulation
of material becomes an image of the structural do’s and
don’ts of public behavior—the unpicking of what’s high
and what’s low, what’s dead and alive, what’s right

and wrong, what’s trash and what’s not.

Rhea Dall,
Director and Chief Curator, O—OQOvergaden,
June 2025
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Mai Dengsoe

Sometimes art is difficult to understand; sometimes it’s
not. That depends on so many things. Communication
is key, not just in the shape of a suitable mediation
text or a talented guide, but also as a fundamental
chemistry between work and audience. Something
can be understood totally rationally: bits and pieces
are moved from the bin into the museum, and so it

is art. But you can also approach it more intuitively,
sensuously, and something appears: in a piece of
crammed paper, the contours of something living are
drawn up. In the folds of a coarse discarded sack of
linen, a body grows.

It’s Monday afternoon and the installation of Birke
Gorm’s exhibition has just begun. A technician lets me
in at the temporarily closed institution. | find Gorm
upstairs. She just arrived from Vienna and already
progressed more than expected with the installation.
Arcs of heavy, corroded chains hang from the ceiling.
Long rows of doll-shaped cloths are mounted on
panels. They look desperate, with their arms to the
sky. The still unfinished exhibition has something
bleak and raw to it. Something feverish about the little
napkin teddies that seeps in and out of the installation’s
simple strategies. Here you sit, doll doll doll, and here
you hang, chain chain chain. It’s quiet in here and an
order prevails. Sunlight pouring through the windows,
it plays with the brown and rusty shades in Gorm’s
work. There is a spatial peace, a chilly composition. It’s
a bit like stepping into a barn far out in the countryside
where no one has been for a long while and where the
door creaks when you open it, while large machines
and smaller tools appear between the narrow slits of
light. A cunning landscape. Dead and yet theatrical.

[ ask Gorm if she thinks about time a lot, but this is
too big a question. I can hear that myself straight away.
Not the best way to get deeper into the conversation.
Her work is so concrete and that is actually where |
want to go. That it has to mean something, not just that
the aesthetic is so dry-looking, but also why traditional
methods are put to use: like dividing, categorizing,
washing, dyeing, corroding, leaning, arranging, folding.
Elastic, string, knot. It all takes time. Physical time.

RCATION

When I browse through the existing texts about
Gorm, her work—particularly the textile work—is
often linked to feminist contexts and women’s history.
That makes sense. The craft, the needlework, the
embroidery has not only been the women’s domain but
a context for their creativity to unfold. Creativity!

A word mentioned by Gorm herself when we meet.

A word I think I'm often running into these days, both
within myself and out among others. After a longer
period of focus on “the cultural worker”—and all the
institutional thoughts on conditions, responsibility,
and administration that term implies—a more archaic
artistic vocabulary seems to be knocking: creativity,
the urge to create, various scales.

On the floor at the other end of the space, Gorm
builds up a landscape of cardboard and ballpoint
pens. It’s a matter of demarcation. Here we're all the
way down on child premises. Who doesn’t remember
imagining a landscape? Who doesn’t remember
utilizing the available means to build your idea? Every
little section is distinct, she explains; like in real life,
where any house stands out with its own style, its
own characteristics. Gorm has collected things that
she is familiar with: rulers, wooden spoons, bags of
sugar, and similar accessories that don’t attract much
attention besides being a more or less close-knit part
of everyday life. Small-scale objects that are used to
ascertain communities and boundaries; power and
immediate environment; control and play. In fact, it
isn’t Gorm’s work in itself, its aesthetic and rather
peaceful connotations, that seems intriguing; it’s all the
appliances and the rows of associations accompanying
the work, that smolder with something mystically
uncanny. In some ways, the elementary approach to
material is childish and innocent. Thus, and like the
pitchfork dangling from the ceiling, its (finger) tips
flexed and coaxing, Gorm is capable of channeling the
humanness of human beings into objects, into things.
She tells me that she is preoccupied with the menacing.
She is raising a child and it seems that thoughts and
requirements in this regard are reflected in her artistic
practice. When is something big? When is something
coherent? She twists and turns things. When is
something fiction and when does it really count?
These are thoughts that also possess a philosophically
anchored tradition. Austrian philosopher Ludwig
Wittgenstein, among others, speculated on how many
houses it takes to form a city and whether a city with
only one house would indeed be a city if only a city
sign was put up. At times, the distance between the
weightiest ideas and naive impulses is short. It’s been
an extremely long time since I last thought about
Wittgenstein, but here he suddenly appears, perhaps
because somewhere in Gorm’s work there is a keynote,
ringing concurrently with this language of philosophical
thinking; perhaps because below the soft layers of
cardboard and textile, arcs and waves, something
extraordinarily hard and conceptual exists.

Perhaps it’s these contradictions that make it
difficult for me to focus my attention on Gorm’s
work and practice. On the one side, her expression

is homogenous, intact, rhythmical; on the other,
conceptions of the rhythm of the world throb at the
heart of it all. Death and destruction are placed right
beside blossoming and hope. It is simple and complex.
Quiet and spatial.

[ walk around for a few days with Gorm’s exhibition
in my head. Envision how she pushes around her
sorted stacks of stuff. Adjusts here and there. I don’t
know anything about her process, but | imagine that
precision is important. | try to become aware of

what is particularly worth accentuating. Considering
what I can do to make the text come off as less
caricaturing, more scrutinizing. Feeling an insidiously
bad conscience about not being able to draw out more
feminist perspectives, as I'm sure these are the project’s
cornerstones. Tying up the loose ends.

But something here is hermetically closed and difficult
to enter. Things have indeed been jointed in Birke
Gorm’s universe, I'm thinking. Closed circles.

And it seems contrary to the words that otherwise
arrive along with the material and the frazzled
connotations that tie themselves to the sustainable
recycling principles.

Maybe it is taking it too far, but the assignment of

the work, if such a thing indeed exists, is much more
centered around control and power than the more
sustainable potentials inherent in the regenerative
matter on display. The hierarchies that actually
decompose are re-established in new formats and other
spaces. The discarded and worthless—cardboard,

a matchbox—is applied in constructive ways to create
spaces, but still separate and barricade one area from
the other. Perhaps this is where Birke Gorm’s ideas

on menace take place. What is constructive requires
boundaries. Even candid thinking shuts something out
and no human being is able to move freely around in
the world.

Scale becomes a significant point here, because though
the pace is there, neither the grand critique of society
nor utopian dreams seem to be at the center of Gorm’s
practice. They sprout in everything but, most of all,
Gorm’s exhibition appears to be more concerned

with the near, the small steps, the lesser gesture.

And this is actually quite lovely: to think about how
minor characteristics, small changes, the mere wringing
of a cloth, can ultimately make the big picture look
totally different.



Jonas Eika

They’re walking down the street. They and it. They in
their wedges and the cropped shorts that almost wing
at the hips; it in its bopping, lightly bouncing, almost
hovering transformation pram: when it wakes up inside
of that, it is always as something partly new.

But now tears are spurting from its round
brown eyes. White-blue daylight spreads behind the
plexiglass in the sky, above the vague reflections of
Carlsbergbyen’s copper towers. Danni looks around
for a place to sit without having to pay for anything,
hurries down to Enghavevej, hushes the baby and
takes one step out into the pedestrian crossing. Stares
at the approaching car, trying to make eye contact with
something behind the driverless windscreen; stretches
out a flat hand and is about to turn around when the
car slows down with a reversed zoom, allowing them
to pass, down to the little strip of pastel-colored benches
where they take out the bottle, place it below the pram’s
integrated milk dispenser and lifts up the baby.

It doesn’t have a name yet. Names mean nothing,
but we need them.

While they're sitting there, bottle-feeding, a pack
of youths saunters by, all of them swaying towards
the long-haired one in the middle, who they are in turn
smiling at, caressing, listening to with great attention.
With a gentle but imperative gesture he makes them
all stop, points at Danni—and their gazes feel like
being cut forth from the thin air—and says: “That child
lying there getting milk is like those who'll get in at
the party tonight.”

Bated breath, the morning heat buzzing with
drone deliveries. “So are we supposed to become like
children to get in?” one of them asks, suspicious

or fascinated, it’s hard to tell. A tingling sensation on
Danni’s bare shoulders. This reluctant desire that starts
appearing on their polished faces. “When you make
the two one,” the long-haired one says, “and when you
make the outside look like the inside, and the inside
look like the outside, and when you make the upper as
the lower...” Danni lowers their arm to move the baby
a bit further away from their chest, so that it doesn’t
look like breastfeeding—so that no one might think
that they imagine themself to be a mother—but then
again, the baby cannot lie horizontally when fed—the
milk might slosh around in its throat, into the trachea
or the middle ear—wasn’t that what the health visitor
said?—and stay there, fermenting, encouraging all sorts
of bacteria, and they’re all resistant now anyway, the
bacteria, completely indifferent to antibiotics.

Suddenly the young ones burst into laughter, eagerly
as if to dispel the slight insecurity from before. Danni
didn’t hear what the long-haired one said at the end,
but in any case, it makes the group move on, throwing
only a few furtive glances over their shoulders.

The baby up to the chest again, finish the feeding,
the burping, hugging, stroking, loving, back into the
pram again and move on—as soon as sleep starts
swimming in its milky eyes Danni starts thinking about
work: All my limbs wide awake... lungs full of amniotic
Sluid... googling till [ can't read anymore.... If only they
could come up with a first sentence in advance, there
might be some energy to carry them into the writing.
Reluctance sits like a shut mouth in their chest.

A few nasal draws of breath and a sigh from the pram,

a soft vulnerability beneath the already closed eyelids.

A single available spot by the panoramic windows of the
maternity café; Danni parks the pram, turns on the baby
alarm, puts on their shirt and workbag, and enters.

Babble, laughs, whimper, and playful voices;
lowered, focused voices, fingers on keyboards, coffee
cups being placed on a metallic surface—the sounds
are many but distinct, layered like the activities taking
place in the space: on the floor, which is covered in
pillows and drop-shaped islands of felt, the kids are
playing and being cared for; above, along the narrow
chrome tabletop, work is being done. A cool tranquility
prevails in spite of the busyness. The acoustics are
amazing, Danni thinks, just as the job consultant
promised—but then can’t help thinking about the
job center after they've sat down with their laptop
at the free seat by the window. Or about the abstract
expectation she represents, the consultant, who
suggested that Danni shouldn’t only think of the essay
as a duty—as part of the required skills development
for the unemployed during parental leave—but also
as a kind of help or care, both for themself and those
who might recognize themselves in their experiences,
and not least for the municipality that indeed wants to
improve conditions for people like... well, for parents
like Danni.

Oh well. Something similar is probably expected
from the editor’s side. His reply was enthusiastic when
Danni finally wrote to him and suggested an essay
for the book section: “Yes! Well be happy to publish such
a text! We need parenthood literature from the non-binary
perspective.” Danni sighs, straightens up, glances at the

/

pram outside the window, the heatproof foil cover
hiding their child. A sudden melancholy occurs in their
chest, transparent like the almost invisible window, the
small and now almost dizzying distance between them
and their child. Danni sits for

a while, feeling the sensation soar into their face as
well, moves their tongue around in their mouth to
make it go away. Then swallows and tries to write it
down instead:

A strange, actually quite unpleasant feeling here at the
café, distanced for a moment from my sleeping child: that
Idon't really know it, don't really love 1t. That it hasn't yet
Sfully become human to me.

Twrite this with a fear that something else, something
more fundamental is wrong with me. That I never truly
love, grieve, feel affection—but rather just taught myself
those feelings, and now repeat them with a proficiency that
makes it hard to tell the difference?

Or maybe there is just something objective, neutral,
something animated-but-not-yer-human about infants?
Something which, now and then, still flashes across my
child’s tired face and its fluttering limbs?

Danni stares at the sentences for a bit, takes a sip
of the espresso tonic that was served while they wrote.
Then they mark the text and move it to the end of
the document, a residue. A frenzied energy from the
woman in the seat next to them, an email being sent
off with a nostalgic swoosh. She takes half a turn on her
chair and sits down on the floor with the rest of the
mothers’ group, saying to one the children: “7here you
were, darling.”

They must have established some kind of rotation
system: The next moment one of the others sits at the
window spot, places a computer at the conductive
tabletop and slides straightaway into working.

Danni forces their gaze away from the beige-rosy
moodboard on her screen—while also dragging the
shreds of their attention back from the pram outside
the window—back to the empty document, trying to
strike an opening scene, to recall what was actually
being said in the delivery room. Yes, why not just
start there?

“Should I hold it up so you can see what you've got?”

The objectifying quality of that question—

The alarm lights up, vibrating, buzzing, whizzing
with the massive noise of a street sweeper outside.
Danni jumps out of the chair, runs out and rocks the
pram while the machine passes; catches themself
scowling at the driver in the little cab, as if he had
a choice, as if he deliberately drove this way to ruin
the child’s nap and Danni’s frail working hours along
with it. Besides, he’s probably getting paid close to
nothing—90 percent of unskilled municipality tasks
are now covered by juridical duty to work, Danni
remembers reading the other day; and also remembers
considering whether that turns the city into a
corporation, one big open-plan office that somebody
has to clean in order for others, like Danni, to produce
themselves. And weren't these maternity cafés
municipality-funded as well, at least partially?

They blink the thought out of their head, checks
on the child and rushes inside to continue writing
while the words are still fresh on the tongue.

N\

Should I hold it up so you can see what youve got?”

The objectifying quality of that question is not in the
word “Tt"—which quite precisely refers to the body lying all
blue and bloody and, as far I can see, totally limp on my
partner’s chest—but in the “what” that must be answered,
completed, erased right away.

In the situation, still panicked by how close to death
both the child and my partner appeared to be only moments
ago, I manage to say: “No! No, no! I just want to know that
it’s alive.”

The indefinite that needs qualifying in order to
be recognized. What's living versus what’s gendered.
Yes, this might be a productive starting point—but
also a bit too simple, untruthful, that those two are
opposed to each other? Yes, really Danni would prefer
to write in the gray zone, where things are not as
easily separated—about the days in the postnatal ward,
about feeling their mouth becoming more pointy, their
facial features more delicate, their chest softening from
their involuntary imitation of their child’s every little
move, and how that, after three days with no sleep,
made them think that now they wouldn’t have to get
diagnosed, now the child could provide them with
all the hormones they needed—but then they end up
writing something boring and explanatory about being
neither a mom nor a dad, happily and solitarily freed of
those titles.

Their espresso tonic has gone flat. A child that
was whimpering somewhere in the background is
now screaming and refuses to be calmed down.
Their parent quickly carries it to the bathroom, but
the crying has already made the sounds ascend from
below, surrounding Danni in the clean, clearcut
space above the tabletop. And then they feel the
lower part of their body too, a restlessness in their
lap causing their feet to jab against the chair, their
nerves creaking, this constant, low-intensity panic
about the baby, whether it’s still breathing, if it’s
getting overheated, if grubs and insects could make
their way into its airways. Danni closes their laptop
and purposefully walks outside—though they were
planning on staying until the baby woke up, also to
avoid the worst midday heat—puts a flat hand inside
the foil cover and feels the little dainty ribs rise
against the palm a few times.

Yet, they need to hear the sound too, to lean their ear
down into the darkness and hold their breath so that
the baby drawing its own one is audible.

They click off the brakes, take off their shirt
and walk through the city park on Istedgade, passing
the shared gardens and the paddocks, the work-out
facilities, the seaweed bars. The long-haired goats are
grazing. A group of cottage-core teenagers walks
by with their aprons filled with fruit. The temperature
is lower here, the dense foliage lets only scattered
patches of light in. A guard shakes a woman by the
arm who fell asleep on the stone fence alongside
a herbal garden. She wakes, mumbles, swears, and
gestures while being escorted away. Danni lowers their
gaze and avoids the scenario, walks through a clearing
of scorching sun and hotheaded seagulls, loaded with
a feeling of wanting something out of this nap, of this
day, they don’t know what. Maybe they could take



the child to the public swimming pool? That should

be so stimulating, so good for sensory-motor control.
There’s some fidgeting inside the pram now; they swing
out of the park, walking towards DGI-byen while the
foil cover starts bulging from little kicks. A few short,
sucking breaths and then comes the crying, feverish and
wronged. Danni hurries towards Halmtorvet, finds

a blotch of shadow beneath a chestnut tree. They lift
the baby and hold it tight, rock and comfort it, trying

to find a rhythm, a calm in their hips and voice. Slowly
it spreads to the child.

They sit down on the knee-high counter-terrorism
fence. The grainy granite is cool against the back of their
thighs, the baby warm in their lap. Its arms fluttering,
lips smacking, it looks at Danni with a wondering smile.
Danni mimes the smile and watches it grow—along
with the foreign yet completely inevitable joy spreading
in their own chest—while something approaches from
ahead, at the fringes of their field of vision. They look up
and make eye contact with a tall, slightly stooping man,
perhaps in his late thirties, trudging across the square.
Now he waves and starts approaching them, brightening
up in half an exhausted smile. “Hey, hey there.” He puts
his hands on his hips, kind of sassy—but perhaps also
just to show that he doesn’t pose a threat?—and leans
towards them. “Is it your child?”

For a few seconds, Danni looks at the man’s dry
grayish face, his gray-black eyes, his gloomy mouth
covered in a close-cropped beard, feeling there’s
something familiar about him. “Yes. Yes, it is.”

“It’s a cute child.” The man squats down, holds out
his index finger and waits for the baby to grab it before
he looks back at Danni. “Do you also have money?”

“No, or—I don’t have any cash.” The baby smacks its
lips elatedly and leans forward on Danni’s lap.

They feel a discomfort about the closeness between
the baby and the man, but also an urge to show that it’s
okay talk to strangers. “There isn’t really anyone who
has cash.”

“Yes, there is.” He states it as a fact, neither angrily
or with hints of argument, then sighs and sits down on
the ground. Sways a bit in time with the child pulling at
his finger, while humming as to an underlying melody.
“Goodnight to every—bird... and to every—cow...”

The branches waving in the breeze, the shadows rocking
in time. “And to every—ant... and to every—friend...”
Danni suggests that they could buy him some food
instead, but he shakes his head, he isn’t hungry.

“Are you hungry?” he says and leans towards the child
again, playfully. “Are you? Are you tired? Oh no, no
you aren’t... You just want my finger—my fingerprint!”
He laughs to himself and makes a sudden motion

with his hand, as if trying to wrench his finger loose.
The baby chuckles and pulls the other way. “But

[ already gave that away.” Then he looks up at Danni,
blinking in the patchy light, mumbling: “The meldepligt,
you know.” He smiles and gently wrenches out his
finger, strokes the child’s cheek instead. “You don’t have
any money, right?” “Unfortunately, no,” says Danni

and excuses themself, they have to feed the child now.
“Yes. Well, I also need to get going then.” He gives

a serious nod, blinks his eyes awake, brushes his hands
in his shirt. “Take care, you two.”

BOSSES

Ghislaine Leung

Why do I seck to exploit myself? I often choose

to be my own bad boss. There is a paradox in this
situation. Given that [ am my own worst enemy, why
can’t | stop seeking to collude or even be complicit

in these abuses? In pulling these labour conditions of
exploitation into my own body, I became interested,

in an expanded socio-political sense, in what it is not
only to put up with our own exploitation, but even to
love our own captor. A sort of Stockholm syndrome.
The insidious ways in which we justify and validate
harm and self-harm. Not only as individuals but as
organisations. Specifically in the ways in which we
seek to assimilate to and internalise conditions of high
production, efficacy and visibility over maintenance and
care. Then we've succeeded in being that kind of self,
and that self passes and succeeds in what is understood
as a meritocratic social construct. Thinking on my own
labour, I wanted to think of ways that my work could
address this not only through striking against my own
self-exploitative tendencies, but actively cancelling
them. To think of these as constitutive issues of labour
connected to market viability, visibility and metrics.

A privileging of visibility that compounds extractive
forms of production and rides slipshod over informal
or invalidated labours and communities. Against this
priority of visibility, canonisation inclusive, I became
interested, less in making visible, and so the cycle
continuing, than in making palpable. In the ways in
which informal and non-productive labours might

be maintained. I began to stop speaking about labour
relations in these terms and began to attempt to labour
on these terms. Active as opposed to passive cancelling
in sound, for example, works to subtract via addition.
You cancel a sound with a sound. This only works in

a perfect, closed system, such as in headphones. In

an open system it does not work, there are too many
variables, it cancels, clashes and moves around. This is
where ambiguity is. Active cancellation can also occur
in masking. This doesn’t block sound but layers it,
creates another sound as a foil to conceal the first.

Plain flour

2 x unsalted butter
Caster sugar
Buttermilk

2 x full-fat block cream cheese
[cing sugar

Red food colouring
Caffeine coffee
Broccoli
Cauliflower

Green beans
Cabbage

Avocado

Peas

Cheese

Goat cheese
Lentils

Anchovies
Yoghurt

Corn thins
Crackers

When did [ mistake a person for an object, a property
for a home, exploitation for liberty?

7.00 change and breast 60ml
8.00 bottle 20ml

10.00 snack 60ml and sleep
11.00 change and breast 30ml
1140 bottle 120ml

1.00 snack 60ml and sleep
2.00 change and breast 30ml
240 bottle 120ml

4.00 snack 60ml and sleep
5.00 change and breast 30ml
540 bottle 120ml

7.00 snack 60ml and sleep
8.00 change and breast 30ml
840 bottle 120ml

10.00 snack 60ml and sleep
11.00 change and dream feed 90ml

5 x120ml
1 x90ml

4 x 30ml
6 x 60ml

Wondrous tiny frame and weightless heavy limbs,
tongue nested in unshod jaws. Lolling. The off ashen
acrid scent of labour. Risk can be re-understood in
this context as our dependency on, and care of, the
collective body. This stands in stark opposition

to the cultural prioritisation of for-profit speculative
models of individualised financial independence.

Such models exploit the porous and interdependent
tissue of the social body. In order to access this
exploitation, we must also be part of it. So, this
exploitation is, in fact, a self-exploitation on a grand
and all-pervasive scale. Counterintuitively the many do
not outweigh the few, as the few are part of the many.
Sacrifice, the imperative to continue, to push, against
all odds, to risk life and limb for others is nullified if

we question the binary it stands on, if we are others.



A body is not comprised of identical elements, or

even only human elements, it is an infrastructure of
dependency. A social body is likewise constituted by a
raft of soft foldings into multiple groups and groupings.
Self-care is social care, not because everyone is looking
after themselves but simply because we are each other.
The arc of the head, curved and warm-nebulous, the
ubiquitous smell of earth, and dirt and life, mouth-
shaped, pulsing and inaccurate. Thin hairs that coat,
lustrous and sparse, more felt than seen. | spent a

long time trying to expunge the pronoun ‘we’ from

my writing. What ‘we’ was | writing for, who was |
claiming to speak on behalf of? The onus is on finding
your own voice in order to stake out a ground. It
implies a singularity of perspective no one could totally
claim to have. Not even the lonely. Especially the
lonely. We are possessed my love, possessed.

7.00 wake bottle change
8.00 play

8.30-9.15 nap

10.00 bottle change
10.15/11.00 nap

11.00 walk

11.30/12.00 nap

1.00 bottle change

2.00 walk

2.30/3.00 nap

4.00 bottle change

5.00 story time
5.30/6.00 bath change
7.00 bottle bed

10.30 dream feed change 90ml
5.00 bottle change

It’s about being too close, proximate and thigh-deep
as a form of lived embodied critique. A kind of

low performance. Writing and rewriting structures,
architecture and organisation. Working with new

and wild, highly subjective forms of regulation

against objectivising deregulated neoliberal for-

profit algorithms. Liveness, generative practices.
Acknowledging the relation between the individual
and the group. Context, the situation around a thing,
so less a thing but a material event. Unless all of us are
free none of us are free. Fundamentally re-inscribing
what liberty is outside of individual liberties. It’s about
the capacity to notice how things are and as such
imagine how they could not be as they are. Agency
isn’t just privilege or merit, it is the very reality of

our imaginative capacity, and the labour required to
maintain those resistive acts. We need to regulate
against those that would exploit us, including the
policing internalized in ourselves, and we need to
do that by wresting back our liberties, fought for,
maintained, unknown and yet to fight for, from a
totalitarian and insidious free-market neoliberalism.

23.20 cough vomit food, had water
Rest

23.50 cough vomit food

Rest

00.10 cough vomit liquid

Rest

00.32 vomit liquid 36.5C cold sweat
Sleep

00.55 gagging vomit small liquid sweaty
Sleep

1.25 gagging vomit small liquid sweaty
Sleep

2.05 retching small liquid

Sleep

3.05 retching small liquid

Sleep

3.55 retching small liquid

Sleep

5.10 wanted water threw it up
Little sips tolerated

6.15 sick small liquid

Little sips water

9.30 half banana

10.30 little bit of bread no crusts

The space around me that isn’t you. The soft murmur
of radio four walls apart from me. The waistband of
my jeans curving into my stomach. The heat of my
own body reflected back against me, moving in my
breath. The soft burr and dull ache of engines expelling
fuel into the sky. The bend of my nape and gravity of
my body here without you. The flash of sirens and
humming and the shape of my newly cleaned teeth.
The space of a time not yet assigned and weighty in
potential, light in actuality. The sets of minutes that
frame. The constant assessing of my own ineffectuality
tied to some misconstrued fairy tale of achieving.

Time that is mine moves away and was never mine.

It is the speculation on the use of time that obliterates
space. Not only in the metric benefit but the profit
yield of that metric. The gains, again the gains. And

so the losses. And held somewhere close to the spine
the knowledge of the importance of something other
than this playing ficld. Something as still and dull and
newborn as the present.

This text is an excerpt from Ghislaine Leung’s book Bosses, pages.
12-17. Published by Divided Publishing in 2023.
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