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This textual work aims at amalgamating a rather wide range of concepts and ideas circling 

around long held views of dichotomized thinking in terms of body and mind, emotional and 

rational, subjective and objective, inside and outside, dichotomies that facilitate and cement 

the bipartition of female and male. I want to puncture the fixed ends of those charged 

dichotomies, generating tension and resonance, letting the conceptual and contextual body 

leak out from each side, dissolving into new forms, embarking on a physical space in the 

middle. It is about embodying the boundaries, merging, connecting, transforming and 

through fragmented mutations creating new wholes that diffuse the old. To amalgamate, I 

say. You nod. Into a complete whole. A methodology of amalgamation of which I do not 

know the form. Wholeness as non-form, a very controlled metastatic growth lacking 

boundaries, aiming for equilibrium at the in-between, for the subjective universal, the 

rational emotional and the embodied mind. It is a text about the I, the you and the third 

person singular.i I am the pulling force aiming for extreme tension. The third-person 

singular is a lingered sense of direction, clinging to the opposite side of the rope. You are 

here to keep track of the loose threads that I made hard attempts to colour red for the 

occasion. 

 

Within the sensation of singularity lurks a common ground of similarity. The eureka never 

comes as a single unit, neither does the “struggling, grasping, confusing, itchin, scratching, 

mumbling, bumbling, grumbling, humbling, stumbling, numbling, rumbling, gambling, 

tumbling, scumbling, scrambling, hitching, hatching, bitching, moaning, groaning, honing, 

boning, horse-shitting, hair-splitting, nit-picking, piss-trickling, nose sticking, ass-gouging, 

eyeball-poking, finger-pointing, alleyway-sneaking, long waiting, small stepping, evil-

eyeing, back-scratching, searching, perching, besmirching, grinding, grinding, grinding 

away at yourself.”ii We all need to say “fuck you to the world” once in a while, to stop 

swinging along. That’s where the doubts reside, the not knowing and the non-form. 

Humble doubts – let’s get together in that borderland. I have an urgent sense of embarking 

on a space in between dichotomies, to puncture historically and mentally constructed 

boundaries, finding ways to tangle poles. An inclination probably as old as it is universal. 

It’s where the common ground makes space for singularities. This text will scratch the 

surface of the core, the core of a whole web of interrelated systems of ideas and dilemmas. 

It is an attempt to reach the deepest point without losing grip on the surfaceiii. I’ve got two 

feet that need a platform. Or as Virgina Woolf beautifully puts it: “I am rooted, but I flow”iv. 

The intuitive needs grounding, the emotional needs the rational, the subjective the 

objective, the inside the outside. For now, it is my inner microcosm that controls the 

typing, sketching within the textual, searching, and questioning the wealth of genetically 

modified texts that drown the academic market, cut and paste versions written without 



passion and ripped of the time element essential for ripeness. Nina Witoszekv talks about 

this and I admire her accuracy. The I still haven’t read Michel Foucault. I align myself with 

Jonathan Culler’svi ideas about theory being an open-ended commitment of leaving oneself 

in a position where there are always important things one doesn’t know. Let’s start there.   

Everything of interest happens at the boundaries, at the membrane of a cell, within the 

epidermal layers of the skin, surfaces of exchange between one compartment and the other. 

It seems alluring to inhabit those boundaries. Our brain constantly and automatically gives 

the boundaries a two-dimensional form, something that conflicts with the idea of 

inhabiting. Rather it becomes an act of balancing. Balancing on the border, never fully 

adapting to any definite side. A map of border-lands. With a growing third dimension. 

Making room. For me, and you, and he. I was literally trying to inhabit a stick in order to 

embody a physical analogue of a mental boundary. Vision, practice and focus merged into 

feasibility, gradually. I sense two discrete types of boundaries though, the physical 

boundaries and the mentally constructed boundaries. By physical boundaries I refer to 

boundaries that represent surfaces of exchange, boundaries that define 

compartmentalization, particularly the boundaries residing at different levels within the 

microcosm of our human body. These boundaries are essential; an intricate system of 

flowing particles, an osmotic equilibrium. Reaching and residing within, a jelly-like capula, 

losing my centre of gravity, fluids flowing –  

 
You are still my rubber spatula.  

 
Puncturing the boundaries of the inner microcosm would collapse the system. It is the 

mental boundaries that call for invasion, punctuation, penetration and reshaping. There are 

a vast number of mental boundaries, but let’s here stick to those boundaries that make up 

and cement the dichotomies described above. These boundaries mark distinctions that are 

both hierarchical and polar. They establish imbalances and a set of exclusionary 

constraints, not complementary or interdependent ones that could shade into one another 

or function as mixed modes rather than absolutes.vii Contemporary thinkers that draw 

attention to dichotomous structures in Western philosophy are mainly feminists and 

deconstructionist thinkers, among which Jacques Derridaviii and Judith Butlerix may be most 

worth mentioning. Simply defined, deconstruction is a critique of the hierarchical binary 

oppositions (inside/outside, mind/body and so on) that have structured Western thought 

and philosophical tradition. To deconstruct an opposition is to show that it is not natural 

and inevitable but a construction produced by discourses that rely on it. Derrida famously 

observed that "there is nothing outside the text". That is to say, all of the references used to 

interpret a text are themselves texts, even the ‘text’ of reality as a reader understands it. 

There is no truly objective, non-textual reference from which interpretation can begin. 



Deconstruction, then, can be described as an effort to understand a text through its 

relationships to various contexts.x In the same line Butler argues, building on Simone de 

Beauvoirxi, that sex is constructed through language. This infers that sex is not something 

natural, nor is it something completely determinate and definable. Rather, sex is part of a 

system of meaning, produced by language.xii This implies that human experience is located 

“inescapably within language”xiii. A statement which is inevitably contradictive to grasp, 

because on the one hand,   

 
- yes, we are socially constructed to the bones when it comes to me being a woman and you 

being a man. Whether this conviction is mainly based upon wishful (read emotional) 

thinking or frank (read rational) certainty, I am less sure of. It is simply my agnostic belief. 

Because socially implied construction seems less determined, more open. But in the back of 

my head lingers my biological theoretical load, a system I dug quite attentively. And I am 

deemed to agree that “literate mothers matter most”xiv and “the kindness I’ve lavished on 

strangers is more than I can explain”xv. I am trying to imply that there might be biology, 

there might be body to everything. Nature or nurture, yet another attempt on 

compartmentalisation, is such a vexed question however, that I gladly leave aside for now. 

Although rejecting the idea of a natural basis to sexual difference allows me to view it as 

being susceptible to new interpretations. Like other systems of meaning, it is less like a 

cage, and more like a tool: it constrains but never completely determines what I can do with 

it. It is a beautiful and difficult, nearly utopian idea of malleability. I believe in the 

malleable – and we are malleable, not so much through words, but through body.  

 
On the other hand, - no, nothing experiential can never fully inhabit the world of letters, 

especially if they are to take the detour and cross the epidermal layers of the skin. 

Verbalizing something inside often leaves me with a feeling of loss, as if the magic was 

killed, the spell broken, the intensity diminished. Flesh and juice and abstraction can never 

be translated to bones and structure and the concrete. Beyond meaning lays feeling. The 

presence of a third person singular whose mental inner is tacitly fused with yours, “to feel 

someone feel what you feel"xvi, the shared subjective, a blurred boundary of inside/outside, 

that is what makes the difference. And that is where my impossible aim for the subjective 

universal resides, within that heightened sense of sharing something inner, something 

seemingly non-translatable for the outer other. It constructs itself visually as a corporeal 

puncture, a clinical plastic tube connection through which fluid flows, blending 

compartmentalised bodies. And that plastic tube creates the space in between, it is a 

prosthetic device that punctuates boundaries, reshapes the inside and outside. It is what 

stands between us and makes us relate. Verwoert calls it the zone of sentience, a substratum 

to our perception, where we sense what other sense and feel what others feel so that all 



feeling relates to other feeling, connecting all living creatures by virtue of the fact that they 

share life.xvii And by having written that, a solemn, nearly religious feeling creeps upon me. 

Ambivalence follows. Punctuation.  

 
Within the contextual mood that follows, I will allow myself to make use of and change the 

Gregorian calender to B. D. and A.D. – Before and After Descartes. More than being the 

division of body and mind, (pineal gland acting as bodily transmitter), it can also be seen as 

a time-marker for a change from passions and self being fluid, open and permeable to being 

naturally contained, going no farther than the skinxviii. Bottled up. Cheers to the western 

notion of the individual and the poetics of singularity. In similar ways as individualism is 

regarded a historical and cultural product, self-contained affect should lose its biologically 

attuned chains, argues Brennan,xix letting pheromones lead the way through the porous 

boundaries we call skin. Within her “Transmission of Affect” she captures a process that is 

social in origin but biological and physical in effect. The origin of transmitted affects is 

social in that these affects do not only arise from within but also come from without.  

 
- So, are we; you and me and that third person singular ready to let go of the Renaissance 

subjectivity that has been pinpointed by criticsxx to a specific passage in Hamlet, where he 

distinguishes between his inner self and the outward performance of emotions? Are we 

ready to re-form the inside and outside, to merge, embody and penetrate? Are we ready to 

make love in the sincere sense of the word? Or are your balls too heavy for me to carry?  

 
Still.  

 
For now, I am rubbing the surface of gendered dichotomies to reach your inner vibrating 

cells. Peristaltic movements. Can we really meet? Is there something immanently universal 

behind the layers of sexual personas, or within, fully comprising the sexed surface, the 

entire, the extended? Using hegemonic, analytical tools, peeling, breaking, fragmenting, 

analyzing, let’s deconstruct the subtle twists within emotional/rational, mind/body, 

inside/outside. Maybe then, when being more being than gender, we merge. I feel what you 

feel, you feel what she feels, I feel what he feels and you feel what I feel.  

 
It is of course not possible to fully deconstruct emotional/rational, mind/body, 

inside/outside, within the scope of this text.  And I am quite doubtful about it’s effects. 

Scratching the surface may help me burden your balls instead of my shoulders. For a bit. 

To speak in genders can lighten many situations you walk out of with a feeling of shrinkage, 

self-diagnosed with diminished personality disorder. It is not your fault. I say. You were 

only told that you have all the possibilities in the world – that you can do whatever you 

want.  



- Always remember.  

My beloved mother, it always lingers in the back of my head. As a mantra. Playing 

cheerfully. But when the order of the world and its subtle structures, nearly invisibly 

unconscious, tap my head I blame the I that is detached from gender. Another clash. It’s 

like the American dream and the “all men are created equal” with gendered connotations. 

So what is better, to know your place or to float on the illusion of endless opportunities? 

We are back to a somewhat modified Virginia Wolff; “I am grounded, but I flow”. We are 

back at the in between again. I want to flow in the cheerful play in the back of my head 

knowing my place. That I am a woman. I could of course add that I am living in the western 

part of the world. That is also my place. But then I might lose faith in this text. It’s a text 

fully coloured by living in the west, as a residue of the Michel Foucault that I still haven’t 

read. Where everything is complex. Where the I is central. An I that wishes to cling onto 

something stable, to create wholes within fragmented complexity, to loosen the borders of I 

and you and he. By seducing you.  

Anyway, if feminist intellectuals of the west, through deconstruction, visualize our place in 

the world, we meet at the in between. However, digging too attentively within the 

deconstructionist pit might seize us. Who says that biological constraints are more 

deterministic than social constraints? So, I’m rubbing the surface with the help of 

Shakespeare. To see things feelingly as in King Lear:  

 

Lear:  O, ho! are you there with me? No eyes in your head, nor no money on your 

purse? Your eyes are in a heavy case, your purse in a light; yet you see how 

this world goes. 

Gloucester: I see it feelingly.  

        (4.6.141-45) 

Looking at the senses of vision and touch through a gendered lens, historical, linguistic and 

philosophical lines of thinking have implications of rational/emotional, mind/body, 

inside/outside. And through that I want to argue along with Gloucester in King Lear to see 

feelingly. Perception and knowledge through feeling! Less, as we speak, knowledge as 

illumination, knowing as seeing, truth as light. The tradition of grounding our 

epistemological premises in visual analogies dates back to the Greeks and is most evident in 

Plato’s theory of knowledge.  Plato’s treatment of the senses reveals two different, even 

paradoxical functions of the visual in its metaphoric uses – a connective and a dissociative. 

Vision connects to truth and distances us from the corporeal. In this sense there is a clear 

hierarchical relationship between vision and touch, vision being the “higher” sense and 

touch the “lower” sense. It accords all too well with the notion of vision being a phallic 

sense and touch a woman’s sense. Boredom within set systems. I am seeking the 



androgynous senses, an amalgamation between touch and feeling, a synesthetic definition 

of seeing feelingly, of breaking hierarchies of creating resonance, of embodying a boundary. 

How to go about that? If you reveal a basic assumption (vision is a model for knowledge), 

which has been hidden (implying I did not SEE it), you make explicit what was merely 

implicit, maybe barely conscious. Youxxi are the archaeologist, unearthing. And the 

unearthed can be challenged. The intrinsic nature falsified. How? From a female 

perspective, the most natural may seem to devalue the most valued and ‘upvalue’ the less 

valued. Feminist epistemologists such as Jaggerxxii argue along this line, for a revaluation of 

female emotions in making knowledge. On the other hand, isn’t that a manner of simply 

reinforcing binary thinking, to operate from one side or the other, but never from the 

middle, to repeat the pattern the other way around? Braidottixxiii speaks about thinking 

through flows and interconnections, proposing a radical dismissal of dualism in general. So 

does Irigarayxxiv in her praise of the “mechanic of fluids” against the fixity and lethal inertia 

of conceptual thinking. Simon O’Sullivan states it as a question of faith (is it an ironic 

parallel to non-dualistic attempts?); “you’re either with us or against us”. “Either you side 

with deconstruction: the event as always already constituted, determined by the scene of the 

event. Or you get a little more religious, the event as something genuinely unexpected”xxv. 

In line with Michael Fried we may say that art history up to today is grounded upon an 

oscillation between aesthetics and its deconstruction. However, the deconstructive way of 

thinking and approaching art might unavoidably close down the possibility of accessing the 

overarching membrane and the deepest nucleus of what art is about. The immanent notion 

of affect, the bodily, non-conscious, non-textual, but daringly present. I am not up for 

simply understanding your joke, I want to laugh. It has to creep onto my body, some way or 

the other. The effect of having written body out of theory becomes apparent. In line with 

this O’Sullivan further writes: “There is no denying, or deferring, affects. They are what 

make up life, and art… Affects are…the stuff that goes on beneath, beyond, even parallel to 

signification. But what can one say about affects? Indeed, what needs to be said about 

them?... You cannot read affects, you can only experience them.” xxvi 

Yes, yes, yes, you hook me in. First. But. Is art precisely antithetical to knowledge? And 

does affect have the capacity to defy deconstruction? Antithetical, let go, I am fooled by my 

own linear thinking. Emotional is rational, insides are outsides and subjectives are 

universal. That’s the path I want to take. It seems inevitable to get rid of the line of thinking 

that divides and creates boundaries, one compartment, another compartment, let go. I am 

captured within my own neuronal networks – my mental images are already hardwired. 

Probably yours too. It’s the post-modern disease. But there is cognitive therapy for re-

wiring. You’ll be mine for now, you, my beloved reader. And Rosi, Eve and Luce. Please 

mess, merge and re- wire. I believe in corporeal knowledge, such knowledge as is engraved 



by years of sensing, mind is body, neuronal wiring and synapses are physical matter within 

the brain, so, no art, no nothing, is antithetical to knowledge. Thesis – antithesis, please, no 

more. Non-structure, growing forms, more of the not-known. On the other hand, there is 

also something lame about ‘what needs to be said about them’ and ‘you can only experience 

them’, likewise something quite irritating. The irritation is encapsulated within the attitude 

of these sayings, the only and the what needs? It initiates parallel comparisons with how 

emotion research in the field of affective neuroscience also bypasses the actual core of 

emotion; what it actually implies to emotionally experience something, to possess a 

subjective feeling – that part which lies at the heart of the problems of consciousness. How 

consciousness emerges is probably one of the most challenging neuroscientific problems of 

today. Therefore it is often avoided and the question of the exact content of the emotional 

experiences is confused with that of what underlies the emotional experience.xxvii Emotion 

scientists have walked along the same line as cognitive scientists, dealing with emotional 

experience from a processing point of view. By locating the emotional consciousness within 

higher cortical areas and examining how emotional states are processed there, one 

temporarily bypasses the consciousness problem. Nothing needs to be said about what it 

feels like to feel. We direct focus to the levels just below, the levels that do not require our 

conscious understanding. In general I don’t believe in answers and in this specific case I 

don’t believe there are any. Exactly that is what renders the conscious part of emotions so 

tempting. If we shy away from attempts to verbalize or in other ways externalize the 

emotive, matters of affect will stay within the realm of contained being. No meeting, no 

merging. Outward signs of emotional states will stay far away from inward experience. Back 

to Shakespeare. Clash continuum. I told you most recently yesterday, - that you won’t 

understand anyway, because you and I are not the same. And then, instead, I wrote you a 

poem. I called it “Peristaltiska försök på livet i text” which is something like “Peristaltic 

attempts on life” in English. Which doesn’t matter for the textual time-line here and now 

anymore. But metaphors do – and their inherent ability to say something new or “say the 

unsayable”, rendering them cognitively stronger than ‘normal’ language use. Metaphors 

substitute something for something else. They displace meanings.  Metaphors have the 

ability to bring two contradictive terms or two frames of reference into collision.xxviii Can 

they bring you and me into collision too? Can metaphors be the textual equivalent of 

overcoming notions of contained being? A textual tool for merging. Bridging the outside, 

merging polarities, merging human.  

 

From the merging effect of metaphors, to balancing – or the act of inhabiting a stick, onto 

transient states of equilibrium bordering on collapse. How do I weave this together? I never 

intended to answer any questions, not now, not ever. But to avoid that metaphors linger as 



a merging tool, I rather diagnose myself. It seems relevant to talk about the textual form as 

being one with the concept. Ambivalence and states of the in between reign. I intended to 

follow the typography of well focused thinking through feeling, along reading. Aiming for 

abrupt twists and turns, as in catching a line of thinking, leading onto another, and then 

ending as abruptly, when microcosm hits macrocosm. Here. A textual crusade of tangling 

poles, a cabinet-of-wonder kind of essay, nothing pre-defined, no perforations, all lingering 

within the textual. And if it makes sense to no one else except from her (that is me), I would 

not mind. (This is of course not true, but it doesn’t matter.) It’s my writing alter-ego that 

speaks. I did promise you a red line initially, fully against what I just typed, but that’s the 

full story of this text, that it lands at an in between. Not really being this or that. I say one 

thing and walk the opposite direction, undermining the initial line of thought. It is in 

between. In between a total flow and minute structure. In between the texture of the 

emotional and the intellectual. In between the authentic and the reference-based way of 

writing. Still I am hanging things on branches supported by heavier stems of names. I am 

joining the puzzle, letting one piece decide the other, like all of us, slaves under paradigms, 

assembled beings dictated by the time we live in. That is who we are. Nothing more and 

nothing less than that. That’s the enormous common ground we walk on. We’re being 

humans in the here and now and there are no elements that are more uniting than that. 

Differences diffuse. They simply don’t survive that big picture. And that invokes the same 

ambivalence in me as the notion of the infinite.   
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