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April 4, 2018 

First day in Aarhus, first postcard to you. Couches and armchairs arranged in a circle; light 

reflected off the white photocopies. The protagonist mused on what people sound like on the 

telephone and how they are in real life. Like when you hear people on the radio and their 

voice sounds vital, Kim said, and then you see them and they’re small – and strange. 

 

April 30, 2018, Aarhus  

Not as quiet as last time, “Open letter to Vilhelm”, a story about a former couple finding new 

lovers. Thea pictured “men of paper – papercuts” in her inner vision. Alma admitted that the 

romantic filter can disappear when you fall out of love. Ina mostly just listened and stared 

into space. 

I promise to explain all of this, when I have a bit more time!  

 

May 10, 2018, Aarhus  

Uhm, humans! Tina said as she entered. She spilled tea in the middle of the reading.  

American Oreos and a text by Virginia Woolf (Solid Objects). People were red and brown 

from the sun.  

I think of you often. 

 

June 14, 2018, Aarhus  

“No” by Adda Djørup: the death theme looms this spring. Nynne lost the thread when 

everyone looked at her. A whoosh from the back door when Lilian read about dead relatives, 

“moonfaced by prednisolone”. Dream cake, peaches and licorice candy.  
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June 21, 2018, Aarhus  

Emeli Bergman’s Artefacts: Syracuse, an abortion, and a broken love relationship. The room 

contracted as Tina told us about her own abortion and relationship: “That was the final nail in 

our coffin. But I never really dreamed of being a mother”. Beautifully arranged cakes, grapes, 

and strawberries.  

 

September 9, 2019, Aarhus  

Patrick Bateman cut the tongue off a woman. Low supplies of tea. Darkness fell (it’s gonna 

rain all week). We scattered in all directions outside the community house. 

Morbid regards. 

 

 

*** 

September 20, 2018 

Dear A, 

    Greetings from fieldwork! I don’t know about these postcards, but let’s try it out and see 

how it goes. I’ve been reading some Georges Perec lately that really inspired me, will write 

more about it as soon as I get my head around it. For more than five months now, I’ve spent 

time with people who meet in reading groups every week. Some of them meet in a psychi-

atric ward. Some of them have found the group on the internet or through acquaintances and 

meet in different cities of Denmark. Some join for years, others for a few weeks. They call 

their activity Shared Reading. I am part of a research team of four. My particular interests are 

in selfhood and embodied experiences of reading together. 
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    I think shared reading is an intimate event, because you sit closely with other readers and 

share food, thoughts, and rare glimpses of personal experiences that relate to what is read. 

But it’s also a public event; anyone interested can join. Some ground rules are presented on 

the first day you join: The texts have not been seen before; there are no wrong answers and 

everyone should be heard, but you don’t have to say something. We take on spirited talks 

about everyday aspects of living: Have you ever experienced having thought that a radio host 

was attractive (because of their voice) and then you saw them and they weren’t? Have you 

tried to suddenly see your lover without the rose-colored glasses? We eventually return to the 

text in our laps. 

    Though I will finish fieldwork in about a year, my fellow readers will continue to meet. 

They joined a reading group because they were not feeling as well as they would like and 

because literature reading was gratifying. “Not feeling well” relates to different things: 

Voice-hearing, paralyzing anxiety, or feeling different from others. – a sense of something 

gone wrong, at some point.  

 

I trust you’re doing well 

/C.C. 

*** 

 

 

November 12, 2018 

Fond greetings from Aarhus. A very rainy day, very DARK. The texts were about death and 

illness, Lilian read all of it. People helped themselves more liberally to coffee and cake. Rita 

listening with her eyes closed. 
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November 19, 2018, Aarhus  

Notes from the Underground, Fyodor Dostoevsky. Apples and biscuits. Nynne noticed the 

last sentence “At that moment my clock began whirring and wheezing and struck seven”. 

There was wide agreement that the texts were bleaker this season. 

 

December 3, 2018, Aarhus  

Nynne arrived early with homemade sugar-roasted almonds. Sandra talked about looking 

back five years ago and realizing you are exactly the same place today. To squeeze the 

universe into a ball, tight and close. The poem said: “This was not what I meant – this was 

not what I meant at all.” 

A bit homesick. 

 

 

*** 

December 20, 2018 

Dear A, 

Still haven’t heard from you, but I hope you received the postcards. As I mentioned, I’ve 

been inspired by Georges Perec, more precisely his Two Hundred and Forty-three Postcards 

in Real Colour, written for Italo Calvino. Here is one of my favorites: 

Holidays in Narbonne. Heavenly peace, home-made cassoulet. A spot of boules to take 

care of the figure. Love. 

 

I chose to imitate his postcards, because the rule-based Oulipian format reflects the rule-

based repetitive structure of the reading groups I told you about. Oulipians are interested in 
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making creative restrictions that can liberate and set your text free. Likewise, in Shared 

Reading, restrictions (such as not being told who the author is until the end) are intended to 

work in the favor of letting people experience literature in an open way. Perec’s postcards 

report from imaginary holidays. Reading literature together is too an exploration of imaginary 

worlds. My postcards report from our shared experiences of the places and people we read 

about. 

    Perec’s postcards were published in a book called L’infra-ordinaire. Lately, I’ve been 

quite preoccupied with that term. I think it points to the material things that make out most of 

our daily experiences. L’infra-ordinaire seeks to attend to the specificities presented before 

our eyes, rather than what it “means”: to become aware of the wondrous reality of everyday 

life. In the postcards, I try to pin down the material invariables of the many reading sessions, 

to capture the trivial, serendipitous, and repetitive: A spilled cup of tea, a wheezing clock, or 

a back door closing. What are your thoughts on this? 

 

All the best, 

C. 

*** 

  

 

April 1, 2019, Aarhus  

We were at Thea’s place, Ina read from a real book to us, as if we were children she sent to 

sleep. A moldy smell of water damage. We opened the window and froze. Had blueberries, 

grapes, marzipan eggs (green), and seasoned sesame crackers.  

Hugs to you 
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May 6, 2019, Aarhus  

Thea brought rice biscuits and strawberries. A pregnant woman in a Swedish forest far from 

hospitals. Then on a YouTube clip, Tranströmer read his poem about a house on a hill. We 

put our cups in the dishwasher, and Ina and Nynne rushed down the stairs. 

 

June 3, 2019 

Sunny greetings from Aarhus. Lilian woke from a nap today and “thought she was on another 

planet”. Ina knit her brows as she explained the word pariah. We discussed the intentions and 

wishes of Kurt, the bus driver character, who felt “reduced to a secretary”. Unfortunately, we 

did not have time to get around to Maggie, his woman.  

 

June 10, 2019, Aarhus 

I read Italo Calvino and a poem about Midsummer’s Eve. When I read “The sky, completely 

blue” we looked out the window simultaneously to see if the sky was blue, but it was high-

rises and white clouds. Nynne took the cranberry juice home with her. 

 

July 1, 2019, Copenhagen 

Truffles, coconut macaroons, dark red cherries. Everyone from the research group was there. 

Susanne had to stand up, she couldn’t sit on a bench without backrest for two hours. Siri 

Hustvedt wrote about women looking at men, to which Lorna said she knew absolutely 

nothing of Socrates, Karl Popper or Elsa von Freytag-Loringhoven!   

 

July 8, 2019, Aarhus 



 8 of 10 

Bought cakes, blackcurrant juice, cough drops spontaneously. Pure panic when we realized 

the community house was closed for the summer, but we sneaked into an unlocked building 

nearby and everything ended well. The joy of sharing Lars Frost’s story with the others. The 

protagonist visited Iceland, lost in a trail of childhood memories at the Blue Lagoon. 

 

 

*** 

July 30, 2019 

Hello A, 

I still haven’t heard from you – a bit worrying. I know a lot is going on in academia these 

months. Just some brief ideas concerning our literary ritual that I’ve cooked up lately. In any 

case, it’ll be a way of getting down some thoughts for myself. 

    Wouldn’t you agree that rituals are repeated formal acts and utterances, which the people 

performing them have not completely come up with themselves? If so, the reading sessions 

sure are ritualized – though they might not be rituals in the strictest sense. Some anthropolo-

gists have said that instead of what rituals mean, we should focus on ritual as a form of doing 

and the framing of this doing; look to how the spoken words act and create little pockets of 

order. Might rituals in the end not establish security, but pinpoint ambiguities – how to live 

within and between boundaries, or even transcend them? At least in my field, we have moved 

between the order created through our formalized meeting around photocopies of literature, 

and the real world. And we had the idea, myself included, that these photocopies could 

provide something to us, if approached in the right way. And then of course, the texts also say 

and mean something. Might most literature, just like rituals, stand on a knife’s edge of 

ambiguity rather than saying something definite? After many months of fieldwork, it seems 

so. We never conclude anything.  
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    Rituals, play, art, and literature all present as-if-worlds, how things could be, and not how 

they are. In the reading sessions, we step into the as-if world of a ritualized practice. Then we 

engage in the as-if-worlds of the literary texts. In our own infra-ordinary space, literature 

allows us to dwell on the ambiguous, the undecided, for a while. 

Best Wishes, C 

*** 

 

 

September 2, 2019 

We’re at Amager Psychiatric Ward. Lavish strawberry cakes were distributed eccentrically 

throughout the reading session. Olga Ravn wrote about divorce experiences and we all 

thought of our childhoods. “Oily childhood”. More than ten people gathered in the living 

room. 

 

September 11, 2019, Amager 

Greetings from the ward of first episode psychoses. Nurses walked by as we read Inger 

Christensen’s forgotten notes on a bird that dreamt it was awake at 4.44.49 AM. Charlie 

scribbled literary theories on his photocopies, on Adam and Eve, India, and psychoanalysis. 

Will return home a little later than planned. 

 

September 18, 2019, Amager Psychiatric Ward 

We prepared the coffee and lemonade ourselves. E. had visitors, so he didn’t join in today. I 

felt like a clown/charity lady bringing a box of texts. Read the Manifesto of Futurism and a 

poem about the banner of dreams unfolding 
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Ethnographic Statement This poem, which consists of eighteen postcards and three letters, 

reports from seventeen months of fieldwork in Shared Reading groups in Denmark. These 

groups were offered to mentally vulnerable people between the ages of eighteen and thirty-

five. Each postcard summarizes a two-hour reading ses- sion, while the three letters explain 

the context of the fieldwork and provide analytical thoughts on the ethnographic material. 
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