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Walking down the sloping approach to the cultural 
center USF Verftet on the Nordnes peninsula in 
Bergen, a city on the western coast of Norway, I 
am often struck by how the sea suddenly comes 
into view. On a clear day you can take in the cultural 
center’s outdoor café and the neighboring apart-
ment complex, but it’s the water of the Puddefjord, 
Damsgård Mountain across the fjord and the 
untidy rows of houses and buildings dotting the 
landscape that catch the eye. Maybe you get a 
glimpse of the island of Askøy as you continue to 
walk along the curving contour of the waterfront. 
Nordnes is fortunate to have such lovely natural 
surroundings. The actual sea makes for a much 
more pleasant vista than the sea of concrete and 
asphalt that fills the open space between the 
street, USF Verftet and the apartment buildings, 
even on foggy, rainy, windy days. It’s a hard, 
functional space that facilitates transit, but not 
much else. When a new construction unexpect-
edly turns up, disturbing the usual view of natural 
scenery and distant neighborhoods, I think most 
people familiar with the area would take notice. 
I know I did, when I happened upon the oddly 
angled, house-like construction placed near the 
outdoor café, only a few meters from the sea. A 
sign attached to the structure proclaims “A Strange 
Kind of Love”. It signals to me that I haven’t come 
across an ordinary house or outbuilding, but a 
construction that seems to beckon me, engage 
me and offer me…something. What is this strange 
kind of love? 

Friendly Disruptions. Tormod Carlsen’s “In The End 
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with a photocopy of an image that was taken of me 
while inside the construction. The angle is strange, 
the image is distorted, but it is clearly a picture of 
me. Placed under surveillance and caught in the 
act of looking. 
 Once outside I finally scrutinize the exterior. 
A sort of watchtower on the upper level, the win-
dowed room facing the sea with a seat tailor-made 
for taking in the view, there they are, and there I 
was, visible to all who pass by if they care to look. 
On the wall facing the sea there is a sign discreetly 
posted. “This house is under surveillance”. 
Surveillance as an act of love? A strange kind of 
love indeed. 

A Strange Kind of Love is the first in a series of 
small, mobile, one-person theaters initiated 
and created by Tormod Carlsen, together with 
scenographer Heidi Dalene, called In The End 
We Are All Alone. The second installment in the 
series, O – The Healing Lump, has been turning 
up in new locations since 2016. The theater 
installations are designed, both architecturally and 
dramaturgically, to intervene in public space and 
each  individual’s navigation and experience of this 
space. Architectonic principles are an important 
part of the artistic process and determining what 
type of construction to create. Out of the architec-
tural choices comes a theme – a collective problem 
or challenge that can be addressed or explored 
through sensorial means in which the experience 
of the spectator, the temporary solo occupant of 

 A man and a woman greet me as I  approach 
the mysterious construction. Perhaps I would like 
to make an appointment to come inside? There is 
one available immediately, no waiting. Without so 
much as walking around the building or examining 
the exterior in any detail, I sign up. They give me a 
few basic instructions. More will be revealed once I 
am inside. I enter. The interior is surprising. It too is 
angular, like the exterior. The shape and form of the 
space provides integrated seating for the visitor. 
There are doors and stairs and levels and passage-
ways. Where they might lead isn’t clear. A touch 
of neon and a glitteringly gold, fringed curtain 
increase my curiosity. I have a strange sensation 
that I am being watched. 
 With love or malice?
 The possibility of being subject to surveil-
lance comes into sharper focus as I enter what 
seems to be a windowed space overlooking the 
sea. Here I am invited to sit and contemplate the 
natural and manufactured scenery before me. Or 
am I doing more than that? People pass by on their 
way to and from the café or as they stroll along the 
waterfront. Maybe they cast a glance at the con-
struction I am now occupying as they walk along. 
If they look up, can they see me? Do they think I 
am deliberately watching them, looking down on 
them? Am I observing them or am I surveying the 
sea and landscape? Does it make a difference? 
 I have now completed my journey through 
the space and am ready to leave. On exiting I am 
once again greeted by the hosts. They present me 
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the mobile theater, is central to the conception of 
the work. This creates a close relationship between 
exterior and interior on multiple levels: between 
the surrounding landscape and the construction, 
between the archi tecture and its interior, between 
the totality of the physical construction and the 
visual, aural or textual means employed to create 
and generate an aesthetic re-telling of the col-
lective issue. The relationship between exterior 
and interior is not static but rather the result of an 
ongoing negotiation that is activated in part by the 
intentions of the artists, but even more so by the 
experience of the spectator-visitor-inhabitant-
human being entering the construction. 
 Landscape and context are key interests 
that underlie Tormod Carlsen’s expanding body 
of artistic endeavors. They are vital to In The End 
We Are All Alone. But Carlsen also seems to be 
guided by a keen understanding of theater history 
and how both  cultural and artistic conventions 
and traditions of the past can be re-invigorated in 
the present. By allowing us to experience contem-
porary problems and challenges from new-old 
perspectives, Carlsen’s artistic interventions 
have the potential to disrupt complacency in art 
as well as life.


