


not impossible and there will always be those who
try, who resist, who create. This city, like all
others, is locked into global networks of exchange
(desires) that mean it will mutate, become alien,
begin to evade the strictures of the city fathers.

Endings
Stockholm, a city that is also a psycholo-
gical condition. Stockholm Syndrome: a
psychological response seen in a hostage,
in which the hostage exhibits loyalty to
the hostage-taker (named after a bank
raid on Norrmalmstorg in the city centre
from the 1970’s). It is not the lack of
liberty at work here that is disturbing,
rather, it is the development in the
captive of a form of identification that
sees them become complicit in their own
captivity. Repression and confinement of
the body and its desires is one thing but
the level of social conformity amongst
people in general that sustains this is
shocking. Difference might well be frigh-
tening to a subject conditioned to
embrace the same – but the process of
creating oneself begins with a need to
engage with that whichisdifferent and to
go against the limits of the identities
sanctioned by the state. By now it is
approaching early evening. We decide to
buy some wine on the way home. In
Sweden alcohol is available to buy only in
state-owned shops called theSystembolaget.
No such thing as off-licenses or super-
markets with wine or regular beer on
shelves. TheSystembolagetcloses at 7 on a
weekday and 3 in the afternoon on
Saturday. If you are going to want to
drink at home it needs to be planned (it is
a uniquely depressing experience to look
at your watch on a Saturday and see it is
3.15 pm and you have forgotten to shop).
Inside the shop bottles of wine, beer and
spirits are displayed behind protective
and secure glass. I pick up a numbered
ticket on entry and peruse the shelves
then wait in the queue to be served, much

We will always stutter and stammer the dominant –
shriek like animals at precisely that point when
meaning is demanded. A puja to the city and its
future inhabitants then. If you are looking for
anything to understand, you will not find it here…

The Puja
The air is thick with incense and mantra,
with only candlelight to see by. People sit
on the floor, stand by the walls – waiting,
sweating. A bell rings. A girl (is it a girl?) in
blue-black wig, grotesque plastic mask and
glitter cowboy hat announces: ‘Plastique
Fantastique Chant to Summon forth Shadowface’.
In walk two shambling figures, barefoot,
1980’s suits and painted toenails, shedding
bits of straw as they enter. Their faces are
veiled in black shadow, long straggly hair,
one dirty blond, matted, the other black,
dreadlocked – with feathers and twigs
entwined. Each wears a hat – the first a
bashed up Bowler, the second a black
Stetson. Each hat with a mass of feathers
stuck in the band. They go to one of the
shrine like assemblages and each takes a set
of placards before sitting cross-legged
opposite one another on the painted logo
in the centre of the room - a candle and
silver skull between them. A bell rings and
one of the two picks up a placard from the
pile of five or so by him, turns it face up,
shows it to his companion. There’s some
shuffling, some reaction – and then, an
almost comic, but still unnerving squealing
– as Shadowface reads, or responds to the
text on the placard (Remove All Prosthesis;
Refuse Communication!) A bell rings and it’s
the others turn. A different voice, more
gruff – angry perhaps, certainly excited
(Starbucks Fukkee is Your Enemy!) This is
repeated ten times, ten different ‘messages’,
each time becoming louder, more extreme.
A bell rings. The girl, using a stick to keep
the crowd in check, announces: ‘Plastique
Fantastique Whisper to Summon forth Crazy-in-
love-disco-Bowery-beings’. The two figures get
up, remove their wigs, veils, and hats, hang
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as in a chemist’s dispensary (similar to
alcohol all drugs right down to an aspirin
can only be purchased through a state-
run shop). About 10 minutes later I get to
the till. Order specific items and the
assistant disappears into the stock room to
bring them back. The motive for such a
system seems not to be primarily profit.
Even though this is a state run monopoly
the alcohol is not really any more
expensive than in the UK. Rather, it is
a form of social management where
access to something as potentially dis-
ruptive as alcohol is closely controlled.
My expression of utter astonishment at
such a system is met with a lecture on
how it is in the best interests of people in
general to have such controls in place and
indeed there is a consensus across the
political spectrum, including the ‘com-
munists’, on this issue. However, it seems
to me to be a basic human right to be able
to buy a bottle of wine at 8 o’clock in the
evening from wherever you please. We
should make a new Stockholm
Syndrome: a range of strategies of refusal
of conformity and repression of desires.
They need our help. We must descend
upon the city in large numbers and
occupy the empty spaces and fill them
with noise, action, drinking, dancing.
Refuse to wear the ear-plugs they offer
you on the way into the gig. Head off
later for a club in Sodermalm and an area
popularly described as SoFo because it
has a relatively bohemian reputation.
Entry to bars and clubs is strictly
managed. Several security officers wear-
ing police-like numbered badges control
entry. ID’s are demanded of anyone who
looks even vaguely likely to be in their
twenties but is really about the sadistic
pleasure derived from the assertion of
power (these cops have never known joy).
Jackets are not allowed to be worn into the
bar and you are required to pay to place
them into the cloakroom that is run by the
security guards. Drinks are expensive and

them on hooks beneath the first shrine,
then move to the next. They put on the
animal feathered-masks, feather boas and
blue and red wigs. The mantra CD is
swapped with the one from the shrine.
Holding glitter balls the two disco-animals
shuffle back to the centre of the logo and
stand motionless opposite one another. As
the music begins, they whisper electroni-
cally to one another (are they in love?)
for the duration of the song. The bell
rings. Another announcement: ‘Plastique
Fantastique Virtual Criminals Transmit the Third
Communique Stuttering and Stammering the
People-yet-to-come’. Masks, etc. are removed
and it’s over to the third shrine. Foam
masks depicting the faces of blank adoles-
cents are put on. One of the figures takes a
large placard and places it around his neck,
standing opposite the other. The other
begins to read in a strange adolescent and
strangled voice a speech about meaning
and emotionals: ‘I declare all-out war on
meaning. Be prepared for a deployment of force…’
The declaration lasts perhaps four minutes.
The bell rings. ‘Plastique Fantastique Starbucks
Fukkee Defacialization Ritual’. Masks are
removed. One figure goes back to the
Shadowface shrine, the other to the Bowery
shrine. Each puts on the appropriate masks
and wigs. The figure in the animal mask
takes a tambourine and drum stick from a
hook on the wall and begins banging a
rhythm. Shadowface moves towards the
plinth, takes a Starbucks paper carton of
black glitter back to the centre, and, as the
beat gets faster, sprinkles the glitter over the
face-logo in a ritualized defacialization.
This is repeated three times. The beat gets
louder, faster. Shadowface goes back to the
plinth, takes a bowl, fills it with blue glitter
and places it in the centre of the face-logo.
He then gets another bowl, and places it
next to the first.Honey is slowly poured into
this second bowl. The drumming stops.
The bell rings. ‘Plastique Fantastique cere-
mony of the Starbucks Fukkee latte materializa-
tion of the People-yet-to-come’. The twoLynch and
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