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When I look at Ingvild Hovland Kaldal’s large charcoal drawings, I think of words like
‘body’ or ‘earth’. Terms usually associated with the medium, such as ‘sketch’ or
‘representation’, are absent from the room. There are things living within these
drawings. If you could stick your hand into them, they would feel like moss or peat,
by turns damp and rough, and slightly ticklish, as if a swarm of dandelion seeds were
flying over your skin.

According to the artist, the drawings should not be regarded as a series but as a
number of outcomes of the creative process; this is what has taken place in the
studio. Drawing on this scale means standing close up and not always knowing the
consequences of what the hand is doing. The surfaces bear traces of smudges and
scratches, as if the forms emerging in light and dark did not originate from white
paper but were sculpted from greyscale clouds.

As evidence of the artist’s work, they appear cohesive; one can sense the interplay
between intention and intuition, yet the underlying motifs remain elusive. At the same
time, there is something primordial about them, as if the works were somehow
connected to the bedrock or outer space.

Hovland Kaldal still remembers their various layers; one depicted pine trees but was
later transformed into what might be two heads sitting close together. There is
something quiet and private about that image, as if it were a scene we had stumbled
upon whilst walking through a grove of trees, and suddenly there they are, sitting on
a bench, engrossed in something to which we have no access.

One of the other drawings looks, from a distance, like a constellation or a rock
carving; another like a cross-section of the earth. A bush above ground, with roots
and soil beneath. I am reminded of what Georges Didi-Huberman wrote about the
artist Giuseppe Penone and sculpture as archaeology: that the memory of the carbon
intersects with that of the artist, and an image of the mineral’s origin emerges, which
is “nothing less than the decomposition of animal bodies, even human bodies,
immemorially layered in the earth, agglutinated into peat and coal.”

The intersection between the artist’s memory and the material’s memory – and its
inherent qualities, what it can and will do – is a recurring theme in Hovland Kaldal’s
practice. In the drawings, the literal timelessness of coal meets the artist’s
metaphysical digging. The images are a way of engaging, extracting and sorting: the
archaeology of the subconscious. And the spoon in the title work? Perhaps it is the
artist’s alter ego, travelling through space in a Zen-like state.


