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PROCESS DIARY NOTE 31.8.2022


Don’t touch it!


That’s what I’d like to say, really scream, and shovel sand back on you.


Cover you quickly like a child covers a particularly fine treasure. Small and pretty or big and ugly.


You gleam in the August sun, dark as a negative grid on the inside of a seashell. Rainbow flickers on the west side of your rib cage.


The smoky, licorice-like scent of tar and pitch rises from the bottom of the pothole - your den - and suddenly I get the urge to taste you.


You glow in the slanting sunlight, splashing and rippling like an oily miracle, an illusion.


I’d like to lick your surface, clean you from bow to stern, side to side.


Clean as a mother cat cleans her blind kittens. All that sand and sawdust from the gaps between your futtocks, the grooves in those planks, the clinker seams.


You would itch and hiss and when I had finished my cleaning, we would lie in the tar-scented August sunshine and we would think good things of each other.









They are so very technical.


They treat you like a commodity.


As a persona non grata, a running meter, a throwing cube, a stack of boards.


You are measured and described and classified.


They want to date you


(So do I: teetering candle light and pink champagne).


Simplify you to something assessable.


They don’t understand that you have the spirit of the forest in you, that the old resin in your cells, still pulsing as the moon grows full, tiny pathways for the sugary viscose of life to travel.


They don’t understand that creatures like you can miss the life they once lived.


In your shape and in your silence I hear the melancholy of the sea.









You are a great enigma.


You are a ton of question marks.


An excavator has chased you, underneath asphalt, sand,


gravel, a tightly packed layer of sawdust and centuries.


You wake up in the center of Oulu, sleep-deprived.


Like a coma patient.


All around you there’s havoc; machinery pounding the ground, satellites pulsing masses of information, electricity stuttering and creeping inside tight wires, exhaust gas vapour, billions of humans inhaling plastic air, drinking plastic water, applying plastic on their skin and someone talking on the phone, an invisible wave travels in her ear and comes out of her mouth, describing you to a marine archaeologist in Helsinki.


”She’s like a princess, perfect, fragrant, sculpted by God or something, maybe a Poseidon’s arbor, a bastard at least.”


That’s how you should be described, but you’re not.


You are judged by your form and how old and how deep you are.


You’re one of the oldest of your kind in northern Finland.


By archaeological criteria, you are significant, unique.


But to me you are even more: you are a saviour.


In your wake, I feel like I’m staying afloat.


Just as you see the light in August 2019 for the first time in a long time, for a sharp, heavenly moment I feel the same way.


Who are you, where did you come from, what do you want to be done to you?


With you?


On you?


You are miraculously well-preserved, but human has already done you harm: when the hotel was built in the early 1970s, you were knocked down by a machine or a shovel or a devilish and indifferent mind, and now parts of your north-facing tapered body and east-facing ribs have already rotted away.


The air is poisonous to you.


Did they even apologize?









Once upon a time


there was a brackish, shallow sea.


The Romans called it Mare Barbarum, and on the shore of that sea was a small country.


In the narrow and shallow inlet of that sea, in the seventh zone of the geographer Claudius Ptolemy, far to the north, there was a small harbor where a tiny little clinker-built pinewood ship floated.


The harbor served a small town of a thousand inhabitants and small houses along muddy alleys.


In the small houses of the small town lived people with big dreams.


Along the river, large tar barrels were brought into the town in long boats like pea pods and large merchant ships with large sails were moored in front of the town.


Neighboring the small country were lands whose rulers dreamed big.


There was a great country, ruled with great desire and great fear.


In that small harbor in the seventh zone floated a small ship carved of pine wood, suitable for small waves.


There was great wrath and many great fires.


That little clinker-built ship sank beneath small waves and fell into a deep sleep lasting three times that of Sleeping Beauty.


Once upon a time there was a small country, far to the north, in the seventh zone.


That small country had an angry neighbor and in that small country, in that shallow inlet of the sea, there was a small town and a small harbor and a robust and simple clinker-built vessel for big dreams.


And there they are to this day.


Dreams and all.
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Love boat exposed. Katariina Vuori 2023


“Should the wreck of an ancient ship ever be discovered, a collection of a multitude of its timbers, knees, ribs, beams, standards, fragments of masts and yards, bolts, planks, and blocks, would be une chose à voir, and would make the learned as well as the unlearned stare and wonder…”


Thomas Pownall 1782


“Account of a singular Stone among the Rocks at West Hoadley, Sussex.” Archaeologia 6: 54–60.









To start with,


In August 2019 an old clinker-built wreck was discovered from the backyard of a downtown Radisson Blu hotel in Oulu, Northern Finland. The wreck was named the Hahtiperä wreck, Hahtiperä being the name of the port that once long ago existed where the hotel is now.


From 17th century till the end of 19th century, Oulu was the bustling subarctic hotspot of not only European, but worldwide tar export. The superior quality of Finnish tar is said to have kept the merchant and war fleets of Europe afloat. What is not often mentioned is that the tar also kept the slave ships sailing from the west coast of Africa to Europe and across the Atlantic.
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