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during any discussions about his past. In fact the only time the prospective 
agent seemed likely to express any feelings at all was when he broke into a 
lengthy monologue about numbers. During this exchange Blomeier began 
to speak of the poetry that was expressed by certain equations, of a perfect 
symmetry that divulged what he came to regard as the supreme truth. During 
these exchanges he started to grip the chair legs tightly and once emitted a 
high-pitched laugh that she’d found alarming. The episode was quickly over as 
their conversation had turned back to the matter in hand.  
During his six years with the agency Stefan Blomeier’s code-breaking skills 
had foiled several atrocities, and there must surely have been many individuals 
who’d wished him great harm.  So when he went missing last week everyone 
at the agency had feared the worst. Usually Blomeier was like a Swiss watch, 

was amiss. Stefan Blomeier led an ascetic life, and the only objects found in his 
living room were a wardrobe, a few clothes, a single bed and a laptop computer. 
Weeks went by as friends and family were all interviewed, and still silence until 

inimitably precise script, the package had landed on her desk yesterday, and 
it was all that the chief could do. She had to play the tape back over and over, 
again and again.

http://www.yucknyum.com/ZINE/2010/WINTER/bloe.mp3

Martin Bladh is a Swedish artist of multiple mediums. His work is dark, visceral, hypnotic 
and disturbing, laying bare themes of violence, obsession, fantasy, auto-eroticism, self-
mutilation, domination, submission, narcissism. Further beyond that, there is also a 
tribal, base, essential quality to his work, a kind of saving grace which grounds his art 
and makes it extremely rare and extremely valid. 

the murder and dismemberment of my father at the hands of the infamous serial killer 
Dennis Nilsen. It didn’t shock but intrigued me. I wanted to know more about this man, 
who he was and what, if anything, he had to offer up artistically. For almost a year I 

two-bob-serial-killer-fanboy-internet artist I felt I was making contact with but rather 
a man who had really broken through, someone living and breathing his art – an art  
that subsisted outside of galleries and theatres and resided in a bedsit with a polaroid 
camera often as the sole spectator.

Bacon, Hermann Nitsch, Peter Sotos, Georges Bataille, Dennis Cooper, Dennis 
Nilsen, David Nebrada, even St Sebastian. They’re all there, all openly on display, 

standing alongside them.  There are not many who can transform a Bacon painting into 
their own, who can litter their work with the quotes of writers and philosophers and have 
those words seem more their own than their owners’. Martin Bladh can, and 
does. His arrangement of collages, his cut ups and pasting, his personal markings, all 
lend a uniqueness to what he does that is unmistakable: everything he produces signed 
with a signature that cannot be scrawled.
 Indeed, the work of Martin Bladh is just that, ‘a work’, an entire body, a 
Gesamtkunstwerk. His pieces can only be viewed separately, but they never make more 
sense than when seen within the context of his overall oeuvre. Through a bombardment 
of the senses, which comes from full exposure to Bladh’s art, one acquires a kind of 
cognitive idea of his expression and no one part represents that better than the whole – 
the body. 
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The Stefan Blomeier Tapes

department sat at the desk biting her nails. Given the sensitive nature of the 
terminated assignment her frequent spells of anxiety could hardly have come as 
a surprise. Stefan Blomeier’s disappearance had threatened to cause a major 
diplomatic incident, and besides all this the chief’s husband was sure to dish out 

across the river. It may just have been her strung-out synapses playing tricks, 

jittered along against the grey sky. Blomeier’s cassette was on a constant loop, 
the music easing into a mantra by virtue of its endless repetition. The chief’s 
thoughts slowly became more abstracted as the hours passed and as darkness 
settled over the city and, once again, she contemplated Stefan Blomeier. 
They had met only once, towards the end of the listening agency’s protracted 
interview process, and colleagues were already whispering breathlessly about 
the man’s abilities. By the third week of vetting the outcome was already 
beyond doubt, and the two had discussed Blomeier’s early life in Denmark, his 
development into a maths prodigy, his likes and interests, eventually just settling 
down to some inconsequential job interview talk. The chief was struck by how 
austere the man seemed, with Blomeier betraying not the slightest emotion 

That kinda brings us to the chaos of Martin’s art and the multiple mediums he uses – 
not so much through choice but more through necessity and desperation. Text, paint, 

what he seeks to get out. This all builds into his Gesamtkunstwerk and somehow each 
medium retains the unique artistic print of the man behind them. They all have the same 
unique feel and all pull us towards the same unique place.  
But pull as they might, at whatever they can bring out of us, there is nothing to learn 

extrapolating your own obsessions and fears and disgusts from what he cuts, slices and 

for him, they are fantasies that follow the man into his most intimate personal spaces. 

His main audience is himself and that leads back to the narcissistic qualities that were 
mentioned before. 
Of course, that summing up has about as many holes in it as a colander. It is the truth 
of a lie and sits rather unsteadily with the exhibitionism (even the narcissism) that Martin 

artist. 

nauseous over what he does. Still, for all the shock in Bladh’s work, he is anything 
but a shock artist. Bladh’s motivation for creating is too self-directed to care for such 

lacking in the arts today. Martin Bladh has deserted the middle ground and is off 
somewhere all on his own. 

http://martinbladh-vf.blogspot.com 
http://caveforsdecadenceblack.blogspot.com 
http://www.memoiresofaheroinhead.blogspot.com/








