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My accurate recollections of the first exposure to Jukka 
Siikala is clouded by decades. Our paths have crossed 
already during the 90’s. At least in forms of publishing 7” 
vinyl including cover artwork he had done. Also his very 
first art-zine belongs to my collection.  How much and in 
what way did we stay in touch, has escaped my memory.

I remember meeting him for the first time in hardcore-punk 
show in 1997. He was one of the two singers in obscure 
hardcore punk band called Isäpuoli (Step-father). Opposed 
to politically driven or otherwise genre-loyal approach 
that is common in hardcore, Siikala was clad in PVC wear, 
with odd theatrical make-up and hair-cut, screaming lyrics 
full of repressed sexuality, tales of misfortune and tainted 
expectations within grim world. Utterly void of politicized 
moralism or typical social concerns. Simply looking at 
the conflict of individuals expectations and it’s decay to 
unpleasant surprises.

The way he fits Finnish underground ’zine scene or Finnish 
hardcore punk is very much in line how he fits the art world. 
He is seemingly outsider, yet personality and quality of the 
work speaks for itself and makes him sort of more artists than 
many I’ve seen. Doing more D.I.Y. zine than self-proclaimed 
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D.I.Y.-activists. Being more punk - in a society that needs 
more genuine observations than repeating empty slogans. 
He rejects the expected roles and goals what other may see 
integral to fit in. From this outsider perspective, where he 
seems mildly disturbed by the state of things, he comes up 
with unique visions.

Before any exhibitions, Siikala had used his talent within 
underground music. Drawing logos and album covers. From 
death metal to grindcore to black metal. Sometimes purely 
under commissioned guidelines, other times injecting his 
personal vision. Like with larger art-world, he is very much 
distanced from ”genre artists”. It would be impossible to file 
Siikala as metal album cover painter. He is nearly unknown 
for this, unlike many who have branded themselves in this 
very narrow particular niche. He would be remembered 
as logo maker, probably in the same magnitude as he is 
remembered as punk singer. And eventually, one can ask if 
his name rings a bell to anyone who follows Finnish art and 
gallery scene?

”I am quite attached to my role as an outsider. There 
is no mention about me in any art publication. It 
supports my attempts to create a sort of isolated entity 
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out of my doings. In other words I am untouched by 
the addictive joys of celebrity.” 

-Siikala says.  It doesn’t seem as it would have always been 
purely intentional. Rather eventually accepting the role that 
simply is being given to him. He had applied several times 
to the most valued schools in Finland, but failed to get in. 
His approach to art is not purely a choice, rather than the 
result of life itself.

While some people may have a clear and educated view 
on where they are aiming to, and what sort of shoes they 
are willing to fill, to me, Siikala appears utterly genuine 
and unpretentious in his role of being himself. In the field 
of transgressive art, one can appreciate the real deal, so 
to say. While he is not shy from influences he has gained 
from classic arts, fringes of pop culture or transgressions of 
underground arts, the true root of his work must certainly 
be found deep from his own actual personality and life.

Siikala is not the golden child of artist family, nor result of 
possibilities big cities and art-schools. Nor he is result of  
flourishing general culture and education. Instead, quite 
the opposite! Disturbed kid from one of the culturally 
most hostile and reserved areas of Finland, surrounded 
by utterly strict small town mentality. Instead of kids 
to play with, surrounded by religious and judgmental 
older female characters. The true old school of sexual 
repression, judgement, whores and speaking with tongues 
and presence of actual divinity. That, combined with a 
broken family consisting alcoholic relatives and constant 
fear of outbursts of violence. Presence of dominating 
and politically extremist step-father. Is it a choice of free 
will to become transgressive artists, or merely result of 
consequences? Some people simply do not have the 
capacity or potential. They are hammered to apathetic 
victims of their surroundings. Others not!

”Choosing is an illusion. I just carry out my part.”, 

says Siikala. 

”This insight had a huge influence on my art. Every 
action grows from the previous one. Actions spread 
like tree branches. There is no free will. Some might 
adjust their behaviour better than others but that is 
not a random quality. It is in their genetics and the 
adjustments are made according to their life history.”

This is one of the many qualities I appreciate in what 
Siikala does. His insight learned from zen and meditation 
ends into conclusions what illuminates his goal. One 
may ask: What goal? Exactly! Way beyond art created by 

victims of society, in mere attempt to ”carry out his part”, he 
manages by accident to escape many of the issues artists 
seem to struggle. He focuses on what actually matters: 
The ideas and creation. In a vast variety of methods and 
approaches, not driven by impure goals or victim mentality, 
but triumphing to creative victory of being able to perceive 
more. It is not what he should do according to what artist 
needs to do, but his genetic drive. And furthermore, in times 
of self promotion, status and careers, we actually hold in 
hands first actual full length book of his. Book that was 
never the motivation of creation of the arts. His creative 
output existed regardless of the audience or reality of art 
world. 

To truly pinpoint what Siikala’s work is about, is not obvious. 
In the early days, like many youngsters, he was excusing 
violent acts in form of doing it as social criticism. Later he 
was illuminated of pure sexual nature of his works. Man 
himself may argue this, but one could ask is it sexual per 
se? Or sexual at all, in traditional sense? Perhaps element of 
sexuality is that carries out its part, but what we actually see 
is: various increased levels of entropy.

Meaning: Lack of order or predictability; gradual decline 
into disorder. This element is so predominant in many things 
what Siikala does, that even sexuality seems rather to be in 
process of gradual decline into disorder - than anything you 
would commonly acknowledged as actual sexual drive!

When he talks about his oil paintings influenced by photo-
realism, he concludes:  

”First of all, I can’t stop. I just keep making corrections. 
Correcting is a sucking black hole. The more realistic, 
the less stylish. Less stylish and consequently less 
human, less lively. I am searching for a lifelessness 
that erupts from the surface and hits your mind. The 
subject in the painting can look alive but the overall 
feeling - life has gone, this illusion of a person has 
been abandoned by life itself.”

His paintings are never quite realistic - if you look beyond the 
surface. That is for sure. He has the ability to depict extreme 
photo-realism, if he wants, but it is this entropy, where as 
he puts it, where life escapes. Of course depending on your 
perspective - perhaps life starts. Things start to mutate 
into unpredictable ways. If not the surreal additions what 
break the expected qualities of life, then error of the world 
infiltrates all that could be romantic vision of life. 

This is very much obvious in his seemingly sexual Human 
Porridge - video art piece. Human Porridge was published 

online, and physical disc and also screened along 
industrial-noise shows at various venues. Artist may 
have struggled with obsessive and unsatisfied libido and 
gone through unhealthy amounts of pornographic videos, 
only to collect exaggerated amount of video material 
where gradual decline of digital information transforms 
into disorder. Within this gradual decline is found some 
grotesque beauty and core of Siikala’s art. 

He would make art pieces of found objects. Out-of-place 
objects. Things that people of my or Siikala’s age might 
hold valuable for their personal interests are things like 
found pages or full magazines of pornography. It’s hard to 
estimate what is the significance for people of internet era, 
but kids that grew in 70’s and 80’s, many have memories 
of wet, torn and wrinkled slices of pornography what they 
would find from forests, garbage bins and areas where 
troubled men hang out. The same beauty as erotic image 
full of rips and folding lines, Siikala inserts element of 
gradual decline basically to all his works. He finds beauty in 
bacteria growth, dust and dirt covered abandoned corners. 
His photographic or video work is hardly ever nice. Be it 
bondage, voyeurism or objects, there can be found this 
certain red line what leads us to further decay.

Siikala has made performance pieces with Finnish heavy 
weight industrial provocateurs Bizarre Uproar, where animal 
parts and full grown rats are burnt and boiled into stinky 
unpredictable biological waste. During live shows that start 
from actually composed piece and eventually approach the 
uncontrolled pure disorder. His installations grow fungus 
and slime, just like odd clots of paint appear in seemingly 
finished paintings - years after supposed finishing touches 
have been made. 

Siikala’s quality to not being able to stop, may lead him to 
other things. He told me once, that he can just look at his 
unfinished painting for an hour, and do nothing but stand 
and think about what he should do about it. For me, this 
would be impossible. At that time, I would have already 
wrapped it up, and put out or filed away and moved on. 

When victim of popular culture confesses interest in 
Japanese culture, it is very different from Siikala’s approach. 
The man would travel to the country for months, with very 
little money to use. To live in park with hobo’s and prowl 
through sleazy porn shops. He would set up his private 
exhibition to infamous suicide forest. To what audience, 
beyond himself? Only the one that comes to die and rot 
among mushrooms and wildly growing ecosystem like 
mere addition to Siikala’s work of art!

”Art has this strange lifelike feature; it becomes as a 
selective entity of information and emotions. Before 
you know it, it takes hold of your mind and just breeds 
through your action. This entity of mine is dark and 
dusty at the moment, but it feels like a home.”

Siikala doesn’t appear to consider himself ”painter”, even 
if he is very skilled in that field. His art has a much wider 
meaning. It is his reflection of life… or should we say even 
life itself?

Siikala used to be into sadism and violence. It still bleeds 
into his work, but in different ways than in youth. I don’t 
know how many artists in Finland would master black belt 
in karate or would have done army service for the sake 
of getting specialized guerrilla training. Only to continue 
to university to study organization and leadership as the 
main area of studies. Cathartic process of injecting many 
of his destructive passions into art is a tricky question. In 
some ways, one can always throw theory that this vent 
system allows one to live fairly regular life. Yet, one can also 
conclude that the dark and dusty entity simply waits until 
gradual decline suddenly devours the man.

Siikala’s yet unpublished novel, it is clear that this entropy 
gets into the same - if not higher - levels as his works in 
visual arts. In the story we see many elements what one 
may observe to be based on his own experiences, but it all 
transmutates into unpredictable chaos. Things that clearly 
would appear mundane reality of Siikala’s own experiences, 
slowly yet repeatedly, erupt into new reality. The way the 
novel is written, is highly curious. All the mundane and 
banal happenings, the grey and ordinary happenings of 
life happen to 3rd party. It is the anonymous character 
simply called ”man” who lives in dormant and seemingly 
dissatisfied reality. As soon as the story line declines into 
disorder, the way it is written changes into first-person 
narrative. Every act of extreme violence. Every act of 
exploitative sexual contact. They all appear passionately 
real and personal, while the grey, dis-satisfying life, is the 
life of an anonymous man. 
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I know that you’re a big music fan, how come you chose 
the visual arts as your means of expression?

I have a talent to create forms with a pencil. I have a good 
connection between my eyes and my hand. When I try to 
play guitar, it is just deeply frustrating, there is no connection 
between my ears and my hands, no flow. Probably that’s 
why I had no interest in music at all until I heard ‘Hound 
Dog’ by Elvis Presley. That was my first alluring touch of evil 
rhythm.

Nobody sang or played music in my early childhood. I 
vaguely remember that – because there was no drawing 
paper – one of my uncles drew cars in the margins of 
newspapers and on lotto coupons and my mother painted 
some small aquarelles. Another uncle recited melancholic 
Finnish poems when he was drunk. I remember Finnish 
schlagers from the radio, Jerry Cotton and Regina 
magazines, Harlequin books and a big old Bible. 

I was about four years old when my culturally sophisticated 
stepfather-to-be appeared in our life with a Landola guitar, 
a record player and strict opinions on what was suitable 
culturally or suitable anything. He listened to classical music 
and played classical guitar pieces using music notations. 
This kind of tonal and structural approach to sound pushed 
me more away from music. So did school. The music 

education was unimaginative, all about notes, melody and 
teamwork. I hated fipple flutes and all those Finnish pop 
songs, Christmas songs, religious songs, patriotic songs. 
Music teachers and the whole child choir singing was 
torture. The music teachers were always so happy about 
music, playing their piano with a big smile. These classes 
separated out the people who didn’t enjoy being in groups 
from those that did. I still hate it when people play guitars 
around the fireplace.

I had no possibility to play around with sounds either 
because of my stepfather and his communistic ideals. I 
was not allowed to have a cassette player, electric guitar 
or computer because (in his mind) these lead to Western 
popular culture’s corruptive influence.

I had the skill to play around with visual forms but no 
satisfactory connection between the pen and my mind. As 
a teenager, I got a bit fascinated with ink painting when I 
discovered Japanese culture and Zen. I painted traditional 
subjects such as frogs sitting on bamboo or on my small 
bonsais – before they died. At the same time, I was listening 
to Twisted Sister, WASP, etc. in my friends’ homes. Thrash 
metal, Kreator and the likes, finally made the mental 
connection, gave me the push towards aggressive drawing, 
to use my pen impulsively, violently, comparable to a Slayer 
guitar solo. I was feeling a bit confused and not really on 
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PAINTING

''...the more realistic, the less stylish, less stylish and consequently less human, less 
lively. I am searching for a lifelessness that erupts from the surface and hits your 
mind. The subject in the painting can look alive but the overall feeling – life has gone, 
this illusion of a person has been abandoned by life itself.''
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Untitled
2010
oil on canvas
80 x 120 cm 

Soya Sausages
2012 - 2014

oil on canvas
62 x 62 cm
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Moonlight
2017
oil on canvas
80 x 120 cm

Rain
2017

oil on canvas
60 x 85 cm

Wharf
2013 
oil on canvas
80 x 80 cm
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Wharf
2014

oil on canvas
80 x 110 cm
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The Spit of The Sun 
(homage to Yukio Mishima) 
2019
oil on canvas
100 x 140 cm

Wharf
2017

oil on canvas
80 x 110 cm
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Ejaculation On Prosciutto
2018 

oil on canvas
40 x 60 cm
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L-R
Words don't come easy, Words don't come easy to me, This is the only way, 6/10
Niin selvin sanoin sain, mä kuulla sen, nyt että oisin vain, se entinen, 7/10 
If you see what's behind, these are Mysterious Times, 8/10 
Dreams to survive, dreams make a wish come true, ooh', oil on hardboard, 9/10

Voyage, voyage, plus loin que la nuit et le jour, 10/10
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PHOTOGRAPHY
EXPERIM

ENTAL VOYEUR
M

USHROOM
S

AOKIGAHARA FOREST 

''The exhibition in Aokigahara forest might be still there and still without any viewers. 
It is quite far from the nearest path and not so visible. I celebrate the tiny possibility 
that someone wandering in that gloomy forest accidentally confronts that line of 
prints; inspects the faded images and becomes confused. I might imagine that he or 
she is already charged with anxiety and, after seeing the works, gets a real sensation 
– a feeling of ecstatic nausea perhaps.''
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Experimental 
Voyeur 2 

2017 
photograph
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Experimental Voyeur 5 
2017  
photograph

Experimental Voyeur 4 
2017  

photograph
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Instant photograph 
2013 

Kinkaku-ji, Kyoto, Japan.

Instant photograph 
2013 
Ryoan-ji Temple, Kyoto, Japan,
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INSTALLATION

Personal fetishes have given emphasis to some subjects. Development of fetishism 
is a very interesting matter. It might be partly related to form. Thin black nylon, for 
example, strengthens the contrast; the form of legs becomes more visible. But why 
does this material have such a dominant role? The mystery is intriguing. The same 
thing with dreams, very mysterious subjects.
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p 152-155
Aokigahara Dreaming 

2017-18
 table, styrofoam, earth, 

detritus, splitted woman's 
boot, water pump,water, 
balloon, algae and moss
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Nest With A Nylon Sock 1
2017 
photograph

Nest With A Nylon Sock 2
2017 

photograph
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MOVING IMAGE
FADING W

ITH DELAY
OKSU

''Art has this strange lifelike feature; it becomes a selective entity of information and 
emotions. Before you know it, it takes hold of your mind and just breeds through 
your actions. This entity of mine is dark and dusty at the moment but it feels like 
a home. It is not just about style or subjects, it is deeper, it’s about thrills, fear and 
tension, shame, guilt and all-consuming desire.''
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PERFORMANCE

''It is about letting go in the name of indecency, not about doing art or neat orderly 
rituals and sacrifices. I use blood because of the primitive sensations it awakes in 
me. The gross make-up and women’s clothes give depraved touches of sex and also 
exhibitional pleasure.''
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p 200-203
Performance with Ride For Revenge and Bizarre Uproar, 2017, instant photo.
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Ecstatic Nausea is the first monograph to feature the work of the Finnish cult artist Jukka 
Siikala. Mostly known for his highly accomplished and erotically charged oil paintings. Siikala 
is also a conceptual artist, filmmaker and photographer. 

While his early work primarily attempted to replicate anxiety driven pornographic images, 
mostly obtained from the internet, with a photo realistic accuracy, his later efforts invite the 
viewer into uncanny, never-seen-before, surreally charged territories.

Siikala has described his work as pornography sprung from the mind of a child who never 
matured correctly, an obsession which exists within the perimeters of a world which holds 
neither morals nor empathy, where the female is a fetishesed platform and the male is almost 
non-existent. Within this private and deeply erotocised vision the sexual elements and subjects 
seem to mutate constantly in compulsive attempts to reach a state of sensation which the 
artist refers to as ‘Ecstatic Nausea’. 

A broad retrospective of Siikala’s work will be published for the first time by Infinity Land 
Press in autumn 2019. This monograph will comprise of beautifully reproduced paintings, 
photographs and digital collages as well as an in depth interview with the artist.


