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Excessively

All these paintings are

Like a hand

Moving its gestures

These words or actions

Into spaces where thoughts have
Never been

A soul dies
Unobserved

To live

On an ever
Increasing sky

The screen is

In the end

Just a feeling
Unrecorded

As if the world
Were

A pre-Text

For some other
Immeasurable song
The word is a month
The syllable an eternity
Your mind mumbles
The echoes of
Munch’s mind ...
Dot Dot Dot

Can you ever seize
Totality?

Or sacrifice
Eternity?

The rambling rain

Dusts your feet

With water

The sieve of your memories
Is thin now

As if you got it

When you were old
Holding that paintbrush
Like a candle or

a Lover you Lost in

Berlin

In Munch’s hands it's all part
Of that nature theatre we
are part of

where memories persist
or maybe its just

an endless conversation
with Ibsen at

the Grand Café

on Karl Johan

We are all sitting in traffic
this Tunnel of Life
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4 Towards the forest

Towards the forest
The trees grow
Dense outlines

All together
Pushing their way
in and out of

the window

of this painting
Apples

Leaves

The greenery

All these stages of
Invisible action

Of bodily motions
The dance is universal
Under the sky

this Roof this Place
where A soul
Sleeps

Asoulis

reBorn

Emotions

The REAL MOVEMENT
Real Time

breathes it all
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6 Towards the forest

We are caught in

Is blocked by so many
amusements

And actions

With no consequence
Idiot salvage we are

In a sea of overproduction
Looking out through time at
either end

As it extends

Capable of feeling our pain
It's always so immediate
Impossible to remove

Or to take away

This huge tree Stump
circumnavigates your soul
Blocks your thoughts

Like a memory

It settles like dust

On a carpet

In this Forest

Of words

Around all

these sounds

These words just sounds
objects devolve

The subject revolves
In this landscape

The tree has no leaves
this Song no Words
We kiss in Silence
Under the Stars at
night

While the moon
arrives from the side
Of our vision to

Take the ocean tides
For aride

Sleep

Then eternal sleep
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At Asgérdstrand

At Asgardstrand

Wood piled like old bones
By a platform

With a view

An old rock

Immovable

Persistent

At the Shoreline

By the seais

Still there

As it was in

Jealousy

A stone fragment of this
Nature Theatre

you saw

History was in the

Sea

The Shoreline a

Border trim

Between life and death
Joy and sadness

Just markers

Like buoys beside a
Burial Viking style

The journey

Destiny

aroll of the dice
Walking along this road
Where you re-Painted
the fight

With Karsten the painter
All just actors

In this scene

The flord light

The stars

The full moon

The siren

Afog horn

Wiring this world

The scream

Is still happening

Birch tree

Sways

The tall oak stands

By the house

You painted

The red vines like blood
Nerves ganglia
Covering its architecture

Towards the forest 7

Like a flag

The wind blows
Grey clouds

So close

Sounds are
Upturned like

A wheelbarrow
By a rose bush
It's an

Infinite view

The freighters the sailboats the seagulls
The far off islands
All just

Memory points
This scene

A mask

You can wear and
Throw off at will
Invisible

Breaths

Life

Ashes and fire
Thoughts fly upwards
Then descend
Dreams

A massive view
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Towards the Forest

Walking in this room
- the world -
The sun
Extends

In paint

This re-painting
Of perception
In miniature
Extends back
In and through
Time

The child boy distorts

In the salt water

sea

he becomes a frog

Still others swim
Immersed in the waters
Of this invisible mystery
Placentae

States of life

The young woman
and

The old woman

a Tree between
them a Death skull
In it's trunk

Is nature too
while painting the walls of
Ahutte

an old man

Looks up

Even there in

- the world -

- this world -

You can see an
other scene
adance in

this Theatre of life
The childrenin a
circle of Green
The far off sea
Goes beyond
The borders
Like a mirror
embroidering
The blue sky
this

screen of Green
condenses
evaporates
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