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Part I: BALLET AND OTHER MOVEMENTS 

In the kitchen, there are notes, schedules and calendars 

hanging on the wall. Among other thing my mum has jotted 

down, it says “Ballet”. I’m pleased, although a bit sad I’m 

not allowed to start horseback riding. The light grey 

telephone with burgundy numbers rings loudly. So do the two 

other phones, chiming from two other rooms in our house. 

The one upstairs is the grey one’s identical twin. The one 

in the hallway is more modern, dark orange with black 

buttons instead of those circles that you have to put your 

finger inside and pull clockwise in a circular movement 

until it hits the point where the number is registered, 

then falling slowly back in a counter-clockwise circular 

movement… for each number you have to do this, making the 

process of dialing a number very slloooowwww… 

I find it very boring although I quite like the sound of 

the dial.  

 

Crrrrrrrrr- Crrrrrrrrrrrr- Crrrrrrrrrrrrrr… 

I think the orange phone is very cool. The uneven choir of 

phone signals is a persistent one. My dad has a home office. 

That’s why we have so many phones. But he doesn’t seem to 

be available right now. I clear my throat, straighten my 

back, and pick up the phone: “Audio Media?” I can hear my 

light, 6-year-old voice speaking confidently into the 

receiver, and I hear a smile on the other end.  

 

– Hello. May I speak to Mr. Zackariassen please?  

– Yes of course. Just a moment. I hold my tiny hand 

in front of the receiver on the telephone and shout 

– PAPPAAA!!! Someone wants to speak to you.” 

Next to the table in the hallway, the one that has the 

light grey phone on it, there is a mirror. I can see myself 

in there: I’m dancing.  

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––– 



It’s a dark, clear night. The stars are covering the sky, 

and it’s difficult to understand how far they are from us 

and from each other, when they create such a perfect blanket 

of twinkling lights above our heads. 

– Isn’t it fantastic, my dad says. His eyes twinkle 

just like the stars above, and I see the rest of 

him blend into the night sky, letting go of his 

daily stress and responsibilities.  

It’s beautiful, I reply. But dad, where do we come from?  

– No one knows, he replies, smiling slightly behind 

his constant five o clock shadow. 

– But we are made of the same material. We are 

stardust. 

–––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––

She is sitting by the kitchen table, with a pile of papers 

next to her.  

My mum.  

The one who always makes sure everything is working, 

everything is rolling, everyone is content and happy. The 

working day at the school was 8 hours but she still has 

more work to do before she can go to bed. She is correcting 

her students’ papers, and it needs to be done before 

tomorrow. She smiles and sighs slightly when I ask her a 

mundane question, but she doesn’t look tired or annoyed at 

all. I don’t think she has any idea how beautiful she is.  

The work is being done swiftly, with precision and without 

hesitation. After the papers have been corrected, she will 

prepare the arguments for the upcoming teachers’ strike.  

My mum knows what she’s doing. She does what needs to be 

done.  

She has just cleared the table after dinner, laid out the 

clothes for my siblings and reminded me to pack my ballet 

clothes for tomorrow.  



Through the small, round window I can see a glimpse of a 

large brick building with dark red ivy climbing all over 

it. It is the most prestigious ballet school in 

Scandinavia. Tomorrow I will audition in that building. I 

can feel the waves under me and wonder how I’ll sleep. 

Somewhere deep down I have lost touch with reality and I’m 

heading somewhere different. I’m onboard a small boat 

hostel in Riddarfjärden,the easternmost bay of Lake Mälaren 

in central Stockholm. My feet are not on solid ground. I 

look over at my bag on the narrow bunk bed. It’s 

meticulously packed with all the important things I need 

for tomorrow. My ballet shoes, my best pair of perfectly 

worn-down pointe shoes, my tights, my simple black leotard, 

and short black ballet skirt. I’m only 15 years old, but 

the goal is looking like a professional when I enter that 

studio at 09:00 tomorrow morning. As always, I will make a 

tight, perfect bun, tying my long unruly hair up with a 

ribbon, taming it with a hairnet and locking it down with 

lots and lots of hairpins and hairspray. I will cover my 

pimples with make-up and pull my stomach in as far as it 

goes. I know what I’m doing, at least I think so. I love 

the perfection of ballet, but I look forward to the part 

of the contemporary audition. Then maybe I can let my hair 

out and replace my nude tights with black ones. I know that 

when I’m not restricted to a specific form I can breathe 

and let my natural movement quality show. But I mustn’t 

think too much about that. I’ve been told that I need to 

do ballet. Ballet is the fundament of all other dancing, 

my ballet teacher has told me, and he should know. He was 

trained at the Vaganova school in St. Petersburg. If I can 

manage to make it with ballet first, I can do anything 

later, he says. I wonder if that’s true. I look at the 

alarm clock on the small plastic table next to the bed. I 

mustn’t oversleep tomorrow. It’s getting dark although it’s 

still not late. It’s Stockholm in February. I’m on my own 

now.  

 

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––– 

 



I’m lying backstage, crying. The cartilage in my left big 

toe joint has been torn down and the cortisone injection 

has worn off again. I can barely walk without excruciating 

pain, but on stage I put on an easy, dreamy smile as I’m 

jumping on my toes, performing the role of a ballerina, 

someone who’s universe doesn’t include pain. The perfect 

sacrifice. I’m wearing a white tutu with a tight corset and 

lace sleeves. My face is painted as a cat, and I’m wearing 

a white wig sprinkled with subtle glitter. I’m 24 years old 

and have been working as a professional ballet dancer for 

6 years, dancing on pointe 6 days a week and tonight I am 

doing several different small solo parts in the classical 

ballet Sleeping Beauty. The evening is long, and the 

costumes are all shades of white, pink, and blue. I feel 

like I’m a detail in a painting on a wall in a dusty royal 

castle.  

 

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––– 

 

I’m sitting on a train. The sky is greyish blue and I’m 

wondering why my mood tends to take on this color. Two 

hours ago, the sky was a golden, shining spectacle, with 

pink clouds adorning the treetops like crowns. I find it 

almost embarrassing. I can’t relate to this kind of beauty. 

Trying to embrace the display of nature, I grab my phone 

and film a short video clip of the sky as it seems to be 

moving past me, outside my window… I’ll paste it into my 

on my Instagram story, that’s as far as it goes. Why can’t 

I just leave its spectacular colors alone, enjoy its beauty 

in a less superficial way? No, not today. Instead, I’ll 

crawl from the light into darkness, comfortable in my 

cocoon, with my small reading light.  

 

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––– 

 



 

I’m sitting in the auditorium of a medium sized theatre in 

Oslo. I enjoy the lights dimming down to dense darkness 

around me and I wallow in the lack of nervousness and 

pressure I feel in this moment, as I am here as an audience 

member, not a performer. I’ve been dragged here by a friend 

last minute, and I have no idea what I’m about to see.  

The bodies on the stage are all different shapes and sizes, 

and they are free. They are not pulling their stomachs in 

or making ethereal arm movements or distant facial 

expressions.  

They seem to just be there, doing what the work demands of 

them. They are free. 

I’m fascinated, wondering what it feels like to be yourself 

on stage. The piece is called Körper and is created by the 

choreographer Sasha Waltz. 

 

–––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––



PART II: TIMELINES; BODIES, MEMORIES  

(KÖRPER/MY BODY) 

Berlin, January 2000:  

36-year-old choreographer Sasha Waltz creates a dance 

theatre piece called Körper. She calls it “A clinical 

investigation of the material body, dissecting the human 

body in body systems like the nervous system, bone or 

skeleton, and finding specific movement idioms which depict 

these systems.”1  

 

 

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––– 

 

 

Stockholm, January 2000,  

18-year-old me is struggling through the last few months 

of my three-year education at the Royal Swedish Ballet 

school in Stockholm, feeling out of place in a billion 

ways, even though my physical body almost fits the mold 

perfectly, according to the teachers.  

 

 

 
1 Sasha Waltz, quote from interview by Winnie Chen Dixon in ArtsEquator 2019, 

https://artsequator.com/sasha-waltz-interview-sifa-2019/ 

 



Berlin, 2001:  

37-year-old Sasha Waltz creates S, the second piece in her 

three-piece choreographic cycle about the human body. 

According to the information from Ivory Press S searches 

for the origin of life, of Eros, and of sensibility”2 

 

 

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––– 

 

Oslo, 2001:  

I am 20 now, tying the ribbons of my point shoes around my 

bare ankles. I’m in the midst of rehearsing William 

Forsythe’s piece workwithinwork, created 3 years earlier, 

in 1998. The artistic director of my company has agreed to 

let Forsythe’s assistants decide the casting of the piece. 

I find myself dancing together with one of the most revered 

soloists in the company, even though I am only an 

apprentice. I love watching the hierarchies breaking down 

all around me, as I explore the unfamiliar freedom I’ve 

been offered. I’m unknowingly starting the process of 

letting go of the strict frame of ballet altogether.  

 

 

 

 

 

 
2 Ivory Press, Live Recordings from The Schaubühne Berlin: 

https://ivorypress.com/en/?product=sasha-waltz-korpersnobody-2 



Berlin, 2002:  

The third and final work in 38-year-old Sasha’s trilogy, 

noBody is made, in the wake of her mother dying and the 

world mourning 9/11. 

 

 

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––– 

 

 

 

Oslo, September 2005:  

I’m 24 and grieving heavily due to the loss of someone dear 

to me. I’ve decided nothing can touch me anymore, and the 

numbness feels real. Still, my best friend Ole convinces 

me to come out and see a performance by a German dance 

company, Sasha Waltz and Guests.  

 

The performance is called, Körper. My German is weak, but 

I know Körper means Body.  

I don’t think I can be touched anymore; I think I’m 

unmovable, but I’m wrong. What I see on stage is as real 

as life itself. The two worlds that I have separated with 

all my force is crumbling. As one person grabs hold of 

another’s skin and lifts them, leaving red marks on the 

body, I can suddenly feel what I see. The bodies on stage 

are real. They are experiencing, sensing, relating to each 

other.  

 

 



 

Gothenburg, December 2011:  

I’ve turned 30. I’m dancing in Petrovsalen; the biggest 

dance studio of the Gothenburg Opera; reaching my arms out 

for an imagined someone who isn’t there while the presence 

of my first child is starting to manifest in my growing 

belly. I am rehearsing Sasha Waltz’ noBody, which deals 

with death, grief, and loss, while experiencing the most 

precious kind of love developing inside me. The extremely 

of this polarity is something I’ve never felt before. I 

tell Sasha that I’m pregnant. It’s been 9 years since she 

created noBody, and she’s 48 now but I think she still 

misses her mum.  She smiles and says that there is often a 

pregnant woman in the cast of noBody. I sense that she is 

happy about the reoccurrence of this symbolism. noBody is 

the piece of hers that deals with death, but to counter it, 

there’s a brand-new life emerging.  

 

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––– 

 

Gothenburg, September 2022:  

I’m 40 and have entered a master program in Contemporary 

Performative arts. I have gotten the assignment to talk 

about a performance that has inspired me. I try to think 

of something I have seen the last few years, but the process 

of letting go brings back older memories. Images. I am not 

able to let go of the image from Körper, the hands grabbing 

the skin of another person’s back, the raw physicality of 

the lifting of a body. It’s real.  

 

It is what it is.  

 



 

 



PART III: MIND OVER MATTER?

Gothenburg, still September 2022: 

It’s been a few weeks since I chose to read my text called 

Körper/My Body.  

The form I’d chose for my essay presentation was reading a 

fictional diary while simultaneously telling a non-

fictional story. 

In the essay I attempted to reconstruct a few moments in 

time, zooming in on two people; Sasha Waltz, a famous person 

who I’ve worked with but don’t know personally, and myself; 

inviting the listener to experience how a particular moment 

in a performance work may have influenced me as an artist. 

– As one person grabs hold of another’s skin and lifts 

them, leaving red marks on the body, I can suddenly 

feel what I see.3 

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––– 

Contemplating the excerpt from my essay, I read an article 

online called “How our Brains make Memories”: 

 

– Most people have so-called flashbulb memories of 

where they were and what they were doing when 

something momentous happened: the assassination of 

President John F. Kennedy, say, or the explosion of 

the space shuttle Challenger. (Unfortunately, 

staggeringly terrible news seems to come out of the 

blue more often than staggeringly good news.) But 

as clear and detailed as these memories feel, 

 
3 From the Essay Timelines; Bodies, Memories (Körper/My Body), Zackariassen, 

Ingeborg 2022 



psychologists find they are surprisingly 

inaccurate.4  

In my experience, memories can act as a channel to a 

different world, almost like a representation of dreams in 

a sleepless state. They feel so real to me, which is a 

paradox, as memories are immaterial, fluid and seem to 

constantly deteriorate and transform over time, becoming 

something else through layers of other experiences.  

Still, it seems to me that our memories play a big part in 

what shapes us, what makes sense of our existence and our 

relationships with others. 

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––– 

 

I find myself reading the story I had reconstructed from 

my own memories of the early 2000s and the facts appearing 

in my search-engine, making sure to get the years to match 

the events.  

But years don’t care about events. And events couldn’t care 

less what year it is… 

Did I manage to convey the image that’s still alive and 

kicking in me; of the person grabbing another person’s 

skin, lifting them up and leaving red marks on their body? 

I could have taken a screenshot of that moment, as I found 

it in a trailer for the performance Körper online.  

I contemplate doing that. I imagine showing the full screen 

image of the skin-grabbing moment; fully exposed, 

pixelated, and distorted; trying to pull the attention to 

my passionate recollection of the moment I saw the moment 

happening… I would turn up the level of my physical 

 
 
4How our Brains make Memories, Miller, Greg, 2010, 

https://www.smithsonianmag.com/science-nature/how-our-brains-

make-memories-14466850/ 

 



presence, using my experience as a performer to animatedly 

and  convincingly show the image and talk about its 

realness…  but I can’t.  

 

I must let the idea go, as I realized the image on the 

screen was completely empty and it would feel like I was 

lying, if not to the others, at least to myself.  

What was so real on the stage and in my mind, had become 

just another movement among other movements.  

I chose the combination of non-fictional fiction in my 

essay Körper/My Body, but what impression did I leave 

behind by telling this story; leaving out so many details 

and events by focusing on a few?  

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––– 

The online article Inside the Science of Memory reads: 

– When we learn something - even as simple as 

someone’s name - we form connections between 

neurons in the brain. These synapses create new 

circuits between nerve cells, essentially remapping 

the brain. The sheer number of possible connections 

gives the brain unfathomable flexibility - each of 

the brain’s 100 billion nerve cells can have 10,000 

connections to other nerve cells.5 

Depending on the listener on the receiving end and their 

history, mood, connection to the topics etc., I realize the 

unfortunate but very likely possibility that someone 

reading the story will leave out the point about the person 

grabbing another person’s skin, lifting them up, and rather 

let the synapses do their work, connecting my story with 

 
– 5 Quote from online article “Inside the Science of Memory” by Johns 

Hopkins https://www.hopkinsmedicine.org/health/wellness-and-

prevention/inside-the-science-of-memory. 

 



the commercialized institutional dance scene, and inside 

their minds rather pick me up by my skin and place me gently 

but firmly back into that scene. 

I shudder while thinking that I may have made the wrong 

choice when trying to connect the dots.  

I don’t know how or if I have managed to change the first 

story by adding this one.  

 

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––– 

 

Memories are fluid.  

What do you remember and why? 

How would you describe it to me?  

How do we even communicate when images are empty, movements 

are fleeting, and language is loaded with hierarchy and 

assumptions? 

Perhaps I can find a way to communicate with others through 

their memories instead… 

 

Maybe sometimes…  

                    a fragment    

                                                                             

…is all we need? 

 

 

 

 



 

Part V: SEARCHING FOR CONNECTIONS 

 

I’m sitting in the corner of my living room. Next to me is 

an old, furry dog. He sleeps a lot these days, my mum points 

out to me. It’s true. I haven’t given it too much thought. 

The sofa I’m curled up in the corner of is neither old nor 

new. It has a calming greyish blue color that is neither 

cold nor warm as it frames the periphery of my vision. It’s 

probably not the best idea for my spine to sit here and 

write, but I love it here. I can see the snow-covered 

treetops in the corner of my eye, and I hear the running 

water through my radiator. It’s a lively sound, the water 

is bubbling and twirling in there. I really need to bleed 

that radiator. 

It sounds so nice though, like a mountain creek in spring. 

My windowsill is covered in dust, and above my head hangs 

a string with dried chilies from this summer. I’ve been 

growing them in the old greenhouse for the second year in 

a row. 

I think a lot about time lately. 

While I wonder how to get access to my inner landscape to 

describe it in this essay, I get distracted, and start 

thinking about the garden. Before the snow fell, I was out 

there picking tomatoes every day. July to November. It’s 

finally time to give it a rest now. 

What goes on under the ground, under that snow, under those 

grassroots? What kind of processes is nature working on 

down there? 

I open a new page on my browser, and I read a bit about 

mycelia on the internet. 

Apparently, mycelia are a type of fungi that grows like a 

web under the ground, and which plays a big role in 



decomposition of plant materials, as well as being vital 

to the healthy growth of new plants. 

I love the idea of this dual role that this fungal organism 

has, of simultaneously dissolving and constructing. 

The idea that we, humans are somehow separate from nature 

is a ridiculous one, yet here I am in my blue sofa, pressing 

keys on my chrome-colored computer, trying to ignore the 

dirty screen with these little black signs which are 

growing in numbers the more I press the keys. I don’t really 

know how the computer works, but I keep using it as my 

tool.  

 

One of these days I should call my friend Moa who lives in 

Argentina. She wrote a book called Spinoza, Ecology, and 

International Law: Radical Naturalism in the Face of the 

Anthropocene. I will call her and ask her to explain Spinoza 

to me. But right now, I just miss hanging out with her 

during long evenings in the kitchen, drinking wine, talking 

about everything, laughing. 

My wall is almost covered by polaroid images. For the last 

7 weeks I’ve been taking pictures of the forest as the 

seasons change, and my wall is becoming a web of light-

sensitive negatives. They carry chemicals inside while they 

show a representation of natural processes. 

It’s so typically human of me to carry on doing something 

like this. 

Meanwhile, autumn turns to winter again. 

I think about what we as people constantly leave behind, 

as we constantly enter new beginnings. 

Perhaps sometimes it’s that distinction between beginning 

and end is what confuses us. 

 

I’m having a conversation with my dad. We’re sitting in my 

parents’ living room in Bergen. I’m in the corner of the 

sofa, he’s in his favorite chair. His eyes light up and he 



moves closer to the edge of his seat as he starts 

gesticulating, eagerly illustrating the concept he is 

thinking about: – Try to think of it this way: There are 

no fixed objects, only processes. Some fast, others slow. 

A series of events. 

I’m baffled by the thought of that. What we have around us 

is all perishable, just with different time spans. It’s so 

clear, yet so incomprehensible. 

My blue sofa is slowly dissolving as I write this. So am 

I. It’s easy to agree with the ancient Greek philosopher 

Heraclitus in his claim that the only constant in life is 

change. 

– No man steps in the same river twice, for it is not 

the same river, and he is not the same man, he 

apparently said. 

Even if I can see the point, I can’t help but look forward 

to lowering my body into the lake by the summerhouse again 

next summer, even though it won’t be the same lake and I 

won’t be the same woman. 

Having time to think, time to reflect, time to read and to 

talk with others is such a gift. It makes me ponder about 

what I’ve been doing until now. Running around, always 

doing stuff, yes. Being productive in some way or other. 

What does productive mean? 

Dancing rather than running around. Never sitting down for 

too long, always moving on. 

Always moving, yes, always dancing. A whole lot of dancing 

on big stages for a lot of audiences. It feels strange to 

me now. 

I want to have more meaningful encounters. 

 

--------------------------------------------------------- 



 

 

I’m having a conversation with my eldest son, Alan, in the 

kitchen. He is 10 years old, and for some reason he’s asking 

me about choreography. “What is it?” I try to explain it 

in a simple way. “Well, it’s movement that is organized. 

Yes, movement patterns that are decided upon and then 

repeated.” I’m feeling quite pleased with my answer, and 

he nods slowly, still thinking deeply.  

– But then mamma… Is speech also choreography?” 

I immediately think of Samuel Beckett’s Not I from 1972. 

We watch it together and he likes it. Finds it funny and 

fascinating. 

On Wikipedia I read the following: 

- Not I is a short dramatic monologue written in 1972 

(20 March to 1 April) by Samuel Beckett which was 

premiered at the Samuel Beckett Festival by the 

Repertory Theater of Lincoln Center, New York (22 

November 1972). 

[I throw a quick glance at my phone to check today’s time 

and date. 

Today is 22nd of November 2022... 

Funny coincidence. 

No matter.] 

– Not I takes place in a pitch-black space illuminated 

only by a single beam of light. This spotlight fixes 

on an actress’ mouth about eight feet above the 

stage, everything else being blacked out.  

“… “ 

The mouth utters jumbled sentences at a ferocious 

pace. 



– The woman relates four incidents from her life: 

lying face down in the grass, standing in a 

supermarket, sitting on a mound in Croker’s Acre; 

and that time at court.  

Alan laughs next to me. He likes the strange video clip of 

the mouth speaking at such a high speed, with nothing else 

around it. I laugh with him, loving his reaction, but deep 

down I find it a bit scary this time: The words trigger 

something else in me this time than it did the last time I 

saw it years ago. It’s very clear to me that personal 

experience shapes the way we interpret the world. 

I find myself thinking that no matter what people read into 

the words, or if they don’t read anything into them, I 

think Not I is a good example of speech as chorography. 

I play with the thought that speech is always choreography 

in some sense, as we repeat or translate our thoughts and 

feelings into words while we say them. 

I need to think more about that. Then again, whether speech 

is choreography or something else might be beside the 

point. 

Right now, I am just filled with joy that Alan asked me 

that brilliant question. 

I am curious about collecting fragments of people’s lives. 

Words, music, movement, and photography weaved together. 

Chaos and order entwined. 

More communication and less categories. 

 

 

--------------------------------------------------------- 

 



 

A pile of books is at this moment being collected by someone 

working in a warehouse somewhere, wrapped carefully and 

covered in in cardboard. They are being shipped in my 

direction, traveling through unknown places to end up on 

the island of Hisingen, Sweden. In the rather heavy package 

are words by Jacques, Okakura, Martin, Hans, John C., John 

D., Rebecca, Roland, Susan, and Hannah. It feels funny to 

only mention their first names, like their parents, 

siblings or friends would refer to them. I’m aware that 

these people are from different times and places. In fact, 

only one of them is alive while I’m writing this, but right 

now I choose to ignore the annoying paradigm of chronology 

and imagine them together as children in a birthday party, 

with little name cards on the table, showing them where to 

sit. 

The kids are laughing and singing, blissfully unaware that 

I am the time traveler who have brought them together. 

Perhaps after the cake I will throw in some light 

philosophical questions. 

 

 

--------------------------------------------------------- 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



My aunt Clara is 82 years old today. For the first time, 

she is exactly twice my age. She’s sitting in her chair, 

with a dim light above her, shining through a burgundy red 

lampshade, which is giving her pale face and white hair a 

warm glow. I reach into one of the moving boxes that I’ve 

collected from the storage room, and hand her an old book 

with Braille. 

– Look what I found!”  

Braille is the tactile language for the blind. The small, 

raised bumps on the paper feel sharp and poignant against 

my fingertips. Back in the day, it was Clara’s job to 

translate schoolbooks into this beautiful felt language. 

Her wrinkled but perfectly manicured fingers run across the 

page and she’s smiling slowly, her eyes moving to a dreamy 

place. “I can’t remember it anymore” she says, with a slight 

disappointment in her voice. But she still feels it. That’s 

very clear to me. 

Conversations can be transformative. Hearing yourself say 

something, as well as listening to someone else’s thoughts 

can be a sharing of inner landscapes. 

Similarly, a transfer of inner landscapes can happen 

through movement, through music and through photography. I 

want to explore ways of dissolving the categories that 

separate different art forms; I get an urge to crack open 

the seemingly immovable walls between people. 

 

--------------------------------------------------------- 

 

 

 

 



In the corner of my living room there is a black fabric bag 

with the text REFUSED printed on it that I once bought at 

a punk concert. The bag is full of paper. Most of the paper 

pieces are crinkled and scrunched up. Some have the shape 

of a paper plane. Some have printed text on them, others 

have handwritten thoughts covering them. 

In the basement there are boxes full of photo albums. In 

the albums there are black and white photos of people 

smiling. In the attic there are boxes full of diaries and 

letters, full of my forgotten juvenile dreams and teenage 

angst. Those thoughts are no longer mine. I’ve tried to 

read some of it, and it feels like a different person wrote 

it. Still, it’s a part of my own personal history and I 

find it difficult to throw it all away. 

 

--------------------------------------------------------- 

 

 

My mum is sitting next to me on my blue sofa. She tells me 

with a half melancholic, half cheeky smile, that her 

mother, my grandmother, used to love making bonfires, 

throwing anything she didn’t use on the fire. Even things 

that could have been sold for good money or preserved for 

the next generation she would burn. If it wasn’t of use 

there and then, it was burned. 

The island where Wilhelmine spends her days is located on 

the west coast of Norway, by the North Sea, the climate is 

harsh and the only flowers that can grow there are Armeria 

Maritimas, those short, sturdy, purple flowers that grow 

on cliffs near the sea. Out here, time seems to stand still, 

while the sea rages and the wind is the only constant. 

This day, the wind suddenly changes direction and my 

grandmother’s bonfire nearly catches the whole house on 

fire. Luckily, Wilhelmine and my grandfather Konrad manage 



to put out the fire, preventing everything they own from 

being rapidly devoured up by the flames. 

I imagine being there with her on one of her rampant quests. 

I stand on the cliff near the old house, with all my 

alienated diaries, letters that have been read to pieces, 

broken toys and toi-toi cards from all the premieres from 

all the years onstage, my worn-out wardrobe, maybe even 

some curtains, and how about that old furniture? I feel a 

tinge of doubt for a moment. 

 

– Yes, all of it, my grandmother says, with the 

defiant conviction of someone who knows the ritual 

like the back of her hand. All the things are 

stacked neatly on the pile, and I drench the objects 

it in alcohol before lighting the match. 

My grandmother and I observe the scene in silence 

as the fire lights up, the magnificent golden tones 

of yellow and orange are reflected in those pale 

blue eyes of hers as the flames shoot up towards 

the starry night. 

 

Having shed our material burdens, we look at each other and 

exchange smiles. 

Right here, right now, beyond space and time, we are free. 
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