Obsere the subleties and
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It's all a clump of special feelings.
It is inherently tied to your own
life, your experiences, and your

memories, yet underlyingly it
adheres to something grander.
There in the background, it is
waiting, somewhere else,
completely independent of what
you'll become. It connects, and is
something we all have a name
for. It feels weird and warm,
maybe because it includes a tiny
piece of us all?







[ understand myself if I .
understand others. I understand i
you if I understand myself.

To look within I must explain what
I lost. To look within I must touch
what I eventually will find.

Uncertainty overwhelms until you

see how connections cross and
bind.

When distinct feelings morph and
stuff loops back to the same thing.

When whatever comes after brings
what before seemed weird.









We forget
them as they

forgot those
i Olika stallen,
samma sak
- Ingethem,
—— | g forblr har igen
They are
forgetting us

as we forgot
them



att . T el ; g 3 :l_-_l‘!_,, der ‘-ﬁ
b,'\::"" LR .;:.‘f__-.--.l_.u._h':i?."'._'-:i'_-n;,._ o
-l‘:?o‘wﬁ}:- e T ey r-:l\.'-_ f

R ik

LT Tl 5

- T .-?-I . 1 | o RS "
vkt = g ;

"

T

it

il

5
s

i
i
)
T
et ol p
4
g ,‘l

r
TR

1 L
T

1# -h._.“



I am creating images that
doesn’t exist. I feel warmth. I
feel nostalgia for them. Not
because they are real. But

because I want them to be real.

The water. The spaceship. The
sense of floating. All slowly
laughing. Walking. Exploring.
Endlessly naked and free.

Remember when every
human disappeared?
Remember when none were
here? Remember when
everything continued to grow
and spin?

I was never there and I am not
supposed to be there, yet I am
here. Do you remember the
time after our hope? Can you
imagine it? Can you feel it?
The technological debris in
the mud?

I know I have felt exactly this,
because I have memorized
that voice. It’s pulsating,
screaming, and kissing.

Why this largeness?

All of my dreams of you. All in
different shades, and in
different nights. I would never
see your face, but I can always
feel that skin. When we hug,
when you lay there all by
yourself.

I will always be here, and you
will always be there, longing
for that field of grass, longing
for us to return in forget of
where we currently are.

Maybe we are living
somewhere where we were
never supposed to live?

Why?
Why this largeness?
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Growing at the cost of distancing.

Temporary warmth begetting
misalignment

Misunderstandings I cannot
understand.

Deformations devoid of something
I cannot comprehend.

It was hard getting to know myself.
It is hard becoming myself.
Looking back or looking ahead.

It all points to the same thing.
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