
D I A L O G U E
”You’re now approaching a restricted area that is under blockade. This area is closed to all kinds of traffic. The government of our country supports humanitarian shipments to civilians and invites you to hand over your cargo to our agents. The goods will be delivered in accordance with our legislations, via the formal checkpoints and under your supervision, where after you can return to your home port with the ship you are manoeuvring.”

“Negative, negative. We will carry through with our journey to our destination.”

T R A V E L  D I A R Y
I am not really on the way. But now I claim to be on the way. I claim that I have left. I have always moved freely. Not that I have magically travelled other dimensions. I simply have my papers in order and I am welcome everywhere. My movements have been pretty uneventful and I have never risked my life. Sure, there are places that are more dangerous than others, but death might lurk also in a bite of food or in a slippery patch on the ground.

I feel a little bit exhilarated and full of expectations. I think of those I still do not know, of those I will meet, of fragrances, another temperature, the new roads and houses. Who will I speak with? Who will guide me? Because guided I will be, brought on adventures to see the other things; things and events that will leave traces… I will observe, I will be moved to tears.

I miss you already. And I will soon be back. Cause that is how it works; I am only here because the old country has lost its flavour.

I am alone here. That is alone in the way that people like me can be. We who always find ourselves in a position to negotiate, to transform, form, firm, a storage. 

Outside I can hear the new sounds. Sometimes I discern certain stories and conversations, just like at home. I let them pass. Instead I collect the new sounds. I make a list in a book by my bed:

Bomb explosions.

Storm.

When the sun rises.

A military raid.

---

The reason the vessel I travel in was made is unknown to me. It is an object that only a few months ago consisted of dispersed individuals from my native country. Now it is a weak horse with armour of words and images. The sound was cut, forming shapes in front of us. An image, upside-down in our optic nerve, is turned upright in our brains. Electricity and technically very advanced machinery have given these images an important room in the mausoleum where our grand gestures are stored. We will never let this neurological mausoleum be torn down, not even when the mouldings are falling off the walls, the ceiling is falling in and all the objects we’ve gained are covered in dust. 

The vessel is reasonably comfortable. It is cared for in the way we expect it to be cared for, even in very unpleasant situations. I travelled with a company that handled the vessel in a very unemotional way. It went fast and it hurt. I would not say that I ever felt at home there. But that I never did previously either. One could say that I had isolated myself. At night I am haunted by worried thoughts and dreams of the people next door.

---

Finally there. I have been here a few days now. I am so tired that my thoughts are slowly being erased from my mind. I got an invitation and decided to accept. It seems as If I thought I would get something said. Before I left, the purpose was clear to me. But now that I am here it seems as if everything has lost its meaning, I no longer remember what it was that was so important. I feel both dizzy and faint. I don’t want to do this any longer.

We found ourselves in the middle of a demonstration. An iron ring of barricades has been thrown around the building. There is a threatening atmosphere vibrating around us. I taste the word that first comes to my mind: serious. A group tries to beak out, dogs rushing, police armed with guns and truncheons fired tear gas. Do I share their discontent? Those who dare can make things happen, I think. Important to keep in mind.

DO SOMETHING! DO MORE! 

DO SOMETHING! DO MORE! 

DO SOMETHING! DO MORE! 

DO SOMETHING! DO MORE! 

DO SOMETHING! DO MORE! 

DO SOMETHING! DO MORE! 

DO SOMETHING! DO MORE! 

DO SOMETHING! DO MORE!

I begin to hesitate. 

DO SOMETHING! DO MORE! 

DO SOMETHING! DO MORE! 

DO SOMETHING! DO MORE! 

DO SOMETHING! DO MORE! 

DO SOMETHING! DO MORE! 

DO SOMETHING! 

DO MORE! (fades out)

A very composed gentleman dressed in a deep blue suit enters and sits down opposite to me.

He turns out to be a diplomat with the mission to deal with this very complicated situation.

---

Today I made up my mind to stay. I felt that something was expected of me. I tried to express myself. In my language. It felt as if it was important. I know, I will still not be consistent, unfortunately, or…

Chorus: Do you really think that you are? Do you really think that you are? A projection surface! Mirrors everywhere! Look then! LOOK THEN!

I know I really did not understand.

I know not even I understood the meaning.

Some vain attempt to communicate.

---

Have spent a few days with F. We have searched for consent. Whatever one says, the other one contradicts. But despite this none of us seems to want to break up.

---

Today I unloaded the cargo, there is much more, but it gave rise to a movement. That is enough for now.

---

B and I have travelled together for days now. We met up in G, a small town north of H. It rained the first day. We travelled by train, went to pubs and read newspapers. Thousands of people had been killed in a massacre. The soldiers had crept up on them when they were sleeping, they did not stand a chance. One man, who had tried to wake his wife, had been brutally slaughtered in front of his four-year-old son. I noticed that B avoided all topics remotely related to this place. To be on the safe side I took his gun, when I was left unattended for a moment.

The owl continues to follow us, pops up, sits on the back of chairs and rolls its head and glares. I miss it as soon as it is gone and is worried by its blinking stares when it is there. The owl is perfectly constructed. I am impressed by its microscopic mechanism of cogwheels and hydraulics, can hardly believe that a human can construct something that fantastic out of thin cables and fibre optics. At first I honestly thought R F was rather foolish, using an agent that is never disguised. Then I understood the aim. R F wanted me to know that R F knows and that R F sees everything I do.

---

My problems are no longer my personal problems. They have crumbled into a thousand grains of sand. Laws, assimilation, not a single thought left. Who is formulating my thoughts? Not me anyway. I have lost my core. I am made of parts from different systems; the periodical, the microcosmic, the universal. I am made of all the material that can be found in the universe: stone and sand, darkness, magnetism, gravity, heat and extreme cold. Ice and white-hot magma. Pulled cables and secret tunnels. 

---

It seems the power has shifted. The pact is dissolved. It is no longer possible to be here. I must create another place, there is no other solution. I am no longer authorized to stay in this territory. 

It is time to stand up

let up

leave

dissolve

This body is beginning to inconvenience me

feels limited

a vain paranoid war machinery has clasped this small pellet

it pains me

soon it will explode

and be dissolved into thousands of millions of particles

finally

the biggest riddle

think we’ll finish here

Adios amigos


