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A loved one revisited

To me the world has often come across as a vast place inhabited by personal acts of will, by necessity nothing good comes without forcing the hand of chance. And if youre lucky, small glimpses of watermind will appear, this floating oceanic feeling and unfolding of events – some might call it luck, others fate – that takes you for a ride, sometimes to the places you know the best but never thought you would visit again, sometimes to the otherside. This lightness of beeing in a person is a rare thing. When the harmony of will, feeling and intellect comes into play within a heart – when chaos is at the gates, and gets an invitation to dance from a grinning face. And I ask myself, while writing, for who else that I know has the epic tale of the hero, self deception and the true human contact managed to share a home under one body?

Just as the last nomadic birds of a summer lost he left while I counted the dark and long winter nights of sleep and destruction. The flaps of wings returning as song in delirium drawing up the borders of the world during the early spring; as unexpected encounters on the day i remember myself as rings in the trunk of the oak and extatic shouts of pleasure in the newly chosen halls of drunken laughter. The tales told with the intuitive sense for when fiction is needed to not make life loose it’s tension.

Through this web of human situations, through new gestures of affection and conversations in the unending nights of the north in bloom, this personal language of the heart is beeing destilled; to the ones whos has been found, the ones lost, to tomorrows already forgotten and all our yesterdays hidden deeply in the labyrinths of pasts silence. Because all of a sudden, one morning when the sun lights your eyes, the slippery unfolding of events has taken you back to where you once started, back to the same street, in the town of your childhood.

Jonathan Carstensen Heinius

*

I left work in the town of my childhood.

She said

– You ran

I got a new one, I came and I saw

and I convinced the conquerors.

I said

– I left

Been leaving numerous times ever since.

The new say

– You arrived

*

 

*

The un-writable, girl,

It´s you, with me, through us.

Because of us, for me, still you.

I guess you have someone to write about you

But what will they write?

Will it be good?

Because that´s how I remember you,

That´s how I know you.

But I could never write you.

You are to me un-writable.

*

 

*

We roamed down the roads to Gothenburgh

With nothing except us in mind

A weekend, a journey only to us

And as I bumped the bridge into Copenhagen,

md just flew free and house was in front of me

House, stories of white, what a sensation

We smiled, drank, bumped and danced

And like painters of the night

we indulged in the moment

being drugged

A frenzy of MadDancingManlyAsians holds me

A hug never to be forgotten

Scream, shouts and familiar laughs tells the car

Stars

that we are okeyo, and shall never be forgotten.

But the morning after without

Yayo

Laughing was hard

and the rest the same

We all got lost in a daze of haze

Too good I had to say

I laid my head in one of those

Weird

ways.

To look upon your freakish face

get the feeling of being in a loving maze.

*
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