
Through the nostrils of a swan 

I 1996 blev fire skibsmalere fra det hedengange Lindø Skibsværft på Fyn, opdaget i ikke at have været på 
arbejde de sidste 4 år.


I stedet havde de stemplet ind om morgenen og ellers passet sig selv og hinandens selskab i et hemmeligt 
skur, i skyggerne af verdens største containerskibe.


At løgnehistorier, hverdagsmytologier og glemsel har været en del af deres hverdag, har jeg ikke svært ved 
at forestille mig.


Jeg forestiller mig dem der, i rundkreds blandt tomme og fulde beholdere af diverse, plakater og farvede 
lamper.

Som fordrukne norner har de fortalt om de ting der ikke blev malet, og om landskaber langt fra min og deres 
egen hjemstavn, af vitalistiske og ideelle kroppe malet i vandkanten, stolte fugle som objekter at male, i det 
der engang hed naturen.


Mine billeder er samspilsramte figurer, der klippes ind fra hukommelse, dårlige fotos og titler jeg synes lød 
godt, men aldrig fandt et billede at være i. 


Nogle er abstraktioner hentet fra et minde, nogle er figurer eller miljøer der opstår netop i en abstraktion og 
inviteres modvilligt ind i billedplanet, for at introduceres til en verden der måske er for dem.


________________________________________________________________________________________________


In 1996, four ship painters from the now-defunct Lindø Shipyard on the island of Funen were discovered to 
have not shown up for work for the past four years.


Instead, they had clocked in each morning and spent their days in each other’s company, hiding out in a 
secret shed in the shadows of the world’s largest container ships.


I have no trouble imagining that tall tales, everyday mythologies, and forgetfulness were a regular part of 
their lives.


I picture them there, sitting in a circle among empty and full containers of this and that, posters, and colored 
lights.

Like drunken Norns, they spoke of the things left unpainted, and of landscapes far from my own and their 
own homeland—of vitalisitc and ideal bodies painted by the shores, of proud birds as painting subjects, in 
what was once called nature.


My images are figures maladjusted, cut out from memory, poor photographs, and titles I thought sounded 
good but never found a picture to belong to.


Some are abstractions drawn from memory; some are figures or environments that emerge precisely within 
an abstraction and are reluctantly invited into the picture plane, to be introduced to a world that may—or 
may not—be meant for them.
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