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When the moon is at its rest
When the moon is at its rest
Each morning is a new clean page that
carries the ultimate potential. I am
ready to meet everything again for the
first time. I am ready for potential admiration. Nuchette gives me a chance
to prolong the magic of the morning.
It enables me to dwell in this magic
moment, for twice as long. “Nuchette”
is a phenomenon, which takes place
in the Alps of France during ten days
in December. Nuchette means that the
sun rises two times in one day, and
happens because the sun is so low at
that time of the year. It rises. It is up
and shining for two to three hours,
then moves behind the mountain and
comes out again one or two hours later.
Mornings are my favorite time of the
day.
During Nuchette last year, I created
some small paintings. They are quite
primitive looking, made with natural
materials. I painted them with tempera
from old eggs mixed with ash, coal,
curry and the last drops of red wine. I
finished by framing them with willow
branches that I found by the river. They
are a tribute to the sun and the mountains. It is a celebration of the new
year to come: 2017. A slow ceremony
of turning the page, and entering the
new year with consideration. The very
act of painting is allowing me to go
deeper in the dwell. Something happens. I feel like I am mentally getting
closer and closer. It is almost physical.
As if I have awoken to another reality
that seems clearer. Returning from the
Alps I carried this aesthetic experience

with me. Strangely, I remembered it not
only in my mind, but also in my skin.
The skin of my forearm can still feel the
happiness of the tender vibrations as the
sun rises for the second time. My memory of Nuchette has removed itself from
recognizable shapes and forms of the
land, to bright colors, in simple combinations. As if it has traveled through my
senses, and entered my mind where it is
now preserved and stored like nutrients.
I pick up a turmeric root in the supermarket and decide that it is probably the
strongest natural pigment In Iceland
during winter. I bring it to the studio,
and begin to dye cloths and yarn of wool.
I am struck by the color and its seemingly aggressive appearance. It throws
me three meters back on the floor. I
skim my eyes, and look away. When I
first rinse the cloths from the dye bath, I
notice that more orange marks starts to
appear, where the water meets the fabric.
I switch to cold water, and the staining
stops. I put some lemon juice into the
water, and the dye turns lemon yellow.
For some days I let it rest without
interference. Slowly I come to understand that the cloth is now loaded with
the energy from the root, and that this
energy was given to it from the sun.
I have indeed missed the sun. It´s disappearance has made my eyes sensitive to
light. The sun is now in my cloths. The
cloth now holds an eternal Nuchette.
After a few months the cloth begins to
fade. Even white spots start to appear.
I still don’t know if the color will disappear completely one day. I put it in my
bedroom and knit my self a sweater. I
remember the tickling potentiality of the
morning sun.

