For all the bossladies.

I

am sixteen and a half. I had yet never laid my eyes on anyone
with the intention of seeking the attention someone seeks from a
lover. I am still a child, and I am happy with my brothers, sisters,
mother and father.
Look at me... I had thick black hair falling over my back and golden
brown skin. I didn‘t know I was beautiful, but I was beautiful and I
lived as I learned. I look back at my unspoiled face, a picture I kept
preserved in my memory which later became blackened from
sorrow and grief, and I would morn because soft features where
traded against deep, worried lines.
I was born under undramatic circumstances. I was the first child
out of the nine children my mother would give birth to and they
said I was a blessing even if I was born as a girl. Me and seven of
my brothers and sisters would survive our childhood, and one
would be taken away from us. The day my brother died, my mother
was ruined. But she could heal. She was a strong woman with
incredible survival instincts and a great love for her
children. My parents named me Liwayway which means “the
dawn”, and they used to call me “the dawn for the poor”. My mother
would tell me the smell of the pale yellow and green flower ylang
ylang was so strong when I was born, that she would forever think
of me, her first born, when she smelled that smell and she would be
so happy.
My dad was a serious man. He wrinkled his forehead when he saw
his daughter for the first time, but when he held my tiny hand his
face softened. He kept his forehead wrinkled to all his children
whenever they where watching the rest of his life, but when we
looked away his face would soften like that first time when he saw
me. He was a man believing in firm love, and that a father had to be
an alpha. But when I in the future claimed my freedom, he granted
me my wish and unknowingly he sent me into my own tragic faith.
There was a local boy. He had the same brown skin as I did, his hair
had the same raven black color as mine, and he was used to the
same customs as I was. We where both modest and shy, exploring
love in the most naive and gentle way. I had no idea how it was to
love a boy since I had no one teaching me about that kind of love.
No magazines, no television, no books. Information was
something rare and unavailable in the distance isolated part of the
world where we came from and we had to learn about love from
each other.

I couldn‘t ask my parents because they wouldn‘t tell me because
they thought I was to young. I also couldnt ask my siblings or my
friends because no one had yet experienced it. Me and this boy
where completely alone in shaping our first definition of love and it
was more a tingeling feeling of excitement than an overwhelming
sensation. We never did anything else than kiss. Maybe because our
lack of life experience was to great and our shyness to big.
I had survived my first encounter with love without
getting any scrubs. My world grew a bit bigger every day now. I
started looking further into the world than I had done before and
left my home to go see my country. I was traveling by boat with the
girls in my dance troop that I was part of that time. We
where performing traditional dances across the islands and we
got to see many sights we had only dreamt of before. We where
sleeping on deck with other people that where strangers, and the
boat trip would last for 22 hours. There was an infantry of marines
on the ferry along with us and I had been observing them from a
distance. I was curious and drawn to them, but much to shy to ever
approach them. There was one of them that stood out from the
rest. He was beautiful and I couldn‘t stop looking at him. He must
have noticed because he was looking back at me and every time he
caught me starring at him, he smiled. I quickly lowered my eyes
and if I could blush I would have been as red as santas cheeks.
I was a silly girl and he was a man that had fought in a war. I
couldn‘t help myself from hiding from his looks because I did not
know what to do. I wanted to stare at him in peace, but I didn‘t
want him to stare back. But he did, and he approached me and I
kept on thinking that I didn‘t want him to come any closer because
then I would have to run away and make a fool out of myself. I had
to muster up a lot of willpower to stay where I was. Standing there
wearing my heart on the outside of my body, uncovered for
strangers to steal, everything my parents had warned me about was
as washed away. I was hypnotized by excitement and I felt sick
because I was nervous. I had a feeling of fear mixed with delight in
my gut.
He said:

Hello

what‘s your name?

Way. My name is liwayway

We engaged in some sort of conversation where words scrappy fell out of my
mouth. Maybe he understood, maybe he didn‘t, but at least he stayed there
trying to talk to me. When the boat was about to dock and our ways was going
to part he asked if he could see me again. Suddenly I remembered my parents
instructions, that I am not to socialize with any soldiers from any other
country no matter where they come from. So I politely declined with respect to
my parents but against my own will. I felt as a no good shed skin that got stuck
on a branch and was now dangeling in a subtle stream of sultry air no one
wanted to breath. He leaned down to me, gazed at me with a sly smile, and told
me I already told him where I am going to perform so any day now he would
drop by.
He kissed me for the first time under a ylang ylang tree and for the second time
that flower colored an important event in my life. From that day it would also, as
for my mother, remind me of a point of no return in my life. The smell that filled
my nose while I grabbed his hair, would be a trigger of excitement for a lifetime.
It grew serious, and one day he asked me to marry him. I had no idea what I was
getting myself in to. I was terriffied and I felt like I was letting everyone I love
down by falling for a soldier. Soldiers was concidered to be colonizers and it
didn‘t matter if they where there against their will or not. There was zero
tolerance for their presence.
As a child I saw giant turtles being slaughtered. It‘s the saddest thing I have
witnessed in my whole life because those glorious animals would shed tears
upon their death. I used to tell my children the story about the crying dying
turtles when they where small, and then my children would cry too. When I
looked at my lover, delivering him my rejection, he looked like one of the dying
turtles, and after my second encounter with love, I wasn‘t either left without
scrubs. I was bruised and my bones where broken. He was sent back and I
thought I would never see him again.
I kept on dancing and filled my days with distractions. I would like to say that I
didn‘t wait for him to come back but I did. I waited in agony for seconds,
minutes, hours, days, weeks, months! One night when I was sleeping soundly I
was having a dream. It started of beautiful, but then something dark entered. It
came with a rattling, trailing sound and I saw a shadow moving in zig zag
towards me. My parents always used to tell me not to be scared of bad dreams
because they where just dreams. But somehow I was floating between two worlds
and I felt the notion of something traumatic emerging. I heard an hissing sound
a little bit too close to my sleeping body and all of the sudden I felt a great weight
fall down on my body and I woke up. A huge snake had landed on me and I
screamed like I had never screamed before straight out into the darkness that I
also feared. It was maybe the worst schock I have ever gotten and the weight of
the snake was heavy even if the snake was long gone. I couldn‘t go back to sleep.
Not that night and not many nights that followed. The snake had marked its
presence, but I was asking myself, what did it mean?

After the snake had landed on me I felt like the most
unlucky girl in the world. I was scared and felt
singled out. The great snake had landed on me and not
on someone else. It must be a bad sign. I waited every
day, and I waited for death. But it never came...
Someone else did though and I could not have been
caught more of guard.
He came back! My loved one came back to me. But
why? It felt surreal and he walked up to me and
hugged me and whispered something in my ear.
I leaned my chin on his shoulder and let his arms
embrace me without hugging him back. I felt a tear
roll down my chin and then I hugged him back harder
than I ever hugged anyone before and I told him
-I surrender.

The day I left my home to go seek out a new one, my dad wrinkled
his forehead when he said goodbye. I would miss to count the
folds in his skin. He gave me a final device and told me that faith
has many things in store for the patient one. I hugged my dad and
kissed his wrinkles goodbye.
When I arrived to the new country I picked what looked like
beautiful flowers to me. Allthough, I was quickly told that they
where weeds and they where not to be put in vases on display in
your home. I later learned that the name of the flower was
dandylion. I loved that name, and that yellow happy little flower,
why would you not put them in your home? Adjusting was not
only learning the etiquett of flowers. It was eating new food, l
earning to grasp new codes, wearing different clothes, changing
my hair according to whatever style was popular then. It was
overwhelming and I felt as if I was drowning. Finally, soon I was
about to be distracted. I got pregnant and there was no time to
think about hair and other silly things.
Being pregnant first felt very strange. I had life growing in my
stomach and I couldn‘t help imagining that I was in a science
fiction movie and my body was a field for growing a crop rather
than a human baby. I didn‘t want to think about my child as a crop
but I couldn‘t help myself. It was strange to never be alone and to
have your body rebel against you in all possible ways. It was a time
filled with surprises and of feeling helpless. I could no longer trust
my body to do what I told it to do and I felt the best way to tackle
the situation was to expect the unexpected. When I could finally
relax and stop thinking about my baby as an alien crop I settled
down in my pregnancy and started to get used to the idea what
was actually about to happen.
The day my daughter was going to be born I remember that my
mother once told me “Always wear lipstick to the battle”, so I did.
Mullberry is my color and I wanted to great my daughter with a
smile she would always remember. So there I was waiting for her,
smiling with mullberry colored lips painted to celebrate her birth.
My firstborn had a full moon face and a head full of dark hair. Her
face wrinkled when she cried and I saw my dads face. -Hi Ta-tay,
I said out loud. I miss you. Her face softened and my little peanut
stopped looking like an old man.

My baby was growing and I was watching with great
curiosity. First she could only suck, scream and cry but
then at some point her reflexes
responded to stimulation and they turned into controlled
movements. I remember myself
thinking, “child you will be a prodigy”. She was small and
didn‘t look much for the world, but a small pot boils easily
and I knew my daughter would not be simmering, she
would boil and be ardent. Maybe she would even catch fire.
I had another daughter. If my first one was fire, my second
one was water. She was simmering for now and I suspected
she would be a late bloomer that would wear out her way
with patience and
stubberness. In calm waters you somehow never feel safe,
especially not if you had a huge snake
falling down on you while you where sleeping. Then you
are always on guard and I was waiting for my daughter to
crack a solid mountain wall open with insistent drops.

My children was almost grown up and about to
pursue their own dreams, when the
unimaginable happened - my loved one
disappeared under unknown circumstances.
One day he was there, next day he was gone
without a trace. I don‘t know if he left, or if
someone took him. All I know is that he was
not there anymore.
My world fell apart and I started seeing demons
everywhere. In my house, in my car, wherever I
was going they where there. It was uncanny and
I thought I had lost my mind. I started
contemplating why this was happening to me
and I couldn‘t find an answer.
Being good is sometimes not an affirmation of
happiness. But what is sure is that as the
butchers knife fall on the turtles neck, they
will weep, and when the stories will be told,
the children will weep, and when I think about
what I lost, I will weep.
I wish for a dawn in my life. A new beginning
with a different end, where nor the turtles, my
children or I will have to weep.

I

t‘s midummer night in the land of
thousand
stones, and Näcken is playing his
violin trying to seduce the women passing by
I shut my mouth,
I jump over
seven fences,
I pick seven flowers and I put them
under my pillow
Im closing my eyes now. I‘ll see you in my dreams

When I was a child my world consisted of three
corners in a triangle. Reaching from my house,
to the outdoor pool, to my grandparents house,
and everything inside the triangle I knew by
heart. On the way to the outdoor pool you had
to pass a patch with pine trees that always
smelled deliciously in the summer. Below
the pines where an idyllic meadow where the
grasshoppers where singing loud, and the heat
was rising from the ground distorting the view
of the world in a wavy pattern. There the Birds
foot trefoil where growing and as kids we kept
on calling the lower petal the flowers scrotum
and then we would laugh. We would lie on our
backs for hours and eat the flowers of the Birds
foot distant relative, bitter vetch, and in general
be cool with life.
Recently something happened that made me
really sad. I saw Birds foot growing on the
ground, and instead of seeing balls in the
flower, I saw faded women. I couldn‘t help but
wonder, Did I loose my youth? Am I to worry
about necklines?
I sure hope I will see genitals in flowers again.

I used to think people was full of contrasts but I feel like a
monochrome, waterproof surface. If you would pour water on
me you wouldn‘t be able to tell the difference. It wouldn‘t leave
a stain, it wouldn‘t leave a puddle, it would leave nothing.
Normally I would wonder things like what would grandmother
do if se saw me doing drugs? I would have a feeling of paranoia
I couldn‘t shake and random thoughts would keep on haunting
me. The next moment I would get a rampaging craving for red
bell pepper that I have been hating my whole life, but that I felt
I needed to eat or I would die on the spot. Just like that. But
now it was quiet in my head and it felt peaceful. No imminent
threat about death by lack of a certain vegetable. I could listen
to the silence and hear nothing, and when I had tried to
imagine the sound of silence before, it had always sounded
differently. It had sounded more chaotic.
What happened to me? Did I actually die because of the bell
pepper? Why is my heart beating if I am dead? I can feel it
pulsate like a sonar or an alien womb.
I opened my eyes that I didn‘t know had been closed. I couldn‘t
figure out where I was straight away, but then I realized I was
at home on the floor next to my bed and I was hungover like a
mother fucker and I was drooling on the carpet. I wasn‘t dead,
and slowly a high pitched frequency emerged from the inside
of my head as my brain re-booted. The noise came slowly but
surely and I realized the quietness had only been a dream. My
mind was intact and all fucked up thoughts I had never known
where they came from was back. I wonder how Wesley Snipes
and Grace Jones children would look like? I bet they would be
awesome. Blade vs. Zula , that‘s what‘s up.
I managed to get up on all four and was hanging with my head
over that pathetic puddle of slime that had
leaked out of me over the night. I Observed the
pattern of the carpet and saw a couple fucking doggy style.
Strange I had never seen that before. With a
bittersweet feeling I stood up on my two feet human style and
walked in to the bathroom where I said
goodbye to the monochrome surface and took a
shower and got wet and left puddles.

If it‘s wrong, than I don‘t want it to
be right. If you would promise me
anything I wanted in exchange for a
dance,
I might ask you for someones head on a
plate. My perfume might seem alluring
and my being demure, but actually this
bared shoulder is not a shoulder for
you to cry on.
Order me my favourite drink,
champagne spiked with
vodka, and I will drink it because it
tastes nice. Afterwards I might
leave you there sitting on your
barstool looking like a baby who got
their candy taken away from them. But
I won‘t shed a tear for the
spoiled baby today or any other
day that week.

Late night texts written with sausage fingers.
“CaN I come ovr?”
Im staring at the sheets on the bed and they look
dirty when the early morning sun shines on them.
I can see crumbs from last nights crisps hiding in
the folds, waiting for diligent hands to sweep them
away. Sweep them off the edge of the bed and they
would fall in what seems like an
eternity in a crisps mind. Then they would land on
the floor and either get vacuumed up, or they would
be stepped upon and get crushed into dust under
the monumental weight of a girl with a
conflicted mind.
I look at myself in the mirror and I almost look as
dirty on the outside as I feel on the inside. All I had
to do was to type two letters, but
before I knew it my fingers was adding the third
letter, as if they where on autopilot. So I took of my
mental panties that I put on my head for the day,
and I lay down and prepared to get my head fucked
by a mind rapist.

I was on the train today and I saw this
beautiful girl sitting a couple of rows in front of
me. She had a shaved head, brown skin sprinkled
with freckles, and dramatic bone structure. She
was wearing a perfectly coordinated outfit, that
was covering her body from toe to neck, where it
was sealed with a white collar. Even though she
didn‘t show much skin her femininity was
emphasized and she looked very pretty.
I was observing her from where I was sitting and
a storm of emotions suddenly fell over me. First
I got blinded by her beauty, then I started to get
jealous, and unavoidably I finally reached the
state of self awareness. I took out my cell from my
backpack and put the camera in reverse mode.
I examined my face as so many times before, and
came to the same conclusion as always. I started
making a list in my head what I would change
with my body if I could. I limited myself to 10
changes and I ranked them in descending order,
which was most important. I tried to imagine
how I would look if all these changes magically
happened, and I saw someone else in front of me.
Unhappy with me getting greedy, I took some of
the changes of the list and limited myself to 5. I
imagined the slightly less pimped version of
myself again and in my head it was me but a
different me. I felt the reduction of changes was
a good compromise, and I looked over in the
beautiful girls direction again, and thought -Yeah
you watch out... If my pimped me was here you
wouldn‘t be that cocky.
Then I imagined myself hitting me
repeatedly really fucking hard in the face for
being a jealous jerk, and I got of the train 3
stations before my stop as a punishment.

First I thought he was hot in that way that makes
you want to forget about geometry forever and just
draw lines without a goal. Until I realized he was the
ultimate creep that made me run in circles.
When he was watching me from the other side of
the room I could feel the discomfort running down
my spine, taking the route over my ass, down to my
crotch, and I had to cross my legs to get rid of the
unpleasant feeling his looks where triggering. I could
smell the psychotic vibes and they smelled like bad
eggs.
I am not a little girl you can fuck over anymore, so
I answered his questions, and put on an armour
prepared to shoot him down. He was not a rookie
and he knew how to play the game and he started to
dismantle my protection. My conscience was the
target and his words where the missiles. If I hadn‘t
met endless rows of boys just like him before, he
would have hit me in a second.
I played along to make him think he was winning.
His smirk showed that he thought he had me eating
from his palm, but actually I was preparing to serve
him a poisoned apple that would make him choke.
I kept on smiling like Miss Universe to this strangers
face, as the irritation kept on building up inside of
me, and when I couldn‘t stand another second I let
him down easily with a shot straight into the brain,
he didn‘t need to suffer. I was having a good day.

I open my eyes, and I try to
remember my future spouse from my
dreams. I can only remember
fragments and there was a lot of
women with different thoughts and
voices.
Refreshingly enough, it doesn‘t feel so
urgent anymore to know about my
future love interest. I dreamt about
something else that hit another note
in me and I like the sound of it so I
pick up my pillow and take the
flowers and put them in a vase
instead so people can admire them. It
doesn‘t matter if they are flat and a bit
broken.

I

look upon the walls in my bedroom that I
covered with pictures of pretty boys. I don‘t know
who they are or where they come from, but I feel
strangely attracted to them.
I could never tell if I am in love or if I just like a
person. From everyone that I have ever met I have
never loved anyone. Maybe I had a crush
sometime but the closest feeling I have come to
love is when my friend , when we where still kids,
gave me a poster with this gorgeous boy pictured.
He was an absolute dreamboat.
Because of him I stopped eating and I didn‘t sleep
for days. I was very unhappy. I thought about this
boy with a frantic hunger that was consuming me
from the inside. It took me almost a year before I
stopped thinking about him all the time, but I still
knew I loved him.
Time passed and the poster was hanging on my
wall like an idol waiting to be worshiped with unconditional love. Eventually I started adding other
pictures because I somehow very innocently imagined him being alone and I found it unfair. But
as I got older my interest for boys grew, and soon
my eye started to wander as did my imagination.
Every picture on the wall made me feel a desire I
couldn‘t explain. I started buying a lot more magazines and in every magazine I bought there was
a new cute boy looking up at me from the page I
was holding between my fingers. I couldn‘t resist
ripping the pages out and carefully find a spot on
the wall to place them. I felt seen. Like a Botticelli
babe, forever remembered and admired by
everyone. My room was a stage and all eyes where
on me.

Poster boy NO.1

Even if my walls where full of potential lovers,
there was a hole in my heart. Not knowing if I
have the ability to love someone real was scaring
me. Maybe I would be the person below the crazy
cat lady in the hierarchy of tragic people. I would
be the freak manically ripping pictures out of
magazines, fantasizing about boys with pretty
faces that never age. If I would get tired of
someone I could just take them in my hand and
crumple them into a small ball and toss them
away. That is all that would be left of me. A power
abusing spinster that can not go out in the open
because she is scared of people that appears to be
three-dimensional. Was this my curse?

Poster boy NO.13

Poster boy NO.17
Poster boy NO.7

One day I was flicking through a new magazine as a full page picture
caught my eye. It was a poster of yet another boy, but this boy was
something else. I grasped for air as the air all of the sudden appeared
to be as thick as tar. I felt light headed and I felt my face flush. He was
remarkable! All the poster boys I had loved, or thought I had loved
through out the years, seemed insignificant.
It‘s hard to explain how you can be in a relationship with someone that
is not real. Someone who is stuck to a paper which you can stroke with
your fingers but you can never feel the softness of their skin, and they
will never touch you back. It‘s a depressing feeling, but if you love
someone, you don‘t care if they are made out of flesh,
paper or concrete.

I had never revealed my secret to anyone
because I knew people wouldn‘t accept my
unconventional view upon love. I remember
when this documentary about people falling in
love with objects was aired on TV, and the day
after everyone was discussing the woman who
fell in love with a piece of the Berlin Wall.
Everyone was laughing at her madness and I
was laughing too just to disguise my own
shame.
We spent a long time together and time left its
mark on my paper thin boyfriend. I carried him
with me most of the time and sometime he was
as heavy as lead and sometime he was light as a
feather. He spoke to me even if he was quiet and
I loved him more and more for every day.
I had gotten uneasy with leaving my home,
and every time I did I felt stressed and hurried
back as soon as I could. Very seldom I had my
friends coming over and I more or less handled
all my friendships over the internet. At first no
one seemed to notice that I isolated myself, but
after a while people started to worry.
One night a friend of mine unexpectedly
showed up on my doorstep telling me to grab
my jacket and to come out with her. I hesitated,
but after feeling guilty and as if I was a bad
friend, I came with her. Unwillingly and most
to fulfill something that felt like a duty
In my absent-mindedness I forgot my
boyfriend, and half way there I remembered
him and I got a uncanny feeling.
As we slowly approached my house at the end
of the evening I had a premonition that
instantly blew away my good mood. I could see
thin smoke pillars rising in the far and the bad
feeling grew stronger. As we where closing in
the smoke was intruding everywhere.
To my horror I discovered that my house
looked like an extinct torch and there was big
holes gaping in the facade. I jumped out of the
car before it stopped entirely and I let out a
terrible roar. My house had burned down, and
everything and everyone inside it was gone.
The thought hit me like a punch in the stomach:
The one I loved had burned up.

I was beside myself with grief. I was an insect
who‘s feelers was drooping and I couldn‘t
perceive his presence anymore.
The agony and the confusion was
prodigious.
In the aftermath of the sorrow I was
pondering about my situation. My friends
understood that I was sad because I had lost
my home and all my things with a
sentimental value. But the signs of grief I was
showing was unwarranted and
misplaced. It was not normal to grief a house
or material things in this way.
I started to shield myself from my friends
because I couldn‘t stand the questions
anymore and I moved to a new house. There
I started to spiral in a nameless madness and
every day the funnel got thinner.
I was asking myself where does burnt paper
go? I knew that in a fire paper gets lighter
when it looses its mass. Oxygen reacts with
carbon and hydrogen turning some of the
paper into carbon dioxide and water vapor
which waft away with carbon particulates in
smoke. All that remains is a little ash, that
can‘t resist even the slightest blow. My
boyfriend have been scattered all over the
place and I have absolutely no idea what to
do with myself.

I

want a little house on the beach so I can see
the ocean foam and fizz,
and watch all the humans pretending they are fish
I want to make their faces redden, by
saying something nice, and I want to make their
faces leak, by saying something cruel
I wonder if they are in to me? Just as I am in to you
If their xenophobia is as great as said, maybe I‘ll do
better staying away
instead?
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