
		
			
				Now there are good advice plants

			

		

		
			
				By me

			

		

	
		
			
				 

				We lived in another world. A world where we had become light beings. Because we had pretended to be light beings for millennia until it finally happened that we became them. Almost eternal manifestations. Semi-finished replicas but in constant formation.

				 

				First, we had mapped the entire world on a 1: 1 scale as we knew it. We could constantly throw her over and back. Throw us into it. Sent message. First we made the earth. We could be everywhere almost instantly. The feeling was unbearable and we almost felt lonely right away. We had to get out. Beyond the limits of what we knew. We sent out invitations to the whole world where we thought we would be accepted. They built a temple to receive us. Generation after generation waited for us to reach the speed of light to convey the message to them. Let them know they are not alone. Like us. We were not alone. We all were. But we could interpret it again.

				 

				The message is interpreted forever until we return to it. The only thing left of the message was us. Our rays transformed into memories of what could be received. Almost whole but half-baked by the whole spectacular. Nothing was untouched by our light. The energy of all the above-stated a couple. So they knew where to go.

				 

				Others had been playing games to shoot their semen at nearby rocks. In the hope that replicas would grow out of the mud. But over time, they became little more than a disappointment. Almost a betrayal of what had created them. Nothing wanted to have anything with its origins but only its new primitive goal of shooting its sperm on rocks. Rock creatures and light creatures. We were related but still so different. We did not understand each other the way we did. Our ultimate goal is always the same. To disappear into eternity with little or no trace of having ever been.

				 

				The city lights like the amoeba. Trying to swallow up the mother is widespread. But the mother light has long since gone out into the filling and into the word itself.

			

		

	
		
			
				 

				This was our destiny.

				Now there was a song. How could we express that ?   In a new reality.

				 

				 

				Ina as she was called. Because Gambrína Rakmöðrudóttir was mouth-watering for most people. Not least for students r her exploited this annkáralega name like most other things in her times to ridicule both in front of and behind it. But also from the sides. Especially from the gates where since she had started working, the doors to the school had been rather small. Over time, they even seemed to have diminished. This meant that in order to enter the classroom, Ína had to enter by walking to the side. Most of the time she tried to pretend she was looking for something in order to make it look small. But as unremarkable as students may seem at times, this never went unnoticed.

				 

				Her friend Flétta had been a good friend of hers for some time. She had never wanted to aim at any kind of teaching and although most of the methods used st was the day both outdated and useless ar . She herself had learned most from looking at things herself. Get guidance on projects from other scholars and to immerse yourself in other research and articles. This took up most of her time and was both her pride and shame. First and foremost, because she had never intended to go so deep into scholarship in the beginning.  Scholarship had simply attracted her . She had always wanted to be an artist. She had a unique eye for detail on the whole and had received a lot of encouragement to begin with. But then there were perhaps other artists who led her off that path because it seemed that no one could become a perfect artist without a high level of alcoholism and a good handful of arrogance to wash it down . 

				 

				Flétta had offered Inna, completely unrelated, to attend a conference on male voices in a distant land. This invitation came unexpectedly but included certain requirements to have something 

			

		

	
		
			
				to show and to be able to anticipate in the meantime. Flétta had studied nature’s structures for a long time and was well acquainted with how nature itself wandered and wandered around the landscape in its efforts to tie everything together , giving it warmth and a new look. Not unlike what major producers and other forced naked spinning women had undertaken over the years. 

				 

				Ina, on the other hand, had been in full swing for a long time. Or maybe it would be more accurate to say half power. She had some intentions in teaching but it had not been giving her what she had received since she first started. M e y r was more she started to draw attention to improvise and color. She gathered the covers a period up to scale reels and her life was filled by countless loose the end of all natural colors . Some of them could be named, but some of them were sitting and did not have proper names. But the language was just made that way.   

				 

				She had tried to teach the kids at school as many colors as possible. It had been around and over 800 colors when school administrators began to receive loud complaints on the table from students and parents who felt it had become more than a lot of good . The living room was all útlögð plaggötum filled with color samples and nuances words a per tone basis. Many students would rather just talk about waves and the frequency of the context in which the game was into giving every single transfer of a Lada vision at a speed of their own words be like to remember the names of all the planets in the universe. 

				 

				This forced colorless solvent made Inu no good. She removed all color from the room descriptions and photos of irrationality gray lines with a dry formulas took over off-white wall ina .  They played at the asphalt playground and the winter rains that Ína stared at while the kids solved the problems. 

				 

				Freer reflections without being tied to the story of a blue cloud. Dark 

			

		

	
		
			
				blue clouds over the open ocean. Under a blue sky over a sunny cloud cover. Wake me to sleep until you let us through. The air is thicker when you pull it in. Lighter atmospheres you dive into. Curls them up and bites into the warmth. The air comes and goes through draws and chooses no sleep. Energy-intensive transformations of our state of consequences.

				 

				Ina had once worn glasses that automatically turned into sunglasses when the sun shone on them. One day when she was waving them out the window to show the kids how they worked, she had lost them. She had asked the two most conscientious students to go and get them, but unknowingly they were no more conscientious than to throw them even further and pretend not to have seen them .

				 

				------

				 

				Braid sat and looked out the window at a tree with berries that could not be eaten. She h Ugas with how s umiru would never look up at any plants unless it can be exploited them in any way. Braid knew that all plants were usable and although it may not always be for people . On her desk were almost endless piles of papers and essays both by herself and others and by her more prominent predecessors. Th eir who had shaped and formed her job at what it was now. And no matter what she tried. That was what it was.  

				 

				Braid looked at another and smaller pile in the corner of a chair and a dusty lamp. These were old male papers that she had collected from time to time when she thought it was a good idea. They were a wall in her mind . These few papers, which she had never given herself a chance to fully look at. Ina would come and pick her up afterwards.  Maybe it was time. To sit down.  To take the time to look through these papers. She walked to the chair. Turned on the dusty lamp. Sneezed slightly. And grabbed one of the papers. “The national costume rethought” was stated in the article.

				 

				She had hardly ever thought about traditional costume or origin of his . Let alone form an opinion on how best to rethink 

			

		

	
		
			
				those ideas . Braiding had never been anything special patriotic. She was what she was, wandering around a lot and being shaped by being in many places. The national costume for her indicated a kind of determination. 

				 

				Maybe that was the way to rethink the costume . Release the reins , give it a new color and new life. Something that united more than just what was .  D to the can would be or become.

				 

				Beep Beep

				 

				Ina had come to fetch Flétta. They go on the trip together . They had not met for some time or since they were little. They had grown up in the same neighborhood, but moved away a little as time went on. However , they always enjoyed it when they met.  But neither of them properly knew how this would go now that they would be so close together.

				 

				Ina was sitting in her little car. The kids called it a canned meatball. She was perhaps not dissimilar to that in her brown-folded dress with the glasses tightly fastened around her neck so that they would not fly while driving. 

				 

				Ina stared at the trees in the garden. She had not seen these trees before. I think it would be possible to eat berries from them. They seemed to be edible. But Ina was no expert when it came to berries on bushes. She knew more about the colors and what they were called . Do you think they are edible? She was going to ask Flétta about it when she got out of the car.

				 

				 

				One day when the moss n will gain dominance .

				The moss becomes the size of a jungle and makes the flowers ridiculous.

				These are going to be dark times. All isolated and forced to infect the rot.

				Or to join the moss and serve it.

				God help us all

			

		

	
		
			
				 

				Flétta and Ína Rolled along the highway towards the airport which took them into this more than their strange adventure. Who was this mysterious woman who had tricked them into this and what were her intentions? The only thing they knew for sure now was that they were sitting there together. Like a meatball and an asparagus stalk in a can on a parachute ride around the track in winter . Over the mossy landscape with the big factory towering up like a tower that knew everything about ; What they meant is r, h ford was the o g h condom they would accomplish this æfintýrum her.

				 

				Ina saw when the factory was starting and said hold your breath we are going to drive past. She drew in her breath and held her lips together as if to breathe in a little more. Braid breathed in the same breath as they drove past the long, long factory. Ina sometimes wondered what would happen if she got carbon dioxide poisoning and fainted as she drove past. Factory n was long but maybe not so long. And yet. Maybe Flétta was thinking the same thing. Or maybe she had other things on her mind as they drove by.

				 

				Braid was thinking one very funny jokes , but they were just arrived for middle factory na . She found him rather funny and she was a little worried about breaking up and losing in this game that Ina had thrown them into.  Sure , Ina would think she could not hold her breath if she started laughing.  It would not be because of that. But she could never prove it, only to do it all over again,  but they would not turn around . Just to prove something. She did not laugh.

				 

				“ What do you think we’re going to do there? “   Said INA. Létta found out that she probably had no idea what they were really going to do. Létta had completely suspected why she had been chosen and had come up with vague ideas about how she would present herself . But Ina had probably never done anything like this before and was sliding rather blindly into the sea .  “ Do not worry, “ said Ina. “It will no doubt just be a lot of fun. We’re just 

			

		

	
		
			
				two fools on the way out to some nonsense. Let’s just try to have fun and enjoy it in the meantime. “

				 

				INA looked over the landscape covered with felted of cloth m wherever she looked .  E f she would wade out of the road sykki it down it like clusters of rags which she had at home. Except for much larger s k al a . She saw herself for the the tröllskess u rising up from the sea resort Ndi bundle of these gadgets stolen property extensions in lúkurnar , scrub Ndi gray stones so they shine in the colors she knew to build on them. The country was exposed color adýrð missing just one person like area to pull them out.

				 

				“Yes I do not know” s Agdi INA, adding “She just asked me to come with my contacts tusk. Or everything I’ve been spinning. I svosum not do anything much more of it than the waders this together into small chunks that will be so that this fine u rag m which absorb almost everything near them. I even lost my cat once in a pile of them , but fortunately he managed to roll over and rock so that his nose finally protruded.  M set forth in some fearsome strange Sfinga stuck out in this “laughed INA relieve small staccato laugh their s em might toned well with dirrindí or korriró on who you would never ask.

				 

				Lichen looked at the landscape with completely different eyes. She saw a system. Complex systems of interaction that everyone dealt with and talked to in the over-organization of the chaos . It was possible to give it a name. It was possible to figure it out. It was possible to file it down to get it peer j Aryna and then administered to the internationally agreed in writing to be cited and watched as something that is worthwhile. The landscape was not for rags to wipe off the dust. The dust was not for us it was for something else. 

				 

				“Yes,” said Flétta, “at least I do not have any rags. But I may also have a different approach to the subject.  More about it how everything is built up and what it is that connects it together.  In every seam and every step . What features it offers in 

			

		

	
		
			
				conversation with the subject. As with your rags. They obviously have good water absorption and are well suited for that . But were the unfortunate from the database into something that should keep tr dry t , such as a hat or boat in the rain substrate. “

				 

				“Maybe because you can so easily seal the fabric you spin, you should consider making something more than just rags. Maybe some kind of clothes or dresses. ”Flétta suggested. “Wow, that’s a great idea!” Said Ina. “Or some kind of costume even. Maybe such a big and big disguise where no one can tell if the country itself has arrived in the area or if it has simply escaped and come to the area to enchant the people. ”She giggled again with this smirking laugh.

				 

				Flétta wondered if she had mentioned her idea of  the national costume or if Ína was heading there herself in her own way . Ina had taken what she herself had been thinking and managed to capture exactly what Flétta had wanted to reach a conclusion about. Clumsily hidden but completely in the direction of something new . Something that could stand for all the systems at once . Something that made them into a single entity and got them to dance together. 

				 

				Ina liked to have Flétta as a travel companion. She was smart and full of fun ideas. That was exactly what she needed to be able to reach people . She had to find ways to get the kids to her band. And if all goes well , there might be a life in the rags after all.

				 

				To stand on the mountain as the god of his dreams,

				Transform into the mountain and look over your world.

				Investigating the mucus in the holes and the bones and organisms

				ready, like a disease from another planet.

				 

				Have the material ready

				Discoveries of others

				Confirmed by others

				To confirm for others

			

		

	
		
			
				Discoveries of others

				And we keep going

				 

				After driving through the flowing landscape of trucks with Albanian sports car dealers. Innocent simple men. Not with dreams of big devices. Just one small sports car in your suitcase and hope for a quick profit. Moved to a place where people give good money for good sports cars. They were nice. There was style over them but maybe not the one we were used to .

				 

				It was not possible to put this journey into words. The road that had taken us there was full of moss and lichen. That was our legacy. Across the glacier that was receding.

				Gave us the opportunity for more. In the dust that cranks. We float up and across the ocean towards new borders.

				 

				We had packed everything down the day before. We pushed propaganda into the children for breakfast and gave up trying to gain an understanding of our position and self. It was, as it had always been . We were holding a r uncontrollable desire to go and we did it. Through the neighborhood where the artificial berries were bearing fruit, the banks sang their songs over street workers and the spells were fixed.

				 

				It was so unlikely that we were on our way to where the car line would go. Strategic description of our situation . To transform into whatever it took to propel the story. Without any restrictions. Through the upholstery we had once been playing in the mountains. Because we had cried on the banks before. Look up and see them go. Now we were the ones who went about it .  Towards a new sea. Beginning.

				 

				There we lay down and waited for the world to take on a new role. While fuel our time knocked excited u bow and blew hope our arms in front of those of had to keep . Which is not unlikely we were ourselves .

				 

				At the airport, everything was closed.  Ína and Flétta had decided to arrive early so that everything would go smoothly 

			

		

	
		
			
				and smoothly. But by the time they arrived, they might have felt as if they had been completely taken aback by the security issues. Enough for the airport staff to take care of that and other things. Little that they could then bring to increase their security or someone’s . Except maybe just take care of your neighbor. Or at least that was what Ina was thinking. 

				 

				Braid was wondering if she could take the opportunity and try to get a little hold of the material she had in her hands. She had planned to work on several essays during the trip . E kki so much to think about to look around or a scene for outside of what she herself was working. End of enough to take. There were papers on characteristics of organic cohesion , enabled a concentration of the substance and the flow forms in reflecting light and finally a summary theses studies her and dozens of others gathered in ei tt big T projects solely concerned agency that she and others had come up . 

				 

				Ina saw that most of those sitting on the field were just waiting and getting bored. Maybe someone like Flétta was working on some projects, but Ína was sure that it was even the case with Flétta that even though she seemed to be working on something, she was just doing just like the others , waiting for something else would happen. As if this was not happening now. Like all of them sitting there in the waiting room benches would not be real somehow. There was no connection to the moment and those around. Nothing that indicated any consciousness. Ina decided that this was not the way to spend her time. She was going to do something.

				 

				Ina got up and turned to the next man. She asked him to stand up and before he knew of had been out of slumber his and most comfortably found themselves in an entirely novel situation. One by one, this enterprising woman, who seemed to have the persuasive power of three hard-working national leaders, was pulled to her feet. Everyone had now reached the middle of 

			

		

	
		
			
				the waiting room floor in a small circle where Ína had them throw between imaginary balls while they all announced their names.

				 

				Flétta looked at the situation but sat as fast as she could with her writing and thought she could even get away with it until Ína went up to her , closed the computer and dragged her into the group. Flétta had not experienced such behavior before and especially not at airports.  She knew most of everything that could happen at airports. But it receive lightning from the nearest person and gather her up in super-lightning arbolta until those who stood at the gates of a of you send it then takes off at top speed to the next person was not what she had implicated the traditional airport activities .

				 

				But Flétta did not find it at all boring  to look up at all these people who had sat down and inactive a few hours before , now standing , grinning to themselves, whispering in each other’s ears , in a language they had never even heard before , in the hope that it would arrive right at the end. Of course, the deck was not a window washer. But what in the world was a deck of cards, many people probably thought to themselves. And laughed despite not understanding up or down in anything .  Happy just because they were all there.

				 

				Ina was hardly there anymore. But not as they had all been right before. Just the other way around. In through Orkun a excitement in the group she found that it was lifting. She had long since stopped controlling them or telling them what to do. Everything just flowed effortlessly now. Occasionally she jumped in and introduced a new game to the story and as always she would end up piling everyone together in a big fish game. It was Ekk i to equally good end of some confusion as one giant big game fish. All biðsvæðið was taken under by eng a way out. 

				 

				To some extent, Ina had experienced herself as one of those little fish in the big fish game of life . No matter what games 

			

		

	
		
			
				she went to and what she was aiming for, there was always one idea or one big fish within all of them that seemed to take over. One by one he was seduced and in the end there was nothing that could be done . You’ve become a part of the group little else available , but to convince the fish to come to your team as it will be a big fish made one in the realistic i option.  What else?   Unless otherwise stórfiskaleik equipment . With other and larger fish around .

				 

				Braid had long gone into in his stórfiskaleik. She had always wanted to be the biggest fish. She often felt like she was the biggest fish. But when she looked around and looked over everything. Then this was not what she herself had created. She herself had other ideas in the beginning. But now she was one of the biggest fish. When does one become the biggest fish. When can you convince everyone to join your team? Really his own team, but not the one that the biggest fish had pulled a man into.

				 

				Braid had also always regarded the area as heading a small fish in a giant - a giant stórfiskaleik. One that Flétta was convinced that no one would ever win . But now in Flétta’s mind, Ina was more than a little fish. Ina was the biggest fish. The fish that could make everyone else forget where they were. To be fish at the airport. Find joy in a moment that a few moments ago did not even exist.  Teachers had this quality. To change the way you think about things . How could they really just always get into one big fish game.

				 

				A kind of coach nature n a r .  Do not be encouraged to work with emotions in configuration tum but to nature itself . Sustainability is and has been far too self-centered. It’s about being Earthy. Profitability of companies taken out of account n um. The geocentric theory. Until we get better into the solar system. But then something else takes over.

				 

				Because the satellites shine so brightly.  With the ramp -powered technology provides tone march Ndi of bass tones . Digital tearing smoke through a string. Pushing on semi-automatic m effective inner skin blisters. Screaming hórfenglega hærusokkastrýj an in seat 

			

		

	
		
			
				killing Ndi acidic air bubbles into the new wave produced ie rlen da workforce team goes unknowingly union the concrete lying rigidly in a new needed.

				 

				The gates were opened and all the turf was let into the stadium. It seemed light over them all. They seemed to be talking. Even those who had never known each other before. They knew each other now. They were not just some strangers on the field. They were some who had a common experience. This was not about Ina. No one paid special attention to her. But everyone knew who she was and what she meant to them. But perhaps the most important thing was that Ina knew this herself. But now she was traveling with Flétta and was going to show her the attention she deserved.

				 

				Ina pointed out the large work on the wall. This was the cellular structure of the living tissue that was grown to resemble the appearance of the airport. “What do you think of this?” Asked Ina. “This is good,” said Flétta, adding, “It’s interesting to take something so small and make it a reality. But this tendency of man to constantly imitate himself , no matter where he looks or in what area he comes , often gets a little tired when you start thinking about it. As human reality is the only thing that nature should seek to shape. As that is the goal. Do you understand? “ 

				 

				Ina enjoyed listening to Flétta talk. She had a very strong vision of how the reality around them was shaped and she read into it based on that. Ina cared about people even though she knew they had a tendency to focus on themselves. But she had also experienced it herself. How it was necessary to go to this disturbing unpleasant journey to look at themselves to come out in the end and know a whole the attention. What it was that formed the airport. Which was ultimately just the cells. Really.

				 

				“I find it fun,” said Ína. “I still could not imagine working on such a microscope scale. I would be mad because I could not see what I was doing while I was doing it. “” No maybe “said Flétta” 

			

		

	
		
			
				But somewhere it all starts. If you wanted to make an elevator into space, you would probably need to work with some kind of particle technology. Even something smaller that we are not even using today. “” I do not know. “INA said ,, I bored lift area, and I can not imagine what I had to download into space.”

				 

				A braid was dropped from the topic and a fly was now seen flying around in the air. What kind of mosquito was this ? Maybe it was his own kind. The airport fly. Drosophila Flugvallicus.  Part of the airport’s large ecosystem.  Along with the airport mouse and airport ores, the objects that live in the airport grass by the airport trees are specially adapted to the nature of the airport. Tire r rubber and gasoline airport their main food and livelihoods . Maybe one day life here would be like that . But that would take several years. And even longer than the airport lasts. 

				 

				Then the scholars of the future would identify certain symptoms that they could not realize. Small changes in appearance and abnormal behaviors that were almost incomprehensible . Because they did not know about the airport. Cause he had forgotten and the only thing that survived of the ecosystem surrounded him. Do you think they would still write essays then ?   Or they would just take the information and drive the data into the pre-known systems that are fed and changed with each new measurement. All you need to do is watch and receive. Transform data into pure understanding. 

				 

				“What are you thinking?” Ina asked. “ It simply came to our notice then. Hadn’t she been called out to someone else? ”Flétta answered” Ah yes, absolutely. “Ina gathered her belongings and stopped rummaging through them. She had been looking for a book she had taken with her and thought she could read on the plane. It was a romantic love story about nothing. Just e any oil- borne man to complete a woman in a hopeless marriage out of her shoes.  She m relish most likely end this mysterious , interesting, oiled man eventually but not this boring husband who never did anything 

			

		

	
		
			
				exciting like oil are served at the pool bar Z kk on . Or something like that.

				 

				On the plane, F létta had intended to work in his disciplines. But it was something different now. She did not quite want to. Which was strange for her. And even more peculiar was the fact that she had taken the male ear with her. As soon as they were up in the air and she could lower the little table and turn on the little light, she did. He laid the male sheet on the small table and went to look at it. Browse Ndi each page, read Ndi each article and see how everything came together. How scientists fabric had developed its own little community in secret, in front of all aug about .

				 

				But this new national costume.  Th These idea s, many worse than others. Some, however, at least interesting and attended somewhere. Like being crystal clear and seeing through the material . That the person himself is clothed is the costume.  But what is plastic made of? .  It may not have been the most national subject . Or maybe it al þjóðlegasta .  Perhaps you could make wool ina transparent. Or make transparent plant fibers . Do you think it would be possible to grow those slides, or would you have to remove the color and make it clear afterwards.  Lich said a little while for transparent flower fields and half naked sheep in a transparent coating of coarse the hlaupþr said. He found it a little funny.

				 

				Flétta would probably have told Ína about all this if she had not fallen asleep in her romantic love story. “ He came in through the back door “ Great title , incredibly multifaceted. Could almost be tasteful if he just wasn’t at all. What did people really get from all these romantic stories. Life was not like that.  If it was not fiery and blind love lost young puppies end both contributed most days its a tumbling about in some bad weather ALGORITM of emotional turbulence until they end both contributed up with the person standing approx achieved the following Stormin n had afflicted. The rest was just foam for books.

				 

			

		

	
		
			
				A braid settles on the outside of the ship. Withstands everything; the tremendous pressure, the speed, the almost infinite sudden cold of space, and the unbearable amount of radiation that never stops and just gives new. And F light sings in the silence a .  He stays through it all and waits anxiously to be allowed to return to his homeland.

				 

				On an ellipse in the sunshine, wandering between channels searching for the next dose. Space collector stretched his arms out to the trash as thirsty scepter of plant response with no thought ture .  Inoperative unit ar gliding , absorb tar in hopes transformation u in new equipment or new equipment would anybody so they were .

				 

				One of the planes had heard that Flétta and Ína were going to the same city as them. She and her friend had a car and offered to shuttle Ína and Flétta all the way to where they were going. This would have been absolutely perfect if Ína and Flétta had had any idea where they were going. But it would not be difficult to find out. They just need to find a place to stay. Ina closed her eyes and pointed to a good place on the map . Couldn’t be worse than anything else.

				 

				Braid knew what she should look for. But this trip was special. She did not want to take control now. She enjoyed this original uncertainty that Ína offered . She knew that in the end, she might burn herself out. But why worry about it now in this perfectly good flow of good way towards exactly there that they need to get. Almost smooth. INA booked the night and the woman from the machine and her friend h Z amide u finally to aim for . But what kind of people were these?

				 

				They introduced themselves. They were glaciologists on the fringes of their profession. They had been confirming conflicting ideas about how glaciers were not an inorganic environmental factor. Keeps living beings. Crawling across the country. The devourer of all moisture and nutrients they came u st encounters. A kind of crazy and complicated amaba. Connected in one network 

			

		

	
		
			
				with each other. Speaking to herself flowing Ndi across the country as delicious cookie. They talked about prey creatures like glacier mice and their behavior . Which, of course, made the video an overnight sensation. They had been thinking about this for a long time and hoped that the samples they collected and the research would confirm all their results .

				 

				Ina was all excited. She felt as if she had always known this. Of course, the glacier was alive. How could he not be. Flétta was full of doubts about their theories, but before she could ask any proper questions about how they had been conducting this research , Jöklafræðingarnir and Ína had exchanged topics. They had started talking about where they were from. They were from Antarctica. F fibrosarcoma and raised. Now traveled the world studying glaciers others in hopes of better understanding s INA own.

				 

				They talked about small islands where the students from schools around the world licked stamps for travelers skranbúð about . They talked about scientists who often seemed more preoccupied with the bottles they brought and their contents rather than the sample bottles. They talked about open toilets that lay directly out to sea and the curious sea lions that peeked up to visit. They talked about fish and shrimp swimming in the glaciers. Like cells in his bloodstream. Exciting about the vascular systems to spread the life of the glacier more and further. 

				Incredible transportation. Nothing like the ones we found here. And yet.

				 

				They talked about how transportation from their country was almost non-existent. They may often have to wait for weeks for a passenger ship or barge to pick them up and give them a ride .  And even if they came, it was not always available. Too little need for nutrient transport from the area . 

				 

				They gave a lot of themselves. Flétta felt that although she did 

			

		

	
		
			
				not necessarily agree with what they said, she had great respect for the ambition they had for it. They wanted to succeed and they really tried. Although there was no indication that it would be easy for them. They wanted to do it and continued unscathed despite the adversity. Lichen was found to be even smaller on the glaciers themselves in this respect. How all these days seemed to work against them and how no matter what , then could they ever crawl forward .

				 

				Ina had often considered moving to Antarctica. Ever since she had heard that people there were waiting in awe to see the menacing power that lived at the back of the penguins.  How not only did they meet their needs , but they also traveled long distances. Like small rear-end projectors . Ina thought it sounded like a simple and fun approach to life . Not all sports appealed to her. But this was definitely one of them. She also enjoyed swimming in the ocean.  So she decided to talk a little bit about it. Although completely unrelated to everything they were talking about .

				 

				Ina had started swimming in the sea with her friend when her friend was first released . Then she had woken up in life a little. After dragging oneself through things without respecting what it all meant. She saw her friend slowly change from a restless anxious to a respectful being who had power in her heart . But as the spiritual power increased, so did the physical power. This made Ina fully aware of reality. Which was then confirmed at the funeral. But even then, she could feel the power of her friend, and she still felt like her friend could lift mountains. She found it. It still lived in her. 

				 

				Létta had never considered going to Antarctica. Bare and open areas had never been her cup of tea. She had been more likely to dive into caves and search for hidden natural treasures. The ones you could not take with you. She loved it. Was there she having an affair with the planet a and that she and the planet made an agreement. She would not tell anyone and instead they could have it together. Forever.

			

		

	
		
			
				Blessing Month, Glow Month, Skin Month or Radiation Month

				 

				It’s time now. As we stand outside all shut up and let the sun fall on us with their last warm and j most before we prepare azure hours in Rsins.

				 

				Diving into the moss beds. Through the rock and past the plains. Because we leak from them from the raw offspring of the untouched boundaries of matter. Time was just our speed and weight. That way we do not even look at him anymore. There was no need for that.

				 

				Ray of sun licked us and informed our internal breeding stations so that they flourish u amide u . All the nutrients we could have reduced the soil provided and harnessed in a practical sense.

				 

				Scattering foreign other growth prot a in other types of rock bro tnir .

				 

				Uppsk á rum as we saw.

				 

				 

				When they arrived outside the place where they were staying, two masks fell on them. One mask of half-baked terror and the other mask was a sincere hope that the first mask was just an automatic reaction but nothing to indicate anything about reality. They opened the door and greeted the Antarctic Icelanders tentatively . They entered a large lobby that led to a waiting room for an old hospital. The person at the reception did not improve the game to change the image of the hospital . She was dressed in a nursing suit. Létta and Ína looked at each other. This was really the place they had booked. Ina looked at the information and confirmed it.  Lichen looked back too. Just to be sure.

				 

				The employee welcomed them. Asked them to show her ID and she would then refer them to her room. They did as she asked and she gave them a map of the house. The map was almost as mysterious as the house itself. Behind locked doors from locked corridors. There they came to their room . Th s got them finally to see that not only it 

			

		

	
		
			
				looked as if they were in the hospital room but was prepared old red Hörn hospital beds and motives The apparatus with eng a mirror.

				 

				The toilets had the hole on the opposite side. As if to give an opportunity to investigate what had come into it . But the n no mirrors. In one room next door there was a bed with leather upholstery . There were cranks to turn the bed upright. Why would you need the fastest man on the hands , feet on my i head ?   They did not want to find out. But this was now their home . Y firgef wriggle mental will of dark times in history. It had never been easy to lose consciousness. But when they drill holes in your head to release pressure and replenish electricity. Then it is especially difficult. Flétta thought to herself.

				 

				This was the forerunner of what was to come. This would be their fate in this journey. Losing consciousness. Lose singing. Losing grip on what they had previously held would be the reality and finding themselves in the hands of more capable people to explain to them what it really is. That they will never come back. Become the same again.  To leave the old self can be as painful as it is liberating. Not least for those around you.  Grieving their own reality.

				 

				Ina found this exciting but half strange. If she had known that they would spend the night in an abandoned mental hospital, she might have thought twice. There was a certain spirit about such buildings , something that spoke to reality in a different way than traditional buildings could do. There was a story in them.  As many as they were complex. Other than they should have been used to so far . Nevertheless, she went to bed and allowed herself to fall into a deep sleep. What else could be done. Others had done it here. Why not her.

				 

				Braid did not find this idea almost funny. At one time she might have had a sense of humor for this, but this place was something else. Why try to make money on it u . Why convince people that it is 

			

		

	
		
			
				worthwhile to enjoy such an experience. She was not desirable . She was shocking. People had not chosen to stay here. People were saved here. When everyone else had given up on them . Even those who worked here had long since given up on them. This was not a stopover. This was the end. How was it possible to enjoy the such . Flétta looked at the book that lay under a sheet of paper on the dresser and Ína who lay under the blanket.

				 

				In her dreams, Ina was in another world.   Similar to her own but not the same. She wandered from place to place , walking through obscure walls or turning to different events at different times all at the same moment . At the end was all replaced by amide in perfect calm and she was in the shop to chat with the employee there to thank him for the many years ago mean that some she had this dream job to be his teacher. At that moment he went inside. The man she had loved more than anyone else and he did not even look at her.

				 

				The man she had loved more than the world itself but could never understand how or what she should do started talking to the shop assistant. They were together now. This broke Ina. She fell to the floor and crawled towards the front door. She knew what it looked like but there was nothing she could do. She grabbed a baby egg on the way and went out towards the car. Having opened it and hanging in trying to get in then he comes to her. Asks her if he can do something. She asks him to leave. Says she can not handle this. He leaves. She shouts at him as he walks away. Do not go I do not want you to go. Never go. And she wakes up. 

				 

				Lichen was asleep. Maybe she is dreaming normal dreams with a grasp of memory . Ina thought to herself. Not trapped in tragic t suppress female romance that does nothing but eat her up at night. Ina went to the mirrorless toilet and tried to face herself. She still liked these things. But that was so long ago. Was this still real. She could hardly believe it. Hardly believed where she had gone or where she had not gone .

			

		

	
		
			
				 

				Meanwhile, Flétta was busy running an abandoned art museum in old sheds by the harbor. She had drawn all sorts of messages in a dull but semi-legible font. Online and offline. But it was not directly the work itself. It was more the process towards the work. The actual work was outside. The engine she had built in the car. The time machine. An artist who had once been to an exhibition came to give her a work. Very ugly pictures. And three of them in gratuity. Létta thanked pent for it and put the pictures in one of the sheds. Now she was going to break the light wall.

				 

				 

				------

				Does the investigative court know the cause of death ?   The “right” in the lives of the people who are tearing us apart. This which the earth imagines to save . Th These countless hours. As the animals multiply and keep in the vague panic of the oppression of gravity. The atmosphere made in vain, swelled water. Wrong in every way except for other people and our personalities who are best at denigrating destruction. After all, it was absurd not to stand with us in that,

				 

				Global plague the most promising lifestyle. A remnant of a colorful mindset that lives on the many changes that trigger heavy-armed suicide when it can. To keep from the insanity of anonymous mental states with anxiety attached and gnawing points of cases gathered in each spirit.

				 

				The values  behind it to avoid disposing of the characteristics that would affect the cultural conditions of the animals at the relatives’ meal. The combinations that make up the world. I vomit the only safe thing that develops from people’s wealth, like anxiety. Calls on the tragedy of his own sword. Thinks through anyway. Refuses the moments themselves to support the link. A 

			

		

	
		
			
				profession of depressed happy people who mention in their death about their state of existence and the health of the dance.

				 

				Pushing in a way to both relax and recognize all the disciplines in each field. Equally high vi r Di and desperate men subjective. The world is a kind of headwear. Nature as for transport, something that needs to be saved and applied with paper methods.

				 

				To crave necessity as a dangerous smile at meaningless boundaries. Below where we show what the mind early on cannot renew. In a row in March, you command this classic energy, look and think. Police have the ability to conduct what is na u ðsyn? Longing as the wind and you through it fills the opinion. The threat of covered swords as a social support for the soul.  

				 

				 

				Now all his guards are walking. Soothing on the religion of the sick individuals of life. The universe is getting worse because of misunderstandings with the so-called newspapers. Kind of race them useful so that all can i become her before death takes the human consciousness of himself. Ideological move crying permanent life of our neighbors. Cold be a disaster and terror at the feet of the area. 

				 

				There are age-related laws. Special who find their successful ways to spiritual death. Take things in stride and try not focus too much on the problem. Life personality comes forward and instead intellectual situation as pleasant and nurse r ies engineer can perform. As in their verse about their price and the resources of life thrown as if to seize it again but the importance of others is the first thing that created man’s urban efforts to degenerate and 

			

		

	
		
			
				the possibilities thereby.

				Like the height of ruthless symptoms up there. A valid wolf in the dramatic well-being of social life alike. Does man have this great tendency to inherit inherited cruelty from the limits of all his progress in advance?

				 

				In his soul only versions of a smile that the earth does not have. In the room is the result. As the future differs, the earthly is almost different. Crisis his happiness and needs like a vital football writer. Here the obsession is crueler. Spiritual fulfillment does not exceed the goals that are poured over the experience on the paper as determined through a door or in defense. Biologically mild competition with deep ironic confusion created to be used for evil. 

				 

				Mentally traced attachment to damage that is the basis of its transience.

				Life-threatening conditions dried for growing genius. Even held to its nature a yawning claim that cries children and spoils wheat. Some insignificant need that meets all the aesthetic criteria of suffering and the greatest assessment of weakness. Only with the idea as they r ri Until author to be removed even in naval nuclear power.

				 

				All based on the final derivation of nature.

				 

				Officially searching but no rule until involuntary loss. Inevitably sit but blind themselves and theirs as a purposeful act of security from above. The medium flows steadily and slowly but deliberately long to offend the common son. Uncover the circle of the earth and the luxury of classifying giants so that the visible consciousness of the day can be completely saved. 

			

		

	
		
			
				 

				Welcome ends explain the manifestation found in the ends of those who in the moment of the future shift from being perceived. 

				 

				The new messiah of his own insecurity. Your life changes your imagination and then requires feeling. Like the legacy of the museum that preserves the new comfort. Because new bailouts seem to them and your br o t on their own standards something we welcome as our closest role models. Restless flourishing in our ideal death , breaking down men to see their innermost ward.

				 

				 

				Emotions came from the subordinate, that insight stares like the prey of culture. Usefully maintained. Every immersed in this culture caused much refusals and to save knocks on who writes it . A delta current take control and deliver his discovery to hand h grandfather new article as a defense against fingernail God. Desires to be disturbed and to make his example again and understand the laws of life that shape what is to come.

				-----

				 

				In the morning when they woke up they both knew they would not be there much longer. Ina took a shower and scrubbed herself with the rags she had brought. They were amazing at what they were supposed to do.  Both useful and comfortable to be able to absorb a lot of moisture but scrub the skin well. Ina felt both clean inside and out. Maybe it was not just the scrub, maybe the whole night had been a kind of cleansing. But Ina was happy with herself without being able to see herself in the mirror. She just felt it.

				 

				Létta took a shower after Ína who advised her to try the scrub. Braid did not try to use such a scrub before but was willing to try new things, clearly, there seemed to be there as The ssir days Sner u st on. She just hoped it would not mean more nightmare hotels. Not 

			

		

	
		
			
				that her dreams had been anything bad, just weird, maybe it was being awake here that was more strange than the other. So all in all maybe the nicest place to sleep. Difficult a need to be vigilant. She took a shower, scrubbed herself up, and they set off for this new, unexplored city.

				 

				When they went out, another reality took over. The city was very different from what it had looked like that night. The colors were much brighter when the sun had the opportunity to participate and the shapes of the city came to light, which were somewhat different from what Flétta and Ína had seen before in any city . They were accustomed to flat box-shaped buildings with unique outbursts or theatrical events to make the boxes a little more attractive. But there was no such thing here. No need for unnecessary outings and decorations. The whole city was shaped so there did not seem to be any box in sight .

				 

				Some of the buildings appeared to be made of velvet garments that fell into disguise. Some are smooth, others are rounded and ribbed , with a coarser but more balanced texture. Other buildings were a drip hellahraukar that had leaked from the stars and hardened to stratospheric heights through the millennia .  Any building Anna seems more rocky than build buildings , open lands, even large rising fail taking environment d all a while they grew out of it .Hönnunargleðin was the least available in this city. It did not hide. Hadn’t this happened by itself?

				 

				INA declined to how the forms did society allow that thrive around , on top of and in buildings utilizing Ndi they almost always more ways than one.  Nothing seemed to be just for decoration s. Each hook and Kimi role in many areas for allsk servants needs. Relaxing, games, fitness, food cultures even a kind of pools formed in chalets at the top and the bottom of many of the buildings that few in number seemed to take advantage of and enjoy.  The people seemed to adapt to this world. Behaved differently than she was used to seeing.

			

		

	
		
			
				 

				Lichen noticed this too, but what’s more. She saw that it was not just the people who flourished in this wonderful landscape. All kinds of wildlife seemed to be growing rapidly and in a healthy cycle with everything that lived there . Bird cliffs caused rich vegetation below. Wild barks and rabbits ran around and even wolves seemed to be able to make their way home in the city without causing too much fuss or agitation . When there was enough of everything, everything was probably possible. Braid would not have been surprised if she had seen a lion petting a lamb .

				 

				Ina did not know how to behave. She was like a calf in the spring. She wanted to jump and bounce around and simply forget herself in the wonder that this city was. How could such a place exist and she has never heard of it .  She had never believed it, hardly believed it now that she was standing in the middle . Walking through the streets of my tu more to enter the mosabe amide than covered street. Coming so the plaza that seems more healed moors but no city center. How could this city exist? She thought.

				 

				In Flétta’s mind , this city could have existed. But it was the ideology of the city  that she had a harder time getting around.  H ana just to dive on top of it. U wrap their minds completely about this wonder.  What an attack on the senses. Attack on the emotional experience. There was only one way to understand this city.  By delving into the literature.  Find the beginning. How does such a city begin ? How she winds up and gets to enjoy herself in the way she does. Nothing springs up by itself.  Had she kept.

				 

				Létta remembered when she was little playing in the garden at home that lay out in the lava. How she had been þarog see for themselves what su low it v s in all of u . How small stones became palaces and flowers became the largest towers imaginable.  In the hollows of in small ar holes that led to the caves when she crawled into it . At least then. There she first saw this form . Which the city seemed to know .  Like the natural child’s dream. Made a 

			

		

	
		
			
				reality.  As illogical as he could imagine.

				 

				Outside on the meadow amidst all the rabbits nar who built it was ina joined the barndóm. Why pretend when this was all that anyone could dream of becoming a city. A complete extension of nature itself and even more than that. More nature than nature itself.  And we could be here . Who would have ever thought that this would be possible? The men with their incredible destructive approach could ever come to BTC ssari big beautiful conclusion to this city. And the colors !   It was all so amazing that she had forgotten the colors. Suddenly she no longer needed them.

				 

				In the world, you just have to go slow enough

				so you can travel backwards

				 

				Létta managed to convince Ína to come with her. Or she was actually not trying to convince her. She just told her she was going to walk around and find a place where she could sit down and work on projects. Ina did not come because she found admiring deer something less exciting than going and finding a place to do a project. But INA had become hungry and would have appreciated quite a bit of water to drink after all skip and prancing who had been within the last fireplaces groaned r .

				 

				They went through Gronlund s streets with people who went on their toes and did not seem to find anything in my knees. They passed houses m which seemed not built of logs m but shaped by them by letting the trees grow over the years in this form. Without being harmed, the trees lived a good life with the human beings who took advantage of their qualities and gave them the opportunity to enjoy themselves in a different way than they had been accustomed to . In another form in another way. They passed the berry bushes for each bird species in the area now . Special leaves on each tree for special nesting. Everything seemed to be there and much more than they knew.

				 

			

		

	
		
			
				Finally, a café appears to them. Or what they thought was perhaps most similar to their ideas about what a café was. It was called The Climate. And there was a greenhouse where everything they offered sprang from one or the other smell of it. Spiders , flies , lizards , mice .   They were all guests here just like Flétta and Ína were and no less welcome. This was the place of them all and they seemed to respect each other’s existence there. Braid sat down at one of the tables and immediately began his work. Ina got a sip of water from one of the leaves that had collected rainwater i. .

				 

				There were different threads in this environment than at home where Ína was used to working. But when she touched the plants and what was growing, it seemed to be able to evoke the same thing. No doubt she could dry it and use it without coloring, and it would still wear out. Everyone would want these products. They radiated the purity and simplicity of their existence. Ina knew better than to mention it to Flétta. At least how some products would end up. She knew that Flétta did not like it and neither did Ína. She had just never thought that there were other ways. Except now. Here it seemed possible.

				 

				As deeply immersed in her research as Flétta was, it did not escape her that one local employee looked at her regularly . She knew this eye color   tenderly and enthusiastically and it was not out of service . She did not seem to be able to cope and occasionally when the employee passed by, Flétta also looked at her . While she was busy with her job and could not really be that to any helmet with a stranger women . But there was something about him a . Maybe it was just interested h UN showed But this u wanted can do something more with it. Whatever it was.

				 

				Ina watched the people who came and went. How it turned out. How they experienced their environment. This was another experience here. Less like they were coming to consume and more to share. Ina started doing something similar to what she had done with the threads at home. She began to disassemble them 

			

		

	
		
			
				and break them down into smaller and finer units and to rub them together. BLI ðlega but firmly. Until the threads were woven back together into other and new shapes. Others began to notice this and admired her behavior. But Flétta hardly noticed it as she listened to the data and read aloud .

				 

				A whole group of people had begun to follow the example of Now . They had all found different plants or substances in the environment. Everything that called to them. Or seemed to suit their idea of  the operation. The result was as varied as it was fascinating. The people were achieving things that Ína had never thought possible. What she had thought was too hard, they just worked tighter, and what she had thought was too soft, they just took and worked harder.

				 

				“All you think about is money!” Was the last man who loved INA said to han a she could remember. Everything else was lost in some brain fog. She had long pursued not making money. Hoping to get him back maybe. Or maybe not to create them, but always to make sure they are distant in her ideas of what she did. She was creating a different kind of wealth. Where people come together and cause things together. Not to pretend to be worth anything. But to be.

				 

				On countless papers and small tickets, Flétta had drawn the basics for where it all came from. From small units. Some very similar to what could be found at home. One picture that was a little more beautiful than the others was of a little beautiful creature that lived only on an island by the sea. She was so small that few had seen her. Except those who had the right equipment and tools or those who had seen a picture of those who had them . Létta took the picture and turned it over and wrote a small message. “It was nice to see you. Maybe it would be nice to see you again at a better opportunity. Please let me know. Bkv. Braid “

				 

				Sending such a message was not directly customary when it came to Flétta’s courtship. This was unusual. But she knew she wanted 

			

		

	
		
			
				to be Han a knowing that this was special and she did not know how she could do it differently to make it special. She went out and had the ticket blown behind her so that it fell into the aisle for the employees. H UN would see ticket . And if everything goes according to plan. Would h un see her again.

				 

				-----

				 

				Flétta went out of Loftslagið and looked for Ína. It did not take too long. A kind of tail-tail had formed from individuals in one direction and Flétta knew exactly where it lay. In the middle of the square, everyone was busy kneading balls , balls , blankets and mocking , putting it together, taking it apart and making completely new things out of it over and over again. It seemed like there was no end in sight until Ína took out of her bag all the material she had brought with her and they began to knead, shape and form from that shell around Í nu.

				 

				Covered with this new form, Ina looked like a pile of tufts gathered perfectly grown in a dense soft upholstery .  Ina swayed for a moment as the parade passed by and like a dynamite, Ina walked into it and clicked on everything. A trumpet blast on top of a violin playing and over it the clear cello carried by dancers and singers who all revealed who they were and where they came from at the same time and in some strange way all this mess fit so naturally together. It was hardly possible to realize where one culture Arki mine started and Anna r ended. 

				 

				The procession marched and continued in a tireless frenzy.  She e ndaði so finally the stage in the middle of the big square in a garden filled with flowers from all over the world . One by one, the groups went on stage together to make their voices heard. Introducing with their costumes and dance. Where they came from, who they were and what they stood for. What it meant to them and how they wanted it interpreted for others. The memory embodied in a more distorted form, or a new creation in some quest 

			

		

	
		
			
				to recreate it as something that is. It may not always have been, but it certainly is now.

				 

				Ina stood right by the stage entrance where the curator stood. “What are you?” Asked the woman in charge of the show. “We are from an island,” she tried to say. “Very ancient and distant. Full of mysteries and wonders about all the mountains and wonders. ”The woman did not understand much about the costume and it did not help much how she tried to express it with gestures and dancing.

				 

				The curator just nodded and wrote something down on a piece of paper and motioned for her to come along.

				 

				Lichen looked up at all this twisting and spinning in front of her eyes. This idea of  the national costume was phoned over and over again. From a new nation. New flowers. New patterns, new movement needs, new types of land, all in direct conversation with the thread that twisted the costume. So he gave them the opportunity to dance, lifted it and showed it in a new light. Not just the pride of the human body but what he could bear. His conversations with his environment and how he both distorted it and did something new. Sometimes it’s the transformation that shows how it really is. Because only then is it clear.

				 

				Walking around the festival watching the people and the shows alternately, Flétta began to consider whether Ína had gone home. She would then be missing out on great fun because item after item was all done if such an art footsteps that were staged and those that had been sewn into the clothes. Everything came together. Seemed to fit until all of a sudden. Up on stage. To his horror, Flétta steps onto the stage one heap of tufts. No, what was she going to do? Létta threw away the beer and stared in horror at what was going to happen.

				 

				Ina then headed to the stage. “What in the world would she 

			

		

	
		
			
				show? His people and mine? ”Braided. The audience was very skeptical while Ína staggered into the stage on the side. But the presenter announced that for the most part this person had come to present what lived in them. Ina took a few steps. Waving his hands and feet alternately back and forth and jumping around. This peculiar dance did not bring much luck to the audience, who seemed to become more and more skeptical with each passing moment. 

				 

				Lichen did not know if this was a manifestation of their community. But this was the direction of it. Maybe just. One thing was missing. Ína was mumbling and puffing and the audience had become rather opposed to the scene but Flétta runs up to the stage and comes across Ína so she almost falls off the stage at that moment she grabs Ína and saves her. Viewers get their attention again and do not know whether to come or go. What was happening now?

				 

				A peculiar game that this nation seemed to play with its symbols. But the audience watched with excitement. Something was happening and Flétta turned to the audience and started doing the only thing she could think of to make her voice heard. She raised her voice and sang a poem that seemed appropriate to her at that moment. Even more often.

				 

				 

				Can we talk about one thing for a moment?

				Which I would like to say

				Now put all your glasses in the mood

				And listen to it

				 

				Look at this

				Where does the sketch come from?

				Is she going to dance around?

				In the business

				 

			

		

	
		
			
				It is impossible to know what and

				What does it come from?

				But it is important that you know that

				That she is superior to others

				 

				Does she mean this?

				All lights now fall

				Then put on silver shoes

				And let’s get enough

				 

				He built a house out of turf and snow

				Who yelled hole with stories

				Invite both king and nook there

				And sheep in the pasture

				 

				What kind of guests

				Where would they settle?

				May we come in then

				About the spinal cord

				 

				Nobody dances about no one

				Except wood and ruins

				But then feels in the body

				Daughter of the country

				We never understand

				What happened to this magic

				Then put on silver shoes

				And let’s get enough

				 

				But bite-free eating shavings

				and forget themselves in the sea

				only if full then there would be a need

				with this country couple

				 

				any kind of relationship

				warms worse than a bracelet

			

		

	
		
			
				wear them in silver shoes

				and get enough

				 

				The wave is at its best

				On the rock of life

				Serve the mountains down a bit

				And air fills the lungs

				 

				What a spirit

				I think so

				Then put on silver shoes

				And let’s get enough

				But the dream is to be there

				And spin more circles

				Whether in church or at a bar

				Then the bells always ring

				 

				What kind of song

				What a dilemma

				Let’s get out of them then

				And let’s face it

				 

				 

				Ina danced in the costume with every word that Flétta sang. She found how she could transform into nature while Flétta talked about her in a slightly more humane way than she had expected from her. Ina lay down and chased each muscle up and down and back and forth and up and down from top to bottom and side to side but all so wonderful. She had never heard Fléta sing before. It carried something with it. Saved her up and gave her faith that almost anything could happen. And maybe it would just happen now.

				 

				Dancing heaps on stage squirming and stretching in all directions. Took and turned the whole scene for the audience into one mesmerizing sequence. Although no one understood anything, everyone seemed to be able to make a thousand connections from 

			

		

	
		
			
				the scene for their lives. Something about the relationship between man and nature. The dance and the poem that intertwine and create life. Or how strange people become in isolation on islands. There was a lot that could be interpreted.

				 

				When they had finished their scene on the stage, a shout of joy broke out. No one had understood anything that had happened but understood it all or understood that the understanding did not come to them. Everyone just knew that something beautiful had happened and they were happy. They rejoiced immeasurably. They wanted more. More of this communication. Wherever they could go. How these different incomprehensible issues could evoke teachings in each other that stimulated them to work. Enable them to compose.

				 

				After them came scenes where young people danced around like cells inside. They rotate like electrons around a proton and neutron nucleus. The charges to get them together and apart. To attract them and to break them down again. Extend and want another, form new twists and turns to transform and distort each other in eternal communication. But always the dance led back in to unite the core and we knew that from that core a new one would spring. The indifference of the atom became symbolic in them. It was love itself and the instability that radiated from it.

				 

				Ina and Flétta knew they were in the right place. They just did not know what they were doing there or what they could possibly have left. This was not their new life, they knew so much. It was not possible to move such a large world of ideas from one area to another without causing conflict. This required evolution in the space of time. The people themselves need to be involved. Develop your own awareness of the possibilities. It was not possible to do this without them going into it themselves. Even they felt like being slammed into this reality was more than saying it.

				 

				This was the dream itself. The image of what could happen and they 

			

		

	
		
			
				were living it through. The manifestation of the desire to reflect one’s own hour. The whole group danced up on stage and down again and in to the audience. The band, the dancers and everyone followed. The big instruments played while the players played on the go. The parade was resumed and it was uncertain who it would ever end when this energy seemed to do little more than create more energy. Létta and Ína followed. The dust swirled around and even the dust seemed full of colors and wonders. But somewhere they would disappear. This was not their world. They would understand.

				 

				 

				 

				After whipping and shouting all over the city with songs, arts and feathers, Flétta and Ína came to a place that was called the peculiar name Frumsenda. At the Frumsenda sat the mysterious woman and with her another woman and they were both drinking a drink. They greeted them cheerfully, asked Flétta and Ína to sit down and tell them how everything had gone, what they thought about the city and what kind of drink they wanted. But here everything was famous for the drink. Processed from the core of the plants. Not with any tools and equipment but only time itself. 

				 

				They told about their adventures. How they had traveled, what had happened, how they had slept, how amazing the city was and the beauty and the people and all that. The mysterious woman was badly damaged. She enjoyed listening to their experiences and desperately wanted to hear more about what had driven them in their day, but she found it unacceptable unless they had one drink. And luck was with them, because in this place not only was there a myriad of choices, but the woman who sat with her was not only an amateur. She was an expert. 

				 

				She had grown up with the drink. Shaped by him. Mature with him and now she was constantly creating and communicating with what the drink could offer. So much so that her work with the mysterious 

			

		

	
		
			
				woman had reached the point where she soon had to choose between dedicating her life to the male door or the drink that now seemed to be opening doors for her that often stood only open to those who really had something going on. to move. But that would cost her all the time. But a drink created from time itself demands just that of you and it is difficult to create it.

				 

				You start by cultivating the soil. He makes the fertile and brings pride into each and every inhabitant so he really believes that what springs up is not just something that appears but a part of himself. From this you then process the product. A wonderful product that speaks to their soul. Not only can she give them fullness and satisfaction, but she also means life for them. Rhyme with it one and all.

				 

				With a theoretical approach to its origins and encouraging him to the fullest of his potential. From all angles, make him more of what he is. The taste buds call for one thing, the conscience calls for another and we must not forget that what keeps it all on one pallet are the demands made on you. Nothing you can not access can be with you or from you. Logical reasoning attitude to the situation. A kind of refutation theory Wandering around just to get it. You get to stay overnight with the development while it is not in the same place.

				 

				It should be braided well. Standing between two worlds. Need to commit to one and in rejecting the other. Nearly impossible sacrifice to make. But inevitable in the end. Ina did not find it. But had no word on it since she had never really devoted herself to anything all her life. She had always had one foot in one while floating in the other. What the woman who loved the drink and Flétta was talking about seemed to be more related to success and fame. Respect and honor. Something that Ina had raised in her students, but never perhaps fully believed in.

				 

				What it is called is not for everything. It’s the challenge you want. The need to do more of it, whatever it is. A kind of stimulation of the breath in order to open the door of the Almighty within. The universe itself is 

			

		

	
		
			
				just another person’s opinion until you end it and end it. Do not leave it to you to ignore it. Be it and do it to the fullest until you can no longer. Can not anymore. These are your true rights. That’s what they can never take from you. Just what they can claim to take from you.

				 

				On top of the idea lives such a small bed. Which calls for the softness to be new. Or that she is respected in the journey as far as possible. It is not possible to leave it alone. You need to talk to him and inform him of his arrival. One wand. Wet and full of bath. Turn him upside down and let him in on you. Are there still drops? Can it still be filled up? What is it worth? Does he crawl out and fill his palm? Does he open up the world and remind you of the bows? Collect everything but leak it immediately.

				 

				As they sat there mumbling to the rabbi, new drinks appeared as soon as the others disappeared. Their origins were often unclear, but their connection to their existence from a dense network of being something more than they seemed to exist. The drink was not just a drink. The drink was an experience. Snacks or side dishes or even a whole meal. The drink could be a sauna in a sanctuary or an oak tree in the fall. Wherever he took you, he seemed to reveal it vividly in you. The possibilities seemed endless. Whether you wanted to go back home or get further away. It was available.

				 

				Easier said than done. There is a difference in what it is like to drive the idea forward and then attract what can drive it. But who entices whom? That is the endless urgent question. Do we deserve to be lured like this or do we want to? Are we tempted to hope to be tempted? Is the gift over? Are we accepting to entice others? What kind of approach is that? Where does the respect come from? Are the words to complicate the systems again? Can we keep them simple? Do we want to be simple in this complex world? To open and close. Give us energy and attract it. Rotate and revolve around each other.

				 

				Complex but comparable. Everything that is based on what came before. Located in the road ahead and the road is available. To weigh and evaluate these qualities until we no longer need them. No need 

			

		

	
		
			
				to worry about something that does not apply. A mission that is laborious. Hard work as a legacy. Inheritance information about the place in the world. The possibilities to move around. Put yourself out there as something. Then send a message back. Let us know how you got there. Even though you know that life just offers everything else. The tracks are never fixed. Flow like riverbeds that sometimes drag entire groups down with them, while others wait for evaporation.

				 

				The place was the dream of the drink. On three floors built from barrels to look like barrels. Everyone in the city had put their hand to the plow to make each floor their best. Everyone from the neighborhood had their own place in their own corner. The community reflected in the diversity and the result was a kind of warmth that did not need to be heated with oil. There was light in the hearts of all who came and they shared it. Even through the hardships, this was the place where they could disappear. A kind of temple in timelessness. Become a game.

				 

				The mysterious woman did not say much. However, the woman who loved the drink was reluctant to describe the pleasures of each drink. Every word she uttered made each sip so much better. She told stories. Make the drink a small person in an adventure of this size where you could taste every single part of her world in every drop. Ina had never heard such an impressive storytelling talent and was fascinated by the woman’s ability to use her love in these ways. She reached out to her in a way she did not remember being reached before. Not recently at least.

				 

				When Ina had been younger. A long, long time ago, though she sometimes thought it might have been yesterday. She had a teacher who taught them for a while. About matter and energy and how everything depended on conditions as they were. How everything would change if the assumptions were not what we had. She remembered how the teacher drew for the reality where a journey back in time was possible, what the vehicle needed to be and what it needed to do. It was as if he believed it. At least he had managed to 

			

		

	
		
			
				convince her then. Now she knows another technique for traveling there. Maybe that’s what he meant all along.

				 

				It can be pulled up. Pulled out. Eventually it drops back down and it decreases if it is not correct. But if it’s right, it’s going up a lot. Must remember that. Whatever it is. Increases in the cloud. Falls into the dungeon that spits out from the warmth. There is a good existence. Never a problem. Everything on your side. The state in your own country. Violent gets to be provocative. End only made to drive you forward and make you greater in a world that demands all sorts of things. Can hardly do less and should not want to find that option within it.

				 

				The braid was slightly damaged over all this. But she wanted something more. Magnificent drinks and beautiful words could only take one so far. Life lived in other aspects. The one who lived behind and could not find. When would the message arrive. When would her time appear. This was probably not the moment. The mysterious woman asked them if they were not excited for the show. They did not quite know what to answer. After all, they hardly knew what was going to happen. They just knew they were there and this was going to happen. 

				 

				The mysterious woman told them not to worry. This would be great fun and they would learn a lot from just being there. “The most important thing is to wrap your noses together and make connections.” Ina and Flétta both knew that they would never get any answers from the mysterious woman. As much as they now knew about the drink, they were even more uncertain about how this meeting would take place and what their role would be in it. But here they were and they were not the type to let the uncertainty stop them.

				 

				 

				Even in your own systems some kind of struggle for the sky that you form outside in the envelope. On a cute seat and that’s what you are and I 

			

		

	
		
			
				am. But then when we intertwine in a holistic way, we become so much funnier together. And we always have been. In one form. Which they call nothing but ends up being all in all.

				 

				Then it all comes together to form one strong whole, from the smallest to the largest, from the right to the right, with desires and hatreds as role models that create the mood and give us something to do while we live in paradise.

				 

				While everything falls back into him again. Sits on the bottom and waits for a better time. Or when someone can give it to him. Maybe just time for another or what?

				 

				 

				 

				 

				Nothing could stop us. Late into the night and first into the morning. We were on schedule. To be able to follow all those who were going to give us something and give them these strange ideas that we had come up with. In light packages. Packed photons. Deliberately posted to make them wild again.

				 

				The palace was visible to them, but what did it represent? The knowledge itself or maybe the other? What they did not know. The rubble from the rock that formed the floor of the palace was shaped in more ways than anything else in its vicinity. More experimentation, more playfulness, if that was possible in this city. Every single chamber of the mind had approached it and taken its method out into it. Allow yourself to believe what she could be so she could be all that and more . The patchwork of the universal dream, that was what it was meant to be. Or the creation, the raw material they came from. The content itself. Pretty cool.

				 

				Behind the palace was a garden. But they did not have the time or space to go into it now. Yet there was something about the garden that called to them. They walked past the yard curiously and into 

			

		

	
		
			
				the hall. Symbols showed them the way through the corridor to the place where they were supposed to be. They marked themselves and waited for the presentations to begin. One by one, the visitors of the exhibition began to get lost. They were all participants themselves; The algae woman with the algae hair, the data collector in the data shirt, the mysterious woman, the woman who loved beer. Along with more and more until the space was saturated with magic and spells. 

				 

				The mysterious woman started her case. She welcomed everyone and then went to introduce what she had been doing herself. She talked about how to dress the whole world. By looking at the most underutilized raw material available. But also what was most available. She suggested that the dust and much of it be the latest in everyone’s account. And as a result, to collect it and use its features. How it would accumulate and transform its fragility into a symbol of quality. 

				 

				What a value it was for them and could be for others. Everything imaginary and fictional. Like the planet itself. We like information-sensitive feelers to fog on the surface to develop with us the ability to fog in and out to get around everything. Understand it fully.

				 

				Next came Ina. She had not had any such fundamental discoveries or innovations on her desk. She looked out the window and wondered what the medical costs would be if she cut out the window, some opportunities just could not be valued for money. She gave up these thoughts and stood in front of the group and introduced her material. “The possibilities for all of us to cooperate and enjoy are almost infinite. In the simplicity of allowing oneself to approach a subject without putting too much thought or effort into it. That way you can achieve something that not only offers more, but is more by being less. “ 

				 

				She took out the stuff she had in her bag and opened it. Open balls of green-colored textile upholstery sprang up, breathing the air that 

			

		

	
		
			
				had been kept from them. She took one bundle in her palm and almond with it, rolled it and knotted, stretched it and shaped it into a small innocent rag. She did this a few times and then said, “As you can see, it may not be much. But time was also short as no one. And when we who are in the process of creating and kneading together the wonders of the individual begin to see what it is that we do and what we are worth, whether for ourselves or for ourselves. Then we quickly see that it is the time we have and can give that is all we have. Let us use it together and be self-sufficient. Thank you”.

				 

				Dancing in the dusty landscape in the hope that the soft lump will conquer their minds and hearts. Capture their attention and desire to be with him. And allow him to be more involved. Drinking up the water to keep it from. Providing commitment to the constant processes of transformation that are pursuing and forcing us to work for stability. To work to be able to stand in this. Working to settle down.

				 

				The stimulating interest seeps like medicine into the veins of everyone who is stunned to see what is happening. No one wants to be without promising others to join. Everyone wants everything to fit together even though it does not seem like it does.

				 

				 

				No one clapped. Either everyone had forgotten that it was something they should do or they were simply so knocked out of the song in her presentation that it did not even occur to them. What did she mean by kneading the material together? Was that all she did? Was that all she wanted to present? Maybe that was enough. But Flétta was next. 

				 

				She had come up with a discovery that had lain on her for a long time. After many years of research into looking at systems and maximizing the presentation of the material, she was of the opinion that what she now had in hand was the next logical step. Not just taking advantage of what came into being and came into being as the mysterious woman had talked about. Rather like the city they 

			

		

	
		
			
				were all in now. Organic matter called for more organic matter. By placing certain small stations in any kind of presentation that was offered, they could be made to call on what was missing. Thus, they use their natural qualities to expand and become greater, to create what was missing. 

				 

				Létta knew that what she had had the opportunity to speak to those who were there. But she had nothing direct to show them. She had been too preoccupied with academic research and background information gathering to be able to bring them anything that demonstrated her findings. She fumbled for the final words and invited anyone who would like to approach her to work on further research towards making full use of these qualities for the future. So they could all grow and flourish in their own way.

				 

				Everyone clapped. Many were more than curious about her new technology and had many questions about how it could be used. Weave relieved to hear them. It was a forum for her ideas and people in this sector were excited to hear more. This was a new approach to an old subject. That was all she wanted. Develop something further. Build a new foundation. 

				 

				After that, the data controller came with the computers on his back to sing through the processes. He talked about how we could calculate from the location of sticks in the wind how the weather could change quickly and so we could arrange our dress more towards pleasure and that we could play in harmony with the forces when we tried. By laying down on the instrument and singing along with the machines in the hope that the world will be filled with beautiful data song. A kind of echo chamber where the climbing of the branches would give us a grip on the spirit of the heavens enveloping what is missing.

				 

				The algae woman is neatly dressed in well-arranged shapes. Presented her ideas as she was dressed. Talked about small creatures that live all around. How they filled the world for no other 

			

		

	
		
			
				reason than to fill in the form, use leftovers and create from them a new infinite chain of matter that goes back and forth back and forth to the bottom.

				 

				How could we get them to work with us and create a protective armor for the world or to perceive it what we could not perceive without them. The nuances of the species are fascinating and astonishing with color restrictions that cover the whole spectrum from what we could not detect and back through to the indistinguishable. However, it was not through the colors that new samples could be collected on the subject. But by examining who lives there and what lives inside them. 

				 

				Everything flows through this little package. Often seem innocent and keep most of themselves. But when they get a chance to slam on everything else and adapt to the context, they become something completely different. The arguments settle on the outside of the mind and soak it up. So when the light shines in through the cracks of all the innocent vegetation, they become flowering algae vegetation in all the colors of the rainbow.

				 

				  ----

				 

				Afterwards, others came and showed how the latest research indicated that the glaciers were alive. How could the technology they built be used to dress in the endless transformation of moisture and create a shell around them. Great ideas for using the glaciers for your own use. To take the glaciers off the moors and put them in drawers and cupboards of all homes. 

				 

				But little by little, everyone started to gather from the conference and agreed to head to a nearby drinking place. The woman who loved the drink found the place that everyone had decided was acceptable. But that was not the main issue right now. Holds the togetherness that did not demand the superiority of the environment. Only a small glimmer of desire to please and 

			

		

	
		
			
				give. This was the group for it. They walked together towards the place where baboon tails and zebra reefs were served. The whole place is dedicated to the great mountain spirit Krákilnasi. But it was a large, majestic patron of the area who was often seen in the form of a disfigured old tree walking along the mountain slopes.

				 

				Carrying a crooked, wooden body to anyone in need. If you met him on the forest slopes, you could expect great enlightenment. But Krákilnas only appeared to those who believed and wanted it. Flétta and Ína spread themselves among all these incredibly male celebrities and drank in what they had to offer. The mysterious woman was accompanied by respectful women who seemed to carry their age with special diligence. As if their age were just other garments that they had tailored to their needs and expectations. 

				 

				At the conference there had been a woman who specialized in radiation and had envisioned a future where no materials were used to represent the clothes or the material, the rays would completely take over. Remote clothing. She was with her friend who was in a bit of another pain. But his ideas were more about looking at the material in areas where it had never been examined before. From this it would be possible to make even more discoveries about what was suitable and what was not. But they toned each other well. There seemed to be a trend in the same direction somehow whether they knew it or not.

				 

				Flétta was immersed in arrogant conversations with the woman who radiated and the explorer her friend who desperately wanted to go to the caves that were all around in this area. . Ina was not involved in this conversation. She was sitting elsewhere with the Algae Woman, the carpenter, and the woman who loved the drink. The woman who loved the drink, however, listened to them and invited them to come down to the cave with her after all this was over. 

				 

				Ina was halfway through the conversation and halfway through 

			

		

	
		
			
				kneading more and more rags. The speed she had at this and the quality still surprised all the people and before long it was all over with a rag in hand. Some used it to wipe the sweat off their foreheads, and still others tried to dip it in the drink and then walk around with it and drip it on themselves as the evening progressed.

				 

				When Ína looked around, she soon realized that the place they were in was not an ordinary place at all. This seemed to be some sort of shelter or bulwark to protect itself from some major danger. Ina walked through the space and into the corridor. On the walls hung pictures of dangers and impending tragedies that seemed ancient. It was not as if anything was happening now. But these loud pictorial reminders made that reality almost tangible. She eventually came to a large open hall with rows of shelves full of books on any subject. She did not take a book in her hands but just sat in the middle of the hall and felt how the energy of the place gave her ideas of past centuries and hopes for a future that probably never came. But this one was here.  

				 

				Flétta was still in the arrogant conversation but had moved on to the mysterious woman and the respectful women she sat with. They seemed even more mysterious than the mysterious woman, but still shared with her ideas on how to approach further cooperation. By attracting certain key players who sought out different elements with different actions within different areas. How they almost unknowingly by pouring themselves into their own specialization created a dense network of success and progress. Braid had become a little excited about these respectable women when she walked in. The woman to whom she had written the message. She had answered. She had met. She got up and walked to her almost like a pipe.

				 

				They walked together into the corridor. Towards the hall. They followed each other. In complete silence and full of peace, they all sat together in the middle of the hall. As made from everything the hall sought to be. Search for knowledge towards empathy and new 

			

		

	
		
			
				desire. They were all there, the drinks set aside or left behind. They felt the energy in the hall and each other’s energy. They felt the connection they formed and the connection to each other. One hand after the other began to try to deepen the connection. Reaching out to others and showing the connection in action and forming bonds in the attitude.

				 

				They all hugged each other. The informant about the woman who loved the drink. The algae woman about the data man and Flétta about the woman who had come. Ina grabbed Flétta and the Algae Woman. The leaders grabbed each other, the other and the mysterious woman who held the woman who loved the drink. The radiant woman and the explorer hold on to Ina and each other. And everyone started pulling at each other, they massaged each other, kissed each other and kissed each other. In the heat of the moment, they began to undress each other, and before anyone could tell what was going on, they all lay in a dense web of each other’s love affairs. Connected with the understanding they could provide to themselves and to each other in this search for a place of refuge in the world. All their dreams and desires have reached one point. To maximize themselves.

				 

				 

				Finished settlements

				Go too fast

				About what you thirst for

				 

				The desire is a foundation

				For an eternal night

				For the one who predicts it

				 

				Innocent law

				You lift up

				And looks under like

				 

				Rambar to huts

			

		

	
		
			
				Worn away

				In the pocket of a wish stone

				 

				From the glacial lake melt

				Grabs me

				And hold me tight

				 

				Floating inside

				Berglinda flaum

				In a dream come true

				 

				 

				 

				Braid woke up half useless after the evening’s adventure. She looked over the pile and saw that Ina was sitting as if she had hardly moved. Ina opened her eyes slowly and looked at Flétta, she moved softly and got up and started. Braid followed her. What an adventure. What would they find next? 

				 

				Suggestion to the gods

				The security of the nation. The Great Leader. And a rich harvest.

				The young man named Thousand Years

				In the first part

				The second part is

				The massage dance

				Steps down a lot and imitates after sowing on the field

				Stappa

				 

				In between breaks.

				Continue the story.

				Too busy with the lover who left her

				Animal works

				No form and just making fun of another

				Blind massage women

				Mountain priests with imperfect magic

				Where the priest is ridiculed and mocked

			

		

	
		
			
				The devil made fun of

				Strong female characters in the lead role

				The son-in-law does a lot of things in connection with weddings

				about the young servant

				farmers to pay the tax

				god of good luck gives good luck

				 

				 

				They went into the botanical garden. Outside the garden, they had seen wild plants. Notice them for their uniqueness or because they reminded others they knew from home. Lichen had seen one in several places. She even wondered if she had seen her everywhere. But the plant was just one of a thousand flowers and a thousand flowers were not enough to hold her back, but she paid attention to them and then returned to her walk. Inna walked in this little garden as if she were seeing the world for the first time. Everything was new to her.

				 

				In the botanical garden, the plants were not wild. They were organized and marked. They each got their own room and as soon as Ína and Flétta walked in through the gate, they felt that here the world was no longer wild and searching. Here every corner was looked at and it was created and made into a story inside the story. Each plant is given a new meaning based on the translation. Their potential is as inappropriate as the material they are trying to apply. System on top of the system to try to get around it but in reality just remove it from itself. The women who looked after the garden were not unlike themselves. Almost invisible in his work. Only walking around to care about what matters. Communicating with groups that would never be able to understand them. Just appreciate and be in tune with themselves.

				 

				 

				If the words do not mean what they mean then there is no reason to doubt them. The rows indicated something but they could not read into it. It was requested. The flight attendant bed that was 

			

		

	
		
			
				right next to the only row that caught their attention. Watching the edible lure the yeast directly into the pot. Carrying jugs to them like awful hosts. Only to invite them to the camp and digest like their latest ideas about themselves. Just before they become something completely different. No longer flying towards their destiny but growing with the new ones. So convincing that they could die forever.

				 

				Gagnamaðurinn and Þörungakonan went into the garden in search of bound fruit in a dream sauce. Ways to eat and enjoy. But they felt they had to wait. The park had other plans. They felt the need to listen to what the park had to say. His language took over from others. The respectful women had spread out around the garden in accordance with his request.

				 

				Out of the pond, the algae woman took a slump of sludge and knotted a ball out of it, which she then threw at the respectable women. They had responded in the same currency and a struggle had begun in which a complete war had been declared against all those who dared to provoke. Slippery balls and the most clumsy beasts were blown back and forth. Words that may never have been heard before and in them even microbes that had not been found and were not yet found. The petrified overgrown frog looked at it all. The last of its kind by the pond. All the others had long ago been kissed and become princes. 

				 

				Flétta and Ína settled on a small hill in the garden and watched him and life. Up in the sky a man was cutting down a tree. Spin by spin until it finally comes down. Flétta and Ína listened to the sound that was created during the shredding. Ina then grabbed one of the small plants, tore it up and tore small cracks at the ends and blew the plant like a trumpet. It made the same sound as it could be heard in the distance. As if the sound did not come from the tool of man but as a cry from the essence of the action. As if no other sound was available. 

				 

			

		

	
		
			
				Braid wondered if the plants recognized the sound. Whether it challenged them or filled them with fear in some way. Whether it confirmed for them their relationship with the outside world. Braid herself had a sound that she wanted to make. But the translation was all wrong. Something about her eyes, messages and how she felt. Something about how all this work and all that had come before had almost disappeared inside them. 

				 

				Ina blew the trumpet for a little spider that lived between the flowers. The spider did not seem to be disturbed or pleased by her behavior. But Ina knew they were making a connection. To confirm each other’s existence. Despite being each in their own world.

				 

				Respectful women. Those who had planned it all. Laid the foundation of all that had taken place. They now stood naked, covered with a veil, each in its place in the garden. One behind Ína and Flétta. Another a little further by the pond and the third so far away that it was difficult to spot it. One dog was standing below the hill and Flétta and Ína watched them all put their hands down with sides. How they put their palms out and with closed eyes looked up at the sun and turned to stone. They had belonged to the park. Be an integral part of it. And now they would always belong to him. 

				 

				Under normal circumstances, Flétta and Ína might have jumped at the chance. Even wondering at her and doubting the legitimacy of what had taken place. But not now. Not in this yard. This was a natural logical development of being there. To be involved in the existence of the park. Flétta and Ína could even have seen themselves in this role. But they both knew that their time was not up. He would come later. As time has it to do. 

				 

				Braid stood up and walked towards the hangars. Ina put down the instrument and followed it. Each staircase that swung towards the courtyards seemed to draw its energy from the courtyards to power the lift. In irregular spirals, they seemed to scream and dance regularly irregularly. Like the garden waiting to change roles 

			

		

	
		
			
				and become something completely new. Yet so perfectly capable in their work. The level of complexity and uncertainty somehow weighed more accurately than affirmation and accuracy in how he approached his role. Each step, a step towards something more.

				 

				Until they came all the way up. There was nothing left but to enjoy, play and wait for the fall. Ina went for a beautiful tiny plant that gave off a color she would not remember seeing before. Never captured him or known of. But she recognized him immediately. She reached towards him and found that as she approached something happened. She did not know the fruit. It was a sea urchin. By touching the soft hairy barbs, they had penetrated her flesh and did not want to let go. 

				 

				Like a crossword puzzle in another language.

				I do not have much more to say about this.

				How old ideas about the world permeate.

				Mapped in a new language so we hardly knew them anymore.

				Constantly discovering to soak up the sun again.

				In the fast dance of the protective cover.

				With the chaos, the end should be seen.

				Through originality

				Let’s start again. 

				 

				  Inside the garden. Past the houses that housed the tropical forests. Beyond the women who were almost invisible kept the garden alive. Under the bun that swung back and forth between the ends of the yard and sprayed over it cool drops that lay on the leaves until they merged in plans to heed the call of gravity and fall down just to take to the air again in another form. Flétta and Ína walked past all of this towards a small path at the other end of the garden that ran along low hills. Braid knew what that meant. «This is what it was,» she said.

				 

				Ina looked over this barren wild environment. It seemed like something had been. Even something that could have continued if it were not for everything else. The algae woman walked past them 

			

		

	
		
			
				with the data center. They talked about the gardens that could and would become. With vegetables crawling up all the walls, all in the care of those who sought peace of mind. To those who felt they were busy. Just to suffocate in the perimeter of the park and escape it again. Doing it wildly wild. Management and care are too great a sacrifice to make for just being.

				 

				The algae bloomed as she walked and transformed into a thousand thin threads that lay like a bath over the landscape. The data subject became pure information that in a dense network covered everything that was close to him. The mysterious woman turned to dust and the woman who loved the drink to a small crack. Flétta and Ína walked around this natural part of the garden where everything seemed to belong to him. The radiant woman radiated into all the papers and everything that could absorb the light. The explorer began to investigate what he was doing there. Everyone was lost in their roles with the garden.

				 

				The woman that Flétta had found looked at her with her deep eyes. While she became a frog again and jumped away. Nothing came of these new ideas of Flétta and Ína. Everything had become one thing or another. Whatever it was. Braid knew this was what she had to go through. To hear in itself away from all that had torn her up and given her these new desires. Whoever they were. What did she want now? Was this her entering into a relationship where she had no control anymore? Did she like it?

				 

				Ina saw how a fly, golden and greenish, swung as if to talk to Flétta. But Flétta did not look at her and the frog jumped in to eat the fly out of sight. Ina thought of her own ideas about how everything would appear to her now. It was not the same. The colors did not mean the same thing. So easily eaten by simplicity in sheer indifference. What did the colors really mean? What were they calling for and was it something that needed to be called for? 

				 

				In Ina’s mind she had come. Neither on the way here, there nor 

			

		

	
		
			
				back. She had simply reached a point in reality where she could celebrate the moment for what it was. There was no search anymore. It was just lautin and she. She bowed her head and then stood up and looked. the color was created to be absorbed and whatever it was and could be would never match anything with the absorption. Being eaten up by their surroundings. As evasive as it seemed to do. That was her new role. Not just to be swallowed. Rather open your mouth to the colors of the world and raise them.

				 

				Braid was no longer at the helm. All her ideas had become an organic time machine that had gotten into their vehicles and either gone far back before they had even become ideas or were just floating images. Now or then the ideas had gone so far that they had become other than ideas they had become some kind of laws that would have ended up refuting themselves in all the hype that came with having to face them without having any a foothold to support yourself. 

				 

				The reality of Flétta was now not only reshaped but in constant reshaping. At each step, worlds were extinguished and ignited, a reality that everyone seemed to be entitled to and everyone seemed to disappear in the same breath. Nothing could hold her anymore she was free. This was not just too much this was just enough. More than enough. This was the free nature and its nature in it. To be able to stand with the transformation and not hesitate. Just keep going unscathed. With faith in the power that was her own success in it. Informed about the subject matter.

				 

				----

				In the big donut

				Maybe there was a small whisper under a gray space that could make the difference.

				But through the roles, she had ended up back in a circle.

				They did not expect anyone to come to them and shape them with materials to fasten them in place. What a transition. It was not their role 

			

		

	
		
			
				to be exposed to it. They were the transitions themselves.

				 

				The woman who loved the drink took Flétta and Ína with her. The radiant woman and the explorer followed. She dragged them all along the river channel through the woods towards the hole. “This is my mother’s pit,” she said. “Her mother found her before her and I would not be surprised if her mother had originally shown her where she was. No one knows the story anymore about how this hole was found. She’s probably always been here. But she wasn’t always that big. ”The woman who loved the drink pulled a heap of green branches from the hole. One by one they entered. Braid bent down and Ina went in on the side. 

				 

				When they entered the hole, they saw a magnificent sight. The size of the palace hall was downstairs. Illuminated crowns of stone-grown pillars descend from the ceiling. Columns divided the hall space into units reminiscent of how the city was set up. A large lake sat mirror-smooth on the hall floor and shone so that Ína was tempted to dance on it. The radiant light illuminated everything so that the palace stood illuminated and responded to the light by beginning to bloom green wallpaper wherever the light hit. The explorer was a little taken aback by the idea of  the land in the country and would have fallen in love if another country had lived in this way.

				 

				But what lived under the water? Ina was determined not to be content with this space. She saw and felt that it lived more here than this and yet this was more than enough for most people. She asked the woman who loved the drink to lead them on. They followed her, deeper into the cave. Past the decorated corridors of the country’s conversations with itself. Its shaping and shaping of underwear. They were behind the wreck of the world. The moisture that seeped down the walls and the hairy growth gave them homely warmth. As if they had returned home.

				 

				Deep down in the cave vaults, a small opening appears. Bright and 

			

		

	
		
			
				calm. Opening towards another opening. Fresh air and birdsong greeted them. It was a deep bowl on the earth that captured everything that wanted to fall down and live in peace. A small sample of the world.  Hanging on the outside of the trees in every nook and cranny was like a soft powder covering everything. On the walls and at the bottom of the bowl. Even in the middle of it, where other water was not as smooth as what had been in the cave but even more mysterious. “No one knows how far it will go,” said the woman who loved the drink. 

				 

				“The story goes that one mother intended to throw her child up here, but the child saw her and fled. When the child told the townspeople what had happened, they had all come together and thrown her down and tied her to a rock so that she would sink all the way. Many people say that she is still sinking and will continue to do so for generations to come. ”This horror that the woman who loved the drink told them was horrified by all of them. And something seemed out of line with the feeling that the environment gave. But of course this hole had its own story to tell. With its endless ever-sinking memory.

				 

				They all walked through this mysterious bowl and back down into another part of the cave. It was dark and cool, and the woman who loved the drink asked the radiator to tell them the way. The cave tunnels passed like stone tents around them and the hole narrowed and narrowed until they finally reached another hall. She sang. At first just a few simple words that came out as if to get started. But as she continued, the words grew longer and the tones widened until they filled the whole cave and the song seemed to fit into every hollow and gap that lay inside. 

				 

				As the song resounded with everything he touched and filled Flétta’s minds, she thought of the days that had passed. Everything had been so different from what she had known all her life but was still so familiar. As if the events and spectacles that had befallen her had always been. As if she had always experienced it but just could not 

			

		

	
		
			
				access it. Ina felt clothed in the earth itself. As if the earth were the blanket that surrounded and protected her, and this music was the fluid of life that would give her the fullness she needed to nourish and move closer to what she was already at. 

				 

				It was a new idea to be born into it. All that softness she had and all that softness she wanted to create around her. Exploding new experiences in a cave that was as hard as old-fashioned candy. She still wanted it more than anything else. Did not feel the cold and the hardness but what the cave wanted to give. What he could offer. The protection. Time. The shelter. This was not what he was, but what could be.

				 

				It was herself. Ina. That was what all this experience was. The song faded and seemed to settle down into the folds and crevices of the cave tunnels. They followed the woman who loved the drink down to a large river that flowed beneath everything. She had broken through and allowed herself to be where no one had expected her. In between in peace from and for everything. The woman who loved the drink had prepared a boat for them. She called him absalom absalom and invited them all to sit down. When they had all settled down, she let go and the river carried them through. 

				 

				Every single path was a new beginning at a new end. The braid did not feel unique in any way. She experienced herself as part of a larger whole. Like one particle of blood cells carrying information through the bread. She thought she could eat the mountain. Or like someone would eat the mountain. She was just here in the middle to lift it up. Or not even that. Something much less. Something that did something that could not even be explained. The light appears to them at the end of the tunnel.

				 

				 

				In the emotional weather of everything around.

				One drop at a time that leads down and forms a connection.

				Climbs apart the rock that holds it down

			

		

	
		
			
				and then finally binds it together into a new whole.

				 

				The algae woman and the informant received them from the boat. The algae woman asked Ina and Flétta to follow them. Crow noses were waiting for them up on the mountain, she said. They walked along paths that ran through the dense forest down the slopes. Squirrels, mice and lizards jumped between the bottom vegetation and Gagnamaðurinn told them about a house that lived inside. “Built long before anything was built here. The designer was someone no one knew and the style was not unlike what the city was all built from but much much earlier. “You would have thought that the house had been built only half a generation ago when you saw it,” he said

				 

				But they were not going to that house. The story had to suffice them. There was, however, another house waiting for them below the slope. It was a house built from ancient fairy tales. Or as close as possible. Not big enough to be a palace but completely in the style of one. Not simple enough to be a mountain hut in the Alps but well on its way. Not exaggerated enough to be a Russian aristocracy but the idea was valid. The park is filled with material from all over the world, pulled and transformed into new and what should be impossible shapes.

				 

				Above them in the window of that house I was. I was with my children while I was sleeping. I welcomed them to enjoy the party that was always going on. I would bring hope soon. They sat down and ate and drank. The walk had been long and the day even longer. For a long time, Ina had been content with what had gone before. But still v seemed to add to the experience and enrich it even more. On the spot, Flétta had met individuals who were excited to make things happen. She was in the right company.

				 

				Ina felt how their common adventure was spreading. They were both finding new ways and they did not lie side by side. They were going in either direction hopefully soon, but in a good way. They 

			

		

	
		
			
				had both found something new that led them. Ina felt that she could lead herself forward. Through the conversations with the algae woman, the mysterious woman and the data center. I just arrived. Ina still did not know who I was. But when we met, she would see it. That would surprise her. Braid would never know me.

				 

				Létta had found another beautiful and interesting woman that she did not need. She spoke her language. Had been researching secular materials for many years. Could unravel even the most distant nebulae and what lived in them. It would not have surprised her if he could have told her who lived in them. Ina sometimes looked happy to know how open Flétta had become. She felt it. How doors would have opened for her all around as she was ready to take the plunge. Not that she had to, because she just did not know where to go.

				 

				Ina, the algae woman, the data collector and the woman who loved the drink all shared meals and scratched about fictional worlds and where they led communities. How the whole world could follow completely invented ideas towards some kind of tendency to revolutionize and change into what the ideas stood for. I came downstairs and chatted with the mysterious woman who was my sister. We had not met since she had lived on the island to the south. Her emigration to the island in the north had even taken place in between. We had a lot to talk about.

				 

				But I wanted to share my time with these new people and Ína was especially interested in me tonight. She brought with her some charm and interest in life that was contagious. I felt I wanted to share with her because she stood there herself so open and vulnerable in front of me. I told her about my games. How I should be in touch with princesses all over the world for my games and how I was just going this morning to play with the main rulers of the country. She could not come to see it. That was okay. It would have been difficult to install it.

				 

			

		

	
		
			
				I told them about my garden and how it was time to take care of it. The user therefore showed great interest. Likewise Ina. They followed me and my sister out into the yard. I started watering him and told them how he had been created just now. For this moment. That way, they could come and be part of watering him and being a part of him. We would all be involved in him sprouting up and prospering.

				 

				They participated but eventually had to leave. It was time to go and meet the spirit of the mountain. I redeemed them with gifts and said goodbye. Watched them walk their way up the mountain. Krakanös would be happy to meet them. They needed each other now. Although it was only to get the moment. Ina, the informant, the algae woman, the mysterious woman and the woman who loved the drink all walked along the mountain slopes into the starlit night. Létta went the other way with the new people she had met. They still had a lot to talk about.

				 

				Songs about everyone’s unrequited love for the stars resounded among the deciduous trees and the hill welcomed them singing back to remind them that they lived in an infinite network of experiences and connections. They were not alone. Up on the hill illuminated by the starry sky lying in the lawn. They closed their eyes and found that Krakanös had arrived. Rising slow steps around them. To evaluate them and weigh. Ina opened her eyes and sat up. She did not look directly at Krakanös but up at the stars. She finally blinked slowly towards Krakanös, who was instantly fascinated.

				 

				  Why be where you were

				when you could be everywhere.

				Perception is transformed by a new approach.

				The senses evolve to receive the new reality

				and that was what we did.

				 

				But the gravity of time is stopping all our direction toward the beginning.

				 

			

		

	
		
			
				 

				Ina came to Flétta’s room that night as a transformed woman. Once again the words are different. Lichen was asleep when she arrived. Lying on the floor. Not something that Ina had been used to seeing her do. But it was not from discomfort that she had fallen asleep. On the contrary. Everything around indicated that she had simply lain there because everything was so good. Because wherever she found herself, it was good to be there. She had been playing a story for herself that Ina had told her to listen to. A romantic story about the universe and love.

				 

				Ina listened to the last chapter and then fell asleep herself. Outside the window, the world was still bustling with remembrance. Joy, panic, conflict and everything that came with human life. They lay untouched by everything. Like islands in the ocean. Arrived in the middle of the bustle but not to get stuck there but to quietly float on and inherit from the dead the memory of peace. Wrapped in the threads of the quilt like the threads of the story, Ína was drawn into the dream. Impossible to know anymore when he started and where she ended up being intertwined now. Through the material, the information became her. 

				 

				Ina was in the middle of the dream with her long-dead sister. They were in an ice cream shop and Ína had ordered one ice cream in bread form with a dip and curl. She turned and looked and there he stood. With a much younger woman with him. She could not pretend not to see him and he could not even pretend to see Ina. He waved to her kindly and Ína, big-eyed and stunned, raised her hand to wave back. While the ice melted in the hands of the clerk behind it. Until the man finally disappeared with the younger woman. 

				 

				Ina still woke up in the morning. Out of everything that had happened. Aware of what had happened for a moment before she began to look around and receive the world awake. Braid sat on the chair walking towards her. With a small cup of tea and a greased cup. Lichen looked out the window while she drank the 

			

		

	
		
			
				cup of tea. Ina wished her good morning. Létta seemed aware of the quality of the day sitting as she sat but did not address it, but got straight to the point. Flétta asked Ína how she had colored the material she made the rags from. 

				 

				Ina told her it came from rocks. She sometimes went into the valley from where she was descended and gathered herbs. She started experimenting with taking rock from the site for coloring and found that when the rock had certain shovels on it, it gave off a particularly vibrant and strong color. He would probably never have been as strong and bold as he was before they left. It had been a great cause for celebration for her as she wanted to introduce these methods to a larger group of people here, but she was shy as there were no infinite number of them and she knew that they were growing slowly.

				 

				Braid had suspected exactly this. Many years ago, she was supposed to be part of a research team that was to follow a foreign scientist’s ideas about mythical shovels that were to be found deep in the valleys. Flétta told Ína about how she had spent years following unconfirmed sources that no one compared to each other about these shovels and what they were supposed to do. Breathtaking, they should be. Direct communication with the inner life of the rock and the patterns that created the shovels. After all this work, Flétta had become convinced that there was no basis for these ideas.

				 

				However, the foreign scientist was not going to give up and since it was not possible to confirm her hypotheses with sources and general observations, she was going to take the research to the next level and get a group of participants to test different species to find out who theirs would be the active one. Flétta did not take it into account and had then explained to her how much risk there was in it. And even though she would explain to the participants the risks, there was no reason to be putting them in such great danger just in hopes of finding what she was looking for.

				 

				Létta explained to Ína what had happened. She probably would 

			

		

	
		
			
				have come to the conclusion completely unknowingly. And not only that, but introduced it to everyone here. All this trip had been one big result from Inna’s random research. She had managed to convey to the people not only her own ideas but the world’s ideas about herself. Ina was taken away. This had not been her intention. All she wanted was to add a little color to her life and maybe have a little life in her rags. It was something completely different and more. 

				 

				Flétta thanked Ína for the way she was. It would have taught her a lot to see how she approached the world. Braiding had once been sure that the only way to get through the material was through consideration and distance from it. But when the dust has found its way and bound down with the material, it has more often than not become something else and in the movement that Ína carried with her through each work, Flétta felt that there was never just one way to answer what was asked that. Rather, they were new questions. All other questions. Questions not necessarily had to find the answer to which had to be asked.

				 

				But it was time now. Flétta informed Ína that she was leaving. Here their paths parted. She was not going to come back with her. Not out of this. There was nothing for her to go back to anymore. Létta no longer knew what she was working on. But through her conversations with the others at the conference, she knew there was no other way but to follow it and keep the dance going. Participating in the world’s big team not because she knew what she was doing. Holds exactly the other.

				 

				 

				 

				In the little carriage on the way home. 

				The landscape is extensive and made to cover it.

				She may have been gone, but she was still there.

				In its own way. Her ideas still lived on.

				Gave it a basis to dance on. 

				To pull out the threads and find how they weave into a new image. A 

			

		

	
		
			
				kind of source for the process. Thumbnail of a miniature journey.

				Trying to capture the softness of the form by scratching it up.

				Often the truth lies in the presentation of the data

				rather than what they pretend to stand for.

				Let’s just put it together in piles

				and the creation of universes. 

				Or at least the idea of  it.

				Let’s call it home.

				 

				Many years later, Flétta and Ína sat together in a car. By some strange coincidence, the mysterious woman had captured both of them and made them go on a mission together. They were to go under the glacier roots and see how they covered the rock. How they surrounded the soil and tied it up. Captured the rays that then transformed themselves. 

				 

				How mysterious the woman had gotten them both into this project was almost incomprehensible to both of them. Ending up on such different shelves in life right now. So much had changed since the last time they went together.

				 

				Ina after continuing teaching with good receptions with radically changed emphases. She had received great recognition for her unconventional approach to the subject and the good results of students in assessment. By weaving together different subjects to take physics, weaving and more and make them one whole, she had made students not only get to know the subject but also think about it in a different way. They became more active, more creative and soon became highly sought after individuals in the community based on the focus they used to solve problems and find solutions.

				 

				Létta had now become one of the largest contractors for non-traditional buildings around the world. Wherever you set foot, it was likely that a building from her working group was under construction, development, or on the agenda. Antarctica’s largest construction project, which would take centuries, was now under 

			

		

	
		
			
				construction and was to create new natural cave formations along the coasts that would not only serve as facilities and work areas for the people who lived there, but should also be a comprehensive addition to flora and fauna with their forms and methodology. was applied to the development process.

				 

				But it was precisely in connection with the task that Flétta had been given to go. The mysterious woman knew exactly what she was struggling with and what she needed to find ways to not only dress the caves with the ice cave but to get the ice cave to become the other part of the caves. To another factor that made the building what it could be. Ina, on the other hand, had simpler ideas about being there. After teaching for many years, she had finally been offered a position by an institution that taught through unconventional approaches but had one of the best facilities for research work in the field of biodiversity offered by any institution.

				 

				Standing under the glacier to feel the wind blowing. Looking across the landscape at the veils of white, green and yellow on top of this gray and red under this big white. Ina bent down to touch it. To feel what was there. To remember what it was like. To hear what it had to say. She rummaged through the pebbles and the organic matter that had accumulated in the soil. Braid looked at her. She understood what she was feeling. Had even done it herself but did not need it because she saw what Ina felt.

				 

				As they went farther and closer to the glacier, they saw the rocks creeping up on the glaciers. Climbing along those lengths as high and deep as they could get. Not carried by the glacier from the bottom and up but walking over it under the guidance of the sky winds, seeking paths over. They were there too. All their ideas about the place and the opportunities. But also a certain impossibility. No matter how they looked at the glacier and approached it. They could never fully dress him. Like the hug they would always be without. Always relevant. Never in. 

				 

			

		

	
		
			
				Driving around with the kids

				Try to buy vegetables and fruits for the burgers

				The children sleeping in the car or cottage

				Can almost take care of themselves

				Seeing a woman in the store thanks her for having

				Give yourself the job, or become the cause

				You come in to talk to her

				He’s the man you still love

				You fall to the floor and crawl away

				Grabs a kinder egg on the way and crawls into a car

				Outside the car and on the way into it

				Then the man comes

				You can hardly look at him and ask him to leave

				He does it instantly

				You shout in capital letters that he should not leave

				That you love him

				You cry

				 

			

		

	
		
			
			

		

		
			
			

		

		
			
				Fun / beautiful words

				 

				Bladderwrack

				Hylmloka

				Laughter

				Record-breaking

				Sugar consumption

				Hlaðverpill

				Óshypla

				Saddle whistle

				Sun-loving

				 

				 

				 

			

		

	
		
			
			

		

		
			
				Funny words / swear words

				 

				Serpentine

				Lafhnubbi

				Vemilskita

				Slime base

				Korgapi

				Kleprklingill

				Væskilsnæpa

				Scabies

				Hrærbungull

				Klofnafri

				Hafurdaðri

				Dindilbuska

				Snáfurmok

				Andabægsli

				Book pain

				Kláfmigi

				Dofapáka

				Gormaðra

				Gormögursbægslasuddi

				Hangslværingi

				Jormgöndull

				Juðpyndill

				Crossover

				Anglers

				Limpjatla

			

		

		
			
				Lydduskorin

				Mangrumpur

				Mouthwash

				Niðbomsa

				Nephews

				Word leak

				Upper breasts

				Prussufruss

				Scabies

				Sporgfrákur

				Turfed        

				Sub-piston

				Útferðarmak

				Outflow puree

				Disgrace

				Tústslepja

				Þvenningarglenna

				Ælbolli

				Inverted crumbs

				Eye dough

				 

			

		

	
		
			
				Ready-made words

				einkopparmonogranularsingle anguisheinhrifeyedfor pottyfor the prisonerfor the effects ofthe weathercardiovascular singleheart giveheart pottyheart of the molarheart of motherheart additionhjartaurðheart samplesnúgefðunúkominnnúögnnúaukinúveðurspéstök

			

		

		
			
				subarachnoid Koppcarried Koppratkopparvalerate isolateratvafratveðurhugm madíhrifweftILAlight prisonerlight clearlight weatherlight samplesslag isolateoptical clearsjónvafsjónurðoptical samplewindow providewindow Koppwindow prisonerwindow Administratorviscous pressurestitle cleartitle effectagnarurðvíðkopparrelevantwillow isolatevíðhrif

			

		

		
			
				spégefðuspékominnspéingurspéhrifspémóðirspéveðurowl pottyowl weathervelstökvelgefðuvelfanginnvelhrifvelvafchoosefiðrgefðufiðrfanginnfiðrhriffiðraukifeathershuggefðuobsessedhugljósthugm madhugveðurhugurðkotstökkotmóðirsound absorbingsound motherkraðkopparkraðvafkraðauki
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