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Foreword

I see the words in my poetry as equal to my colour and form expressed on canvas. This process in my inmost being is an intense activity forcing itself to be heard and seen by others - a deep answer to my questions about life’s aim and meaning. My poems have been written during a period of about three decades.

When I start painting on a plain canvas or on a planch my mind has been in a developing process for a long time and I believe that the motif itself has already been performed on the plain surface. I just use my brush or fingers to help it to be delivered. If I set out my paintings all together, one after one, I can see a continuity which deepens the very meaning of the work itself. The former piece of art is linked to the coming one - it seems like a chain keeping together. They are all works expressing my outer and inner landscapes. Nature itself is poetry.

To me part of the paintings bring about a deeper sense of profane and sacred Love, a duality in matter and essence in a philosophic view of the idea, as Plato and others have written about. My poetry expresses the same inward human longing to reach Love of a higher dignity, the struggle on route to reach fulfilment - to be united to the other true part of the Self. This desire belongs to all mankind.

Sometimes when I paint, suddenly a poem comes to my mind, mostly in English and very often ”readymade”. This phenomenon is called ”verbal inspiration” in the words of Socrates. I write it down and when I read it later on I see that the words explain my painting or paintings; the words give a deeper dimension to the paintings, a dimension sometimes unknown to me at first. Have I tumed my painting to words or have I depicted and transformed my words to images?

The letters themselves are images. When I draw words in my paintings it is to make the combination of letter and image merge. When looking at a painting my eyes pass lightly over it and I suddenly notice the words in there. I read, read anew and my mind tums in new perceptual directions.

Forms, colours and letters with their innate symbols are like a jig-saw puzzle for the spectator to rest his eyes upon, giving activity to mind and soul. The one’s interpretation diverges from that of the other. Our eyes, our ears and our tongue are such proximate senses that I am not able to separate them from one another. They help us to enrich the ”adventures of life” on the route towards fulfilment.

Violet Tengberg

SIGHT OF NÅTURE

Colours give me feelings of the most wonderful music - the bitterest pain like the sounds of a stream like the well of nature searching for its nest

Why do colours exist?

Only to please -A greater role in the Universe than the multitude believes Take away the red colour -the chain of Love and Fire what would be the value of Life? The growing green - the green youth The ripen crop

-    Life itself

The darkish tones of autumn

-    the darken mould Weathered

The blue of ocean - and heaven -reflected

You fare on the ship of ocean Your sight tumed to horizon and to the skies

Heaven and sea united to the skies The Ship Etemal carries you further

Newly wakened rose The truth-sprout of Spring Glowing colour blossoms forth accords the joy - gives beauty where it grows

The girl resembles Spring The truth-sprout of Life The wind with its moving waves Tenderly playing in the girFs hair

The birch with its spring-dress glows Leaves gradually budding green Spring's sap rills through the bark The sigh of Life by wind it fares

The birch the image is - of a girl in Springtime Proud and lissome - strong by will Do not tear a branch - it gives displeasure the beauty of the plant will wither soon

The beauty of the plant - cannot remain if the plant is broken Spring - the seasons' first face awaking from winter sleep

Sun smiles fervour The Spring omate Naked you stand on earth startled out of sleep dry the tears from the eyes of Life in Springtime

In the mom

- when the first sunbeams give light to nature - barefoot I take some steps in the grass

when the dew lays like a blue-gray veil

over the landscape So fresh and lovely An old medical advice

as a rest and refreshment for the mind - and for the feet Fragments of a reality

The dreams of our longings fly over pale blue meads by a bird’s flight into limbs The bright red lustre of the tree entices with arms flaming like torches

in the fresh light of the moming shimmer

Spring of Inspiration in dreams of an awaken world of longing’s ethereal threads twisted in pattems

glowing like sparkled precious stones Solid rock of longing

Eye to eye of reality the torchlight of the tree entwines flaming like the tree pale blue meads of eider-down spring of the day and birds’ flight

Carried away by the wind is my longing’s blue flower

To keep its beauty forever -1 wish it was in my power

Sitting at my table - writing

I consume the food

served from outside the window

The rain quietly sprinkles

The sunshine changed into ashen skies

I am sitting and I cogitate -

reflecting on days of sunshine

Spring is the first sign of creation - awakening from the long winter sleep The beams of the sun take off the winter’s veil Naked you stand on the earth dazed with sleep - drying life’ s tear out of your eyes - in Springtime

The cool melancholy of the North Northern light in times of twilight reflected in the human soul Accord in nature the visible and invisible united by

invisible links of energy We live from the table of nature venerate all of life resting in the hand of God

On a sunny summer’ s day The ground my bed Heaven my ceiling

The sun warmeth my body and my soul My sight towards the sky Boundless

To feel one with nature

to live with and in the natural kingdom

The Silence - the listening

to the music of nature

tones strong and clear - tuning into tones

from the whispering of the winds

and the birds warble high in the sky

-    tones which reach all of us -

The orchestra of nature and the opera choir

-    of the birds

trained from the origin to new time In creation composite for the Listener

Early in the moming

before the human beings get awake

for doing their daily work

The birds sing a greeting song to bring others together on their way in the air

Still is peace over hills and valleys The mist a veil over nature Muffled noices from undemeath All nature awakes to do its work

My thoughts enter like a visitor to communicate about times past and times coming

Through me the visitor will be heard let me bring forward his message -to all living beings

Why does the visitor knock at my door? I feel happy when the door opens and - the visitor enters I feel harmony with the Universe -1 am not alone

I am just a little human being on earth in the limitless Universe

From the deep score of silence the well of light is risen

with bright orb seeking created Life

awakes

The sun’s rays give warmth

-    so does the human smile The warmth of soul and mind awakes the slumbering to Life

-    if I was a machine

destitute of sentiments

-    now I am a human being longing for the fervour of the sun’s pleasing rays awakening the inner slumbering

to Life

The issue - about what Silence in the darkness I wish to be a dragonfly for an evening

Live . . .

when the day breaks

in twilight hours dancing at the nightfall darkness

Manifoldness I see in the being of Hope Blue flaming blaze lifting high to the firmament Do you see your dream figure

Manifoldness I see in the being of Love Sunyellow strings of the lyre ethereal bows in the high red Do you hear the wondrous playing of music

Manifoldness I see in the being of Sorrow charred black ashes

Black curtains before the door of Light Do you feel the charred residues

Our terrestrial globe our mother earth

where human beings build and dwell

They build and build high above and deep under earth

Shall the human being build a new and different world Will it be something left of what nature through

millions of years has built by itself Nature listens - but you do not

Do you think that the human being

becomes happier

in this world of ours

if hands of man build

and demolish without a meaning

An interplay with nature

is of concem also for you

Be awaken when divorce is a fact -

then it is too late to heal

The lamentations of the outcry from nature

reaching your ears

in the present Now

The sight tumed upwards The ceiling ash-gray - heavy Frost-bitten tears come Autumn of evening The leaves start falling Ready made is the bed The cover soon is laid The sleep rests under the fell

The torrent with its Cascade hurled down the precipice roaring All nature silent and tranquil around Only the voice of the torrent - the cry -in all its power

is heard miles and miles around Who is the listener - one of thirst Here is water to drink

I am only a little creature in the lap of nature protected from falseness and evil

The scent of a flower awakens a feeling of memories from exhilaration -to the heavy smell of grief A radiant vibration between degrees of happiness and deep tones of affliction

My childhood’s fields as a child I jumped

The greeny lands - always growing green My flowery fields - always flowering My childhood's fields as a child I jumped always growing green

The ages will end the clock of time strikes on New fields exploring mind The childhood’s fields are the evensong of man’s estate newly sprung in tune

A lonely eye - resembling

- a grain of sand in the desert surrounded by billions of similar yet - a single little grain is a grain among myriads of others alike

The colour -

the voracious gap of enchantment in the beauteous flower of the desert From colour tones intoxicated -scent of butterfly orchid Tempted wherever you go The pit which is digged You yourself shall evade from fate

The law of nature - natural State

Unity in Nature

Everyone eats at the same table -Everyone drinks of the same water from the well of Nature

Tum thyself and look around Desolate - again desolate The strongest will survive -the law of Nature -thou followest even there Thou art also one with Nature -without unity

Autumn with its cover

shows the most wonderful pattems of colour

to be seen on the surface

The darkness undemeath

does not trouble us -

The pleasure of eyes and mind is

the clearness of the surface

The pupa of winter with its white cope sleeping

until Spring awakes all from winter lair

from frost and ice

and gives new life to all creation

Hands are stretched out

to grasp Life anew

The smallest little plant of life sprouts up and starts flowering

Like a flower bud the free will is rooted entering daylight

Near freezing point - alone until a warm ray from the embracing golden sun melts the cover of frost

Warmth is equal to delight

-    blazing flame - in hot red sweeps away grey ashes

-    and black remains

You stand by yourself flowering heated by the golden strings of the sun

-    in Motheris embrace







In Wildemess - uncultivated land

where no plant grows

You the joumeyman from time past

set out for unknown goal

The strings soul-whirled by etemal mind

unknown to you

are ready-made in your dreams

for you en route

Your sight within this and outer space the Self - the Ego

bringing together - renewing vitality you reach the aim you see by second sight

Your footsteps sometimes feel like lumps of lead -at times in cozy bottom

you are firmly rooted

Your image route appears when you gaze into visual fields The Spirit - your wandering rod and staff on your pilgrimage Your feet work like a winged Seraph as you fare

What is poetry?

An epitome of fragments

-    from life itself A puzzle - the pieces

-    put together forming totality of life

-    the contents of life

No heavy weight of burden - but eases burden for a human being

Innate of the human being Frost has melted to pouring water freshness -

gives energy to new life for a person en route Water of Life - water of health Renewal

Life is a desert without end I, traveller

seek a land beyond the horizon an oasis spring to revive me The joumeying continues towards a haven - never reached You, traveller, bear your cross alone

The tears of the winds from a sad planet The broken promise of human disregard The Golden bridge - ordained Word The ring - symbolizes the Seal - the bridge for the human two Love is the password The hate - the gap in sheep's clothing The streams of Life

are the glowing Orb

A multitude sleeps in a good bed A multitude has only a folding bed to sleep on

A multitude has not even

a folding bed to lean on at night

A multitude sleeps on the ground covered by a blänket A multitude suffers not from hunger while others do The world is overcrowded and cannot take care of all nativity -

Human beings suffer from thirst for water They have no shelter for protection People have forgotten

that every human being is responsible for human life They think of pleasure first of all not of responsibility

Take care of the words the ones not yet bom the words not yet expressed - those expressed cannot be retracted

My home is here on Earth

-    my abode is not fixed I am an errant

-    from dawn to dawn The darkness of the night

-    my mantle

Stars of the Universe my lamp and my beacon

The black rose of fraudulence is flowering

The freedom of the words cover the wounded

The scars of the thoms are left behind

Limitless space foretold by an endless bush -overgrown woods Brush of thinking reflected in clearly pouring streams Deep wells with images Fumes of a call - the cry never heard Is the idea of the earth yours The cry of the Universe is the echo expressed by your voice

Shivering not visible for strangers What is the inmost depth unknown to us A secret not to be explored by the uninitiated - at first sight A human inner thought is not perceptible for extemal human beings Loneliness, worry, yeaming warmth, happiness, anguish buming within

the lonely chamber of a human being behind shut doors which can be opened only by the man with the key

Flowers thirst from lack of water

The human being thirsts for water - the water of Life

On a solid Rock thou shalt build

the edifying rock to stand proudly

like shore-boulders with sharpened edges

proved against stormy seas

of howling billows

Inward forces

defend mind -

With charity thou shalt found the building

for protection against the horror and tyranny of a begotten world

I will belong to the present time - but I am tired of being helmed I will exist I will Live I will be loved I will give love in retum I will know the mystery of life I will get an answer to the question Why?

I will love all and everyone

With soft hand hold all I touch

That not the smallest greenery shall be broken

That the beauty of the plant shall exist

I am against emptiness -

To live in big sterile houses

I will not be helmed in a controlled cage

I will be close to nature

I will feel nature's pulse

I will become one with the Universe -

be led by its laws

I will not be a machine -

to be driven

by Whom?

The outer eye of the observer only sees the exteriör Deep under the surface the permanent is hiding

Looking into days of reality

The ”world” is hard and threatening

for people to live in

Fantasy is an open door to dreams

where you can rest in tranquillity

-    meeting the roots of Creation Therefore you are able to struggle further

-    living a life of reality

-    every break of day of labour and righteousness

In this world of ours we live a hollow life Every human being has to take responsibility for himself and for the creation We have only ONE world

Your inward struggle gives you strength to onward pilgrimage

- beacon’s soft gleam gives light to the path you take

Moments of darkness - in the Now about Now - for Now coming into being in the Now Why in Now -1 am existing Master of the Now Corruption begins to mount like a stream of lava

The boil of evil - burst - the pus poured out - in the Now

The ulcer pours balm in the Now The ulcer healed

Silver, gold - precious stones likened to human beings Precious and less precious The precious stand upright against the uproarious

The less precious are unsettled a reed adrift

Man of veracious sayings of noble mastery flutter not adrift

strengthened by adverse wind - fights ahead by given power The feeble shrink back and bend down by the storm and

follow the sweepings of the wind

Oh, man, know thyself

-    your true self You tremble in agony and

-    you are tom away as is the ground under

-    your feet

You continue at pace with the invisible steps on

-    Life’s cord

Hatred - the door of darkness confined within itself -The false melody of the bow strings marrow-piercing The bows continue their ceaseless play

In disconsolate nights In disconsolate days I am wandering around as if in a tomb No slit of light No opening for hope in darkness wrapped as if in a tomb

An errant is wandering on the dried path of the dale

-    seeds are sown for growth floral splendour at hand

The parched has been fertilized

-    new life in soil tread to pieces The seemingly trampled soil blossoms forth

Disconnected thoughts moulded into words

-    understandable to nobody

The content of the words heavier than big stones

-    to carry

The moment of understanding elusive to the thought The seeing eye -

failing to understand looks into the depth

-    discovers only an abyss -

a void in

the bodily bosom

Why do I not see through the window Why do I stand behind and feel cold

-    shut out

The warmness from the window comes

-    from the lantem’s clear light

Round the table men sit conversing They do not think of those who feel cold and

-    stand beside

Why do I stand outside the door locked out and

-    feeling cold

Why is not the door opened

Why do I not step in

Why am I not allowed to sit at the table

Why am I not allowed to get warmth from

-    the clear light of the lantem

The sting of a bee - venom buming - aching awakens thoughts of vengeance

A word of evil

stings - hurts - also provokes

a thought of vengeance

Evil of the world

Evil from one to another

triggers vengeance in the world

What is Life A beam of mercy

-    to overcome

-    by Grace

The earthquake of the soul A manifest of new worlds bringing joy in their course

Were I in a desert with only sand round about Where to shall my pilgrimage lead as I am surrounded only by sand?

The wanderer in his waste land

where no water exists and

all blossom has withered -

not even the flower of hatred grows

Not the smallest split exists

where a seed can shoot forth

Darkness and silence all over

no songs from birds - no play from violins

reach our ear in this

silent spring

Jest -

play for party game

the crown of society

Heavy sparkling jewels

known from past

- but this was something new

like in a haze

I saw myself and

began to laugh

Tell me what Life is about

Is this the waltz

which we dance and desire?

My eyes want to see but

they do not see what they ought to

They just look

My question is: Where in the Universe is my abode?

What is predicted for me?

What am I to offer?

What is to be offered?

Shall I along my course leave seed that others shall reap

Captured in one’s own thought pattems

imagining freedom of mind

Who listens to the words

Who thinks of freedom

with thoughts bound

like trammels

-    chains heavy like iron The hour of liberation breaks through and bursts open fettered pattems

into a New World of Light

-    to live in

Our globe is spherical Just as our heads Slide, if you can!

To breathe freely and

break for the new

To see all around

To take a hand of a trusty friend

-    mirroring his thoughts To walk on unknown grounds -and feel newborn thoughts

It is holy-day and peace in all of one’s mind Far behind the darkness of

-    the common day

The fence - enclosure do not step inside - private property encircled - enclosed by your own fence

Why do you not open the gate - enclosed

Do not meet the hfe outside

Meet Life at the Gate

Let Life come into your enclosure

The list of life - and of the ship the oozy path of life Deceitful bonds Sun of disloyalty Black bond of sorrow

Light shimmering ethereal moon Gate of enchantment arousal of light red strings

Sorrow’s buming pain dries the tear from your cheek the sorrow in the Now -not for the day of tomorrow The tear on the cheek has faded the pain is still there

The pain of the sorrow bums the deep sore is there apply a plaster if you can the scar is still there

The scar in your heart you cannot forgive The footsteps are heavy when walking on your road

The Time of Now - the thorn of dismay Withstands emptiness - profound sight Is all the true validity that which is registered or what is deepened seeing

Shall the original force of our mind bring us to insight of why we exist

Shall our profound thoughts bring the mind of man onward and

give an answer to the question Why?

Are we one single unit to all existing in the Universe

being helmed under its laws

How shall we be able to cut off the lance of

our selfishness and the enviousness out of harm - and

be able to feed the flame of the spherical

Orb of Love arising within us

Healed and invulnerable

Shall the word and the image - the Creative power at the time that is now -be at an end

Against emptiness - is the argument What is the movement - rhythm of Life itself Shall all be tumed against Life - by Order Shall we be forced to destroy the unity of the creation testamentary for the Future

cont.

Shall we unconscious be guilded together as a machine - to a machine to be steered by Whom?

Tears, like pearls make their way in bitter stream down the cheeks The salt of the tears awakens thoughts of

-    the original waters Travelling tears - an Odyssey -belong to the original sorrow

-    the longing of Mankind

Exodus - a pilgrimage

This wandering is the road to peace

-    for humanity

A long pilgrimage since the beginning of time till the end of time Light of Redemption -

-    visible intervention gives deliverance from doubt Rest to the mind

Peace to the soul

Thoughts - breathless thoughts steer

the bark - in full sail

above time and space

Landing - unmoor again

Space of time without a home

In the Circle of the Orbit are the events of life the seasons of the year the proof is the 24 hours

Change-over to change-over Darkness to light From sleep to awakening -from open eyes to shut

-    round the clock ever -

-    year after year -

-    epoch after epoch -

The same life in a new body from the beginning to New Time Circles round the Orbit

Beam of light Beam of hope Beam of joy Beam of renewal Beam of accord mix together in the depths of the human soul become renewed - transforming the multifaceted conditions into a positive attitude to life

Aeons of Life for the human being Spectrums coordinate for the evolution of brain and body -red coloured skin

-    yellow skin

-    pale skin

-    dark skin

-    live together on our earth

on divided continents All human beings live in ONE world

-    our globe

The horror and the pressure which this world endures your innate wisdom would like to wipe out -But how was this world created if not through the centuries by the hand of man?

You now reap the fruit

of your tree of knowledge -

the fruit of centuries before your time

Many sharp-edged stones thrown upon thy way Proud and straight thy gait -as if they were not there Accept Life as Divine thou cannot convert

the circular course Thou hast but resign

What is Destiny -a wing-beat up in the blue Destiny is equal to fortune not by chance - it is inbred in

the genes of the human being Avoiding destiny is no one’s deed -Take care of the link between life - and death

There is a truth where

-    words reach their end Inwardly invisible, the uninvited guest

-    forces his way out and on white wings he flies over

-    the red ground The pulsation of mankind -resembles the ticking of the clock -closer and closer to the starting point

-    the line of annihilation

Your thoughts are not your own

The wanderer without a name

Who gave birth to your profound throughts?

For how long has the thought been wandering

from human being to

human being until it became yours?

The thought has been lent to you Its message through you will be rebom you are obliged to take care of the words and like a newbom child foster and guiden it

until it has got its own convincing force

Human thoughts from man to man -from generation to generation in Circuit

At dusk

the silhouette of dim ships glide by -into the harbour reminiscence of young days long ago - in the now two aspects of time meeting - overlapping

Visually one can be transferred

hundreds of years back

to ways of living

unknown to us

Edifices, well preserved - or

only ruins reminding of

past days of grandeur

Thoughts travel through time and space

glide back to recollection

of memories

since long faded

One of the world’s wonders

glaring in its former splendour

- Taj Mahal

Signals from time past

to time of exposure in the Now seeking the Etemal beam of the ship conducting the bark on course to the port The haven where the bridge is Silence The pole - mooring the bark The sun deluged isles of the Elysian fields Rocks where footsteps talk The link - etemalizes Past to Future in

Circular Course

On narrow paths in wildemess your feet walk onward unknown aim On unmarked pathway through the Plough fly your divine thoughts -

diaphanous endlessness above greenwoods - inward oceans always joumeying -from Sunrise to Sunrise

Fraud - deceit a fragment of truth Wisdom once lost cannot be regained by written words to be remembered Wisdom is recollection from the human soul inherited from one generation to another

- from soul to soul until it is revealed to be in the service of mankind True wisdom is no one’s property

It belongs to mankind

Science - art of different media all creation have sprung out from the sources, the wells of creation Original founts offer nourishment and stimulation The senses become engaged in their own expression to make a contribution to life and to humanity

The bells sound in darkened nights dress yourself with the pilgrim's cope Save what can be saved of Life

before humanity is lost

The time past is concealed

In deepen oceans cities have sunk

From the depth of seas land will rise again

Land and sea be divided New continents shall rise -The camage is close

The human being will be her own victim

A bridge of fire towards stars a far-away existence




The Light substance

of Life’ s event in Circular Course -

parted in year’s four seasons -

parted in smaller fragments and

convinced all of us -

twice round the clock -

Night and day - darkness to light

from obscure to awake

Years follow years

From eventful song of Life

to Life’s Evensong

The same Light substance embodied

Chains time past to

-    time to come Circles without beginning

-    or end

Pulsating blows of destiny roll through the deeds of the centuries A blend of good and evil the scale of the balance settles the course of the lot

The world - a world in worlds In circular course - again in circular course from Spring of Etemity - to Even Etemity

You are a microcosmos in the self Your course - and that of the world merge

in balancing process - regenerated

Silver night’s red sun

resembling an eye of love

buming and penetrating

as the red sun of Japan

On either side of planet earth

rising and sinking behind

Hiroshima and the Alps of North

Sharing the sun in common

- full but parted

The same heating radiance

wakens Love to Life

gives Life to living

again and again

rebom -

Circular Orbit

Heavenly light blue sky - the sun shines wood-anemones cover the ground under the freshly bladed trees The sun is playing with its beams between the high birches The heart gets a feeling of wonder - also at the human eye See and observe the cycle for all creatures and for all of life Nature in its start at spring Be happy to appreciate its grandeur

In the heart of springtime

the young birch trees are just budding -

only a few leaves have sprung out

-    lovely fresh in light green The old birches

-    entering a new cycle change their colours from

Indian red soil to lovely yellow green when awakening from winter’s sleep

Eye to Eye -Orbit into the Universe The Infinite -gentle and tender Having faith in belief Sources of Wisdom

Feeling discomposure facing what has not happened intuitive that something will occur - your attributive draw-well remains true

Be calm my beloved - have forbearance the answer will arise when the apple is ripe

You bite and notice if the essence is sour or sweet What did you expect

Has the apple a bitter vale of tears you tum round - disburdened Has the apple a sweet essence that makes Life worth living Gracefully you bend your knees feeling the heavenly endowments

Confirmed is your intuition

cont.

Advent is a luminous sky in your mind

enlightens your flesh and spirit -liken a newbom child

The sun circles - auroral valence you stand on your feet facing East

Unified and unisonal with Creation attributed to Nature -following the Law of the Infinite Circular Course

The flight of time in peaceful nature

through past aeons in the tenth of a second through time and space to a time of the past

-    silence for a moment -to view pattems of life and architecture of the noblest kind

-    to stars far existing

to solar systems unknown to us as a guest to be present

-    to view the genesis of suns in time within time

You, gracious Creator offer me a sparkling

-    poetic table

for expressing words tumed

-    to poetry

for health, for fortune hope and blessing

-    for melting souls who starve for hope

of freedom and liberty

Love is the solution

On the top of the blue rock of Life Two young ones stand resting their eyes upon the stream of Life What is taking place in their souls

What might not the river convey Red guards at

the mouth of the river

Searching - inquiring -for the murmuring Well-spring drinking from its healing water diaphanous and fresh -The mirror-image in the depth of the spring

is my own image searching towards meeting

- mouth to mouth freely drinking

The string is drawn, the bow curved The arrow is directed, the goal is aimed at Discharge, the sound whistles the victim falls over -triumphant

You, wanderer without a name silent by my side

-    biding

No claim of yours

-    only presence by my side - suffering

Silent joy - no superfluous words in this security - biding Reflected image - suffering

A block of stone on which two sit

swathed in life’s

red mantle

Two listeners bowed beside the table

decked with a white cloth for a feast

waiting . . .

Melancholy and tender romance of the Northern countries joined together

in a human heart Longing for freedom -wrapped in herself shifting

Soft laughters clearly rippling like the veins of the fount newly sprouting - from depths undemeath

Yeaming from human heart to human heart created male and female

My dreams are my bark’s sails carried by the wind back and ahead of the self All of their flight by seeing the act of wonder

The fight - the lust of trespassing into the inner world of my being

A visage is coming out of empty nothingness

clearly looking

bathing deep in the eyes of my soul All is reality and suddenly I awake

Everything is as before My own Computer has registered unaspected nuances of what has happened a long - long time ago

The process of my inner self has come to maturity of what from memory already faded

My dream has retumed me to memory

of what has happened - a long long time ago

Spring is the season for the bridal of Nature Wood-anemones in white - the bride’s veil covering the ground Assembling all nature in tunes for the festivities of wedding

Meeting - envisaging of light

The Transfiguration The Veronica All is revealed The truth about life itself The unity of life Circular course Life to death -retum to life

Before I met you

-    all was in twilight Every day’s grey traces

-    endlessly boring led to daybreak

the rising of the Sun

Tum round - you see an eye and you meet the etemal figure unknown in anotheris eye The Light gives you inner fire of high sublimity -spreads light in intertwined souls The sprout which grows rank in the Light of Love does not leave a shadow

The abyss of silence cleaves two apart -the bridge unites in a single being

Lovely your words can be gentle and tender lance-thrusts your words can be piercing and drawing blood your soft words tumed to Steel

Give your true your tender feeling

give yourself

become again

bridge that unites

in a single being
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I will never forget you Your song is my song Our lovesong together The gate of heaven is open for us

The birds will sing lovesongs only for us Bright and clear The Golden yellow bridge will shine as ever United in Lovesong for us

When your eyes cry so do mine

When your eyes shine mine also shine They play our lovesong on strings

seen by no others than by us

Our bridge united seen only by us The secret of ours The secret of Love known only by us United in souls

of ours

c ont.

Why are we travellers seeking the great pure Love

only for us

Help us to reach the blue skies together where no quarrel exists Heavenly beauteous The Garden of Love -Paradise

Come - with outstretched arms

-    with open hands Your hands filled with water

-    for my thirst Closeness and friendship -The thirst, a longing

of our heart

When the bud in your body never dares come to blossom You denied your flowering

-    in your summer short

Happiness is not tangible grasp it if you can Happiness bears you on wings on your voyage into a beautiful stränge land

Happiness makes you bear burdens heavy as lead On feet light as the wind you are wandering on your secret path

In the golden Holy land of happiness ways lead to and from by a stream glimmering from the golden yellow of the sun With full set sails you go tenderly on your blissful sail

Invisible you hold my hand -my love

When my heart strikes -so does yours My thoughts are yours -yours are mine

When hovering over the Ocean we meet

in Universe of the Now

closely

in meeting

My heart delights when closely in meeting My heart nearly breaks -of happiness

The string of your Eye-Light passes ahead oceans -ahead surfaces yeaming for -unifying Love meeting in Universe

The Purification - we have passed through

I am hungry

I am thirsty

You are my bread

You are my fresh water

You are the Well-Spring - and

by your feet -1

find Peace My thirst

is quenched

When my eyelids awaken -

-    yours are already awake looking into mine in meeting You give me the strength

I am never more alone -You are always present wherever I am My love is part of you and yours of me Safety and security

-    our shield

We are thou and I We have become Ithou We are woven together into one being - a whole - reunited

The bridge that builds from Soul to Soul - uniting He and She - to a single being Moving in the same circle where they belong to -their original Home - from the beginning of time until New time They meet and remeet - in the same circle of Orbit

Unity of mankind by our heart’s blossom Oh, silent night When the full moon is showing her face at night on the heavenly vault

the sun will rise - at dawn in peace and silence Your heart is ticking of expectation

Early one moming

at the Golden Gate

Your hands were stretched out

for meeting mine

We walked through and

-    it became Moming

-    it became Zenith

-    all nature in silence We were one single being

-    a part of each other -in equality

The Union of the Soul when the Seal breaks Worlds of Light Suns never set down

always in spring Days without border The bridge -The confident assurance where the roots of the roots got Peace

Stay with me my love my heart is big and has many rooms for you

-    to rest in

Rooms covered with red velvet - the colour of beauty and love - and

-    great dignity

The words will be expressed by

tiny red strings - on

a violin in red

Blood to blood with time

like a clock register moving time

The Universe clock goes on - and

we are going on meeting in

-    our rebirth

Your words are music to my ears transform summer to my senses transform happiness to my soul

transform my hope for the future for building a world of dreams Permanence in Etemity

Joy - the inner beam touching each and all very seldom piercing Pause and receive The beam will touch you

-    remain with you rejoicing guest - guest of honour feast of the Gods

-    Symposion

Dark scintillating eyes

searching into the eye of the other

A meeting eye to eye

brings profound unexpected thoughts

emerging from a common past

overlapping time and space

Two creatures standing close

-    inscrutable like waves of the ocean sweeping over aeons in

-    the orb

The fire of your heart is blazing high Thine inward fire is buming and eagerly craving

The fire was lightened by an invisible hand You do not grasp The fire that bums

-    and craves

Why does not the fire which bums become extinct You cannot light or tum it out

as you yourself wish The fire still bums

-    ardently

The flame of the bark sails

on white waves’ foam over shimmering blue oceans on white fairy-tale clouds

No gates for meeting are closed

Room on the bark always exists in ardent meeting of Love

cont.

Waves of mind in meeting Loving waves in meeting no distance ever in Love’s encounter

The sun which never sets on fire - buming The red orbit of Love rolls by whole as the ring complete in ardent flame

Inexpressible is the energy hidden

-    in the human crypt Boundless Love

-    Universal Love

In your inmost being - concealed

The eyes vibrate in all their splendour

when the seal breaks -

for the essence of Light and Love

-    buming all dross The Pure recreated

-    in human form Human bliss attained

A bird's flight into

the land of the Moon

paying his homage to the night

In the State of dreams Zeus gave to

him his power

Through the eyes of God

Zeus gave to

Pallas Athene her Life Spirit

Stones twined by myths Hermes' Eyes follow The thought seeks another aim Faith and Love Etemal is the Truth So - the time interweaves the Goddess of Wisdom Pallas Athene

Artemis

Zeus

the stones on the Shore

The etemal Olympian fire continues In divine pattem the steps of the selected are webbed together

On Life's voyage you select your own means of departure

how to set your course onwards The Houses, White, Red and Blue glimpsed when passing by as you fare

The White - still virgin

The Red - hears the pulse sound

The Blue - gives you hope for future

The traveller from

the White house jumps pathless grounds The pulse tunes and tolls on the gate for entering

the Red house opens facing

the Garden of Life

The Red which glowed by adoring Love

now leaves the feeling of the rest that was once upon a time The once so pure Blue house

illusions of longing hope reflect by the tooth of time

the Spectrum of Life

cont.

The Blue house with the blue door of flights widely open to the Sun and Life's streak of brightest golden shape The arousal string plays its original melody of Life The White it bears - was not tamished now it is grey from weather and wind

Fatigue - the wanderer The vagabond of the night looking for shelter a stone for a pillow a ladder to reach the land of fortune where evil not rules - where pride not exists Gentle is the hand - which brings you to the Blest’s Land

Bestow me water to drink etemal waters longing’s water To quench my thirst

the water of the Universe the water of cosmos unison with Omnipotence

The ship of my inmost thoughts glides over oceans of time and space inquiring for a sea port

- for a rest to my soul To a city flowing with joy and serenity

I am not stray any more

-    conscious of being an instrument

for unexpressed depths of thought

-    for truths from past time within time

- from primordial times

-    given to man to be conscious of

The Ocean - the great Mother of Life the original waters - give rise to Life From unknown coast by the Bark the course was set to greeny shores On dry feet the Human being is leaving the Bark

The deluge goes rushing over stones and shores The Bark becomes occupied once again The manifoldness of Creation brought together in original peace

The Bark maintained by an invisible Hand guarded over waters to another shore

The Holy Mount of Ararat is to be seen covered by the golden mantle of mystery brightened over sea and shore The stranger who beheld -took the rudder in his hand and navigated the Bark widely over waters mooring at the top of Ararat

The Dove transfigures peace serenity and consciousness

Shimmer, glitter

a delight to the eye

the whirling joys of the dance

muddle and bewilder

The dance of now and of life

in tangible meeting

in a dance towards

- a better world

The father and mother of inventions

The highest Good

created multiplicity

for the human forms of life

The Cosmic Egg

its vertical line surrounded

by circular movements

A line associating

Heaven and Earth

The exteriör and the interiör

The river of Hope - and Life the Red Sea

The Three Magi of the Orient on their way towards Light Judging -

the judge at Life’s table Claudius Civilis

Beam upon Jesus Christ The Wonder in the Light The Eyes of God are the testimony Clothed in the veil of the Pure In Golden Aura

surrounded

Eyes - the mirror of the soul -the Book of Books contain new exchange - new pages -to read

Have you reached the ultimate knowledge that enables you to read?

The Alphabet does not exist to the Mystery of Life - in the Book of Books to read

As a Newbom your Eyes open the day you are able to look All around looks like a wonder -You are growing and improving The ripen apple you consume As a Reborn you see once again upon the world

- as at noon in Sunshine Clear you see your joumey in the Universe of Life

Immanuel in the Wildemess - errants placed therein before delivery and replaced

to the urge of life The Home of Freedom and Love

The Garden of Eden

Noah - go forth from the Ark look and attend if the water has dried up from off the earth

Behold - the face of the ground was dry The Progenitor hath awaited - just for thee from the moming of time in affliction and sorrow -Thou hast been delivered out of the land of Egypt

In Freedom and Love ye reunited Wisdomstars - the twelve spökes in the wheel - Eon

-El

Recreated - the millennium Kingdom

The rain sluices away the veil which covers the Stone Bright and shining to inspect

One stone - only one single little stone into existence above time and space

The wind whispering Come to our community -a smile - a word - redemption Presence without a word -Dumb words and stilled winds

Homo Sapiens we are bom to be

in appearance identical

The gift we have received

has not been shared in equal measure

To be the curator of the gift

that once has been given to you

In the rejoicing day

the pleasure

you will harvest out of the land from the ripe seed of that which you once have sown

One moment - one moment of meditation the wings of my thought bear me to deep wells I drink freely of the water’ s source

from the springs of creation

My thirst cannot be quenched more and more I thirst drink till the fount runs dry for one brief moment only from the rilTs clear course the well is filled once more I drink - drink freely

from the fount of creation

A world in anguish A world in suffering

-    Advent - The Redeemer Heaven - peace in our mind

-    the gates of Light opened

The Figure of Light annihilates the Murs The Land of Mirage - visually has the Gate opened to

the Golden Path of Wisdom

-    the Realm of Mystery

The Birth of Life

the Circle in where we all are at Home - at last The World in Worlds - a Rebirth On both sides of the Apple - the navel-string Purity and Love They are Free as Human Beings

I am Thou - Thou am I - IThou

That is the Holy Sacrament of God A visible Sign of

The invisible Grace

The joumeyman seeks his Destiny

longing for the well to

the fount of Creation -

to drink freely from the wateris freshness

The fount mirrors

the meeting

face to face

searching the identical twin Mouth to mouth

freely drinking

A flash firing your eye abandon

unifying negative with positive The Lodestar guides you Home

The Pinnacles of the Tower are brightly shining The Stone of the Three Magi is recaptured - refound

Blossom in spring fill the bosom with spirit and lustiness Your being will work

- creating wonders timeless in the human mind

Venture to the interiör a deep dimension sprung out from one reality to envisage another enfolding our senses - originating from the mystery of nature unfathomable beauty All colours of the spectrum - in harmony

On Virgin ground my feet jump

from the tooth of time injured Soft - easy and questioning jump further On Virgin ground

whispering

Early one moming - in wildemess I am walking

under mirrors’ reflected light from the Heavenly Gate Sheeny garment

my veil

O, Human Child -withered acerose thou tread under thy feet on thy wandering way toward the growing fields of the Ever Green land

Birds look upon us from above we take a glance at them looking towards the light of the sky Did we once upon a time - originally have wings?

The remains - our shoulder-blades

Wisdom recaptured from knowledge since long forgotten about the meaning of life and the greater whole

-    in extemal behaviour to your neighbour

-    in inner meaning to initiation through gates of unfathomable deep wisdom once given to the human being to take charge of and preserve for the future to come

Offer me Loaves and Fish Keep guard of my Shield Fight with the power of a Lion Stable as a rock in

the desert storm Guard thy Paradise-tree Hearken to the outcry of Nature

Thine healing palms protect thee Thy seeing Eyes prepare thy way towards The Promised Land -

where thou belong Therein is all fulfilled Adjust not the force of Nature

Beyond depths of perception the riddle is concealed In the fount of reconciliation the Stone of the Three Magi is recaptured

Inside the doorway of the invisible veil Deposition

Seven long years is the limitation for seeking destiny The way there is bome by the Loadstar's goal In back of the gate is no limit no barrier of human hands Onward the winged spirit speeds to aim behind the self and ahead where time is Etemal

You follow a crypt made for two

- wanderer

of Etemity escape velocity Behind walls made to barriers for your hut

In the woods of origin where time lives back wood of human sowing

cont.

Beyond huts and houses through hills and waters back to the well-spring of your mirror-image O - awaken dear heart

Back solar system of different worlds through the ether

- the gate unbolted for the human being who love gives to the human Heart

Thou Lady rouse the Son of Man hidden in thy cerebellum The truth revealed when the invisible appears and sources inward devouring one another The Progenitor hath awakened from his sleep to do his duty -

once again on Earth the voice of Heaven sounds and the Mur renders

Heaven and sea frontiers

bygone centuries and coming

In the moming of times

cycle awakening cycle

gives colour to the Dawn

The birth of the colours - reflect

the sky yellow-coloured by sunny beams -

azure-blue ocean

The child-birth from these two

is the green ground given

Man - to protect

The Triangles - the Eyes of God

The four Elements

The four Evangelists

The Eyes of God revealed

to get knowledge of the twelve Apostles

when Man has reached

the fullness of time

A child in God's ministry

fell to her lot - the commandment

A Prophet's enlightenment of the four elements and the benefit of the twelve Apostles' vigour and Wisdom

is committed to bringing forth the Truth of Man at present to Man in future

Act of creation fulfilled

cont.

The Lore forgotten which was once given Man to share the inheritance now begotten Man has in the moming of time been given all his knowledge to be able to reach fulfillment as Son of Man

Man is Father and Mother of Creation By expiatory sacrifice and the arrival of the Prodigal Son at his original home -from whence he once proceeded Creation Fulfilled
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To paint and to write is my way of relating to reality and my paintings and my poetry are fragments of my Universe

Violet Tengberg

cover.jpg
VISION OF THE WORLD 6

POEMS





main-2.jpg





main-1.jpg





main-4.jpg





main-3.jpg





main-5.jpg





