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03.10.17

I mark the date on everything I write. It is not to keep a diary, 
but I often look back and read what my thoughts sound like at 
different times. When I do that, I also see how what I write is 
connected to what I draw. The lines move slowly, form a larger 
story, make up the shaded areas, surrounds the bright areas. The 
words are small lines and there is a remarkable similarity to my 
drawings, because many of my texts make the shapes of plants 
and corals.

The Inklings
Note to self: Do not bother to categorize texts.

The Inklings offers images through words. This is the first issue of 
a themed series of publications. The rule: There is no rule. The 
Inklings is strongly connected to my life as an artist in Norway 
and the artistic voices that surround me.

The Inklings is the sum of several voices that are equally important 
in a pool of ideas. I find that different voices contribute and 
display unique aspects. The voices have a light and an energy to 
them that I have come to appreciate deeply. 

I find that texts are the glue behind and between images.That 
they are a spider’s web connecting everything and trembling with 
each movement I make. Somehow, the text carries a universe of 
thoughts from me to you. The me is just another human, and 
the text floats between us. 

Ragna Misvær Grønstad, Oslo, 27.10.2017 

Ragna Misvær Grønstad

Drawings on the cover by Ragna Misvær Grønstad 2017  
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02.10.2017

I Orbit Around it 

I draw a floating torn part of a coral no one has seen before. I write 
about a lady who wishes to become a poet, and finds a chopped 
off head that inhabits more poetry than most. I draw closed 
shapes with large cracks, and I read heavy litterature about the 
destructive powers of capitalism, of the prisons and inhibitions 
of the individuals. And I write. And I draw. To create cracks, to 
release. To show the individuals and myself that breaking free 
is a possibility. That we carry the key within us. That rage and 
bitterness put us on the path of new inhibitions, while wonder 
and hope can crush any deeply imbedded pillars, so that the cage 
floats up into the air while you remain safely on the ground. 

The night of 28.10.2017

Sometimes, I dive into the drawing having no idea what it will 
become. I may have an idea of the beginning, but then, after the 
shape starts taking form, it begins to form the thoughts I have. 
And if I let myself fall into it, allow the shapes to form, it is most 
certainly a way of letting go. The drawing is a construct of an 
emotion or a poem or a story. 

Taking the plunge. 

Ragna Misvær GrønstadRagna Misvær Grønstad
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20.09.2017 

Is the longing for salt water in all dreams? Do we recognise our 
own blood? Do we feel the whisper and the rush in the ocean as 
we did in the time our forefathers had salt water in their veins? 
Salt crystals crack and dry up. 

Salt water in veins 

Primal blood. Salt water. The day we let red salt water flow 
through our body, was the day we distanced ourselves from the 
earth itself. 

The blood we have now is specialised, it has a distance to most 
things around us. Our lungs keep the air in check, makes sure 
to release it, only absorb what we need - we trust in this - into 
our body.

In the ocean, we keep our body shut off now. We have distanced 
ourselves from the fish and its gills. We can never again feel the 
cooling ocean brush us gently in through our mouth and out 
through our gills. I wonder, does it tickle? Does it feel nourishing? 
No, we no longer think that fish can feel. That they only float 
meaningless against the current until it dies. 

The earth itself. The ocean that breathes. We used to think that 
rivers were dragons that could rise up if they were angry, that 
looked after us and were a part of our lives. We used to think that 
all creatures were our sisters and brothers. No one were allowed 
to extinguish a species.  

I feel the trees around me. See them do the same thing every year. 
Know that the lady over there will be fiery red before anyone 
else, and that she spreads a yellow then red veil over her leaves 
from top to bottom when autumn comes. The others follow suit. 
Some chose to become speckled in colours every year, others 
change colours one branch at a time. I however, also do the same 
every year. The cycles around me are cycles in me. The exterior 
reflects the interior and vice versa. 

Ragna Misvær GrønstadRagna Misvær Grønstad
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20.09.2017 

Dragon:

Our scales covered with the salt. Minerals seeping in. 

Salt water touching our lungs.

Fire hissing.

Calmness reaching our hearts. 

From the tale of the time when dragons chose a non-violent life 
as whales. 

12.10.2017

The situation

I looked at my boys, I felt pride in showing them the sea. As we 
stood up there and gazed at the ocean together, we saw a pod of 
orcas approaching the shore. They were bigger than they usually 
are, a great deal bigger. And it was as if they were showing off, 
as if they knew we were watching them. Mio said “dinosaur!”. I 
said “not quite, they are orcas”.

Then, just by the highrise we were standing in, I saw an enormous 
whale come out of the ocean depths. “Look”, I said in awe and 
we looked down four floors and saw what must have been the 
largest whale in the world. First it glimmered black beneath the 
water, but when it broke through the surface, it looked grey, and 
it came closer and closer to us on the fourth floor. It rose straight 
up, parallel to the highrise, right next to it, and slowly but steadily 
it moved past our window. It stopped when its eye looked at us 
through the window. We stood there fearless and full of bliss, 
breathing silently as it gazed at us. The eye was so beautiful, and 
when I looked it in the eye, I felt a powerful calm. I haven’t been 
this calm since I was doing yoga nidra meditation while giving 
birth to my boys. This calm was also connected to the sea, and 
therefore it was a more active calm than when meditating. It was 
a bubbling, sparkling, beautiful, heartbreakingly honest calm 
with a presence. I felt that my shoulders fell down, my breath 
came from the depth of my belly, and my legs were planted 
solidly on the ground. I landed. Took a deep breath, and shed a 
grateful tear. 

Then the whale disappeared into the depths again. The three of 
us hugged each other and cheered and I was so proud to have 
been able to show my children the magic of the ocean. 

Ragna Misvær GrønstadRagna Misvær Grønstad
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The Starfish

The starfish lay at the bottom of the ocean floor. They were 
surrounded by the beauty of the reef and of the quiet sound 
of the water. They cared nothing for that beauty and quiet. 
Instead, they looked up to the sky at the stars that winked and 
danced, and the starfish longed to play with their brothers and 
sisters in space. So they built a rocket ship.

They put together bits and pieces of abandoned coral for 
a motor and lay an outer layer of shells on the ship. Then 
they wondered, how would they get the rocket to lift off? A 
moonfish came swimming by, and they called to her. 
— Moonfish, will you come with us out into space and power 
our rocket ship? 
— Why yes, I would love to, and I am sure my other moonfish 
friends would come too, said the moonfish. 

The starfish made a bowl out of jellyfish and attached it to 
the rocket, and they put a rotor in the middle of the bowl. 
The moonfish swam into the bowl of jellyfish, and the starfish 
went into the rocket. The moonfish started swimming and the 
rotor started turning. They swam faster and faster, and soon 
the rocket with the starfish and moonfish and jellyfish lifted 
off from the ocean floor and started its way upwards. As soon 
as they had gone through the surface of the ocean, the rocket 
started whooshing quicker and quicker into the skies. They flew 
through the atmosphere, past the flaming northern lights and 
into space. 

The moonfish had such speed that they went straight past the 
moon. They zoomed past the planets in the solar system. First 
Mars, then Jupiter, Saturn, Uranus and then Neptune. They 
sped towards the middle of the Milky Way, the galaxy that the 

solar system is a tiny part of. They passed the stars they had so 
longed to play with. The starfish waved at the stars, and the 
stars twinkled back. They moved on. 

They came to the center of the galaxy, where a black hole lived. 
A black hole is a star that has collapsed in on itself. It was not 
the type of star that the starfish wanted to play with. Black 
holes pull at everything around them so strongly that they can 
tear a rift in reality. That is what happened. 

The rocket with the starfish and the moonfish and the jellyfish 
was flung into a tunnel that went through time and space. 
As they went through the tunnel, they passed thousands and 
thousands of galaxies. They finally arrived on an ocean floor 
where every speck of sand was a galaxy. They looked up and 
saw a moon and stars in the sky. The ocean was quiet and filled 
with beauty.

The starfish lay at the bottom of a new ocean floor. They longed 
to play with the stars. 

Ragnhild WaldeRagnhild Walde
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7.3.17 on the train

The Waterfront

Can you hear it 
The whisper of a ghost  

of a soul older than the song 
Did it tell you the same as it did me

Can you hear the cry of the river 
The call of the oceans 

Do they make ripples underneath your skin as they do mine

Can you feel the sticky web 
did you see it coming 

The looming body of a spider coming for us  
your movement calls it forth 

but don’t fear just yet  
for she too has heard the call

If you call for help 
she will listen 

They summon our forces across the sea 
the rivers boil and spiders weave our ways into the songs 

let’s climb toward the waterfront 
through time and space

Let a ghostly roaring guide us 
standing firm and diving deep

The roots of this tree sing our song 
keep her waters clean 

keep her closer 
Fear will keep us caught in the web

Now the call for action!

 i can see the sea from 
he

re

 . 

Isfrid Angard SiljehaugRagna Misvær Grønstad
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3 2 1 zero and beyond. Time is irrelevant! 1 billion years ago I 
emerged from darkness. Wet skin, damp skin and then dry from 
the sun. Two legs I walked the earth, the sea was no longer my 
home. What kind of home sickness do I feel from a home I can 
never return to? A child is still born out of water. The hissing 
sound, ”ssssssh”, calms us because it reminds us of the sound we 
hear when we are floating on our mothers water. Mother earths 
belly is our deep seas. In my deep unconscious I can feel her. 
Deep, dark, moist, wet, no light. Is it a longing? I don’t think so. 
More like an emergence, a source of thought. Consciousness, I 
don’t know. Never to forget. Remember. Remember when you 
were floating. Light glimmers. I have never been very deep in the 
waters. Or have I? My ancestors so far back that they were fish. 
Fish ancestors. Slippery, slimy living in the slam and mud. No 
hands, no feet. What were you thinking, getting out of there?

26.10.2017

At a certain point in an ocean I know,

I spotted the great ridge of red rocks

They ran from the west all the way to the shore,

And I am sure they run on further

I decided to hide underneath a red stone,

A book I hold dear and adore,

In a glass box,

I put a heart made of words,

And a writing I made from play-dough.

Ragna Misvær GrønstadIsfrid Angard Siljehaug
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13.06.2017

I overflow with ideas. Migraines all day. I flow in a vacuum of 
thoughts on possibilities. A positive wave that surges through 
the body. The night is here and I know that the dreams it brings 
will connect even more thoughts. The surrealism, my own 
symbolism, the story about the collector, about she who finds 
seeds and gathers them, about looking for something that has a 
shape that can be sensed, navigating. I have seen so many images 
today without being able to draw them because of the migraine. 
A darkened cave to be explored, that holds cave-paintings, 
scribblings and drawings someone has marked down to leave 
hidden clues for the future. 

A series of crumpled papers with texts written on them. Images of 
the attempt to create something new? Or straighten them? What 
to do with knowledge? Big and small seeds. Keep sketching. 

I can sense a direction. I can sense an inspiration from another 
dimension. I am an image-maker, I am a writer. The story of she 
who is seeking. The drawing of a diver. Text that has no meaning 
if you do not know what it is.

My inner motor has been started. A hatch in my imaginarium 
lets water surge into me. Soon the hand is moving. Soon the 
time will come to draw, sketch, write. 

She was staring 
at the ocean.

The boundless body.

The face 
and the darkness 

stored in it.

Gravity.

Patience.

Heartbeats.

She had heard 
what the ocean said 

for many years 
and wondered,

if the ocean tried, 
could it be

someone else?

Merete Joelsen AuneRagna Misvær Grønstad
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29.09.2017

Rapid thoughts rush past a fleeting mind. The tentacles are 
resting passively, they have not been in use in a while. Then, 
suddenly, they come to life, grabbing at the thoughts. Capturing 
one thought after the other. Motivation drives them. Time 
activates them. The movement thrills them and increases their 
reach. The motor for my brain lies in my hand. In the extension 
to the tip of my pen. 

To draw is to give oneself time to think.

Notes on perceiving someone

You tell me how much you cried when Michael Jackson died. I 
tell you how much I cried when Michael Jackson died.

Clara J:son BorgRagna Misvær Grønstad
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26.09.2017

I have often thought that in a way, I am a turtle. Or a snail that is 
dependent on withdrawing to it’s shell, that does not distinguish 
between house and body. 

This is how it must feel for them to be outside their house - the 
body becomes too small and open and naked, too personal, and 
thoughts whizz around and out of the soft body with no shell. 
Inside the house, however, the thoughts are fenced in by the 
walls. There, my body is no bigger than the apartment, and that 
is just right. I think. If I become any bigger than that, I will most 
likely disappear, or get lost. One of two evils.

02.10.2017 

The fairy in the delivery room

My mother told me that the night I was born, a little fairy came 
to visit her in the delivery room. She spoke with my mother 
between contractions and asked if my mother wanted to make 
a trade. The fairy wanted the first tears of a newborn baby, and 
in return, she could grant a pulse of pain-relief just before the 
baby came out. My mother said yes and forgot about it, thought 
it was a dream from when she was resting between contractions. 
But then, as the top my head started to crown, the midwife 
asked my mother if she wanted to feel my head before the next 
contraction started. My mother was puzzled, but reached down, 
and when her fingers touched my head, a pulse of happiness 
surged through her. It went through her entire body, and is for 
all eternity the happiest moment of her life. 

Ragna Misvær GrønstadRagna Misvær Grønstad
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stand in the middle of it

the visible and the invisible..

let it fall inn

drop and shine through

into this what is now

To reach into what we don’t know or what we have been told 
we don’t now – let it carry us

to where clouds are drifted by sounds of birds, sleeping cities

while lungs opens new flowers – with newborn, fresh, simple 
acts of breathing in and breathing out

The air slowly creakingly starts to rotate. Time in stillness made 
it stiff but never the less more thursty for

change

falling down and out to find the place between the one hand 
and the other

the inbetween space

inbetween where the air can fill up and the breath breathe

Kristin NangoKristin Nango
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Landing like dust

Rising with screams

Reconnect

We are stardust,  
we are the peeling walltapetstry,  

we come from-- we go to..

Kristin NangoKristin Nango
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From “The Sea Around Us” by Rachel Carson 

“When they went ashore the animals that took up a land life 
carried with them a part of the sea in their bodies, a heritage 
which they passed on to their children and which even today 
links each land animal with its origin in the ancient sea Fish, 
amphibian, and reptile, warm-blooded bird and mammal - each 
of us carries in our veins a salty stream in which the elements 
sodium, potassium, and calcium are combined in almost-the 
same proportions as in sea water. This is our inheritance from the 
day, untold millions of years ago, when a remote ancestors having 
progressed from the one-celled to the many-celled stage, first 
developed a circulatory system in which the fluid was merely the 
water of the sea. In the same way, our lime-hardened skeletons 
are a heritage from the calcium-rich oceans of Cambrian time. 
Even the protoplasm that streams within each cell of our bodies 
has the chemical structure impressed upon all living matter while 
life’s first simple creatures were brought forth in the ancient sea. 
And as life itself began in the sea, so each of us begins his identical 
life in a miniature ocean within his mother’s womb, and if the 
stages of his embryonic development, repeats the steps by which 
his race evolved, from gill-breathing inhabitants of a water world 
to creatures able to “live on land”.

.......

Eventually man, too, found his way back to the sea. Standing 
on its shores, he must have looked but upon it with wonder and 
curiosity, compounded with an unconscious recognition of his 
lineage. He could not physically re-enter the ocean as the seals 
and whales had done. But over the centuries, with all the skill 
and ingenuity and reasoning powers of his mind, he has sought 
to explore and investigate even its most remote parts, so that he 
might re-enter it mentally and imaginatively.

He built boats to venture out on its surface. Later he found ways 
to descend-to the shallow parts of its floor, carrying with him 
the air that, as a land mammal long unaccustomed to aquatic 
life he needed to breathe. Moving in fascination over the deep 
sea he could not enter, he found ways to probe its depths, he let 
down nets to capture its life, he invented mechanical eyes and 
ears that could re-create for his senses a world long lost, but a 
world that, in the deepest part of his subconscious mind, he had 
never wholly forgotten.

And yet he has returned to his mother sea only on her own terms. 
He cannot control or change the ocean as, in his brief tenancy 
of earth; he has subdued and plundered the continents. In the 
artificial world of his cities and towns, he often forgets the true 
nature of his planet and the long vistas of its history, in which 
the existence of the race of men has occupied a mere moment 
of time. The sense of all these things comes to him most clearly 
in the course of a long ocean voyage, when he watches day after 
day the receding rim of the horizon, ridged and furrowed by 
waves; when at night he becomes aware of the earth’s rotation 
as the stars pass overhead; or when, alone in this world of water 
and sky, he feels the loneliness of his earth in space. And then, 
as never on land, he knows the truth that his world is a water 
world, a planet dominated by its covering mantle of ocean, in 
which the continents are but transient intrusions of land above 
the surface of the all- encircling sea.”

The book “The Sea Around Us” (published 1951) is of great 
inspiration to this issue of The Inklings. It would be wrong not to 
share it here. 

Rachel CarsonRachel Carson




