
How do I make a forest? 

The question of making a forest makes me think about how far away my everyday life now 
is from forests, from deforestation and from reforestation. I am thinking about the forest 
next to my house where I grew up, which is now partly gone, it has been cut down to make
room for more houses. 

And once again I sit and mourn the loss of basic connection to nature, the loss of intuitive 
knowledge. I then think about how easy it is, for me, to make a collage about forests. I 
could search for something poetic in the meanings and origins of the words forest and 
plant. Forest in Norwegian is skog which comes from the word skaga, meaning to stick up,
rise high up in the air. The word plant comes from the sole of the foot, the foot which we 
use to stamp on the earth to ground the seeds or samplings. 

In this images the human rises high and its foot is the plant, as it is grounding it. But I don`t
feel any strength or hight, I feel powerless. I fear not to be able to act or make any 
difference. Am I an isolated individual, caught up in our societal structures? The structures 
that are involved in burning down the forests, heating up the earth, pollute our waters, our 
airs, pump up oil, cut down trees, fish all the fish, produce more and more plastic. Yet 
none of these things feels like my doings. But what do I do?

I fear that it has already gone too far, that completely irreparable damage has occurred, 
that the natural world is disappearing, that the forests are destroyed, the wild animals are 
displaced by us and our needs for resources. Languages are disappearing, cultures are 
dying. All while I talk and make art about it. Make more words and images. What if all the 
writing, talking, sculptures, the collages, the ideas only add more layers between me and 
the forest, between us and the world? What if it only removes me from the question of how
I can make a forest? 

I go to my art therapist and tell her how I feel and think about my possibilities of growing a 
forest. She asks me to describe my feelings further.

 - I feel powerlessness, sadness, fear, anger, a kind of despair. And deep shame. It scares
me and numbs me, I say. 

- How does it feel to have all these feelings? she goes on. 

- You mean in the body? I ask

 - Yes, she says. - It feels like someone is holding my throat very hard, as if they were to 
strangle me, and it feels like something heavy and dark is tightening my stomach, pushing 
it inwards. It also feels like I am wearing a helmet, which is way too small. 

- Hm, can you draw it? she asks.

- What then? I wonder. - The sensations, she answers. - Draw the feelings you have. 

This is often the case when I'm there, I tell her something. We talk about it and then I draw 
how it feels. 

I go to the paper and draw hard and fast with crayons, dark brown, dark red, orange. What



appears is dense and radiates with strong lines.

 - Step back now, the therapist says. - What do you see? 

- I see, I say, - I see something floating. In the air. As if it is heavy and light at the same 
time. 

- Does the drawing need anything else? 

- Yes, the sensations are heavier. I pick up some black charcoal. I make it blacker and 
denser. Especially in the middle. 

- What do you see now? she asks. 

- Oh, I see an eye, I say. Surprised. 

- Look! A big eye looking at us. Or a sun. Maybe it is the eye of the sun? I smile at her.

 - Yes! she replies. - And where are you? If this is the eye of the sun, are you in the 
picture? she asks. 

- I'm here, I say and draw a small black line. - At a good distance. 

- And so very tiny, she adds. 

- Yes, it feels like the eye of the sun must be really big. 

- Originally it was your feeling you drew, she says. - How do you feel now? 

I look at what appeared at the paper. Somehow it does not feel like my drawing, nor my 
feelings. It fills me, but it's way bigger than my feelings. It is powerful and important. And it 
is sad and angry, and also close. And there is urgency and excitement. I suddenly feel as 
if the drawing is the world. The world that answers if I manage to turn towards it and face 
it. I can plant a forest. I would like to make a forest. 

The next day I read about Miyawaki forests, fast growing and dense mini-forests, ideal to 
plant in urban lots to restore biodiversity, filter the air and capture carbon. I talk to a curator
in Bergen with whom I am planning a project. We start the process of planting a forest 
there. 

In Oslo I email the city environment department to ask about their current plan of planting 
10 000 trees. I ask, can some of the 10 000 trees be allowed to become a dense forest? 


