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When I moved to Bergen I had this idea that I wanted to be a painter. Re invent myself as an artist with a capital 
A. Traditional, the lone wolf. The author of all their creations and master of a craft. It didn’t quite work out. And 
it’s obvious now in a way, I didn’t need to re-invent myself because I already was who I needed to be.  

I don’t know quite why I made this decision. That I had to be someone else, Rob the painter, start from scratch. 
It wasn’t long until the past version of myself started to make himself known in new surroundings. Same person, 
different supermarket. I think part of it was embarrassingly a kind of response to the - what do you do/what kind 
of art do you make - question. I wanted to give a straight forward, satisfying answer to this question around the 
dinner table. The answer I thought they wanted to hear. 

I was by the beach in Malaga on the phone to my uncle in America, it was Christmas and my friend Michael had 
wandered down to the sea front so I could take the call. I am giving him an update about his brother. It’s a bit 
grim and unclear, as usual. Towards the end of the call he asks me what I’m doing with my life, or something like 
that. I tell him I’m making art in Norway. What kind of art? I tell him I’m making films actually, and writing, 
adding that I recently got into photography after buying a 35mm camera. I bought it from this old camera shop 
in London from a man in his 50s wearing a matching tracksuit.  

What is it with certain men who are into photography? He was a real salesmen, old school, and I think I need 
that. To be seduced into buying something. Even if the flash doesn’t work properly. The camera allows us to 
make a record of what we see in front of us. It allows us to be outside in the world, interacting with the people 
and the animals, waiting for something unexpected to happen, not stuck inside all day. After making my purchase 
I sat in a nearby park to eat my lunch and it occurred to me that I had bought a matpakke all the way down from 
Manchester - a sign that I had become Norwegian. 

My sister and I recently discovered an archive of our dad’s old letters. I took a few diaries, I wanted to know what 
he was like as a man before I existed. They’d be of zero interest to anyone else. In them he mostly records how 
many cigs he smoked on nights out, which he constantly wants to cut down on, and records his bed times 
(surprisingly late 3ams are quite common). There are some mentions to his moods, his depressions and a nagging 
guilt he feels about being lazy. He remarks on how difficult college is and the relief he feels when he passes an 
exam. There are girlfriends. In fact, he’s quite candid about that stuff. 

Last year was the first time I properly kept a journal. Wrote with the same pen, in my best handwriting. Such an 
uneventful year, but perhaps that’s why it made sense to keep it. In a way the diary became a companion, albeit 
one I couldn’t be bothered writing to sometimes. It makes me wonder who exactly I’m writing to when I put pen 
to paper. Future me? Or the public? I haven’t decided yet, and I don’t think I ever will but that’s the point I 
think, that its use value might be invisible. It’s neither private nor public. But I think somewhere in that 
intersection is where my interest lies. Here’s an entry of mine from 23 May: 
 
Stayed at home all day barring short walk up Fløyen (Ed. where else?) Terje came round to help with taxes then I 
baked a quiche which came out pretty bloody well if I may say so myself. Currently enjoying The Offing, a novel 
by Benjamin Myers set in Robin Hood’s Bay: “That’s what ghosts are: the raw truths we dare not face or the 
voices of those we have failed. We carry within us our own ghosts with which we haunt ourselves”. 

People (you know who you are) have tried to tell me over the years that I don’t have to chose who I am, what 
kind of artist I want to be, what I will make. Fit the medium around the idea. Different shoes for different 
occasions. Respond to the moment and feeling you are in. I think I’m finally getting round to that idea. Uncle 
asks if I can send him some links to my films, they’re interested in what I am making he says. I think that it 
would be probably inappropriate to send him a video of me cleaning his brother’s apartment with my sister. What 
if he thinks it’s terrible? 
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