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Some Miscellaneous Notes Concerning a Film Screenplay About America


joku suojelee jotakuta


se on kristityn rakkaus, kristityn rakkaus,


maskuliinisuus,


salaiset agentit


supervoimat yhdellä nuorella, naiivilla miehellä


äidin hoivavietti


The artist (writer) saves a man from drowning. The man is eternally grateful for the artist and befriends him.


When I watch presentations of America’s kind and peaceful states and the cities within them, I cry. Is there a greater proof of American Providence?


The superpower is a glimpse at the future from the man’s body language.


To live and love within some peaceful community filled with kind, decent, intelligent, talented and wise people. To live in the kingdom of heaven and to feel nothing but love and do nothing but good.


America, she was made to be loved and not analyzed.


These tears are strong, filled with sorrows and joys of past loves and of future passions.


Oswald Image – window to soul, window to an imperfect, weak lover as well.


Love grows silently, wisely like an eagle flying alone.


The strong, silent man.


Hollywoodian corner.


The American Dreamer.


Sentimental cinema.


Coin.


Gift to America, after death. A bracelet


Loner.


THE INTRODUCTION


Dark tent. Light. Book.


NARRATOR


Here stranded from almost every place on Earth sat a reader


of the purest wonder ever imagined, a quiet breath, a succulent literature,


a muscular tradition, except that this was not at all the same language agreed upon, a language that revolved around divine secrets and delicacies.


A godliness of a reader’s island,


a heaven of a lonely reader’s literal palace,


an American corner, a Hollywood corner


of greatness and individualism and moral virtues.


No wonder the reader, the dignified reader, was a minority in everything, and everywhere he went.


Greatness as a crime, individualism as a sin, were a nightmarish surrounding to live in but paradoxically they were also the blessing of his life.


Because the island had its protectors,


the reader felt excitement and love


from the great commentators and defenders of


the greatest system ever built – The U.S. of America,


but they existed only in his mind.


He feared that the sophistication would end,


that Western civilization would end.


There was no greatness left, no magnificence


to protect and the world had progressed too rapidly to the new era,


without knowing what to stand for and what to fight for.


Forest. Light. Book.


NARRATOR


The forest was dark and dreary,


with two kinds of creatures,


the wicked and the profane. The snakes


represented the wickedness of nature


and the man represented the saintliness of dignity.


Night. Light. Book.


NARRATOR


The night had been violent for centuries.


The man had been in love with America,


and secretly loving conservative Republicans,


in his home country of Finland.


The City. Light. Book.


NARRATOR


The man loved the great wise conservative commentators.


and effeminately liked their videos on the internet,


a small, effete, but also an important and nice modern gesture.


He started walking downtown, hating the dreary, drunken chaos that so many people had succumbed to, reading a story about America on the bus. And here is how the story went.





Finland and America


If a Finn has great feelings towards America and holds American values as paramount, as something greater than Finnish values, well that is comparable to witnessing UFO sightings on your own or seeing Bigfoot on your own. Nobody believes you. Nobody believes your feelings and emotions towards the greatest country on Earth. Americophilia tends to be lonely and feel lonely. The detractors usually point to America’s multitudinous gun massacres and the great number of poor people and the societal ills such as expensive health care and student loan debt. These are valid points. Even though these same left-leaning Finns are hopelessly addicted to Facebook, an American invention as well as to YouTube, another American invention, they still hold America accountable for many ills.


If there is one lamentation I hold about my country of birth, Finland, it is the narrowness of our psyche and, sometimes, our way of life. There is something small and prosaic about our lack of dissent, the dissent of the spirit. We can be cynical people without a moralistic emphasis on social affairs. I sometimes think that Finns are copies of each other in some essential things. I crave for great moralistic, artistic and idealistic heroes, that my country, in its emphasis on welfare and equality, doesn’t always give me. Not to mention the awful experiences of nihilistic youngsters in my youth and a certain, weird nihilistic ethos without a moralistic idealism I so much crave into my life. The lack of a moralistic approach to life, which Judeo-Christian conservative America offers, seems lonely while living in Finland. In point of actual fact, when one talks about good and evil and morality, one is shunned, sometimes even laughed at, in the wonderfully equal country of Finland.


Still, I love Finland as well. I have spent two amazing and memorable decades here, the 1990s and the 2010s, thanks to the communities that gave me so much fascinating and mind-blowing experiences where my hometown Tampere was at the centre of a communal comfort, where life was like spending time with two families, my own family and the city of Tampere. In 1990s my childhood was athletic, I played hockey and soccer and I estimate that I met a thousand lovely people through school, leisure and sports. In 2010s I spent years in a mental rehabilitation community and Tampere yet again felt like an enormous family. It was incredible.


But, deep down, I always sought for something more, and I always knew I was going to be a true artist. Early on, I felt as if I represented many of the forbidden dreams, feelings, thoughts and ideas contrary to the modern age. I always searched for more and what I searched for was everything that the modern world had tragically forgotten or lacked. Finland didn’t listen to my voice, as a young, struggling artist, even though I heard from at least three or four different parts of colloquial discourse and hearsay that I was a genius.


I grew to despise the celebration of mediocrity, and the fact that it was much easier to declare one self a mediocrity than a genius. I also discovered many intellectual cowards who catered to the group, and not the individual.
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