


THANK YOU
Thank you to Kjetil Holmstad-Solberg and Ragnar Olsen for our fantastic musical collaboration. 
I look forward to our future endeavors!

Thank you to Chris Cubeta and Gary Atturio, and everyone at Studio G Brooklyn, for leading this 
fantastic process where my Norwegian music got a wonderful touch of New York, thanks to you 
and all the amazing musicians in NYC. It was an experience of a lifetime!
 
Thank you to Allie Moss for your patience and your belief in developing my voice.
 
Thank you to Håkon Skog Erlandsen for your adventurous musical exploration.
 
Thank you to Marcus, Mathias and Karoline for their contributions and patience.
 
Thank you to my mom and dad who have always supported, encouraged and inspired me to develop
my music.
 
Thank you to Tormod Leithe and Galactic Park for believing in me and my music.
 
Thank you to Rune Stokmo for all the wonderful photos! And thank you for your good humour and your patience.
 
Thank you to Simen, Elise, Sindre and Markus in Season 1 for their tireless work to promote my music to 
a wider audience.
 
And thank you to my dearest Sif for creating this adventure for us!





“IT WOULD BE FUN TO RECORD 
A SONG IN A STUDIO IN NEW YORK…”
- After recording my first solo album the year prior, I’d really developed a taste 
for the music and studio life. When Sif suggested that we spend half a year 
in New York cultivating inspiration, she also mentioned the tempting idea of 
recording a song in a real American recording studio. Little did she know that 
that one song would end up being 12! I had so much new material and was feeling 
incredibly inspired. I knew that Sif, through her work at Tvibit, had gotten to know 
a Brooklyn-based producer who had a studio in Greenpoint. Turns out it was five 
blocks from our apartment… A coincidence? Hardly! As soon as we had gotten 
settled in our new neighborhood, we reached out to Joel Hamilton at Studio G. 
The folks who worked in the studio probably wondered who on earth we were 
and what we could possibly have to offer, but they welcomed us with open arms. 
At Studio G we met the superduo Chris and Gary who became my new 
producers - and our new friends. 



“THE FIRST TIME I SAID 
BYE, BYE AMERICA WAS IN 1972.”
- I spent an absolutely wonderful school year in St. Paul, Minnesota in 1972 when 
I was 17 years old. It was a year of navigating from youth into adulthood, supported 
by my amazing host family, The Wrights. The year was filled with new experiences 
and impressions, friendships, music, exploration and practically no contact with my 
family back at home - I called them on Christmas Eve and that was it. I was thriving! 
I’ve kept in close contact with my host family since then; my host mom Jo became 
a second mother to me and my host brother John and I still call each other “brother.” 
Of course I’ve visited the U.S. many times since then, as a tourist, but when we 
began talking about spending half a year in New York, I started feeling anxious. 
Would it feel the same as it did back then? Of course it didn’t. Both I and the U.S. 
have changed a great deal since the 1970s - for better and for worse. That was 
the inspiration for the song “Bye, Bye America.” 





“IF YOU’RE GOING TO LIVE IN NEW YORK FOR 
SIX MONTHS, YOU HAVE TO LIVE ON THE UPPER WEST SIDE!”
- When we told people we were going to spend the spring of 2018 in New York, 
plenty of folks had opinions about what we should do, and particularly about 
where we should live. From our adult colleagues the message was clear: the 
Upper West Side - a quiet, fashionable, well-to-do neighborhood for adults who 
are looking for a life of comfort. But Sif had totally different plans; “We’re going 
to live somewhere where we feel inspired and challenged, someplace where we 
can learn new things!” She had fallen completely in love with Brooklyn, and there 
was no more discussion about that topic. Williamsburg became our new home for 
six months and we loved it! It was a melting pot of people and cultures, hipsters 
and Hasidic Jews, a bombardment of new impressions, cultures, interesting 
history and tolerance. It felt like coming home. And it was the inspiration behind 
the song “Hei du!”



«HOW DO YOU LIKE IT?»
- We learned quickly that there was a big difference between Americans 
and Norwegians. Every time we told Norwegians that we’d be spending six 
months in New York, the questions were very practical in nature: what would 
our daily schedule be, what activities would we do, how would we keep busy 
- inquiries that were more or less impossible to answer! Americans, on the other 
hand, just said “wow!” and asked how we were liking it. Norwegians were concerned 
about the schedule, Americans about the experiences. And we noticed that we 
became more American with every passing day. 

The schedule and program for our time in New York was always full (thanks to Sif!) 
but we were most concerned with enjoying every second. We knew this was a once 
in a lifetime experience. 





«STAY SAFE IN THE SNOW!»
- It was still winter when we arrived in New York, which really isn’t that odd - it was 
February, after all. The apartment we had rented was a NYC loft in an old factory 
(very hip!) which had an enormous radiator installed in one corner. As soon as 
the temperature inside sank to 68 degrees that monstrosity started cranking. 
The following week the temperature outside rose to almost 68 degrees and we 
figured that the worst of winter was over. We were wrong. In the middle of March 
winter reared its head again, dropping a whole 2 inches (!) of snow, plunging the city 
into total chaos and leaving in its aftermath two rather dumbfounded Norwegians 
who were used to considerably tougher conditions. 

We watched as the city slowed to a halt; traffic stopped, events were cancelled, 
and all media outlets advised people to stay safely at home. Luckily it didn’t last very 
long and the city soon started moving again. Eventually springtime arrived, bringing 
with it warmer temperatures. But when the thermometer hit 95 degrees in July, 
we agreed it was just fine to head home.   



“HI! I HEAR WE’RE GOING TO BE NEIGHBORS!”
- The message landed in our inbox just as we were landing in New York. It was 
from my old downhill skiing buddy Rune Stokmo, who I recalled had settled 
down in New York and was working as a photographer for a number of big 
publications. It turns out he lived in Williamsburg! 

We had lost touch for a number of years and I thought it would be nice to grab 
a cup of coffee and learn about our new neighborhood. That one coffee led to 
a close collaboration and Rune ended up spending as many hours at the 
recording studio as we did, documenting the whole process. His patience was 
unending and every photo for this album (and more!) was taken by him. He also 
taught us everything we needed to know about Williamsburg, including the very 
best restaurants. Many thanks, Rune!





«YOU CAME ALL THIS WAY FOR US?!?» 
- One of the last things we did before leaving Tromso for New York was to attend 
the final performance of the Northern Lights Festival and arrange a party for the 
ensemble that had performed. The group was Ballet Hispanico from New York, 
a troupe of incredibly talented young dancers and their delightful support team. 
We told them about our New York plans and exchanged pleasantries about being in 
touch when we were over there. I’m sure none of us thought anything would come 
of it. But after a couple of months we learned through Facebook that the ensemble 
had returned home to New York after an extensive European tour. 

We reached out to them and were immediately invited to the show as well as 
a reception with the board of directors and dancers afterwards. The dancers were 
thrilled to see us, and they were so impressed and flattered that we’d made the long 
journey from Arctic Norway to New York just to see them perform again. We didn’t 
have the heart to tell them that we’d already been in New York a couple of months! 
In passing, Eduardo, the ensemble’s artistic director mentioned that they’d be 
arranging a charity gala in May and that we were more than welcome to attend. 
This resulted in Sif and I finding ourselves on the red carpet at the famous The Plaza 
hotel, me in a tux and Sif in a floor-length red dress (which prompted one of the 
security guards to say that she was the reason for the song “Lady in Red”) along with 
the likes of Gloria Estefan, Carolina Herrera and other celebrities. But that’s a whole 
different story...



«WHAT IS THIS – A HORROR MOVIE?!? 
I’M NOT COMING!»
- We talked a lot about Tromso and northern Norway while we were recording 
at Studio G, and as our time in New York approached its end, it was completely 
natural to invite Chris and Gary to visit us in Tromso so that we could put the 
finishing touches on the vocal tracks at Kysten studio at Tvibit. The guys were 
super curious about the Arctic and had lots of ideas about what it might be like, 
topped off with a healthy dose of anxiety, as well. Sif, you see, had suggested that 
they come in November so they could really experience the winter darkness! 
Chris was a bit resistant - he wasn’t convinced he would survive the snow and 
the darkness. And it didn’t help that Gary and his girlfriend Alyssa arrived in Tromso 
a couple of days before Chris and sent him photos of people ice bathing in the bay 
and the “snowstorm” at Fjellheisen. Chris nearly did a 180 at the airport…





«I HOPE IT DOES NOT OFFEND YOU 
THAT I DON’T SHAKE YOUR HAND»
- Things went south relatively quickly with the first airbnb apartment we had 
rented for our time in New York, and we had to quickly find a new place to live. 
It turned out that furnished, short-term rentals were harder to find than we had 
anticipated! If you’re going to rent a furnished place for a full year the options were 
endless. For four months, you’ve pretty much got to choose between airbnb or 
a rental company that charges an arm and a leg for tiny apartments. I’d become 
enemies with airbnb, so… 

After seeing 8 apartments in different neighborhoods in Brooklyn Sif and I had 
a very good overview of the rental market in Brooklyn – but no apartment! Sif 
absolutely wanted to stay in the neighborhood we’d been living in and the last 
option we had was through a company called “Stay a while.” They had a tiny two 
room apartment available. But when we met the agent who was showing the 
apartment I saw quickly that this was going to be a challenging situation. Sif 
approached the man to introduce herself, but as a Hasidic Jew he said that he hoped 
it would not offend her if he didn’t shake her hand, and then only addressed me 
afterwards. The Sif I know would normally not let that pass quietly, but we wanted 
the apartment so badly that she kept her feelings in check. We got the apartment, 
but towards the end of our stay, when the showing agent needed to show the 
apartment to potential renters, she got back at him by requiring that everyone 
take off their shoes before entering the apartment. He remained out in the 
hallway each time. 



«I’M READY» 
- THE STORY ABOUT MISS NITTER
- I remember from my childhood that my mother had shown me a postcard with the 
address Miss Nitter, East 92nd St., Brooklyn, NY. Miss Nitter later became Mrs. Fyhn, 
and many years later, my grandmother. As a young woman she set out as a nanny 
after World War I and ended up spending five years in New York. 

She met the man that would become my grandfather at the Norwegian Seaman’s 
Church in Brooklyn, a man named Sigvart Fyhn from Lattervika in Lyngen. He had run 
away from home at a young age because of his strict, religious family and he was 
determined to earn enough money at sea to establish himself as a grocer in Tromso. 
He and Miss Nitter didn’t have much time together in Brooklyn before he had to set 
sail again, but after a short time she received a telegram from him with the simple 
question: “Will you marry me?” Her answer: “I’m ready.” My uncle Einar was born 
in Brooklyn in 1920 before the three of them left for Tromso where my grandfather 
became a grocer.
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