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Observation Post 

A dirt road goes up to the summit 
where there are views of the day, the seasons, 
a life with my face 
whose look reveals 
another time and horses 
galloping across the fields of a birthplace 
where I am still listening 
to the wind that breaks 
my concentration 
so I can’t find my way back 
to the center 
because clouds are gliding 
right into the horizon and there are happy days 
in a part of town that is still growing. 
I can see the houses 
before they were torn down 
the new balconies, curbstones, and a dirt road 
going away from the center, 
up to the summit, 
where there are views of the day, the seasons, 
my life without a face.  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Decisions 

I consult the building 
shining    all night 
I walk down the long corridors 
that may lead to more decisions 
not to be avoided 
even if the impossible also happens 
in reality    I go down hill 
to see the ones who with a single exhalation 
can create a wilderness. 
I see them outdo each other 
selling the best hides and an earthquake; 
there is one who is crying in the wilderness and nomads 
who never find their way home 
to their sisters’ beds that the wind blows 
away from what can be said 
about heaven     turning into quicksilver and the sea still 
more wilderness beneath the grasshoppers’ black    clouds  
know their way in every climate 
that just like other decisions are dispersed 
by the song that light-years before 
sounds in the ears like dead stars 
that smile at the eyes that govern 
everything they see.  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Costumes 

There is a carnival 
in all sorts of colors 
and death in high heels 
plays my favorite instrument 
while gold coins glimmer distinctly 
in transparent hip-sockets 

There are historic monuments 
and shortcuts 
peacock feathers and water-lilies on the pond 
strawberry ice-cream and chocolate 
and maybe it will even rain 
down more gold when I 
sign off that the face 
does not belong to me 

There is a strange room 
with a view of statues and Africans 
on benches in the park, 
little dogs, 
large crowds of people, 
suggestions and a nearly extinct language 

In the mirror there is nothing 
in the urn are kept  
the words and numbers  
the concierge rattles off 
while stairs multiply 
or years merge into a conversation 
or the picture on the wall 
of a bowl of fruit 

And the moon and even more coins, 
prizes and ceilings that once were white, 
vanity and contracts, 
Roman suicide and new backgrounds, 
better lighting, secrets, water faucets 
that drip and the music of a lyre 
nobody likes, cleaning ladies, 
birthdays and rainbows, 
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rusty hammocks, spruce trees 
and red markings 
that lead deeper into the woods and to the sea, 
to the carnival, the station, 
a jubilee celebration, 
a waiting room, 
a neighborhood off to the right of the center.  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In my delirium 
the lighthouse flashes 
while seething waves lead you 
back eastward 
to the cliff’s edge 
where I waited 
for the dogs to react to the sound 
of your steps 
or for a seagull to turn back 
from its catch with your face 
which I have searched for in the mirror 
while I found myself 
accompanied by all the directions 
we came from 
in hopes of tracking 
that one wave that breaks in against my body 
when we finally shall rise again 
from the roar of your coming  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Take shortcuts 
across vacant squares 
memory 
belongs too to the ones 
who sleep outside 
because the dream is no house 
that can be inherited 
like death    not for siblings 
who only know the difference 
between younger and eldest. 
For there are still homecomings, 
an animal that is run over, 
fog that suddenly descends, 
so we can’t signal 
with our mirrors 
or see the wind 
wrenching the beginning free 
of its endin 
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Maybe we’ll meet at a crossing 
and find each other 
at the end of the road. 
I lived here once; 
all that’s left is dust and a red plastic bag 
that blows away now 
while it’s raining through the roof 
and we think we are passing through, 
but I ask you to stay there 
on the mattress alone, 
for I will never find my way back 
and manage best 
with no sense of place. 
If you ask 
I will answer there is neither east 
nor west 
only the voice 
you whisper with in your sleep, 
a beginning that ends 
in your look shining  
through the dark – we dissolve into earth  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Excavation 

On the curtain the sunspot shimmers 
from the day 
while night’s inclination 
is to follow with the glances 
nothing can hold on to 
causing shopkeepers to close up, 
put the key in a chest 
that rusts in the bad weather 
blowing all the doors open 
and most people become anxious, 
running around from hither to yon, 
clutching each other 
without discovering 
all there is, is bone and gristle. 
Not even the tourists 
with their heaps of luggage 
get it 
zooming in instead on the distance 
between two poles 
that long ago made up each other 
leaving only a single 
stuffed grain of dust 
behind the greasy pane  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Westward 

I hit the third eye 
with my rifle  
so the distance widens 
between time zones and the starting point 
sparkling there in the moonshine 

while I wait for 
the dead to 
outdo themselves 
or for the miners to light their lanterns 
so it becomes possible to find a way out again 

of the reservations 
so there will be no more sacrifices 
to restore the broken treaty 
and the trucks 
hardly ever pick anyone up 

on the way heading west 
toward newborn monuments 
and the ones hoping to win 
words to describe 
the place no one ever will find.  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Speeches Underground 

There is no town 
with glass and houses 
only apparitions and the cemetery 
under the moon 
raising its own laws and calling  
on those who are not here 
stubbornly on the way back 
from the inscription on the monument, 
a few simple lines in the damp earth 
alone with untrimmed hooves 
a greatest wish 
to cross the country,  
drink from the sea at the end of the night 
that does not recede 
but burns its light, 
my desire most loudly declaiming 
my speech.  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The Time of the Grasshoppers 

There is the time of the grasshoppers 
known from the close of the Jurassic,  
the fossil age buried deep in Limfjord clay 
and in amber washing up on our shores 
the first nymphs are still sitting, looking out 
with facetted eyes making images 
reproducing the world in color 
and somebody 
is mapping the whole country for an atlas 
  
There is the blood we may not drink 
or mix with other types, 
that swells up under our skin 
so we don’t recognize ourselves 
naked in the stream where all the calendar pages 
slowly dissolve 
while everything we can’t remember passes in review: 
a whole nation in a desert, 
titles bent in toward the same recollection, 
illicit longings, memories racing 
the wind that changes on command 

There is disagreement 
concerning the grasshoppers, which are divided 
into two orders 
which are divided into families 
which are divided into a larger or smaller 
number of genera 
under which the most similar species are gathered 
in an incomplete transformation 
not so easily transcribed 
into questions about life after death 
that can never depend on the global system 
whose climate construes every form of signification  

There are chair-seats and concert-halls 
for every occasion 
at all times of the year 
circling in reality around the dream 
about the reality I no longer can recognize 
as other than the reverse of a dream 
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that takes its place in the orchestra pit 
so it is no longer false that sound 
becomes a question of faith I can see 
with closed eyes; the east wind 
that brings the eighth plague along with it 

There is the time of the grasshoppers 
beginning again 
though there are remedies for everything: 
the season that begins as it ends, 
organisms forming swarms 
depending on temperature and command, 
the wind that suddenly changes and orders 
history back to its seat 
disguised in another language, 
a like-minded sorrow with a smiling mouth 
recognizable to all who remember nothing 

There is that love 
that cannot repent 
even if it despairs again 
when it repeats the journey 
no matter how many times I return 
to the city and the room 
with the broken Venetian blinds 

There are fathers who kick themselves 
into the goal and weep, unanswered questions 
about madness, Russian melancholy, 
godmothers that blend 
with the universe, species, wings that dry out 
like the grass in California, all the meters 
one must fall 
through dreams and storeys of compulsion 

There are the sound of a heart and the grasshoppers 
that are migrating in over another choir 
of voices and time that resounds overall 
clear as a crystal like an individual from many genera: 
the essence of all bodies, the caress 
copywritten by God, air  
and time moving faster 
than the sound of the song one can measure, 
describe, or record on tape. 
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Southward 

There are children who load ships 
made of paper 
by hand 

I remember  
that siblings never 
keep words to themselves 

instead cast spears into the sand 
farther and farther 
southward 

toward civilizations 
made of foam and pearls, 
toward waves that resolve 
every single encounter 

between two people 
on the bridge, 
coins and seaweed on the bottom, 
the dead telephone that keeps calling 

up the cold countries 
that maintain the separation 
between earth and earth, 
listening to no radio signals, 
the flashing beacon   introducing every departure 
as something you cannot regret 

or protect from death   you find 
in the sand like tools: 
starfish and sailors’ lifebelts, 
remains of arrivals 
I didn’t see and emergency lights  
dispelling the expectation 
to be able to recognize or respond 
to everything that washes up 
exactly where I am standing now! 
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Santillana del Mar  1

Coastal town that never finds its ocean, 
whose fossils are the last angels 
lying now as cobblestones 
in the streets   leading up to the never-ending place 
where three girls cannot sit still 
on the bench, while the priest talks 
about eternity; 
the drama of the air, a tractor wheel 
rolling over fields, 
foggy hills and weary cattle, 
the hoarse cawing of a crow. 
The dream of the living 
about the sleep of the dead 
like a greeting from the sea 
that can break down walls. 
But the origin of time comes into view only 
as a medieval dwelling 
in the harbor of absence. 
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Traveling between Nidaros og Esquel  2

Blood rushes 
and the wind when the kelp sleds 
glide by the sign of the fish 
petrifying 
beneath the sand cliff 
far off to the north 
where calves on mountain pastures never sleep 
or dream 
about the gothic quarter 
where I flit 
between the plain 
and the white parasols 

The years get lost 
between north and south 
between folksongs and the lackeys 
who are still sent out 
into the dark 
which looks after everything I most want to remember: 
the space of a weightless homecoming, 
a strange temperature 
that recognizes my skin, 
a buttress  
in the pampas wind’s 
drifting choir. 
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Perspective 

* 

In August all the species are there; 
you can see it in the mirror 
and under the bed where the dust 
from the exertions collects 

* 

It depends on the time. 
Ten years of investigations burned up 
with foreign bodies and a lack of attention 
and it begins to snow, so you can’t even see your hand 
in front of you. The fox’s blood reminds 
no one of death 
or about how things happen in nature. 

* 

Death is divisible by everything. On a drilling platform 
in the North Sea 
the cabin washes up that has broken loose. 
A loose connection is established. A child 
is separated from its mother 
and is at that moment carried away 
to another starting point. 

* 

Departure is not a relative act. He calls 
and says it is hereditary 
to want to fly north. 

* 

Singing call and response begins 
before she has figured out the cosmos 
and outlaw rats 
tumble across the floor 

  17
translation by Timothy Cole



Poems from Græshoppernes Tid: Digte 
© 2002 Kristina Stoltz – (Lindhardt og Ringhof /København) 

while she is adding up two plus two 

* 

A special apparatus is required. 
Not all species are equally willing 
and there are numerous accounts 
of inexact attentiveness 
complete with the wrong choice of color 
in the attempt to attract 
the opposite sex 

* 

The guy who is talking 
is standing in front of the pinball machine. 
Helicopters interrupt the choir 
every other hour. They want to protect 
crops against insects. 

* 

The woman is sitting in a tub 
with plastic toys. 
Heavy morning-stars dangle from her ears. 
She plays on horses 
rides them every night 

* 

Seen from the air 
everything invents itself and the mother decides 
what is worth comparing: 
a clothesline with linear time. 
Then there are the events  decided by law: 
which one ought to survive 
after falling down from a ladder 
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* 

Everything you learned in Las Vegas 
about background music and baby Jesus on the viaduct. 
A strike ends in front of the cathedral 
where the third outburst is replicated in gold 

* 

The mother tampers with the ability to balance 
The stairs continue 
out beyond the observation posts. 
Potential physics blocks 
the passage in between. 
The sacristy is burning. 

* 

Spaces are boiled down to lines 
that repeat what you tried to avoid. 
Memory slides back 
in the packaging the eldest is fooling around with. 
And then there is nothing left besides waiting-rooms 

* 

She visits the man who manages 
the archives, asks him to tear out all the lies. 
The next time she shows up 
in the yellow sweater, he seduces her 
in the miller’s house 

* 

Stridulation movements 
depend on temperature. 
In the course of time, word has gone out 
seeking someone to take care of the practical. 
It is a matter of the same details 
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every time someone goes away 

* 

One may for instance use acetic ether 
Afterward the locusts can be stretched out 
on display panels. 
In the long run, they are fortunate 
and their colors keep well 

* 

An execution in a foreign city 
where somnambulists form circles 
around everything worth knowing 
about the elements and the eyes that see 
between marrow and bone 

* 

A sudden absence     in her eyes 
straw lies on the floor 
for the animals 
that are let out only 
at night. Anecdotes about real life 

* 

The glance shifts to the shirt-collar. 
Blowing on the finger 
that got slammed in the door   locked in 
in the journey of discovery 

* 

The father digs holes in the ground 
The fine-structure constant appears 
in the night sky. 
The elements gather together, 
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absorbed 
outside of time and place 

* 

She guards the house and home 
the door painted green 
and a wide blacktopped road   departure 
is not a relative act 
but the sudden absence of everything. 
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We live with the genetic material 
that already burns 
under the sun 
and the moon is the face 
that becomes my splitting 
in the other’s journey; 
the fetus thrown 
back to its source 
while we contemplate 
the ark of stars from earlier times, 
prophecies  
of new shipwrecks, 
the passengers walking around 
like unnoticed hostesses and men 
who blast granite, build tunnels 
through rockfaces and whatever 
craving circling around a statue in the square 
where water freezes eyes and mouths: 
tears free of charge 
and people talk about the cool of the house walls 
at night and a wind direction 
that is constantly changing 
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White moths flutter in the air 
while debris drifts along 
full of corrugated cardboard. 
The figurehead woman’s cracked mouth 
recommends a mooring place away 
from the rescuers 
who are out collecting only for themselves 
and there are shaggy cats creeping  
around the outer edge of the jugglers’ shadows, 
the cripple who is never done talking 
to the voices behind the wall 
interrupted by dams 
incapable of holding back everything completely 
for there is always a phantom lurking somewhere: 
doormen who collapse, 
scales that crash to the ground 
whenever the locusts fly out 
of the open windows. 
Their electric eyes light up 
triumphal arches and playgrounds, 
dancers and beggars 
that neither dread strange 
insects nor death 
the way it can look 
when it has been a long time coming 
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Behind the full moon’s self-portrait 
without rationale formations take shape 
hands flying out 
of recycled constellations 
resembling white doves 
in the night mist’s wavering veil 
and the evasive eye’s ladder 
leads down to a snail’s shell on the beach 
which has practiced listening 
to probing languages 
and whose hidden room 
has fostered many 
primary comprehensions  
setting off again 
to occupy houses, 
originate new harmonies or exclamation points 
at the sights that emerge 
when one stares 
too long at night’s 
uneven face 
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The mountain I climb again 
to fetch the blood 
of my own origin 
as I cut down recognizable concepts 
from the cross that is the air 
which never materializes, 
rather rejuvenates the same pattern 
in another heaven 
perhaps my innermost room 
where words turn back around 
and the white sheet sags down 
while the silence of the diurnal rhythm 
mutates into dreams about the labyrinth 
which preserves all memory 
in the heart  
of one coin 
concealed in the plot 
of a puzzle 
about the realms of ghosts that grow 
with every breath of air 
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Consultation 

 * 

when the moon turns 
to blood 
a story begins again 
a coin sparkles 
in a desert where sand burns 
under your feet 
a beacon shines 
on the little island 
gulls flutter like shrouds 
under the sun 
that soon becomes the darkness 
where the innermost sex 
will open 
or thrust something away   from itself. 

  
* 

the stone that is being wrecked again 
she picks it up 
looks like a girl 
in the old one’s eyes 
dying in a dream 
about the mountain where one goes 
to consult the past 
but there are new houses 
trash left rotting 
in a corner of the city 
where the cats run 
through her eyes 
and a sunspot shines 
from her mouth 

  
* 
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she looks like a brother 
who will meet his equal 
in a civil war in another county 
hears the sound of a piano 
through an open window 
notices the lines of the tiles 
the cornerstone and the salvos of shots 
the screaming children at a school 
she begins to think 
about the library 
where the books smell sour 
he will tear open her shirt 
and throw himself down 
upon himself. 
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Lines and Numbers 

Birch-season is over now – the turtle lies 
in the space between  the rusty cage 
bangs in the wind and you 
wearing a polka-dotted dress 
walk across the courtyard 
without bothering to think about 
all the years of neglect of everything 
having to do with doctrines, abacuses, 
feathers swirling in the air 
when birds are plucked – listen to them shriek 
and yourself breathing in 
no it doesn’t mean anything that one never touches the ground 
with one’s feet or that skin 
gets weathered in time 
for ships’ sails are stretched out 
between two chairs; 
if one cuts a hole in a sheet 
one can see out 
across the area of the whole Mediterranean 
just like from greenhouses where light 
spreads from a cupola 
and there are flies you swat away from your face, 
tiles and lines together, alarm clocks that ring 
every single night, 
the space in between that pretends 
to be something else, 
but worst of all is the turtle 
when it insists on 
walking on the lines – listen to it laugh 
at the ghostly birds flying low 
across the red roofs. 
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Johanna 

We danced in a hall of mirrors 
that shattered 
when she began to sing 

her deepest wish 
never to be anything else 

and now she walks around 
on the boulevards 
in strange cities 
where I think she is lost. 

We meet again on the corner 
where the stores are always closed 
I as a man 
who will take her in 
with me 

Johanna, 
I believe you are one 
to be taken 

because you lie naked in my memory 
on the mattress wet with my seed 
and a supernova 
in your sparkling eye. 

But she would rather singe 
her song 
till the artillery breaks down 
and I become homeless 
disappearing into a delirium 
where she shows up 

in every single attempt 
to slip away 
and here long hair sticks 
to my cheeks 

binding me to my deepest wish, 
never to have heard of 
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Johanna, 
you possess no other talent 
besides what you do 
when you kick 
your sex open 

leaving behind shells 
and a little gravel that might 
shine preciously 
when the sun finally goes down. 
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Freja 

Freja, it’s time now 
for you to cut your hair 
and leave your figurehead makeup back 
on the pier 

You must go all the way down 
where nothing begins 
with a letter 
nor is called by the name 
that is usually the horizon 

The last bird call 
will not be replaced 
by the recognizable spray of foam 
your breathing not the flag 
fluttering in the wind 

You must let your dream guide 
the vertical journey 
into depths no one knows 
if they deserve 
because an echo 
sounds like silence 

You must forget 
the sun rises and sets 
remember the invisible shores 
that show the way 
when darkness kisses your face 

Forget north and south on land 
coastal stretches 
and everything that can be anchored 

Forget the ones you like the best 
because they may look like you 
and the boundaries that fade into the sand 
as soon as you take off 

Freja, it is time now 
to change course 
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and keep going down there 
where only the most courageous ones dare 
recognize each other again. 
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Spanish Wedding 

I 
People talk so much about for instance time 
and armaments, 
Leander dead on the beach and I am walking around 
in Hero’s diaphanous gown, 
collecting stones or lilies, selling whatever 
for instance certain parts of me 

I dreamt of a Macedonian mountain landscape, 
a gloomy valley and the oldest inhabitants 
did whatever suited them: 
See, she’s rubbing here 
or bending over  
and the woman I want to introduce 
flies suddenly away. 

II 
The city wall was torn down in the course of a night 
a beggar stared  up at the balcony 
“Spanish wedding” 
but first comes the baptism 
after that alms-giving 
not to forget traffic and shopping 
and the soap bubbles that as a rule know the score. 

Clouds descend however they feel like 
and the dead do not stay put 
where we really wish they would: 
in the cave, on the peak, underground 
and angels show up with flags, white tablecloths and a shower of dust 
and I tumble down 
as many meters as I have to  
to awaken. 

III 
Out on the rocks all the rest of the dead are lying      so nicely 
side by side, I am thinking 
about everything I should have said 
about the cut of the dress, a short circuit, washing steps 
while I count to a thousand 
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thousand times as is fitting and I am thinking 
about the same things as yesterday 
and the day before and five years ago and like most 
couples in love about 
when they look deeply into each others eyes: 
All the means of transportation, 
underway across bridges on many levels, 
the streetlamp shining in the dark      long after the beloved is dead 
and trains that know only the way onward. 
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Consultation 

* 

maybe she is thinking 
about herself 
like a verse by Sappho 
and about the island 
as the place 
everything can start from 
she can divide herself 
between the poles 
and love him 
who describes the whole thing in words 
without emphasizing 
the punctuation 
and the war-crimes 
that never happened 

  
* 

she no longer fits 
into the context 
that will be decisive 
for the future 
and skydivers 
do not always survive 
the analyses 
and the intake of air that stalls 
when concentration slips 
in the moment that is decisive 
for the aging process 
and the fear of being left behind 
among the peculiar colors 
and lowercase letters 

* 
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she sells 
her right arm 
looks like the veteran 
who in the future will rent himself  
into her room 
she thinks about the barbed wire fence 
in front of the closed down windmill station 
and the horses 
that are still grazing 
when she tries to sleep 
or makes a face 
that looks like a landscape 
not yet existing 
in a human memory 
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Amazing Grace 

Light through the crack in the door 
towers rise into the air 
planes crash 
and servants walk around 
in my imaginings. 
When I fall down the stairs 
I lie there for hours 
like a doll 
lost, 
listening to my breathing 
whistling like the wind 
in the tree tops. 
There are woods nearby 
and no cars are allowed 
on the roads. 
Across no-man’s land a path 
leads to the house 
where only those serving the account 
are let in 
when they pull their pack animals 
in to me 
and ask for relief 
for their cracked lips. 
In the old days we met like mercenaries 
in each others’ nightmares 
and we fired with live ammunition 
at the whole world’s infidelity. 
Now we are resting on a shady beach  
and break our injured limbs 
back into the healthy angles 
that point away from the desert 
and the dried up springs 
but the sand is still tickling our throats 
and we are burdened with debt like the heavy nailclippers 
that will open no doors 
only rust in the sweat of all these exertions 
that leave slave laborers exhausted 
in a maelstrom of bloodshot confusion 
in my eyes, in my dream of becoming one 
with time, choir girls singing so inexorably, 
the archangel who rows me out to the deep water 
where I am transformed 
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turning into a whore who sings  
“Amazing Grace” too loudly 
and day after day there is a parting that knocks over 
all my furniture 
slams the door in a kiss 
and in my hands  
my lover’s tongue still sprawls 
like fish stock thrown up on land 
and I am looking out over a wider water 
while I wait to get better. 
The doctor points toward tomorrow 
like a cool swab, 
but his face is already a ghost 
in my sickness 
and baby bats fly out 
of his blind eyes, 
getting lost in the twilight 
where wives cook soup 
in the superstition 
that changes with the coded dashes of zodiac signs 
to a pedestrian crosswalk 
where the school bus will collide 
with the driver of an escape car: 
The one who stole my heart 
and mothers become jealous from sorrow, 
but it is good to give in to one’s pain 
as they do in the country 
when they hang cows up by their legs 
in order to burn the whole thing down: 
export, import, subsidy regulations 
and the distended bellies 
that soon will float 
like birthday balloons above the rural idyll 
bringing good news about tomorrow’s weather. 
But it has started to snow 
and I walk out into the ice 
to meet my equal on the other shore, 
he is a stranger with long toenails 
and questionable views. 
Hoping to find an exit 
I run through his name 
which keeps growing wider 
and the streets are dark. 
From cellar shops sweet girls are calling 
wanting to be counted by a laser 
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and when I fall 
they laugh with familiar voices 
until he picks me up 
and shoves me along 
out to the abandoned towns 
where dogs gnaw on each other 
and the only survivors 
are club brothers in leather 
who don’t like foreigners. 
They pour kerosene on my open wounds 
and cover their eyes 
so as not to see me burn. 
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Northward 

There are no systems 
only blackbirds,  
downspouts and tin roofs, 
water cascading over the gable 
and running through the town 
the boats take on everything 

I found a mirror 
in the deserted shed, 
the dark splotches     my face 
knows no direction 

This town has no easier road 
it goes up hill and down 
into cellars. They trade 
with shells, 
the ocean’s shining blubber 
I know  their names 
and bridges going back 
to where we came from 
to this place where we are standing looking out    now! 

From north northward these streets run 
around the others’ recollections, 
lumpy mattresses, 
floors of silence and neighbors 
who break in on each other    reflected in the paving stones, 
in the cracks in the wall, in front of the window pane 
that drives 
away the season’s promises 
and in all the houses the stairs head up 

to the white view 
devoid of chairs and orchestras 
bound to the cool nights    fingertips 
turning icy against the skin 
and one can only stay warm 
by facing the gable 
with a look fixed on counting 
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through the darkness 
shining 
in St. Lucy’s crown. 
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Red-letter Day 

The water level has exceeded 
its own proclamation and I 

A flood has come 
running through many cities 

even though the highest house 
sparkles with electricity and can receive 

You meet your equal along the way 
to this place 

with a familiar face 
before you start treading water 

The remains of the seasons are floating 
in this stream and machine parts 

but I see nothing besides 
the dislocations 

coming from the idea of a destination 
that always shines so glowingly  

toward me 
till the door opens up on floors 

and rooms full of people in evening dress 
who say they are so glad 

even though I believe they are wrong 
because I have seen them 

kick against something pointed 
before I lose my footing. 

willfully going on 
toward a place that doesn’t exist 

no particular person 
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or knowledge about something gruesome. 

and I see that the regret 
does not count for one who is staring in 

and I must smash my needs 
against some random forehead. 

from means of transportation 
and unregistered inventions 

to a random construction 
and physical exhaustion 

but without direction 
and I can only navigate 

I remember from a picture 
of a building in Vienna 

month after month 
and we toast with some gray liquid 

in some completely different context 
where I did not belong. 
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From Innermost to Outermost 

After reading 
the foreword 
the door slams 
and the night’s dogs come crawling 
but I am not afraid 
of the labyrinth 
nor of the beast in the middle 

because I know they execute each other 
in the big stadium, 
and that electric light 
burns around the clock 
though consciousness is not robust 
like laminated steel 
with twins smiling 
on both sides 
and they love each other 
in the middle of an open window 
looking out toward the woods 
where parents walk around 
anonymously and flickering 
like a dream you can almost remember 

about treasures at the bottom of the sea 
still valuable enough to sell from 
hoping to be received 
somewhere 
as a guest 

or the person 
you remember clearly 
from a film about the ones 
who don’t know the difference 
between one another 

or between the colors 
the way they look 
at night 
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or the dreams 
about people who step in 
and out of doors, 
dissolve 

or wash up 
on land 
as remains 

or parts 
of a context 
that possibly reminds  me 
or her 
who let me out 
and in again 
of the days in the country 
busy with getting ready 
for a meeting 
between points in time 
that must intersect 
to release at the right moment 

once sunflowers grew 
all over it 
now there are cypresses 
forming a circle 
around everything that comes up. 

  45
translation by Timothy Cole



Poems from Græshoppernes Tid: Digte 
© 2002 Kristina Stoltz – (Lindhardt og Ringhof /København) 

  

Scale 

There is no number, 
a limited scale, 
no direction, 
nothing that goes together 

I am also all the other things 
that can be put together with me: 

the sky’s infinity, 
the earth’s constancy, 
the one that never becomes 
the other that is 
insurmountable distances wide, 
the features of the past, 
my cross, your crown, 
the movement that can lead out 
beyond what we have here 

the slamming sound that awakens 
and I step out  
of my own process, 
pulling on the flap 
of pretending that is required 

the corduroy of your cap 
hides the mask 
that might just be your true face. 
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The Mirror 

Maybe it’s the doubles 
in earth’s innermost rooms 
or the bearers of lives 
you have to repeat 
or recognize as your shadow 
on the wall 

Maybe is what you think it is 
in reality another: 
a girlfriend    her sister, 
a suicide   another’s bad conscience 
a guide from a dream    the god 
who has not yet returned 

Maybe you can find 
yourself 
in the remains of another time 
or in the whitewashed grave 
that shines 
from a shared memory. 
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The One  

From the carbon of the latitudes 
one life arises 
the long tongue of desire like a ship’s rope 
that has to find its anchor 
in the mouth of the other sex 
before the moonshine milks 
all life out of the skin, 
giving in to the tide 
and children find stones 
that they throw 
at the glass so the sand runs out 

The cliffs stretch out 
as far as the eye can reach 
and there is only one sea 
that can look like a blurry tissue 
of silk we press our names into 
and leave behind for our descendants 
who also will walk along the water, 
find amber and jawbones of whales 
before going back 
to the house behind the beach roses 

Because there are no other 
houses or paths 
besides the path that leads to the house 
with the wood that creaks, 
the dampness, autumn 
blowing her hair in 
across her face 
who might have been the man 
that sleeping pushed something away from him: 
animal life and children that build castles 
out of thoughts and sand,  
the eternal trisections, 
air layers and alphabets 
that always sneak into an action 
you take note of: 
the good versus the evil, 
description of the low flying 

  48
translation by Timothy Cole



Poems from Græshoppernes Tid: Digte 
© 2002 Kristina Stoltz – (Lindhardt og Ringhof /København) 

swallows in the twilight. 
One wave’s white foam, 
the one that is another 
wave that returns again. 
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