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The Ladybug

It had blue eyes printed on it
And black dots on a red coat
I bought it in a shop on the road
And it was for nothing

If one wound it up
Making a sound like unzipping
It would walk on its many tiny black legs 
For three seconds or two 
And then be too sluggish to keep on going further

A shiny windup toy of a ladybug
I bought it in a shop on the road
And it was for luck
But rather dysfunctional

When you saw it
You only laughed at it
But it was my guess that luck just was that way
You couldn’t control it
It was tardy and heavy
Nesting in one place 
It wasn’t exactly a happy bird

I wondered if I might start feeding it
For better returns
You kept directing toward it
All your scepticism
Turning me into a lunatic
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Shooting in Denver  
 
It was hot 
The air was vibrating with heat 
But I couldn’t stop smoking 
It looked so sexy on me 
I couldn’t stop it 
 
I couldn’t stop smoking 
Cause if I did  
I would have torn the whole picture  
That they’d painted of myself  
 
I was wearing earrings with long stones 
The colour of amber 
Amber like my hair 
I was afraid they would melt in this heat 
But they looked good on me 
 
I knew I was going to be on the cover 
of that magazine 
They took a picture of me smoking 
And if I’d stopped I’d have blown the whole image 
They were going to create 
 
I knew I was going to be on the cover  
of that magazine 
Some sort of feminist magazine 
That had an article about abortion in it 
Women opposing war  
That sort of thing 
I’d be on the cover smoking 
Looking very sexy 
 



The Woman

She had baby blue eyes 
And a blue skirt
The elder woman that biked along 
When I had bought eggs for breakfast.

She must have been around 70 years old 
She wore a golden ring 
bleached hair
She had a nice tan 
Her legs were slowly turning the wheels of her bicycle

I thought that her richness was that of good experiences 
It wasn’t the richness of money 
(Though maybe that too)
That gave her that look
Still in bloom in her 70s

I asked myself 
How did she do it?

Orbit 
 
The greenish hills around the house 
Did their best to seem bigger than us 
This taken in, I lay down on my chair 
Exposing the pale landscape of my body 
To the white ball in front of me 
 
You were swimming rounds in pool water 
In your bedroom flavoured underwear  
Its pastels drew another colour 
In the aquarelle painting  
Within the pools oval frame 
  
When I stood up and walked past the curved stairs of 
the terrace way  
Petting a warm cat dozing in a circular spot of light 
Circular like an O  
An O for Orbit 
O for Oblivion 
O for Obesity 
The feeling I had was natural  
The absence of edges 
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The man behind the booth 
 
You would have to find him 
He wasn’t offered to you by the many invisible hands 
That had hung, set up and arranged the other works 
And that would stir you a drink 
As soon as you signaled interest 
 
You would have to lift yourself from the chair 
You had stuck yourself into 
Walk around the temporary architecture 
of presentation rooms 
That felt like home and prison at the same time 
Only after a day 
 
You would have to turn your head slightly to the left 
Unless he had moved  
And about 10 m ahead of the tip of your nose 
You could see him standing  
 
His hair seemed a little wet from mousse 
He had tucked his shirt in 
He had shaved and his body language 
suggested the vocabulary of Italian Design 
 
In his right hand where others would carry their glass   
 of wine 
their phone or their microphone 
He held a huge chocolate bar  
That he had already half eaten 
Right out of the silver paper 
And while talking to the assistant 
He went on and finished the rest 
 



Another Love

They had another love
They had found a way
To get along

She bought sheets at IKEA
he fixed his bike 
And the windows of his studio

When he turned away from her
He would think of chocolate with crisps
When she woke up in the morning
She would go running
And make herself a coffee
Staring into the bright sunlight
Like into burning wood
With someone saying on the radio to her
That apparently 
her kiss were one of the best things in life

They met at Hanover railway station
In the middle of the distance that lay between them
To spend a day at the public swimming pool
She wouldn’t miss her train home
Due to his attention for his wrist watch
And his phone 

They had another love
And a lemonade
On a Sunday afternoon
When sun set too soon
Turning into the Monday of work

They had another love
Booking trips to Malta 
Playing table tennis
And the game of stupid questions
They had found a way 
To get along

The sky of a backyard  
 
We met in front of a screen  
On the occasion of a late evening 
You eyed me and I eyed you  
While oracling words into my phone  
 
Celestial bodies twinkling from afar 
We sipped our drinks 
We looked at our shoes 
And enjoyed other benefits of boredom  
 
Like with planets that travel along their own track 
There was little chance that, by physical accident,  
We could have changed and suddenly started 
Circling around each other 

Another Love

They had another love
They had found a way
To get along

She bought sheets at IKEA
he fixed his bike 
And the windows of his studio

When he turned away from her
He would think of chocolate with crisps
When she woke up in the morning
She would go running
And make herself a coffee
Staring into the bright sunlight
Like into burning wood
With someone saying on the radio to her
That apparently 
her kiss were one of the best things in life

They met at Hanover railway station
In the middle of the distance that lay between them
To spend a day at the public swimming pool
She wouldn’t miss her train home
Due to his attention for his wrist watch
And his phone 

They had another love
And a lemonade
On a Sunday afternoon
When sun set too soon
Turning into the Monday of work

They had another love
Booking trips to Malta 
Playing table tennis
And the game of stupid questions
They had found a way 
To get along
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