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A robot jogging, a politician traveling abroad, a woman in the mirror of her social media account: In his poems, Andreas Korte addresses a contemporary reality that has become almost omnipresent in recent years. It is a world in which the private becomes political, the boundaries between virtuality and reality become blurred, and technology can reveal both its utopian potential or its dark side at any moment.


This volume brings together various series of poems from the last two years that examine the linguistic and visual phenomena from which we naturally construct our concept of the world. Scenes from film, the Internet and computer games make their appearance, as well as works of art from past centuries, travel memories, and political snapshots.


Using an extremely direct and unadorned language, Andreas Korte takes a look at our time in a way that is as surgical as it is poetic.




I




Start-up


For a long time he wanted


to launch a start-up,


just like people in Berlin


or San Francisco.


On various Internet forums


he carefully informed himself


about capital requirements


and business plans.


The civil war forced him to flee


and he lived for a while


with relatives in Ghana,


but his idea stuck with him.


Three years later he returned


to Mogadishu,


with some savings


and the will to make it.


It became very hot


quite early that day,


and like every morning he


opened the door to his shop.




To Peter Higgs


SUPERSYMMETRY: the jacket carefully folded,


placed over a chair, designed by Marcel Breuer,


tubular steel combined with leather,


modern, comfortable and transparent.


SUSY MODEL: the left pocket of his deep blue shirt


was very practical. He always used it for


a pencil and a black ballpoint pen.


The books on the shelf next to his desk


also had deep blue covers.


SUPERSPIN: he had read his emails at home in the


morning, even though he typically refused to do so.


For breakfast a slice of bread with honey


and a cup of coffee without sugar.


SUPERPARTNER: his own theory


often seemed unlikely to him,


but it was useful as a hypothesis


and carried him through the days.


STANDARD MODEL: the view of the streets of Edinburgh,


business as usual. Cars driving to and from the city center


towards the periphery.


A pedestrian on his way.




A Building the Size of a City


I was waiting at


a traffic light.


Endless red.


Neither a pedestrian


nor a car to see.


I sat in an Italian


restaurant and waited.


No waiter,


no olive oil,


no coffee.


I walked through a building


the size of a city,


between countless concrete pillars


of hexagonal layout.


For a long time now,


no production of ammunition.




Dickinsonia


She had swum


quite far, unusually far,


even by her standards.


Floating between countless


layers of water,


feeling the moment of


transition from warmer


to colder regions.


The gentle wave-like movements


of her transparent body,


which she had perfected over the years,


felt a little less easy today.


She dived deep down,


nestled against a stone,


to rest for a while and


to enjoy the darkness.


Hard to say how much


time had passed,


but she knew she never wanted


to leave this place again.




To Joseph Brodsky


Reddish shimmers


of afternoon light


in a bathtub.


A foil has been attached


to the window,


completely reinterpreting the sun.


A few black and white photos


swim just below the


water’s surface.


The wooden floor tells stories
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