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White Worms
1) When Alfred was a kid, he used to slalom his way to school between the slugs. They would
tumble out onto the streets in the fall and he couldn’t help but squish them beneath the wheels
of his bike. He pictured himself being pursued by the gigantic Slug Mother who was at least
three times as tall as him and slimed her way along at precisely 11 miles per hour. Keep your
eyes on the road, your speed above 11 miles per hour, don’t get gobbled up by the Slug Mother,

come to avenge her young.

2) When Alfred was a kid, he pictured similar scenarios with most of the creatures he killed.
Except for the white worms that would snake their way out of the wood. Alfred would stack
firewood in the shed while Pa chopped; the white worms forcing their way out from the dry
layers of the firewood. You could see the tunnels they had dug in the wood. Those white worms
were the only creatures Alfred didn’t dare imagine growing to epic proportions, their crimson
tips like eyes that made it impossible to know if the worm was whole or chopped in two and
bleeding. The ridges or joints they were made from, their wriggling movements as they
departed the firewood. Alfred imagined the frenzied screeching sounds they made as they

burned in the fire.

3) Alfred isn’t a kid any more, he’s a grown man and his house doesn’t have a fireplace. He
works at the cannery, packing the cans before they get shipped off. He is supposed to check

that the little ring pull is attached properly; sometimes the machines weld it on wrong.

4) It is very important for Alfred that when he goes to the toilet he has a proper evacuation.
Alfred is going to the toilet right now, he wants to have himself a proper evacuation.

Sometimes, he can be sat there a good hour waiting to squeeze out that final nugget of shit. He



hates the feeling of wiping without knowing for sure if he’s actually done or if there’s more on

the way.

Alfred, as we know, is sitting on the toilet, sitting and waiting. He squeezes and waits, squeezes
and waits. Experience tells him another ten minutes should be enough to squeeze out that last
nugget. In the meantime, he examines his penis (he forgot to bring any reading material with
him). Then he inspects his balls, tugs out a couple of hairs, rolls them between his fingers.
There is a clump of sebum stuck to his sack. Alfred presses on it with his thumbnails; the pus
worms its way out in a curl. Now, the white glob from the pimple is sat on his nail. Alfred

studies it. Then he wipes away the sebum with a sheet of toilet paper and finishes shitting.

5) Alfred works on piece rate so it doesn’t matter how much time he spends on the toilet. That’s

entirely up to him.

6) Alfred is married; his wife makes spaghetti with meat sauce. They eat. It tastes good. Alfred
is liberal with the ketchup. She asks, ‘Did you have a good day?’

He replies, ‘Yeah.’

7) Alfred listens to the radio as he works. He listens to NOVA FM, he listens to P3, he listens
to P4, he listens to The Voice, he listens to Radio Skive. There’s a news segment every hour;
today, the newsreader announces that the number of refugees who have drowned in the
Mediterranean since 2015 has passed 20,000, a milestone. Alfred goes to the toilet, and shits
and shits. There is a little layer of white in his underpants which he rubs away with a sheet of

toilet paper.



8) Alfred is at home, watching TV: Total Wipeout. Someone falls in the water.
‘What a shame,’ says Alfred’s wife.
“Yeah.’

‘He was doing so well until then.’

9) Alfred is sitting on the toilet at work. He discovers there is more white in his underpants,

almost a mound of white. It still rubs away pretty easily with toilet paper.

10) In a matter of days, the white layer has morphed into a white membrane, making it harder
and harder to rub away. Alfred has to wash his underpants in the washbasin. He washes his
underpants in the washbasin at home when he takes them off to get in the tub. He knows
instinctively that his wife must not find a membrane of white in his underpants when she goes

to do the laundry. Alfred reckons she’d probably think it’s weird.

Fortunately for Alfred, the only time his wife has any dealings with his underpants is when she
does laundry. After so many years of marriage, they don’t see anything shameful in reserving

sex for special occasions. In fact, it’s freeing. It being a scheduled activity.

11) Alfred is spending more and more time on the toilet now, inspecting the white membrane,

plunging his finger into the sticky white.

12) Alfred’s wife’s brother and her sister-in-law come to visit, as they do from time to time.
They eat dinner: a rice dish Alfred’s wife is very proud of. Chinese casserole, she calls it; it
has curry powder and paprika in it. Alfred’s wife’s brother says it tastes good. Alfred says he

agrees. Alfred’s wife’s sister-in-law wants to talk about the refugee crisis; so do Alfred’s wife



and Alfred’s wife’s brother. They talk about the refugee crisis. Alfred listens. Here is a list of
some of the phrases and placenames used most in the conversation: refugee, Syria,
Mediterranean, Greece, welfare, rubber dinghies, Islam, border, aging population, war, refugee
center, flood of refugees, refugee crisis, wave of refugees, refugee camp, asylum seeker. The

conversation also includes verbs, adjectives, adverbs and other words.

Alfred goes to the toilet, washes his underpants and puts on a new pair.

13) Alfred is called in to a meeting; his mid-level line manager is sat on the other side of the
desk. He says: Your productivity is significantly lower than your colleagues’, he says: The
labor supply is going to increase soon so there’s going to be more competition for jobs like the
ones we offer, he says: I’ve noticed you take significantly longer bathroom breaks than your
colleagues, he says: Even if you work on piece rate, we as a company run up hourly costs for
your position, he says: You need to boost your productivity, otherwise your job is going to be

in jeopardy when the labor supply increases, he says: You need to be adaptable.

Alfred says: Yeah. Then he goes to the toilet, he needs himself a proper evacuation, a proper

proper one.

14) It is Alfred’s wedding anniversary; he and his wife have been married for over thirty years.
They have planned for the occasion; they go out to eat. Alfred gets ribs, his wife gets steak.
Then they head home, with a few glasses of wine in them. Alfred goes to the bathroom to get
ready; he rinses his underpants and puts them in the laundry basket, then gets into bed naked.
Things get off to a good start; he gets an erection pretty fast, he gives his wife an orgasm, then

gives her one more, she whispers that he is welcome to come. Alfred picks up the pace, it



doesn’t help. Alfred feels all the sensations in the tip of his penis but he can’t feel any tingling
in his balls, the kind you get when you’re about to ejaculate. Alfred really is doing his best but
he just can’t. His wife holds him close, says it doesn’t matter, it’s not his fault. These things

just happen sometimes.

15) Alfred is sitting on the toilet at work, waiting and squeezing. He studies the white
membrane in his underpants, plunging his finger into the sticky glob, sniffing it. Then he tastes
it, and as the salt forces its way down his esophagus he is struck by the overwhelming taste and
power that is forcing its way down inside him, enveloping his lungs, filling his lungs, blocking
them, the salt within him and all around him; salt, that’s what he is now, he is salt and he is

nothing, the white worms surging like a wave in his lungs.

Vaughan and Magda

1) She had been given high cheekbones. One way or another, she’d had her cheeks lifted.
Whether you can do it mechanically like braces for your teeth, I wouldn’t know; whether it
was some kind of Botox, spritzed in there to imitate cheekbones, I wouldn’t know. If it was
that, then they must have felt flabbier when you jerked them with the middlemost joints of your

index and middle fingers. I never jerked them, and then she got them redone.

2) Her name was Magda, mine was Vaughan. In what follows, I will talk about myself in the

third person. In a flashback to how we met.



3) Vaughan and Magda meet on a beach on a little Greek island. Vaughan prefers to vacation
somewhere you can play golf, but there’s no golf to be had on this little Greek island. There is
a golf simulator in the hotel that Vaughan uses; hitting the golf ball against some plastic netting
that can measure the speed and simulate your shot. The difficulty setting it is on means your
shot always flies straight toward the hole, even if you slice it — all you control is the speed, not

the direction. Vaughan has decided not to risk switching it to normal difficulty.

4) Vaughan and Magda meet on the beach, lying next to each other on sun loungers. The
waitstaff at the hotel are good at this sort of thing: when Vaughan orders a drink, a young
female waitress comes over with his drink, leaning forward to serve him so he can take in her
fashionably deep neckline. When Magda orders a drink, a young male waiter comes over with
her drink, his muscles glistening in his fashionably short sleeves in a way that makes good old
Vaughan assume he must be queer. They sip drinks with little parasols in them. Magda likes to
roll the parasol between the middlemost joints of her index and middle fingers, twirling it as if

in a musical.

5) Vaughan says his name is Vaughan, Magda says her name is Magda. Both of them have
clocked, one way or another, that the other of them is Danish too. It is immediately obvious to
both of them that they are meant to be. They order each other drinks, which creates something
of a commotion: Should the young female waitress with the fashionably deep neckline serve

them, or the young male waiter with the fashionably short sleeves?

6) Vaughan is enjoying the sun and Magda; Magda is enjoying the sun and Vaughan. They

have sex in Vaughan’s suite. It bothers Vaughan that Magda’s fingers find their way down to



the privates they now share. Vaughan thinks it ought to be his job to guide the penis into the
vagina, he thinks everything to do with penetration ought to be his job. Including setting the
rhythm and so on. Magda is certainly welcome to rub her clit during, but in Vaughan’s opinion,

penis and vagina — now that’s his department. They reach a sort of unspoken agreement.

7) Vaughan and Magda take a walk on the beach, which is one way of getting sand in between
your toes. They get sand in between their toes. They rub the sand between their toes. It

scratches, but it also kind of tickles.

8) The golf ball transfers its kinetic energy to the fluttering of the netting;, there is a golden
middle to be found when hanging up your net and bending your knees, somewhere between
loose and taut. Whoosh, goes the ball, flllrmp, goes the netting. They are two but the energy
making those sounds is one. One energy that emanates from Vaughan’s club, his hands, his

straight back, his knees.

9) Vaughan and Magda are visiting a local market. I say to the saleslady:
I would like

an apricot

with skin

exactly the color

of an apricot

I get one at no charge.

10) My apologies, I have just described myself in the first person even though I promised to

speak in the third person. It won’t happen again.



11) the apricot

has skin

exactly the color

of an apricot

Vaughan and Magda share the fruit and a dash of saliva, slurping the pit between their lips like

Lady and the Tramp slurping that last strand of spaghetti between their lips.

12) Vaughan and Magda take another walk on the beach; a man has washed ashore. His skin
is a little darker than sun-kissed, his skin is a little wrinkled from the water, his eyes have been
devoured by fish, his hair looks like hair that has been drowned. Vaughan is surprised that the
water gives dead people pruney skin too, he would have thought wrinkly skin and being alive
were connected somehow, as if the skin contracting was a way of protecting you against the
enveloping water that is as life-affirming as it is death-inducing. The iron like Death’s

messenger.

13) The Greek waitstaff take care of it, while Vaughan and Magda go up to Vaughan’s suite to
talk about it. They talk about it. Magda moves her lips, she definitely had braces at some point,
she’s had her teeth bleached since; her cheekbones are still a mystery to Vaughan. He can’t
imagine they would look like that naturally. It’s kind of a turn-on, albeit an artificial one, like
thinking about a sex robot — just thinking, nothing more — while having sex with a real person.
Vaughan suddenly remembers that when they were having sex Magda had gotten a Brazilian,
and it occurs to Vaughan just how much he appreciates it. The reason she had had her pubic
hair waxed was not that she was expecting him to go down on her. Vaughan never ever went

down on her, nor did he have any intention of doing so: She had gone through the pain of all



that waxing for the sake of esthetics alone, just to make her entire body visually appealing,
including during the act of sex when there was no longer any need to be visually appealing,
where all that was required was to simply be and to melt into one another in a moment of

authenticity. Vaughan knows now what it is he feels for Magda.

14) In that moment, I knew what I felt for Magda. We married some years later on that same
beach. Like I said, at the time Magda had just had her cheekbones redone. Later, we returned

to the Greek islands, only this time to a bigger island, one where you can play golf.

Vaguely Familiar

1) Today, I am a man again. My two-month free trial as a woman was up, and I had decided
not to take out the subscription. The only thing I wanted to keep was the long hair, so I arranged
a six-month payment plan for it. Which tickles Britta. Six months is how long it would take me

to grow it out for free. Well, Britta can shut her hole for free just as well.

2) The first week back in a male body is just as weird as that first week in a female body was.
I have to keep on checking myself, gently pressing the tip of my penis through the fabric of my
pants. Now, that fizzing little dot is sat just a fraction to the left of center, like a piece of elastic
stretching out from where my clit used to be. My body is already forgetting what it was like to

be someone else. No, not someone else. Me, only different.

3) A newspaper reveals that the bubbly, overweight politician, Viggo Andersen, paid to get his
look. Turns out, about ten to fifteen years ago he set a whole team of hackers the task of deleting

all images of him from the internet and got his friends at the time to sign NDAs. However, it



would appear that his mother, in a fit of nostalgia, held onto a few before and after photos in
an old-fashioned album which a journalist got their hands on, most likely through unscrupulous
means. One of the pictures shows a strapping young man, his eyes looking straight into the
camera; there is ambition in those eyes, but also a scarcely concealed animosity, a warning not
to get in his way. It is a rich man’s face, attractive and serious, with just a glint of psychopath
thrown into the mix. And a body of someone who has had stock options since the day he was
born. The second picture was taken the very next day. It shows the Viggo Andersen we know;
the rosy cheeks, the dimples, the double chin that is more down-to-earth than it is flabby. The
eyes are a touch less gray, more trustworthy, the hair thinner and wilder. The ears are bigger

too. He looks like a man you’d want to go for a beer with. But that body is a lie.

4) I talk to my friends about this whole Viggo Andersen-gate; it turns out to be something of a
touchy subject. Ragnhild is mad, she thinks the media are body-shaming him. Ragnhild herself
has to shell out for a monthly body subscription that costs more than her rent but it makes her
happy. She still encounters men who feel like they’ve been taken for a ride and become
decidedly aggressive the moment they find out her body used to have a dick; she says the way
the media are writing about Viggo Andersen is perpetuating the notion that each of us has a
‘real’, absolute body, even if that body hasn’t existed for years. And even if there’s nothing of
it left, as in Ragnhild’s case. It’s that same attitude that’s to blame for an item at the very bottom
of Ragnhild’s monthly invoices entitled ‘Server space’. Mody-Fi, the company that sold
Ragnhild her body, is required by law to keep a scan of the body she used to have, before she
underwent her first modification. As if that 20 year-old body is a more genuine, OG Ragnhild
than the 25 year-old body she left two years ago when she decided to finally have a complete

makeover. A body which would have changed with age either way; a fictitious notion that this



body, which would have inevitably disappeared by now, has been lost because of the choices

Ragnhild has made.

‘But it’s not the fact he paid for body modifications, there’s tons of people who’ve done that,’
counters Britta who, as far as I know, has never had any work done. ‘It’s more that this guy,
with the kind eyes and the dad bod, voted to abolish the Refugee Act. That this guy, with the
family-man frame he paid for, was all over the news saying we need to look out for our own
before we try to save the whole world. This guy, with his kind, placid, and therefore not real,
look, decided that thousands of people should be left in camps or sent back to those deserts that

have moved in to the places they used to call home.’

‘Did you just say his look was ‘not real’?’ asks Ragnhild. ‘If his eyes aren’t real, then my whole

body isn’t real. Do you think I’'m not real, Britta?”’

And on it goes, the old chestnut. Britta didn’t mean to cause any offence, she says. But it was
still offensive, no matter whether you meant it or not, says Ragnhild. And so on. It’s why I
didn’t tell either of them I was a woman for two whole months. I would just write to them
saying I was too swamped to see anyone right now, later telling them I’d paid for the long hair.
I really didn’t feel like listening to Britta’s thinly veiled concern or to Ragnhild’s somewhat
over-eager endorsement. At any rate, I realized it wasn’t meant to be. If they’d known, Britta
would have treated my body as a victory and Ragnhild would have tried to act as if she was
happy I’d made a choice, when in reality she would have been disappointed that my choice

wasn’t the same as hers.



5) My nipples are still sensitive but I no longer reach for them when I masturbate. I very quickly
rediscovered that sex is all about the D. In two weeks’ time, when I don’t have to stay home
from work because of menstrual cramps, then I’ll be plenty happier about my decision than I

am now.

6) There’s a program on TV about people who have undergone some truly wild procedures:
One of them has three eyes and another has three assholes. At first, there is political support
for outlawing the most out-there modifications. But it doesn’t come to anything. There is a
broad consensus among the population that all the politicians have had work done, meaning
Mody-Fi has them in their back pocket. But the people’s anger doesn’t come to anything either.
I clear my throat because it has a frog in it. I look into whether that’s the sort of thing you can

get modified but am left disappointed.

7) I can still smell the female me on my bedsheets, a scent of sweat that almost overpowers
me. My presence. I can still smell the female me on the clothes I left behind; when I open that
closet door, the scent wafts into the room, surrounding me like dust in the light. I'm still using
the same toothbrush. Is it possible to long for something you don’t want to go back to? In my
mind, my chest is puffed out, like an arrow leading me back to my high school days, even
though I was so happy when they were finally over. Pining for a time I have no desire to live

through again.

8) The dead skin between my toes is creating a delightful collection of lint. On the news, I see
abnormal numbers of refugees hugging the border. Their homelands are no longer fit for human
habitation, the desert has uprooted them. Is it just me, or is there a curious connection between

refugees and cavity-riddled overbites? So many of them have teeth that stick out, a foolishly



charming appeal to the viewer; the sort of mouth that is laden with emotion. Refugee policy is
one of those subjects Ragnhild and Britta agree on, but since every time they want to indicate
this, they start their sentences with a far from literal ‘no’, their conversations can just as easily
come across as mildly antagonistic debates. Take, for example, Britta’s ‘No, you’re right’ or
Ragnhild’s ‘No, I do’. I am working flat out at the moment, drinking more coffee than usual
too. As I grind the beans, I read on the pack that the coffee was grown in ‘the idyllic
surroundings of subtropical Normandy’ which is apparently a much-beloved tourist

destination.

9) We meet at a bar on a Friday evening, me and my two pals. We’ve known each other a long
time; I get the beers in. There’s music playing, but it’s not unpleasantly loud; we have a smoke
and a chat. Yeah. We’re sat near the door, the cool of the evening joining us any time someone
walks in. Just a way of making its presence known, of emphasizing to us how unnatural the
temperature inside is. There is a bonsai tree in a pot that is always in the way any time you
want to go out for a piss. Ragnhild has something she wants to talk about, so we listen to what
she has to say. We listen attentively, we want to hear the whole thing. Knowing what’s on
Ragnhild’s mind matters to us; knowing that she knows this matters to us. It’s important she
feels welcome. She should feel safe around us, comfortable; I go get more beers. We drink

them. They are cold, especially if you don’t let them sit too long.

10) We keep the evening going, ending up at a nightclub downtown. I have a hard time dancing
in a way that makes it look like I have a plan for all these shapes I’m throwing. The whole time
there is something not quite right about my movements, as if I’m just grooving sporadically as
I make my way to the bathroom, raising the roof modestly. Then someone starts grinding me,

running their hand up and down my torso. I look over my shoulder; he looks real determined,



this guy that’s fondling me. He is not touching me because he wants to enjoy my body or
because he wants me to enjoy his touch; these movements, they’re just a tool, a necessity in
order to get my attention. He has my attention. His eyes are bulging a little, as if trying to reach
out and grab me. Now, I turn around and shove my hand up under his shirt too, his skin is

almost rough. He is a nearly a full head taller than me. I lean into him and nibble at his neck.

11) His determination persists all night long. The second we leave the club, he sets off at a
gallop; this is no drunken stumble home on a midsummer’s eve, this is a focused march. We’re
not going to get to know each other, we’re going to screw. And we do, in his hotel room, still
with that same determination; there is something chaste about him, even as he has his cock
inside me. He comes, then he takes me in his mouth. ‘Tit for tat’ he says, the first remotely
funny thing he’s said all evening. I climax but I don’t feel satisfied. There is something vaguely

familiar about his face.

12) There is something vaguely familiar about his face. I wake up first and walk to the
bathroom. I love hotel rooms, with that impersonal level of cleanliness you can never even
hope to attain in your own apartment. In the bathroom, I point my dick up toward the ceiling
as I piss, the stream arcing like a fountain. I’ve never done this before; why is it I had to spend
two months as a woman before I discovered how fun it is to have a fire hose down there? It is
a hotel-clean bathroom, that’s the point; it’s supposed to be inviting, but in reality the sterility
is off-putting. Which is exactly what I like: Almost as if the hotel room is judging you, shaking

its head every time you sully it even the teensiest bit more.

I rummage through his bags for a clean pair of undies to poach. In among his clothes is a family

photo, an overweight woman and her — I assume — two sons smiling at the camera. I recognize



one of them. It’s the man I spent the night in bed with. It’s also Viggo Andersen. I wake Viggo

up.

13) After confronting him with his identity, it occurs to me that there’s actually nothing odd
about the fact that it’s Viggo Andersen. It may have come as a surprise to me that it was him I
slept with, but it’s not as if he tricked me. Clearly, he just changed back into his original body
— or rather, something like his original, just aged 15 years. He says he was surprised himself
that a 45 year-old man like him didn’t fancy strutting around looking like a 30 year-old, so he
got them to draw up a proposal for what his body might have looked like if he’d never started
modifying it in the first place. I separate myself from everything he says, nodding and agreeing;
I am so painfully embarrassed by the fact that just moments ago I had felt as if I had some kind
of damning evidence against him, as if he had done anything wrong by sleeping with me
without first introducing himself. The whole thing has thrown me for such a loop that I end up

assuring him he’s got my vote at the next election. Then I go home.

14) I pace restlessly around my apartment all day long, an unpleasant prickling sensation
creeping all through my body, as if I am dissatisfied somehow, without knowing why. As if [
am disappointed somehow. But at what? Viggo, I feel at this point that I’m allowed to call him
Viggo in my mind, Viggo flashes on screen on a news show in his fat-laden family frame; he’s
already changed back again, that’s all. Do I have a right to feel cheated? By what? He says we
can’t save the whole world, that in fact it is his mandate to ensure that what little we do have
control over does not collapse. I call Ragnhild and ask if she’s watching the news; she says she
isn’t. I’'m about to ask her to switch it on, but then I hang up. One of my legs is shaking as I sit
down; I grasp my right thigh firmly with both hands. It won’t stop. It just keeps on keeping on,

like a cramp that never ends.



Five-Day Outlook

1) Look out the window; at what the weather is like.

2) I want to describe the weather with the blinds pulled down. I want to describe the weather
out the window with the blinds pulled down, shuttered, so you can’t see out. I want to describe
the weather with the blinds pulled down; it’s important to mention that these are blinds, not
blackout curtains. That the light is creeping in through the blinds, especially around the sides
where they don’t quite cover the whole window (the window measures 40 inches across, the
blinds 39 inches). That the light could be just as much from the sun as from a streetlamp at
night, that the only thing I can hear is whether it’s raining or not, that I can assume it hasn’t
rained in a little while if I can hear someone mowing the lawn. That I can assume that the sun
isn’t shining and that the streetlights are turned off if I need to switch on the light in my room
to see; that if that’s the case then there’s a very high probability that it’s a gloomy
morning/evening, though definitely not nighttime, unless the bulb in the streetlamp has burned
out. I want to describe the weather with the blinds pulled down, I mustn’t open the window to
breathe in the scent of freshly cut grass or the bouquet left behind after it rains; I mustn’t open
the window and stretch out a hand to see if it’s snowing. I must assume that if it’s pitter-
pattering and hammering against the glass when it’s warm out, then that’s because it’s raining.
That if it’s pitter-pattering and hammering against the glass when it’s cold out, then that’s
because it’s hailing. That the sound of snow against the glass is the sound of snow against
glass; that the dull thud of something hitting the glass could be a snowball in winter, or a
confused little bird in the spring. I want to describe the weather with the blinds pulled down; I
do not want to describe the blinds, the lamp, the computer, the books spread out on the desk, I

want to describe the weather with the blinds pulled down.



3) The evening weather: The shadow of the house splits the trees into golden-brown tops and

green bean-colored trunks. On the other side of the window: the weather.

4) I want to describe the weather out the window at night. I can see two streetlamps. I cannot
see the sun. I cannot see the sky. I can hear that it’s not raining. I can see a strip of dark grass,
I cannot tell if it is wet. I can assume that the night is cool. I can assume that there is weather,

perhaps a breeze, perhaps not a breath.

5) There is a Monty Python sketch where a woman hits on a man. She slinks up to him
suggestively and comments on the lovely weather. The man unfurls a weather map and uses a
pointer to highlight the areas of high and low pressure that are to blame for the weather being

so lovely. Then he leaves.

6) Some principles for describing the weather: 1) Weather # nature, e.g. birds, trees and so on
are not weather. 2) It does not matter that a lawnmower and the thumping sound from a
neighbor’s apartment are drowning out any weather noises there might be. 3) The sun is not
weather in itself; the clouds, the mist and all and sundry, that’s what the weather is. 4)
Describing how the weather is not, is not describing the weather, e.g. saying that it is not raining
or that there is not a breath of wind is not describing the weather. 5) It therefore follows from
3) and 4) that saying that the sun is shining is not a meteorological description, because the sun

itself is not weather, and the absence of clouds is not a description of the weather.

A description of the weather right now: Since it just so happens that the sun is shining and there

is not a breath of wind, then according to the principles above, the weather is indescribable.



7) The tops of the trees radiate golden-brown once more in the light of the sun. Or glow red

against the clouds.

8) The dust on the computer screen twinkles in the sunlight; you can see the contours of the

keys.

9) The cool of the night through the air conditioning vent, the warmth of the radiator through
the crack between the floor and the hallway door. The night is black, not because it 4as to be;
the night can easily be bright or at least illuminated. The night is * *:+ ¢ o’clock. The night is
also later, and earlier too. The night is something you can write hymns to, the night is something
you can leave well alone. Let it live its life. The night is something you can stay away from. If
you are a nighttime sleeper, you exist in the night without interacting with the night. If you are
a nighttime wanderer (cold grass against bare toes), you exist in the night and might interact
with the night, if you want. You can equally stay here beneath the lights. Couldn’t we just stay

here beneath the lights.

10) The willow trees look curiously washed out in the dark, yet you can still see the contrast
between them and the sky, colored the light-gray hue of evening. During the day, the sky might
be sky-blue; it’s harder to say what color it has in the evening, it depends on whether the sun
is setting. The sun is not setting right now. Right now, the sun has set. Right now, the sky could
be called lilac, or perhaps it’s more purple; I for one think the sky is purple, not lilac. If I were
to give a good example of what a purple sky looks like, I would say one that looks like this sky
right now. There are many reasons why the sky is purple right now. For example, it is not

exactly red but it’s not really blue either, and gray is such a hard color to picture. Like I said,



it’s an entirely different color to the willows; they have lost all their shimmer, they are just

stood there, they could just as easily leave well alone, hey willow trees, leave well alone.

Caricature

1) Troels is predicting an uptick in the markets in the near future, so long as the private sector
is given free rein. Corporate tax should be reduced significantly. There should be improved
mechanisms for tax credits. The Danish model of negotiations between management and labor
should be democratized; the power should be taken away from the unions who have always
had an unequal share of the decision-making power. These are simple initiatives with a

complex outcome: unlimited economic growth.



2) Not everyone agrees with Troels.

3) Troels is part of the government’s newly established Select Committee for Growth which is
meant to assess the opportunity for economic growth measured in terms of GDP in a variety of
imagined scenarios using growth in the public and private sectors respectively as the key

variables.

4) It is Monday and the Select Committee for Growth has convened a meeting. Troels says:
It’s much simpler than you all in fact believe. I may sound naive here but we cannot escape the
fact that the private sector is where the real value is created. While it is perhaps a rather crass
argument from the perspective of the individual, you do have to admit that in reality the public
sector does not contribute to society in terms of the bottom line, plain and simple. Growth in
the public sector is only possible if there is growth in the private sector first. But growth in the
public sector cannot create growth in the private sector, it can only drain it of funds.

The last part of Troels’ claim is perhaps wishful thinking, but mathematically speaking

it must be true.

5) Now, without getting too technical here, but Troels is correct logically speaking. You have

my word for it.

6) Troels presents figures from Statistics Denmark. Some of the others on the Select Committee
for Growth raise the specter of Piketty. Troels notes that the Select Committee was established
to discuss economics, not politics, and as such it is necessary to operate under certain basic
assumptions about society that everyone can agree on. It is these sorts of assumptions which

Piketty attempts to undermine, hence in strictly economic terms his work is inherently



inconsequential. And if there is one thing the Select Committee for Growth must be in order to

carry out its work correctly, it is strictly economic.

7) Troels comes to a stop by a tree, aesculus hippocastanum, a horse chestnut. Its crown
stretches up high toward the heavens. The drizzle mixes with the whitish-pink petals that fall
from the tree. The crown of the tree has many flowers, arranged like an arrow-shaped candle
that is slowly evaporating, flaking bit by bit instead of burning away. And so they sit there, the
petals, waving down at Troels, teasing him, leaping toward him one after the other. They let
the wind take them and land on his face together with the raindrops. Leaves settle on his eyes
and mouth, they cover his face and he opens his arms wide. He is drenched in the aroma of
blossoms and the scent of rain, feeling the cold against his skin, the raindrops almost like
hailstones, the intense taste of autumn in the height of summer.

Then, the petals slide their way down slowly over his skin, liberating his senses once
more. He can see straight ahead, he can stand there in the rain, the manila under his arm, the
handlebars of his bike resting against his left hand, the shoulder pads between the material of
his suit and his shorts, his bike helmet, which is strapped tightly beneath his chin; he can stand
there and observe a woman on a bench beneath the tree. Her arm, held away from her body
ever so slightly until it crooks sharply at the elbow and turns back toward her to form a hollow
which mirrors the body of her baby. Her other hand holding the child’s head softly to her breast,
the child’s mouth latched around her nipple. Troels can’t see the baby’s eyes but he knows that
they are large and completely wild, looking up at the woman’s face like saucers in a gaze that
she returns. It is an elastic garment she is wearing, the opening pulled down so her breast can
poke out, so the child can drink, so her hand can hold the baby’s head and her other arm can
support the baby’s body, crooked at the elbow and ending at the shoulder which is covered by

the opening of her garment. She makes soft little noises with her mouth.



8) Troels is sat in a chair as he reads a report. The seat of the chair is hard. The backrest is hard.

9) There is a strong smell of food in Troels’ kitchen. He notices it as he sits down to eat. That

the aroma of food is sat there with him. That he hadn’t switched on the extractor fan.

10) Troels really does see a lot as he cycles.

11) There is a meeting at the Select Committee for Growth and Troels says some things which
are almost certainly really smart. After that, he heads home and swaddles himself in his
comforter. The material of the comforter is cool against his skin but creates a burrow of warmth
where he is nestled. He wiggles his toes gently, his fingers playing with the loops used to fasten
the comforter to its cover. They are rough and knurled like drapes that have wrapped

themselves around one another.



My Memories Have Been Taken From Me

‘There is no-one left today who is scared. The anguish/ has already spread’

— Inger Christensen

‘this catastrophized affect [...] This portentous pain [...] Forged in grammatical terms, [they]
mourn in the future perfect’

— Isak Winkel Holm

1) The frozen earth here, or the corn tassels in the summer: wasted away, it can all be treated
with chemicals; it has been treated with chemicals. The water levels. The furrows like
treacherous ground in the winter, earth that refuses to yield kindly beneath a boot, fields full of
ankle-twisters. But the clouds too, heading out the door, turning your gaze skyward; here, at
that same moment, the soft pink glow of the sunset out the left corner of your eye, a shower to
your right on the opposite side of the fjord, a veil suspended from the clouds, cascading over
the sky, over the horizon, a refreshing deluge. Every text in the third person is a character

assassination.

2) Grit cannot crunch in the winter. It is incorrect to say that snow squeaks, not because snow
does not squeak but because the authors who write that have forgotten what the squeaking of
snow sounds like. Gathering it up in your mittens, patting or squeezing it, gathering it up with
your bare hands. Is the ground furrowed or stubby? I remember: a color. Not a smell, winter is

the only season with no bouquet.



3) It hasn’t snowed this year. It’s summer now, it didn’t snow earlier in the year. The geese

stayed put all winter long.

4) The snow of poetry is not cold. The snow of poetry is not a phenomenon that occurs as the
result of certain weather conditions in certain climates. The snow of poetry is something white
doves leave footprints in. I sit down in the snow. Or in the muddy turf on the lawn. It’s about
going to the right places, or setting foot on the right tussocks: Sometimes we would walk out
into the rushes, where does the land end, where does the fjord begin? There was a sign in the
rushes marking where the property ended and the nature reserve began; between the land and
the sign was where you could pick straw for thatched roofs. The marl pits were there,
bottomless: Don’t venture out that way, don’t get close. The cows know where among the
rushes they can walk. The cows eat around the thistles, leaving behind little tufts. Everything

shrivels up in this weather.

5) The memories of a childhood and the memories of a place from that childhood are also
memories of the weather, are also memories of a climate: The weather can bounce back, for a
brief moment, but not the climate, not the weather over extended periods. A place is no longer
the same if everything that makes that place a place has changed: All novels begin with the
hero returning home and beginning to remember. In my generation, none of the novels can start
with the hero returning home and beginning to remember. No-one has a home anymore, all
places have changed in a way that is more irreversible. When it used to freeze over, little crusts
of ice would form between the tussocks of grass, trapping pockets of air beneath them and a
kind of marsh, glassy bodies of ice that you could stomp to pieces. This couldn’t be my

childhood home. A difference greater than any technological leap. The past is no longer a filter.



The sweet smell of the marsh beneath the icy crust, a bouquet of spring that lies in wait until

you shatter winter’s brittle mirror.

6) It wasn’t until 2008 that then Prime Minister Anders Fogh Rasmussen conceded that climate
change is manmade. And what action did he take after this epiphany? I don’t remember
anything happening. You might get the impression that the climate debate is something novel,
that it is only recently that we really became aware of climate change. We have known about
climate change for decades. I am only two years older than the Kyoto Protocol. In all these
years — and yes I am going to be more overtly political here than literature tends to be, I feel
that literature should be more overtly political than it tends to be — in all these years, just one
party has taken climate change seriously. Every single person who has voted for a party other
than the Red-Green Alliance over the past 30 years, I hold every one of you responsible. Every
single person who has voted for a party other than the Red-Green Alliance over the past 30
years, I hold every one of you responsible now and forever more. My friends, I hold you

responsible.



