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Kenan Khadaj
Misreading Elke
First attempt
A woman sits on a rocking chair, swaying gently with the
world’s heartbeat.
The wooden floor beneath her ‘knarrt.
A blank background
The camera is fixed to the armrest, the frame unshaken.
The image appears still.
Jasmine drifts in, an alien to this moment.
Am I seeing her, or being seen?
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Second Attempt
She looked like she remembered something I forgot:
Haben die Faschisten gewonnen?
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Stop translating, and start living it.

Lass los. And let it go.
The chair rocks
forward,
back.
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will er nicht, kann er nicht, muss er die Liicken fiillen.
Das bin “er” nicht.

The spaces between languages, all and none
That’s where I comfortably exist.

Third Attempt

Ich habe eine Liste von Dingen, die ich nicht bin:
nicht echt,

nicht hier,

nicht da,

nicht,
nicht Mensch.

Jedes Wort
ein gescheitertes Schweigen.

My dialect tastes wrong on my tongue.
An incomplete sentence

a language that treats me like a stranger.

Fourth Attempt
“Mach die Tiir auf”
Kein Umweg,
what you see?
The handle is cold.
I try and say: light, strings, puppets,
and someone rehearsing being human.
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The rocking chair keeps time.
It moves, I know it does.
But I never see it.
Elke says: We built computers in zeros and ones to reflect
our lunacy
a smug, pixelated self.
On screens, we see ourselves: fragmented, reduced, and

projected as truth.

Die Maschine versteht nur Grenzen,
wahrend wir in den Zwischenraumen leben.

Du bist nicht eingeladen.
Nie gewesen.

Der Platz war nie fiir dich gedacht.

“Be yourself”
“Which one

Den im Pass?

Den im Spiegel?

Den, der iibersetzt?”

You learned to live in exile,

not by leaving,
but by never being let in.
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you, this restless, unwelcome being
not broken, just out of place”

What you see?
Not a glitch.

Not a metaphor.
A poem.



