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He is still just a boy

You ask yourself what it’s all about, and then you 

remember: the preservation of the species. The pitch is 

small, the grass dry and patchy, the lines are bare earth, 

not chalk, and beyond them just a single row of benches. 

The pitch is somewhere out in the suburbs. The corner 

flags are yellow, they’re yellow everywhere, and beside 

the entrance to the clubhouse hangs the insignia of some 

obscure brewery. They’re coming out, they’re running 

up the basement steps in their blue-and-yellow and their 

green-and-white jerseys, the boys, they’re eight or nine 

years old, and you watch them because you like it when 

members of a species have something that matters to 

them, when there is something in their lives to fight for, 

without weapons or violence. You’re standing near the 

midfield line, right where they will run onto the field, and 

you clap your hands and are happy. One of them gives 

you a smile.

He is still just a boy. He is in goal. it’s the first time he 

has been in goal, and he is thinking, all right, if you want 
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2  .  Heinz Helle

me to be in goal, i’ll be in goal, i don’t mind. At first 

nothing happens. And when at some point a green-and-

white striker comes running towards him, alone with 

the ball, he thinks nothing of it. The green-and-white 

striker doesn’t shoot but gets closer and closer, and then 

suddenly the boy thinks, shit, i’ve got to make the save, 

and he thinks, i will make this save, because i’m doing 

all right, my parents are here as well, they’ve come just 

to see me play, and we even went and got twenty Chicken 

Mcnuggets at McDonald’s beforehand, which i’ll get at 

half time with sweet-and-sour sauce. But why have they 

put me in goal today? i’m really a defender, and a good 

defender at that, i’m probably a good goalie too, but 

how would they know that? i’ve never been in goal in 

my entire life, not even in training. i always get shouted 

at for ducking underneath the crosses, but this time i’m 

not scared, this time i won’t duck. Here comes the green-

and-white jersey, calm as you like. C’mon mate, take the 

shot will you? i’m not scared, so come on, show me what 

you’ve got. And suddenly he thinks that maybe he only 

thinks he’s not scared, that he only thinks he’ll make the 

save, that he only thinks he’s a good goalie, and at that 

moment the green-and-white striker casually shoots the 

ball into the far corner, and the boy hurls himself after it 

because even though he hasn’t got the slightest hint of a 

chance of reaching the ball, he doesn’t want it to look like 

he’s chicken. The match ends eight–nil.
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is that something you can arrange?

Blanketing everything, the reassuring sound of exploding 

jet fuel. Greenland is grey. How much orange juice can 

you fit in an Airbus A340? The air hostesses’ attractive-

ness must be proportionate to the distance from the 

earth at which they serve. To the suppressed proximity 

of death. Air and laughter made of plastic.

When we said goodbye, a warm breeze was blowing out 

of the tunnel. i pull the plastic film off the plastic chicken. 

it’ll all work out, she said. And something else, but i only 

saw her mouth open, behind her the train thundered into 

the light, and then she closed her mouth again. Doors 

opened, people streamed past us, and i knew that she 

was not going to repeat it. As the aeroplane turned onto 

the runway, i asked myself why i was leaving. i asked 

myself why i was leaving when the engines began to roar 

and i was pressed into my seat and it took every ounce 

of will not to imagine a giant fireball and smouldering 

bodies and rescue personnel staring at blackened faces 

with no noses and exposed black teeth, in silence, in the 

snow. i know exactly why i am leaving. it’s getting dark. 
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6  .  Heinz Helle

A beer would be nice.

Perhaps one day they will figure out what it means to 

be here and to see this and feel that. What it means to be 

‘me’. They will discover a specific neuronal pattern that 

is so unique in its complexity and frequency, so divine, so 

incredibly beautiful, that the explication of its structure 

will automatically explain its content. Then they will say: 

we know what consciousness is. And then they will be 

able to synthesise it. They will finally have gained control 

over the ‘i’. Then i will go to them and say: i mustn’t ever 

stop loving her, ever. is that something you can arrange?

The hot cloth on my face is already almost cold. i return 

my seat and tray table to their upright positions. We 

begin our descent into new York. The false calm during 

controlled falling. i know that nothing really explodes 

inside a jet engine. Then lights outside windows that i’m 

not sitting at, and waiting and falling and waiting and 

falling and a loud, salvific thud. i have absolutely no fear 

of flying, i think, as we roll along the runway. i remain 

seated with my seat belt fastened until we are parked at 

the gate. Outside my window, well lit, empty stretches of 

tarmac. Maybe it was a mistake to leave. But this is the 

only brain i’ve got.
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i try not to think about her

So i am on my way. i am leaving an airport building. i 

am carrying a suitcase and the suitcase is heavy. Out of a 

black sky fall dots of white. in front of me taxis, behind 

me an arrivals hall, inside which there are wet-gleaming 

linoleum floors in lighter shades of grey, upon which there 

are people, luggage, red, yellow, black or brown vending 

machines and metallic seating with imitation leather 

upholstery, automatic glass doors, automatic glass doors 

opening, people arriving, people picking up, customs, the 

baggage carousel, many more baggage carousels, passport 

control, the queue for passport control, corridors, banners, 

information and signs displaying prohibited items, esca-

lators, stairs, a corridor, a corridor inside an arm between 

the airport and the plane, an arm they call the jet bridge, 

an aeroplane, the Atlantic Ocean. And her.

i fall into the soft upholstery of a taxi’s back seat, i say 

an address, i try not to notice that the driver’s skin is 

a different colour from mine, try, having taken out the 

agreed-upon 60 dollars, not to put my wallet away as 
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8  .  Heinz Helle

quickly as possible just because the driver’s skin is a 

different colour from mine. On the radio there are voices 

speaking english and i recognise the music but it still 

sounds strange, at this particular moment, in this particu-

lar place. The white dots falling out of the black sky grow 

larger and more numerous, the lights more yellow and 

irregular, the asphalt in the cone of the headlights grows 

lighter and broader, receding faster and faster underneath 

me. it goes up, down, up, viaducts, entry ramps, exit 

ramps, the lines are yellow and dotted, tyres thud in the 

cracks between slabs of concrete, and at some point the 

blackness of the sky is overlaid with a different blackness, 

shadows, even though there is no sun, of buildings, larger 

and more of them than i have ever seen before, and then 

we crash onto one of those famous bridges and into a 

tangle of steel, light and cars, and the lights are red, blue 

and green and i think i really should be overwhelmed 

by these first incredible impressions of this incredible 

city and i think probably this is what it feels like to be 

overwhelmed by the first incredible impressions of this 

incredible city and so i get my phone out of my bag and 

type a message to her that says: incredible.

i arrive at an old industrial building. This is the address i 

gave the driver. i give him money and get out of the taxi. 

Under the doormat there’s a key. The elevator smells like 

hydraulic fluid. i get out on the fifth floor. The apartment 
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 SUPeRABUnDAnCe .  9

is small and unheated. i put my suitcase down, rummage 

around in it for warm clothes that i can wear over the 

ones i’m already wearing, then i leave the apartment, the 

elevator, the building, walk along broad sidewalks past 

dark, deserted warehouses until i am walking past dark, 

shuttered display windows, until at a crossing one is illu-

minated and i squeeze underneath the half-closed shutter 

past the tightly spaced shelves filled with oversized 

packaging and get bread, crisps, beer and a newspaper. i 

pay and leave the deli, which even now is not closing. i 

leave behind loud voices at the check-out; the owner and 

two customers are having an argument, i’m not sure if 

it’s between them or with the world, with suppliers, tax 

inspectors or wives. i think they’re speaking Polish.

i return to the former industrial building. i lie down in 

the short bed under the thin sheets and i drape over them 

articles of clothing that aren’t much thicker. i eat the bread 

and the crisps and drink the beer and stare at the letters 

printed on the newspaper and i lie awake for a long time, 

maybe because in the place where i woke up this morning 

it’s already light. it’s dark enough to sleep and i don’t 

know if i can’t because it’s so early or because it’s so cold. 

every now and then i look through the small window 

across the flat roofs between my building and the river 

towards the towers of light on the other side. Somewhere 

over there is where i’ll go tomorrow and see where i’ll be 
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10  .  Heinz Helle

working and i don’t feel annoyed or upset or anything. 

i have no opinion about my inability to sleep, and i ask 

myself whether i shouldn’t have an opinion about it or 

if not about that then at least whether i should have an 

opinion about something else, and if so then what, and 

then i ask myself what she would do in this situation and 

of course that doesn’t make it any better, and so i try not 

to think about her, which of course makes me think about 

her even more, dammit, and then thank God it’s maybe 

not exactly day, but the sky is growing lighter. And i get 

out of bed and out of the room and out of the building, 

and walk with dulled steps as if over plastic sheeting to 

the subway station through my steaming breath. The cars 

are frosted over.
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i look around sometimes

i am sitting at a desk. it is a desk like any other. Around 

me, other people are sitting at other desks, and each of us 

has been allotted tasks, for the completion of which we 

are given something we can exchange for food, clothing 

and shelter. Our task is to find solutions to problems. 

Our tasks differ only according to the problems that 

need solving. in front of me there is a computer. next to 

me sit people, and in front of them there are computers 

too. Someone is also sitting across from me. Occasion-

ally we write, occasionally we read, then we write some 

more. We do not speak. What we write is influenced by 

what we read. What we read has been written by people 

who either have more power and influence than we do, 

or less. if they have more power, it must be considered 

more carefully. if they don’t, it won’t be. What we write 

will be read by people who either have more power and 

influence than we do or less. The powerful can force us 

to write it all over again. We don’t care about those less 

powerful than us. For the most part we write what is 

expected of us.
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12  .  Heinz Helle

i am sitting at a desk. Behind me is a wall of glass. 

Behind that a street, snowdrifts, fast people and slow 

cars, in front of me the empty white page of the word-

processing program. Then, letters, words, a sentence on 

the white page of the word-processing program, and the 

sentence has something to do with the problem that i 

am trying to solve. i look at the sentence carefully. Word 

by word, character by character. Then i press a key and 

the sentence disappears, dissolves into the white of the 

page. i know that today is Tuesday and that soon i have 

to give a lecture about the problems i am dealing with, 

and that i am supposed to outline some solutions i find 

promising. i also know that it is important that i describe 

the problems in a way such as only i can describe them, 

that i outline solutions that only i can outline, otherwise 

what i am doing could just as easily be done by someone 

else. i know all of this, but i do nothing. i stare at my 

screen and do nothing. The cursor on the white page of 

the word-processing program blinks steadily, slow and 

thin.

i look around sometimes. i see a woman sitting two rows 

behind me who has dark hair and a silver earring and 

she senses that i’m looking at her, and she looks at me 

too, and then we both look away. i stare a little longer 

at my screen and out of the window, i see wall, street, 
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snow, cars, i look back at her, she looks at me. i wonder if 

she’s simply reacting to the presence of a member of the 

opposite sex in her field of vision, as evolution instructs 

her to do. i wonder if, having carefully evaluated my 

phenotypical characteristics, she would be interested in 

a transfer of some of my genetic material, or if she has 

discovered something about me, something fascinating, 

beautiful, special or repugnant, evil, sad, something 

that she can’t put into words and for which she has no 

evidence, but that she is certain is there, and although 

she finds it uncomfortable to look at me every time i look 

at her, and she gets chills down her spine from arousal or 

disgust, she simply can’t look away, because i am exactly 

the way i am. 

i am staring at my screen and thinking that really i know 

full well that what i’m thinking is nonsense and i ask 

myself why i am thinking it. And then i think that sooner 

or later it had to come to this, that here i am once again 

thinking about whether the fact that i am thinking about 

a random woman means that she and i no longer have 

a chance, that i don’t really want her anymore, without 

knowing it, or can’t want her, or don’t want to be able to 

want her, and it seems to me that wanting isn’t something 

you can control, no matter how hard you try. i don’t know 

if there’s some drug to prevent the blurring of levels of 

meaning, and i also don’t know whether my problem has 
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14  .  Heinz Helle

to do with the blurring of levels of meaning, by which i 

don’t mean the problem that’s been assigned to me here 

at my desk. no, i mean my personal problem. if there 

were some drug for what i’ve got, whatever it is, i would 

want it.

superabundance proof 4.indd   14 7/1/16   13:33:12



There is a problem with your insurance

i step into the staff-manager’s office. Her name is Rita 

and she will be ready for me in a few minutes. i take a 

seat in an imitation leather armchair wedged into a parti-

tioned office cubicle. Women of every weight and race sit 

working in the other cubicles. i cross my legs, and Rita 

calls me in.

Hello.

Hello. There is a problem with your insurance.

i don’t know what problem that could be, all i know is 

that i have got insurance, so i don’t say anything, but 

only look at her wide-eyed, though not too wide-eyed. i 

don’t want to seem impolite or sceptical or arrogant.

There is nothing in your contract about who pays for the 

cost of shipping your body to Germany.

i don’t understand.

if – God forbid – you died over here.

i know that my insurance policy says that it covers one 

hundred per cent of all costs, so i say so.

But it says in my certificate that one hundred per cent of 

costs are covered.
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16  .  Heinz Helle

Yes, i saw that. But it doesn’t say who will pay for the 

shipping of your remains to Germany.

But isn’t that included in one hundred per cent?

it doesn’t say so. 

i’m sure it is included.

i’m afraid that isn’t enough. i will need your insurance 

company to confirm that.

i nod. i get up. i shake her hand. i see her perfect white 

teeth, through which she utters an astonishingly loud 

apology for the trouble, or a thank you for your coopera-

tion, or a stop being such an idiot. i don’t know. i’m not 

listening. i am trying to work out whether the people at 

my insurance company in Germany are still at work, so 

that i can ask them if they can confirm in writing that 

they will cover the cost of repatriating my body, even if 

i’m no longer inside it or at least am no longer aware 

that i’m inside it, since presumably i am it. My body, 

that is.

i don’t want to take the lift, so i press the big shiny bar 

that opens the door into the stairwell. i see steps. i step 

on the first step. it is made of concrete. it goes clong. The 

edge is reinforced with a steel strip. i step on the second, 

third, fourth steps. They also go clong. i step on the fifth, 

sixth, seventh steps. The walls are painted yellow.

i step onto the landing, it goes tock. The concrete here 

is naked and dull. And then it goes clonk, clonk again. 

More yellow walls, and the light is artificial but pleasantly 

superabundance proof 4.indd   16 7/1/16   13:33:12



 SUPeRABUnDAnCe .  17

unobtrusive. i reach the sixth floor, the fifth, fourth, 

third, second, and suddenly it goes calong. One of the 

steel strips is loose. Presumably, a bolt has come undone 

and rolled, then fallen into the basement, where it was 

presumably swept up and disposed of along with chewing-

gum wrappers, pebbles, dirt and dust, and presumably it 

is now lying in a larger heap of chewing-gum wrappers, 

pebbles, dirt and dust, and other remnants of rust, which 

no longer belong to any one specific bolt, and where it 

will gradually decompose and decompose, until it is fine, 

hard, special dust among dust.

i open the door to the street. i jump off the last step of 

the building, and now i am floating, and at that precise 

moment my form, comprised of deoxyribonucleic acid 

sequences, my ability to remember various moments 

from my childhood and various things learnt at school, 

the feelings i once had or have repressed or forgotten, 

the people who have influenced or harmed or coddled 

me, and all the possibilities from the merger of one of my 

father’s spermatozoa and one of my mother’s egg cells 

that became a reality 9,964.5 days ago in this single, semi-

permeable object, vaguely separated from the mixture of 

gases that surround it, hits the concrete slab of pavement 

and the only repercussion it has on the world are tiny 

vibrations on the surface of a puddle of oil in the gutter, 

far below the threshold of my perception. 

superabundance proof 4.indd   17 7/1/16   13:33:12


