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“Throughout Krasznahorkai’s work, what strikes the reader above all 
are the extraordinary sentences, sentences of incredible length that 
go to incredible lengths, their tone switching from solemn to madcap 
to quizzical to desolate as they go their wayward way; epic sentences 
that, like a lint roll, pick up all sorts of odd and unexpected things as 
they accumulate inexorably into paragraphs that are as monumental 
as they are scabrous and musical” Man International Booker Prize 
judges’ citation

“The universality of Krasznahorkai’s vision rivals that of Gogol’s 
Dead Souls and far surpasses all the lesser concerns of contemporary 
writing” WG Sebald

“Krasznahorkai is a visionary writer” Theo Tait, Guardian

“Krasznahorkai is the kind of writer who at least once on every page 
finds a way of expressing something one has always sensed but never 
known, let alone been able to describe” Nicole Krauss

“László Krasznahorkai writes prose of breathtaking energy and 
beauty. He manages to combine our most earthly concerns with large 
cosmic questions. His tones and textures are filled with both risk and 
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World Goes On prelims.indd   1 04/10/2017   10:46



“The contemporary Hungarian master of apocalypse who inspires 
comparison with Gogol and Melville” Susan Sontag

“Krasznahorkai’s subject is a total disenchantment with the world, 
and yet the manner in which he presents this disenchantment is 
hypnotically enchanting. He is one of the great inventors of new 
forms in contemporary literature” New York Review of Books

“László Krasznahorkhai offers us stories that are relentlessly 
generative and defiantly irresolvable. They are haunting, pleasantly 
weird and, ultimately, bigger than the worlds they inhabit” 
International Herald Tribune

“Krasznahorkai is clearly fascinated by apocalypse, by broken 
revelation, indecipherable messages. To be always ‘on the threshold 
of some decisive perception’ is as natural to a Krasznahorkai 
character as thinking about God is to a Dostoyevsky character; the 
Krasznahorkai world is a Dostoyevskian one from which God has 
been removed” New Yorker

“The rolling continuity of Krasznahorkai’s prose slides between 
viewpoints, tracks back and forth in repetition and re-emphasis, 
steps aside to remember a different time, resembling the flux of 
memory, which at any moment may be jolted into the present. After 
many pages of being suspended in the unending, the approach to a 
full stop can bring a sense of dread, which Krasznahorkai most often 
justifies in his final phrase or two: the prose lifts us up: then we drop” 
Times Literary Supplement
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WANDERING-STANDING

I have to leave this place, because this is not where anyone can be, or 
where it would be worthwhile to remain, because this is the place—

with its intolerable, cold, sad, bleak, and deadly weight—from where I 
must escape, to take my suitcase, before everything else the suitcase, 
two suitcases will be precisely enough, to stuff everything into two 
suitcases, then click the lock shut so I can dash to the shoemakers, and 
resoling—I have resoled, and resoled again, boots are needed, a good 
pair of boots—in any event one good pair of boots and two suitcases 
are enough, and with these things we can set off already, inasmuch as 
we can determine—because this is the first step—exactly where we are 
right now; well, so a kind of ability is required, practical knowledge is 
required so we can decide where we are exactly—not just some kind of 
sense of direction, or some mysterious thing residing in the depths of 
the heart—so that in relation to this knowledge, we can then choose 
the right direction; we need a sense, as if we were grasping some par-
ticular sort of orientation device in our hands, a device to help us state: 
at this point in time, we are here and here in this point in space, located, 
as it happens, at an intersection that is particularly intolerable, cold, 
sad, bleak, and deadly, an intersection from which one must leave, be-
cause this is not where a person can be, or can remain, a person—in 
this swampy, disconcertingly dark point in space—can’t do anything 
else besides say: leave, and leave right now, leave at once without even 
thinking about it, and don’t look back, just follow the route determined 
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in advance, with one’s gaze fixed firmly ahead, one’s gaze fixed, of 
course, on the right direction, the choice of which doesn’t seem so ago-
nizingly difficult, unless, of course, it becomes clear that this practical 
knowledge, this particular sense—as it manages to identify the coordi-
nates of the points extending through sadness and mortality—sud-
denly states: under “ordinary circumstances” what normally happens 
is that we say that from here, we have to go in this or that direction, in 
other words, we say this direction is the right direction, or the com-
plete opposite direction is the correct direction: but there are certain 
instances, so-called “unordinary circumstances,” when this sense, this 
practical knowledge, justifiably highly valued, announces that the di-
rection we have chosen is good, it tells us: go right ahead, that’ll be it, 
this way, fine—and that same sense also simultaneously tells us that 
the opposite direction is good too, well, and that’s when the state 
known as wandering-standing sets in, because here is this person, with 
two heavy suitcases in his hands and a pair of excellently resoled boots, 
and he can go to the right, and he wouldn’t be making a mistake, and he 
can go to the left, and in that he certainly wouldn’t be making any kind 
of mistake either, so that both of these directions, diametrically op-
posed to each other, are judged as perfectly fine by this practical sense 
within us, and there is every good reason for this, because that practical 
knowledge, indicating two diametrically opposed directions, operates 
by now within a framework adjudicated by desire, namely that “go to 
the right” is just as good as “go to the left,” because both of these direc-
tions, in terms of our desires, point to the most distant place, the place 
farthest away from here; the point to be reached in any given direction, 
then, is no longer decided by practical knowledge, sense, or ability, but 
by desire, and desire alone—the yearning of a person not only to be 
transported to the greatest distance from his present position, but to 
the place of greatest promise, where he may be tranquil, for surely that 
is the main thing, tranquility, this is what this person seeks in the de-
sired distance, some tranquility from the unspeakably oppressive, 
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painful, insane disquiet that seizes him whenever he happens to think 
of his current situation, when he happens to think of his starting point, 
that infinitely foreign land where he is now, and from where he must 
leave, because everything here is intolerable, cold, sad, bleak, and 
deadly, but from where, in the very first moment, he can hardly bear to 
move from the shock when he realizes—and he really is conster-
nated—as he realizes that his hands and feet are essentially bound fast, 
namely it’s because of his faultless practical sense that his hands and 
feet are bound fast, because that practical sense points in two opposite 
directions simultaneously, telling him: just leave already, that’s the 
right way, but how can anyone leave in two opposite directions at once, 
that is the question, and so the question remains, he stands as if he 
were anchored here like a ramshackle boat, he stands hunched beneath 
the weight of the heavy suitcases, he stands, he doesn’t move, and like 
that, standing, he motionlessly starts off into the untamed world, in a 
direction—it doesn’t matter which, it could be any direction—and he 
doesn’t budge even an inch, already he has gone very far, and his wan-
derings in the untamed world have begun, because while in reality he 
is motionless, his hunched form, almost like a statue, engraves itself 
into an inability to be left behind here; he appears on every route: he is 
seen in the north by day, he is known in America and he is known in 
Asia, he’s recognized in Europe and he’s recognized in Africa, he tra-
verses the mountains, and he traverses the river valleys, he goes and he 
goes and he doesn’t leave off wandering for even a single night, he rests 
only now and then for one hour, but even then he sleeps like an animal, 
like a soldier, he doesn’t ask anything, and he doesn’t stare after anyone 
for a long time; people inquire of him: so what are you doing, you crazy 
person, where are you going with that obsessed look in your eyes? sit 
down and have a rest, close your eyes and stay here for the night; but 
this person doesn’t sit down and he doesn’t rest, he doesn’t close his 
eyes, he doesn’t stay there for the night, because he doesn’t stay for 
long, because he says—if he says anything at all—he must be on his 
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way, and it’s obviously a waste of time to ask him where to, he will never 
betray to anyone where he is headed on this forced march, because he 
himself doesn’t even know what he possibly knew at one point earlier, 
when, still standing with these two heavy suitcases in his hands, he set 
off for the untamed world; he set off, but his journey, as a matter of fact, 
wasn’t a journey, along the way it couldn’t even have been a journey, he 
seemed instead like a kind of pitiful phantom of whom no one was 
afraid, no one tried to frighten children with him, his name wasn’t mur-
mured in the temples so that he would steer clear of the cities, so if he 
turned up here or there everyone just brushed him off: oh, it’s him 
again, because he turned up again and again in America and in Asia, he 
turned up again and again in Europe and Africa, and people began to 
get the impression that he really was just circling around, circling all 
around the globe like the second hand of a watch, and if in the begin-
ning there was something noteworthy about his presence here or there, 
as there might even be in the aspect of a pitiful phantom, when he 
turned up for the second time, or the third time, or the fourth time, 
they just waved him off, and really, nobody was interested, so that there 
were fewer and fewer occasions when people tried to ask him some-
thing or offer him a place to stay, fewer and fewer occasions when food 
was placed in front of him, just as with the passage of time no one was 
really happy to have him in the house, because who knows—they 
noted amongst themselves—what’s really going on here, although it 
was obvious that they had just lost interest already, they had defini-
tively lost interest, because he, unlike the hand of a watch, didn’t indi-
cate anything, he didn’t signify anything, and what bothered the world 
most—if anything at all could be said to bother this world—it was first 
and foremost that this person was worthless, he just went and he had 
no value in the world at all, so that the time came when he moved 
about in this world and in point of fact nobody noticed him, he disap-
peared, on a material level he practically evaporated, as far as the world 
was concerned he became nothing; namely: they forgot about him, 
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which of course doesn’t mean he was absent from reality, because he 
remained there as well, as he went indefatigably between America and 
Asia, Africa and Europe, it’s just that the connection between him and 
the world was broken, and he became, in this manner, forgotten, invis-
ible, and with this he remained once and for all completely solitary, and 
from that point on he began to notice, at the individual stations of his 
wandering, that there were other figures, exact replicas of himself: 
from time to time he found himself face-to-face with such figures ex-
actly replicating him, as if he were looking into a mirror; at first he was 
startled and quickly left that city or that region, but then from time to 
time he already would forget the glance of these strange figures and 
begin to examine them, he began to seek the differences between his 
own physiognomy and theirs, and as time went on and fate brought 
him together ever more with these exact replicas, it became ever more 
clear that their suitcases were the same, the hunched back was the 
same, everything, how they held themselves beneath the weight, how 
they dragged themselves onward along this or that road, everything 
was the same, namely it wasn’t just a likeness, but an exact replica, and 
the boots were the same too, with the exact same expert resoling, he 
noticed that too as he entered once into some larger hall to drink some 
water, the resoling on their boots was just as good as his, and the blood 
in his veins ran cold, he saw that the entire hall was completely filled 
with people who were exactly the same as him, he quickly drank up and 
hurriedly left that city and that land, and from then on he didn’t even 
set foot in any place where he hypothesized, or felt, that he might en-
counter such wanderers; from that point on accordingly he began to 
avoid them, so he remained definitively alone, and his wanderings lost 
their own fanatic contingency; but he went on indefatigably, and then 
an entire new phase of his wanderings commenced, because he was 
convinced that it was only through his decision to confine himself to a 
labyrinth that he could avoid, inasmuch as possible, all of these exact 
replicas, so that it was only from this point on that those dreams began, 
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that is to say that he slept in completely accidental places, and at com-
pletely accidental hours, briefly and lightly, and during some of these 
infrequent periods of brief and light sleep, he began to dream as never 
before: namely he dreamt the exact same dream, in hairsbreadth detail, 
over and over again, he dreamt that his wanderings had come to an 
end—and he now sees before him some kind of huge clock, or wheel, 
or some kind of rotating workshop, after waking he is never able to 
identify it with certainty, and in any event he is in front of something 
like this, or some sort of grouping of these things—he steps into the 
clock, or the wheel, or the workshop, he stands in the middle, and in 
that unspeakable fatigue in which he has spent his entire life, he crum-
ples onto the ground as if he’d been shot, he topples over like a tower 
collapsing into itself, falling onto his side, he lies down so that he can 
finally sleep like an animal exhausted onto death, and the dream con-
tinually repeats itself, whenever he turns his head down in some 
corner, or gets some kind of bunk to lie down on, he sees that dream, 
with hairsbreadth accuracy, again and again—he, though, should have 
seen something completely different, if he had raised his glance, if he 
had just once—in the course of his wanderings seemingly lasting hun-
dreds and hundreds of years—just raised his head, eternally hanging 
down, just once, he should have seen that he was still standing there, 
with two suitcases in his hands, the expertly resoled boots on his feet, 
and there he is rooted to that shoe-sized piece of earth upon which he 
stands, so that there is no hope whatsoever anymore that he can pos-
sibly move from there, for he must stand there until the end of time, his 
hands and feet bound in two simultaneously correct directions, he 
must stand there until the very end of time, because that place is his 
home, that place is exactly where he was born, and that is where he will 
have to die one day, there at home, where everything is cold and sad.
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ON VELOCITY

I want to leave the Earth behind, so I dash past the bridge over the 
stream by the meadow, past the reindeer-feeding trough in the dark 

of the forest, turning at Monowitz at the corner of Schuhkammer and 
Kleiderkammer, into the street, in my desire to move faster than the 
Earth in whatever direction this thought has taken me, for everything 
has converged to such a point of departure, leaving everything behind, 
leaving behind the Earth, and I set off, rushing instinctively, doing the 
right thing by rushing, because it isn’t East or South or North I am 
heading or in some other direction in relation to these, but West, which 
is right, if only because the Earth spins from left to right, that is to say 
from a Western to an Eastern direction, that is right, that’s how things 
are, that’s how it felt right, was right, from the first half-fraction of the 
instant in which I started, since everything moves most definitely from 
West to East: the building, the morning kitchen, the table with its cup, 
the cup with its steaming emerald-colored tea and the scent spiraling 
upward, and all the blades of grass in the meadow that are pearled with 
morning dew, and the empty reindeer-feeder in the dark of the forest, 
all of these—each and every one—moves according to its nature from 
West to East, that’s to say toward me, I who wanted to move faster than 
the Earth, and rushed through the door over the meadow and the dark 
of the forest, and had to move precisely in a Western direction, while 
everything else, the whole of creation, the whole lot, each billionth of 
a billionth component of this overwhelmingly vast world, was  
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continuously spinning at unimaginable speed from West to East; or 
rather I, who wanted to move faster, therefore fixed my own speed in 
the opposite, wholly unexpected, direction, one beyond the realm of 
physics, that’s to say having chosen to do so with evidently instinctive 
freedom, I had therefore to run counter to it, counter to this terrifying 
world and everything in it that comprises the street corner, the meadow 
and forest, or rather, no, as I painfully realized in the second half of the 
instant, no alas, of course not in that direction, opposing its movement 
being precisely the worst choice, my instincts had led me to turn in 
precisely the wrong direction at the corner, over the field, and past the 
dark of the forest, when I should have chosen to move in the same di-
rection, from West to East as Earth did in its, O! Entirety, and so, in the 
blink of an eye, I immediately turned around on my axis wondering 
how my instincts could have led me to move so firmly in the direction 
opposite the Earth’s movement since, if I did this now, its speed would 
be the same as mine, its and mine the same, they would have a positive 
relation to each other, combining with each other to greater effect, 
would, in effect, be doing the same thing, the Earth turning from West 
to East, I moving from West to East, the majestic immovability of the 
starting point presumably an absolute value, although it would be prac-
tically impossible to see how the smaller part belonged to the Greater 
Whole, and how the Greater Movement would allow space for this 
little counter-movement, the one independent of the other, the two 
linked only in one way, in that the Greater Movement, permitting this 
small counter-direction to function within it, and what a short circuit 
that would be, I concluded, as I was already turning, but then why was 
I thinking this, instinctively thinking, moreover, since if we are talking 
about one single relationship, then that could be no other than that of 
one thing comprehending the other, so that one contained the other, 
so that one was part of the other, its subservient part, its subsidiary, its 
little brother or its little sister, carried by the Greater, whichever way it 
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moved, and the Earth was quite certainly, and indeed correctly, moving 
in the one direction it could move, that is from West to East, and I was 
a part of it, inside it, I who had desired to be faster than the Earth to 
whose movement mine was demonstrably related in the most strictly 
logical way, since the velocity—that is to say of the Earth—contained 
my velocity, my sprinting, the fact being, one way or the other, that 
whatever else the Earth did, its velocity certainly comprised mine, after 
all, whatever Grand Perspective was employed it didn’t matter whether 
I ran counter to its direction of movement—that is to say registering 
as a minus quantity—or in the same direction, that is constituting a 
plus, it was just that, to me personally, it was a matter of supreme im-
portance since what I precisely wanted was to move faster than the 
Earth, in other words it was the plus, the positive value, I needed, that’s 
to say what mattered was to have the Little Independent Micro-totality 
moving as part of the Great Free Macro-totality—the fact is I was sim-
ply running within the Great Inwardness of the Laws of Physics, but 
this time in absolutely the right direction, that is to say from West to 
East, according with the movement of the Earth, since it is precisely in 
this fashion, in precisely this manner, of course, I’d have to run in order 
to be faster than the Earth, running with it so to speak, from a western 
direction to an eastern direction, and—suddenly the thought hit me 
like a bolt of lightning—I was already faster, since my velocity now 
comprehended that of the Earth, that is to say it included it without 
my having to do much more than move a muscle, and this way, by run-
ning over the Earth’s surface from West to East, I had made the task so 
much simpler, I could breathe ever more easily, since the air was fresh 
out here, I was enjoying the night or the dawn of freedom, or some-
thing between the two, I was locked into that interval between night 
and dawn, feeling perfectly calm, because thinking that I now chose 
the correct direction, I was moving faster than the Earth, since the 
Earth is thought, as I thought right at the beginning, and now I wanted 
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to move faster than thought, to leave it behind, and that had suddenly 
become my aim, so that was what I did when I turned at Monowitz on 
the corner of Schuhkammer and Kleiderkammer, across the meadow 
with its pearly grass, past the bridge over the stream, beyond the dark 
of the forest, passing the empty reindeer-feeding trough, so it was right 
that I should have set out in the wrong direction at first, on instinct, 
and then corrected myself and on a dime turned and moved in the right 
direction, from West to East, a small micro-totality within the Greater 
Macro-totality, in which case I had only to add my speed to its speed, 
which I did, running as fast as I could, my feet pounding on under the 
enormous sky that was changing from night to dawn, and there was 
nothing in my head but the sense that everything was as it should be, 
that I was simply contributing my share of velocity to the Earth’s, my 
velocity to its velocity, when suddenly a new thought struck me that, 
fine, this was all very well, but how did my speed relate to that of the 
Earth, how much faster was I, and was that an interesting question in 
the first place? that is to say I broached the question of how much faster 
was I than the Earth? and no, it’s not interesting, I said to myself, my 
feet pounding all the while, since all that was interesting was that I 
should move faster than thought, that is to say, I should outrun the 
Earth, but then the little brother within me started making calculations 
in my head, arguing that there, on the one hand, there was the Earth’s 
velocity, that majestically challenging, vast, eternal per secundum, and 
there, on the other, were my best efforts at running at whatever per 
secundum the occasion offered, and then, it seemed to me, any relative 
value would do for me to run ahead of the Earth, that I needn’t run 
particularly fast since it would make very little difference if I did slow 
down a bit, so I immediately slowed, and it was clear as clear could be 
that there were innumerable ways of being faster than Earth, it being 
enough for me to continue in a West to East direction, and enough 
simply just to run, putting aside the magnetic drag of the various lati-
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tudes that would cumulatively increase, and there was an infinite num-
ber of velocities to choose from, infinite values were therefore available 
for my own running-speed and what is more, I thought, further de-
creasing my velocity all the while, the fact is it would be enough if . . . 
if I moved at all, just put one foot in front of the other, the essential 
thing being to move in a West to East direction, enough simply not to 
stay still, since there were billions on billions of possible velocities, in 
which case I was free, entirely free—or so I observed as my steps in-
stinctively slowed—perfectly free to choose just how fast I moved 
since any movement in the right direction would result in moving 
faster than the Earth and therefore faster than thought, since the Earth 
is itself thought, and that was the way I was thinking, even before I 
started the whole process a little while ago, that was the way I was 
thinking when I dashed past the bridge over the stream by the meadow, 
past the reindeer-feeding trough in the dark of the forest, and turned 
at Monowitz at the corner of Schuhkammer and Kleiderkammer. Pro-
viding I made no mistakes, I told myself, providing I kept going in the 
right direction, providing I simply moved, just carried on walking 
through the fresh dawn air, I would achieve what I had set out to do, 
and be faster than the Earth—it was just the darkness of the forest that 
would recede into the distance, just the meadow, the street tcorner, just 
the scent of that emerald-colored mist vanishing into time forever, into 
infinity, beyond recall.


