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THE DISTANCE OF THE MOON EARTH

HAND-WRITING TRANSCRIPTIONS 

Krzkz writing 1
(At Home)

Krzkz test writing

Letter 1 from 
Krzkz to Brother
(At Abandoned)

I blow towards the concrete wall, some parts of it fly 
away. I touch it, so I have little stones from the first 
layer on my fingertips. I rub my fingers so they fall 
on the ground.

My feet are connected to the ground that connects 
to the fence that connects to the grass that connects 
to the neighbors. In front, I see many weeds coming 
from the ground, which I can touch and smell, which 
must have connected to the wind which brought the 
seeds and now connects to my shoes, and I will take 

My hand touches the tile where my feet stand on. 
That feels cold and connects to the glass wall, which 
connects to the ventilation openings where I feel a 
slight breeze coming that must connect to the ducts 
and then I do not know where it connects further to. 

I touch the bench I sit on that connects to the 
window. My finger will leave traces on the bench 
from the fat and dust on my skin, which might be 
touched by another person later and will connect to 
that person‘s body with my bacteria.

I see the ventilation opening, that connects to the 
wall that connects to the ground outside that I can 
see is not the same as the tiles inside but connects to 
the wall in the back that must connect to the world 
behind which I don’t know what else connect to.
I lick the column which tastes like nothing but 
connects to another column that connects to the floor 
that connects to my feet and then to my body and I 
smell my own sweat.



them further. 

I can touch the window next to me which is open. 
The glass is very dirty and after I touch it my hands 
are dark, which connects to the dust which lies here 
in the city. I don’t feel the wind, but the dust on these 
windows must have been brought by it over the last 
years. 

My feet stroll through the leaf on the ground, pressed 
into the window corner, which must connect to all 
the trees and weeds around here that connect now to 
foxes, rats, and other animals and connect to insects 
and bacteria that connect to the soil and the air.

Letter 2 from 
Krzkz to Brother
(At Abandoned)

My eyes are dazzled by the sun which comes through 
the higher buildings. The light hits the transparent 
panels next to me and I can see all the dirt on it. I 
touch the door handle but it‘s closed. Through the 
window, I can see an empty room with a carpet on 
the ground which connects to the concrete floor to the 
wall and then to the transparent window panels.
 I blow the dust from those panels and the sun 
reflects in the particles which then are soaked by my 
lungs, I must cough. It hurts.

In front, I see white metal sheets that connect to 
the roof that connects to the rain and the wind. The 
small gaps between the metal sheet look very dark 
and connect to the raindrops coming from the roof 
and dried out. If I would go closer, I could scratch the 
dust, take it with me, and bring it to you.



I see a bird flying to the room through the gap 
between the PVC-Panels, which must have been 
flying around the neighborhood and bringing 
feathers that will land on the ground, that connect to 
my hand as I pick it up, that disgusts me, and I throw 
it back on the ground. It will decompose and be 
taken by the wind, blown to the window, which will 
connect to the sunray, and someone else might see the 
dust on that glass.

My shoes slurp the ground which blows up dust 
settled there. This will land on my skin and my hair 
will be black. As my body moves, I bring my hair and 
the grains around the landscape.

Letter 4 from 
Krzkz to Brother
(At Abandoned)

I look at the steel beam that connects to the rain 
gutter that connects to the roof cladding that lets the 
rain flow to the rain gutter and then to the ground. 
The rain connects to the cloud that connects to the 
smoke of the chimney that connects to the wind and 
back to the steel beam at another day. 

On my way I passed a paper factory which produces 
smog that connects to the wind that connects to the 
global wind that connects to the dust that connects to 
my eye that connects to my body and to my allergy. I 
must sneeze. 

I touch the white tile on the ground, which connects 
to the seam paste in-between that collects a lot of 
dust that connects to the wind which came through 
the broken window. I lick my finger afterwards and 
it tastes very dry and now the seeds are in my body 
which might hurt me later. I spit it out on the tiles, 
which will connect to wind which will pick it up as 
soon it dried.

Letter 3 from 
Krzkz to Brother
(At Abandoned)



The ground is connected to my shoes which hold my 
feet that connect to my body and my eyes that look at 
the black dust that sits on the wall which breaks the 
light that connects to the sun.

My feet stand on the concrete which connects to the 
seams which collect the water from the rain, which 
must connect to the coast far away - when dried out 
connects to the dust and makes me cough. 

I touched a screw that felt dusty and slimy that must 
have been used with the oily tools by the former 
repair workers which stopped working a while ago 
but still connect to the same air in the same void. I 
hope they carried masks at that time. My hand feels 
sticky now as I touch my leg.

Letter 5 from 
Krzkz to Brother
(At Abandoned)

Letter 6 from 
Krzkz to Brother
(At Abandoned - 
Daydream)

My eyes are open, but I only see blurry silhouettes 
that connect to the light beam every here and then. 
The shiny particles must have been here for a long 
time with many bodies, that all connect to me now 
and I feel dizzy.

I close my eyes and feel the heat, drops running 
down my face to the floor, which connect to the feet 
of someone next to me and will soon dry and become 
dust. If the wind picks it up, it will be stuck at the 
wall and become visible when the light beam hits 
through.

I try to blow dust off the wall, which then sets on the 
floor that might connect to someone’s shirt here in 
the room and will make her cough. The dust must 
have come with the wind, which then connects to 



Letter 8 from 
Krzkz to City

I hope you sometimes close your eyes and breathe 
this structure.

It has been a year since I came last time. Now, even 
darker, I put my mask on while entering. I feel the 
dry air in my eyes, which must have been like this 
for some time, there was no rain. It connects to the 

Letter 7 from 
Krzkz to Brother
(At Abandoned - 
Daydream)

My shoulder rubs another shoulder, the fraction 
feels warm and evaporates skin particles into the 
air, which become visible through the light from the 
outside that connects to her skin and her shoulder, as 
well as any other shoulder in this void. I take a breath 
and must cough, while seeing the air touching the 
wall and the bodies.

Whenever I leave this space, my hand will stroke 
along the textiles hanging here collecting all the dust 
around and dividing the space. I will leave a trace that 
will connect to the next body in this room then this 
person will connect to all other people in the room, 
and it might be very sweaty. 

I sit down on the ground, both hands touch the filthy 
plastic surface which must be full of dust from the 
shoes, the skins, the sweat, and from the winds of 
the last years, that must connect to the particles 
coming from all around the earth, that connects back 
to my hand, that will soon connect to the hand of my 
brother.

global wind and global sweat, back to here and back 
to her shirt, back to her skin.



textiles next to me; the slight wind stirs them which 
connects to the low noise of particles scratching the 
panels. 

The light from outside shines through holes in the 
roof, which reflects and remains the only thing I can 
see. The global wind and the global dust connect to 
my void, my skin, my lung, and my eyes. 

I breathe – a big cloud of reflections creates a cloud 
of points that will probably never leave this void but 
land on my skin or the ground. My mind and body 
dissolve, maybe into any future body entering the 
room. I don’t see anything clearly. The forms and 
edges of the walls and textiles blur with each other.
Some of my sweat will remain inside, dry, and stuck 
here for a long time. 

I leave the structure. My eyes slowly adapt to the 
daylight and see the wall on the other side of the 
street, that I know now, connects to the million 
particles between me and this wall.
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