Anna Hallberg was born in 1975 and currently lives in Stockholm. She started working as a literary critic in 1999 and published her first  poetry collection, Friktion (Friction), in 2001. Since then she has written three books of poetry: på era platser (on your marks, 2004), Mil (Mile, 2008) and Colosseum, Kolosseum, which will be released in august 2010. Anna Hallberg is a member of the editorial board of the poetry magazine OEI, and has also worked with visual poetry for exhibitions in Sweden, Norway and Finland.

A few words about the books::

Friktion contains seventy four short poems held together in a formalistic system. Every poem has a consonant rich lead-word as it's title, as well as a digit that tells the reader where in the rising and falling main structure the poem is located. The poems count from one to ten and back (nine, eight, seven etc.) and from one onwards (two, three, four etc.) again, and continues in a wave-motion between one and ten up until the last poem which is called ”one.zero”. The poems lack personal pronouns and work on opening up and exposing the individual word's inherent movements, soundstages, association clusters and peculiarities.

På era platser is from a conceptual point of view a more free poetry book than the debut. If Friktion investigated the word, one might say that på era platser explores the phrase. The book starts off with a twelve page poem, “kuratorerna” (”the curators”), which presents disparate lines that mark off different kinds of statements: idiomatic expressions, news headlines, proverbs, statements, reflections and such. Stylistically the poems test a number of graphical and poetological modes of expression. The collection ends with a fifty page syllable counting poem, ”Liv” (“Life”), which writes into being an empty floor.

Mil is a book that borrows it's thoroughly horizontal form from cassette tapes, rosaries, lines, pearl bands, strips of tape, life lines etc. Where the two preceding books have a strong and demarcated spatial focus this work constantly moves on. It is a forward movement which drags with it specified objects, human beings, life stories, environments in an unconditional stream of lost spatial pictures.

Colosseum, Kolosseum consists of five suites that are centered around the ruins of the Colosseum, old asylums, fecal matter and death. The first part is plain lyrical poetry and focuses on excrement and asylums. The second part alliterates the letter ”s” over seventeen pages. The third part consists of lyrical prose and double-projects the antique Colosseum with a swedish mental hospital from the early 20th century. The fourth part is a destabilizing party that tries to blow up the order that has up until then been erected. The fifth part consists of shorter low-keyed sentences which collects and connects to the first suite.

From Nils Olssons essay  on på era platser (on your marks), OEI 23-24 2005:

“One finds in Hallberg an aspiration towards a kind of atomic level: away from the syntactic, towards the performative and material. She sets up words, sentences, fragments, and works therein with that which lies before her, arranging found objects as just that, objects. When the words appear, the grammar ceases and meaning becomes touch, the language turns more tactile than representative. At the same time her samplings are of course meaningful, the texts become insinuatory. Her language is in all its allegorical fragmentization always already meaningful, contaminated. What actually happens is a kind of rearrangement, a furnishing.(There is a furnishing sketch in [the classical Swedish childrens’ tv-show of the 70s ]Fem myror är fler än fyra elefanter that probably has a lot in common with the practice of Hallberg.) Much of this comes to its peak in ”Liv” (“Life”), which is a poem about a floor, even though it at first glance hardly seems problematic. The problem is whether the floor represents something else than a floor. To say that a poem about a floor carries an imperative for interpretation would be quite trivial, but nonetheless it is reasonable to bring attention to the allegorical level, not just here but in all of på era platser as a whole. What whole? In a Benjaminian sense the allegoric is the inorganic, the fragmentaric, to pick up a piece of world, life and set it up as such. A cricital production of new contexts through decanting the context from a linguistic material. I believe that is what Anna Hallberg is doing. And in that case more people should do the same.”
From Friktion (Friction), 2001

seven. sprinkler.

drilling tounge-tips freshly
giggling spots of rain 
glinting capsules

glimpses of nothing 

lucky throws in somersaults

particles topple

six. nail.

stubborn beetle

persistent etched stain

the mouth dogged raging

silent absolutely death-defying 

principle

eight. catatonia.

fluttering threads

strands of fine hair, dead 

boredom indifferent county council cafeteria

clock pendulum back and forth 

gray in the gaze

register camera

routinely cinema-vision slowly

impression slips falls off  the object

flaking trashy matter 

four. blade.

whistling wire
line risky swaying

thin tone stretched out to single
lasting extended pivot

thanatos knife's edge
roll your eye 

sun-string

in

the night

six. silver.

chiming tinker bell

flakes of granites whisper

metallic wind licqour crystal

volatile aluminium-phrases

stardust in the air

swirling pranks, twittering

quints spin

From på era platser (on your marks), 2004

                  red days
excavator 
          bax
               honey suckles

yes, yes noise and gestures              shadows      jabs 

empty punches without target –  that's good too
           bass
first           drums and bass                                      draw the outlines
supporting contours dots    crank up          arms joints

circulation and pace         fast strokes shoulder chin

forehead knees words half empty loose in the skin  

fills up anyway    yes, yes you know that come out now guitars

verse loop Color     let it grow now body in the punches
rubber soles against filthy dance floor      into you    the weight

the bass the language the time        heavy in the pointers uttermost drop

the matter is colored out of the picture   
 

        stand icecream truck   chest of drawers   bench

stand consert house  curtain holder   extension cord  dog

stand human thought name 

stand name with human inside you

every light is sky  without supporting contours dots arms

stand listen in the glossy sun

the twentyfifth of march 2003 a man, fortyeight maybe fifty 
years old, is standing at the stairs of the Concert Hall by Hötorget 
in Stockholm reading a news-item in Svenska Dagbladet on the issue 
that the ”pathological narcissism” is increasing he wears dark brown 
ecco-shoes and a gray duffle coat spring has not yet quite begun the 
women both without hats points at the man behind the fruit stand selling 
gloves and socks at the square
yes, yes noise and gestures

commencements weddings disappointments clothes

memory

time

outside the name

so many words no one can understand  
ristora, they are called in Japan those who are fired

when companies cut down and rationalize
replace move over

the weight on the other foot 

close your eyes 

move

the weight on the other foot

war metaphores:

chess disease game of strategy slaughter

never ever do we meet 
yes, yes noise and bax

you know it come on now shadowing drawing

…squeeze please talking about: nonsense…

and the body wants                 fill thicken beyond the name

become limbs weight body and punch
feet soles against filthy dance floor 

human being name

a new grammar

movement/ pulse / interval/ silence          movement/ pulse / interval/

the language of the brain is a strand of light

blinking short and long 

the mariana trench. the challenger deep. 11 034 metres.

discovered by the brittish oceanographic ship challenger in 1951,

the same year eyvind johnson in his so-called spring speech urged

sweden to join nato the same year marita ulvskog, leif pagrotsky

and jesús alcalá were born the same year sinclair lewis, andré gide,

arnold schönberg and ludwig wittgenstein died.

we know so little about what actually goes on

treble and bass 

in different places

the headphones lie like a helmet around the head         and we recognize

ourselves          it returns      strands    light

movement / pulse / interval / silence –              now

now the chorus now                    now the chorus the name

now   now it comes!      now com

never ever as happy as     now

from four dead angles

Position one:

Face turned away, the melancholic glove. Nautical reports sing for the audience at Park Lane. Mrs Cheng with the intestines tartan most beautiful. Too old on the face ecological läkerol. Cords in the junction between Rosenlund street/jawbone. The flammable radiator's smooth swing. No longer an attractive hamper. The front of the fistand half a litre of buttermilk. 
Position two:

The white opel with tartan bolstering and läkerol in the glove box. R.:s eyes are tubes with sewage. Magasin street, Viktoria street, Rosenlund street, Park Lane. To smile your most beautiful smile with semen in the corners of your mouth is also a way of being melancholic. (Can’t hear the music although you dance.) In the glove box: toilet paper, road maps, a hard plastic ice scraper with ”Billhälls” printed on.

Position three:

The nautical reports, the hamper, the health insert

Position four:

Smacking someone in the face is also a way of being melancholic. R. is no longer an attractive woman. Inside the disparately popping refrigerator the groceries keep a common body temperature of eight degrees. ReaLemon, Mrs Cheng’s genuine Chinese soy sauce, ecological medium-fat milk, ketchup (Heinz), too old Gouda-cheese, orange juice, an opened half-litre of buttermilk past expiry date. The front of the fist, the softness of the jawbone, the stomach – the stomach – the silky intestines smooth swing. The radiators are quiet, flammable and flat. No wet glove is lying on the radiator.

From Mil (Mile), 2008
it's the last tape. beth gibbons is singing. the grass is drug store-green and the grilled chicken is orange from the seasoning. yasmin has drawn eyes and stars with a ball-point pen on the cover. every cover has twelve horizontal lines. i love polly jean. if the tape moves to fast and is misdirected the chicken is squeezed  with a pressure of several hundred kilos. pearl after pearl. word stands against word. by the west coast at times harsh. also on the fell in jämtland and lapland harsh or very harsh is expected. wings, heads, femurs snapping. there's a risk that terrorists will get a hold of radioactive materials to manufacture so called dirty bombs. fir forest, woodchips. your shopping lists. cassette tape strips
fluttering in a yellow bush by the subway station. it's a thick gravel road. lots of rocks. nib the ink runs through. silk belt. or a sharp tounge. barriers can lie before fertilization. brake pads. and amalgam. what stops. and surges. the measures taken is criticized by the world health organization. he denies strongly that he himself should have been intoxicated.  bonds are broken and stretched. never never never again. your heads hands. rivers over the maps veins beaches  waves brakes against the embankment of memory. and i think yellow blue a wheat field on a picture of scania. this responsibility is irrevocable. the enamel in your round ear chew now. and swallow. a rosary prayer and prayer and prayer in the throat.

aggressive. a pearl necklace shattered. wind coat. neon green in the water. with black side lots. clogs rushed down the stairs. the most important we have. her shoelaces. ability to speak. involuntary movements. sugar cube after sugar cube. after sugar cube. has packed the white cloth bag with länsförsäkringar printed on. tools in the shed. a playing card. can you guess. is happiness a coil of sun and smoke. so simple. like bending over. sense: my foot! jellyfishes. the transparent. and the solid. that you are here. i there. we are sitting on the rocks. in the grass. it's august. november. keeps a steady grip. with both hands. gunnel. horizon. a slow and brown decomposition.

the fibres are torn to shreds in a wet wooden railing. measuring with carbon dating with rulers with yearbooks with red geranium in white flowerpots. when he turns his head he sees him with the shopping bag. walking past. stuttering. along the driveway. almost like his mother used to. commuter trains by the platform. the trashcans. the accounting spreadsheets. like concrete. lamp posts. a fog or a dawn. light through the venetian blinds. it moves very slowly. the hands crumble. in thousandths of seconds. in 1813 the royal gymnastic central institute is founded by the initiative of per henrik ling. infinitely precise. to find your name. the tractor has three double-action

hydraulic vents including one floating. thin suspenders. satin sneakers. lip-gloss. a walking mode. keep an order. possibilities of insight in darfur, sudan. burning leaves, raking grass. we're moving north towards the borders. fellspire. darfur. short, finely partite leaves. a gray wooden house. flügger color. morning sun over eyelashes. the furniture. white desk. in darfur. sudan. smell of burnt flesh. a sharp stench. she said it was knowledge for the dead. those who already lost their lives. above thoughts limbs. blue fleabane. one flowered fleabane. her spectacle case. with the head in a plastic bag. crouched like frogs the drops of water on the leaf. shift. translating. in practice.

is interpretation about something else. bus stops. snow. waiting for the weekend. clinic for vascular diseases malmö-lund. it costs he says. that it's common. returns.  the rain comes back. few-flowered sedge. police cars. ambulances. come up and circle on the small turning place. changing the missing or broken parts. different kinds of foam. in the corners of the mouth. bubble and grow. says she wants to borrow money. substituted and replacing the endorphins. dedication a hundred times stronger. knowledge for the dead. a white bleeding. almost no one but seniors by the swimming pool. i dive and swim below the lines through the sky breathing is easy.
From Colosseum, Kolosseum (2010)

                crashing into the cold light           cerise       in among the pits        horse apples      

         sucking thistles 

hedgehog and mucus in the mouth                  closing roof of the mouth until the tacks perforates 

                           must there be pain?          

                                  you crunch in the fontanel                 pale gray tunnel 

         all fucking membranes     sinews over the memory-heart     thin plastic film stuck between the teeth

              coming into the naked fear            a corridor          searching for you in the entire kin
 right into the brain

what can i do without you                                       discarded piles of fingers     shoe racks         the useless 
             inside of the cheeks          now calmly you duty          

                                                                                          squishing you kind of softly           

below a slow train          like all the skyscrapers  falls                  slow movement towards the ground   

           opening a pulsating frog            poking with the point of the umbrella

 curved mandarin shells on the floor             packagings                        boiling the fish meat a good day

like this!   little sugar lung          if you shoot hares:         one arrow in each eye          it is a joy!      

              being full      of pebbles                 taking out            the whole bakery

        pretzels with buttercream for everyone!           

                                                              oh you are a whirlwind of red pumps and purple butts

    the seedpods are shaking        it's so lovely when it runs                    cast iron, almond sauce

             ridiculous white albatross          that gets entangled            in the cover                                                     

one could fly for less                     blasting               swirl of floating feather clouds      

                     how small can a death mask be?                      click, it sounds      or maybe: peck

dead brown limb


the room holds
schubert, february-winter

it’s still moist

without pulse

stings in the thighs
i rise myself
from ox to man
teeth sink into the steak

through the browning
in towards the body

it is in the mouth the ox ceases 
chewed down to man
in the blood 

in the intestines

the feces on the folded strip of paper are still warm

i long for my mother

the calf’s soft muzzle 
shoving

