
Zeitschrift: RosaRot : Zeitschrift für feministische Anliegen und Geschlechterfragen

Herausgeber: Redaktionskollektiv RosaRot

Band: - (2016)

Heft: 50

Artikel: Gedicht

Autor: Kerchof, Carolyn

DOI: https://doi.org/10.5169/seals-631624

Nutzungsbedingungen
Die ETH-Bibliothek ist die Anbieterin der digitalisierten Zeitschriften auf E-Periodica. Sie besitzt keine
Urheberrechte an den Zeitschriften und ist nicht verantwortlich für deren Inhalte. Die Rechte liegen in
der Regel bei den Herausgebern beziehungsweise den externen Rechteinhabern. Das Veröffentlichen
von Bildern in Print- und Online-Publikationen sowie auf Social Media-Kanälen oder Webseiten ist nur
mit vorheriger Genehmigung der Rechteinhaber erlaubt. Mehr erfahren

Conditions d'utilisation
L'ETH Library est le fournisseur des revues numérisées. Elle ne détient aucun droit d'auteur sur les
revues et n'est pas responsable de leur contenu. En règle générale, les droits sont détenus par les
éditeurs ou les détenteurs de droits externes. La reproduction d'images dans des publications
imprimées ou en ligne ainsi que sur des canaux de médias sociaux ou des sites web n'est autorisée
qu'avec l'accord préalable des détenteurs des droits. En savoir plus

Terms of use
The ETH Library is the provider of the digitised journals. It does not own any copyrights to the journals
and is not responsible for their content. The rights usually lie with the publishers or the external rights
holders. Publishing images in print and online publications, as well as on social media channels or
websites, is only permitted with the prior consent of the rights holders. Find out more

Download PDF: 24.02.2026

ETH-Bibliothek Zürich, E-Periodica, https://www.e-periodica.ch

https://doi.org/10.5169/seals-631624
https://www.e-periodica.ch/digbib/terms?lang=de
https://www.e-periodica.ch/digbib/terms?lang=fr
https://www.e-periodica.ch/digbib/terms?lang=en


The schnapps glasses out of which
we drank tfie really good port

Dolores brought back from Italy.
It was late, maybe one or two.

There were four of us in the kitche
The dishes were in the s.
(Dolores had made a roulad

with cabbage and feta.)
When she put the bottle

on the table
I was already ready

to tell them
everything.

von CK

All of the glasses I have washed for my
friends

for the RosaRots

e water glasses out of w

we drank cold beer when we met. I d.
too fast, I got a buzz and the boundaries

between us disappeared.

The coffee cups: a whole
thrift shop's worth of novelty mugs,

bottoms black with dregs.
(French-press.)

The wine glasses from dinner parties:
spaghetti, red wine, like

the time on Susanne's terrace.
There was only candlelight,

it lit the glasses up like red orbs
and all of our faces were glowing.

The little lovely espresso cups
from breakfast at home:

we always drank too much coffee,
and someone always brought a Zopf.

The water glasses out of which
we drank Pernod with ice

and a splash of water in the garden,
it was Léa's birthday,

it was summer, she'd hung up
garden lights and pinafores,

it was one of the moments that
was so lovely I thought I could

die when it was over.
But of course I didn't,

life kept going, and I unchanged
and changed.

The water glasses Wr
out of which we actually drank water,

the summer that it was so hot
and still and we sat around

sweating on drafts.
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