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About the author

Jaap Robben (1984) initially enrolled for Environmental Studies and then moved on
to the performing arts. He refers to himself as a ‘cabaret performer’ and performs his
poetry on a regular basis. Robben authors columns and stories on commission. His
work has appeared in quality Dutch newspapers, including NRC Handelsbladnd
Trouw, and he is a frequent guest on a number of radio programmes.

In 2008 he was appointed poet laureate of the city of Nijmegen.
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2002 NRC Final Exams Story Award

2003 Write Now Incentive Award Passionate

2004 DUB Poetry Festival People’s Choice Award
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About the book

Adventure, the discovery of one’s own world and the world outside, are central to Let's
start a ForestMinor observations, grand ideas, unusual brain waves and curious
associations combine to make the poems a stimulating read. Poems from this
collection were published in NRC HandelsbladBoekie Boekiand Kwam dat zien!
Kwam dat niet{compiled by Ted van Lieshout).

Benjamin Leroy’s comical illustrations add an extra layer of commentary to the

poetry.
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The press about Night Crickets

‘A regular metre, yet norm-free and fleet of foot. Lust for life instead of sombre navel
gazing, earthy amazement instead of ponderous debate. (...) Robben’s strength is in
his ability to combine light-heartedness and gravity, to give meaning to the mundane,
to grasp the moment in a few precise words, which cut to the core of his subject.” —
Groene Amsterdammer

‘A beautiful and sweet little book. The texts are funny, cheerful, sensitive,
recognisable and nicely structured.” — www.boekenwurm-en-pleeg.nl

‘A joy to totter through his lines (...) The light-hearted tone of the poems, even when
the author is writing about his senile grandmother, allows everyone to understand
them without further ado.” — BN/De Stem

‘De nacht krekeltontains clever verses, funny observations and surprising flashes of
ideas. (...) One of its strengths is that, more than before, the remarkable style of every
one of Suzanne Hertogs’ contributions fits the content, carefully and inventively.” —
Brabant Cultureel

‘Do you find poems boring, incomprehensible and corny? After reading De Nacht
Krekeltby Jaap Robben, you might think differently. (...) light and touching. (...)
highly recommended.” — TKMST

About Let’s start a Forest

"Poet Jaap Robben and illustrator Benjamin Leroy, two young colts who completed
the course friskily and playfully, but also flawlessly and surprisingly maturely.” —
Jury report Golden Owl Children's and Youth Literature Prize 2009

‘In my opinion, this exquisite anthology opens another window on this chaotic world,
and children could well discover a love of life in poetry after reading it.”

- Frank Groothof

"With his invitingly light-footed tone and surprisingly simple language, his poems
testify to a heartfelt wonderment at the childhood spirit.” — De Groene Amsterdammer

*Jaap Robben poses stimulating questions that are simultaneously both childishly
down to earth and philosophical. (...) they set one thinking.” — de Volkskrant

“In this collection resounds a voice to keep listening out for.” —Trouw



“Jaap Robben manages to find exactly the right tone. His poems are entertaining,
sometimes a little philosophical and always irresistible. They rise up out of the
everyday and soar dreamily above it. Fantastic and familiar at the same time. The
answer to Jaap Robben’s question is: Yes, we would like to plant a forest with you,
with trees that reach up to the sky.” — PZC

"Poet Jaap Robben focuses on little things, empathises with them and brings them to
life. He is wonderfully in touch with the children’s world. (...) Leroy’s naive
drawings leap out of the page.” — Esta

‘Everything in wonderfully clear language. (..) Leroy’s work is too amusing to keep
secret.” — Woest en ledig

"A future children’s classic.” — Dagblad van het Noorden

"When you close the last page, you are left with a lovely glow. Jaap Robben will give
both children and adults a lot of pleasure.” — Dagblad van het Noorden

"His poems are entertaining, sometimes a little philosophical and always irresistible.
They rise up out of the everyday and soar dreamily above it. Fantastic and familiar at
the same time.” — PZC

Some poems
Let’s Start A Forest?

Dig a hole
And plant your tree

gingerly
next to mine.

Protection for each other
from the wind
In a storm

or in the Sunday sun
be still together.

And a night when they
peer at each other
through the lashes

of their branches
they’ll already appear
to look like a forest.

Translation Brian Doyle



Robot

Our neighbour is a robot.
His name is Mr Chips.

He has gears in his ears that buzz when you speak.
And when he walks,
his knee joints click and squeak.

His walking was getting slower,
so the hospital doctors gave Mr Chips
a new pair of knees and two metal hips.

He is a robot, but he dresses like you or me.
And his favourite drink is a bottle of oil;
he never drinks coffee or tea.

Every evening at the kitchen sink
he oils his teeth
and then takes a drink

Yes, Mr Chips is a robot.
I’d always thought as much,
but now I know for sure.

Because last Wednesday afternoon
he suddenly fainted
and fell on the floor.

‘Not to worry,” the doctor said
‘It’s metal fatigue, just rest in bed.
These iron pills will cure your ills.’

And if that’s what even the doctor says
and Mr Chips is made of steel,
then Mr Chips is not quite real!



Has all our water once been tears?
Are my tears to be found

in the blue of the sea?

Do they mingle again

in the steam of my tea?

Or in the icy autumn rain

that drums against my window pane?
Maybe the one will meet the other
in an icicle, dangling from a tree,

or maybe they’ll only meet again
when they trickle down the cheek
of you or me.

Our Car

Only this summer

our little car winked
cheerily at street corners.

Kissed poles and posts in parking places
and waved his windscreen wipers
at things he could barely see through the rain.

But ever since our camping gear

has been safely stowed away again

our little car stands lonesome in his garage.
He no longer wants to start

and he coughs when somebody turns his key.

Oily tears trickle and drip
to the floor among the tools,
the jerrycan and the paddling pool.

Without us noticing a thing,

after a summer spent hand in hand
driving through France and Switzerland,
he had fallen roof over wheels in love
with our pretty little caravan.

Translation Stephen Smith
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