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editorial

D ear Reader, it has been a turbulent year 2016 so 
far, and we’ve had our fair share of turbulences 
at blank as well, though, to be fair, we have pret-

ty much gotten used to it by now. The biggest change of 
course was the departure of Pieter Coetzee who, however, 
volunteered to function as final proofreader for this issue 
despite officially no longer being part of IFAA. For this 
endeavor, we would like to say thank you!

As per usual, we have gathered what we hope is a wide 
variety of texts including several pieces of non-fiction as 
well as poetry, short stories and an interview which I will 
get to in a moment. First off, I would like to highlight our 
new contributor Lena Jöst who submitted a poem on vari-
ous functions and definitions of literature. Welcome to the 
team!

Second, there are several new contributors, namely 
Anna-Maria Irmscher, Veronika Salzer, Dorothee Schwi-
eters, Svenja Tregel who, jointly with our editor Kristina 
Weissbecker, wrote a report on their excursion to Oß-
mannstedt. I am also happy to announce that Johanna 
Jensen and Maike Baumgärtner, who spent several months 
in Canada, have returned with new texts. 

As far as our regular contributors go, a lot of inter-

esting texts await you: Inga Zekl returns with her biting 
humor regarding everyday life situations, while Henry 
Lyonga Njimapie, Maria Messer, Brian Koch, Jan Rölleke, 
Christian Weiß and Kristina Weissbecker have all submit-
ted poetry. Some of it is experimental, some is what you 
would expect of it: However, despite refusing to define 
a theme for our issues, it seems to me that this issue is 
all about looking deeply inside yourself and finding the 
depths which lurk there.

This observation certainly applies to the short sto-
ries presented by Daniel Krooß and Victoria Koberstein, 
whose writing opens up questions about loss, betrayal, 
sanity, and the nature of human relationships.

Finally, I am very happy to announce that we were able 
to win Matthias Wessel, discoverer of the German manu-
script of the famous novel Darkness at Noon, for an inter-
view. In it, he shares his thoughts on Koestler as an author, 
the practice of translation and the approach he chose for 
his PhD thesis.

As always, I would like to extend the greatest of thanks 
to our sponsors: IFAA, Kasseler Sparkasse, Weinhandlung 
Schluckspecht and FB 16 of Kassel University. Without 
you, blank would not be possible.

Enjoy the issue,

 Murat Sezi 

by Murat Sezi
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O ßmannstedt? Where the heck is it? Th e idyllic 
village of Oßmannstedt is located a mere 10 km 
away from Weimar. Students of Language and 

Literature from two universities and from diff erent facul-
ties met in order to learn about the processes of translating 
and editing under the tutelage of Prof. Dr. Daniel Göske 
(University of Kassel) and Prof. Dr. Christa Jansohn (Uni-
versity of Bamberg).

Before beginning with our group projects, we were 
introduced to Christoph Martin Wieland (1), his life and 
work, by Dr. Hans-Peter Nowitzki and Dr. Peter-Henning 
Haischer. Aft er visiting the museum, we went over to their 
adjoining work place, where we learned about century-old 
book production and even had the fi rst-hand experience 
of leafi ng through some originals. Using Shakespeare's 
Midsummer Night's Dream as a starting point for the dis-
cussion and exchange of knowledge, we further focused 
on renowned examples of modern literature. Th us, we 

spent the week with a woman of "50" years and a man 
traumatized by war (Mrs. Dalloway), a lady whose desires 
can only be satisfi ed by a certain game keeper (Lady Chat-
terley's Lover), and a dystopian society with unorthodox 
free time activities (Brave New World). 

Th e week's highlight, however, was our trip to Weimar 
and to the Goethe and Schiller Archive, which the oldest 
literary archive in Germany is located. It is not every day 
that you get your hands on private correspondence from 
the 1920s and 1930s between a novelist, a translator and a 
publishing house. At the end of the day, we enjoyed a deli-
cious meal in the "Goethe Zimmer" at the Residenz Café 
with the Bamberg group.

Our evenings we spent in each other's company, full of 
laughter and with a cold beverage in hand. As for the fi eld 
trip: it was a good mixture of practical experience and ap-
plicable knowledge - we had a great week. 
 Cheers from

3non-fiction

1 Christoph Martin Wieland (1733-1813) was a German poet and writer. In addition to his own numerous publications, among them humorous as 
well as critical poems and tales, he is known for his translations of many of Shakespeare’s plays into German – and for being friends with Johann 
Wolfgang von Goethe. He spent part of his life at the Wielandgut in Oßmanstedt, which continues to be an important place of research into his work. 
In 1772, Anna Amalia, Duchess of Saxe-Weimar, appointed Wieland as a tutor for her sons.

Some of the participants in the courtyard of the Wielandgut, Oßmannstedt. 
Picture: Hans-Peter Nowitzki

one week in oßmannstedt
by Anna-Maria Irmscher, Veronika Salzer, Dorothee Schwieters, 

Svenja Tregel and Kristina Weissbecker
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Conducted by Murat Sezi and Christian Weiß

interview
with matthias wessel

men und dort dann zusammen mit Prof. Peter Seibert 
das Ganze für die Literaturwissenschaft handhabbar und 
fruchtbar gemacht. Und so ist dann dieses Dissertation-
sprojekt entstanden.

Blank: Aha. Arthur Koestler ist ja ein interessanter Fall. 
Er ist ja als Autor im englischsprachigen Raum schon sehr 
bekannt, während er im deutschsprachigen Raum dage-
gen kaum zu finden ist. Wenn man zum Beispiel in eine 
Buchhandlung geht, wird man dort selten auf eines seiner 
Bücher stoßen. Wie erklärst du dir das?

MW: Ich denke, dass Koestler in dem Zeitraum, in dem 
diese Kanonisierungsprozesse stattgefunden oder eben 
nicht stattgefunden haben, damals im angloamerikanis-
chen Raum sehr viel stärker rezipiert wurde. Was einer-
seits mit seinem Sprachwechsel zu tun hat, anderseits aber 
eben auch mit der Unfähigkeit beider deutscher Staaten: 
Die DDR konnte mit dem Ex-Kommunisten nicht umge-
hen, und die BRD konnte mit ihm als Exilant, wie mit den 
meisten Exilanten der NS-Zeit, nicht umgehen. Insofern 
war das in seinem Fall eben eine aus externen Gründen 
erschwerte Rezeption und das schlägt sich jetzt natürlich 
nieder – auch in den Buchhandlungen.

Blank: Lieber Matthias, schön, dass du dir die Zeit genom-
men hast. Fangen wir doch mit etwas Einfachem an: Was 
hat dich eigentlich nach Kassel und zu deinen Studiengän-
gen geführt?

Matthias Wessel: Hallo (lacht). Ehrlich gesagt war es 
mein Abi-Schnitt, der es mir nicht ermöglicht hat, meine 
Fächerkombination in Göttingen oder Hannover zu stud-
ieren, also Deutsch und Politik auf gymnasiales Lehramt. 
Als ich in Kassel angenommen wurde habe ich mich dann 
recht schnell von Politik verabschiedet und bin in die Ge-
schichte gewechselt. So bin ich zu meiner Fächerkombina-
tion und zur Uni gekommen und bin bis heute auch mit 
beidem sehr zufrieden.

Blank: Das kann ich gut nachempfinden. Aber wie ging es 
weiter? Du hast dann vor einigen Jahren dein Lehramtss-
tudium erfolgreich abgeschlossen und bist dann in die 
Promotion ‚gerutscht‘?

MW: Das war eine ähnlich verworrene Geschichte. Auf 
das Thema meiner Promotion bin ich im Geschichtsstudi-
um gestoßen. Mein damaliger Professor, Prof. Flemming, 
ist dann allerdings emeritiert. Und so habe ich dann mein 
Thema, Arthur Koestler, in mein Zweitfach mitgenom-

Matthias Wessel, Phd student in German literary studies and history, found the 
long-lost German manuscript of Arthur Koestler’s famous novel Darkness at Noon 
(1940) in the placid archives of a Zurich library. He has been justly fêted for this 
feat in local newspapers and the Frankfurter Allgemeine Sonntagszeitung as well as 
in the international media. He was gracious enough to sit down with blank for an 
exclusive interview on school grades, translation, and concentration camps.
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Blank: Matthias, kannst du an dieser Stelle vielleicht Koes-
tlers Vita zusammenfassen, vor allem seine Sprachwechsel 
und Auswanderungen?

MW: Koestler wurde 1905 in Budapest im damaligen Ös-
terreich-Ungarn geboren und ist in der frühen Kindheit 
vor allem ungarisch aufgewachsen, seine Mutter war als 
Wienerin allerdings deutschsprachig – das, was man heu-
te also als ein bilinguales Elternhaus bezeichnen würde. 
Die Familie ist dann später nach Wien gezogen, wo Koes-
tler hauptsächlich deutsch gesprochen hat. Er hat dann 
bis zu seinem fünfunddreißigsten Lebensjahr Deutsch 
gesprochen und geschrieben und sowohl seine Journal-
isten- und Schriftstellerkarriere in deutscher Sprache be-
gründet. Mit der Emigration nach Großbritannien 1940 
hat er dann den nächsten Sprachwechsel vollzogen und 
literarische Texte ab da nur noch auf Englisch geschrie-
ben. Aber Aufsätze und politische Beiträge hat er auch 
weiterhin auf Französisch und auf Deutsch geschrieben, 
war also insgesamt nicht so strikt damit.

Blank: Ich kenne Koestler auch eher durch seine non-fic-
tion als durch seine Romane. Aber er scheint ja einer von 
den letzten ganz großen europäischen Humanisten gew-
esen zu sein, die sich in einer ganz klaren europäischen 
Tradition verorten lassen. Siehst du das ähnlich oder wo 
würdest du ihn da verorten?

MW: Koestler verortet sich auf jeden Fall als Europäer 
und er begreift auch sein Schicksal und sein Leben eher 
als das eines Europäers, mehr als er es an eine einzelne 
Nationalität binden würde. Ich weiß nicht, ob sich Koes-
tler als Humanist einordnen lässt. Da bin ich nicht sicher, 
gerade weil er zeitlebens auch immer auf der Suche war in 
seiner Weltanschauung und das auch immer sehr im Fluss 

gewesen ist. Es ist möglich, dass man das dann unter Hu-
manismus subsumieren kann. Aber er war zuerst ‚militan-
ter‘ – man möchte fast sagen – Zionist, dann Kommunist, 
und später, politisch gesehen, Sozialdemokrat. Zumind-
est hat er sich so verortet. Und dann hat er sich auch im-
mer für Parapsychologie und solche Sachen interessiert. 
Ich weiß nicht ob Humanismus da zutrifft; ob man es sich 
damit nicht zu einfach macht bei einem sehr komplexen 
Menschen.

Blank: Sicher. Um noch einmal einen Rückbezug zu er-
stellen zu den jungen deutschen Staaten nach dem Krieg: 
Gerade die Beziehung zur DDR und zur BRD ist schon 
sehr interessant. Spielen ideologische Ideen in deiner ei-
genen Arbeit auch eine prominente Rolle?

MW: Also dadurch, dass die Arbeit nach dem aktuellen 
Arbeitstitel eher die Genese des Exilschriftstellers un-
tersucht und ich dabei zeitlich maximal bis 1945 gehen 
werde, wird die deutsche Nachkriegsrezeption keine 
so große Rolle spielen. Aber im Fazit gehe ich natürlich 
darauf ein, da es ja schon hochinteressant ist, dass Son-
nenfinsternis (Darkness at Noon), zu dem Zeitpunkt als 
ich anfing mich damit zu beschäftigen, schlichtweg ver-
griffen war. Da hatte nicht ein einziger deutscher Verlag 
es für notwendig befunden, die Rechte daran zu erwer-
ben und den Titel nachzudrucken. Es war komplett in der 
Versenkung verschwunden. Aber anscheinend ist doch 
irgendetwas dran an Koestlers Werk, und an dem wofür 
Koestler steht, sodass es jetzt wieder zunehmend an Ak-
tualität gewinnt. Und so wie ich das wahrnehme, ist das 
auch unabhängig von diesem Manuskriptfund. Ich habe 
z.B. vor zwei Monaten in der Kolumne von Jakob Augstein 
bei Spiegel Online gelesen, in der er die jetzige Situation in 
Deutschland und das Erstarken der rechtspopulistischen 



BLANK.  9 | 2016

6 non-fiction

Parteien beschrieben hat, dass er Koestler zitiert, und zwar 
aus seiner Autobiographie. Dort schreibt Koestler darüber 
wie die Journalisten damals, vor allem die liberalen Jour-
nalisten, mit dem aufkommenden Nationalsozialismus 
umgegangen sind. Und seit 2013 ist Sonnenfinsternis auch 
wieder im Druck und wieder erhältlich und vielleicht gibt 
es gerade jetzt eine kleine zeitgebundene Renaissance, die 
damit zu tun hat, dass die politischen Verhältnisse Koes-
tler wieder eine besondere Aktualität verleihen.

Blank: Hast du im Hinblick auf die Übersetzungen, mit 
denen du dich beschäftigst, sowie auf die Praxis des Über-
setzens eine bestimmte ‚Ideologie‘ oder Einstellung?

MW: Was mich bei verschiedenen Texten Koestlers 
fasziniert, ist wie nahe die deutsche Rückübersetzung 
an dem deutschen Original liegt. Bei zwei seiner Werke 
hatte ich ja die Möglichkeit das zu überprüfen, bei Son-
nenfinsternis und Die Gladiatoren. Sonnenfinsternis hat er 
ja zusammen mit seiner damaligen Freundin ins Englis-
che übersetzt. Und er selber hat es dann wieder zurück-
übersetzt. Und teilweise ist es bis in die Satzstellung hinein 
identisch mit dem Ausgangsmanuskript. Das fasziniert 
mich natürlich als Germanisten. Ich höre aber gleichzeitig 
von meinen Kollegen aus England und Amerika, dass die 
diese englischen Übersetzungen nicht so sehr mögen, weil 
sie sich von Syntax und Wortwahl sehr nach einer Art 
‚Denglisch‘ anhören.
 Bei den Gladiatoren hingegen scheint eine fähigere 
englische Übersetzerin am Werk gewesen zu sein, weil 
es eine gute Übersetzung ist. Und auch da interessiert es 
mich, wie nahe sich Originalmanuskript und die Rück-
übersetzung sind – die hier nicht von Koestler selbst 
gemacht wurde, sondern von Franziska Becker, der zeit-
weiligen Ehefrau von Robert Neumann, Koestlers Exilkol-

lege aus Österreich. Das ist auf jeden Fall faszinierend. 
Wenn die Rückübersetzung so dicht am Original landet, 
dann heißt das für mich, dass da gut übersetzt wurde, weil 
offensichtlich wenig vom Text verloren gegangen ist.
 Wobei ich sagen muss, ich bin generell kein energis-
cher ‚Originalitätsverfechter‘. Ich finde z.B., dass diese 
englische Übersetzung von Sonnenfinsternis als Zeitdoku-
ment auch einen großen Eigenwert hat. Ich bin auch gar 
nicht so scharf darauf – wie meine amerikanischen Kol-
legen – dass es jetzt unbedingt eine neue englische Über-
setzung geben muss, die aus Sicht der Muttersprachler 
‚besser‘ wäre und mehr von der Essenz oder Ästhetik des 
Originaltextes ins Englische hinüberholen würde. Diese 
Übersetzung ist eben damals als Zeitdokument entstand-
en und mit ihren Fehlern und Unzulänglichkeiten steht 
sie eben auch für die Umstände, unter denen sie entstand-
en ist. Das sollte man dabei nicht außer Acht lassen.

Blank: Das finde ich sehr spannend. Anscheinend kommt 
da auch der Historiker in dir durch.

MW: Ja klar (lacht). 

Blank: Und andererseits kann ich auch die Begeisterung 
der britischen und amerikanischen Kollegen verstehen. 
Wir sind uns wohl einig darüber, dass jede Übersetzung 
auch immer eine Interpretation, auch eine literarische In-
terpretation ist. 

Um die Unterhaltung noch einmal in eine andere 
Richtung zu lenken: der Autor war ja in der Literatur-
wissenschaft für längere Zeit tot. (Gelächter) Das haben 
wir den Franzosen zu verdanken. Und seit einigen Jahren 
scheint er ja wieder da zu sein. Du hast ja offensichtlich 
kein Problem mit einem autorzentrierten Ansatz zu arbe-
iten. Wo siehst du vielleicht noch Potentiale, die wir auch 
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als Lehrende manchmal unter den Tisch kehren, wenn 
man sich wieder – nicht unbedingt vom Text wegbewegt 
– aber auch auf den Autor schaut. Wo sind da die Poten-
tiale für Forschung und Lehre im Vergleich zu einer ahis-
torischen Betrachtung?

MW: Also, wenn ich von mir ausgehe: mein Interesse 
kommt aus meiner Historikerausbildung. Ich finde es 
unglaublich spannend, wie das alles in einander greift. 
Ich untersuche ja in meiner Arbeit – mein Betreuer hat 
es einen Blumenstrauß genannt – den ökonomischen 
Werdegang des Autors, die Sprachentwicklung und, mit 
Blick auf die Texte, die Textgeschichte. Wobei die Text-
geschichte durch Übersetzung und Rückübersetzung ja 
mit der Entwicklung des Autors und den Marktprozessen 
einfach verknüpft ist.
 Sonnenfinsternis ist dafür ein Paradebeispiel. Man 
kann das natürlich werkimmanent betrachten und hat 
dann auch immer noch einen sehr spannenden Text vor 
sich und kann darin unglaublich viel interpretieren – das 
zeigt ja auch die anglo-amerikanische Forschungsliteratur 
dazu. Aber es lässt sich ja nicht von der Hand weisen, dass 
allein seine Entstehungsbedingungen diesem Werk einen 
Stempel aufgedrückt haben. Koestler hat den Roman zum 
Teil in einem französischen Konzentrationslager geschrie-
ben, zum Teil in einer Wohnung in Paris, wo er jeden Tag 
mit seiner erneuten Verhaftung und Internierung rech-
nen musste – in einer krassen Stresssituation also. In 
einer ähnlichen Stresssituation ist auch diese englische 
Übersetzung entstanden. Und das ist ja zu guter Letzt der 
Text, wie er uns nun vorliegt. Dass dieser Text überhaupt 
rückübersetzt werden musste, hat ja damit zu tun, dass er 
auf Koestlers Flucht nach England verloren gegangen ist. 
Bis in die Textgeschichte hinein, in die Überlieferungs-
geschichte hinein, findet man also eine Verquickung mit 

dem Lebensweg des Autors. Ich finde, man verliert zu viel 
dabei, wenn man all das ausklammert.

Blank: Matthias, vielen Dank für das spannende Gespräch!

MW: Gern geschehen. Euch auch vielen Dank. 
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by Johanna Jensen

the “house of solidarity” 
or: how you can support the building of a new kind of refugee shelter 

T he refugee policy of the EU has evidently failed. 
Thousands of people are still losing their lives 
in the Mediterranean Sea. Chancellor Merkel 

hypocritically claims that she wants to solve the crisis, 
but instead of combating the causes of flight (war, pov-
erty, environmental catastrophes, political or religious 
discrimination, etc.), she makes a policy which is in fact 
against refugees. Barbwire fences are being erected and 
EU-borders closed. Even the mostly overcrowded refugee 
shelters in Germany are often left in catastrophic condi-
tions. Without the help of thousands of volunteers, there 
would be outright chaos in many places. 

I would like to tell you about a project that stands in di-
rect contrast to the prevailing bureaucratic refugee policy 
in Germany. It is called “Haus der Solidarität” and, in a 
way, is a sister project to the health care centre in Kob-
anê, which was initiated by ICOR1. The holiday site “Im 
Waldgrund Truckenthal” in Thuringia had decided to pro-
vide an uninhabited building and to renovate it, so that in 
August this summer it can serve as an accommodation for 
up to 300 Kurdish and Syrian refugees. It is being refur-
bished mostly with the help of volunteers together with 
refugees, who are often glad when they can do something 
useful instead of being confined to their camps. The mu-
nicipality of the nearby Sonneberg and the Thuringian 
state chancellery had claimed that there was actually “no 
need” for such a project – even though the asylum seeker 
home in Suhl is overcrowded!

Some conservative politicians had apparently spread 
the absurd rumour that the house would be built only un-
der a pretext and that in fact it would become a “training 
site” for the PKK. As if people would leave their homes, of-
ten accompanied by small children, and go on a journey of 
thousands of kilometres on foot only to come to Germany 
in order to receive military training! Perhaps the project 
is a thorn in the flesh of some politicians who regard it as 
a left-extremist chimera? Indeed, you can remain critical 
about the PKK and its methods, but it has proven to be, 
next to the Syrian democratic forces (YPG/YPJ and other 
anti-IS groups) one of the most reliable forces in the strug-
gle against Daesh and has saved the lives of thousands.

But the House of Solidarity is more than just another 
refugee shelter. It has the purpose of bringing people to-
gether so that they can share their experiences and organ-
ize themselves. Additionally, freedom fighters can recover 
and gather new strength in the middle of a peaceful and 
green surrounding (Truckenthal is surrounded by woods). 
Many of these people intend to return to their home coun-
tries sooner or later to continue to build their self-gov-
erned structures in Northern Syria. Kurdish-Syrian asy-
lum seekers who are currently staying in a shelter in Suhl 
explicitly demanded in a resolution to be accommodated 
in the House of Solidarity.

On August 6, 2016, the house will officially be handed 
over to its future inhabitants who will organize their lives 
autonomously and according to democratic principles 
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in cooperation with social workers who will be on location. Until this 
date, many helpers are welcome to support the projects with all kinds of 
skills: physical work together with refugees, youngsters and professional 
workers – perhaps a nice change from everyday campus life? There are 
no special qualifications necessary. Food and accommodation are free 
(there are huts you can sleep in) and there is even a pool to swim in if 
you like! If you are interested or know someone who would be – just 
call the manager of the site (all details are available on the homepage)2 
or contact me via BLANK. Finally, I would like to share a rather touch-
ing scene which I was lucky to witness during my last stay: two refugees 
from Kobanê, who had been neighbours at home, had independently 
come to help and met each other there! 

Source: http://www.ferienpark-thueringer-wald.de/haus-der-solidaritaet

1  International Coordination of Revolutionary Parties and Organizations. 
 The documentary Secure the victory – The international Brigades for the 
 reconstruction of Kobanê is available on YouTube.

2 http://www.ferienpark-thueringer-wald.de/haus-der-solidaritaet
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This communism, as fully developed naturalism, 
equals humanism, and as fully developed humanism 
equals naturalism; it is the genuine resolution of the 
conflict between man and nature and between man 
and man […]. (Marx/Engels, Collected Works, Vol. 3, 
p. 296)

This statement challenges us to debate the ways and 
the methods towards this noble goal, but always with the 
aim of unifying differences in opinions in order to create 
a strategic debate about our future, which encompasses 
society as whole. How else shall we otherwise get closer 
to combating the threatening global environmental catas-
trophe, if we are divided by minor matters? Last but not 
least, it draws conclusions about the achievements and 
the weaknesses of the environmental movement so far – it 
must change qualitatively in order to be ahead of devel-
opments instead of constantly reacting to environmental 
crises and catastrophes. 

Reviews from various authors, politicians and scien-
tists such as Jean Ziegler, former Special Rapporteur on 
the Right to Food of the UN and member of the Advi-
sory Committee of the UN Human Rights Council, can be 
found on the website under www.katastrophenalarm.info. 
The English version can be ordered there, while the Ger-
man original is available in the university library. 

T he book “Catastrophe Alert! What Is To Be Done 
Against The Willful Destruction of the Unity of 
Humanity and Nature?“ is the result of a fruit-

ful cooperation of 100 authors, among them scientists, 
physicists and lawyers as well as environmental and social 
activists. It contains numerous up-to-date facts about the 
extensive destruction of the environment. Despite its lurid 
title, this is not simply another “eco-book” with the aim 
of creating panic. In a unique way, the scientific findings 
about environmental processes and crises are analyzed 
in their entirety and in the context of interdependencies 
regarding their influence on nature and humanity. The 
book is explicitly meant to be polemical, especially where 
philosophical issues are concerned, but upholds high sci-
entific standards. One of its central messages, apart from 
the philosophical theory about the unity of humanity and 
nature, is that environmental problems cannot be solved 
in a social order that aims at maximizing profit, in other 
words, capitalism. Instead, it seeks to show that only a lib-
erated society would be able to (re-) establish this fruit-
ful unity between humans and their very own existential 
foundation – nature. According to the author, Karl Marx 
and Frederick Engels had already worked out the basics 
for this vision, which in their view could only be reached 
in a classless society. About this society Marx wrote in 
Economic and Philosophic Manuscripts of 1844: 

by Johanna Jensen

catastrophe alert! 
book review

A polemic for the fundamental 
unity of humanity and nature 

(author collective under 
Stefan Engel, 2014)
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example, are very iconic Radiohead moments. Still, they 
have never quite sounded anything like this before, be-

cause perhaps the most striking feature of A Moon 
Shaped Pool is just how honest the band sounds. 

And it is exactly that kind of honesty that man-
aged to move me in a way that music hasn't 

moved me for so long.
In the end, it was the aforemen-

tioned second piano on True Love 
Waits that made me shed a tear. Not in 

the same way high-pitched Thom Yorke 
did with his acoustic guitar when the band 

first introduced the song in 2001 on the official 
live recording I might be Wrong. This recorded ver-

sion is a very different song, but yet, it was the odd sen-
sation of familiarity that really hit a nerve.

I will not attempt to rank A Moon Shaped Pool within 
the Radiohead discography, but I can honestly say that 
this was one of the most memorable listenings I have ever 
experienced. I felt like I had just run into an old friend 
from my teenage years I hadn’t seen in about ten years. It 
is a strange moment. We just look at each other, both now 
grown up. We don't really know what to say. We hug, then 
we part ways again.

And since it is so fitting, I want to end this review by 
quoting the last lines from How' to be Good, the first short 
story I ever contributed to blank back in 2012. I'm totally 
twenty-one by the way.

“Howard put on his coat and skimmed through his 
iPod, already planning a playlist for his way home. 
Some Radiohead, The Smiths, maybe The Shins, 
definitely Mewithoutyou. He zipped his coat up, ad-
justed his scarf, put on his melon and stepped onto 
the street. Song 1, Radiohead – True Love Waits. He 
pressed play.” 

T his is a subjective review - I sincerely don't know 
how anyone could possibly look at music objec-
tively. Music has always been a big part of 

my life and I could not imagine living without it.
However, when you reach a certain age 

you find yourself becoming less and less 
excited about new releases. It's not so 
much that you stop caring, but that 
it simply doesn't have the same emo-
tional impact on you that it used to 
have in those years of teenage angst.

As for Radiohead, they are certainly a 
band that I've followed for the larger part of my 
life. Especially the band's milestones OK Computer 
(1997) and Kid A (2000) are records that shaped my 
adolescence and I still hold them very dear to my heart. 
But while Radiohead are certainly one of those rare ex-
amples of a band still able to spark some sort of excite-
ment in me when releasing new music, I must admit that 
it has been about ten years since they last offered me songs 
which moved me in one way or another. Since I obviously 
felt the need to write this review, you, the attentive reader, 
may have guessed by now that A Moon Shaped Pool man-
aged to do just that.

On A Moon Shaped Pool, Radiohead combine the dif-
ferent eras of their work on a single LP and it is both sur-
prising and utterly pleasing just how right it sounds. To a 
long-time fan, the record feels a bit like time traveling, as 
eight of the eleven songs have been teased live in many 
different versions for a quite a while now. If you make the 
effort to watch poorly filmed YouTube snippets, you can 
actually see how the songs evolved over time. And thereby, 
for the first time since 2003's Hail to the Thief, Radiohead 
have released something that feels like a united band effort.

It's the subtle love for the tiny details that has always 
set Radiohead apart from other bands. The harmonies 
in Identikit or the second piano on True Love Waits, for 

by Daniel Krooß

radiohead - 
a moon shaped pool review
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by Inga Zekl

photos taken forcibly 
but for the greater good

D o you know that feeling when you have just been 
photographed?

No, I don't mean by paparazzi.
Fool - after all we are not famous people from the Up-

per East Side, nor a James Dean or a Paris Hilton - thank 
God for that. Nor do I mean finding oneself the back-
ground of a selfie, the numbers of which have without 
doubt multiplied in the last five years.

No, I mean those unnerving pictures taken by police 
officers, the faithful, dutiful, trustworthy men and women 
of our police forces who are incessantly "out there" fight-
ing to ensure a lawful environment. Do not misunderstand 
me, I do support policemen and -women and the good, 
better yet undoubtedly outstanding and really very – yes, 
I’m being serious here – important job they are doing.

But when you get caught speeding and are not so po-
litely asked to pull over, and then there are no less than 
FOUR armed police officers surrounding your car, you 
might get a little bit flimsy first, then nervous and as an 
afterthought, annoyed.

Ok, they caught you speeding, fine, but that is no gen-
eral offense. So why are they surrounding your car, weap-
ons holstered, but still well visible?

Since when is speeding a felony? I strongly vote for be-
ing held for misdemeanour or petty offence but against 
being treated like a real criminal.

But nevertheless, this happened to me in 2015, not 
very long after the assassinations in Paris. At the time, I 

was just annoyed about being hauled to the side and kind 
of accused without really being able to defend myself in a 
proper way.

Apparently, they had hit me with their laser gun from 
the front and apparently there was an 80 km/h zone. News 
to me...

So there they were, after signalling to me to pull over 
and now reproaching me for having exceeded the speed 
limit by 7!!! Km/h. 7 km! Unbelievable!

Did you know that they do not even have to subtract 
the usual 10 % when you are hit with a laser gun? Laser 
guns are considered that infallible!

So there they were. I was told either to pay the fine of 
15 Euros immediately, or to pay later but then double, as 
a bureaucratic fee is added when they have to write you a 
letter... Reminds me a little bit of the mob... . Or highway-
men..., maybe muggers... .

Just what these fine four men and women were doing 
is completely legal!

Well, I chose to pay since I just didn't want to aggravate 
the situation.

Which, apparently, is what most people do!
As if anybody in his or her right mind would choose 

not to pay 15€ just to make four armed police officers back 
off from your innocent car.

If you take a step back and analyse the situation thor-
oughly, there are several things to be considered here.

First of all, the state has the right and is entitled to en-
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sure safety on the roads, lanes and highways. We pay our 
taxes for that purpose. Nothing wrong with that.

But how often when you have been caught speeding – 
this happens to me more often than I like, alas, not more 
often than I can afford to pay, but nevertheless unfortu-
nately too often to just ignore – does the following thought 
cross your mind: 

“Yes, they are completely right to catch me speeding 
here. I should not have been driving that fast.”

To be honest, does the thought ever cross your mind? I 
can wholeheartedly admit that for me that never has been 
the case. The whole situation intensively resembles the 
case of a child being caught with one hand in the cookie 
jar with the crumbs still on the collar of her pullover and 
in the corners of her mouth, that is to say, with every bit of 
evidence against the accused! This kid, too, would rather 
deny anything and everything than pinching the cookies. 

Back to speeding: Speed limits are seldom established 
by accident. Well, in fact they are, mostly, unfortunately by 
serious accidents…

Usually there has to have been one or several accidents 
causing either several casualties or one well-known one 
before a speed limit is established in order to tackle the 
specific problem in that area. And sometimes fixed speed 
camera installations already set in motion a profound be-
haviour change in the drivers passing them. They may do 
that. 

On the other hand, they may distract the drivers be-

cause their attention is more turned to their actual veloc-
ity than to their surroundings. But this is a rather petty 
excuse: You do not have to check your velocity the whole 
time while driving through a zone with a speed limit. 

Another point: What is done with the money collected 
from speeding offences anyway? If it was poured directly 
into road safety measures, the fines would presumably be 
accepted more easily. But this is not the case, and is some-
thing I really would prefer to be changed! This opaque-
ness does increase the negative and prejudiced attitudes 
of speeders against speeding monitoring police officers as 
highway robbers and mean muggers. 

Concerning the mean mugger aspect: 
Some years ago, I was caught speeding twice on the 

same day – what can I say – I was in a real hurry. 
129 km/h in the morning, 137 km/h at noon. 
I had two letters a few weeks later, funnily on the same 

day, but from two different police officers. Very friendly 
but relentlessly, I was asked for a fine of 100 euro for the 
first incident and 140 euro for the other. On top of that, 3 
felony points for each in the “Zentrales Verkehrsregister” 
in the least popular city of Germany (Flensburg). Sorry, 
dear Flensburgians, but your beautiful city is unalterably 
connected with this merciless institution. 

Not having too much money at that time, I decided to 
contest the charges, well knowing I had been speeding in 
the morning and at noon and being undeniably and un-
doubtedly guilty of all the charges. On the nearly omnisci-
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ent internet, you also find advice on how to best contest 
a speeding ticket charge. First, you are told of a list of so 
called acceptable defences.

 ✓ It had not been you speeding. But they had sent a 
photo with the charges - it was me.

 ✓ You had not known that you were speeding. But I 
knew that I had been speeding, so this defence was 
no consolation.

 ✓ There had been no proper notice of the speed 
limit. Well, it had been a common Bundesstraße 
and when you pass your driver’s license, you learn 
about all the general speed limits, the one on a 
common Bundesstraße being 100 km/h.

 ✓ The speeding vehicle caught on the camera had 
been misidentified. Well, the person on the photo 
had all too clearly been me. Nice shot. So, how 
could it not have been my car?

But in my case, there was a van in the background of 
one of the photos. Apparently, I had just overtaken the van 
when they took the picture. I decided to use that coinci-
dence to my exclusive advantage. 

I contested all the charges, denied anything and eve-
rything and politely asked for the sketch showing the 
alignment of the whole apparatus – since there are some 
rules to be followed even by the police – and I asked for 
the paperwork of the last calibration of the equipment. 

Like this, I deeply hoped to keep the officers from pursu-
ing their charges, counting on the fact that either one of 
them would not want to make the effort of providing these 
items. 

Four weeks later, I received one answer, only one, yeah! 
So I only had to pay 140 euro and only had 3 felony points 
and a nice sketch of the road I now daily took to work. The 
other police officer I never heard of again. Lucky me!

Even with all the stories I can tell about speeding and 
all my criticism concerning the whole system, I have to 
admit the following:

The general idea behind being fined for speeding, be-
hind speeding tickets, is to save somebody the ticket to the 
bone yard, something we can all agree on is honourable 
and absolutely without any fault. And if, with my rather 
regular fines, I can prevent death striking in just one fam-
ily per year, I am more than happy to pay. 

P.S. I wrote this article in a café in the beautiful town 
of Würzburg while waiting for my hopefully marvellously 
delicious breakfast which took unusually long to arrive. 
About an hour. My doppio (this is a double espresso, so 
nearly the size of a small coffee, but twice the caffeine, 
well, depending on the machine with which it has been 
prepared) took 40 minutes. Apparently, they roasted the 
beans themselves and waited for the hen to produce a re-
ally fresh egg… So, when my doppio finally arrived, and I 
had waited for another ten minutes, I really politely asked 
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if it would be possible just to have the croissant - no, not 
all the other stuff I ordered - to accompany the beverage, 
since - from my point of view - coffee and the rest of the 
breakfast form one rather inseparable entity, I was told I 
should have ordered that at the beginning, the waitress 
could not possibly have known that. 

So here comes a personal piece of advice: 

#1  Do not speed. They catch you and they are 
right to do so.

#2  Remember to order coffee and breakfast as 
one unit and tell the waiter/waitress you want  

               the coffee to accompany the breakfast. 
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This ring,
He gave it to me, you know,

It came as a surprise, 
On a day so right,

On a morning so white,
With clouds so blue,
Just at the right time.

I, a flower, opening up its petals, 
To the golden morning sun.

There it was,
There, in its greatness, 
A delicately cut metal,

With a beautifully designed pink symmetrical stone,
A literal piece of art, oozing radiation.

It's luminosity never ceases,
To synthesize my flowery heart.

Let me hold on to you,
Dear source of light, 

For you are,
A constant reminder of the moment, I said 

"YES, I WILL FOREVER BE YOURS", to infinity,
As the Heavens and Nature rallied around You and Me.

Around Us, 
To witness, our two-become-one. 

poetry

the ring
by Henry Lyonga
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Part 1
Day-in, Day-out

You are an African Woman.
Black, beautiful, Melanoid you are.
Your efforts are not inconspicuous.
You bleed red, black and blue blood.
Hands hard and wounded from tilling the EARTH.
A sower of seeds,
A can-do-it all type of woman.
Planting, harvesting, selling are areas you explore.
You make do with what mother nature bequeathed to you.
A true equal to her man.
A Queen in all her might and valor.
You are the mother of men and so much more.

ode to woman
by Henry Lyonga
painting designed by Freepik.com
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Part 2
A Gladiator

You remind me of a Gladiator, a rare breed, born to fight to the death.
He wants your head on a spike,
Your death,
 
Your heart on a silver platter.
He would feed you to the wolves in a heartbeat.
You knew it; it caused you heartache, insomnia, restlessness.

I never saw a woman wear grief so beautifully.
He blamed you for everything,
For your stillborn, 

The ghost you had become, 
His ineffectiveness,
The slave you had become to the back of his hand, for everything.
But you are HEAVEN on earth.

You are Heaven personified.
What more could he want? 

He had a taste of Heaven in you, 

He had you.
Your death… No, No…
You fled to the Mountains for refuge, 

For quiet, tranquility and peace.
Wore mourning garments, 

Fasted for forty days and forty nights, like Moses in the burning bush, 

Talked to God and the Angels,
Asked for absolution for the fruits of your labor, 

For yourself, 

For your Oppressor.
Re-emerged with an answer…
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Part 3
She Walked away

She sits on a piece of freshly-cut wood,
placed just in front of her clay hut,
gazing straight into the skies, with a Baby in her lap.
Tears of joy and satisfaction run down her face into the earth.
A seed is planted; a new dawn is born.
She is free.

Free.
Every fake smile worn to perfection is gone,
Without any pain left to be veiled,
Vanished like a thief in the night.
He vanished, too.
Every memory of him was erased the moment she gathered the courage and left his house.
She kept her dignity… at least for herself, she did.
As empty handed as she came, so did she go
Only this time, she had learned a dire lesson.
And she managed to run away with her smallest one, 
A girl.
Leaving behind three grown-up Sons, 

A husband,
a twenty-four year-long forced marriage.
Do not judge a woman born into a society that has no place for her.
They will burn her at the stake in a heart-beat if she dares to question tradition.
A tradition created by men, for men.
She is a mother of men.
She left her Sons behind.
They had become their Father.
They are their father’s sons.
She tried, she tried to bring them up differently … did she fail?
She bore them from her pudenda.
After hours and hours of bleeding and sweat and labor, they came out of her.
They grew inside her.
Every move, every emotion she felt.
She gave them her all,
Her life.
She carried them, only to end up with nothing.
Leg first and then some more legs, then legs again, and then a head.
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There, came a Queen, as she did to her mother and her mother’s mother before her.
A long lineage of women,
Strong, proud, smart, resourceful women.
Head-scarf wrapped into the heavens like a Crown, worn in pride.
She is a Queen, an African Woman.
She is my great-granny, my grand-mother, mother, sister, aunty,
Rare but real.
It is true, heavy is the head that carries a crown and the shoulder that carries a cross.
A Queen lost in the shadows of her King.

Part 4
Is she nothing but a Ghost?

She is a rose trapped by walls of thorns and left to die.
A ghost that lurks in the dark and in despair
Locked up in shadows of her husband.
Shadows of the men she herself bore and brought into existence.
In the shadows of men who took away her pride. 

They took away her Woman, her pudenda.
Is she nothing more?
Does she see a reflection when she looks into the mirror?
Did he beat you, mess with your head, your psyche, 
your purse, in an attempt to bend you to his whim?
Days and weeks and years of lashing to demoralize you,
The soft, pure, Virgin you were,
He took that away from you, your power, your Name, your identity.
He stole that away from you,
And made you into a voiceless, docile being.
He domesticated you, tamed you, so you won’t talk back at him.
You, you, Mother of Man.
You did what you could to survive.
It was either survival or death.
Death was not an option, not when you had so much to look forward to in life.
He could not break you, because he did not make you.
Growing older in grace and elegance, seeing your dreams come to fruition,
watching your Children give birth to Grand-children of their own,
Flesh of your flesh, 

Blood of your blood, 
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Passing down truth and legacy.
Dreaming big dreams kept you in survival mode.
His hands on your neck, forced intercourse, daily beatings, 
Broken ribs and jaw-bones, bruises and cuts, 
Stitched and covered up to prevent questions from outsiders looking in.
He defiled and reduced you to a punching-bag property, 
Something with a use value.

After all, he paid a BRIDE-PRICE, right? 

So, he owns you?

No, he does not.

Traditions be damned.
Do you remember where you come from, your Name?
The love rained down on you by your dear Parents,
Long, endless nights of story-telling and eating by the fire-side.
Voices of love and laughter, chattering into the dark of night.
Fire, smoke-dried meat, story-nights, laughter.
Running through the early morning grass on your way to school.
You loved going to school.
The first Woman in her family to set foot into a school arena.
How could you forget all those ”I want to be a something
when I grow up” lines?
The times Granny said „You can do anything, be anything you want “.
The times you stared God in the face and said “I want to have a voice”
A voice that will roar and bring change and men to their knees,
In respect of your woman.
Did you forget, did you really forget or did you subdue everything,
To keep him away from peeking behind the curtains of your power, your woman?
Did you forget about how much power is in you?
Did your becoming a part of him make you forget your woman?
Playing second fiddle to stay alive and survive the trenches, 
But you are no foot-stool mother,
you are woman, the mother of men.
You have a voice and it is valid and bona-fide.
You just forgot.
You forgot who you are, who you were before him.
A Woman so strong, so human, so delicate, a flower,
but you are not made of glass.
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Part 5
She remembers

Her beauty and womanly charms is all they see.
It is all they reduce her to.
But she is not just a woman.
She is a person, with her own dreams
She is something, she is everything and more.
She is a woman, the mother of God.
She gives life, she protects and nurtures.
Do not forget mother.
Rise, take back the reigns.
Ascend to your throne.
Let the wind blow through your beautiful nappy hair.
Put down your basket, your hoe, take a seat, bask in the sun.
May healing be you.
Mother, maker of men, you create genius out of hardship,
give love from the depth of your soul,
nurtured and cared for your offspring even when it meant death to your body and soul.
He took your NAME, your WOMAN, he took YOU.
He thought you were a ghost but he is wrong.
You are alive, you are present, you are here.
The course has been broken, shackles fallen to ashes.
Your voice can be heard.
I hear you, clearly.
Your crispy-clean sounding voice speaks straight to my heart
Yes, you are woman.
Mother of Men.
Assume your rightful place at the Mountain top, where you don’t have to apologize for 
the fire in your breath.
Let the power you are manifest for the world to see,
and let nature and Men alike bestow upon you a long overdue salutation.
Let them see you for the Goddess and Queen you are.
Day after day after day.
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Part 6
Granny’s Story-telling recipe

Set up three stones in a small triangular pattern.
Throw in some freshly-cut wood and dried corn leaves into the mix.
Light it up, then throw in some Coco yams. Roast them until their rough 
skin turns smooth, brown and rootless.
Cut them into pieces and eat them with warm palm oil, a pinch of salt 
and dried mololo or salted meat.
A taste of mother Africa, nature, your hard work.
Thank you Mother dearest. 
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daughter of a daughter
by Maria Messer

I’m a daughter
of a daughter, of a daughter who was all alone.

I’m a daughter
of a daughter that faced every defeat with a smile.

I’m a daughter born defective that never ceases to fight.

So if I ever have a daughter,
I will tell her that she is the daughter in a long line of daughters
who left their silent mark on history. 
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Awake 
Within a black void
Shrouded in silence
Sleep is eluding
Thought after thought 
Fear after fear 
Haunting in the darkness

Soul
Wandering around in sleepless night
Emptiness and undreamt secrets
Distant galaxies watching my step
Stars above the darkest skies
Hideous silhouette roaming the streets
No glimpse of light behind the mask
No hope inside the restless eye  

sunday night 
syndrome

by Brian C. Koch

poetrypoetry 25
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Literature is as free as a bird, as shy as a deer, 
Startled into flight whenever you come near.
Five attempts at definition have been made,
Under scrutiny they all must fade.

Literature is imaginative writing
And while it may be delighting
It is all fiction and no fact
But historiographies, in a courageous act,

Are freely mixing truth and fiction in one tale,
So that none can divide them without fail,
And a distinction once so clear,
Now very murky, does appear.

Literature is a distinctive use of language,
Giving educated people a distinct advantage,
But every parent has to say:
“An apple a day keeps the doctor away!”

Literature is self-referential,
That form mirrors content is essential,
But a simple road sign`s writing, warning about a muddy lane,
May already be splattered with dirt after a tiny bit of rain.

what is literature?
by Lena Jöst

poetry
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Literature is non-pragmatic,
After reading stuffed into the attic,
Never affecting our world, never touching what is real, 
But it touches what we feel!

Uncle Tom`s cabin shed a light upon the plight of slaves,
And shock ran through society in waves,
As readers were wondering what is wrong and what is right,
To take a stance, and to support a fight.

Literature is writing which is highly regarded,
A canon of timeless classics that cannot be discarded.
But as time changes new texts are added to the core,
Written by women, or people living far from the European shores.

Now here we are, fools for sure,
No wiser than we were before?
If an answer you still wish to find,
You must look within your own heart, your own mind. 

poetry
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notebook
by Jan Rölleke

poetry

It's been too long old friend,
I know.
But the sudden call of the rain
on the tall window panes
and the mourning wind
made me halt and think
of you once more.
And now again, I find you in my hands.
The tip of my pen
scratching your squared paper skin. 
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just passing
by Kristina Weissbecker

poetry

Drip drip drip
like a tap, turned off – not completely 
memory after memory
in my confused and spinning head.

Tic tic tic
time’s passing by and
I still can’t concentrate
Knock knock knock
Oh, no it’s not the door,
just my heart which finally,
slowly returns to its 
normal speed.

Pow pow pow
you shot me thrice, I 
lie and bleed
I’m speechless, lost for words
and just can say things like 
“Yeah” and “mmh”
Pop pop pop
one name keeps popping up
involuntarily; my subconscious
gets the better of me.

Drip drip drip
memory after memory
until they’ve been overused
and fade away and there is …
naught, naught, naught
as if nothing has ever been there. 
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two poems
by Kristina Weissbecker

poetry

Visions

thoughts are getting kind of crazy
imagining things that can’t be real
can’t see the contours, it’s all hazy
is it my fault it’s not ideal?

misty eyes are watching me and
I just can’t look back, I’m scared
Destiny’s looking upon me
another time I’ll be prepared

strong wish to reach for the stars
but obstacles lie in the way
feels like I’ll never see heaven
so, why even start to pray?

I Wish

I wish you could
I wish you would
I wish I were somebody else
Maybe I should
Maybe I could
Maybe you are the one who tells
the story which reveals the world
the story which contains the hope
Maybe I would
and if you should
I guess it’s time for me to end. 
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circe
by Christian Weiß

poetry

Take me out, across the river and the water and the drifting boughs,
which in all these years I had not dared plunge into for fear of cold, 
and take me out of these putrefying planks that those people before me 
had taught me to call home, and then help me cross the water, which I 
in ageing hours gazed at through the curtains and the glass and windows. 
Take me by the hand, but open the door first – this and then enter and 
take me by the hand and tear me from the tea upon the stove, then go 
and move these comfortable legs and bend them like some bamboo stems 
to further my momentum before the stove will cease to glow with radiating warmth. 
Pay no mind to the circling animals above, leave them to themselves to seek 
within the motion of their wings some sure continuation. They lost their beaks 
an age ago amid the heavy weather, yet they do that at times, come close to the ground 
(I saw them sink right from the window). Pay them no mind, they will turn back, seeing 
their discarded beaks there on the surface, mild and overgrown, green 
with comatose forgetting. Come on in now, traveler, this is a place of hearty meals. 
You carry all these things with you (pack and coat and sleeping bag) as if it were not rest 
you sought but more the need of it in lighted places and by the open road. 
Why do you stop there on the threshold swinging like a mistletoe
(what is it that you’re balancing)? Come on in, the plates steam with invitingness
(you’re agitating the piggies in the sty). Let me help you out of your embattled shoes,
I shall be stitching them tomorrow. See, there is a beak beneath your sole, no wonder
that you walked uneasily. Watch me hang your coat (and as it lingers on the hook, 
so you shall feel the comfort and convenience). What is it that you said? Go have a cup 
and let me pour the tea for you. I hope you’re not too warm with all these logs there 
on the fire. Yes, maybe, if you’re tired, lie down on the bed, you must have 
traveled quite a while, just by the look upon your face. Yes, go to bed, my wanderer, 
and I will wake you in an instant. One in which there is no past but only present. 
Oink, oink. And am I to clean up all this mess alone again? 
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The mirror casts a shape   time’s torrents
light and dark   terrify the travelers  
wrinkled valleys   speaking silence
weathered surface  windswept values
bushy earlobes                     houses fall
bones ascend   and houses rise
paling skin   proportions alter
baldness reigns   experience, 
bulging belly   burnt-down candles  
cautious senses   thoughts persist  
misty vision   voices quiver   
flabby cheeks   and voices stumble 
nervous hands   flowers bloom
eroding teeth    and flowers rot
tranquility.   It avails not
the mirror shakes  time avails not
the mirror breaks. 

by Christian Weiß

experiments in 
simultaneous poetry

I. Patience
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After the storm comes the silence; there is the silence of tongues
and that of hands; hands will shuffle through the dust, hands will
lie peacefully in laps; whatever knowledge there is, is that of dreams; 
dreams of perpetual aspirations; perpetually the wind shall blow,
blow like dreams of flattened wheat fields after summer storms gust 
through silent minds at night, where the stalks lie conquered 
and bent to the ground like angry tongues sticking to the palate in sleep 
and the only hope is that of silent aspirations. And after sleep comes vision
and the only sound heard will be the thin voice of a swallow cutting through 
the angry silence of angry tongues, to announce the mad winds of tomorrow, 
full of salt and full of dust, where tongues will fail this voice shall last 
amid the foolish noise of blowing gales. 

Wait!   Before you go       regard this letter  
it will ease the distancing         the being left behind 
  
without a reason                to close the wound 
like stitches     to seal the incident:

The poet Apollinaire once reveled for days after receiving a letter,
             Hemingway waited one hundred days for a permission, and got it.

    But you, you are forlorn now and only one, you 
    cannot grasp the reason of other folks’ words, ha-ha.

III. Resolution

II. Solace
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the swiss vacation
by Maike Baumgärtner

“A re you ready to order?” Elsa drank in the wait-
er’s beauty. The Swiss Adonis smiled at her. 
Not in a flirty way. He rather looked at her like 

you would at a dear grandmother. Well, that’s what she 
was. Not his grandmother, but a proud grandmother, still.  

“Ma’am?” 
The waiter got her out of her pondering. 
“Well, I will start with the profiteroles, then I’ll have 

a strawberry shortcake and for dessert I will go for the 
chocolate cake.”

“Just desserts?” The waiter grinned inquiringly at the 
smartly dressed lady. “Is that a philosophical thing? Like 
having dessert first, because you never know what’s going 
to happen?” 

“You could say so.”
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Four days earlier. Her hands were shaking as she slow-
ly drank a cup of herbal tea. Then she took three deep 
breaths. 

One. Two. Three.
By then, she had made a decision. She had always 

taught her daughter that happiness was a decision and she 
wasn’t going to give up that motto now. 

Determined, she put down the china cup and wiped 
away her tears. With a cotton kerchief, of course. No mat-
ter the circumstance, she would not lower herself to using 
a piece of paper on her face. She smiled at this ridiculous 
thought, then went to change into her smart navy suit and 
put on her pearls. 

As she left the house, she came with up with an idea. 
This situation called for a sugar rush. Before Elsa reached 
her daughter’s house, she pulled into the drive-through. 
“I’ll have two Danishes and two Ice Capps, please,”

“Mom, you can’t be serious. I’m sure there are other ways.”
“No, sweetie, there aren’t. I’m sure about this. But I 

would appreciate it if you could talk to the girls. Let them 
know gently and tell them there is no need to be upset.”

“No need? Mom!”
Elsa saw her daughter fight back tears. Melissa man-

aged, but barely. Elsa’s mouth twisted into a smile. Her 
daughter was a strong woman. It made her proud to see 
how she could hold her composure, just the way she had 
taught her. She reached over the table. The coffee and pas-
try were still untouched. 

Elsa gently squeezed her daughter’s cold hands. Melis-
sa had lines in her face, although that was always hard for 
Elsa to believe. How could her baby girl have wrinkles? 
To her relief, though, most of them were laugh lines. Elsa 
slowly exhaled. She hadn’t even noticed that she had been 
holding her breath. Her daughter was living a good life, 
thank goodness. She would never have to worry about that. 

The atmosphere was loaded, but Elsa kept smiling. 
“Liam, would you mind getting me another glass of 

wine?” 
Elsa smiled at her son-in-law. She couldn’t have set her 

daughter up with a nicer man.
“Mom, you know you shouldn’t—” Melissa stopped 

herself. Fiona and Lisa stared down at their plates. Lisa 
only looked up to peer into the crib that stood next to her. 
The latest member of the family, named after her great-
grandmother. Elsa beamed at her tiny namesake. 

Elsa took off her pearls, her Grandma Elsa’s pearls, and 
wrapped them in scented tissue paper. Before she could 
put them into the box in front of her, she stopped.

“Granma, can I help you make cookies?”
“Sure, princess.”
Elsa beamed at her, with a big gap in her teeth. Grand-

ma had told her not to cry when the other girls called her a 
pirate.

“It only means that you’re becoming a grown-up when 
you’re getting your big teeth. And gap or no gap, you’ll al-
ways look like a princess.”

Then she winked at the little girl and took little Elsa by 
the hand. She led her granddaughter into her bedroom. Elsa 
loved going into the bedroom, mostly because she was not 
allowed to play in here. Grandma had explained to her that 
the antique furniture in here was much too fragile to have 
her climbing on top of it. That’s why it seemed like a secret 
adventure to enter now. 

Hand in hand, they walked past the dark green curtains 
that grandma used instead of a door. Past the furniture that 
looked sturdy enough to support ten kids, as far as Elsa 
thought, and up to the dresser with the big mirror. Grandma 
Elsa lifted her on top of the dresser and then she opened her 
jewellery box. Little Elsa got very excited. She loved looking 
at treasure and maybe one day, she would go on a big ad-
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venture and find a treasure just like that. 
Then grandma Elsa took out her favorite piece and 

asked little Elsa to turn to the mirror. With a gentle stroke, 
she pulled the little girl’s dark curls to the side. Little Elsa 
felt a cool tingling on her neck where the pearls touched her 
skin. When she looked at her reflection, she saw a different 
girl. The skinny little pirate with a scratch on her knee was 
gone. She meet her grandma’s smiling eyes in the mirror.

“It’s always the next Elsa in the family who inherits the 
pearls,” Grandma Elsa said, and the little girl turned to hug 
her as tightly as her thin little arms could.

“What does inhenit mean?” little Elsa asked.
“Inherit, princess. Well, it means that when a person 

dies, somebody they love gets their things”
The little girl’s face lost all its colour and Grandma Elsa 

saw tears pooling up in her granddaughters big, blue eyes.
“Grandma, are you going to die?” she managed to say.
“No, princess, I’m fine. You’d get it eventually, but I want 

to give them to you now so I can I see my little princess wear 
them.”

That sounded sensible to her little ears. She was so re-
lieved that she flung herself into Grandma’s arms, inhaled 
Grandma’s lavender perfume and laughed.

She laughed again at this memory and then got a 
heavy, wooden chair to sit on, while she pulled the next 
box closer to her. It contained a small box of chocolates. 
Elsa wrapped her hand around it, then she closed her eyes.

Elsa looked up into the sky and tried to decide whether 
the clouds looked like sheep or like kittens. Maybe both, she 

decided and giggled.
“What’s so funny?” asked a dark voice next to her. She 

slightly turned her head and the handsome young man next 
to her immediately held a grape in front of her mouth. She 
laughed again as she accepted the sweet fruit.

“I’m just trying to decide what the clouds look like.”
“I love it when you do that.”
“Do what?”
But instead of an answer, strong warm hands pulled her 

up and she received a kiss as sweet as the blue grapes. She 
slid over the blanket to get as close to him as possible. Her 
naked feet tangled with Michael’s.

“Would you like to eat some more? How about a des-
sert?” Michael asked.

Elsa peered into the picnic basket. The cookies were gone 
and so were most of the grapes. All that was left was the 
skeleton of the vines.

“I think we finished all of it.”
“Are you sure?”
Elsa’s brows furrowed. She stuck her long hair behind her 

ears so she could look into the basket. The only thing left 
untouched was a small tin box. The little birds on the lid 
seemed to smile at her. When her mouth watered in antici-
pation of candy, she opened the lid. She stopped, then looked 
up at Michael. His usually confident smile was as nervous 
as she had ever seen it. 

Elsa reached out to the back of his head and stroked his 
short, blonde hair. She pulled him close enough so their fore-
heads were touching. They stayed silent for a moment, then 
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Michael slowly pulled back. He gazed into her eyes, then 
fished a gold band out of the truffles and slid it onto her fair 
hand.  

Elsa wiped her pooling eyes and closed the lid. To her 
knowledge, this was the only proposal that had happened 
in complete silence. But that was her and Michael. One 
look had always been enough for them.

Their Melissa resembled him so much. They had the 
same dark brown eyes and the same silent happiness that 
surrounded her like a warm blanket. She would be happy 
to keep the ring her dad had picked.

The gates creaked as Elsa pushed them open with her hips. 
The gloved hands were busy balancing several beautiful 
bouquets. Her breath formed little clouds in front of her 
mouth, as she hummed while she walked through the 
long, grey, rows.

“Hello, darling,” she said, neatly arranging the first 
bouquet on the grave. She sang to herself and unwrapped 
the second bundle of flowers, all yellow and orange. “Baby, 
baby, can’t you hear my heartbeat.” Next came a bouquet 
of daisies. Didn’t they always look so fresh and cheerful? 
“When you move up closer to mee-hee, I get a feeling – o 
weee.” Sunflowers, tulips and roses and daisies covered the 
grave like a colourful island bit by bit. “Can’t you hear the 
pounding of my heartbeat.” Sighing, Elsa got off her feet, 
wiped away the dust on her knees and admired her work. 
“Cause you’re the one I loooove,” she finished her song 
and read the cursive letters that marked Michael’s resting 
place. She smiled at the headstone as if it had answered her 
song, then she turned back towards the gates. There were 
plenty of things to do before Switzerland.

The silence at the coffee table was the loudest Elsa had ever 
heard. She smiled faintly at her two oldest friends. It was 
very unusual for those two chatterboxes to drift into awk-
ward silence. 

“Dixie, would you like another slice of cherry pie?” 
Her stunned friend looked up. Dixie picked up her 

plate with shaking hands. 
“Sure, thanks.”
 She was a good one to pick to talk to first after drop-

ping the bomb. The third lady in their group would need 
longer to recover. Betsie was a silver-haired cougar and 
the only woman Elsa knew who had gotten plastic sur-
gery done after her eightieth birthday. But Elsa knew deep 
down that Betsie was too fragile to handle any situation 
tougher than a broken fingernail. 

“When will you depart?” Dixie asked, while her claw-
like fingers choked Elsa’s finest bone china. “To Switzer-
land, I mean.”

 Elsa smiled at her courageous friend. 
“My flight is in three days. And then I will stay in Swit-

zerland for another two days.” 
“Why the rush?” Betsie had finally recovered enough 

to join in the conversation, but her voice was quiet and 
husky when she did. 

“Well, I knew for a few weeks now and there is very 
little time left before it becomes unpractical.” 

“Because of the snow, you mean,” said Dixie, before 
Betsie had a chance to answer. 

“Of course,” Elsa answered, with a nervous glance to 
Betsie. 

Dixie plastered on a smile and took a big bite of Elsa’s 
famous pie. It was delicious, as always. Somehow, that 
made her eyes water even more than when she had heard 
of Elsa’s journey. She swallowed hard. 

“Make sure you see the mountains. They are spectacu-
lar.”

“I will. In fact, I booked the hotel with the best view of 
the mountains. Apparently, it is also right next to a famous 
restaurant.” 

The afternoon passed away and Dixie and Betsie stood 
up to get their purses. The table looked just the way Elsa 
liked it best: the crumbs that were sprinkled on the plates 

fiction
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were the only evidence of her pie’s success. 
“Alright then.” Betsie hugged her hard. “Have a good 

journey.”
She pulled back, but held on to Elsa’s hands. “Thanks.”
Betsie opened her mouth, but the words wouldn’t 

come.
“Me, too,” Elsa said, ending her friend’s suffering.
Betsie took a deep breath and turned around. She 

walked to her car without looking back, but Elsa saw her 
shoulders moving. During this exchange, Dixie had stayed 
behind, looking at her with a sober face.

“Now that we’re alone-” 
Elsa didn’t let her finish. “Now that we’re alone it is 

time I gave something to you.”
“You don’t need to give me anything.”
“I want to. Here you go. It is all yours.”
Dumbfounded, Dixie looked down on the piece of pa-

per Elsa had handed her as if it was the Holy Grail. Then 
she read Elsa’s neat handwriting and realized that it really 
was much more than that, at least to her friend.

“Your secret cherry pie recipe!”
“Now off you go, before it gets too dark to drive.”
After a long hug, Elsa gave Dixie a gentle push into the 

general direction of her car. She was too stunned to say 
anything, so she got into her car, blew her oldest friend a 
kiss and drove away.

Elsa hated bureaucracy, so she left Smith & Grund-
ing’s as fast as she could. She disliked the clinical atmos-
phere and the boredom that seemed to drip out of the 
lawyer’s pores as she made some hard decisions. Soon, 
she would be in Switzerland. So why should she hang on 
to the house any longer? The girls did not know it yet, but 
their grandmother had just given them a house. Whether 
they wanted to live in it or use it to pay for tuition, a car or 
whatever else they needed, Elsa did not mind. They could 
put it to good use and she – she did not have to worry 
about it anymore. This thought made her steps lighter. It 
felt like a huge weight off her chest. She would take some 

cash and a small suitcase and board the plane to Switzer-
land.

Four days later. Elsa felt like bursting, but she still kept 
working on the last bits of chocolate cake on her plate. 
With surgical precision, she scraped off every forkful of 
the rich mousse and the sweet chocolate base off her plate. 
Everything was perfect. She savoured the very last bite in 
her mouth. Then she got out her purse, snapped it open 
and looked for the right bills. Foreign money had always 
confused her. She smiled, turned it upside down and let all 
the bills and coins she had rattle onto the table. 

“Are you ready?”
The nurse gave her a last moment to rethink her situ-

ation. That was the normal procedure, she had been told. 
Even after the doctor’s approval and she had signed the pa-
pers. Many people changed their minds the last moment 
and let nature take its course. Well, she would not wait 
until she did not have a mind of her own. What would 
await her was much too messy and she would not allow it. 
She did think about it, if only to be polite to the young lady 
who helped her on her way.

“Yes, absolutely,” she said with a polite smile.
Elsa closed her eyes and zoned out.
Grandma’s perfume. Dad and his reading out fairy tales. 

Baking Christmas cookies with mom. The spa weekend with 
Dixie and Betsie. Chocolate. The family vacation in BC. 
The first snow of the year. The wedding. Cream dress and 
Grandma’s pearls. Melissa’s first birthday. Dixie and Betsie 
at the coffee table. Melissa’s birth Melissa’s wedding Fiona’s 
birth Lisa’s birth Fiona’s wedding little Elsa’s birth the first 
little smile first days at school so proud piano recital finger 
paint family dinner- Michael. Michael waiting.

Smiling, Elsa allowed herself to sleep. 

fiction
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memoirs of someone  
prepared to move on

him down the hill, until he passed from view.
Later that day, through the sobbing cries of my mother, 

I learned my grandma had passed away.

I remember what my life was like before I had made death's 
acquaintance, even if it feels like a lifetime ago, which it is.

I did not yet understand his meaning, nor did I really 
comprehend the pain and grieving of those around me 
who had experienced his influence in their lives. I'm not 
sure if I ever truly will. The way I see it now is different 
from everybody else's.

In the beginning, I think, people have a kind of inno-
cent view of life and death, but after they first encounter 
him in their lives, it changes. It becomes darker somehow. 
He just seems to have that effect on them.

Back then I tried not to think about him, hoping he 
would never come to me or any of the people I cared 
about, dreaming that this was really the truth.

Of course I was scared, too. In the dark hours of the 
night his image found me, for deep down we all know 
what he looks like, we always have and always will, even 
if we cannot conjure it before our inner eye. We know it 
because we remember.

The second time I met him he came much sooner than I 
would have thought. One morning, about two years af-
ter my grandmother's death, my little sister unexpectedly 
died in her sleep. Peacefully, as they say.

My mother had told me to wait in our kitchen (what a 

I first met death in the kitchen of my grandmother's 
cottage, which was set on a small hill somewhere on 
the southern coast, where I was spending the summer 

holidays with my family. It was a beautiful, blue-skied day 
and a soft breeze was swaying the curtains on the open 
windows and the door back and forth, back and forth. 

I was sitting at the oaken table, reading some old mag-
azine I had found in the attic, when he came walking up 
the garden path and stepped through the door.

I instantly knew who he was, there was no doubting it. 
There was a certain kind of aura surrounding him, which 
left no room in your mind for other conclusions. His 
whole appearance, his entire being said: I am death.

He stopped, astonished perhaps to find me there. Find 
me there staring at him. I noticed his black cloak did not 
seem to follow the curtains' movements. Additionally, the 
sunlight did not reflect off it, making it look a darker color 
than it probably was. He seemed out of place, from a dif-
ferent world and not affected by this one.

I know he looked at me, although below his hood I 
could not see his face, but he did not say a word, then 
walked past me into the corridor and up the stairs. I did 
not follow.

I remained in my chair, petrified but not frightened, 
counting the seconds on the old clock in the corner of the 
room.

After what felt like an eternity (I had miscounted sev-
eral times), I heard him shuffling back down the stairs, 
past my chair and out into the garden. My eyes followed 

by Jan Rölleke



BLANK.  9 | 2016

41fiction

strange coincidence, now that I think about it) and there I 
was, sitting on the counter, dressed in my school clothes, 
dangling my legs, waiting.

Curiously, I wasn't waiting for my mother to return. I 
was waiting for death. I knew he would come. It was only 
logical to me.

As I was waiting, I watched the world outside through 
the fogged window. All through the night, the first snow-
fall of the coming winter had blanketed a thick layer of 
soft, wet whiteness over the world. As expected, I soon 
saw the familiar black figure appear, cross the street, 
open the front gate to our property and walk towards the 
house. I slid off the counter, snuck into the corridor, care-
ful not to alert my parents, opened the front door and 
there he was.

“You?,” he exclaimed, taken-aback. His voice was soft 
and soothing, almost melodic, which came as a surprise 
to me. I opened my mouth, but could not formulate an 
answer.

“Who are you?”
I told him my name.
“No. I mean who are you? Why can you see me?”
I was confused. “...What do you mean by that?”
He looked at me. Angrily, I thought.
“I’m sorry but is it… wrong to see you?”
“No... Just... Anyway, please let me pass, I have work to 

do and I'm already late.”
He pushed past me and hurried off into my sister's 

room.

I looked outside. There were no footsteps in the snow 
and his coat had been completely dry.

After that day I did not meet death in person again for 
several years. I only saw him a few times from a distance: 
Sometimes on my way to school, later to college and to my 
workplace. At times, on the other side of the street, hur-
rying through the crowds. Sometimes on television, when 
they were reporting about accidents or disasters. One time 
when our next door neighbor, an old lady, died after fall-
ing down the stairs to her basement. I didn't know if he 
took notice of me on any of these occasions. If he did, he 
did not let it show.

However, the day I was to really get to know him 
should eventually arrive.

When it came, I was working in a big office in the city and 
had just bought my first own house in the suburbs.

It was a nasty, stormy day, the wind was driving the 
rain against my windows and I was awaiting a friend from 
work, who had been terribly sick for a couple of months 
and whom I had invited over for coffee.

I had just finished setting the table when my doorbell 
rang. I tore open the door, expecting to see my friend, but 
it wasn't him. Instead death was waiting on my doorstep, 
his coat dry and undisturbed in the rain.

After a short moment of silence I said, startled: “There 
is nobody here, just me.” I thought he had come to take 
someone.
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“I know.”
Suddenly I understood. I felt my knees weaken and my 

stomach cramp.
“Oh,” I mumbled, “is it...is it my turn?”
He made a dismissive gesture and almost cut me off: 

“No, no. I just came to tell you... Well... Your friend won't 
be able to make it.”

Oddly enough, I wasn't shocked by his words. I think I 
had known somehow.

“Uhm, thanks for telling me I guess. …Why did you 
come to tell me? Someone else would have done it.”

“He asked me to tell his friend he wouldn't make it. 
Normally I'm not responsible for the whole last wish 
thing, but when he told me your name, I remembered. The 
boy who could see.”

I was honestly surprised. Maybe he had noticed me all 
those years.

Timidly I told him that I had prepared tea and cake, 
which were waiting on the table and asked if he wanted to 
come inside.

For a moment, he seemed conflicted but then he 
looked at me and hesitantly said: “I don't eat. But I sup-
pose I will have that cup of tea. I have no more work today, 
what a rare thing that is.”

We sat down at the table in my living room and I poured 
him a cup of black tea. For a while, we just took sip after 
sip in silence, but then I suddenly could wait no longer. 
I had to ask him. “Do you remember the first thing you 
asked me when we met on the day my sister died?”

He nodded.
“Have you found out who I am, why I'm able to see 

you and no one else can? As far as I can tell, I'm just a 
standard, run-of-the-mill human being. Nothing special, 
no superpowers.”

He looked up at me. “I have not discovered this secret, 
although I have given it a substantial amount of thought. 
Actually I was hoping you would have maybe found an 

answer.” He paused and I felt like he was smiling under the 
blackness of his cloak.

“Ah, the wonders of this world,” he whispered, staring 
into the distance, “No matter how long you walk its sur-
face, a lifetime or an eternity, there are always new myster-
ies to uncover.”

I thought about this in silence for some time, while he 
poured himself another cup.

“You really are... immortal?” I asked. “What's that like? 
That’s a long, long time, don't you get... tired or some-
thing?”

He put down the teapot and explained. “The rules of 
time do not apply to me. I do my work as I have always 
done and will always do.”

I cut a slice of cake, put it on my plate and continued. 
“But every moment of every day so many people die. How 
can you be there with every single one of them? How do 
you find the time?”

“As I said, I do not abide by her rules. She had to make 
an exception in order for me to be able to do my job. The 
whole concept of time does not apply to me. I am literally 
out of time, outside of time. I don't think humans can un-
derstand what that really means.”

He was right, I couldn't. I still can't.
I asked him what exactly his job was, what the purpose 

of death was.
He sighed, took his time responding, then carefully ex-

plained. “I am the one who knows the path. I take people 
back and forth. In a way you are all hitchhikers to me.” 
This seemed to amuse him.

“So what comes after life? Is there more after we die?”
For a split second he froze. “I'm sorry, but I'm just the 

ferryman, if you will. My contract does not allow me to 
talk about the destination.”

“Wait, if you have a contract, there must be someone 
you're working for,” I exclaimed.

“No comment,” he answered angrily (although this 
time I was sure he was smiling), “Enough of this!” There 
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was finality in his voice and I did not ask further ques-
tions.

For the rest of the afternoon, we talked about trivial 
things while he drank from his cup and I ate more cake 
than what was good for me, until he politely announced 
the need for his departure, thanking me for the tea, and 
got up from his chair.

I accompanied him to the door and bade him farewell, 
but just as he was about to turn onto the sidewalk I called 
out. “Hey, one last thing. You said you take people back 
and forth, what did you mean by that?”

He stopped, turned around and shrugged.
“Well, if somebody has to pick you guys back up from 

this world, someone has to take you here in the first place, 
don't you think?”

 
After that day we met more regularly. If he had work in 
my area of the country, he would pay me visits. We would 
stop and talk for a while when we came across each other 
in the streets. I like to think we became good friends. He 
even came to congratulate me on my wedding day and 
my children's birthdays. Other, more personal occasions 
were the deaths of my parents, my brother and friends. 
The older I got, the more often I saw him. But that’s just 
how things go.

When I last saw him, my wife died. It had been clear for 
several weeks beforehand that her journey here on earth 
was coming to an end, so I had had time to prepare for her 
death, but when he suddenly knocked on our door one 
day, it was still very unexpected. 

I opened, involuntarily surprised to see him. We 
looked at each other in silence. He was the first to talk. “I 
am sorry for your loss,” he said.

I swallowed: “Yah... uhm… thanks.” I had to clear my 
throat.

He pointed in the direction of our bedroom.
“Is she in there?”

I nodded.
“Please give me a moment alone with her.”
I nodded again, watched as he entered the room and 

closed the door behind him.
After a few minutes he returned.
“She is gone now,” he told me. “I'm really sorry but I 

must get going, too. I have a lot to do today. I cannot stay 
to talk.”

I told him not to worry and held the door open for 
him. However, before stepping outside, he looked at me 
one final time.

“Listen… next time we meet, it will be the last.”
I stared at him. Often, I had wondered when that day 

would come.
“How much time do I have?”
“Oh, I'm not telling you. Enjoy the rest of your life. You 

will know when the time comes.”
He smiled and added: “I really enjoyed our meetings. 

It was nice to have someone to talk to.” And with that he 
turned around and left.

So here I am now, a couple of years later. The moment of 
my departure from this world is near. I can feel it in my 
bones. Soon he will knock on my door once again and I 
will take my old friend's hand to make the journey to... 
where?

I was never able to find out where he is taking us, al-
though I tried a few more times during my lifetime to get 
him to talk. He would not tell. He did not even drop the 
smallest hint.

I guess some people call it heaven. Some call it nirvana. 
Some just the great nothing.

Whichever it is, I will find out shortly.
I am ready to go, not afraid any more, like I once was 

as a child. A lifetime ago.
I sit calmly and wait for death, here at my kitchen 

table. 
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prison
by Victoria Koberstein

T hey had me tied to the bed. A white belt around 
my waist, my ankles and my arms. I couldn't move 
anything but my head. I tried to move my torso 

but no way.
“You need to calm down now!”
Oh well, do I really? 
“You need to stop telling me what I need to do!”

“What do you want for breakfast, my love?” he asked the 
way he did every Saturday morning. Like we were a mar-
ried couple. Just a normal, happy, married couple. 

“Just cereal.” I said. 
“You need to eat something besides cereal, love. How 

about fruit salad and some juice?” 
Trying to make it sound like a suggestion. It wasn't a 

suggestion. It wasn't even a question in the first place. He 
wanted me to have fruit salad so that's what I'd have. Don't 
ask me then. 

“I don't want medication!” I yelled. 
“It's not up to you.“ the doctor said, holding the needle 

that was about to touch my skin. 
“Who is it up to then? It's my body!” 
It hurt for only a second, a tiny little second. She in-

jected tranquilizer into my blood. 
“It's my blood, my body, my decision!”
“As soon as you endanger others it's not your decision 

anymore.”
“I'm not endangering anyone!”
“You pushed one of the nurses down the stairway 

about 5 minutes ago.”
“'Cause she was a little bitch!”

“I wanna see Silver Linings this weekend.” I said. He 
looked up from his newspaper and put his croissant down. 

“What?”
“I wanna go to the movies.”
“What movie?”
“Silver Linings.”
“What's it about?”
“Two mental people who fall in love.”
“Like you and me basically.” He paused. “Except we're 

not mental.”
No, except we're not in love, I thought. 

“Why do you think we had to do this to you?” the psy-
chologist asked me. He sat next to the bed I was tied to and 
to my surprise he wore his everyday clothes. Not a white 
coat like you’d imagine in a hospital. 

I know they don't want you to feel like they're a doc-
tor. But I'm not stupid. I know they studied this and now 
they're studying me. 

“Look” I said “This is not gonna work. I don't need 
therapy and I'm not endangering anyone. I just had a mo-
ment, you know, like everyone has their moments.”

“So do you think that what happened in this moment 
was just a normal reaction? Something someone else 
would've done, too?”

“Yes.” I said.

After sex he'd always turn his back towards me. Every sin-
gle time. Just not give me another glance.

I tried to be the big spoon once, tucked myself in right 
behind him and put my arm around his waist. I wanted to 
try being normal. Only one normal thing in our messed 
up relationship. 
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“You're kind of sweaty.” he said. 
I know what he meant was You're kind of disgusting.
He took my arm and pushed it away. I don't know if he 

meant to push as hard but he flipped me over and my body 
was turned towards the ceiling again. 

No, you're kind of disgusting, I thought. You don't like 
being touched by me? 

Well, same here, I don't like being touched by you at 
all. I never liked it. I hate your hands on me. Whenever 
you want it. You never asked - not once - if I want it. You 
just assumed I would be up for it. Would be game. So, no. 
I'm not the disgusting one. You are. 

“So how long have you and your husband been married?” 
he asked, sitting down right next to me. 

“6 years.” 
He wrote down a 6. 
“6 long ass years.” I said, pointing at his notepad. “You 

can add that.”
“And how long have you known him for?”
“6 years.”
“Oh, so you didn't know him much before you mar-

ried?”
“I didn't know him at all.”
“Why did you marry him then?”
“Listen, I'm not here to talk about my marriage.” 
“Well, I'm here to talk to you about it. And as you can 

see”, he said, pointing at my bonds, “there's not much you 
can do about that. The sooner you talk to me, the sooner 
I can help you.”

He sat there reading his newspaper in silence. I ate my 
fruit salad. I cut all the fruit myself this morning. Would've 

much rather just poured some Kellogg's and some milk 
into a bowl and gone back to bed but he made me do it. 
He didn't tell me to, his eyes and body language made me 
do it myself.

He'd never raise his voice. He always talked to me 
like he had the kindest heart but God knows he doesn't. 
I know. 

He poured himself another cup and some of the coffee 
splashed onto the white table cloth that I had just washed 
the day before. I bought a special spray to get all the food 
stains out. And there they were again. 

“Are you serious?” I asked. He looked up. 
“What, sweetheart?”
“I just washed this!”
“The tablecloth?”
“Yes, it's been on the table for what? Couple of hours? 

And you manage to spill all your… shit on it again.” For 
Christ’s sake. 

I stood up to get some paper towels when I saw him 
taking the coffee jug. 

He poured it all over the table. All the coffee that was 
in there. It spread out within seconds, the liquid shot over 
the edge of the table like a waterfall and landed on the 
white carpet underneath it.

Then he got up and left. 
I spent two hours trying to clean everything up. And I 

cried all the way through. 

“How would you describe the relationship between you 
and your husband using no more than 3 words?” he asked 
me. 

“What is this? A fucking game show?”
“Do you think cursing will get us any further in this 
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conversation?”
“Oh, screw you.”
“Okay. I know I’m not supposed to tell you this but let 

me be honest with you. It seems like you want me to go 
and leave you in here for the amount of time it takes till 
court has decided on how to deal with your case without 
psychological evaluation. If that's what you want, that's 
absolutely fine by me.”

He got up. 
“No. No, that's not what I want. I just... I really don't 

want to talk about my marriage.”
“And why is that? That's what I want to find out.”
“Because it's been six horrible years.”
He sat back down. 
“What did he do to you?”

What did he do to me? What did we do to each other? 
What will we do? 

I had to bring the carpet to a cleaner, there was no way 
to get all of the coffee stains out sitting there rubbing for 
hours and hours. I tried. 

I picked it up three days later, put it on the floor under-
neath the table and it shined brighter than ever. The way 
this little white carpet shined, clean and white and inno-
cent, made me angry. I looked at it and it reminded me of 
my wedding dress - just as clean and white and innocent. 

Unlike me. A dirty, guilty little girl that thought mar-
riage is going to get her a better life. A girl that had to do 
things for money she didn't want to do just so she could 
buy food and have a place to sleep. 

Marriage will solve all my problems, I thought. And 
it did for a while. I put the dress on and looked clean and 
white and innocent for the first time in my life. 

I didn't know he would treat me like the prostitute I 
was before. I thought the fact that we married would've 
changed the situation. Changed the relationship between 
us. Changed the game. 

He still used me whenever he wanted and then told me 
I was “sweaty”. He controlled me because he was the one 
who got me off the streets. The one who helped me escape 

from my misery. He's the one in charge now. Because I 
owe everything to him. 

He acted like he was the good and loving husband I 
thought I had married only in front of other people. Never 
in front of me. Most of the time he'd just act like someone 
I never wanted to be with. 

“I don't need to explain myself to you.” I said. 
“Well, if you don't want to, you know what's going to 

happen to you?”
I looked at him. 
“You'll go to prison, young lady. You'll be charged for 

assault and battery, if not worse. You'll be in prison for 
quite a while, I can tell you that much. So what we're do-
ing here is giving you a chance. We want to talk to you 
first, understand your motives, your situation. We want to 
understand why you did what you did.”

He paused and looked me in the eyes, trying to check 
for my reaction. 

“You don't have to go to prison if you tell me what hap-
pened. I'm sure you won't have to.”

“You're sure I'm a psychopath, right?”
I thought he might shake his head 'no' but he didn't. 
“Oh well, I'll get locked away anyway.” 

He came home and expected dinner to be ready. It wasn't 
quite ready yet, though. I was too busy thinking about 
how I shouldn't have married him but rather stayed out 
there on the streets, selling my body for money. 

He sat down on his chair like a little kid that mommy 
had just called to come to the table. 

“It'll take another minute.” I said. He rolled his eyes be-
hind my back. I could tell. You had one job, he probably 
thought, and that was getting food ready till your husband 
comes home. 

“I picked up the carpet from the cleaner today.” I said, 
stirring the pasta in the boiling water one last time. 

“So?”
I turned around to look at him. 
“It was 86$. 90 actually, ‘cause I tipped him.” I said.
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“What are you trying to say?”
“I used my money to pay for it.”
“And?”
“And you were the one who got it dirty.”
“Are you actually asking me to give you the money 

back right now? Are you serious?”
He stood up.
“Are you fucking serious?”
I never heard him swear before. I was shocked. Most 

of all I was scared. 
“I asked you a question!”
I was too frightened to reply.
“After all the things I did for you you're asking me to 

give you money for a damn carpet?”
I cleaned my throat. 
“After what?” I asked, my voice shaking. “What did 

you do for me? You think what you did six years ago can 
still be used as your excuse today? You think putting me 
in this prison we call marriage is going to make me your 
servant for the rest of your life?” 

He smiled all of a sudden. He stood right in front of 
me, stroked my cheek and came close to my face, as if he 
was about to kiss me. 

“Yes, honey, I do. Because without me you'd still be the 
whore you were when I first met you.”

I turned around, took the boiling pot of pasta and 
emptied it in his face. Spilled it all over him. The way he 
spilled the coffee on the table. Emptied it all. Everything. 

It took quite a while before he started screaming. He 
screamed the way women scream while giving birth. 
Loud, uncontrolled, full of pain. Like animals. There was 
nothing human about him anymore. 

“Actually, there's never been anything human about him 
anyway.”

The psychologist looked at me. I think he didn't know 
what to say. 

“So?” I asked. “What do you think? Prison or psycho-
path?” 
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the lost boys
by Daniel Krooß

Part I 
Mother 

“I will not lose another child,” she thought in 
a sudden moment of utmost panic reserved 
to those who are destined to die. And as the 
shock paralyzed her every bone, she felt her-

self living through it all again. Her own life. The lives she 
had touched and those that had touched hers.

Two is the beginning of the end.
She knew. She had always known. She had been born 

into a war and was sure now that she would die in another 
one. She saw herself at the age of five, staring at her fa-
ther's corpse lying on the kitchen floor, covered in blood. 
She could hear her mother's distant screaming and feel the 
soldiers' hands as they dragged her away. She remembered 
the time at the camp and the men that did unspeakable 
things to her. She felt her mother getting weaker and re-
membered kissing her goodbye. She felt the exhaustion as 
she ran away. She felt the ever present loneliness and the 
seemingly never ending walk to an unknown place.

She saw herself entering a city of joy, a young man lift-
ing her into the air, exclaiming that the war was over. She 
saw herself crying, feeling herself afraid to confront the 
unknown, without a family or a friend, let alone a place 
to live.

She felt the strangeness of that tiny room in the tiny 
house she would soon call home, felt herself unable to 
speak as she sat with her new family. She could feel her 
muscles forming a smile, the pure joy over a single piece 
of bread. She remembered the guilt as she first felt love for 
her new parents.

She remembered sitting through school and growing 

tired. The endless lessons about the war, things she didn't 
want to hear about and simply wanted to forget.

She remembered making friends and her first kiss. She 
saw herself at her first day working at the hospital, inse-
cure and still so young. She remembered meeting the love 
of her life and the first time she'd slept with him. She re-
membered the fear of losing her sanity as her mind strug-
gled to accept an unknown inner peace. She remembered 
being happy.

She remembered the wedding and the birth of her first 
boy. She saw the siblings playing in the garden, laughing. 
She could still see the strength in her husband's eyes and 
remembered herself wishing that nothing would ever take 
that moment away from her.

She could feel the darkness creep closer. Her pound-
ing heart as the rumors grew louder. She remembered the 
day the first bombs were dropped and the dreadful silence 
that followed. She felt the pain of seeing her husband and 
sons leave, saw herself crying as her daughters followed to 
the front. She remembered the despair as she sat with her 
youngest child, an eight year old boy, listening to the news 
and feeling helpless, trapped in a country destroying itself 
in a world that didn't care. As the shooting grew louder 
she felt herself drawn back.

In one last moment of clarity she opened the trapdoor 
and shoved her son down the attic.

“You stay here! No matter what happens, you stay calm 
and stay here!”

“Don't leave!” the boy cried out.
“I'll come back for you. I promise.”
The boy saw his mother rushing up the stairs. He felt 

the unbearable darkness crushing him as the door fell 
shut. He heard the thundering steps above and felt an un-
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through. As a matter of fact, we all do. We are here because 
we want to help you. You are among the Lost Boys. You're 
one of us now. We're family.”

He handed him a plastic bottle of water.
“Drink.” He said. Without a moment of hesitation, the 

boy grabbed the bottle and finished it without putting it 
down.

“Bring him some bread,” the man ordered and one of 
the boys immediately obeyed.

“Well, you are probably wondering who we are and 
what we want from you,” he said as he handed him the 
bread. “Just eat. Don't worry about it.” The boy did as he 
was told.

“Truth to be told. We ask nothing of you. We've all 
lost something and so have you. And we want it back. ” 
He turned to the boy on his left. “Get him more. The boy 
probably hasn't eaten in days. And get more water, too.” 
The boy nodded and opened his bag. He took out another 
leaf of bread and a bottle of water and handed it to him.

“Why don't we begin by you telling us your name?”, 
the man said. “And think carefully about your answer. It 
doesn't matter who you were, but who you want to be-
come.”

“I'm Pac!” said the boy that had found him in the attic. 
And for the first time the boy spoke.
“Why would I want to be someone else?” he asked. The 

man stood in silence for a moment and looked around his 
soldiers. Then he burst out laughing and the boys imme-
diately joined in.

“Why would you want to be someone else? Well why 
wouldn't you? Here is your chance to leave this hell and 
start fighting for a brighter future!”

“I don't understand,” the boy said. “What can I do? I'm 

known fear taking ahold of him as the tears started flow-
ing. He felt himself wetting his pants and unable to move, 
his mother's screaming filling the room around him. And 
suddenly, there was silence.

Part II
The Boy

Day 1

They took her three days ago.
The boy startled as the trapdoor opened and the attic 

was flooded with light.
“Mother?” he whispered.
“There is someone in here!” he heard a voice shouting 

above him. His eyes tried to make out the gloomy figure 
approaching him. He panicked.

“Don't hurt me!” he tried to shout, but his words got 
stuck in his dry throat. He closed his eyes.

“Please don't hurt me...” 
When he opened his eyes again he saw the bright smile 

of a boy not much older than him staring right into his 
dusty face. 

“Hey there,” the boy said. “Who do we have here?”

He gulped. The boy sat in his own living room and looked 
at the group of heavily armed boys staring at him. There 
were a dozen of them, standing in line like an army. The 
place felt strange. Abandoned. A man entered the room 
and gently patted the shoulder of the boy that had found 
him. 

“Hello,” he said. 
The boy said nothing.
“No need to be shy, son. I know what you've been 
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just a child. I have no family, no friends. They're all gone. 
But mother will come back for me. She promised.”

The man nodded.
“You really think that, don't you?”
The boy shrugged. Of course he did. His mother had 

never broken a promise and she was the strongest person 
he knew.

“Well let me tell you something. Your mother is not 
coming back. Neither is Pac's! Doc's! Maddy's! They won't 
let them. They are all locked up, waiting to be freed. But I 
know where they are and I will help you to save them! You 
come with us and we'll take back what's ours!”

The boy sighed. How could he know that the man was 
telling the truth? He was sure that his mother wouldn't lie 
to him, but he also knew that these were difficult times. The 
adults had been nervous for months now and he hadn't 
seen his father and his siblings in weeks. And he wasn't 
really sure that they would ever come back. Whenever he 
had asked mother about them, she would just change the 
topic. He knew that he was too young to understand all of 
the things that had changed in the last months, but he had 
noticed that mother was worried. He knew she was afraid 
of something. She couldn't hide it.

The man just stood there, patiently.
“I'm Tinker,” he said and offered the boy a hand. The 

boy hesitated. Was the man really telling the truth?
“Your mother is not coming back, son. She needs you 

now.”
'I need to find her,' he thought. Sure she'd told him to 

stay, but if mother was in danger, he had to help her. Un-
sure, the boy grabbed Tinker's hand.

The boys cheered.
“Boys!” Tinker said. “Let me introduce you to-” He 

looked at the boy in anticipation. Shyly, the boy smiled.
“Leo.”
“I'm sorry, what was that? Did you hear anything 

boys?”
“No!” they shouted.
“No!” Tinker agreed.
“I'm Leo!” the boy yelled.

Day 3

“Have you ever held a gun?” Pac asked. Leo shook his 
head. 

“I figured,” he said and smiled. “Don't worry. It's the 
easiest thing in the world!” He handed Leo the small 
handgun. Leo took it.

“I didn't expect it to be this heavy,” he said. Pac laughed.
“Yeah. The first time is kind of weird. But it gets better 

from here. I promise.”
Leo nodded.
“So what you want to do first, is to release this,” he said 

and released the safety catch. “Otherwise it doesn't shoot.” 
He pointed at the cans they had placed on the porch.

“Now let’s see what you can do. Just aim and pull the 
trigger.”

Leo gulped. From somewhere inside him a voice 
begged him to drop the gun and run away. But where to? 
He had nowhere to go. Holding a gun among these boys 
didn't feel right. None of it did. Within a few weeks every-
thing had changed. He didn't know right from wrong any-
more, because there was no one to tell him. But the boys 
seemed nice, and so did Tinker. He really seemed to care. 

He directed the gun at the cans and took a shot. 
His legs trembled at the thundering sound of the gun 

firing. With a crashing sound, the can fell to the ground.
Behind him, Tinker started to cheer.
“Oh you are a natural!”
“Fuck yeah!” Pac agreed. “What did I tell you?”
“You told me!” Tinker said laughing. “Good job” he 

said and gently patted Leo's shoulders.
Leo smiled.
“I was aiming at the other can.”

Day 10

Leo's heart pounded as he lay in the long grass and waited 
for the enemy to show. It was his first time in action and he 
understood that while those last training days had started 
off as a bit of fun, it now became very real. His new fam-
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ily had given him a more than warm welcome and he was 
sure that being with them was the right thing to do. He'd 
do everything to save his mother, and Tinker had made 
it clear that for that to happen, certain things had to be 
done.

He felt stronger now that he was with the Lost Boys. 
Sure he was afraid, but Tinker had shown him a way of 
taking control of his destiny. He was no longer a boy.

“They're coming!” Doc whispered, and im-
mediately a series of clicking sounds start-
ed rattling through the grass as the boys 
unleashed their safety locks. They were 
an army ready to fight.

They boys lay still as they watched 
Pac bringing the armed car to a hold.

'He's so brave,' Leo thought.
He couldn't make out what was 

being said.

“They will always underestimate you,” Tinker had said. 
“They look at you and all they see is a little boy. And that's 
what makes you this dangerous, an unstoppable force.”

It seemed that he was right. The soldiers did not seem 
concerned. They got out of their cars and started to mock 
the little boy that pretended to sell them rotten vegetables 
and fruits he had obviously picked up from the road.

“Come on!” Pac yelled. “I'll make you a good offer.” 
The soldiers laughed. 

“It's time,” Tinker whispered and signaled the boys 
to make a move.

Immediately the boys started to sneak closer.
“Come on!” Pac yelled again. And thus, the boys 

came storming out and started to shoot.
Confused, the soldiers started to panic as Pac 

drew his gun and shot the soldier to his right without 
showing any sign of emotion. The boys came from 

all sides. It was over within moments. Not a 
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single bullet was fired by the enemy.
Laughing, Tinker appeared behind the enemy's truck, 

clapping his hands.
“Good job, boys!”
The boys started to cheer. But Leo just stood still as he 

looked down at the gasping soldier that lay wounded to 
his feet.

As Tinker noticed the expression on Leo's face, he 
stepped over to him, calmly laying his hands on the boys 
shoulders. 

“Relieve this pitiful soul, son.” he said.
Leo closed his eyes. Then he shot.

*

That evening, the boys sat cheerfully around the campfire. 
Everything had worked out so well. They now had the car 
they had so desperately needed to make real progress to-
wards the coast. That's where they had taken them, where 
they would find them. The mothers they all missed so 
badly. Leo felt strange. It had been his first kill. And even 
though Tinker had told him exactly what would have to 
happen in those battles, up till now, the playfulness of all 
those training days, never made him realize just how dam-
aged the world around him was. That the reality around 
him was pure chaos and that things had been like that for 
quite a while, no matter how well his mother had hidden 
it from him. 'Mother,' he thought and tried hard to fight 
back the tears. He missed her so much. It really hurt.

The stories were always the same. One by one, the fam-
ilies had become smaller until there was only two of them 
left. Two is the beginning of the end. They now knew. 
There were rumors about the horrible thing that had been 
done to the boys that were taken. They were grateful to be 
here. Grateful to have Tinker.

“Tell us a story, Tinker!” Pac said, almost chocking on 
his bread.

“Yeah!” Doc agreed. “Tell us a story.”
Tinker laughed. “Alright, Alright.”
“You choose,” he said, looking at Leo. “What do you 

want to hear about?”
Leo shrugged his shoulders as he struggled to swallow 

an old crumb of bread.
“Tell us about the lady with the flame,” he said.
The boys cheered.
“Yes! The flamed lady!” Pac said.
“Alright!” Tinker said, smiling. “The flamed lady. The 

statue of liberty. She was our pride...”
The boys sat with open mouths as Tinker told them 

about the glorious times of the old days. Of a leading su-
perpower that was respected and feared. He told about 
how this was once a country of immigration, a promised 
land that had offered dreams and hopes. And then he told 
them how things had changed. The economic crash and 
a government that was overthrown. How the war broke 
out over fifty years ago. A country without a government, 
destroying itself. The South against the North. The never-
ending fights. He told them about the truce and thirty 
years of peace. He told them about the day the great lady 
fell. How it all started again. The blinding hate.

“Those men from the South,” he said. “They don't care 
about morals. About the lives of those they torture. They 
crave the glory of the old days. And they'll just go on and 
on until they get back what they've lost. But they won't. 
None of us ever do.”

Day 21

The boys sat in silence in the back of the truck as it was 
entering the city. This was it. This was the battle Tinker 
had prepared them for. The one that would bring them to 
their mothers. They'd been driving for days, stopping in 
abandoned cities every now and then to search for food, 
with little success. They were hungry and dreamed of their 
mothers’ cooking. The warmth of their homes. It would all 
be over soon. Tinker had promised.

But Leo felt there was still so much he did not under-
stand. Tinker had seemed more and more absent the clos-
er they got to the city. And while his kindness remained, 
he did not quite feel like the man he had first met. Leo 
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started to wonder what the man had to gain from all of his. 
Had Tinker lost his mother, too? He really seemed to care 
for them, but the closer they got to the city, the more Leo 
found himself hoping that the man was telling the truth. 

The car came to a stop. The boys shared a nervous look 
as they heard Tinker get out.

'This is it,' Leo thought. 'Mother! I'm coming for you.'
Tinker opened the back door.
“Come on, boys. We've got to walk the rest. We don't 

want to be seen.”

As they snuck in, Leo felt like playing a good old-fash-
ioned game of hide and seek.

They approached the harbor carefully. They were hope-
lessly outnumbered, but Tinker had a plan. The explosions 
all over the city would soon draw the soldiers out like rats. 
And when they did, they'd strike. This was all about taking 
the harbor, because that was where the containers stood. 
They hid behind a small factory building and waited for 
Tinker to light the dynamite. As the explosion shook them 
on their feet, Pac and Leo shared a glance. 

“Good luck, brother!” Pac said. Leo nodded.
The next few minutes were the greatest chaos Leo had 

ever witnessed. The soldiers storming out. Grenades were 
being thrown, bullets shot. And one by one they fell. Doc, 
Maddy, Sam. But there was no other way to go but to go 
on forward. And as the smoke bomb blew up only inches 
from his feet, Leo fainted.

*

When Leo woke up again he saw Tinker standing above 
him, talking to a man in a suit, three of the boys sitting 
handcuffed on the ground. He saw the boldest of all of the 
boys in tears. And Leo knew right away that it all been a 
lie.

“You've trained them well,” said the man in the suit 
standing opposed Tinker.

“Thank you, sir!” Tinker said.
“What did you promise them? That they’d get to see 

their mothers again?”
Tinker nodded. 'No!' Leo thought. 'Please!'
The man laughed.
“You sneaky bastard. You did well though, we've got 

what we wanted. Access to the water will certainly make 
things a bit easier for us.”

“What do you want to do with the boys?”
The man shrugged his shoulders.
“Kill them. We don't need them anymore.”
“Are you sure? They're good soldiers. You saw what 

they did here.”
“You don't really believe they will fight for you now 

that they know it's all been a lie?”
Tinker shook his head.
“What else would they do? They don't know any dif-

ferent anymore.”
Leo started to cry. 'It was all a lie!' he thought. 'Every-

thing!'
“Hey. I think that one's still alive!” the man said as the 

boy stood up.
“Leo!” Tinker said. The boy drew his gun.

Epilogue
Day X

The boy sighed as he opened the door and entered the 
abandoned living room. The place looked exactly the same 
as the day he had left. It felt haunted. He had yet to fully 
understand the events of the past months. After he had 
shot Tinker and freed the other boys, he had been sure 
that he needed to go home.

His mother would come back. She'd promised. For 
months he had wandered, hoping that it wasn't too late. 
As the boy looked at the old family photo he smiled, re-
membering the old days. The happy ones. They felt like so 
long ago. He took the picture off the wall and sat down. 
And the boy waited. 
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