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6

Maria Costantino, Coffee

7

Olha Dudechko
Night. Morning. Clock. Jerk.
Tea. Suit. Bag. Walk.
Chimneys. Big Ben. Fog.
Papers. Folder. Clerk. Work.
Jerk. Clock. Break. Smoke.
Men. Women. Talk. Quirk.
Table. Papers. Work. Walk.
Rain. Train. Rain. Stop.
Brook. Shoes. Street. Walk.
Meal. Tea. Wife. Talk.
Sheet. Sleep. Night. Clock
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Jutta Landig

Parisian Rain
Rain on pavement – a monotonous pitter-patter,
Interrupted occasionally by reminders of the city life:
The splashing of a carriage over wet cobblestone
The sploshing of childrens’ boots, jumping through puddles
The patter of raindrops
Trickling
Dropping
Dripping
Down on black umbrellas of Parisians
Who walk the street
And splash-splosh-splash with every step

Liis Luumberg

4 AM
I am an empty alley at 4 in the morning
with silent street lights standing tall
tirelessly showing the way to nobody

9

Jutta Landig

City Ocean
and so they swim on
a crowd of many
drifting, rushing
just small drops in the big
city ocean,
moving like one giant swarm
but all of the thousand
faceless faces
thinking thoughts –
they have their goals
and dreams
and lives
the fish,
The People,
in the big
city ocean
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Isabell Mehmke, Lane Change

11

Maria Costantino, Tranquil
12

Mandy Beck

Repercussions
“I just rained on a wedding. It was awesome!” said one cloud.
“Jesus, why do you hate humans so much?” asked the other, perplexed.
A few years ago: While lying on the grass, Bob pointed at the sky and exclaimed:
“Haha, and this one looks like a fat whale!”

Kim Hofmann

The Dangers of Skiing
Everyone told her not to go skiing: Sports would be dangerous, she could hurt
herself badly.
So, she bought an avalanche backpack, reflective protectors for her body and
only wanted to ski on a slope. Now she would be safe.
On the way to the lift, her car broke down.

Cecile Sandten

Smelling Politics
“There is a newcomer in the neighbourhood. He’s pleasantly smelly. Have you
met him?” “No. But I’ve met Coco with her splendidly, amazingly stinky pee. Have
you met the new one?” “Yep. He’s to wear a muzzle!” “That should be banned.”
“Let’s vote for Rex next election time.”
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Mandy Beck

Divorce Battle1
“Leave it! We’ve already been over this for almost 2 years. You need to go. Now!”
“But if I’d known the prenup would leave me with nothing…” he shouted from the
other side of the Channel.
“You asked for this.” Europe said, riding her bull back to Calais.

Mandy Beck

Divorce Battle II2
After the door slammed shut, John and Hunter started arguing.
“How can you tolerate this enslavement? We need to have a clear-cut end. No
dependence!”
“But you don’t know anything about a divorce.”
“I have many years of expertise.”
Then their mother came: “Time for kindergarten.”

Christin Reuter

Out of Control
She had promised she’d never let it get this far ever again. She glanced at the
mess in front of her, the knife in her hands. If she didn’t clean it quickly the
evidence would become impossible to remove. She sighed and got to work. The
dishes wouldn’t do themselves.

1
2
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Written in March 2019.
Written in July 2019.

Lina Wallbrecht, Angriff / Attack
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Antonia Kuhnert, Balancierender Hutriese / Balancing Giant with Hat
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Sujata Bhatt

Someone has Returned Your Eyes to You
Düsseldorf Birdie– shall I name you
Düsseldorf Birdie?
Your song is Asian– Japanese, Korean.
Once you were red but now someone
has painted you white.
Your paint is chipped, my driftwood
no longer adrift.
Your nose is a beak: soft brown.
Your eyes are tiny, black:
two lost papaya seeds.
But you are not lost.
Someone has returned your eyes to you.
Düsseldorf Birdie,
will you be my talisman?
Will you sing into my Wabi Sabi life?
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Eva K. Kühn

After a much too short visit
You clicked your heels and back you flew to Kansas
‘cause as it goes, there is no place like home.
And yet, your home, it used to be
over the rainbow, here with me,
Still, it was me, admittedly,
who introduced you to Dorothy.
No tears, I tell myself, or I’ll rust solid –
a home can be defined in different ways.
11 November 2018

Elena Furlanetto
I forgot the exact moment
when my glass spilled and I went from loving
your shoulders of peaches and mandarins
the way you admire an orchard from the opposite side of a landscape
to being willing to kill
and be killed and lose
and be lost
but I suspect
it was knowing the name of your mother
and the sharing of a green secret
19 August 2018
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Elena Furlanetto

Tango
after you walked me home
my body kept asking
like something hungry
the flowers at my doorstep learnt your smell
now they give it off like a presentiment
an omen but a warm one
an alluring warning
how can you find sleep
after a night like this
the way you guided me into circles
into whirlwinds of doves
21 June 2018

Elena Furlanetto

Tango 4
you are the part of my body that starts aching
in the early evening when everything
is soft with sunlight and drunk with longing
teach me how to be careful with you
there may be other places
than these darknesses
where we embrace full of promises
two ponds swelling with goldfish
but you happened to me with my eyes closed
the waves of your pleasure came unexpected
quiet and birdlike
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for now
we hold each other in one hand
the things of life in the other
6 August 2018

Prue Goredema
Don’t want your sympathy
nor to waste your time
Though we’re parting ways
some things need to
be said
Didn’t believe
I could fall so hard
It kind of hit me
unawares.
This broken sparrow –
it isn’t me
Going to grow back
into the woman
you first met
Please don’t remember me
crying over you
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Lisa-Marie Pöhland

Spacewalk
I would rather be in space
and I wish you would be too.
I treasure the pale blue dot that is our home
and I need to know if it matters to you.
I’m just as wistful as you are
and I think, maybe everyone is.
I am tired of complaining to you
and I hope that there’s more than this.
I imagine that it’s cold and lonely up there
and I feel that way in a crowded street too.
I wouldn’t see a problem that matters in space
and I guess neither would you.
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Cecile Sandten, Titania
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Lilly Kube, Frau / Woman
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Kilian Hennig, Die Tänzerin / The Dancer
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Play it by Ear & Barry Sloan

No Man is an (Irish) Island3
Set on a tiny (fictional) island off the coast of Ireland, the play recounts the
challenges and changes the locals face when a contingent of refugees are sent to
their island. The following scene is scene 3 out of 15.
Scene 3
Colm bursts onto stage. He is pretending to be engaged in a gun fight.
Colm: You’ll never take me alive. (Using fingers as gun) Bang! Bang, Bang! Take
cover everyone! Noooooooooooooooo!
Dives through the air, pretends to get hit by bullets. Slams on the ground.
Colm: Jokes on you, sucker. You might have got me but you’ll never get the
11:13 ferry, it’s just left on time, just like your chance to kill the president…has
left…on time.
Colm pretends to die. Thomas walks on.
Thomas: You alright there Colm?
Colm: (Colm sits up) Oh, sorry didn’t hear the ferry come in there. I was just
busy… training.
Thomas: Training?
Colm: Yeah, high stakes stuff these days…here don’t suppose we could get
some real guns, would make the job a lot easier.
Thomas: I’m not sure you need a real gun Colm.
Colm: Ah come on, just think about it?
Thomas: I’ll consider it.
Colm: That’s all I ask. Busy day on the mainland then?
Thomas: Busy enough…lots of meetings about grants and forms to do with our
new visitors.
Colm: Oh yes…I hear they are going to move into Kelly’s Guest House.
Thomas: Just for the next while.
Colm: That’ll be a big day, them arriving.
3

The world premiere of the play is on 25th August 2019 in Hamburg.
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Thomas: Aye, it will.
Colm: Can’t believe they’re putting on a special ferry to get them over, a ferry
landing on the Island on a Wednesday and a Monday, it’s unheard of.
Thomas: What times we live in, eh?
Thomas begins to walk past Colm who holds out his hand to stop him.
Colm: Sorry Thomas, just need to check your passport?
Thomas: What? You’ve never checked my passport before?
Colm: Do you not remember Thomas, we've been asked to check passports now,
what with all the changes.
Thomas: Yes, but I left the passport at the house, surely you can let me get past
this once?
Colm: We can’t be lax about security. This hi vis jacket means something you
know.
Thomas: Course it does, and you do a great job Colm, just maybe there might be
some wiggle room?
Colm: Afraid not Thomas, rules are rules. If I let you across what will people say?
Thomas: Nothing, they will say nothing. There’s no-one here, there was no-one
else on the ferry, no-one else would know, not a single soul.
Colm: Aye, but I’d know. Couldn’t live with myself.
Thomas: Colm, would you listen to yourself, I’ve lived two doors down from you
my whole life!
Colm: But you can’t be too careful with identity theft. You hear about all those
hackers, the Russians might be using you to bring our government down.
Thomas: Our government? Our government consists of 7 people who didn’t have
a good enough excuse when asked if they would stand for the Island council!
Colm: Doesn’t matter. I have been given my guidelines and I can’t be making
exceptions.
Thomas: Come on Colm, we’re family!
Colm: I know, but–
Thomas: Cousins!
Colm: Course we are, it’s just–
26

Thomas: And you’re married to my sister. You’re my cousin and my brother-inlaw.
Colm: You don’t have to remind me, but my hands are tied.
Thomas: Sinead’s going to be pretty mad if you don’t let her brother, your cousin,
back onto the Island.
Colm: I hadn’t thought about that…
Thomas: Colm, the ferry has left, do you want just to stand here forever?
Colm: It’s nothing personal, it’s just the rules Thomas….
Thomas: There must be something you can do.
Colm: Well…I guess there is one way round it, would you step into the office and
submit yourself to a search? Then I can safely declare that you are not bringing
anything dangerous onto the Island?
Thomas: And that will sort the whole thing out?
Colm: Yep, won’t have to say any more about it.
Thomas: And when you say a search?
Colm: (Pulls out plastic glove and puts it on – a single finger sticking up in the air)
Don’t worry, it will be thorough.
Thomas: Not a chance.
Thomas pushes Colm out of the way and runs.
Colm: Stop! Stop in the name of the ferry terminal law!
Colm gives pursuit.
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Lilly Kube, 3er-Gruppe / Group of Three
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Sujata Bhatt

A Neutral Country
He just wanted to step out
for a walk – some fresh air
to clear his head – and on the way back
he told his wife, he’d get some milk and eggs.
But he found dead bodies in front of his door,
five dead bodies, all young, all so young,
he repeats. It will take him a long time
to recover from this.
Now he prefers to stay at home.
*
One day a letter arrives,
an invitation, we accept –
We agree to visit a neutral country.
We cross rivers and valleys and mountains.
It is a quiet journey.
A strange brightness surrounds us.
*
Over here the air smells of cheese.
The first light in the morning
comes through layers of fog.
White gauze – endless veils –
And somewhere along the paths
we cannot see, somewhere, they tell us
Psyche walks, Eurydice walks –
They want us to believe –
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We know there are cows somewhere
and church bells
waiting to be heard – But now
even the grapes are asleep.
*
They let us stay in one of their castles
and ask us to entertain their King.
Their King arrives with apples and honey,
with chocolate and coffee.
Their King arrives with a violin
and bottles of wine.
We never know what to say to him
and listen to his stories instead.
*
It’s a castle protected by roses,
a castle protected by a lake.
Their lake smells of the dreams of birds –
there are dreams they call ghosts
and dreams they call fish.
Somehow they know what birds believe.
Their fish are alive and smell of nothing.
The lake’s water smells of winter –
as if winter breathes within it.
The lake’s water holds the memory
of a silver necklace once forgotten in the grass –
*
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Afternoons we sit in their rose garden
and watch bees follow the sun.
Their roses are so fragrant
our hearts ache – our hearts ache
and we do not know why.
We watch lizards turn into leaves
and leaves turn into lizards.
We listen to the soft scraping, rustling sound
of their flight as they race down
the steps of the castle.
Even the oldest, most beautiful stones
cannot keep them.
But a nun follows the lizards
to a graveyard – and there she sings
to them until they dance.
She shows us how she does this
day after day – and we watch the way she turns
towards the roses.
*
It is August, early August –
before sundown –
and as we walk through
their vineyards
we can feel shadows turn gold.
*
We have forgotten to count the days,
forgotten why we came here.
They ask us to look at the stars,
at the moon – they ask us to believe –
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Ian Watson

Gathering Storms
1
Poor García Lorca
whose body has never been found:
poor Federico dead in a ditch.
Like that bird on a wire, Lorca had lived
openly gay, feted for his ‘inner ferocity’.
Tamer of the Andalusian rhythm, he
fell for the Republic, then fell victim to
the great Spanish balancing act,
that curse of every war of brothers.
He fell from the high wire,
went into hiding, was smoked out near
Granada and executed there and then.
The soul of Federico
rises from a ditch in Alfacar.
So let me write you now a winding sheet:
Comprendí que me habían asesinado.
Recorrieron los cafés y los cementerios y las iglesias,
Ya no me encontraron.4
2
Poor Friedo Lampe,
limping lost on a forest path in
Kleinmachnow by Potsdam.
A writer’s writer, a sleeper for decades,
neglected for his stumbling film-cut rhythms,
poor suggestive poet of the gathering storm:
Ich habe eben immer Pech mit meinen Büchern.5

4

5
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I realised they had murdered me.
They looked in the cafés and graveyards and churches,
but they never found me.
I’ve always had bad luck with my books.

And now mistaken for one of those
who’d banned him; the day Berlin was
liberated, he was shot on the spot
by an overzealous Russian corporal
who took him for an SS man.
The soul of Friedo Lampe
rises in a hot air gondola
and drifts above my Bremen.
Now let me sing your forest gravestone:
Du bist nicht einsam.6

6

You have not been deserted.
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Stephen Collis

Two Poems Against Borders
I thought of the push of people
planetary valves
the purchase of
propinquity
is what we mean by “silk”?
skein or veil
skin water feathers
through fingers
the fleeting touch of another
light fallen through trees
that part of it
that made it
to the ground
that part of the people
made is over
or through the border
to “safety”
is this the way?
stroking the melody
the worm weaving softness
the pattern of light and
woven shadow
we passed through
beneath the trees
animal anima animate
humming
universal love
to strangers
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I know one
comes up against
tempests
deserts of desire
an ocean of regret
with nothing but love
a will to work
for a living
sees swifts in the air
come from Africa too
blue moth over a field
blue seeds in the wind
wills a home from
lowering self into
infinite heart of the earth
I know another
can’t remember their name
was taken away
with everything else lost
takes up the task
of naming everything anew
each word a turnstile
in some border or another
turning with ease
and admitting passage
to new worlds we must speak
meaning falling out of meaning
back and forth we all go
weaving the fabric
of the symbiotic whole
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Amjad Alfayad

A Journey ‘nach’ Chemnitz
Syria, 2011: a year of civil unrest, when attacks on unarmed civilians were an
affront to justice. Innocent citizens were held captive at the hands of corruption of
a country they had once called home. During this period, Amjad and Kholud were
studying English Literature at university, and had, like many other Syrians,
embarked on the perilous journey to Europe, before settling in Germany. In late
2011, the east Syrian city of Deirazzor received an incessant onslaught of air
strikes that transformed a once buzzing metropolis into a desolate zone of
destruction. Amjad and Kholud were wrenched apart at a breakneck speed:
Amjad to Damascus, Kholud to Al Raqqa. As combat operations continued,
intellectual imprisonment ensued: the two were neither allowed to attend lectures,
nor take their final exams. Two months passed. Peace was restored in Deirazzor,
yet the city they’d once known and loved had become a memory marred by
destruction. The ideological freedoms they’d envisaged had failed to prevail in
practice: Amjad was forbidden to take exams at Damascus University, prompting
him to travel to Deirazzor, buy readers of all courses he was supposed to attend,
study them on his own, and take the required exams.
Three years passed. Amjad and Kholud graduated, before marrying several
months later. Yet within months, their contentment was quickly curtailed. Without
warning, ISIS imposed a military siege on Deirazzor prompting panic-stricken
citizens to flee. Kholud, along with her family, was evacuated to safety on a
military plane; the smells of dead bodies beside her attesting to the utter futility of
fighting. Once Amjad and Kholud reunited, they sought to put the traumatic
memories behind them by relocating to the Gulf. Despite their passion and
persistence, the origin of their birth precluded this possibility from the outset. The
only conceivable option was an arduous journey to Europe: a considerably costly
undertaking for a recently married couple in Syria. “I will sell my gold,” Kholud
suggested, “It will be better than waiting for two years for the family reunion.” The
pain that pervaded Amjad’s countenance was clear; Kholud bore the expression
of a person condemned by circumstances, fighting for the freedom of their family
in a society that sacrificed souls for living.
On August 20, 2015, their journey finally commenced. By the time they arrived in
Turkey, they were physically and mentally exhausted. Unbroken, they negotiated
a deal with a smuggler to cross the sea over to Greece. After several delays, the
smuggler roused them to action. “Get ready! We are leaving in a couple of
minutes.” Amjad and Kholud, together with 50 others, were gathered in an
anonymous place, where a van arrived without even a cursory consideration of
safety. Amjad was standing on one leg, while protecting Kholud from harassment,
a shining example of resilience made manifest. Three hours later, they were
released in Izmir. Surprisingly, there were at least 200 individuals waiting there.
“Each group has its own rubber boat and its own smuggler.” Kholud slept on the
sand, covered with Amjad’s jacket. There was no boat for the group! Amjad called
his friend, who called the smuggler seeking an explanation. “They forgot to bring
36

the rubber boat.” How ironic! Dejected, they rested for several days, before
resuming their journey to Europe via the Greek islands. The boat carried almost
double of its intended capacity, making the journey a poignantly perilous
endeavour.
As they arrived on the shore, further interrogations awaited them. Amjad and
Kholud, along with others, waited for seven hours until dawn, with humiliation,
harm and heartache for company. On the next day, the couple fought their way on
board of the train heading to Serbia, before continuing to Hungary: a country
famed for capturing refugees, rounding them up like cattle. Several days passed.
On the phone, one of Amjad’s friends suggested a smuggler who could take the
couple directly to Germany, as taking the train would require transiting through
Austria first. Amjad welcomed the idea, encouraging Kholud to follow suit. Further
discussions and price negotiations ensued, and with the long-awaited deal they
desired, a spark of hope that had remained dormant during their arduous ordeal
was ignited. As the couple entered Germany, they were given a foretaste of
freedom to come; a freedom fought with blood, sweat and the tears of two young
innocent individuals seeking the rights and societal protections that others
assume without question.
October, 2018: Amjad and Kholud have lived in Chemnitz, Germany, for more
than three years already. As a happy moment, their little baby girl, named Julia,
was born in Chemnitz in 2016. Currently, they are both studying for their Master’s
in English and American studies at Chemnitz University of Technology.
Yet, despite their dreams for a safe future, the nightmares continue to haunt
them...
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Michael Augustin, Season’s Greetings
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Pariya Masoudi Moghadam, Inner Notion
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Helena Lohße

Therapy
I’d imagined this moment so many times, but I never expected that it would
happen so soon or even at all. At least I did not imagine anything even remotely
close to what was happening right now. The blood was rushing through my veins.
My trembling, rapid breaths filled the deafening silence. I clenched my sweaty
fists, fingernails digging into my soft palms. I barely managed to fight back the
urge of pacing up and down the empty corridor and settled for tapping my foot on
the wooden floor instead. It got worse with every passing minute. The thought of
just turning around and running away had crossed my mind more than once by
then, but I remained where I’d been waiting for the last thirty-two minutes, as the
clock on the wall told me. My gaze wandered slowly across the door in front of me
and only focused to read the name sign on it.
Beatrice Rivers, MD
Psychiatrist
Her name alone sounded like a million dollars, but combined with her title and
profession I couldn’t feel anything but intimidation. Beatrice Rivers, MD, didn’t
know the actual reason I had made an appointment with her, as telling her on the
phone would not have been fitting for this kind of situation. Therefore, I had set up
the appointment under the pretence of being just a normal client, reaching out for
consultation.
I could’ve just sat down on one of the chairs opposite her door but I didn’t feel like
sitting. I just went over the words I wanted to say again. There were so many
things I wanted to express. I had tried to make a list at home but more and more
things kept coming to my mind right here. I jumped as the door was opened, but
the man leaving the room didn’t pay attention to me and when he turned the
corner I exhaled, relieved. The relief was cut short when I heard a pleasant, warm
voice from inside the office calling my name. With trembling knees I entered the
room and was greeted by a smiling woman. I’d seen a picture of her on the
internet and I had stared at it quite long, studying her face. As I just kept staring at
her, paralyzed next to the door, she gave me a reassuring look.
“There’s no need to be nervous, Ms Cooper, nearly everyone feels that way on
their first session. Please have a seat.”
Hesitantly, I walked up to the chaiselongue in front of her and sat down.
“Since I don’t really know anything about you, how about you just start telling me
why you are here”, she suggested.
Now or never. I inhaled deeply, ready to blurt out the true reason why I was here;
just when I had gathered the courage the telephone began to ring. Beatrice Rivers
just smiled at me apologetically and then pressed the decline button.
“I’m sorry for that, please just start.”
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All my courage and determination had disappeared. I knew I wouldn’t bring myself
to tell her. I just couldn’t.
So I lied. Told her a meaningless story about feeling stuck in my life, not knowing
how to continue, and she believed it. For listening to people's stories and
interpreting them for a living she was strangely oblivious towards me. Maybe I
was just that good at lying.
At the end of our session she offered me a follow-up appointment.
I accepted.
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Dorothea Dudek, Der Schrei / The Scream
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Carolin Isabel Steiner

Thirty Point Nine
Your amber eyes soak up the golden hour, but even the violent warmth of the
day’s end cannot hide the blankness behind your face. You and I – stuck here at
this awful chestnut kitchen table we meant to replace decades ago; you and I –
stuck here where kitchen tables just don’t matter anymore. Stuck here, where our
beating hearts feel so wildly inadequate, because we have been dying for quite
some time now. You ask me for some tea, but the words come out all wrong, and
silence hangs at the end of the question like you’re desperately trying to
remember my name. You forgot me in the same way you forgot yourself. You
forgot our Portishead Sundays, you forgot our holding hands on trains, you forgot
my head on your shoulder. You forgot it all.
A couple of weeks ago you brought home Callas lilies for me, a big bouquet, and
you grinned wide and proud in anticipation of my happiness, and I smiled as I felt
the tears choke my throat. I made you tea and put on your favorite record and
then I put the lilies on the window sill and kissed your cheek. When you had fallen
asleep in your armchair, I threw them out and I sobbed in the alleyway behind our
house, my arms wrapped around my knees, because you had forgotten, you had
forgotten everything, and the lilies were such a brutal reminder that you, in fact,
had forgotten everything. You had forgotten that twenty-five years ago, you had
almost killed our cat by bringing home a huge bouquet of lilies for our ten-year
anniversary. We, being novice cat people, had not known just how poisonous
even being around lilies was for cats and had spent the evening at the clinic
watching the small creature struggle for its life. I had cried all night and you had
held me, and you had promised me that you would never make that mistake
again. The tiny, warm thing made it out alive and when we got home, she curled
up in my lap and we laughed and cried happiness as you put up a “Lilies
prohibited” sign at our front door. But you forgot the lilies and you forgot the warm,
furry creature you almost killed, and you forgot me.
I hear you screaming, so I make my way back inside, but you merely woke up and
got scared. You look at me and the silence hangs in the air again and it’s so
unbearable. I touch your arm, your paper skin folding beneath my fingers. We
move back to the kitchen table, that awful chestnut table, and we are stuck again.
You, not knowing who I am any more than you knowing who you are, and me,
with my knees pulled to my chest and the Mike McCormack book we’re reading in
my hand –
all that in two sentences with
the Angelus bell still ringing in my ear
the last reverb of its tolling vibrating within me a full twenty minutes
after it sounded and-
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You sigh and turn your head. Tea is dribbling down your chin and you’re so far
gone; my voice cracks.
why these bleak thoughts today7

7
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Taken from Mike McCormack’s novel Solar Bones (2016).

Emily Wagner, Flügelschwung / Flap of Wings
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Anica Görner, Treffen unter Politikern / Politicians' Meeting
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Michel Knötzsch

Planet City Fragments
A stroller carriage filled with black paint transcends the stairs of city hall.
Smokers cloak themselves in sunlight washed premeditation.
The cobble stones spring specks of little green grass
reverting life’s little inaccuracies to the bewilderment of the amused
spectators.
Papers dance freely about the streets
preaching the end of the world to the bored sleepers rushing by in
waterless fish tanks on
crazy steel lines
vibrating and roaring.
The shock awakening the daylight worms
who confused
up and down, earth and air, eating and shitting.
Dazedly they dance in loops to the mute tunes of a prosaic jumper who forgot to
turn off the heat,
and now hastily hustles about the pavement where captured pawns fell off the
board wearily
assembling used auto parts in hopes to drive off to the seas and beaches
and shores of beyond
the city dust and exhaust pollution.
A frail sunglassed, tan sprayed specimen is so very annoyed and irritated with the
inconvenience
of her coffee leaving right through the windshields of downtown without
waving goodbye
settling for nothing less than a dairy free life away from all the fuzz of
bearded millennial
start-ups, drowning the city in fair trade fruit and chocolate frappés
ornamented elegantly
to be ultimately thrown in the trash.
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(The chancellor is coming or going but nobody reads nor cares)
There is sophistication in the inaudible drunken debates in front of the grocery
stores
Littered with spooky humans whose parents never put their hands on their
eyes to spare
them some inevitable ugly truth…
Hours on hours of do I really have to read Moby Dick a daydrinker and night-time
binger
blast from a shadowy corner while boring passers-by
half to death and completely to sleep.
“Hey there, how’s it hangin’?” as gazes could not avert more rapidly.
Unfortunately noses cannot really be turned off unless, of course, a good ol’
punch in the face is a
desired outcome, coincidentally the specialty of many a roamer in these
parts.
The mould of the old new screen age has emerged again purveying virgin hideouts of epic
yet traditionally perverted proportions.
The lonely interconnection 5G race safely creeping behind store windows
charmingly decorated
in summer colours and child crafted toys.
Pink tattoos and green hair and purple jeans and blue moods all dancing the
same dissonant waltz
that changes measure and speed at the beginning, middle and end.
The infinite attempt for a freshly shuffled deck of cards, a never seen before
combination.
the familiarity in the truly novel.
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It’s the last cold days before the true heat returns in a city where half empty
bottles lie about the streets reflecting the hard cold light right into the drivers’
eyes.
Drivers of must, drivers of might
As well go on like before
Nothing truly ever changes that much, a blessing for too many, amidst their
collective demise
At night these purest of creatures come crawling back above
The broken glass shards splattered ground
Eyeing each other nervously for imaginary fixes.
Yanking and weaving, purring, leaking, biting and screaming.
Adhering, proclaiming, lacing and pacing.
Cheering. Fevering, tearing and whoosh
Administering, illumine, flashing and blooming
Cowering, crashing, testifying, lashing, crashing, bashing, flashing
Vividly crashing
Reading and pleasing, cramming and slamming
Purifying, petrifying, electrifying and letting it all bleed out.
And as the ball inevitably keeps falling and rolling,
every broken fading and failing existence becomes an unreliable mirror
The white ghosts, snivelling and unfurling follow the gargantuan sound of speed
and time and Zeitgeist ever so closely
Maybe catching up within the spawn of the next lifetime
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Michelle Seifert, A Short Poem about Humans
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Marvin Bergt

This World is Killing Me
Burn down this doomed planet.
Burn down all the forests.
We like it hot.
Heat should be everywhere.
We shall not be afraid.
The fire won’t be any danger.
I mean
Don’t forget about those melting ice caps.
They will wash away all our sins.
Let’s go!
This planet will not exist forever.
Why not speeding up some things?
We surely will find someplace else to go to.
For sure!
And you and everyone will be able to leave.
There might be some unworthy people
but... Who cares? For them?
“Nature” will take care of them.
Oh and we still have some atomic weapons…
Let’s go!

Marvin Bergt

In the near future it should be
I want to be with you
Hug you
Talk to you
– in real life
Never met you before
Can’t wait anymore
Only knowing you through a device
Only that is already really nice
Can’t imagine how overwhelming it’ll be
Being able to meet – just you and me
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Marvin Bergt

Mind the Gap!
I am an elephant.
Time is passing by.
Time is existing.
Time is the only thing
that forms reality.
Ten years ago I lost a penny.
Moving back and forth
in time
in my mind palace
Remember:
I am an elephant!

Marvin Bergt

Backwards
.Dnuora
Yaw rehto eht
Retteb teg
Smeop
Semitemos
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Marvin Bergt

No Way!
Putting the parts together
A connection is missing
I am missing a connection
Searching far and near
The answer is clear:
It must be my favourite – my dear
The old friend of fear
The butler

Jan Schmiedel

The Outist
We would like to include him since he is with us in here;
but his mind seems to be outside far away.
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Leoni Papritz
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I remember every part, every bit, every detail of your face
But I don’t remember your face as a whole

While I feel like I’ m losing a jigsaw piece of myself everyday

Unfinished Square

I envy you that you get to spend so much time with yourself

Michael Augustin, A Toast to Radio
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Michael Augustin, How to Do It
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Ian Watson

Dead Centre
You taught me to throw poetry like clay;
you hiked me up for that first slap
of faith – dead centre on the wheel.
The rest, the turning, is a matter
just of wet grey fingers, treadling
and a steady hand and eye.
Now that I can do all that –
this confidence to cast first time –
how come I let you slip away?

Ian Watson

Après
The sociology of skin
the ins and outs of eyes
the pulse of irises
topographies of neck-down
the laws of ears
the swirl of lobes
the breakdown of brows
the noise of lashes
the history of lids
the sighs of pores
small shifts in tissue
the mapping of bones
the swell of shoulder
the fall of chest
counterpoints and crossings
the passing of trams
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Ian Watson

Summer’s Lease
The sky is as blue as an Everton scarf. On the
Breton patio, the smell of foregone thunder
floats in from the garden; butterflies waltz. On the
lawn next door a gawky father in his forties passes a
ball to his ten-year-old son. It is the golden
age of fathers and the golden age of sons. The
skinny long-legged sister lies in the sycamore
shade beside her reading mother. And so some
trench is finely engineered for life. Then the
memories surge like mushroom clouds of
damp leaf-skidding lawns of summers past and
lost. Regret strokes my skin like nettle feathers.
Suddenly I miss my scratchy twenty-three-year-old, who
when he returns is constantly shifting, with his smooth cheek or
stubble, his rounder or thinner face. Only the baritone
persists. And yet his star is constant in my firmament as
ever the lawn-skidding ten-year-old’s was. Phone calls and
skimpy conversations mark the current golden age.
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Maria Costantino, How to Become a Ghost’s Best Friend
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Cecile Sandten

Paris is for Lovers
The magazine mainly held glitzy pictures of sights, hotels, restaurants, and shops.
One picture was an old black and white one, showing two figures, walking arm in
arm under an umbrella, kissing. Sitting on the cardboard, holding out her cup, she
had to think of Jean.

Yasmin Wolfram

Anniversary Present
Thinking about you – Now more than ever.
The big day is coming up soon.
I’m thinking about buying you a dress.
Too many options: Blue or Green
White or Black?
What would suit the occasion better?
Thinking red would suit you best.
I guess my knife could help with that.

Jonathan Hindemith

Public Enemies
Things had escalated. We were running with the wolves way too long. I had to
quit.
“One final job” she said, blowing the last hit of her cigarette into the morning air.
“Get in the car, this will be done in a trice.” Never has Bonnie been so wrong
again.
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Christin Reuter

Turtleneck
Tina Turtle was proud of her new necklace. It was matching her waist belt and
didn’t cost her anything. Her parents were worried, “What nonsense will she want
next,” they thought. But soon Tina would grow and her plastic bag necklace would
suffocate her making all her parents’ worries unnecessary.

J.M.

Homework
I have to write a mini-saga. No ideas. I meet a friend. We eat ice cream. My friend
keeps on talking – I still think about mini-sagas. Suddenly. Thousand ideas in my
head. I need to write them down. A sheet of paper in front of me. But no pen.
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Elias Neubert, Sprung nach Oben / Jump up
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Paul Pfeifenbring, Getummel unter Wasser / Hurley-burley under Water
63

Lisa Grellmann

Delusion
The sun set slowly and coloured the sky with a pleasant mixture of blue and
orange, combined with a soft violet shading. Birds made their way to the tree tops
which appeared as a green, velvety carpet. He made his way to the tower at the
end of the forest. Tonight, he was going to defeat his anxiety. Tonight, he was
going to be brave enough to discover the entity hiding upstairs, of which he had
seen nothing but some enchanting, long, golden hair. He was mesmerized.
“I see, you have returned!”, a melodious voice sounded from the small chamber
on the top of the tower.
“How did you–?”, he answered.
“Every night, I see you running away. Go on, you’ll do the same thing tonight
again anyways.”
“I won’t. Tonight, I am here to come upstairs!”
“Impossible. No stairs, no ladder. Not even enough beer crates to pile and climb
up.”
“But what about your beautiful hair. Isn’t it strong enough?”
“Okay. Hold on a second”, the melodious voice answered and held her long hair,
now braided into a ponytail, out of the window. He climbed up, driven by his
boundless desire to be next to her, by his desire to confess his love despite not
knowing her at all. At last, he was able to climb through the window and tidy his
suit. This was going to be his moment. His heart beat as fast as never before and
his hands were sweaty. He took one last deep breath, turned around, opened his
eyes, and – froze.
“What on earth...?”, he stumbled, mouth open.
“Are you okay?”, she asked.
“Where is your braid?!”
“Extensions?”, she countered while dangling the braid in front of his face.
“And your dress?”, he asked, still dumbstruck.
“I prefer cosy jumpsuits. Look, this one has bunny ears!”, she shouted joyfully and
turned around. When she turned back, he was gone. She shrugged.
“Déjà vu.”
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Kyra-Noreen Zuschke, Wild Goose
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Cecile Sandten, The Head that Remains!
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Ian Watson

Aquarelle: Writing in the Gallery
An hour before your sunset, clouds
obscure the whole point of your easel.
Horizon? – a flattish seismic wave of not-quite hills
behind a faraway sketchy town, still slightly
green but melting into monochrome.
Where your reluctant sitter hides is just
a yellow-orange watercolour bleed
around a giant caiman snout of cloud.
The serpent’s tail of a second cloud
is jettisoning fuel, leaking anthracite rain
right to left on your darkling plain.
And caught off-guard, somewhere, in the wee
blurred town, an elderly waiter, shift-end bored,
will soon routinely clear the outside tables.
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Nathalie Hähner, Adaptionen / Adaptations
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Cecile Sandten

Arrival
Swedish-Afghan expert in ethno-biographical linguistics, Dr. Karim Karzai, was on
his way to an international conference in London. Together with his colleagues, he
had left Stockholm early in the morning. He had lived there for more than fifteen
years. On arrival at Heathrow Airport, he was simply separated out.

Cecile Sandten

Green Card
Her family has always been poor. Even though she had studied architecture on a
scholarship, there were no employment options for her. Then she played in the
lottery and won. She left never to return home again. Now, her relatives are
prohibited from visiting her: It’s T’s travel ban.

Cecile Sandten

Genetic Research Lab, Palo Alto
After the examination at her gynaecologist, eminent animal-human genetic
researcher, Dr. Sarah Barney, enthusiastically embraced her husband:
“Eventually, we’ve managed,” she excitedly exclaimed, proudly producing the
ultrasound image. Rufus happily took it, unexpectedly horrified, as he could
clearly see something that looked like a muzzle.

Cecile Sandten

Clear Mind
“Labyrinths have been in use for over 4000 years,” she read. “Their basic design
is fundamental to nature and many cultures, religions and traditions.” After walking
the labyrinth she felt that it cleared her mind and gave her new insights.
Eventually, she came out with an open heart.
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Maria Costantino, Breathe
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