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Katrin Ast
Dialogue with a Mirror

Last morning, I had a strange talk with my mirror. Usually, I just look inside and think: “Yeah, that’ll have to do…Let’s go.” But yesterday I dared to ask:

I: Mirror, mirror on the wall, who is the fairest one of all?
Mirror: Stefanía Fernández from Venezuela.
I: Who’s that?

M: Miss Universe 2009.

I: Miss Universe? Did they also invite women-or whatever they are-from other planets? 

M: No.

I: So, maybe there are women from other planets who are more beautiful….

M: That’s rather unlikely.

I: How do you know? Don’t they say that the universe is endless?

M: Yeah, but if there were other intelligent beings, they probably wouldn’t match with our ideal of beauty.

I: Ha! Leave that to the interplanetary judge! I guess they’d think the same about us.

M: However, as we don’t know whether there are any other intelligent beings in the universe, it is rather senseless to lead discussions like this.

I: Intelligent beings…how do you know these Miss Universe bitches are intelligent.

M: Well, I have to disappoint you. Scientists found out that intelligence often relates with beauty. So, it is rather likely that they are intelligent beings.

I: And what about Einstein- why didn’t he win a beauty contest?
M: There are exceptions.

I: So, do you want to tell me that ordinary beautiful people are not intelligent?
M: No, I don’t. Probably they are ordinarily intelligent.

I: Hm.

M: Anyway, what are you up to?

I: Nothing….So if I’d kill Miss Universe…who’s second?

M: Miss Universe 2008. There are a lot of Ex Misses Universe. They have this contest once a year since 1952. Additionally, there are many other contests. For example: Miss World, Miss International, Miss Earth, Miss Europe… and a lot of other national contests and intra national contests…..

I: Miss World, Miss International, Miss Earth? That’s all the same!

M: Yep….

I: Hm….so how many people would I have to kill to be first? At least in Germany….

M: Men or Women?

I: Women….!

M: I’m calculating…You are number 20.067.675 on the list- right behind Mrs. Meyer from next door. So you’d have to kill 20.932.325 women.

I: Wow. That’s too many murders! 

M: Do you want me to calculate how many years in prison you would get?

I: No, thanks…Hmmmm

M: Was there something else?

I: Hmmmmm. But doesn’t beauty lie in the eye of the beholder? I mean, often you find people who you like beautiful. Don’t you? We know each other for a very long time- am I beautiful in your eyes?

M: Yeah. Ordinarily beautiful.

I: Don’t you like my little peculiarities? The right corner of my mouth hanging down, my snub nose, my chubby face, my overbite….? Don’t they make me special? Come on, we don’t need to take part in this obsession with beauty….I mean, true beauty comes from within. Doesn’t it? 

M: Ordinarily beautiful!!!

I: Hmmm. 

M: Look…I’m not your lover- so, I don’t need to lie my head off to tell you how beautiful you are. As long as you find yourself beautiful, my opinion doesn’t count.

Anyway- Seems like YOU are part of this obsession with beauty…I mean. Why aren’t you just satisfied? You’re ordinarily beautiful…there are people who would be happy if they were! Go and get yourself some confidence. I can’t help you. I’m just realistic.

I: Hmmmmmm.

I left the room without saying goodbye. I had to think about that. Was it right? I should look  less into that mirror! Or buy a new one? Then I left the flat and saw Mrs. Meyer from next door, who was smiling and cheerfully wished me a good morning. Maybe she has a better relationship to her mirror(image). However, she’s too nice, I couldn’t kill her. 

(Katrin Ast)
For the Love of my Life

Good Times are Bed Times 

You are my secret hiding place

You give me super powers,

You lay beauty upon my face

And put a spell on me after hours,

Of daydreaming about you.

You show me a peaceful light

From a secret door it gleams

I wonder: how can I go through?

And then you push me inside

My magical world of dreams.

(Katrin Ast)
Martin Bisse

/Barriers/ ... and Beyond

Blue came from the sewers, glowing,

Fog that wandered through the lane.

Rising high the shapes dissolving

Scratched against the window pane.

On the glass a head was resting,

Clownish, weary, dark and spent.

Slowly to him time was passing

Looking at the ornament.

Different eyes looked at this scenery;

Different eyes turned to the hall.

Sheep in wine-quenched ecstasy

Lost themselves at carnival.

Over their heads, amidst this din,

No one cared about the clock.

Yet, he saw it; felt himself drowning in

The infinite sound of tic and toc.

What am I against infinity?

- Not even existent, technically!

If there are no borders, where am I?

My thoughts and deeds dissolve in π…

A sudden shudder brought him back.

Athena joined the masquerade!

He saw her and his mind so slack

Revived and ceased to contemplate.

Her movements showed him peace so sublime. 

She knows it. She has the answer to time!

The borders blurred in brightest shine.

Her knowledge is forever, and she should be mine!

If you saw me, we would see each other.

We would look and smile at one another.

We would talk – if I could make you hear my voice.

We have to flee; out and away from the noise.

In freedom let us walk the streets and dance to music no one hears.

Spinning and spinning until we can see no more what in front of us appears.

Our shadows dance on the clock to mock the movement of its arms. But look! Oh, behold their shapes turn into one! I kiss you, but it’s not the same; our bodies will diverge again. Never to be one, never to reach the core… 

We kiss until our lips are sore and bleed to feed our hunger for the other. Not enough! Still there is something in between us – skin and hair and flesh and bones … I squeeze you tightly in my arms and feel your teeth sink into me. Goddess of wisdom, you know the answers! I will devour you like you devour me! I will be you and you will be me…

Our bodies reject the divine meal. But look! Oh, behold our shapes turn into one… in the vomit that flows down the gutter and into the sewer; the home of the fog. 

Sachets of lust are not enough…

 down,


 down 



 in



    the 

 sewers

            we
        will



  
               meet.

in the aisle of the forgotten, the rejected … there we will be free to taste fruits untouchable … experience unthinkable … unity beyond barriers … together we will flow down the river that diverges into five and we will be everywhere at the same time …

…where am I?...

(Martin Bisse)
Haiku

The rain made us hide 

Inside, where it could not touch 

A budding secret.
(Martin Bisse)

Clerihew

Ernest Miller Hemingway

Was sitting in a nice café.

He wrote and drank until, at last,

The paper to him was spinning too fast.
(Martin Bisse)

Evelin Börner
[image: image1.png]Guilt

One month ago

Pure accident changes ives

Luck and inner connection

Weakness

Love

Fear

Andin the end. I'm the one sitting here
Allon my own

Looking out of my window

Searching for you

The bitter taste of guilt under my tongue





(Evelin Börner)
Ode in Blue

Blue - the most human colour!

I am, oh, I am trying to elude

But everywhere are thou – bewitching me with thy sensual odour.

Everywhere are thou – oh, my dearest, even if only to express my mood.

Blue lips, blue veins, blue eyes –

Thou, oh, thou are hunting me down to my glorious nature.

Blue lips, blue veins,

Blue – forcing me to say tearful goodbyes.


Blue, the colour of our beautiful planet,
From far, far away.

Blue, the colour of my sensations,

From deep, deep within.

(Evelin Börner)
Stuporous Melancholy
Age, oh, ineluctable Hades, come over me.

Nil it brought me – into the Nowhere it lead me.

It – stiffness inside my body, blur inside my head;

Stuck inside my memory of a better me – a better time.

Oh, come over me.

You – Oh, promised salvation, alluring shade of freedom -

Still clad in your silky black hood.

You fooled me with only the glance of the sweet idleness;

Nowhere I can find Arges – my eternal longing.

Henceforth, please, take me with you.

Framework clad in your silky black hood.

Now, come thou and hook me up on your shining scythe, come!

Stuck inside the never-ending greyness of my emotions;

Illusions hunting me until my faith fades.

Once, my name was Hebe,

but now, you transformed me into Deimos,

dreaded by my former love, my seed.

Look, what you did to me –

You overpowering Chronos.

To you, I imprint my last words –

My ultimate elegy.
(Evelin Börner)
Martin Brieger

Beyond dreaming

Her heart was beating so fast that her whole body was shaking while she ran down the deserted alleyway. She could taste blood and covered the stab wound in her stomach with her right hand. Just a couple of seconds ago, someone suddenly had stabbed her on her way home, in the midst of the night. Now all she wanted was to get away as fast as she could. She was crying trembling with fear, and that person was definitely chasing her. 
“Leave me alone!!” she yelled desperately at her pursuer who kept following her, rather unimpressed. 
Despite the unbearable, agonizing pain that was slowly creeping into her chest, she tried to run faster and reached the end of the street. With an abandoned industrial building in front of her, there was nowhere to run anymore. Completely distressed, she entered the building and her fearful eyes quickly searched for a place to hide. When she realized that it was too dark to find a suitable spot, she hurried up the stairs in front of her, the only thing she could actually see in this sinister obscurity. Short of breath, she found herself in a locker room at the top of the stairs which was illuminated by the bland moonlight that shone through the broken windows. Then she heard footsteps that echoed through the whole building. At first, they came from the ground floor but then she realized that the person chasing her was ascending the stairs. She couldn’t think clearly anymore. Her mind was blurred and so was her sight because of all these tears that were constantly running down her cheeks. While the footsteps slowly drew nearer, she did the first thing she could think of, whether it was sensible or not, opened one of the lockers and stepped inside. Steadily, not to make a single sound, she closed the locker while keeping her mouth shut with her left hand. Then she listened. For a couple of breathtaking moments she couldn’t hear anything but then, there were those footsteps again. Their threatening sound made her heart jump, but she tried to keep quiet. Her pursuer had obviously made it to the locker room and slowly walked around, trying to find her. Although she had never done it before, she now prayed to God that this person wouldn’t find her and just leave. She had never been so scared in her whole life. 
No footsteps anymore. When she realized that the locker room was absolutely silent now, she held her breath and listened again. Not a single sound. Was this her chance to escape? She decided to have a short peek outside and opened the locker. There was no one to be seen and thus, she stepped out of it and closed it behind her. In the next second, she suddenly felt a stinging pain at the back of her head and while she was falling down, fainting, she could see that her pursuer was right behind her. Darkness...
A most painful sensation made her regain consciousness. She found herself sitting on a chair in the middle of the locker room, her mouth filled with her own blood. The only thing she could feel was pain. Pain that filled her whole body. And when she looked down on herself, she saw what caused her agony, her eyes screaming with horror. The person that had chased her knelt in front of the chair, a blood-stained knife in one hand and the other hand extricating her gut from her stomach which was slit open. Then she realized that some other internal organs had already been extracted and were now lying in a huge puddle of blood next to the chair. The person suddenly jerked her gut out of her body causing her to scream in pain and terror. 
“Why...?”, she asked with a quiet, exhausted voice. 
“I don’t know why...” her pursuer coldly responded. “But you should know!”
In her last moments, she could finally see the face of her tormentor. It was a woman in a black, shoulder-free top and there was a tattoo of a crimson butterfly on her right shoulder. She reached out for that unknown woman, already getting weaker and weaker, grabbed her shoulder, grabbed that tattoo and pinched it. Darkness again...
Extremely shocked, she suddenly woke up from her nightmare. It happened again. And again, she had been the victim. A quick glance at her radio clock made her realize that it was 1.23 a.m., November 19th. She didn’t have much time. The crimson butterfly tattoo on her shoulder hurt as if it really had been pinched. Quickly she dressed, went into the kitchen, took a sharp knife and was ready to leave. Her dream had told her where to find that woman she had been. She didn’t know her. All she knew was that she had to kill her. No matter what.

Extract from the Daily Informant, November 20th:

Serial Killer found dead

The police confirmed that yesterday, November 19th, the wanted serial killer Romanda Hewett (27) was found dead in the abandoned industrial complex, formerly owned by KTB Electronics, on 13 Sumatra Road. Hewett was known for disembowelling her male victims after knocking them unconscious and already nine, mostly young men had met their death by Hewett’s hands. “It seems that she has gotten a taste of her own medicine now,” Officer Paul Grant (43), head of the investigation team, stated after confirming the cause of Hewett’s death. 

This has already been the seventh case in which a wanted serial killer, rapist or other hardened criminal was found dead in the same way they harmed their victims. And once again, an anonymous phone call informed the police beforehand. 

“There has to be someone out there who’s yielding merciless judgment upon those criminals,” Grant finally concluded after the investigations were finalised.

(Martin Brieger)
The first book of Sony called Genesis of Playstation 3

	Chapter 1

1:1 In the beginning Sony created the Playstation 3 and Blu-Ray Technology. 

1:2 And the Playstation 3 was without a controlling device, and void; and gamers could not play without one. And the developers of Sony worked meticulously to create one. 

1:3 And Sony said, Let there be a controlling device: and there was one. 

1:4 And Sony saw the controller, that it was good: and Sony divided it from the Playstation 2 controller, because it was wireless.

1:5 And Sony called it SixAxis Controller, and the new button in the middle they called Home-Button. When pressed, it was the first run of the Playstation 3. 

1:6 And Sony said, Let there be a movie player in the midst of the console, and let it play Blu-Ray Discs and DVDs as well. 

1:7 And Sony made the player, and it played both movie formats so gamers could enjoy home entertainment: and it was so. 

1:8 And Sony called the device Blu-Ray Player. And when they tested it, it was the second run of the Playstation 3. 

1:9 And Sony said, Let there be a device so gamers can save their games and any data onto it without needing a memory card: and it was so. 
	1:10 And Sony called the device 60 GB internal hard drive; and the gathering together of the data called they Cache and RAM: and Sony saw that it was good. 

1:11 And Sony said, Let the hard disk bring forth a menu screen, the internal memory yielding data, and the menu yielding access to games after their kind, whose data is in itself, upon the hard disk: and it was so. 

1:12 And the hard disk brought forth the menu screen, and internal memory yielding data after his kind, and the menu yielding access to games, whose data was in itself, after his kind: and Sony saw that it was good. 

1:13 And the testing of the new menu screen was the third run of the Playstation 3. 

1:14 And Sony said, Let there be LED-lights on the console to divide the running from the standby mode; and let them be for exactly this indication: 

1:15 And let them be for LED-lights on the console give the right indication if it is in use or not: and it was so.

1:16 And Sony made two LED-lights; the green light to indicate usage, and the red light to indicate standby: they made the Playstation logo next to the lights also.

1:17 And Sony set them in the console’s front to give light for all gamers, 


	 1:18 And to indicate running and standby mode, and to divide the green from the red LED: and Sony saw that it was good.

1:19 And the testing of the LED-lights was the fourth run of the Playsation 3. 

1:20 And Sony said, Let the console bring forth a LAN-modem that hath wireless internet connectivity, and a network for gamers so that they can roam the web and download new gaming contents. 

1:21 And Sony created the PlaysationNetwork, and every gamer that playeth could log into it with wireless LAN, which the console brought forth, after its kind, and every gamer could download additional contents and firmwares: and Sony saw that it was good. 

1:22 And Sony tested them, saying, Be easily accessible, and user-friendly, and fill the network with more downloadable content, and let data multiply on the hard drive. 

1:23 And the testing of the wireless modem and the PlaystationNetwork was the fifth run of the Playstation 3. 

1:24 And Sony said, Let the console bring forth games after their kind, action games, adventure games, sport games, and RPGs, and even downloadable arcade games after their kind: and it was so. 

1:25 And Sony made the games of the console after their kind, and stunning graphics after their kind, and every thing that was periphery for the console after 
	their kind: and Sony saw that it was good. 
1:26 And Sony said, Let us make the games in our image, after our likeness: and let them have dominion over the games from Microsoft’s XBOX 360, and over the games of Nintendo’s Wii, and over the handheld games, and over all the games on PC, and over every other entertainment system upon the earth. 

1:27 So Sony created games in their own image, in the image of Sony created they them; on Blu-Ray discs created they them. 

1:28 And Sony tested them, and Sony said unto them, Be fun, and entertaining, and multiply on the media market, and subdue it: and have dominion over Microsoft, and over Nintendo, and over every other entertainment system upon the earth. 

1:29 And Sony said to the gamers, Behold, We have given you the new console, which is superior in its capacities, and almost all possibilities of home entertainment, in which the future of gaming lies; to you it shall be games, movies in high definition and great internet support. 

1:30 And to the console, and to every game developer, and to every rival in business Sony said, We have created a superior gaming technology: and it was so. 

1:31 And Sony saw every thing that they had made, and, behold, it was very good. And the testing of the games was the sixth run of the Playstation 3.
(Martin Brieger)


Katharina Dargie
Asking for a loan

An old woman was standing at the window. Motionless. Gazing. It was a rainy day, but she did not seem to care that the window was standing wide open. A cold wind was moving the heavy curtains, which were pushing hard against the flower pot until it fell over. The old woman kept gazing onto the street below her window; still motionless.

In the street, a middle-aged man was rushing along with his coat open. The wind blew away his hat, but the man did not seem to care, for he did not slacken his pace but moved on and crossed the busy street, not minding the red pedestrian lights. Breaks screamed; drivers wove their fists at him, swearing audibly. The man rushed along.

A mother was sitting in the waiting room of the main station, giving a bottle to her baby, while her two elder boys were sitting next to her, one sleeping leaning against his mother, the other reading a book. The baby had lost hold of the comforter and started crying for more, but the mother did not seem to care. She was staring down at the floor holding the bottle too high for the baby to reach with its mouth. The boy who was sitting next to her, reading gave a gentle downward push to his mother’s arm without looking up from his book. The baby continued sucking eagerly. Every now and then the procedure was repeating itself.
The long corridor was dark and shabby. There were no windows and only a dim light came from one scanty bulb dangling down from its electric wire. The corridor was crowded with people; leaning against the dirty walls, crouching on the floor, or sitting on one of the few worm eaten wooden chairs. There was no conversation. Everybody seemed to avoid the gaze of all others, looking onto the floor. At the end of the corridor, an iron door opened at times. A cold, unsympathetic voice shouted, “Next, please!”, and one of the many people waiting outside slowly went into the brightly lit room. The iron door shut behind the person. None of those who went into the room came out again.

“Name?”


“Mrs. Filicia Augusta Smith.”


“Age?”


“69.”

“Ah, here are the files. I see. Sorry madam. I suppose you want a loan. But I am afraid at your a… Well, I mean considering that you have not much to look forward to. Sorry, no. I really would like to help you, but you have no family still living, your husband died 8 years ago, your children are grown up and have children of their own and, in fact, your son has been here last week to ask for a loan himself. You suffer from arthritis? So you cannot go out much. That makes it impossible. Sorry, no, I really cannot help you.”


“But I….”


“Sorry, madam. Please be so kind as to use the exit on the left.”


A door on the left hand side opened itself. There was nothing behind it, just blackness. The old lady sighed, got up from her chair and went out into the darkness.


“Next, please!” “Name?”


“Mr. Paul Brown.”


“Age?”


“46.”


“One moment, please. All right, sir, here we are. You are a successful business man, a banker of the National Money Depot. What can I do for you, Sir?”


“I need a loan. It would be a good investment for you and I come with many good credentials. Also, I ….”


“Yes, yes. You have family: a beautiful wife, three children. You have two boys, aged four and eight, and a daughter just born. Sorry Sir, but that will not suffice. Your wife is on my waiting list. And how are you going to pay the interest rates if you are working up to sixty hours a week?”

“I am a well known and successf….”

“Sorry, Sir. We need guarantees.  Please be so kind as to use the exit on the left.”


“Next, please!”  “Name?”


“Mrs. Emilia Brown.”


“Yes, of course. I have been expecting you. Your husband has just been here.”


“Really?”


“Yes. He asked for a loan.”


“And?”


“Sorry, madam. We are not the Salvation Army. There is nothing I can do for your family. No securities, you know. And as to you, madam, well, you have three children. This is not easy. It is simply not possible to give you a loan that would cover the maintenance of three children. Please be so kind as to use the exit on the left.”


“But my husband just asked for a loan!”


“Pardon?”


“Well, if he just asked for a loan and I ask for a loan right now, you could make an arrangement between the two of us.”


“I don’t like repeating myself. We are not the Salvation Army and now please use the ex….”


“You had better ask your superior, before making a fatal mistake!”


“Fatal? Indeed, madam. This is going too far!”


“I know my rights! You are but a messenger, and the Lord Chancellor has put it on his agenda that all that come to ask shall be given. I herewith ask you of an unconditional loan of love. I need love. I ask for love. And you have no right to refuse my request or that of any other of those unloved people waiting outside of this ugly iron door. Don’t dare to refuse me, or I will make sure that you will be fired. I will make sure you belong to the fallen ones, and then you will stand outside this iron door yourself!”


“Please, madam. Please, calm down. I am sure we can find a solution. Let me just phone up my superior and ask……Yes…..Mm…….Yes, Lord Chancellor…… Of course, Lord Chancellor.”


“And?”


“My dearest Mrs. Brown. The Lord Chancellor will offer you a lifelong, unconditional loan of love to you and your husband. Please, be so kind as to take the exit on the right!”


A door on the right hand side opened itself. Bright sunshine was behind it, and laughter could be heard. The door opened into a garden where two boys were playing hide and seek with their father. An elderly lady sat with a baby on a blanket spread out on the grass. 
(Katharina Dargie)
Walking in the Snow
The snow is deep and glitters, moonshine above

Each step a newly printed proof that tells

A hidden story, gone my secrete love

The soul is innocently wondering and dwells

Like a lonesome dove inmidst this peaceful scene 

Its beauty lies in simple gestures, farewells.
No footprints ahead, the restless feet are keen
To move on attacking the untouched plane

No silence, the cracking noise of steps intervene

A realm of ghostlike creatures, entering their reign

With a whisper they shower down their icy load 

In relief they bow and wave their arms, no strain

The cold remains unfelt, the summer’s road

Has vanished under a silky smooth duvet

The face, it glows the nearer comes my abode

At home the feeling of freedom melts away

The memory remains sweeter than a spring bouquet.

(Katharina Dargie)
Claudia Dziekan
Ode to the Two Voices in my Head

Freud had a point vs. schizophrenia

What would a conflict be

without the two of you

highlighting the pros and cons?

What would it feel like 

to make decisions

without your heated debates?

Spices of my thoughts,

honest advocates of your positions,

loyal advisors refusing to give in.

That would mean disasters,

five seconds for decisions, 

but years of regret and plasters.
Oh, shut up, 

you spoilsport!

She wouldn’t miss all the fun!

Don’t be so impolite in our conversation!

If she listened to you all the time,

she’d be overweight and have a bad reputation.

Boring boring boring!

She’d better suppress you 

with wine again!

You don’t have proper arguments.

I am the reason

why she’s got friends.

Stop rhyming, you nerd!

And by the way,

her question was a rhetorical one.

If you agreed all the time,

life wouldn’t be complicated

nor worth living.

Would that you always keep on 

changing my mind

as I’m used to!

So let me raise the glass

and celebrate

the three of me.
(Claudia Dziekan)


[image: image2]
(Claudia Dziekan)
The Panther 
In the Jardin des Plantes, Paris

His gaze deeply tired of the passing bars,

it cannot hold a picture anymore.

It seems as if the bars were endless like stars

and behind the bars no world to explore.

The agile walk of sleek strong moves to a dot

circling in the smallest of all small rings

is like a dance of power around a spot

holding a strong will, numb, tied up with strings.

Seldom does the tir’d curtain of the pupil

open soundlessly – A picture goes in,

goes through the tense silence of the limbs and still

won’t get under the panther’s skin.
Translation Claudia Dziekan

Der Panther
Im Jardin des Plantes, Paris 
Sein Blick ist vom Vorübergehn der Stäbe 

so müd geworden, daß er nichts mehr hält. 

Ihm ist, als ob es tausend Stäbe gäbe 

und hinter tausend Stäben keine Welt.  

Der weiche Gang geschmeidig starker Schritte, 

der sich im allerkleinsten Kreise dreht, 

ist wie ein Tanz von Kraft um eine Mitte, 

in der betäubt ein großer Wille steht.  

Nur manchmal schiebt der Vorhang der Pupille 

sich lautlos auf -. Dann geht ein Bild hinein, 

geht durch der Glieder angespannte Stille – 
und hört im Herzen auf zu sein.
Rainer Maria Rilke

Anja Giersch

Ode to Empathy

Empathy, your capacity seems to be inestimably

vast, your presence thoroughly possessive.

You evoke an understanding so intimidatingly

essential that I fear losing you might

end up my life.

You are the between, you are the bond,

the invisible though perceptible,

that we’ve got to unseal, we’ve got to uncover,

we’ve got to maintain before

we ruin it all.

With great care you reveal what is meant to be

the basis of humanity. Our existence is your source of being.

Your existence is ours.

You’re not even aware of your humble, old powers and still

you will potentially rescue what once used to be a

unity of wistful nature-

TREES, Animals and we.

Thanks in advance, empathy!

(Anja Giersch)

[image: image5.png]



N.N.: Deforestation. GrassRootz. Inform-ation Tel-a-vision. 01/12/09. <http://www.grassrootz.tv/index.php?option=com_content&view=category&layout=blog&id=16&Itemid=29>.
Elegy for the Destitute
A selfish desire for relaxation;
complaints about service and noisy air conditioners,
no hunch for what was to come,
for what was determined to mould the day.
Remote places, distant suffering- 
I couldn't have cared less about that.
But when I drew back the curtain of the coach to hell,
I saw what was doomed to stick to my mind
at least for a decade, probably forever.
Plastic roofs a luxury, more holes than wood- 
the only shields against wind, burning sun rays and pouring rain.
Children's playgrounds as forlorn as tips,
rubbish to sit on, waste for breakfast.
Nothing to wear apart from a second-hand rag, 
the soles of their feet cut open by glass,
not to mention the lack of medical care,
the coach speeded up on the road of despair.
Heavy air covered the scene,
the smell of faeces everywhere.
Hungry, hollow eyes staring at empty, broken bowls.
The coach became faster and faster. 
Young faces bore the tragedy,
the desolate sound of hopelessness.
Swollen, sad tummies not able to sing or learn 
but able to wait- for the brave man to come!
In the distance the first curtains were drawn.
A ruthless, fat fly rested on the wrinkled forehead.
Soaking up remained wisdom.
There's no defence, no effort, no prospect.
Human beings completely drained and washed out.
Instincts so weary of life, not even trying to
seek refuge from being exposed to death.
A hundred souls die of not having gusto to survive.
A million more sharing the same fate.
A wish to shed light on what gives rise to this 

urgent dilemma. 
Humiliating circumstances, degrading living conditions-
all insipid to the eyes of the brave man
that sits on the distant coach,
his vision blurred, his rags too rich to care.
( Anja Giersch)
	Anja Giersch








    30/11/2009

Fluffy Slippers
When I saw what happened, I went cold with horror. Two long years had nibbled at their fibres and eventually gave their soles eternal cracks. I am still shivering in fear thinking about this horrendous sight, which I am to blame for. It was me, who wore those cosy slippers, in spite of their physical states. Agonising feelings of guiltiness preoccupy me. I am still too distraught to speak about the tragedy.

Now that summer has gone by and chilly breezes of autumn winds have taken over, I realise more and more how much they meant to me. They gave me the solemn warmth I needed during cold winter days. They followed me, wherever I went. They were waiting for me, when I came home after long hours of work.

[image: image6.png]


Having to give them away was a terrible wrench for me. Not only because of the luxury they implied, but also because we were as matching as matches. Trying to replace them has been impossible. The grief is still too real to ignore and thus, I would rather have cold feet than wear another pair of slippers.

Fluffy Slippers image. 
<http://media.photobucket.com/image/fluffy%20slippers/Pirate_LeChuck23/FluffyBunnySlippers.jpg>. 2009.30.11.2009.


Annemarie Jahn

Genesis of a Pandemic
	1.1 In the beginning there was the silly season and it needed to be filled. And television was without any content and people were bored.

1.2 And dull authors in starless offices tried to find a way to change it and address everyone and bring light to the darkness of their living rooms.

1.3 And the press said: Let there be a new disease, and there was a new disease. And the press saw the malady, that it was good. And the press gave it the name swine-flu, and called it mortal.

1.4 Then the press said: Let us forget about thousands of people who die of other virus infections every year. And let us report ten thousands of new infections every week, without putting any focus on what else is going on in the world. Let us create a pandemic and let us make people believe that it will spread over the planet without being stopped. And so swine-flu was lifted up above all other ailments, and it was so.

1.5 And the press said: Now that people are frightened, let there be a new vaccine to make them feel safe. And the press saw that the people felt better, that it was good. But summer was not over yet.
	1.6 So the press said: Let specialists criticize the new serum. And the press divided the people into two groups. And the groups started to discuss.

1.7 And one group said: Don't get the shot! The new vaccine could kill you, since a basic and highly concentrated part of it isn't tested yet. And the other group said: Get the shot! The new vaccine is absolutely safe, we used this substance in other shots and nothing will happen to you. And the press saw that people got confused, that it was good.

1.8 And the press said unto the people: There is no vaccine left for anyone. So be frightened! Be scared and panic and spread the fear, because we won't tell you what to do. And people were scared and didn't know what to do, and so it was.

1.9 Then the press said: Behold! We gave you a new disease, we gave you a solution and we made you panic. Now we will let you calm down. And the press said: Let there be enough vaccine for everyone.

1.10 And October passed and November passed and enough of the serum for everyone arrived. 
1.11    And nobody came.

(Annemarie Jahn)

	
	


The One Thing I Never Wanted To Write About
Because Everybody Does

And Wrote About Now Anyway

You

Loving, Caring.

You are mine,

For good, forever, always

You.

Me,

Terrified, with fated breath,

'Til Kingdom comes

Will be

Yours.
(Annemarie Jahn)
White-knuckled

Everywhere I look – snow.

Makes me wonder: Where did sunshine go?

The answer? Honestly? I can't tell.

It is another week of woe.

We're caught in this white hell,

Lie under winter's spell.

Those snow piles seem to swell

And crack my cozy shell.

So cold out there, I want to go

Where it's nice and warm, where I can crow

With delight and give a yell.

Farewell! And adieu to you white glow.
(Annemarie Jahn)
Widerstreit 

Renate Golpon
Gedankengüsse prasseln auf mich nieder;

Mein Bauchgefühl raubt jeglichen Verstand.

Was immer mit Vernunft so eng verwandt,

Es ist entfleucht, wenn Zorn durchzuckt die Glieder.

Ich denke, reflektiere immer wieder,

Hab sonst doch mit Verstand so viel gebannt!

Was hat sich jetzt total in mir verrannt?

Ein neuer Tag singt oft auch neue Lieder!
 Gefühl – Verstand, sie scheinen sich zu meiden

Und sind im Kopf doch beide eng vereint.

Muss denn das eine unterm andern leiden?

Es gibt noch andre Wege, wie mir scheint.

Man sollte eines nicht vom andern scheiden.

Verstand, versteh doch, was Gefühl gemeint!

Conflict
Translation Annemarie Jahn
A flash of thoughts is pouring down on me;

My intuition takes away my mind.

What yet has always been of reason's kind,

Escapes, when rage is flashing through my body.

I keep on thinking, reflecting it again,

I always managed to ban things somehow!

What is this feeling that I'm stuck with now?

A brand new day often brings up a new strain!

My feelings – my mind, these things seem to evade

And still are both united in my brain.

Does one have to suffer for the other's sake?

It seems to me, there is another way.

One and the other are not to separate.

Mind, understand what the heart tries to say!
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Susann Kaboth

Clerihew
The Liverpool fans are those who own

the song: “you’ll never walk alone,”

but if their keeper can’t reach the ball,

he stands alone in front of them, after all.
(Susann Kaboth)

Limerick
There was an old Lady named Ms Chopra,

who always came to the concerts at the opera,

but when she lost her orientation,

her heart filled up with desperation,

the sad and old Lady Ms Chopra.
(Susann Kaboth)
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... on Twitter!

You can follow everyone and read their thousand tweets about the latest news or their latest way to the toilet. 

And everyone can follow you and find out about your habits and your opinion on Britney’s newest video clip.

But be careful! There are these moments, those silent minutes, when Twitter is down and you have to live your real life again!

(Susann Kaboth)

Rain

(Susann Kaboth)
It rains at sunrise

It rains at sundown as well

And depression grows

Middle of July

Heat lies on the whole city
Then a raindrop falls

At night alone at home

Raindrops like drums on the roof

Pure relaxation

It rained the whole day

Clouds are moving, a sunray

Blue, green, red, yellow

Adrian Keilbart

Lullaby for a femme fatale

I'm wet and I'm wounded

and I'm battered and beaten

and I'm down on my knees tonight

Yes, I know life is unfair

but I'm tired of this warfare

whatever they do it isn't right

windows are broken

youth has been stolen

and streets are washed with blood

still I am wandering

these roads, they are pondering

the beggar's wife shows what she's got  

robots are indented

speakers are silent

and the street lights are out for good

defiance has vanished

bliss has been banished

the scorpion's sting feels just like it should

black pools of vomit

an infection summit

and a cure remains undone

flies without horses

the vast void endorses

stray dogs reduced to a skeleton

Good night, my metropolis

sleep tight, big old fever pitch

and good night to you, my love

(Adrian Keilbart)

Ode to....?

Alas! Indeed, we meet again

Fortuna smiles upon me

Not thunder, lightning and no rain

Can trick my eyes to see

Blindfolds aside, enough of the lies thou fed

Walking through the hell called affection

Walking through the hell of my fears

Monstrous misery, seduce me into thy bed

I'll suffocate in the orbit of thy perfection

I'll drown you in the ocean of my tears

Oh! Truly like a dear old friend

I strongly sought to forget thee

Yet, I can smell thy sweet scent

So sublime, yet still obscene

Thy voice buzzest in my head

Death is thy satisfaction

Thy breath bruised my heart forever

To Hades! My feelings are undead

Torture me by crucifixion 

I love thee always and never

(Adrian Keilbart)

The machinist’s dream

What is this hollow darkness?

Where am I?

I can't see. I can't see. I CAN'T SEE!!

Words comply, but eyes defy

A whisper growing into a TERRIFYING NOISE:

When will you feed us?

The ovens are hungry still.

A blurred mind. Nothing but fog and smoke and THIS TERRIBLE NOISE!

Slicking oil bleeding out of the ears

and dripping on the metal floor

When will you feed us again?

Just give us something, a hand or an arm. 

Toes become fingers, steel becomes limb -

no need to alarm.

FEED US and we feed you.
Why did the machinery mourn tonight?
A hand on the heart

a small missing part

the fuel won't run and the engine won't start

Is this the real world or the dream world?

Stop thinking, start inking.

Inking your mind in the sweetest BLACK.

Operate us. Feed us. Love us. Be us.

No, even not today!

Sick to the bone to sleep all alone. 

Hush! 

The morning dawns and the machinist arrives.

I hope he can repair me...

(Adrian Keilbart)

Carolin Krahl

Cinquain

Neon

befog anew.

Spiked noise deny the dusk.

Come, nocturnal amnesia

enwind.

(Carolin Krahl)
Rubaiyat

When morning triumphs over night

black spots pattern the sight.

Still, you remember them asking:

"Dear, may I borrow a light?"
(Carolin Krahl)

Terza Rima

"You couldn´t guess just where I´ve been;

true and absurd, vast a sphere."

Receiving postcards from within.

"Rushed through a plot from force to fear;

watched contradiction beat up reason.

Tell Mr. Freud that I was here.

You couldn´t go where I have been."
Receiving postcards from within. 

(Carolin Krahl)

	 - OBITUARY -

to our old skins

On the side of the road you lay, left and empty just like the many resting next to you, 

and nobody would come and fill you with life once more.
As you stayed with us, close and tense, day and night, we will not disguise the part which we, willing to modestly say goodbye now, played in the piece that is your end. Thus, we will not pretend we had lost you somewhere on the way, although that would be a common story. Instead, we left you there, willing to – not let you go – but get rid of and replace you. We had worn you out.
Without you, or any new version of you, we are vulnerable creatures, possibly doomed to die. Ungrateful we are, for you apparently protected us, until we were able to ask:  from what? Who is it, our natural enemy? Who´s the one we´re looking for, paranoid?

You remain distant memories as we change and move and rattle, and try out new suits, only to find that they do not fit and shake them, shake you, off and bury you one  by one until we stand naked and true. 

                                                                                                        Snakes and cosmopolitans


(Carolin Krahl)
Wiebke Krause
Benjamin Luft

Ode to Health

Never ever have I felt that new

Now I’m back on track. Oh lucky me!

Lacking health makes people look so blue

Breathless - youth lampooned wickedly
How amazing you are, precious health

No one wants to live without your touch

But we have to slowly let you go
Meanwhile I indulge in your wealth

I appreciate you really much!

Older age groups tell their tale of woe

You are basic to many things

Daily operations need your help

You protect me – sheltered under wings 

Painful is your loss – a single yelp

Sickness is the enemy of yours

Sound and sane ones can agree with me
How are you? Is everything all right?

Glad is who through suffering matures

Using bad and worse times – breaking free

Facing troubles of life to win the fight

Once again I have to say that I
Cannot live without you, health, today

Sometimes do I think I’m passing by
This must be the price we have to pay

On the other hand we should not bother

Since we own you as a gratis gift 

What else shall we do to keep you near?

Medicine might not save ones brother or mother

Life means change of direction – a shift

Constant worry leaves us in fear 
(Benjamin Luft)

Limerick

Once, a pimple was up to no good.

On the top of the nose where he stood

Would he burst into pieces, 

Coming up with the thesis

Claiming nobody cared, so he could.
(Benjamin Luft)

Clerihew

Chancellor Merkel, Angela

Never needs a wonder-bra,

Because her clothes are tailor-made.

Therefore, she looks always great!
(Benjamin Luft)

HAIKU 俳句

Everybody Rock’n’Roll

Bang your head to the music

Do not lose it!
(Benjamin Luft)

Christian Nordmann

Ode on the Divine

One’s life is short so it seems

And days are filled with tasks

One has to work in teams

To fill good memories in flasks

We dwell on yesterdays

And try to find in them our ways

The past should be our guide for life?

For no higher things we strive?

The face-changing time has a clutch

That grasps one’s attention real tight

Don’t be deceived by its touch

For even in the darkest night

The light that is shining through and through

Burns in your soul and alights anew

Whenever you roam in its space

Then you will feel the Divine’s grace

(Christian Nordmann)
Rain

Dark clouds are coming

Monsoon promises to weep

Rain onto the earth.
(Christian Nordmann)
Water keeps falling

Shiny roads become a sea

In which your shoes drown.
(Christian Nordmann)
Obituary to Leo, a very dear, reliable friend

It is with great pain that I came to know about the passing away of my dear friend and comrade who supported me on all my ways in life. Especially during concerts he has always been there. And I know that it has been a big effort for him to go to the venues in the first place because he was a lazy, steady fellow who would never walk on his own somewhere. He liked hanging out in dark rooms, waiting for someone to tweak his nipples until he produced a sound.

We all know that every journey has to end somewhere and sometime. However, it remains hard to face the facts when they obviously appear in front of our eyes. On Wednesday 28/10/2009 he refused to speak. Even tweaking his nipples and turning them around wouldn’t make a difference. That is when I realized he would never speak up again. His membrane had stopped moving, maybe because of a clot or a scissure in it. That is what I came to know later after the post- mortem examination. The speaker of my dear friend Fender FM25R had been torn by a loud chord or by the last Feedback. This superb amplifier was a reliable servant to my tone and he understood everything I wanted concerning my guitar playing. Now it is time to go on. It is time to buy myself a new bulky friend who listens closely and speaks up.

(Christian Nordmann)
Franziska Nürnberger

The Cat

Golden eyes staring

without motion at their prey.

Softness in your gait

(Franziska Nürnberger)

A Short Story

She opens her eyes: darkness. Nothing but blackness around her. Somewhere the sound of dripping water and of rats running over bare stone. She tries to remember. How did she get here? What happened to her? She tries to move, but a ravaging pain that is spreading within a second from her left leg through her body convinces her of lying still. Fear is slowly creeping up her spine. Even panic. How can it be that feelings like these enter her mind? How can they possibly take her over? She feels something wet and salty on her lips. Tears? Where do they come from? She is not supposed to cry. She is the strong one, the one who can take everything. Her thoughts are interrupted by the ever louder sound of rat feet. “I am not yet dead. There is still breath in my body. Stay away from me, you little monsters!” Suddenly laughter. Sly, menacing laughter of many voices. “Who is there? Help me! I am hurt!” She tries to move again, to draw attention to herself, but every slight movement causes waves of pain that torment her body. Only with great effort does she manage to suppress a scream. She breathes deeply to get her focus back. “Is there nobody here to help me? Please, I need help!” But no answer comes out from the darkness around her. Only more laughter. “Who are you? Do you think this is funny?” “Don`t you know who we are?” A dark voice that sends chills down her spine. She knows that this voice belongs to the one who has brought her here. “No, I don`t know who you are. Where am I and why have you brought me here?” Again laughter, this time closer. “You know why you are here. You did horrible things and this is your punishment. You should have thought about that before you killed so many of our brothers and sisters.” “I have never killed anyone in my entire life! What in hell are you talking about? This must be a mistake, I am a good person.” Her voice sounds too high-pitched, it trembles. She knows that. But the pain and panic are beginning to tell on her. Again the voice begins to speak; its tone dripping with contempt and derision. “You humans think of yourselves as perfect and as rulers of this world. Well, let me tell you something: you are neither. You are miserable creatures that have gained their power by treachery and by destroying everyone in your way. You did not destroy us. You should have. You like to think of yourselves as kings and emperors, but you have always been afraid of the dark and only few of you have dared to go into it. That is why we were able to survive. We have multiplied invisible to your eyes because you never looked down to the dirt. Your eyes always went up, to the sun and light. In your insolent wish for infinite power, you have destroyed the true beauty of your world and replaced it with all of your clean and cold inventions. You have choked nature since you first set foot on this ground. But no more. We have ruled the world beneath your feet for centuries and slowly but steadily we have eaten away the soil you are standing on. Soon, our hard work will be over and we will welcome you in our realm. Then, we shall take the reward for all our pain and toil. Out of rivers of blood shall we drink, your blood, still steaming as it leaves your body. We shall eat away your sinful flesh and crumble your bones to dust until nothing will be left of your miserable existence.” “Why? What have we done to you to make you so angry? Why do you hate us so much that you are planning to do such horrible things?” “All these years you have excluded us, killed us, accused us of diseases we were not responsible for; to sum it up, you have blamed all the bad things in the world and all the wrong you have brought unto yourself on us, and that is far too much to take. Now the time for our revenge has come, and you will be first, an appetizer before the great feast really starts.” Again, the walls echo from triumphant laughter, and she can feel how invisible claws clasp her body. “Who are you? I have done nothing wrong! I do not deserve to die! Not now! Not like this!” “Oh yes, you do. You deserve to be tortured and humiliated, and your remains to be left here in the darkness. You do not deserve to find any rest nor anyone crying for you. You will never be at peace; you will stay a restless soul for all eternity. Every sin leaves a mark and you have committed far too many.” She screams, maybe someone can hear her, maybe she wakes up in her bed, her husband sleeping next to her and finds that this has all been a terrible nightmare. But in her heart she knows that this is real, horrible, unchangeable reality and that she is going to die. She feels rat feet scurrying over her body. She tries to wipe them away but every time one rat is gone, two others replace it. As sharp claws slash her skin, the pain becomes unbearable. She feels the warm blood as it runs out of her body and hears the smacking sound of hundreds of rat jaws eating away at her skin. She makes one last, desperate try to save herself and lifts her arm to swipe away the wriggling mass that now covers her entire body. But there is nothing left of it but bare, white bone. She screams. It is her last sound. No one hears her.
( Franziska Nürnberger)
I have a dream

I say to you today, my friends, even though we may be swamped with bad TV and movies, I still have a dream. It is a dream I have had since the first time I switched on the TV set.


I have a dream that one day television viewers will rise up and live out the true meaning of this creed: “We hold these truths to be self-evident: all people have a right for good entertainment.”
 I have a dream that one day on the artificial turf- covered hills of Hollywood the sons of former producers and the sons of former directors will be able to sit down together on the table of we-do-not-make- this movie-out-of-money-reasons-but-to-sincerely-touch-our-viewers-because-they-deserve-it.
I have a dream that one day even the state of California, a state stuffed with women who had more plastic surgeries than Michael Jackson and Cher put together, stuffed with men whose brain has wandered into their muscles, after being at the gym twenty-four-seven, will be transformed into an oasis of natural beauty and wisdom.

I have a dream that little children will not grow up watching “Teletubbies” and “Hannah Montana”, being robbed of their intelligence without a chance of developing it, but will discover the meaning of life by exploring it in the real nature. 
I have a dream today.
I have a dream that one day down in Bollywood with its mass production, its dancing people, always singing in the most inappropriate moments; one day right there in Bollywood, intelligence will take over and the people responsible will be banished from filmmaking for life.
I have a dream today.
I have a dream that one day every bad movie shall be regarded as an offence against human rights, every over-the-top film star be banished into the depths of hell, every parent that drags their ever smiling and how-cute –is-she- child in front of the camera be punished by binding them to a chair and let them watch “Big Brother” in infinite loop.
This is our hope. This is the faith I go to the cinema with. With this faith we will be able to hew out of the mountains of bad entertainment a tiny stone of hope. With this faith we will be able to transform money- oriented, soulless mass production into a source for fun AND knowledge. With this faith we will be able to go to cinema together, watch a good movie together, love or hate it together, but eventually knowing that it was worth our money.

And if the filmmaking industry is to be one great unity, this must become true. So let good entertainment spread from the ever- green hills of Hollywood. Let good entertainment spread from the humid heat of Bollywood. Let good entertainment spread from a little, windy place called Wellywood.

And when this happens, when we allow intelligent entertainment to spread, when we let it spread from every mind with a good idea, young or old, from every little movie that touches our heart, we will be able to speed up that day when all of God`s children, series- addicts and cinema-goers, those who like Tom Cruise and those who don`t, dreamers and realists, will be able to join hands together and sing the words: “Free at last! Free at last! Thank God Almighty, we are free at last!”

( Franziska Nürnberger)
Tobias Orobko

The Golden Ship

Eventually we all must leave the sinking ship.

But we all must go alone.

Grant the waiter one last tip

and flee, head out to the unknown,

For no one can escape the deep blue sea.

Not even you and not even me.

The golden ship which had seduced us,

had trapped us and tried to win us over,

had nothing in mind but to abuse us,

and to drown and destroy us moreover.

And the ones who have to pay the fee

will probably be you and me.

Desirable and tempting it may be,

to take another cruise.

And satisfying it is for the old lady

to hear you sing the blues.

For our escape we hold the key

all we have to do is flee.

Too many sailors I have known

now lie motionless on ocean's bed.

Their wives and children left to mourn.

Hereby I tell you 'bout this vicious threat.

Cuz if we can't cut ourselves free,

The ship will take us, you and me.
(Tobias Orobko)

	Good riddance!

The Berlin Wall

August 13th 1961 - November 9th 1989

Not only did you stretch all across Berlin, but also all over Germany and even Europe as a whole. But you never managed to be a wall in the minds of those who never gave up the hope of being free one day.

You weakened us, you imprisoned us, you intimidated us and even killed some of us and the rest of us hated you and still hates you for that.

 In this respect it is not hard to say goodbye to an inanimate, soulless buildup of stupid bricks, who never said anything in defense, but just stared stubbornly and even seemed to smile at us in such an arrogant way.

 Or did you try to say something? Huh? What were you going to say? "Stop there stranger - no trespassing!" or "Hold up punk, you ain't goin' that way!" Well, how does it feel now that you're dead, dipshit?

I'm sorry. I guess I got a little fired up about my abomination towards you. 

Today your remains adorn the living rooms of so many people, be sure we will never forget you, we who survive you, the eighty million inhabitants of Germany.




(Tobias Orobko)
Haiku
(Tobias Orobko)

	The homeless are poor.

Investment bankers are rich.

What connects the dots?
	Most graceful creature,

Soft and wild and beautiful,

Thy name is felis.


Terza Rima

Gently shaped and sparkling white,

yet weeping and screaming but clear,

you illuminate even the darkest night,

you're a blessing to my ear.

Whoever owns your matchless perfection

will most certainly revere

your body and sound with great affection.

And though you've got fierce competition

you're far away from any rejection

by those of us who have made the decision

to pick n pluck n tap on you

and do all this with great precision

whether we feel merry or blue,

to become a virtuosic master

an ace, a star, a wizard too

on you my gorgeous Stratocaster.
(Tobias Orobko)
Martina Peter

Limerick

There was a veggie from York

Who loved to eat cheese with a fork.

She was nearly starving

And started a carving

In a chunk of organic pork.

(Martina Peter)

Ode to MDR Figaro

How sweetly your melodies wake me up every morning.

Your audio book story at 9.05 accompanies my breakfast.

Your hosts keep me up to date with daily news.

You introduce great music to my sensitive ears.

You made me become a fan of Fink, Steve Earle and Balmorhea.

Your worship service every Sunday morning lets me remember the importance of brotherly love and faith.

Your classical concerts simplify the dish washing; they even make it a joy.

You don’t need annoying advertisements to fill your broadcasting time.

I cannot imagine a single minute without you, my favourite radio station
(Martina Peter)
	IKEA SHOEHORN – MUST-HAVE ITEM
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	Are you one of those that never leave their house because putting on shoes is exhausting, sweat-inducing and causes terrible pain in your back and your hands? Then this is your must-have: The 60cm long IKEA shoehorn with its slightly round shape, that makes it perfectly fit to your hand and your heel. Now, your feet can glide easily into your tight shoes without unlacing them. You don’t have to bend down or touch your dirty boots anymore.

Handy, colourful and life enriching: the IKEA shoehorn.
And if your back itches while you put your shoes on:  just use it as a back scratcher. 

(Martina Peter)


Nadine Quaas

Ode on Christmas

The glorious time for celebration

Has come to my awaiting realm;

Surprisingly, this fine temptation

Is filling me with dread and qualm.

I cannot help this terrible tremble

That cuts across my human matter,

While other people live in clover,

Their funds of joy seem to be ample.

Don’t you think it would be better

To pray for Christmas to be over?

My view of this unrivaled season

Could be one of high regard,

Alas! There is a crucial reason,

That keeps my courtesy apart.

Christmas is in the month of December,

Mind you, December is linked to snow

You cannot bypass on this latitude.

So, you would do well to remember,

Even though treats keep my spirit off low,

I will not change my attitude.

Hallelujah, sings the chorus

‘Tis the season to be jolly.

My gaiety seems rather porous,

I will not bother with this folly.

Hence, my expression is morose,

When I see all these people frolic.

Am I the only one to sheer?

Simply administer a smaller dose,

If you don’t want me to be sick,

Of this tedious festive cheer!

(Nadine Quaas)

Autumn Day
The cold drizzle falls,

and so do I, slipping on

leaves, cursing loudly.
(Nadine Quaas)
Subway
‘Mind the Gap’ God’s voice

rings in your ears while you leap

at fast closing doors.
(Nadine Quaas)

The Archer
One move and one breath,

exhale slowly and focus,

try to go for gold.
(Nadine Quaas)

You do it to yourself
You will face inane

obstacles when you go out

on a bad-hair day.
(Nadine Quaas)

Joy
Teardrops fall like rain

on a summer day when you

turn around and smile.
(Nadine Quaas)
Cinquain

(Nadine Quaas)

Happiness

Eternal doubts

Trying my patience

Yours has left me

Alone.

Fear

Creepy, panic

Waiting, lurking, consuming

Stultifying your very mind

Funk

Clover

Sparkling greenish

Joy of my glowing heart

Soothsayer and true home-giver

Erin

Silvana Steinbach

Clerihew:

Grimm, the famous brothers

Told fairy tales to others.

Snow White and Red Riding Hood,

Not only children think they’re good.

(Silvana Steinbach)

Limerick:

To the hole of a mouse came a rat.

Rat said: “I want to sleep in your bed!

Come out and go away

Or you’ll have to pay!”

The mouse just laughed and said: “You’re too fat!”

(Silvana Steinbach)

Love

Love is like a beautiful art.

Love is like a strong beating heart.

Love means to hate being apart.

Love means an angel that guards.

Love is like a warm sun beam.

Love is like the fluffiest cream.

Love means a wonderful dream.

Love means a winner team.

Love is like the best compliment you can make.

Love is like a chocolate cake.

Love means to give and to take.

Love means truth, never fake.

Love is like a deep sad sigh.

Love is like a sweet lullaby.

Love means that you never lie.

Love means the feeling that you can fly.

Love is like flowers in May.

Love is like nights in soft hay.

Love means forever Valentine’s Day.

Love means more than I can say!
(Silvana Steinbach)
To You

Darkness around me,

I felt lonely, silence,

Worries chasing after me.

Nothing made sense,

Friends I had only few,

I had built up a fence.

But there were you, 

And didn’t leave me alone,

Although you had things to do.

You listened to my sorrows with no moan,

You were at my side,

And didn’t think of your own.

Also in that special night,

When I was afraid,

You took my fright.

I was desperate,

But you encouraged me,

You took my hands, you did wait.

I saw a light suddenly,

That light was love for you,

I recognized that was the key.

That love gave me power for the new,

Nothing is senseless anymore,

Hear my words: I love you!
(Silvana Steinbach)
Juliane Tenner

Blind date

As he walked out of the house, he carefully removed the telltale golden band from his finger and let it slip into his pocket while juggling with the book under his arm. For an instant, the familiar picture of himself and Catherine, beaming with joy in their wedding dress, appeared in front of his inner eye. He quickly pushed it away as he passed the restaurant in which they had spent some of their anniversary outings. He had loved her at the time, yes, but now, she had become unbearable. Always bad-tempered, she unnerved him whenever they were together. She always had to be right, and she had an opinion on everything.

He was on his way to that new Italian restaurant in the city centre. His pulse went faster as he thought of Kate, the fabulous woman who would wait for him there. He had been excited when she agreed to meet at Tomaso’s. Being very fond of Italian cuisine, he had not been able to wait for long to try lunch there. He had had several working lunches at the restaurant with some colleagues of the Italian department and already was on first-name terms with all the waiters. Secretly, he hoped to impress her a bit with his wide knowledge of Italian wines and food.

He had chosen to walk because this meant he would leave the house a bit earlier. Kate preferred to meet at eight and that was the time his wife usually got home, at least unless she had an urgent case to deal with in the office. Lately, this had been happening quite frequently. Actually, she had informed him that tonight, it was very likely to happen again. Talk of married life! Ha! In the beginning, he had admired her enthusiasm for helping other people, even loved her for it, but as time passed, he began to hate it. To him, she sacrificed their marriage for the greater good. Well, today, her ambitiousness came in handy, but he still didn’t want to run the risk of running into her on this particular occasion. He smiled to himself. The idea to walk there turned out to be a good one; the physical exercise canalised all the energy that excitement set free in his body. 

When he caught a glance of his image in the mirror that served as a shop window to Gina’s Gym, he had to admit to himself that his virtual ego was a bit fitter than he was. He had noticed last spring, just after he had filled out the internet form with his usual measurements, that for reasons he still struggled to understand, additional weight had gathered around his waist. Hopefully, she wouldn’t notice. He had been honest about all the rest; he didn’t change a thing when it came to his fascination for satirical literature or his love for the piano and 70s rock. His eyes and hair were still brown on the internet, although he had forgotten to mention the thin grey strands that started to form on his head.

It hadn’t been his intention to start an affair when he opened an account at newlove.com. He was only curious. In fact, he didn’t have an affair, he hadn’t done anything. So far. And anyway, could they still call themselves “married”? Catherine was married to her job, and when she came home she was exhausted and tense, and she criticised him for everything he did and, well, for all the things he didn’t do. It had been ages since they had had sex.

It was funny, he remembered as he walked past the entrance of an internet cafe, that most of the women that this mysterious partner-matching machine proposed to him after he had entered all his data were dull and tedious. They could not reach his intellectual level. Kate was a fresh exception. She was a few years younger than he was – not so young to be scandalous, but young enough to make the whole adventure very thrilling. Chopin and Ravel were her heroes as well as The Doors or Blur, her messages were full of wit and allusions to the good books she had read, she seemed to crave for intelligent diversion and, if he could call himself lucky, for a sensitive and attentive lover. In the short time they had known each other virtually, they had made a habit of telling each other little anecdotes and stories. Her observations on the development of society, politics, economy and the way they were all linked were remarkably sharp, yet witty. Finally, he had found someone with whom to share his newly-found love for naïve art, with whom to discuss the never ending craziness of these maniacs called “government”. He had long given up trying to talk to his wife about these things. Somehow, they had lost the language for personal thoughts and feelings. All that was left to them were timetables, appointments and grocery lists, or so it seemed to him.

Lately, Catherine had been acting strangely. She was still nervous and irritable, but at times, she stared at him calmly, as if she was thoroughly examining him. It always made him uncomfortable. He feared that she was suspicious, that she might have guessed or – worse – even found the reason for his good mood.

This morning, he had woken up with a hard-on. The dream’s images were still floating through his mind in vivid red and yellow, almost causing him to provoke a car accident by misinterpreting the traffic lights. He remembered long, flowing, blond hair, soft curves, and the red shawl she had promised to wear as a sign of identity.

In view of Tomaso’s, he couldn’t help but quicken his pace. He was a few minutes early. Good, this would leave him some time to calm down. As he entered, the familiar scent of rosemary and basil welcomed him even before Francesco did in his overwhelming way. The waiter enthused about the beautiful young lady who was sitting at his usual table. His heart missed a beat. She was here! She had arrived before him!

As he approached the alcove, he took a deep breath. The two seats were empty. Had she already left? Could that be possible? Two minutes to eight, and she had gone? There, next to the wine glass, a book! Yes, it was Roald Dahl’s “Switch Bitch”. He sighed in relief. She wouldn’t have left without it, he was almost sure. He put his own copy of “Kiss Kiss” on top of it. She had probably only gone to the toilet. The entry to the sanitary facilities was hidden behind a line of plants. Expectantly, he peeked through the gaps between the leaves. There, he caught a glimpse of blond hair. Was that Kate? Something about her seemed familiar. When she turned around, reality punched him into his stomach.

Catherine!

She had followed him! She knew! Of course! Her odd behaviour, everything made sense to him now. She must have found out, she had been spying on him, snooping around his affairs, stealing his passwords. She wanted to catch him in flagrante. What a bitch!

A second later, he froze.

She was wearing a red shawl.

(Juliane Tenner)
Elegy

Where have you gone

Are you still there

Are you still the same

Have you ever been different

You left me speechless

You took the fundament with you

You took my voice

You were responsible

Now

How do I get my self esteem

How do I get discipline

How do I get the things done I want to do

How can I stay in contact with my friends

Why do I fear the letters

Where have you gone

Are you still there

Are you still the same

Have you ever been different

You should have made a move

You should have given me support

You should have given me the words 

You were responsible

The one who held me

The one who played with me

The one who was interested in me

The one who loved me

Is that you

Where have you gone

Are you still there

Are you still the same

Have you ever been different

You expected too much

You were grown up

You were responsible

You were the one

Your money is your world

Comforting you

Securing you

Lending you importance

Yet you are dependent

Where have you gone

Are you still there

Are you still the same

Have you ever been different

Are you as hurt as I am

Generations and generations

Making the same mistakes

Why don’t you see the patterns 

Why don’t you break out

Why don’t you answer

Why don’t you emancipate yourself

Why don’t you just assume your role

Why don’t you come of age 

After your midlife crisis

Why don’t you let go

Let go of the anger

Why don’t we reconcile?
(Juliane Tenner)
Daniela Wappler

Shakespear: Hamlet for Students
To get up, or not to get up - that is the question:

Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to enjoy

The warmth and softness of outstanding pillows

Or to take arms against a sea of laziness,

And by opposing end it. To dream - to sleep -

And by a sleep to say we shun

The headache, and thousands of horrific tests

That a student's heir to. 'Tis a consummation  

Devoutly to be wish'd. To dream - to sleep.

But sleep prohibits dreams: ay, there's the rub!

For dreams may become true

When we have decided to get up and go to university,

There's the respect

That makes calamity of so long studies.

For who would bear the whips and scorns of bus line 61,

The professor's wrong, the fellow students' contumely,

The pangs of despis'd learning, the canteen's food,

The insolence of secretaries, and the spurns

That patient students of education policy takes,

When they themselves might their success make

With a bare pencil? Who would this stress bear,

To grunt and sweat under examina,

But that the hope of something after university -

The undiscover'd country, from whose grounds

No alumnus returns - puzzles the will,

And makes us rather bear those ills we have

Than to role over and sleep?

Thus conscience makes ambitious students of us all,  

And thus the native laziness

Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought,

And enterprises of great pith and moment

With this regard arise in us all

And wait to be brought into action.- Soft you now,

these pillows are!- Seminar, I'd miss thee anyway!

Be all my laziness forgiven. I stay in bed.
(Daniela Wappler)
HAIKUS
(Daniela Wappler)
	Circle of life

Baby. A doll in

a cradle. Old man. A pup-

pet in a coffin.
	Lovers' fate

Fire ball dies in

the red west like phoenix. His

moony mistress mourns.


CLERIHEW

(Daniela Wappler)
Galilei said, It's turning.

The Inquisition, You are burning.

Still the earth is turning round the sun.

Even the church is sometimes wrong.
Mandy Wiersig

	Ausgleichende Gerechtigkeit 

von Mascha Kaléko

Die Strafe, die ich oft verdient,
Gestehen wir es offen:
Ist sonderbarerweise nie
Ganz pünktlich eingetroffen.

Der Lohn, der mir so sicher war
Nach menschlichem Ermessen,
Der wurde leider offenbar
Vom Himmel auch vergessen.


Doch Unglück, das ich nie bedacht,
Glück, das ich nie erhofft -
Sie kamen beide über Nacht.
So irrt der Mensch sich oft.


	Karma

Translation Mandy Wiersig

When you realize you made a mess,

You expect karma to take its toll.

But sometimes, even if you confess,

Nothing will happen to your poor little soul. 

With success it can be the same.

Although anyone in the world can see

You worked hard and achieved your aim,

You think: Why is heaven not rewarding me?

However, there are things that you do not expect,

Events like loss and luck.

They just happen and you have to accept

That life can be a schmuck.




Limericks

(Mandy Wiersig)
There was a young man in Bristol

Who walked around with a pistol.

When people asked why,

He started to cry

And said he needed crystal.

There was an old granny in Rome,

who was poor, so she lost her home.

She lived on the street,

Had nothing to eat

And died from swallowing foam.

The first book on Imprisonment, called Marriage

	Chapter 1

1:1  In the beginning she created a warm comfy home for her Hubby.
1:2  And the garden was without form, and void; and darkness was upon the face of the Hubby. And she moved on to rearrange the garden and the pond.
1:3  And Hubby said, Let there be light: so she bought lamps and candles.1:4  And Hubby saw the light, that it was good: and he left to visit his mistress.
1:5  And she cleaned the whole house and the garage. And when Hubby returned, she was still cleaning. And that was the first day.
1:6  And Hubby said, Let us have kids, and let us give them funny names.
1:7  And she got pregnant, and suffered from stretch marks and suffered giving birth to her first son.

1:8  And Hubby called the son Heathen. And the next evening and the morning he spent with his mistress.

1:9  And after years Hubby said, Let poor little Heathen find friends outside, and let him go to school: and it was so.

1:10 And she was lonely, so she called her doctor for pills; and she started drinking heavily: and Hubby did not notice.

1:11 And Hubby said, Let our house always be clean and take everything from the fruit trees in the garden to have healthy, delicious food: and it was so.

1:12 And she took care of it all, grass and herb and the trees: and Hubby took it for granted.

1:13 And in the evening and the morning she was alone and cried.

1:14 And Hubby said, Let us move to a new town, as he wanted to be closer to his mistress. And this relationship continued for seasons, and for days, and years.
	1:15 And little Heathen, a talented writer, was to grow up to enlighten the earth: and it was so.1:16 And the world made him a star; and during the day he was everybody’s darling, but at night, he suffered in silence.

1:17 And one day he returned to heaven where he was to light the earth up,

1:18 And to watch over his poor mother day and night, and to prevent her from feeling sadness: and she felt that he was there.

1:19 And in the evening and in the morning she held on to her memory and was sad.
1:20 And Hubby said, Let there be no doubt that it was your fault that the poor creature took his own life and thought there was a heaven where he could stay for eternity.

1:21 And in her pain, she started to create a fantasy world in her mind, with living creatures that moved, which the waters brought forth abundantly, and winged fowl: and Hubby saw that she was insane.

1:22 And Hubby was blessed by the priest, who told him to be fruitful, and multiply, and off he went to impregnate his new mistress while she waited for him at home.

1:23 And in the evening and in the morning she was alone and stared outside at the brave new world she could not grasp.

1:24 And one night, in her sleep, Heathen said, Let him go, for he is just a pathetic creature, like cattle, and a beast. While you shall be blessed with the strength to survive on your own and the ability to recognize real love: and it was so.

1:25 And She left the beast the next morning, and did not look back: and hubby saw that he was wrong.

1:26 And She saw everything that he had done to her, and, behold, it was very cruel. And in the evening and in the morning She was alone and full of self-respect and joy.                                
(Mandy Wiersig)


Lauren Wollmann
HAIKU

( Lauren Wollmann)

Cloudy autumn days

Wet, cold, foggy- colourful,

Warm and cosy days

Watering a small plant

Watching it blossom and grow

Friendship is its name

Bright shines the sun´s ray

No time for sorrows to stay –

Go cold winters day!

Run the race to win!

In the end receive the prize -

In this way live life!

Ode to Winter Time
Oh lovely winter, you come...

Bringing a time of the year that some -

Not knowing what they are saying may mope,

That you, oh winter, bring everything but hope!

Oh lovely winter, I do admire

The way you year after year bring warmth in homes,

While during winter we sit around the fire –

And relax with candle light, watching the wood glow!

Oh lovely winter, we do love what you bring,

Snow, and winter wonderlands, which do make our hearts sing!

So lovely winter, please do not go!

But come again next year, oh winter, if it must be so!

(Lauren Wollmann)

School Years

* 01/09/1994
† 07/20/2006

Within the blink of an eye you came and you went, leaving me with but just memories of the time we spent. Hand in hand we went through thick and through thin, and in the end you allowed me to win.

Forever thankful I will be, for your patience and for all you imparted in me.

As our path so comes to an end, do rest in peace from now on, my dear friend.

Lauren Wollmann
† Singledom 


Sep 19, 2007 – Dec 31, 2008


He leaves behind Charlotte Dean as his constant companion and  Christopher Keys who only knew him for five months.


Charlotte wishes to say the following: Singledom, for more than 15 months you were the most loyal part of my life. You were always there for me and gave me enough freedom and time to spend studying and with my friends. You were never jealous and loved me the way I was. You gave me enough space in bed and did not snore. We never needed any compromises, since we always wanted the same. Life will be very different without you and I will miss you so much!


The funeral is to be held in a lovely hotel room in Paris


Feb 14, 2009





† 12.10.2009





I thought you would stay forever, which left me in even bigger despair when I realized you were gone. We spent some of the most amazing hours in our lives together and your leaving will leave a gap in my life that cannot be filled anymore. After years of living fast, you now died young – and therefore I say goodbye to my


                 Free Time





I hope we will meet again in another life.





Let us leave this place


where the smoke blows black


And the dark street winds and bends.


Past the pits where the asphalt flowers grow


We shall walk with a walk that is measured and slow,


And watch where the chalk-white arrows go


To the place where the sidewalk ends.





(Shel Silverstein)

















Annemarie Jahn








Three Sheets to the Wind
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