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FOREWORD - THE START 
OF SOMETHING SPECIAL

“The role of the artist is to ask questions, not answer them.” 
- Anton Chekhov

When Cleopatra Goularas, Marthe-Siobhán Hecke, and  
David Moroney planned the first Writing Competition in 
the dark days of one of 2020’s many lockdowns, we had no 
idea how successful and loved this weird idea of ours would 
become. We were blown away by the first contributions, 
and David & Marthe are still dazzled by your creativity five 
Writing Competitions later. You never cease to amaze us! 

While uploading the winning pieces to both the IAAK web-
site and social media allowed us to share the wonderful poems, 
short stories, and art works the brilliant students of the de-
partment came up with, we thought that another, somewhat 
more professional publication would celebrate the winning 
pieces in a more structured and thoughtful manner for all to 
enjoy. “Lingering Lines” was thus born, and it took David & 
Marthe a long time to finally start with this project, which 
says more about all the fantastic contributors than about our-
selves, as we were just glad to help and allow you all to shine. 

“Lingering Lines” would not exist without our wonderful con-
tributors, but this first volume specifically owes the following 
people immensely: the title was a suggestion by Annika Jordan, 
Oscar Niesen designed and updated the front and back cover, 
while Alexandra Herbst edited the pieces, and Alessia Fiorello 



was our In-Design queen who was responsible for the de-
sign and the internal structure (from Dark to Light). 
We cannot thank all the contributors separately, but we 
do believe that the pieces stand for themselves. Please 
also consult the section about our various contributors.

We hope that the upcoming seventh Writing  
Competition will be another tremendous success, and we 
would love to include the pieces that could not be included 
in this very first volume of “Lingering Lines” to be published 
in next year’s volume. We would also like to thank the vari-
ous judges over the years and that the book vouchers were fi-
nanced by our QVM-Kommission. Without their love and sup-
port to help our students, we would never have gotten this far. 

Without further ado, we would like to invite you to browse 
through this edition, and to immerse yourself in some out-
standing pieces of creative writing: the best our department 
has to offer. Please note the trigger warnings and read pieces 
only if you feel ready. Through the “Dark” to “Light” section, 
we’d like to emphasise that there is always hope. Hang in 
there and share “Lingering Lines” far and wide. But most of 
all: Keep reading, keep writing, and never, ever stop dreaming. 

You are all awesome! 

David & Marthe
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Katharina Dobecki (she/her)

Mud

I was stuck in the mud, shin-deep, 
every time I wiggled my rain boots I was sinking deeper
millimetre by millimetre
all around me, all I could see, 
were people, 
stuck,
some ankle-high, barely scraping by, 
shuffling one foot at a time.

but other people, 
other people had it worse than me,
stuck in the mud to their knee, their hip, 
waist-deep unable to move an inch.

I had friends like that once,
stuck in the mud like me,
worse than me.
they used to be stuck next to me.
But unlike me, they got free, no longer stuck next to me -
they’re out, called for help,
got pulled out, or pulled themselves out
Now they’re walking around dried mud stuck around their 
throat, 
boots squelching and damp on dry land.
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I thought about getting out,
calling for help, getting pulled out.
But looking around at all of the people stuck in the mud like 
me
all I can think is,
why help me?
I’m only stuck to my knee. 
there are people around me actually suffering,
the mud to their chin.
why help me?
When I’m only stuck, unable to move 
but otherwise perfectly free.

When around me people are drowning, 
fighting and choking down in the mud.
Sometimes all I can see is the tip of their head.
stuck in the mud.

Those are the people that need help.
Not me.
I am safe in the mud, stuck to my knee.
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RAMON SCHMITZ

Stranded God

The projectile fired by the Coalition defence platform travels at 
Mach 8, enough to transform my landing craft into something 
that resembles the outcome of what my father called “bird hunt-
ing”, back when there were birds. 

So why am I not dea…

“Damage assessment complete: Emergency! Oxygen 
Unit Damaged! Emergency! Weapon Systems online. 
Sensory Systems online. Motion control online. Com-
munication Systems offline. Thruster systems offline. 
Armor structure at 75% integrity.”

… Of course, the bloody thing still works. Back when they 
made them, they called it “Hephaistos” and the thing lives up to 
his name, I tell you. I just did not think it would survive THAT 
much of a fall. Of course, there is something that fails usually 
long before the “god suit” or whatever the propaganda depart-
ment calls it nowadays. 



The person inside of it. Lightning jolts through my back and the 
region below my stomach is cut from any sensation. My lungs 
feel like I was hit by a freight train and breathing feels like being 
incinerated from the inside. 

The Oxygen! Panic courses through my veins as I watch my Oxy-
gen meter plummet with the speed of my fall from the strato-
sphere. “Pull yourself together, young Cadet!” I can al-
most hear my old drill-instructor program through the rustle 
in my ears. With shaking hands, I draw a patch from the emer-
gency compartment, just need to find the leakage and pray it 
is not at the back unit of my Iridium-alloyed armour, where I 
cannot reach. There it is! A burning red sun in my diagnostics 
display shines right below my left shoulder. Watching my ar-
moured glove slide under my shoulder trying to reach my suits 
wound, I realise this is going to get tricky. The feel sensors in 
my glove detect the breach as a thorny Canyon splitting my 
metal skin in two. 

Could it be that the projectile smashed into my flank right be-
fore it annihilated the ships reactor? The impact energy of that 
blast alone could have sent me on a journey of about a hundred 
miles but could also have been my saviour, as the last thing I re-
member was seeing the “Dominator’s” fusion reactor scrawling 
a new sun on the night sky. Not that there were any other stars 
able to pierce the thick clouds above this hellhole. But yes, the 
burn marks all over my suit’s outer armour-plating confirm my 
theory.  Being clad in Iridium has its advantages, right Icarus? 

Pulling more and more patches out of the compartment, I 
slowly manage to shut the rift for good and contain the invisible 
gold within. The fire inside my lungs is extinguished, for now.
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12 percent oxygen remaining…. I need to get out of here. Fast. 

The coalitionists would probably have their good laugh at their 
mightiest foe flailing their arms around like a bug flipped on 
its back, back when there were bugs. The bug, however, is not 
that amused. After what felt like hours, the realisation lets my 
heart sink like I would, had this been a lake I landed inside in. I 
cannot move my legs. 

The impact has left me a cripple! I am going to be euthanized! The 
suit can be piloted without legs if you know enough about the 
steering unit, so I am at least not dead yet, until I return. Maybe 
I can convince them to keep me around as an advisor? One. 
Step. At. A. Time. It is imperative I find a way to reactivate my 
sensors, see where the hell I fell from the sky and maybe I can 
even find an emergency oxygen hideout somewhere. 

“Command (2140)”.  “Confirmed: lower artificial mus-
cles powered by 200%.” “Command (6700)”. “Con-
firmed: Retinal Control activated. Bottom muscle 
control deactivated. Are you experiencing a critical 
injury?” “No, this is a combat simulation, Command (0000)” 
“Confirmed”.

With my eyes, I steer my coffin out of the giant hole I tore into 
the soil. The commanders of the suits, like me, call them that: 
“coffin”. Unofficially. As my eyes grasp the edge of my little cra-
ter, I am shocked to realise that I hold a monopoly for craters 
in my near surroundings. Odd. Most of my generation’s cities, 
the giant grey levithans we spent our lives in, look like the paste 
they sell us as nutrition nowadays. This leviathan however is ful-
ly interact, except for the giant dent I ripped into the aula. No, 
it is called a square, there is no titanium ceiling, odd as that is.
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The coffins sensors sweep my surroundings in search of threats 
or anything else that matters. 

“No hostile units detected. No allied units detected. 
Acquiring position…. Failed. Retrying…. Failed. 
Anomalies detected. Large Oxygen supply detected. 
Marking position.”

Jackpot! The red sun shines again, this time on my navigation 
HUD. 200 Miles, doable but risky. How cool would it have 
been to tell my friends that I am one of those super soldiers we 
used to play with, back when there were things to play with? 
And Friends? More than that, I am a wrathful war god who 
fights for the cause, or whatever the propaganda department 
calls us nowadays. 

Emitter at the ready and switched on “Radar”, I head down the 
asphaltene line we used to drive those four wheeled things on. 
Hidden Coalition Trapper Drones are everywhere, and my left 
flank is useless. And with the giant dust storms at the horizon, it 
is safe to assume their wind generators have them charged and 
ready to bite me where the sun did not shine, back when the 
sun was shining. And do not forget the “Help me!” mines! You 
cannot trust anything out here.

The asphalt carpet rolls itself out in front of me for quite some 
time. The four wheeled things are scattered everywhere, there 
is more of them than there are humans back at the bunker. I 
remembered being a kid, and sitting at the back of them, play-
ing with some machine, that was forgotten and outlawed. “It 
has copper! We need to salvage it!” I cried that day. The little 
machine had lots of blinking lights and helped me whenever my 
parents fought over what to do against the coalition.
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Now I can throw the four wheelers like the baseballs my father 
used to watch on a bigger, now also forgotten and outlawed ma-
chine. There are tons of them here, machines of all shapes and 
sizes, it is just that there is no one there to use them. “High 
abundance of salvageable copper detected.”

There is even a shop steeped with them! A shop! The water in 
my eyes makes it hard to see asphalt, as I think about how we al-
ways spent hours at all kinds of shops after primary school, just 
before everything went south. But here they are again, ready 
to make people happy, or at least let them forget a bit. It is just 
that there are none of these people left.

You must report this. There is more copper in here than we found in an 
entire year and I bet my entire years ration, those food stores are still 
filled. 

I pass a book shop. Useless things. They are made of the thing 
we needed most in our crisis. Now all that is left of our planet’s 
lungs are the stupid books and those fancy desks the Coalition-
ers horde like it is copper, titanium or fossilized carbon. We 
have tons of books; it is just that no people read them.

Something smiles at me. There in the dust. It is a miniaturized 
being, wearing something in an outrageous colour, holding 
something similar to mission controls communicators, just big-
ger. And light blue, but the metal net on top is the same. Should 
that person portray a “pop star”? The drilling programs made 
me forget a lot of things about my childhood, before the “last 
war” broke out, but I am sure I owned this at some point in my 
life. 

The world around me freezes and I watch in absolute shock as
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this… thing… raises its arm and resonates a strangely familiar 
tune, that reminds me of times when the sky was still some-
what blue. I can watch myself from third person, switching the 
Emitter to “Laser” and pulling the trigger exactly three times.  
First goes to where I suspect the sensory and communication 
systems, buried in the dust, to isolate it and prevent further 
attacks. Second goes to where I think its primary weapon sys-
tems are located, to neutralize the “blind fire” failsafe program. 
Third goes to where I suppose the fuse is, to prevent the failsafe 
detonation. 9 Gigawatts later, I stare at the sea of glass in front 
of me, where the person used to be. 

No blue smoke. No noises of something depowering. No deto-
nation. No Trapper Drone.

The bloody mini person still had juice! It tried to soothe me 
with a song from my childhood so that I do not aim the Emit-
ter at myself in the next hour. Not that it would have mattered, 
“Hephaistos” can only be destroyed by railgun ordnance above 
the 20-kilogram mark and the helmet is sealed until I com-
plete the mission. In this armour you are an immortal, until 
you starve, asphyxiate, Coalition points their orbital defence 
platform at your shiny self, or you know the things I know. 

But still, I have destroyed salvageable copper. And worse. I 
murdered someone, a witness of my past, that deserves more 
pity than all my former murders. Yet another victim slain in the 
pursuit of the cause, another foe struck down by my righteous 
wrath, or whatever the propaganda department calls it nowa-
days. 

I celebrate my victory by storming off, as fast as my suboptimal 
control allow it. Surely, the Emitter was detected, the landing
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craft was way within hostile territory. In my inner eye, the Co-
alition defence platform claims the skies above me to execute 
its task and fix the mistake it made hours ago and with it, in-
cinerate this monument of when things made somewhat sense. 
When it fires its ordnance straight down, it hits like a fusion 
bomb and then there is no getting away with a bruised left flank 
and a lifelong disability. 

Strangely, the only thing to fall from the skies today is me. The 
town gets to slumber for another day. 

And then it hits me, almost as hard as the feared tungsten round. 
This town is not on satellite maps! No one has been here for sixty years!

Hours feel like decades as I sleepwalk through this mausoleum, 
my tons of iridium pressing the dust under my feet into form. 
The coffin does its best to keep the pain at bay and keep me 
hydrated in my shell exposed to 50 degrees Celsius upwards on 
the outside. Good thing I filled the emergency canisters with 
water too. 

“Oxygen source nearby!” The suits inner voice rips the 
veil of silence to shreds. Odd. My sensors locate the source 
in the first story of a building. They never leave hideouts in the 
entrance parts of buildings, too easy to detect, too easy to be 
detected. I approach the main door and am greeted by a rotting 
mat telling me that the “force” may be with me. Odd. The thing 
was no program, just a little mat with letters on it. The Emit-
ter still on “Laser”, I prepare for forceful entry. Ever since the 
coalition decided to place “Help Me!”- Mines at the last oxygen 
reservoirs, things went even souther. My body, overgrown with 
armour, slams through the door like it was Mjolnir itself. Rein-
forced Iridium alloy meets wood from 2030. My sensors do not 
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My sensors do not even register the impact as I conquer the 
hallway, absent with light, sweeping my Emitter and second-
ary Gatling and grenade systems around.  Nothing. Odd. I am 
the only war machine in town it seems. With patience I make 
my way through the hallway, hoping my 3-ton suit does not fall 
through the floor. This place would have been full of cobwebs, 
if there were any spiders left, but all that is ever left is the dust.  

After an eternity, I arrive in what seems to be the living room. 
Full sensor sweep. Find the oxygen, find it fast, and get away 
from this mausoleum of hurt-, but joyful memories as fast as 
possible before they corrupt me entirely. Chair. Table. Glass-
ware. Cupboard. Tree. Painting. Fireplace. Books. Shelves. Pil-
lows. Odd.

Tree? 

My body comes to a full stop. Everything stops, to be exact. I 
run the full sweep again. Tree. Okay, full sensor failure. Rare 
but not impossible, like the tree is. 

“Command (0011)” “Lifting the combat visor. Extreme 
caution is advised.”  

My Iridium death mask slides apart, to lift the curtains for the 
absurd play I am most certainly the audience of. 

There it is.

Enthroned on the remains of what was certainly once a plant 
pot, sits an insult to the realm of death around me. The lifeform 
which I thought left only the heritage of books and fancy desks.

A tree. Producing free oxygen. In 2090. 
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And then I break. Not with the detonation of a fusion bomb. 
Not with a radiation pulse. Not with a railgun projectile. Noth-
ing but with the sheer force of my memories. No condition-
ing on this hellhole I once called home can restrain the storm 
surge of raw emotion that floods every part of my brain. How 
my dad used to push me on my swing under such a tree. How 
I tried to climb them, chasing my friends. How I cried know-
ing I could not bury my friends under those trees. How every-
one knew that things went south irreparably, after both factions 
confirmed that every other lifeform on the planet is extinct.  

With the most broken laughter I realise how frustratingly close 
I really got. But the last step will be forever out of reach.

The coffin is called coffin for a reason. The visor can be lifted, 
but triple-armoured glass will still block the outside. Every-
thing is hermetically sealed. The patches I applied have long 
hardened out, almost as unbreakable as the rest of the armour. 
Once you are in it you do not get out. Ever. You may be given 
spare time between the missions but then you only feel the cold 
hard metal of the tables and chairs in the bunker. They call it 
“god armour” because you can level entire cities and even coun-
tries with it. Everyone knows why Coalition has been breaking 
every convention known to man in the last decade. They are 
losing. Both are losing.

All this power to kill the last of my kind. To destroy. To anni-
hilate. But no way on earth to breathe from this being, as all 
my ancestors did. All because we laid claim to everything and 
plundered every ounce of resource our planet had. 

I am a god, stranded on the shore I once came from.
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Life finds a way. In all my arrogance I always assumed this would 
include my kind. 

My heart is heavier than my armour. Weeping, I cautiously lay 
down in front of the victor and   decide to pull my last trick. It 
took a lot of favours, but I have the key to freedom. 

“Command (-26428), I repeat Command (-26428)” “Are you 
sure? There is 2% of Oxygen remaining.” “Positive. Suit 
ID: Thanatos” “Confirmed. Morpheus protocol initiat-
ed. You can rest now, hero.” 

I softly exhale as the suit pushes the entirety of the reserve nar-
cotics into my bloodstream. 

And with my last breath of recycled air, I can feel the soft breeze 
of leaves, as my father pushes me on my swing under the tree 
again.
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Diba Gharib (she/her)

Fed Up

Enough wasting winters, behind wooden doors.
No more fearing footsteps of a walking corpse,
on screaming floors.
Blurry lines on salty shores.
The stars above, are now all yours.

Too many imaginary dances.
Tightly shut eyes throwing glances.
Cameras filming with dirty lenses.
Growing piles of fucked up chances.
Let’s just face
that we live in different circumstances.

Done with diving in sand,
in waters, that are now dry land.
I’m drowning the potential in my hand,
in those warm waves you could never stand.
I’m not expecting you to understand
that you are no longer my favourite brand.

Now willing to burn my liver.
I guess that’s the price of being a giver.
To cut this deep, to be a gold digger,
to rise and rule, you have to deliver.
So watch me grow, oh, cry me a river.
Scream, shout, sweat, and quiver,
cause when writing words, I am your killer.
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Carla García Clar (she/her)

Solo

My heart is no longer red,
now it’s blue
after all I cried for you
and all the ache it has kept.

It is all a mess,
everything has lost its sense,
I don’t know what’s going to happen next.

I feel clumsy and dizzy,
everything’s mixed up,
and it is a pity
that it all feels so raw.

It doesn’t follow the score,
now it isn’t part of an orchestra, its home,
because it’s no longer part of your all.
Now it’s on its own,
playing alone.

It’s no longer a sweet song,
it doesn’t beat regularly.
It’s a bitter storm,
it only thumps madly.
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Its beat is not a river flow,
it doesn’t beat in tempo, no.
It only throbs uncontrolled,
it has hardened like gold.

It’s no longer a mellifluous melody,
its beat isn’t moderate.
Now it’s an unpleasant symphony,
it beats unrestrained.

And it’s really confused
because it doesn’t want to lose
the reason to keep beating: you.
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SOFIA TEIXEIRA GONCALVES (SHE/HER)

Her smirk
I knew she was trouble and chaos. I could tell just by the smirk 
of her pursed lips every time she thought she was getting away 
with something. But despite being a good spotter of a lie or a 
trick, I was not a good guesser, and I did not know what she 
was hiding. I couldn´t have known. I couldn´t have stopped it. 
Could I?

It all started in June, almost a year ago. Marta had just moved 
from Cologne to Bonn to start her master’s in economics. Af-
ter three years getting her bachelor in Cologne, she wanted a 
calmer city to connect with herself again… but mostly to get 
away from Jasper. They had been broken up over five months, 
and although she was the one who broke things off, Jasper was 
more than happy to move on with his life and start dating again 
just a week later. So, she moved in with me. We had been online 
friends since 2013, when we connected over my Harry Styles fan 
account on Twitter. After that, we met a couple of times either 
in Bonn or Cologne and always got along well. When she told 
me she was applying to Bonn, I offered her a room at my place. 
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I remember the first night she slept at the apartment like it was 
yesterday. We had spent the entire day assembling her furniture 
and organizing her closet. The room was coming together nice-
ly, so we ordered some pizza, had some wine, and put on some 
music. We decided to open the slide doors to the balcony and 
enjoyed the summer air. It was around nine. The breeze coming 
in was still warm and somehow very refreshing, too. We were 
both wearing Nike shorts and sports bras. All of it belonged to 
me since Marta had arrived at the apartment in a floral summer 
dress. Not the appropriate attire for moving day. 

My pepperoni pizza tasted straight out of heaven after the busy 
day, and I assume her vegan pizza tasted about as good as a veg-
an pizza can taste. 

“Are you excited that I´m moving in or are you already hav-
ing second thoughts?” she asked with a provocative look on her 
face. She was clearly not expecting a negative answer on my 
part. 

I laughed. “I think I´m alright with this. If you don´t steal any 
more of my clothes”.

“Are you jealous they look better on me?” she asked again in 
that provocative tone. 

“Honey, the day you look better than me in anything is the day 
the world ends.” I tried to sound convincing, but even a child 
could have spotted the lack of intent behind my counterstrike. 
Marta was, in fact, a beautiful person. I am not one to focus too 
much on looks, but, for her, I always made it a point to take a 
mental note of how freakishly gorgeous she was. Her parents 
were from the Philippines, and, despite spending most of the 
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year in Germany, she looked like she had just arrived from a 
month on holiday at the beach. Her hair was wavy and dark 
with golden highlights and her eyes seemed to always be smil-
ing. Even tired and sweaty, she was more beautiful than any 
other person I had ever met.

“You´re more beautiful than you give yourself credit for, you 
know? Cutting that hair would be good place to start.” Her 
comment caught me off guard. She wasn´t really one to give 
out compliments, so I felt honored to be at the receiving end 
of one. 

“You´re nice. Not as nice as you want people to believe, but still 
nice.” She laughed at my comment. We both knew it was true, 
though I doubt she would have been willing to admit to it. She 
prided herself on her “open” and “welcoming” personality and 
her ability to get along with everyone. No one can get along 
with everyone unless you make a point of it. 

By that point, our wine bottle was empty. She asked: “What 
else do you, I mean ‘we’, have there to drink on a Friday night?”  
Then I said we didn’t have anything, she insisted we go out 
and get really drunk. “That´s the only proper way to celebrate 
anything when you´re under thirty. Unless it´s a pregnancy, in 
which case, not even drinking can save you. Let`s go, loser!”

We stripped from our moving attires and Marta was quick to 
pick out two of the shortest dresses I have ever seen in my life 
out of her closet for us to wear. “I wore your stupid moving at-
tire, which I´m super thankful for btw.” She added with practi-
cally no hesitation. “So now, you have to wear the appropriate 
hot girl party attire.” I don’t think I looked too convinced in 
that moment, because she quickly said “It´s only fair, Louise.” 
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With that, I was convinced. I don´t know if I should blame it 
on the half bottle of wine I had had or the excitement of her 
moving in or the best pizza ever, but I went with her. And I will 
forever wish I hadn´t. 

As we were leaving the building, I noticed her smirk. The one I 
saw every time she was plotting something. I never knew what 
it was and, often, nothing too catastrophically horrible came 
of it. What came out was however, exactly what she wanted. 
Every time.

I ignored it though because I figured she was just proud of her-
self for having convinced me to go out. And maybe that´s all it 
was. Maybe she never meant for what went down to happen. 
Why would she?

We ended up at a club near the bus station, where I had taken 
her on one of her visits to Bonn. It was still around eleven and 
the club was beginning to fill up. We were standing in line to 
get in when suddenly I heard a voice that sounded like Jasper’s. 
I thought I was dreaming until I saw Marta´s green eyes open as 
wide as they could. “Fuck.” I muttered, before sadly making eye 
contact with Marta´s ex. 

He was just as surprised to see us and there was a hint of horror 
in his eyes. He managed to swiftly hide it though and was soon 
smiling and coming our way. At that moment, I realized how 
that guy and Marta had a lot more in common than I thought. 
Anyone could see how handsome the man was and how they 
made a jaw-dropping match, but his general approach to life 
and ability to get along with people, was also very similar to 
that of my new roommate. 
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 In a matter of seconds, he was hugging both of us is a bear-
group-hug type of thing and, thankfully for me, I did not seem 
to be the only one extremely uncomfortable with the situation. 
Even these two masters of disguise and social butterflies were 
not being able to hide how uncomfortable that was. 

The awkward silence that ensued was harshly interrupted, 
when Marta swung at him: “I didn’t expect to see you in Bonn, 
of all places. But it is great to see you! Tell me: Which one of 
your new plethora of sluts are you visiting tonight?”

I started laughing at that. Sometimes I forgot how brutal my 
friend could be and, honestly, I loved it. I was not often fake to 
people or pretended to get along with someone I didn’t like. 
But I could never be as cut-throat and straight-up as she was. To 
my dismay, Jasper started laughing, too. “I was honestly kind of 
excited to see you, especially looking this good, but I´m glad 
you´re still acting like you were before. You see, I forgot how 
much of a crazy bitch you are.” And then he turned to me: “Did 
she move in with you?” I nodded. “If you´re as smart as she 
always says you are, run away. She cheated on me, and then 
accused me of being the cheater. She kidnapped my dog and 
crashed my car and now she followed me to Bonn. I bet she told 
you she was trying to get away from me, but I´ve been living 
here for three months now, trying to get away from her.” Sud-
denly, I see Marta´s hand slam against the side of his face. I was 
quick enough to hold her arm back and stop a second strike. He 
closed his eyes for a second and then turned back to face Marta, 
“I really hope I never see you again.” And then he left.

I did not know what to say. I was still holding her arm when she 
twisted it to be face to face with me.That’s when she started
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 crying and laid her head on my chest. I let go of her arm and 
hugged her. When I looked up, I saw everyone else standing 
in line was staring at us and I really felt the need to get out of 
there. Grabbing Marta again by the arm, I pulled her all the way 
back to our apartment. I did not turn my head back once to face 
her and she did not try to pull away from my grasp. 

Back at the apartment, I could barely look at her. I knew those 
things he said couldn´t be true. He way lying, trying to isolate 
her. She slapped him. She had to. He wouldn´t stop lying. But 
she still slapped him. Maybe he wasn´t lying. Was I being used?

“Was I being used?” I asked in the calmest tone of voice I could 
muster.

“What?” She seemed surprised by my enquiry “Was I being 
used, Marta? Did you use me?”. She didn´t reply. I continued, 
this time louder: “Did you use me to move here and follow 
your ex-boyfriend, who you just assaulted?” Still no response. 
I was finally able to really look at her face. Her eyes, which 
were always so full of life and joy, were now empty. Not even 
sad or disappointed or scared. Just empty. It was the first time 
in our long friendship that I felt I did not know her. In front of 
me, there was a stranger standing. An apathetic stranger who 
refused to enlighten me on what was happening to my friend. 

I pushed further: “What happened, Marta? How did this hap-
pen? How did you end up in Bonn, where he lives? Did you 
cheat on him? Did you hurt his dog?”

She finally broke down and started to cry. I saw her crumble 
completely as she tried to speak through the tears. “He beat me 
up. So, I cheated on him. It was the only way to hurt his ego 
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 and get him to leave me. He also beat up the dog, so I took him 
with me when I left.”

“I just saw you slap him, Marta”, I answered. Almost crying, 
she retorted. “Because he already turned everyone in Cologne 
against me. He was about to do the same to you and I just 
couldn´t let him. I left Cologne because there is nothing left 
for me there. And I had no idea he was here. Please don´t leave 
me as well. I promise I am telling you the truth. I know I should 
have told you about all the reasons I moved here, but I wasn’t 
ready to talk about the abuse yet.” 

I wanted to believe her, I did. But there was that smirk. Even 
through the tears, I could see it. She thought she was getting 
away with it. I felt a shiver go through my spine, as I realized 
I would never get the truth from her. After breathing deep, I 
told her I believed her story and how sorry I was that she was a 
victim of abuse. She sat me down on her bed and started telling 
me detailed stories of times Jasper beat her up. She was crying 
through it all and I really wanted to believe her, but I didn´t. I 
still hugged her and let her fall asleep in my arms.

It was two in the morning when I slid her over, so she wasn´t ly-
ing on top of me and I went to my room. The stories I had heard 
were horrifying and the last thing I wanted to do was exactly 
what I did. I texted Jasper. He replied right away. I figured he 
was probably expecting to hear from me after what went down. 
He offered to meet up with me the next day and give me his 
side of the story and I agreed to do so at a coffee place ten min-
utes away from the apartment. Despite the adrenaline from the 
events of that night and the arrangement of my secret meeting 
with Marta´s alleged abuser, I fell asleep almost immediately. 
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When I woke up the next day, all the curtains in my room were 
open, since I had forgotten to close them the night before. I was 
getting adjusted to the light, so I couldn’t be sure, but I thought 
I saw Marta putting my phone down. She was definitely in the 
room though and seemed to have been for a bit, but she played 
it off as if she had woken me up by coming in. 

“Oh hey, did I wake you? I just wanted to ask if you need any-
thing from the supermarket. I’m going there now.” I nodded 
no and she left the room without even mentioning the night 
before.

I got up and looked at my phone. I was to meet Jasper in 20 
minutes, so I quickly got dressed and heard Marta leave the 
house 5 minutes before me. 

Jasper was already waiting for me when I got there and sud-
denly, I felt remorseful. I was about to hear out the guy who 
beat up my roommate. But I couldn´t help but feel Marta had 
not told me the truth. 

When I approached his table, Jasper seemed content to see 
me but also very nervous. “Thank you for meeting me. Marta 
didn´t follow you, did she?” I said she left the house before me 
and that seemed to calm him down a bit. He went on: “What I 
told you yesterday, is the truth. Marta cheated on me, several 
times in fact. But then she´d always accuse me of cheating on 
her, which I never did. She also hit me. There´s police records 
of it and I have filed for a restraining order, but I sadly didn´t get 
it, since they didn´t believe I wouldn´t be able to defend myself 
if she attacked me. I have been trying to get away from her for 
months. I broke things up and moved, but now she´s here. And 
I don´t know what to do. I know this is hard to believe, but you 

LINGERING LINES

31



must have noticed something is off with her.” 

I didn’t know what to say. I didn´t know who to believe and 
who to trust. 

And that´s when I saw her. Marta was staring at me from the 
other side of the street. She looked mad and sad and disap-
pointed. And that´s when I looked down at her hand and when 
I saw it.

She started running in our direction. Jasper followed my gaze 
and screamed when he saw her and when he saw it. He was 
starting to get up, but it was too late. In just a split second she 
was on top of him, and she was striking him with it. It was a 
knife. My knife. From my apartment. It was now in him. She 
kept going and kept striking him and I was just standing there. 
I was too terrified to stop her and too terrified to run. So, I 
watched my friend and roommate continue to stab a man with 
my knife. 

And then, as quickly as she had begun, she stopped. And she 
looked straight up into my eyes and smirked. That smirk that 
was sure to get her what she wanted. And for the first time, I 
understood what her smirk meant. I was next. 
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Alessia Fiorello (she/her)

Endings

We only exist in stories told about the past
and in some ways, it’s comforting. 
To know we still walk the same earth, but on different paths. 
I didn’t think it was possible for me to ever live without you: 
But the turmoil of us showed me that someone leaving isn’t the 
end of the world; 
just an ending to a chapter. 

Someday, I will stop writing about you. 
There is going to be a day when I will stop thinking about you, 
where I stop hurting. 
This is going to be the day I realize that you don’t deserve my 
words, 
my carefully crafted compositions. 
Until then, flatter yourself because I don’t think there is a single 
person out there 
with more poems written about them than you.
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Rain Tempest (they/them)

Lavender Silence

There is no snow this year, 

No ice, no clear air,

The only thing frozen and biting, 

The silence between us

This is my love, I want to say, 

This is her love, this is us

Can You see ? 

How happy we are ?

Can you see the warmth between us – 

When I open my mouth, the big nothing, reaches onto tongue, 
slithers through throat, lungs, blood, into my heart and so with 
a sad, flat, tone to my voice,  

I ask

‘Has this tree always been so tall?’

‘Can I help you with the table?’
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‘How are the neighbors?’

Next time, I say, 

Next year, I say,

Maybe, when I’m thirty

Maybe

When you can’t hurt me 

Maybe, when I’m safe

We go on a walk, to escape ourselves,

But now it’s worse

You tell me about the cheating husband

The village tragedies

Everything you can’t understand
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I bite my lips 

The fog is climbing into our jackets, our heads hang low

And all I want is to love you, the way I know

I want to scoop you up into my arms, whisper sweetness in 
your ears

Tell you how beautiful you are, how thankful I am for you

Lick your wounds, when you are hurt, heal your fears

Help you grow the flowers in your heart

Let you be part of my life, bring you sparkles, in a basket, I 
wove myself, so 

I ask 

‘Can I help with the dishes?’ ‘Are you coping okay’ ?

Biting back the tears. Maybe next year

And you tell me, about the weather forecast
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MAYU ISABELLE UNO (SHE/HER)

Sweet Nothin’

(with gratitude to Martha and Ells, without them there wouldn’t be a story xx)

The sun was setting softly when Deana pulled out of her drive-
way. Her old Ford, mocha-brown with stripes on the sides, 
was a mighty old thing, as her mother would often say, bulky 
and rusty and somehow screeching awfully despite its light-
weight construction. Everyone would know, even old Miss 
Frickerman watching Jeopardy! on full volume in her stuffy 
living room when Deana would leave for work, rattling along 
Jefferson Drive. The nights were quiet, almost empty but 
she enjoyed this tranquillity. Halfway between Jackson and 
Montgomery, she turned on the headlights and fumbled for 
the lighter. Smoke filled her car in huge clouds, the tip of the 
cigarette glowing in reddish and amber. She glided past Ma-
ple Road, relentlessly flicking powdery-grey ash through the 
half-opened window into the breezy night. The air outside 
smelled of pine needles, of freshly cut wood and last after-
noon’s downpour of rain. Deana wound down the window a bit
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further, letting the cold wind tousle gently her pinned up hair. 

Thirty minutes and four cigarettes later, the flashy neon sign of Jer-

ry’s diner flickered in the distance. Stepping out of her car, Deana 

ran her fingers over her baby blue uniform, her starched apron. She 

took great care in looking after her work attire, ironing out creases 

and washing out any ugly coffee stains from her previous shift. Upon 

entering through the backdoor into the kitchen, a hand waved, then 

gestured through the serving hatch towards the front. Deana waved 

back. 

‘Calm night, Deana. Only two customers, and one’s just left.’‘Thanks, 

Ted.’

She walked on, past Ted in his checked pair of slacks, sweating and fid-

dling about the steaming stove. Strips of bacon, fried eggs and freshly 

cut burger patties were sizzling on the greasy hotplate. In the corner 

on a trolley, a tray full of bagels, round and glossy, was cooling down. 

‘Any open orders?’

‘Number 14 and 18, will be 10 minutes.’

Deana nodded and proceeded to the front, through the wood-
en swing door, her shoes tapping lightly on the dull tiles. The 
diner was empty indeed, the rows of worn leather sofas and 
wooden tables, deserted and still, gleaming wearily under the 
low-hanging, yellowish lights. 

The college kids had left town last week already and on week-
days, hardly any high school freshmen happened to stray into 
the diner. Most seniors preferred the fancier ones in Jackson 
anyway. The booze was more expensive but the parking lot was 
all the busier, the music louder, the air heated and ripe with 
promises. 
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‘Deana, jeez you’re early.’

‘Well, I guess. How was the night?’

Her colleague moved towards her, in her hands a tray with dirty 
plates, cutlery, some pieces of a broken mug. 

‘Some lady dropped this.’, and placing the tray in the sink, 
‘Never seen her before.’

‘Probably just a traveller passing through?’ 

‘Probably.’ Colleen smiled and pulled out a cigarette. 

‘I’ll take over.’ Deana opened the tap. The water felt cold and 
harsh, and with a splash it hit the dirty plates underneath.

‘Let me do this Deana, your shift’s not starting till half past.’ 
The cigarette was dangling in her mouth, turning the paper red 
between her cherried lips. 

‘It’s alright. Go home. Hank’s waiting, ain’t he?’ 

Colleen looked up, their eyes met in between the overhead 
light and Ted’s curses from the back.

‘You’re an angel, Deana. You know that?’ Colleen reached un-
der the counter, took her bag and was already on her way out 
when she poked her head out of the supplies rack. ‘Oh, and 
Deana. That lady, she forgot somethin’. I put it in the cardboard 
box next to the pencils on the counter.’ 

Then she left, waving and leaving only wisps of smoke behind. 
It hovered quietly near the ceiling but soon disappeared in 
nothingness. Deana faced the windows looking across the park-
ing lot and dipped her fingertips into the soapy warm water. It
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had begun to rain, sometime in between entering the kitchen 
and talking to Colleen. A calm, soothing rain it was, cutting 
gently through the late summer air. The street in front of the 
diner was glowing in the darkness, glittering with whirls of 
bright neon colours dancing on wet concrete. Upon glancing 
across the room, her eyes wandered from table to sofa to table, 
over to the two young girls in the corner, whispering and gig-
gling in low voices, and back to the counter again. The small 
cardboard box caught her eye, lying there somewhat displaced 
and awkward. Deana dried her hands, and positioning herself 
in front of it, she peered inside. Her eyes widened, her mouth 
opened, formed to a silent shriek. Carefully, she reached into 
the box, picked up the curious object and placed it onto her 
damp palm. The gloss paint was worn away but it still showed 
its original paintwork, the blues and purples, the golden in-
scription. Welcome to Fairview. The resemblance was uncanny. 

‘Deana!’ Ted was hollering from the back. She looked up, fold-
ing her fingers over it and slipping it into her side pocket. 

‘Comin’.’ 

He stood at the back of the kitchen, leaning with crossed legs 
on the kitchen counter and chewing a Wrigley’s. 

‘Somethin’ wrong?’

‘No, of course not.’ Deana shook her head and tried to smile. 
With a tray full of piping hot food, she returned to the front 
and served the two young girls. Their faces were almost touch-
ing, giggling and laughing, when she approached their table. 

With a start they straightened up when Deana placed the tray 
onto the table top. She could feel their cheeks glowing, 
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radiating the heat of the summer, radiating their youth.

‘Here you go. Anythin’ else?’

They shook their heads, their young faces smiling sheepishly. 

‘I’m over there if you need me.’

Deana returned to the counter, placed the tray on its surface 
and sat down at one of the empty tables next to the windows. 
She reached into her pocket, pulled it out, and held it gently in 
her hand. The resemblance was uncanny.  The keychain looked 
peculiar in her palm, like an artefact from a long-lost life. Tilt-
ing it in her hand, it rolled to the left, to the right, its colours 
looking dull under the yellowish lights. The silvery chain was 
scratched and worn but still intact. 

The night they won it at the country fair, it had rained, just 
like tonight. The square was sparkling in neon blues and pinks 
and purples from the dazzling lights of the carousels and roll-
er-coasters going round and round at full speed. It smelled of 
fresh popcorn, of corn dogs and cotton candy, but above all it 
smelled of youth, of laughter and the last summer vacation they 
would spend together, Mary-Louise and her. They were insepa-
rable since their mums had decided to be friends, living across 
the street from each other, going to church on Sundays and 
having luncheons on Saturdays in Fairview. Dee and Mary-Lou 
were three then and growing up, they had shared toys, secrets, 
their lives with each other. They never knew it differently or 
wished it to be otherwise. At primary school, Miss Callaway al-
ways mistook Dee for Mary-Lou and Mary-Lou for Dee. It was 
a little game they played, over and over again. And even later at 
High School, they called each other Sissy and Sis. 
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That night at the fair, they each had a go at the tin can knock-
down. Dee missed twice but Mary-Lou, with her firm grip and 
steady hands, won all three rounds. She could have gotten it, 
the big prize, that plushy, brown teddy bear she had been ey-
ing all night. But she shook her head and pointed to the two 
keychains hanging on a peck in the far-left corner. Dee and 
Mary-Lou could not help but giggle, all the way from the fair 
back home. Welcome to Fairview. Mary-Lou wanted to leave, 
wanted to join a travelling dance group. Her mother was beside 
herself, but she was a good dancer, Mary-Lou. Before they said 
goodbye, they held hands, standing in the street and swearing 
to always remember and never forget. They hugged one last 
time, holding on tightly, breathing in the scent of pinkish cot-
ton candy that still hung about them. Then Dee watched Mary-
Lou, skipping and dancing across the street, turning round and 
round, her skirt following each of her light steps. Back inside, 
each in their rooms, they switched on the lights, three times, 
waved to each other through the windows and went to sleep. 
The next morning, Mary-Lou was gone.

Deana’s chain broke apart years ago and the little pendant went 
missing with it. She looked for it in every nook and corner, un-
der her car seat, in the parking lot, at home. It didn’t hold any 
keys for a long time and soon after, Deana forgot about it. But 
now she held its twin in her hands, with its chapped gloss paint 
and worn chain.

‘Sorry, could we get two milkshakes? Chocolate?’ The two girls 
were waving from the corner, smiling.

‘Oh, yes, –. Yes, of course.’ Deana leaped up and headed for the 
supplies rack in the back. 
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‘I’m just gonna get some chocolate powder, and then I’m gonna 
fix you those drinks.’ She ran her fingers over her apron and 
disappeared behind the shelves. 

‘Ted, do you know where–.’

The front door opened with a swoosh and shut again, the little 
golden bell above the doorframe ringing faintly but cheerfully.  
Light steps approached the counter, the heels tap-tap-tapping 
on the dull tiled floor, almost skipping, no, dancing across the 
room. An umbrella was leaned against the wall, hands were 
placed on the counter. Then, there was a voice, echoing in the 
empty nothingness, sweet and low. The next thing Dee knew 
was that she smiled. 
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Artwork by
Hanna Hoppe (she/her)
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Paula Rosenthal (she/her)

The Song of their Burning 
Names

I am white
When I look in the mirror
I think of printing paper
Vanilla pudding
Maybe of flour
Not of the night sky 
Or lava stone

She sings the song of the burning shames
While she is playing on her piano in flames
When she was younger
She used to read books
But words broke the promise
Of how the world looks

I am white 
A white girl from Germany that has no clue
And I’m sorry
For George Floyd
For Breonna Taylor
Too many names to list them all
And they keep coming
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So, she sings the song of their burning names
While she is playing on her piano in flames
When she got older
She trusted in time
But seconds were running
In aching crime

I’ll never know what it’s like
To go to school in fear
To explain to your kids that
It’s about survival with the police
“My name is Lyric Williams
I am 12 years old; I am unarmed
Please don’t hurt me.”

So, she sings the song of the burning blames
While she is playing on her piano in flames
When she understood
She learned to survive
Got used to the feeling
She would never thrive

What kind of country is this?
What kind of police is this?
What kind of man is this
Sittin’ in a house built by slaves?
How can they not see?
Shouldn’t it be general knowledge
That black lives matter?
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So, she sings the song of their burning claims 
While she is playing on her piano in flames
Now she is broken
No piece is left
No more trying
Just pain and a cleft

Who am I?
A white girl from Germany that has no clue
Just some words, shaped as a poem
I am so sorry
So sorry I couldn’t sleep last night
So sorry that my world is standing still 
And I am too

So, she sings the song in her burning chains
While she is playing on her piano in flames
Everything collapses
Everything sets in
She is consumed by fire
It crawls up her skin

It won’t help anyone I’ve always
Found you more beautiful than us
Because it indicates
In this world
There is no we
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BEN LITTEK (THEY/THEM)

about dying 

(except not really)
I died when I was sixteen years old. 

It’s not a big deal. I have died countless times, perhaps even 
before that. It’s hard to keep track, especially when it keeps 
happening, especially when you don’t notice it every time. 

But I did notice back then; I was reminded of it over and over 
again, when people wept and mourned, and called and asked 
and pitied. I noticed it when my world suddenly shrank and, at 
the same time, expanded, with new terms and appointments 
and doctors. How come everything seemed both impossibly big 
and impossibly small at the same time? Someone had buried 
me alive, except my coffin was the endless void of space, with 
meteors and dying stars rushing past me, every single one of 
them a dream, a meeting with friends, a career path I wouldn’t 
be able to experience. 

My mom always told me I was born because she wished upon
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a star. All I could think about, stuck in that void, was that even 
stars don’t live forever. 

I died when I was sixteen and was replaced with someone who 
was sick. Not all the time, but at least every February or March. 
Who knows how that works, but my body is very reliable when 
it comes to that. 

I died when I left school and stopped touching the piano. I have 
no good reason or excuse or apology for that. I burned that part 
of myself and sprinkled it across the untouched piano, where it 
mingled with the dust on the keys. 

I died when I crossed out names and replaced them with new 
ones. I keep stumbling across, over, my own tombstones, evi-
dence of the person whose identity I shamelessly stole and 
merged with my own. I still hear her name, and for a moment I 
wonder how that person could have ever been me, how I could 
pretend to be her for so long. 

I almost died on the 28th of March. For real, this time. It didn’t 
feel very different from all the other times. 

Like I said, it’s not a big deal. 

It’s not the end of the world, except that it is.

Because you don’t die, not really, not at the hospital and not on 
the plane and not at the doctor’s office or on your first day back 
at university. Not when you dust that piano or when you call 
one more insurance to tell them that you changed your name. 

But in a way, you have died, and you die over and over again, 
because you find yourself living the life of someone you no  
longer are. 
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HANNAH DOMGÖRGEN (THEY/SHE)

Dead Girl Walking
“You are not going to jump, are you?” someone asked behind 
me. My already sweaty hands started to shake and I regretted 
choosing this kind of bridge. It was very popular and many cars 
drove by, even at night.

“Well, if I wanted to enjoy the view I could have just stayed 
behind the railing, couldn’t I?” I responded, not daring to look 
back at the person who broke my train of thought.

“You are not wrong,” they said, and I noticed someone leaning 
against the railing of the bridge out of the corner of my eye.

I prepared myself for the upcoming speech, the one where they 
suggest seeing someone professional and talk about my prob-
lems.

The one in which they will insist that life is not that bad and that 
things can change.

The one which will make me want to jump even more.

“Let’s make a deal, you wait until I finished my walk, and then
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you can jump.”

This time I stared at the stranger with big eyes, finally looking 
at the person who interrupted my strategic plan to prepare for 
my end. They turned towards me, their eyes boring into mine. 
The stranger raised an eyebrow.

“Why do you look so surprised? I’m not going to talk you out 
of it. I figure if you want to jump, you have probably thought 
about it enough and this is not an impulsive decision.”

I hesitated before I answered: “You’re right,” I stated. This was 
not something I came up with in the last minutes, this was 
something I planned beforehand. I even had a checklist with 
everything I needed to do. I was supposed to call my parents 
next, but knowing they wouldn’t answer I planned on leaving a 
message on their answering machine. Considering my last con-
versation with them, that would be even better. 

“Well, then. It’s no use for me to talk you out of it. My point 
is that I do not have the time nor the energy to deal with the 
police after they see that I talked to you.”

“Oh.” 

They were right, of course, they were. If my body was found, 
even if not, there would be questions. Questions the other per-
son next to me was probably not ready or able to answer. They 
have their own life, they didn’t need to focus on someone who 
wanted to jump off a bridge in the middle of the night.

“Can I ask you a question?” they asked. I didn’t answer, because 
I knew they were going to ask it anyway. And just like I thought, 
they didn’t hesitate to voice their question seconds after they 
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asked for permission.

“Why this bridge? It’s in the middle of the town and everyone is 
going to take this bridge to get from one side to the other. It’s 
not even empty in the middle of the night.”

I watched as the stranger lit themselves a cigarette. The smoke 
quickly spread around us two.

It was a good question. I knew the answer was not going to 
be to their satisfaction. There was no sentimental or emotional 
connection to this construction. It was just there. And that’s 
what I told them.

“The bridge is here and it exists, so why not?” Now that I 
thought of it, I was disappointed in myself for choosing this as 
my last place on earth. I could have chosen any other bridge or 
building. Some of the buildings in the city even had an emotion-
al value for me. I could have drowned in the memories of past 
happenings while ignoring the wind that was blowing through 
my hair on the very last floor. But I had chosen a very lame 
bridge, with so many cars in the hour, I couldn’t even count 
them.

“Lame,” they said and I chuckled.

“It’s still my choice, you know?” I said and looked down to the 
depths of the dark river.

When you close your eyes, you could almost mistake the rush-
ing and buzzing from the cars as the breeze and sounds of the 
waves, lapping onto the border of the city.

“I can give constructive criticism, can’t I? And I think the reason 
you are doing this here is kind of lame.”  They took another drag
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 from their cigarette.

“Haven’t you been in school before? Constructive criticism 
comes with a reason why you find something lame. Also, “lame” 
is the most unconstructive word I have ever heard.”

“Now you are giving me criticism and it’s even better than mine 
in the first place.” They looked amused, blowing some smoke 
into the air of the cold night.

“And yes, I have been to school, I can articulate myself very 
well, but a certain suicidal someone is not the person I am go-
ing to use my brain cells for. You understand?”

Now, that was just rude. I was very much entitled to get some 
of their brainpower. After all, these were the last moments of 
my life.

“Don’t you know that’s disrespectful towards a dead person? 
You should show some respect for their life.”

“Why should I do that when the dead person has no respect for 
their life themselves?”

I shut my mouth, unable to provide a witty answer to that. They 
were very pleased judging by their facial expression.

The silence around us was comfortable, almost like the pres-
ence of the person next to me said enough without them having 
to utter anything.

Minutes went by and the night continued normally. From 
time to time there were sirens heard in the background. Those 
sounds scared me at first, thinking that the police or the fire-
fighters planned on getting me off the bridge and probably into 
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a mental hospital. But now, I knew this was just the sound of an 
always awake city with emergencies in the middle of the night.

“How can you be so calm?” I asked the stranger next to me. I 
had always imagined that the people finding others trying to 
jump would freak out, maybe cry, and drag them back to safety 
behind the railing.
They shrugged their shoulders.
“I’m not sure,” they said, “I think that you won’t change your 
mind and I cannot do anything to stop you from jumping. And 
maybe, maybe I can benefit from this situation.”
I already figured they would be a weirdo since they talked this 
openly to someone who was going to jump off the bridge in a 
few minutes. Now I figured they were a psychopath who would 
probably get sparks of joy when they see me flying to my end.

They probably noticed how my expression changed when they 
said it and laughed a little.

“Do you think I’m a psychopath now?”

“Yes, absolutely. Maybe I’ll drag you with me when I jump.” The 
last part was a bit quieter, muttered under my breath.

“As a psychopath, I will probably enjoy you dragging me with 
you too, you know?” they answered and I rolled my eyes. Why 
couldn’t I prepare for my death alone?

“But I’m not. A psychopath, that is. I am a writer,” He said with 
a wide grin which made the whole situation even more suspi-
cious.

“As a psychopath, I would say the same now, to be honest,” I 
mentioned, raising an eyebrow. The railing I clung desperately
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to started to freeze my hands. There was no sunlight to warm it 
up and the temperature was still falling under 10 at night.

“Also, you can be a psychopath and a writer,” I added, and the 
person next to me sighed in defeat.

“Think of me whatever you want to think, I guess. But I am a 
writer and I don’t think it would profit me to lie to someone 
who is a dead person talking.” Suddenly they grabbed my hand, 
scaring me half to death already and making me slightly slip 
from the railing.

“You are not jumping before you tell me why you are here.”

“Excuse me?” I exclaimed, totally baffled by their bold way of 
grabbing me.

The grip on my wrist was very strong, almost disconcerningly 
strong for someone their size. Their hand was warm, which 
created a welcome contrast to my freezing hand. I wasn’t quite 
sure if they were serious or if this was just a joke. 

“You have no right to ask this from me.” I stated, almost a little 
scared. 

“But what would be the reason for you to not tell me? Don’t 
you want to be remembered? Imagine me writing a bestseller 
that will be read by thousands of people and you will be part of 
it. Now, doesn’t that sound cool?” 

“You sound like a salesman on my doorstep, begging to be let 
in,” I mentioned and shook my head “And no, I do not want to 
be in your bestseller. The reason I am here is not novel friendly 
nor do I want to be remembered as the person who yeeted 
themselves of the bridge.”
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The stranger huffed annoyed. “You are weird. Anyone would 
jump for this opportunity.”
I smiled triumphantly “Yep, I’m not jumping now but I will 
eventually!” The stranger looked at me with a mixture of dis-
gust and disbelief. I got serious again, my smile fading. A couple 
of months ago, I really would have liked that idea of being re-
membered. I was still unsure how everything was able to go 
downhill so quickly.
“Maybe this was also a plan to get you to open up and maybe re-
alize that it is not worth jumping,” the stranger admitted. Their 
cigarette was slowly going out so they threw it onto the ground 
to stomp on it. 

“So, you do want to keep me from ending my life. What has 
become of your comment before, that this was probably a well 
thought about decision?” I asked.

The person next to me just stayed silent. Eyes mustering me 
and then looking down the bridge where the river was silently 
flowing through the night, its black mass barely recognizable as 
water. 

“Hope, I think. Hope that you might decide to climb behind 
the railing again and walk home to restart your life. You are 
so young; wouldn’t it be nice to see the world and maybe find 
someone with whom you will spend the rest of your lives to-
gether?” 

They let go of my hand, making it instantly colder, and leaned 
against the metal I was holding on to. I watched them with a 
weird feeling in my stomach.

“Technically, I have found someone who will spend the rest of
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my life with me, haven’t I?”

They chuckled and turned to me. “But what about me? My life 
isn’t complete. You owe me my life when I spend the rest of 
yours with you. Only fair.”

“Now we’re back at statements that make no sense, I don’t even 
know you!” I tried to speak in a humorous tone, but my voice 
wavered and it sounded more desperate than I wanted it to 
come out. It felt like I was lying, like I knew this person for a 
lifetime but I couldn’t quite reach the information about them 
in my brain, as if it was at the tip of my tongue.

I knew this was leading to the end of our conversation, these 
were the final words I would speak to them. Maybe even the 
final words I would speak in general, if it wasn’t for the phone 
call I still wanted to do. 
“We could change that,” they raised their eyebrow, reaching 
into their pocket. With a pen, they wrote something on a white 
card. Their handwriting was scribbly and uneven due to the lack 
of a flat surface.  I could only take a quick glance at the paper, 
seeing “hoping psychopath” written with a blue marker on it. 
They wanted to hand it to me but noticing that I couldn’t reach 
for it, they stuffed it into the back pocket of my jeans. I wanted 
to make a comment about the fact that those touches aren’t 
appropriate, not before a date or two, but I held back, words 
stuck in my throat.
“I don’t even know if you want to contact me after this, but just 
give me a head’s up when you are still alive tomorrow, okay?” 
One last time they smiled at me before turning and walking 
away. I was left, staring at their back and into the night. I wasn’t 
sure before, but now I knew exactly what I was going to do.
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“Hope(less)” by 
Arina Boger (she/her)
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Anna Giering (they/she)

the day i finally liked myself

the day will come that 
i will scream it out loud 
for all of the world to hear it 
like Archimedes 
i will scream it out loud 
in the knowledge of all my knowledge 
i will scream, i will scream 

self-spitting image 
dirty mirror 
all the poisonous words 
cannot wash it out of my mouth 

and i will know that 
all the hate 
all the disgusting thoughts 
only feed the darkness 

and although the darkness 
is the only living thing inside me 
i will cut out of me its foul roots 
with my sharpest knife 
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but its roots are so strong 
holding onto my bones, my flesh 
nothing is left 
the darkness has not yet made its own 

so i carve it out of my bones 
carve it out of my flesh, too 
pile everything up on the floor next to my dirty clothes 
and i sift through all that is left 

like i was a gold digger, desperately 
digging and digging and digging 
for only the tiniest trace 
that there once, before 
was me 

a little sparkle in a pile of bones and flesh and blood 

a seed 

i find it and call it love 
i call it acceptance 
i call it forgiveness 
i call it life 
and i whisper to my little sparkly seed 
“so live” 
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i plant it in a nice big pot 
i water it, i nourish it 
i sing to it 
sweet songs of the sun 
so it may one day grow roots 
so strong 
not even the sharpest knife 
may cut them.
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Arden Skog (hu/it/den/they)

Refusal to use

you refuse to accept my choice 
the pronouns i allowed you to use
the pronouns i chose, i like to be referred to
use den for me
it is the Swedish it 
but you say i can’t cause it sounds 
wrong
grammar won’t allow it
i thought about telling you to fuck off
i don’t care about grammar, i care for myself
i like den to be used for me
it is my choice not yours
my choice to use a pronoun you deem wrong to use
you think sounds wrong
i will never tell you this cause
i am afraid of your reaction, afraid of people’s reaction
what i might have to face
i shouldn’t, i shouldn’t be afraid
i should be allowed to stand up for myself
be brave enough to stand up for myself
when i tried to explain den to you
what it means to me, how i feel about den
your reaction scared me
“It sounds wrong to use den for a person”
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Clara Ernst (she/her)

If Life Was a Sweater

If life was a sweater

I think I got it two sizes too big
It’s itchy, it’s scratchy
The sleeves are too long
It’s inside out and upside down
And even with turning it isn’t quite right
Can I return it, where do I go?
Will I ever grow into this thing?

If life was a sweater

It would hang around my knees
Make me stumble, make me fall
‘till I faceplant in every situation I find
I had big hopes for my sweater but I feel like
The world made me humble
When life gives you lemons, ask for salt and tequila
When life gives you struggles with growing up, … ask for salt 
and tequila?

If life was a sweater I don’t think it fits
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saying this sounds wrong to me
so, tell me why
Why can’t you accept my choice?
Why can’t you try and support me?

i stood down, gave in to avoid conflict, discussion
let you hurt me
i don’t want to upset you, anger you
you are the lecturer; you will judge me at the end
but that’s what i do
stand down, avoid battle, stop fighting
i am scared
to cause trouble, to be hurt
but i let it happen
maybe to appease you
maybe to avoid getting hurt by you even more
it shouldn’t be like that
i should be able to be me
Why can’t I?
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“Galaxy of Hope” by
Elisabeth Brendes (she/they)
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JASPER KAUFHOLD (HE/HIM)

Alien
The strident screeching sound of metal against metal pen-
etrates my ear-drums painfully. It finds its way to my frontal 
and parietal lobe, squeezing them tightly and temporarily im-
pairing all motor-function and coordination, before making its 
way down the back of my head to compress my spine. A sudden 
push to my right shoulder makes me jump as a person hur-
ries past me. The child in its stroller a few meters away starts 
crying and its shrill  voice  takes  the  same  route  througmy  
body  as  the  screeching  of  metal  just  a heart-beat before. 
Everyone around me rushes towards the doors. I stumble for-
ward.  I have  to  make  it  this  time.  Careful  not  to  fall,  I  
try  to  ignore  the  stench  of  urine  and alcohol, the sticki-
ness of the floor, and the cacophony of sound waves that crash 
into me like a tsunami. I take a few steps into the crowded 
wagon. A man, whose body odour can only be described as a 
violent assault on anyone’s nostrils stands much too close to 
me. He doesn’t even seem to notice that other people are here 
as well. He just keeps moving around  and  smashing  his  grimy  
backpack  into  the  unfortunate  passengers  around  him. 
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Somewhere  behind  me  I  can  hear  the  disgusting,  squelching  
sounds  of  saliva  trying  to escape chewing gum. It gives me 
goose bumps. I look straight ahead to avoid accidentally  focusing  
on the same person’s teeth crashing  into  each  other.  I  hate  this 
part  of  the  day.  There  is  enough  sensory  input  to  entertain  
a  toddler  for  a  year  and  I didn’t  bring  my  headphones.  My  
dear,  sanity-saving headphones. But I made a deliberate choice: 
I want to be part of this strange place. I want to belong. I want 
to fit in, so all I have to do is find out how people do... well, 
life here. Get your act together. Breathe. Everyone else does it this way.  

By the time I get off the tram at the university, I can’t see. Great. 
Awesome start into the day.  I  stumble  off  the  tram  as  grace-
lessly  as  I  stumbled  onto  it.  What  class  do  I  have now? 
Wait what day is it? Oh. Linguistics.... I think. It is Wednesday, isn’t it?  

Deep breath.  

One,  

two,  

three, 

 four.  

Hold.  

One,  

two,  
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three,

four.

Let go.

One,  

two,  

three,  

four.  

Why four? 

One,  

two,  

four,  

I should stay on topic.  

Did I forget three?

I rotate my wrists quickly a few times before I start tap-
ping the side of my right leg with my  fingers.  My  vi-
sion  clears  up.  This  is  what  I  imagine  short-sighted  
people  to experience when they put on glasses. Right in 
that moment the tram door close and it leaves the station,
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the station, and with it my vision - again. Mental note to self: 
bring headphones tomorrow, this is ridiculous. I try to make 
out the time on my phone through the milky floaty-thin-
gies that cloud my vision. It’s pointless. I’ll try again later.   

Miraculously,  I  manage  to  navigate  my  way  to  the  brown  
doors  that  lead  to  my  first lecture,  without  tripping  on  
the  stairs,  running  into  a  closed  door  or  bumping  into  a 
recycling bin. The lecture hall is still empty. No one is there 
yet. Someone once told me empty lecture halls are eerie, but I 
find them peaceful. And practical! An empty lecture hall allows 
you to choose your seat wisely. I find my regular spot on the 
right hand side, a few rows from the front. This particular one 
doesn’t get too warm during the summer term,  I  can  see  the  
blackboards  and  any  slides  the  lecturer  could  show  and  
hear  them well  from  this  distance,  I’m not in the middle of 
the room,  and  I  could  leave  at  any moment should the need 
arise. It’s perfect for me. Slowly, other students enter the quiet 
lecture hall. This is my chance to learn. Some sit together in small 
groups while others find  single  seats.  Some  stand  at  the  door  
for  a  few  moments  before  locating  an acquaintance in the 
one of the rows. Now, watch carefully, what exactly is it they do? A 
young  woman  joins  a  group  of  people  two  rows  behind  me.  
She  smiles  and  gives  a quick wave with her hand. So far, normal 
greeting behaviour. The first  girl in the row stands up and the two 
exchange high-pitched “Hi”s before leaning in and lightly plac-
ing their arms around each other, barely touching. I know this one:

Hug, noun: “a close embrace with the arms, especially as a sign 
of affection.” Merriam-Webster online dictionary
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Okay.  So  they  are  showing  affection.  I  get  that.  Why  would  you  
only  hug  someone  so lightly, though? If you like someone, don’t you 
want to show them all the way? Also, how is it not too intense this 
way? If there’s no noticeable pressure, how do the people here  not  get  
overwhelmed  by  all  the  smell,  the  little  burning  sensations  that  
all  the barely  touching  clothes  leave,  and  the  whole  discomfort  
of  the  situation?  How  do  they do  it?  I  watch  every  move-
ment  closely,  suddenly  one  of  the  girls  points  at  me  and 
waves. I wave back. They laugh.  What was so funny? What did 
I miss? Did I move my hand  weirdly?  All  right.  Look  somewhere  
else.  Clanking  of  chairs  –  two  boys  a  little further  to  the  
right  do  not  hug.  Papers  and  folders  ruffling  –  The  big-
ger  guy’s  facial expression  does  not  change  the  slightest  
as  they  share  the  most  elaborate  handshake  I have  seen  
in  a  long  time.  Shuffling  of  shoes  –  I’ve seen the other 
boy before and his perpetually  bored  face  puzzles  me  once  
again  –  banging  of  the  heavy  wooden  doors  – smashing of 
seats – tapping of feet – instinctively, my hands cover my ears. 
The boy’s facial  expression  is  going  to  remain  a  mystery  
because  the  dropping  of  backpacks around  me  is  play-
ing  the  Imperial  March  as  the  orchestra  of  doom  to  my  
brain.  Stop. Move your hands. You wanna fit in, remember? Slowly, I 
manage to peel my hands off my ears. My mouth is dryer than 
the teabag your grandmother put next to the sink three days  
ago  and  then  forgot  about.  Almost  as  if  on  autopilot,  my  
fingers  reach  into  my pocket  and  grab  a  small,  bumpy  
package  of  extra  strong  chewing  gum.  The  young woman 
in the row in front of me is playing Minecraft on her laptop. 
My eyes follow the row towards the centre of the lecture hall. 
A person whose giant grey scarf covers most of  their  upper  
body  has  their  right  hand  raised. Weird. I haven’t observed that
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kind of behaviour prior to a class yet. I wonder what function that 
serves. Suddenly they lower their arm and speak to the front of 
the room. I thought it was considered strange to just speak  aloud  in  
public?  Wait  a  minute.  As  I  turn  my  head  further  towards  the  
front,  it dawns on me that I may have missed something im-
portant. Spoiler: I have. While I was busy  gathering  field  data  
about  social  interaction  among  students  before  class,  my 
lecturer has walked in, set up his laptop and started his lecture. 
I look at him, but I can’t make out his voice among the buzzing 
noise around me. I can see his lips moving, but all I am able to 
hear is the scratching of a pencil on a notepad on my left. The 
gum! I’m still  holding  it.  I  quickly  put  a  piece  in  my  mouth  
and  inhale  deeply.  The  strong  mint clears my sinuses and 
recalibrates my senses. The floaty-things in the way of my vision 
start to disappear while I focus on the strong taste in my mouth. 
I tap my fingers on my leg to refocus my hearing. That’s better!

I’m walking past  the  big,  yellow  main  building,  trying  to  
not  get  disoriented  by  the traffic  going  by.  My  legs  are  
shaky,  they  feel  as if I’ve just finished a half-marathon  - al-
most numb. I just can’t seem to get used to the end of classes 
in big lecture halls; and the day isn’t over yet.  I  make  an  ef-
fort  to  straighten  my  back,  actively  noticing  the straps  of  
my  backpack  on  my  shoulders,  and  focus  on  the  cool  
air  that  rushes  past  the back of my throat as I inhale deeply 
once again. It fills my lungs and gently expands my ribcage.  It  
is  surprising  how  stiff  muscles  can  feel  when  one  con-
sciously  breathes.  I’m pretty sure my upper back is as hard as 
plate armour right now. I pull my shoulders up a few times to 
loosen everything up a bit. Hey how are you? I’m fine thanks. How 
is your term paper coming? Have you read the text for that class later? 
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 –  List  of  questions: check. I approach the small group of 
students waiting outside the building. They are all in  my  next  
class.  Some  are  smoking,  one  girl  is  eating  a  clementine,  
all  of  them  are engaged  in  conversation.  You  wanted  this.  
You  came  here  to  learn  their  language,  to learn their 
customs and conventions. I join the group and position my-
self right in front of  the  recycling  bin,  awkwardly  grabbing  
the  straps  of  my  backpack. “Hi”. Some of them raise their 
hand briefly, others nod. “Hi”, Lisa replies and smiles brightly 
at me. I smile back. “How are you?” “Ah you know...uni and 
stuff. How about you?” “I’m fine, thanks.  How  is  your  term  
paper  coming?”  Lisa  gives  a  faint  laugh.  I  nod under-
standingly, not having understood anything. “Have  you read  
the  text  for  class later?” “Sorta”. And with that I’ve  run  out  
of  questions,  so  I  look  around  the  group trying to spot 
an opportunity to join a conversation. It’s not like I couldn’t 
talk to them. Well, I guess I could talk at them. I could tell 
them all about Jespersen’s cycle for example,  I read this su-
per amazing  article about  it  last night, but  I remember my 
mum explicitly  telling  me  to  refrain  from  talking  to  fel-
low  students  about  things  they  will most likely find boring.

Boring, adjective: “causing weariness and restlessness through 
lack of interest: causing boredom: TIRESOME” Merriam-Web-
ster online dictionary

Now, how do I spot that? And what does weariness look like in 
people anyway? “Could you  throw  this  away?”  Lisa  dis-
rupts  my  thoughts  while  handing  me  her  lunchbox. 
“Sure”, I turn around and dump the bright orange lunchbox 
right into the recycling bin behind me. I turn back around 
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and smile at Lisa who just stares at me. In fact ev-
eryone is  staring  at  me.  Suddenly it’s dead  qui-
et.  No  one  says  anything.  Oops.  I  know  this silence.  

Pragmalinguistic failure, noun:  “a  misunderstanding  of  
the  intended illocutionary,  or pragmatic, force of an utter-
ance.”  Teachers and Students Learning about Compliments, 
Brown and Holmes, 1987, p. 526. 

In  other  words:  I  went  wrong  somewhere.  Okay,  we  can  
fix  this.  Rewind!  I  laugh  and turn around to fish Lisa’s lunch-
box out of the bin. She did say to throw it away though, didn’t she? 
Oh!  Maybe  she  meant  the  contents!!!  I  dump  the  clementine  
peel  into  the trash and hand the box back to Lisa “Here you 
go”, I try to keep my tone joking. I really hope this is what she 
wanted me to do. Lisa chuckles and takes her lunch box.  Most 
of the  others  give  small  laughs,  too,  before  returning  to  
their  conversations.  A  feeling  of intense relief washes over 
me. Pheww. Close one. Slightly embarrassing. “Alright, I’m gonna 
head up to the classroom”, I announce and leave the circle. I 
need to stop messing up!  I  need  to  get  what  they  mean!  I  need  
to  understand!  I  take  two  steps  at  a  time, darting up the 
familiar staircase. I’m truly looking forward to my next class.

Oh no.  

I stop dead in the doorway. What’s that? Someone is already sit-
ting in my spot. But... I always  sit  there!  My  body  has  forgot-
ten  how  to  move.  My  mind  is  racing,  thoughts chasing  each  
other... The class can’t take place.  We can’t have a lecture  like  that. 
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Everything is going to be different! It mustn’t be different. This is how 
that class is supposed to go. I want to scream. I must sit there! In 
this particular classroom I’ve been sitting  in  that  particular  
chair  for  two  years.  It  is  my  spot.  That  is  where  I  go.  Now  a 
stranger is sitting on that chair. What do I do now? This is my routine! 

Routine,  noun:  “a regular course of procedure” Merriam-
Webster  online  dictionary, Entry 1a

Regular procedure! I don’t like irregular procedure. I can’t have 
irregular procedure. Irregular makes everything suddenly unpredict-
able. How utterly horrible! “Liam? You alright?” Alice asks. I can’t 
answer. I heard the question, but most of my brain is stuck on 
not being able to sit in my spot and since my brain is busy, my 
body can’t get the signal to move. I can’t even nod. Come on. Get 
a grip. It’s not that bad, you can make it work. It’s just a chair. I tap my 
fingers on my leg. Calm down. Be normal. You want to belong. Don’t 
be strange now. “Liam?” Alice asks again. “Ehh. Yeah. Sure. Sorry, I 
was just... trying to remember if I had locked my door.”  I make 
up looking around the classroom. There are about 25 empty 
chairs. I’m overwhelmed. Where am I supposed to go now? “Come 
sit next to me”, Alice suggests, patting the table on her right. I 
can only nod.  This  is  so  wrong.  I  walk  over  to  the  unfamiliar  
table.  This  is  not  my  spot. I’m determined  to  be  okay,  though.  
Normal.  Just  normal.  Don’t stand out.  I  sit  down  and take  out  
my  folder  for  the  next  class.  Grammar.  Oh  how  I  love  
grammar.  “How are you?” Alice inquires. “Stressed”,  I  answer  
while  opening  my  folder  to  look  at  last week’s notes. “Yeah, 
the exams  are  so close already!” she continues. “Yes”,  I  agree 
hoping she won’t somehow figure out that 

LINGERING LINES

74



I’m stressed because I’m sitting next to her instead of in 
my regular seat. “Have you read the text for today?” she 
goes on. “Yes” I say again. Why does she keep asking me ques-
tions? I’m starting to panic a little because I don’t know what 
is expected of me. Oh! Wait! I think I know what’s happening... 

Small talk, noun: “light or casual conversation: CHITCHAT” 
Merriam-Webster online dictionary.  

Light or casual? Light as in: not heavy? How could words be heavy? 
Unless you wrote them on stone tablets, of course. And casual? As in: 
while not wearing a suit? Doesn’t that make any conversation at uni-
versity small talk? I’m not prepared for this. How do you  make  
small  talk?  Come  on!  Think!  Come  up  with  a  question!  “What’s  
your favourite irregular verb, Alice?” “What?” “What’s  your fa-
vourite irregular verb?”  I repeat. The confusion on Alice’s face 
is apparent even to me. “Eh... you know, I’ve never  consid-
ered  that  before.  Ehm...  Sometimes  you  are  so  random!  
But  well,  eh,  I think  I  like  put.  –  put,  put,  put  –  it  
always  makes  me  think  of  someone  putting  their chick-
en on a shelf somehow.” “Ah” I say and am thankfully rescued 
from further small talk by our lecturer entering the classroom.  

“Good morning,  everyone”, she starts “Did  I  give  you  guys 
homework last week?” “Yes”, I say immediately. I can hear Alice 
sighing exasperatedly. “Why did  you  say something”, she hisses 
at me. Great.  Another  Hagrid  moment:  “I shouldn’t have said that. I  
should  not  have said that”  I know that! Why do I keep forgetting that 
I’m not always supposed to answer when I’m asked?!  It’s so confusing!
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If I’m asked directly, my brain  panics  and  I  just  answer  
honestly  before  being  able  to  consider  the  social implica-
tions, I once explained to a classmate. It didn’t help. He was 
still angry at me. I honestly don’t mean to upset anyone, it just 
sort of happens on its own. Mental note to self:  Keep  remember-
ing  Social  Rule  437:  Figure  out  how  to  be  your  classmates  ally 
against  the  teacher/lecturer,  act  accordingly.  Easier  said  than  
done.  How  do  I  know when  they  think  what  I  think  and  when  
they  don’t?  Half  way  through  the  class,  I desperately  wish  I  
could  have  taken  a  sound  break  with  my  headphones  be-
tween classes. The cars outside seem to get louder and louder. 
Their honking keeps capturing my attention. There’s the clock 
ticking on the wall, most students’ pencils seem to be writing  
directly  on  my  ear-drums  rather  than  on  the  notepads  
on  their  desks.  I  want  to ignore the chainsaw roaring in the 
bushes and trees in front of the building, but I can’t! The noise 
is everywhere. I try very hard not to move my hands.  Listen! 
Listen! Listen! Don’t  move.  Don’t  stand  out.  BE  NORMAL!  But  
I  fail.  Eventually,  I  start  silently tapping  my  leg  with  my 
fingers  again.  I  take  a  deep  breath.  Can  someone  please  
turn  of these  horrible  lights!  I  keep  tapping  and  choose  a  
spot  on  the  wall  to  stare  at. Minimising sensory input. 
 
I tap 

And tap 

And tap

I  finally  manage  to  pick  up  my  lecturer’s  voice  when  she  
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starts  explaining  the etymology  of  a  word.  Uhhh yes. That’s 
awesome! That’s so interesting! I  love these details. “Is that relevant 
to the exam?” Alice asks quietly. “Probably not”, Lisa whispers 
back.  “But  it’s  sooooo  interesting!”  I  say  to  Alice.  “No”,  she  
whispers,  “it’s  just confusing!  It  distracts  me  from  the  im-
portant stuff.” But  it  is  important!  It’s the small details  that  dis-
tinguish  things  from  one  another.  A pig’s DNA only differs  from a 
human’s DNA in details. The detail of final-obstruent  devoicing,  
common  in  German speakers  of  English,  makes  a  significant  
difference  in  the  sentence  “I saw a huge crab on the beach.” 
Details  are  important.  In  maths,  in  language,  in  culture.  
Everywhere.  I don’t care whether it’s important for the  exam.  
I  notice  and  I  remember;  sometimes  a little too much maybe.

I put the key in the lock without looking. I don’t need to see 
it to know where the key goes.  I  have  unlocked  this  door  
shaking  and  blind  from  sensory  overload  hundreds  of times.  
Today  I  can  see,  but  the  hot,  buzzing feeling in my ears 
tells me I’m minutes away  from  shutting  down  complete-
ly  should  I  not  instantly  do  something  to  prevent that. 
I close the door, careful to not make more noise than neces-
sary. I can still hear my neighbours  playing  music  and  my  
fridge  rumbling  and  that  alone  is  pushing  my  brain dan-
gerously close to malfunctioning. My noise-cancelling head-
phones are lying on my desk where I foolishly left them this 
morning. Not even stopping to take of my shoes, I walk  over  
and  jam  them  over  my  ears.  Silence.  Finally.  No  mu-
sic,  no  clanking,  no crashing, no clicking, no buzzing, no 
beeping, no banging, no growling, no howling, no honking...

Just    silence. 
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I  sit  down  on  my  desk  chair  and  grab some yarn to 
fiddle with. I’m frustrated. I’m restless. I’m so incred-
ibly exhausted. I’m  tired,  not  necessarily  because  of  my  
classes, but from trying to be like everybody else. From try-
ing to be and behave like the 22-year-old young man every-
body else sees. Day 8142 on this planet and I still don’t fit in. 
I’ve tried  everything. I  watch  people,  take  notes,  read  dic-
tionaries  like  young  adult  fiction, analyse situations, leave 
my headphones at home, try small talk, try as hard as I can to 
be  like  my  fellow  humans  and  yet I still feel alien. I’m a 
stranger on this planet and I can’t seem to acquire their lan-
guage properly. Not because I’m not human, but because of  

ASD,  noun: “Autism Spectrum Disorder: any  of  a  group  
of  developmental  disorders marked  by  impairments  in  the  
ability  to  communicate  and  interact  socially  and  by  the 
presence of repetitive behaviours or restricted  interests.”  Mer-
riam-Webster online dictionary.
  
I’m tired of trying to fit in. I hate it. I hate not understand-
ing. I hate not belonging. But most of all I hate having to pre-
tend to be the person I’m supposed to be, rather than the per-
son I am. Experiment 8142 failed. But I’ve gathered data.

• I’m Liam  
• I’m 22  
• I like empty lecture halls 
• I don’t understand why people like to hug wrongly
• I like sitting in the same spot every week
• I have an almost obsessive love for the Merriam-Webster 

Dictionary 
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• I can’t listen properly without stimming 
• The word “deer” derives from the Anglo-Saxon word 

deór, which means animal 
• I’m autistic.  

Maybe  I  need  to  change  my  approach.  Maybe  I  can  
make  experiment  8143  work  by changing a parameter. 
Maybe tomorrow I won’t try to fit in by pretending I perceive 
the world like most people here. Maybe tomorrow I can try 
being alien and finding the spot on this planet where I can fit 
as being Liam. Liam, who is different. Liam, who has ASD. 
But also Liam, who is just Liam.  And Liam, who is happy
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Jan-Oliver Nickel (he/him)

A Student’s Journey

The first time I entered these ancient halls was late, lost and in a 
hurry, 
a bag full of anxiety with lacking map awareness to cope. 
Or was my face the map of honour, truth, and loyalty? 
Which does not explain why I wanted to quit 
before even entering Language 1, my first course – this was it.

“Studying English isn’t all it’s cracked up to be.” 
Is almost Bridget’s mother’s take. Regardless, I was feeling  
summer’s glee, 
leaving my first term paper as a gossipy milkshake of kind. 
Bittersweet - like my failing spree, which I had yet to leave 
behind.

Like a Lannister, intro to linguistics once more sends its regards. 
Trying to cut my university journey short right where it starts. 
Though surely magic is real – thus third time’s the charm, 
allowing me to somehow scrape by, 
leaving me in the literary wonderland’s hive. 
After the linguistic rabbit waved me bye-bye, 
enabling me finally and forever only for literary studies to apply.
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‘Tis the second year of summer with no hidden serpent in 
sight, 
though a postcolonial conference might proof elementary – 
That is, for my networking Parseltongue skills to thrive. 
Thus, one sunny weekend is met with notebooks, sweat and 
kangaroos. 
No ice-cream though, my one regret, I would have loved to be 
on the “aside” instead.

But my curtain was called, and oh shame, I had joined too 
soon! 
To be pierced by wisdom’s mighty sword, like Polonius, oh, 
what could I do? 
My crown is not bald, though one might say I’ve got only little 
wit, 
thus, I assume ‘tis our time to hurry onwards, some stories in 
between to skip.

The tempest roars as I prosper O! How lovely indeed! 
My Bachelor about to be finished; though the Prüfungsamt had 
me deceived… 
One extra semester – one additional couplet, thanks bureau-
cratic fate! 
My revenge tragedy proves a literary one – to be performed on 
the Elizabethan stage.
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Shortly after, as a Master apprentice I rose, with my great 
expectations yet to be met. 
Believed myself to be young Master Pip, so soon to embark on 
my Irish field trip.
But history repeats once more – and thus the black plague 
sank its fangs. 
Oh, the pale vampire I became, sleeping through years iso-
lated like Miss Havisham... 
Have no broken heart, but broken wings, can I be reborn or is 
it the ferryman that sings?

Am I decaying already or is my webcam merely green? 
Like a beheaded knight, I storm revitalized onto the medieval 
scene. 
If one zooms right in, they may see me smile, 
though the virtual room had my passions crippled for a while. 
As I sit in front this beautiful palace with three steps yet to 
climb, 
my thesis being already finished but my ambitions barely ripe. 
All’s well that ends well! Is it my exit already? I cannot quite 
tell. 
Perhaps my true farewell is that I will not ducking leave(!) 
Got dreams aplenty – some stories to be written – thus on-
wards to my Ph.D.
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Ziwen Chen (she/her)

Anatomy of a Poem

How do I kill a poem?
Pick up a polished scalpel, sharpen it 
Gash
Observe
Identify the personification, now the rhymes, the lines 
Well done
Dig it out with caution, especially with the most frag-
ile part – the synaesthesia. 
Keep it as complete as possible, as it is so perfect..
Hey! Look out that blood vessel! (you idiot) You al-
most hurt it 
That’s rude, don’t do that again
Make sure you make a VERY CLEAR CUT, with no 
nerves or vessels furrily expose 
That’s right, a perfect cut
Here you go, a bravo fresh piece of Synaesthesia 
Look!
Now you, yes, YOU, don’t stand so far away, come 
closer, now take a closer look 
Shit, SHiit, SHIT.. the blood is gone, the crystal-clear 
red is dimming
(Oh a pork liver)
Well.. next time hurry up
Now, help me get another poem.
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MEGAN L. PLUM (SHE/THEY)

The Bookstore
There was a small bookstore, far down the road from the main 
shopping district, nestled in between non-descript storefronts, 
with unwashed windows that only let little light into the space 
beyond. Most people who passed it barely took any notice. 
Those that did were often smart enough not to enter. Then 
there were the few, the ones for whom the store was there in 
the first place. They, often shrewd characters, would come into 
the store, make vague inquiries to which the store clerk would 
respond in kind.

That’s what the owner had told Corey at least.
On their first day at work it quickly became apparent that the 

owner hadn’t worked in the store for decades. It was true, the 
windows were dirty, but it added charm to the place, the light 
flooding in through the large front window became warm and 
made the room seem cozy. Customers came into the store all 
the time, not everyone bought something but it was never truly 
deserted. The clientele was varied, from people who came with 
purpose, to window-shoppers, to people who felt fated to enter 
the store. There were no wizards in pointy hats, or strange men 
in trench coats, not even a forest witch as Corey had hoped.
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They appeared utterly ordinary.
So, did most of the books for that matter.
Sure, there was a suspiciously large selection of medicine and 

nature books, as well as mythology and spirituality, but all in 
all, fairly normal. Except for a few books that Corey took extra 
good care of, the real deal.

The ones that could not be tamed. No matter how often you 
lectured them.

They ignored the moving shadow in the corner of their eye 
most days.

-
Corey was sitting behind the counter, leafing through So You Got 
Yourself A Ghoul — Now  What?, when the woman came in. Co-
rey looked up, still processing reading the words ‘Do not give it 
a name, it will get attached to you, if you already gave it a name, well, 
you can’t just run now. I hope you are ready to be a parent’, and made 
direct eye contact with the beady eyes on a very naked chest of 
an eight-foot-tall demon prince. Corey knew their demons, so 
they were sure that this one was, in fact, a prince. Only a prince 
could have that many eyes. They could count six just on his 
chest. It was only slightly off-putting, honestly. Corey looked 
over to the woman that stood slightly in front of the demon 
prince, currently beaming at them.

“You can see him then.” It wasn’t truly a question. 
Corey nodded anyway.
“Good, that’ll make things easier.” The woman took out a fa-

miliar looking book Corey was sure they hadn’t sold in quite 
some time. “I bought it last night,” the nightshift then, “tried 
out this ritual right away and got this one showing up at my 
apartment.”

She jabbed a finger in the prince’s direction. The demon in 
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question looked vaguely annoyed. An interesting expression on 
such an inhumanly beautiful face.

“You see,” the woman continued, “this is a horny demon—”
“Incubus.” The demon frowned now.
“—and I’m very asexual—”
That was unfortunate. But still, the eye candy—
“—and very gay. I literally have no use for him.”
The demon was glowering.
“I’m sorry but we have a no returns policy for things that 

haven’t been directly purchased,” Corey said. Though, really, 
they could definitely do with a hot demon prince, if duty called 
for it.

“No, no,” the woman said, “I wouldn’t have thought so. I need 
something to get him back into the hot tub he calls home with-
out making and fulfilling a deal.”

“It would be much easier if we just—”
The demon’s voice was smooth and melodic but the woman 

interrupted him as if she wasn’t at all affected by it. “You’re 
doing absolutely nothing for me. In fact, less than nothing. Your 
eye-things freak me the hell out.”

The demon huffed, and Corey had never seen a demon be 
that petulant before. It was kind of eye-opening. Pun intended.

“Give me a moment,” Corey said, “this is only a summon-
ing book. I can get you a banishing one.”

“Thanks,” the woman called as Corey hunted for the book 
they had in mind. “Can I exchange them? I don’t think I’ll need 
the summoning book after all. Hot-and-Bothered over here 
told me that no, a succubus can’t make non-sexual deals either. 
Quite disappointing I have to say.”

Corey did not think it wise nicknaming a prince of hell, but 
hey, what did they know, they’d never summoned one of their
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own before.
“That’s possible, sure.”
It would also return the book into their possession quicker 

than if the book had to make its way back on its own.
When they were left alone at the front of the store again, they 

became aware of a presence once more. They could definitely 
see the shadow now. Corey actually hadn’t read a lot on Shad-
ow People, guess that was on their to-do list now. The shadow 
became cocky and darted forward, almost touching them but 
Corey turned in just the right moment, avoiding it. 

The shadow sulked. They ignored its antics and went back to 
their book.

-
Corey just turned the sign from ‘closed’ to ‘open’ when a tiny 
girl with bright blue hair came into the store. In the backroom 
an entire palette of newly released gardening books was waiting 
for them, the coffee maker was making noises it really shouldn’t 
be making which meant they’d need to take care of that if they 
wanted to stay awake today, and the newly arrived books—one 
made its way here from Nairobi—were impatiently awaiting 
new customers to dupe.

The tiny girl, she must’ve been in her late twenties but 
she was smaller than Corey’s ten-year-old sister, wasn’t what 
grabbed Corey’s attention. No, that honor belonged to the six-
foot-tall hellhound on a thin pink leash.

“Hi,” the girl said, coming toward Corey who’d made their 
way behind the counter. “Do you have any dog training books? 
Like Caesar Milan but for hellhounds?”

Corey was too stunned for a moment to reply. The massive 
hound titled its head at her, a move almost identically copied by 
its . . . human? Owner? Can one own a hellhound? Corey 
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would’ve denied such a thing but then they also wouldn’t have 
thought hellhounds were keen on wearing leashes but this one 
seemed to have no problem whatsoever with it.

“Don’t worry,” the girl added after a moment, misinterpret-
ing Corey’s silence, “most people will see a Corgi.”

“Right,” Corey said slowly. “There are some training books 
for other species. I’d assume small dragons are probably the 
closest you’ll find here, I’m sorry.”

“No, no, that’s fine,” the girl assured them. “You have books 
about general demonology as well, right?”

Corey nodded; always remain professional, their colleague 
had once told them, “Over there, to the left.”

“That’s great, thanks!” The girl turned to the hound, “C’mon, 
Emma, we’ll go look around.”

The hellhound trotted after the energetic girl without                
hesitation.

Corey should really stop being surprised by these  things.
The shadow hummed to get Corey’s attention. 
Apparently, they were playing tag now. At least Corey was 

pretty sure that was what the shadow thought. They’d read 
up on the beings: playful at first, deadly the longer they were 
around. Energy draining. Possession. The book told Corey to 
call a professional, but really, who did they think Corey was? 
They were a bookstore clerk; they couldn’t afford a freaking 
professional.

-
Everyone always said the angels were the real problem. But no, 
Corey had found that angels were elusive, they almost never 
made contact with humans, no matter how much humans 
wanted it. The real culprits, the bad ones, were neither demons 
nor angels, but vampires. Fucking vampires.
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They loved humans, not just in order to feed but also because 
humans loved them. Humans had some messed-up notions of 
vampires, fostered by the media: that they were just like hu-
mans but with a blood kink and a philosophical mind from de-
cades of experience.

Those assumptions were incorrect. Vampires were a fucking 
hassle. More dangerous than demons and not at all willing to 
make compromises in order to get what they wanted.

In short, they were the assholes of the preternatural world.
When Corey came into work, they did not sign up to dealing 

with this mess.
Early that day a guy bought a book on vampires. Not some 

badly written work of fiction, not even a highly crafted novel a 
little too close to the truth, no, a real one.

“I thought I’d hidden it better this time,” they muttered as 
they rung up the customer.

The guy scrunched his eyebrows together, already looking 
pissed off for some reason. “Hah? What are you talking about? It 
was right on that table. A toddler could’ve picked it up.”

Corey glared at the book, the book of course acted all inno-
cent now that it had gotten what it wanted.

“Just… be careful, please.”
The guy snorted, “Sure, sure.”
At that moment Corey knew it was going to be a long day.

They were shelving new arrivals when the guy came in a second 
time, four hours later, with a very obvious band-aid on his neck, 
a dazed look in his eyes, and a very pretty witch who let him 
lean on her.

Corey sighed, already resigned to spend the rest of the day on 
this issue, and greeted them.
    “What can I do for you?” they asked with as much enthusiasm 
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as they could muster, which wasn’t much to be honest.
“Hi! You sold this idiot a book about vampires earlier,” the 

pretty witch said. “I’m Cleo and the idiot is Worick.” He glared 
at them, much like before. “I’m taking a gander here and say 
you’re aware that this stuff is real.” Corey gave her an unim-
pressed look to which the girl, Cleo, smiled. “Well, I’m cur-
rently low on some ingredients. Do you, by chance, have any-
thing on hand?”

“Depends on what you need.” They had emergency rations in 
the back, in the first-aid kit, when one of the books bit a clerk, 
or zapped them. Also, paper cuts were a bitch to deal with.

“I’m mixing something disinfecting, the poison’s already 
out.” Worick grimaced at that, leaning heavily against one of 
the shelves. “So, I’d be grateful if you had some eucalyptus and 
neem leaves. My usual supplier isn’t available on such short no-
tice.”

Corey hummed. “Should have some of that lying around, I’ll 
go look. Give me a moment.”

“Take your time,” Cleo said brightly. She turned to her friend, 
“Why did you buy that book in the first place?”

Corey tuned out the reply; they didn’t need to know what 
motivated their customers to do the things they did. Cleo 
thanked them when they handed over the ingredients, insisted 
on paying for them as well.

“We already have the vampire in the trunk,” she said. “Catch-
ing these toothy bitches is always a hassle.”

Keeping them locked up isn’t easy either,” Corey said. “Are 
you sure they’re secure? I really don’t need one loose so close 
to the store.”

“I’m pretty good at this whole magic thing, if I do say so my-
self.” Cleo smiled.
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“What’s your plan for dealing with Hannibal Lector-lite?”
“If I say: ‘stab him until he willingly gives Worick his blood,’ 

will you judge me a lot?”
Corey shrugged. “No. A bit, though, I’m not gonna lie. There 

are better ways.”
“I’m just out of dead man’s blood. So, this is really my only 

idea. Hope he dislikes getting stabbed even if he doesn’t bleed, 
it has to be uncomfortable, right?” She looked over at Worick 
who scowled.

“I’d say so,” he muttered. “Sure didn’t feel great getting bit-
ten.”

“Should’ve thought about this before you went and tried to 
make a vampire help you with your history thesis. You nerd.”

Corey was just able to keep from snorting at that.
They said, “I have a friend who’s dead, so I could just ask her 

if she’s willing to help. Might go quicker.”
Cleo looked delighted. “You would? We’d be eternally grate-

ful!” She paused, considered, “Well, not eternally, if everything 
goes as planned. But still very.”

Worick groaned and rubbed his eyes, he still looked a bit 
lightheaded.

Corey hummed. “I’ll give her a call. It’d make me feel better 
if you stayed by the trunk until she gets here, though. If that’s 
alright.”

“Right, don’t wanna have bad publicity for a store with real 
magical items,” Worick muttered but wandered outside regard-
less.

“You know,” Cleo said, already turned toward the door, “the 
shadow started glowering. That’s not a good sign.”

Corey sighed. “It’s fine. I’ve just been ignoring it since this 
morning so it’s pissed at me. We have a deal though.”
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    “You made a deal with a shadow?” she asked wide-eyed.
“Yeah, no draining energy until I’ve eaten, and no possessing 

me if that means I’ll be exhausted the next day.”
Cleo stared at them for a long moment. “You know… I could 

get rid of it for you.”
“I already named it, so there’s that.”
“You named it?”
Corey nodded. “I had help from an acquaintance. Its name is 

Ray.”
“Ray the shadow.”
“Yep.”
“Not to interrupt this riveting conversation, but I feel like 

I’m about to pass out,” Worick called from outside.
“And whose fault is that?” Cleo didn’t even turn around to 

look at him.
“The vampire’s who tried to have me for lunch.”
“Liar.”
Corey listened to their bickering as Cleo ambled away. They 

got their phone out and called their friend, she was dead but 
not really, yet still dead enough for her blood to qualify, before 
sighing. This didn’t turn out too bad.

They turned to Ray, “Want to take over while we start inven-
tory?”

The shadow looked unimpressed back at them but Corey’s 
vision slowly faded to black nonetheless.
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“Sir Winston III” by
Sam Becker
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IRA BURNSTEIN (SHE/HER)

Elio
I don’t know why I did it.
I want to blame Paula, and her incessant need to drag me along 
to any event she prophesized would “simply be a complete and 
utter drag without you, El”, only to leave me at the first glimpse 
of any eligible bachelor in the crowd. Of course, they didn’t ac-
tually have to be eligible, averagely handsome sufficed on most 
nights. They didn’t really have to be bachelors either. The truth 
is, that in spite of this habit of hers, I probably would have said 
yes, even if she hadn’t offhandedly mentioned my father. The 
main reason I would have come along either way, was because I 
was in desperate need of a distraction. And when I feel like that, 
few people are better suited to help me than Paula.
I barely even paid attention to what she said, aside from “it’s the 
opening of this exhibition. The artist isn’t really my cup of tea, 
but Ma put me on the list”.
So, in truth I knew I was already doomed to come along as soon 
as Paula opened her mouth. Whether my father’s presence was 
a positive or a negative variable in this scenario, was unimport-
ant in the grand scheme of things. I figured I could use a night 
out, and if I did not feel like facing him, I could simply avoid 
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him. I assumed he would be swarmed by others all night, and 
there wasn’t much likelihood of him recognizing me anyway. 
The last time he saw me I was three years old. When that’s the 
age you’re starting out with, twenty years will do better work 
than any surgeon in making you unrecognizable.
It was only as I already found myself in the midst of that room, 
that I really understood the gravity of what I had gotten myself 
into.

I did not have to look for him. As I had previously thought to 
myself, he was surrounded by adoring art enthusiasts, as well as 
equally adoring art professionals and journalists. I hadn’t caught 
sight of him yet, and so I tried to drown my stupidity in the 
champagne, crossing my path at regular intervals.
“Oi, what about him?”, Paula snuck up on me, poking at my side 
with a pointy elbow.“Pardon?”
“That one over there,” she pointed using her chin. My eyes fol-
lowed the gesture and came to rest on a handsome man with 
dark skin and a tightly cropped Afro. “You, or me?”, Paula asked, 
not even bothering to hide that she had found something of far 
greater interest to her than the art on display. At her words, I 
looked at him with purpose. He did not notice, and I was glad 
for it. I would have been too drunk already to hide my embar-
rassment. “Yours.”, I stated definitively.
Paula let out a restrained squeal, squeezed my arm and strode 
towards him with the kind of confidence others envied her 
for. Left alone by her like that, my head turned, once again, 
to where I knew my father to be. And against my own better 
judgement, I moved towards the crowd. I could say it was the 
alcohol, but that wouldn’t be the truth. Like I said, I simply do 
not know. I heard him laugh before I saw him. I didn’t think it 
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was a genuine laugh, I would be proven right later on. As he 
laughed, the crowd laughed with him, shuffling about, as if to 
let the sound pass between them. This allowed me to sneak past 
some people in the back until I was just far enough ahead to 
spot him. He stood next to a painting of what looked to be a 
dancing crowd, champagne glass in hand. 
“Yes?”, my father gestured at a young man at the front who had 
raised his hand.
“What does it take to be a good artist in your opinion?”, he said
My father nodded, “A good question.”, he said, and as he was 
doing so, I could see the slightest tension in his jaw. And I knew 
he did not think it was a good question at all. And I hated that 
I knew, because my sister does that very thing, whenever she is 
displeased. I’m not even sure I was aware she does it until I saw 
him do the same.
“I would say, a good artist keeps working.”, he said with a smile, 
after some consideration. The people around me nodded as if 
he had said something else. Something meaningful. 
Ignoring all my instincts telling me to just walk away, I raised 
my hand. My father called on me with a nod of his head, and a 
slight raising of his glass. I could hear my blood rush and felt the 
thumping of my heart all the way into my fingertips. I had noth-
ing to ask the artist, only questions for my father. He looked at 
me expectantly, along with everyone else.
“Was their anyone in particular who you would say impacted 
your work?”, I finally forced my mind to push past my lips. It 
was the first thing I could think of, that didn’t sound too much 
like what I had really wanted to ask. About my mother. About 
us.
He tilted his head ever so slightly. No tension in any part of his 
face.
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“Yes.”, he finally said with a pensive smile, an answer that caused 
the crowd around me to tremor with excitement, “I suppose 
everyone has that special someone, their muse. Most artists 
have more than one. I believe just as much as our time together 
shaped my art, so did the emotions that came after. Loss is a 
powerful tool when creating something. Guilt, regret, shame, 
all of these things. The things that move me have changed over 
the years, as has my art. A good question, I’ll have to think on it 
some more.”, he ended with an approving nod. I tried to swal-
low past the lump in my throat and returned the gesture. When 
he turned away to answer other questions, I ducked out of the 
crowd.
I couldn’t leave, I could not have done that to Paula. I don’t like 
leaving before she does.The last time I did, her Uber driver put 
his hand on her leg. I could still see her chatting with the hand-
some man from earlier. It didn’t feel right to interrupt her on 
account of my own foolishness, so I walked over to a corner less 
populated than the others. The walls here were mainly hung 
with sketches and rough pencil drawings. Beautiful, but simple. 
Not nearly as captivating or awe inspiring as the paintings filling 
the remainder of the room.
But as I had nothing else to look at, and there was no one around 
but me and a security guard who gave me a nod when I looked 
his way, I decided to stay and take a closer look. My eyes wan-
dered along the wall. Some of the sketches were colorized with 
oil paint, others with watercolours, and some were left plain. 
Finally, much later than I should have in retrospect, I found my 
mother. She was positioned at the very centre of the display, 
as I realized when I took a step back. Unlike with the other 
pieces, which hung tightly placed next to one another, there 
was space between her and the rest. As if all the other sketches 
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were merely a frame for her.
I had seen some of my father’s nudes before, a few were even 
part of the exhibition. But those were carefully curated fantasies. 
Individuals draped over furniture, sat up in sheets or standing, 
leaning against objects. Charged and erotic, always just tasteful 
enough to be shy of pornographic. This was nothing like those. 
This was intimate. Sensual.
My mother, sitting on the corner of a bed, legs pulled to her 
chest, arms holding her knees, her cheek resting on top of them, 
looking at the observer. No. Looking at my father.
Her hair is even shorter than it is now. It makes her look young 
and mature at the same time. I have seen photos of her hair 
like this, but I almost like it better here. My father tinted the 
sketch with pale, almost invisible watercolours. It looks right. 
Any more, and it would have drawn from the intended focus of 
the sketch. Oil would have certainly ruined it altogether.“Ah, 
you’ve found her.”, I flinched at the sudden sound of my father’s 
voice. I had been so drawn in by the picture, I hadn’t noticed him 
coming up behind me.
“What?”, I said, caught off guard. My father used his eyes to 
point me at my mother.
“She is my favourite part of this exhibition. I knew she would be 
the least appreciated, but I don’t mind.”, he explained, a faint 
smile curling the corners of his mouth.
“Why?”
“Why what? I said a few things that question might apply to.”
“Why don’t you mind? Anyone would assume that an artist 
might feel insulted when people don’t agree with him on his 
best piece.”
“Oh, she’s not my best, simply my favourite. Although coinci-
dentally my best also depicts her.”

LINGERING LINES

98



Coincidentally, I thought to myself.
“I don’t mind, because this way I get her all to myself. A little 
calm in this awful exhibition.”I looked at him surprised. “You 
don’t like it? I thought it’s fairly well done,” I said.
“It is, but I don’t like exhibitions in general. Too many people. 
And they all want something from me. Want a piece of me to 
hold on to. Want to ask me stupid questions. Except you, I 
rather enjoyed yours. And now you have barged into my happy 
place,” he finished his champagne and looked at me expectantly.
I said nothing, simply met his eyes. In case I had ever doubted 
it, I now knew for certain that I have my father’s eyes. The same 
reddish brown. They looked like mine, but they looked differ-
ent on him. Maybe I really had been downplaying my own.
“Go on. Tell me I am being ridiculous and ungrateful. I am tak-
ing my fortune for granted. I am being dramatic, even for an 
artist,” he said.
“I don’t think you are being ungrateful. I think you’re being hu-
man. That’s what an artist is supposed to be”, I said. He looked 
almost taken aback. Then he laughed. Throwing back his head 
and showing his teeth as he did. He raised the hand in which he 
was still holding the champagne glass and pointed at my mother.
“She would have liked you,” he said, finally. Tears had formed in 
his eyes, and I was unable to tell which emotion had prompted 
them. It surprised me. How often do you get an outsider’s per-
spective on how your mother might regard you?
I couldn’t help but smile. “I will take that as a compliment.”, I 
said.
“You should, I meant it as such.”, he said with an earnest face, 
“Although she also liked me, so she might not have been an en-
tirely infallible judge of character.”, he smiled.
“Well, sometimes it can be hard to relate to what others might 
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see in us.”, I answered without thinking. I had not really felt 
the urge to comfort my father, but it didn’t feel wrong when I 
did. He nodded in agreement, “I suppose so,” he said. And then, 
“What’s your name?”
“Adam.”
“How funny, we have the same name,” he said with a grin.
“We do?”
“Same, but different,” he shrugged.
I hadn’t considered that. I had instinctively given him my sec-
ond name, out of fear he might have recognized the first.
“How so?”, I found myself asking.
“Different spelling, different pronunciation. But the meaning is 
the same. Same root,” he said, trying to take another sip of his 
empty glass. He looked down at it with disappointment.
“I’m surprised you haven’t asked who she is,” he changed the 
topic abruptly, pointing back at my mother. I know who she is, I 
wanted to say. But I didn’t.
“I figured you would tell me,” I said.
“She is the answer to your question earlier. The one who has 
impacted my work the most.”
“Your muse?”, I teased, because I had found it ridiculous when 
he had referred to her as such. He looked at me with a serious 
face, then he gave a firm nod.
“Why didn’t you mention earlier, that you have pieces showing 
her on display here?”, I couldn’t help but express my confusion.
“Like I said, I like having her all to myself. Call it what you will. 
Possessiveness, or selfishness or arrogance. I don’t care. I don’t 
have much left of her, so I’ll take what I can get, and I’ll keep it 
all to myself if that means it will stay a little longer.”
“What happened?”, I did not have to ask. I know what hap-
pened, but it was the most likely question anyone who didn’t, 
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would want to know the answer to.
“I chose art, when I could have chosen her,” he sighed, “She 
never condemned me for it. Never made any effort to make me 
feel guilty. She didn’t have to,” his eyes rested on my mother, 
and he looked almost as if in a trance. “I robbed myself of her 
presence in my life, so I have no one else to blame. But the truth 
is that in spite of the pain I undoubtedly caused, I still think it 
was probably better this way. I would have been an unreliable 
companion, and a mediocre father,” he snapped out of it and 
looked back at me. “And yet I cannot help but want her. I hate 
the thought of someone else touching her as I used to. I hate to 
think of my children being raised by a person who contributed 
nothing to bringing them into this world. I hate to think of 
someone else making them laugh. I hate to think that I didn’t 
even try. I hate that some part of me wishes for her to be alone, 
rather than finding joy in someone who isn’t me. I hate that I 
do not know who my children have become. But most of all 
I hate myself,” his breath quivered as he inhaled, and his eyes 
looked glossy again. “I’m a fucking coward,” he said much more 
quietly. I did not answer. Instead, I turned to look back at the 
picture. She looked relaxed, at ease. It made me think me of 
her warmth. It made me miss who the woman in the picture 
would become.
“You look just like her,” he finally broke the silence.
“Funny you should say that, I’ve always been under the impres-
sion that I look more like you.”
“You have my hair, and you have my eyes. And your face is al-
most entirely mine, although strangely enough I never liked it 
on me, but it suits you. But I could tell from the way you carry 
yourself. The way you talk. You might not see it, but there is far 
more of your mother in you than there could ever be of me.”
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I did not know how to answer. I stared ahead at my mother, 
while the thoughts raced inside my mind.
“You tighten your jaw, when you’re displeased,” I pried my eyes 
away and looked at him, he was looking at me, waiting to hear 
what I had to say.
“Stella does the same thing. It’s how I know when I’ve messed 
up.”
He lifted his free hand to his chin, rubbing it absentmindedly.
“I’d never noticed,” he said. “What’s she like?”, he focused back 
on me.“
Ambitious.”, is all I answered, as I faced my mother once again. 
A fixed point in my raging mind. Stella was not mine to give 
to him, I could not have taken that choice from her.He realized 
that I would not go into further detail, and to his credit, he did 
not push.
“You want to know, don’t you? So, ask,” I said sharply.
“Is she happy?”
It was not what I had expected from him, it seemed too simple 
a question after all that time.
“I think so,” I said.
He nodded. I’m sure he wanted to ask more, but from the cor-
ner of my eye, I could see him turn to face my mother as well. 
Looking at the picture again, she had suddenly not seemed like 
my mother at all. So far away, so distant, and so different from 
the woman I knew. It was her before she had become my moth-
er, and therefore a complete stranger to me.
“There you are.”, I turned to see Paula walking towards us, 
“You’re finally getting out of here,” she said, and it did not take 
a genius to see her disappointment.
“What about your hot date?”
“A bore. If I wanted somebody’s opinion on the stock exchange, 
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 I’d ask my uncle Ernie. At least he has the decency to pay for 
my time. Got me the Cadillac last month, remember?”
“I remember. So that’s it for tonight then?”
“It is on my end, but don’t let me spoil your fun,” she said, eye-
ing my father with a grin.
“Absolutely not. Let’s go, I’m famished.”, I turned to my father, 
unsure of what to do.
“Goodbye Elio. I had a nice time talking to you.”, he offered me 
his hand, with just the slightest hesitation. I took it.
“Goodbye.”

When we left the building, my knees buckled, and Paula had to 
catch me with a surprised shriek. She set me down on the steps 
and after multiple assurances that I would not be getting any 
worse, she walked over to the valet to get her car. Meanwhile, 
I tried to breathe in regular intervals, while I buried my face in 
my trembling hands. When I finally, actually felt like I wasn’t 
going to cry or vomit, or do both of those things, I pulled my 
phone from the inside of my suit jacket. After giving it some 
thought, I dialled my sister’s number. It rang twice, before the 
call was picked up.
“Elio?”, my mother’s voice inquired from the other end.
“Mama?”, I croaked. That was all I could get out, before the 
tears came, suffocating any words that my mouth might have 
still been able to form. My mother stayed silent for a moment, 
listening to the stifled sobs escaping my throat.
“Would you like to come home, dear?”. It took me a good five 
minutes, during which my mother waited patiently before I fi-
nally gave her the answer, I hadn’t given in two years.
“Yes.”
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Alexandra Herbst (she/her)

Facing

“Yes?” “Hi!” A sec, do I recall…? Can I?
No name. So, “kid,” I say. “How, Gran, is it?”
Alone. No face. No faith. I’m lost in my
Old memory. But that I won’t admit.
A year, no more, is gone. Or two? I say:
“How’s school?” “Oh Gran, it’s university!”
“Still class,” I grunt, my mind not to betray.
You will always stay a child – too young to pity
Your onetime Worldexplainer’s loss of wits.
“See you Sunday?” “Covid, Gran, recall?”
Is it? To me: a phone, no hugs, no visits. 
Safety, care… I value your     withdrawal,
Yet I feel you lose me anyway
Since, alone, I cannot stay. 
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Granny

A day as any other for a year
Has been. Spin, stare, grin, glare.

Cam off, proftalk, pen, chat, one ear.
Screen, black, glares back – fair.
I get up. Call Gran, I tell myself.

“Yes?” “Hi!” The tone reminds of many tales.
Woods and drawings… How I’d love to delve

 – Headfirst – right into a world which never fails.
Sometimes, one wonders if it’s not a bliss

To sag back into memory and out
Of what’s amiss. People die of this.

Loneliness, you can’t complain about.
Still, I hate to say: “Covid, Gran.” 

As if I could protect her then. 
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LILLY HANFELD (THEY/THEM)

Yellow
Yellow. Of course, her favourite colour was yellow! How could 
I not have noticed it before? Even sitting on this boring train 
there were so many things around that were yellow. Tiny little 
dots in the pattern of the worn seat covers, brightening up the 
deep blue engulfing each of them. The particular seat I was ex-
amining was chosen for a temporary relief from walking around 
on a pair of high, thin heels by a glamorously dressed woman. 
She, too, was wearing yellow. Her satin dress reflected the sun 
in the most beautiful tones of honey, gold and amber. To stop 
myself from staring at her for too long, I averted my eyes and 
looked outside the window. Leaving the station we had stopped 
at moments before, the city came into view. I could make out 
flecks of yellow here and there, spotted along windowsills and 
balconies lined with flower pots. The sun, slowly disappearing 
behind the skyline, emphasized the small flowers in the distance 
even more. I saw children, running in backyards, and parents 
watching over them. One of the children had thrown their hat 
on the ground, where it looked almost the exact same as some 
of the clustered flowers just a few feet away. The hat, too, was 
yellow. As the train sped up, the skyscrapers became few and 
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far in between more modest, rural-looking houses. They, too, 
became scarce after a couple of minutes and the train contin-
ued to snake its path through fields and fields of produce. To my 
dismay, I couldn’t make out many yellow things here, but my 
journey had only just begun. 

I leaned back and closed my eyes. My thoughts started to drift 
and soon enough I was mentally wandering through my closet. 
Did I even own anything yellow? I could not think of a single 
piece. What a shame, really, when it was such a pretty colour. 
Maybe I should ask her on a shopping trip to help me pick out 
a few yellow pieces of clothing. Maybe I would even be able 
to find a dress as gorgeous as the woman across from me was 
wearing. I couldn’t help but slightly chuckle at the thought. Yes, 
maybe I would be able to find a dress like that, but it would look 
far worse on me. I felt that I wasn’t built for more elegant types 
of clothing. I would much rather wear a sporty dress, if I had to 
wear one at all. Of course, she would disagree and make me try 
on such a dress anyway. And, of course, if she did, I would happily 
oblige just to make her smile that wonderful smile she always has 
when she accomplishes something. Yes, inviting her on a shopping 
trip sounded like a better idea by the minute. 

When the train rumbled around a corner, I was woken up by a 
man having a sneezing fit a few rows away. He mumbled a few 
apologetic “sorry”s and went back to read his book. I yawned 
and stretched my arms. I hadn’t even noticed falling asleep ear-
lier. Looking out of the window did not tell me much about how 
far we had gotten, as it was pitch black outside. Not thinking 
much of it, I turned on my phone to see that I had slept for about 
half an hour, which meant that I still had half of the way to go. I 
shrugged and turned my attention back to the window. My
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eyes had adjusted slightly to the darkness and I could see that it 
was not entirely pitch black since there were a few lamps lining 
the ceiling every now and then. There were also some attempts 
to graffiti the walls at a couple of points but I knew the secu-
rity in this tunnel was rather strict and checked the usual spots 
people tried to graffiti frequently. 

Suddenly, the train was plunged into light. The sun, now barely 
above the horizon, coloured everything in a mesmerising hue 
of gold. What intensified this effect was the endless sea of yel-
low flowers blooming on the field the train was barrelling past. 
I could not take my eyes off the gentle sway of the blossoms, 
seemingly dancing in the evening breeze. Out of the corner 
of my eye, I could tell that the other passengers in my vicinity 
were as captivated by the view as I was. Tearing my eyes off the 
window, I quickly fished for my phone in my pocket. As my fin-
gers closed around the case, I smiled. She would love to see this. 
I opened my camera and took a few pictures, trying to capture 
reality as best as possible. To make sure I had at least one good 
snapshot, I opened the gallery. Or rather, I tried to open the 
gallery, but my fingers slipped and instead, I switched from the 
phone’s back camera to the front one. I rolled my eyes at my 
own clumsiness and went to actually open the gallery this time. 
Before I could, however, something caught my eye and stopped 
me in my tracks. I stared into my own face, hoping to see what 
flashed up just a second earlier. Adjusting the angle slightly, I 
managed to make out what it was. I let out a small gasp at the 
realisation that in the low glow of the evening sun, my usually 
brown, dull eyes had small, yellow flecks sprinkled all over the 
irises. 

I smiled. Of course, her favourite colour was yellow.
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Annika  Walter (she/her)

want

I don’t want to.
I don’t want to want you.

I don’t want this wanton want, this dreadful, heedless needless 
need

indeed – enough! I have been through
this stuff more times than I can count,

have been unable to surmount this mounting unrelenting dread,
unable to forget

too weak to sleep or even just to keep
these thoughts out of my head.

so sick of being tired all the time, 
fed up with constantly pretending I’m

just fine, or will be down the line, when, really, I am hardly 
standing anymore

have been reduced to a pathetic puddle on my bedroom floor.
and, tell me now my love, 

what for?

I don’t want to.
I don’t want to keep on fighting

I don’t want to keep on lighting lights that needs must stay unlit
writing words that never fit

never sit quite right on paper or my tongue.
songs that will remain unsung,
burning in my throat like fire;
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all our vows and paltry passions piled up on a pyre,
spouting stifling smoke that leaves, while climbing high and 

higher,
blackened bits of unborn verses in my breast and in my lung.

I don’t want this dead desire.
I don’t want this whole entire doomed and dire enterprise.

I don’t want to witness its demise.
lying crumpled on the pavement,

asking myself whether “brave” meant braving each and every 
bloody war,

facing every fear that strips me to my core.
blazing pain from biting back the bile,

strain from keeping up this frozen smile
aching to go back to where we were before;

to that perfect moment when we met.

and yet.

I don’t want to.
I don’t want you.

I don’t want that version of myself, 
that perfect doll you fashioned in your head and put up on a 

shelf
that dead-eyed thing that comes alive but by your touch,
that thing you wanted both too little and a bit too much.

but honey, I am not that thing.

I want to be the song that other people sing,
the bird that no one can prevent from taking wing.

I want to soar, I want to rise, I want to climb the highest of the highs 
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I want to conquer new horizons, roam uncharted skies,
will cut the last of these restrictive ties

and you can hold on to the severed string.

I don’t want you. 
you’re much too small a prize.

I want the world, want everything!
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ANNIKA JORDAN (SHE/HER)

The Art of Losing
I like to pretend that these yearly homecomings are owed 
to a feeling of obligation towards my mother. I had watched 
our silences grow like stubborn weeds. Even as she became 
frailer, our worst moments were superimposed on her face 
like a filter on a camera lens, making me wonder whether 
we can ever truly see the people who mean something to us.

I tell myself that I come back for her, when really, it is your 
face that haunts me. I see it watching me, phantom-like, 
through the dust-streaked windows of the inn. The sign has 
read “Everland” – in cursive, plum letters on light grey – ever 
since the “N” of the “Never” faded into oblivion. Heart flut-
tering, I slip into one of the raddled leather booths, nod-
ding to Iris, the owner, who is wiping down the counter. 
Other than her, there’s only a fatigued, doe-eyed little boy 
sitting on his knees at the opposite table. I tell myself that I 
hadn’t really expected to find you here, but that is a lie.

Apart from its former name that it has never quite lived up 
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to given that its regular clientele consists of malcontent retir-
ees, the inn had also lost most of its original, rustic coziness. 
The pine wood paneling had, in places, taken on a dirty, ashen 
tint, and the tables had become landmarks to sloppily eaten 
cheese nachos, spilled beer and unattended sodas.
The decline had started when I was a teenager – the young 
had moved away and the old had stayed, becoming petrified in 
familiarity, early dog walks, evenings at the pub. After the coal 
mines shut down, there was a desperate scramble to turn the 
town into a tourist attraction – an enterprise doomed to fail in 
a place where the air was stale and limy and the roads riddled 
with potholes. They even ventured building a small amusement 
park just outside of town, close to the old railway, which re-
mained unfinished, an empty husk slumbering next to a dead-
end road. It was there that I talked to you for the first time.

~
We were barely adults. Fresh out of high school, I was spending 
the evening, as I often did, at the park. The Ferris wheel was 
my favorite motif to capture with my brother’s ten-year old 
Canon. With vines embracing its metal spine, the spokes rusted 
and frail and gondolas covered in poorly done graffiti, it made 
for hauntingly beautiful photographs. I knelt in the tall grass, 
made dry and flaxen by the unrelenting sun, so concentrated 
on getting the shot right that I didn’t see you approach. It was 
only as you moved, grabbing two low metal spokes like pull-up 
bars and swinging back and forth, that I looked up. “Take my 
picture,” you said. Rounded vowels, harsh consonants.
Tousled hair like a black cloud framed your face against the set-
ting sun. Your T-shirt, adorned with a triple moon symbol in 
yellow neon print, had ridden up enough to expose your belly 
button, next to which there was a small tattoo of a semicolon.
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I t struck me as odd, back then. As soon as I had pressed the 
trigger, you darted forward to look over my shoulder. A small 
bottle, half-filled with an orange liquid, that sat on the other 
side of the tracks caught the sun and made your face sparkle 
as you said: “Alexis.” Slow to register that this was supposed to 
be an introduction, I stammered my own name a few seconds 
later. You had retrieved the bottle and pushed it into my hand.
“I don’t really drink”, I said.
“What are you, Amish? It’s Bourbon. Just a sip.”
I wasn’t going to remark that the Amish, to my knowledge, did 
in fact drink alcohol, so I just pretended to take a sip. A gold-
en piercing on your nostril moved upwards as you smiled and 
your face became less angular. There was a harshness to those 
cheekbones, to those upturned onyx eyes. You were like a His-
panic version of the statue of Artemis, the huntress, perched 
on a rock, one hand reaching backwards to pull an arrow from 
her quiver. “Wait”, I said, “don’t you work at the Neverland?” – 
“Yeah. You?” – “I’m...still living with my Mom. I work half-time 
at her book shop.” “You’re lucky.”
I frowned. “How’d you figure that?”
“You know, cause, you got somebody looking out for you.”
“Actually, most of the time, it’s the other way around. She has 
IPF. Scarred lungs. Most days, I’m in charge of the shop, car-
rying her oxygen machine, getting her prescriptions...” Dying a 
little during FaceTime calls with Dad to ask for money...
“Shit”, you said, “sounds fun to be you.”  Your sober tone made 
me smile despite myself.
“Tell you what, why don’t we make it a game?” Before I could 
answer, you launched into your next sentence. It was a habit 
of yours, to talk as if you were afraid of someone taking away 
your words. “Ever played Truth or Dare? Way more interesting 
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if more shitty things happened to you, I swear.” I couldn’t tell if 
you were being sarcastic or not, but the proposition intrigued 
me, even if only for its lack of precedence.
“So try me“, I said. You raised an eyebrow. “But if we’re gonna 
do this, we’re doing it right.“
‘Doing it right’ meant, apparently, sitting on top of the Ferris 
wheel in one of the rickety, open gondolas that could only be 
reached by climbing up the outer rim of the structure, which 
had been partly eaten by rust. The bottom platform was cov-
ered in cigarette buds and old chewing gum.
You were merciless. When you saw that I had trouble looking 
down, you made me stand at the edge of the platform on one 
leg. I probably did it because I wanted to impress you so badly. 
In an act of retribution, I made you chug the rest of the liquor. 
Not that it seemed to faze you much.
The way you dressed in your casual T-shirt and green corduroys 
made me self-conscious about my flimsy lavender dress, some-
how performative. I flinched with every flash of your black eyes.
We went down to the park a lot that summer. Sometimes we 
even slept there, behind one of the wooden booths, in your 
tent, which was already frayed at the seams. And if it started 
raining and the wind turned, the drops would punch against the 
black nylon, like someone insisting that we get out. You would 
read your favorite poems to me by the light of a propane lan-
tern.
The art of losing isn’t hard to master. / I lost two cities, lovely names. 
And, vaster, / some realms I owned, two rivers, a continent. / I miss 
them, but it wasn’t a disaster... I would watch your mouth gently 
embrace every syllable; hung on to every sigh, every chortle, 
every flutter of an eyelid – learning you by heart.
For a long time, there was an unspoken agreement to leave it 
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at a promise, to not disturb the beautiful illusion of those sum-
mer nights – the allure of your heated breath on the nape of 
my neck, your fingertip tracing the shape of my collarbone, my 
lips staining the concave bend of your midriff. Our hands inter-
twined while we found our way home along overgrown, weath-
er-beaten trails, sauntering to the steady choir of crickets.
But you were restless. One night, the air was heavy with a threat 
of imminent thunderstorms. I was only half asleep, twisting and 
turning, unwittingly kicking away my sleeping bag, when you 
sat up with a jerk, startled. “I missed it...I really...I missed it...” 
The fear in your voice woke me up.
“What’s going on?”, I mumbled, reluctantly lifting my head.
“The train! Didn’t you hear?”
“It’s only distant thunder.” I could hear you exhaling the weight 
of a thought left unsaid, but paid it no mind. I just gave you a 
cigarette to calm you down.
But it kept happening more and more. Over and over again, 
you would wake to the sound of a ghost train. “I swear I can 
hear it”, you’d insist. “Wheels beating against the tracks, a low 
rumble at first, then loud enough to split through my skull. I 
tell you, it makes my teeth rattle. Then the distant sound of a 
whistle, like a call.”
“The railway’s been shut down. There haven’t been any trains 
going through here for years.”
“I know, I know, I’m not crazy.” You paused. “But maybe it’s a 
sign.”
“Of what?”, I laughed.
“Haven’t you ever felt like you’ve never actually lived? And may-
be you might not get to if you didn’t get up and do something 
about it while you still can?”
“I think everyone feels like that when they’re young.”
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“Yeah, but... no, that’s not what I’m getting at. I mean: Why do 
we stick to this dingy little spot of earth as if we were tied to 
it? Why not go, right now, you and me. We would find a place 
of our own, I know we could.” Your cheeks were colored with 
excitement. We would invariably have that same talk, and every 
time I would dismiss it as a silly flight of fancy, a wantonness 
born out of an intimacy that can only be felt in the dark.
I wanted to hold on to your elusiveness. But in time, we both 
knew we had to move beyond this transient bond we’d created. 
People were starting to catch on. After all, being unhealthily 
interested in their neighbor’s private lives is a natural past-time 
for provincials. They called you a slut because you wore short 
skirts to work on Saturday nights to increase the tips from all 
those horny old men who’d gather to watch football (allegedly).
“They seem to like the black imitation leather best”, you’d joke. 
“Dirty bastards.”
“I happen to agree”, I’d say then, and kiss your nose. I’d heard 
them call you every name under the sun – to be fair though, 
some, like Trudy, had a reason. At the general store, I some-
times saw you slip a flat bread or a can of beans under your shirt 
when she had her back turned. You got angry with me when I 
offered to pay for you.
The worst offense, however, appeared to be that you were liv-
ing in a trailer at the edge of town with “this Brett guy” who 
“everyone knows does cocaine or something”, as my mother 
eloquently put it. “He’s a friend”, you said, when I asked you 
about it, and shrugged in that way people do when they don’t 
want to answer a question.
No matter how much I tried not to care, whenever I felt 
people’s stares burn into my back like tiny, red-hot needles, I 
would let your hand go. I would fall silent. But you were only 
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ever afraid of becoming material to me. You wanted to remain 
the wood nymph, the bare-footed wraith donning a crown of 
ivy on top of her shaggy curls.
One day, I came to the trailer unannounced and refused to stop 
knocking. Through the window, I saw you furiously pulling shut 
a heavy brown curtain that separated the bedroom from the liv-
ing area. A high-pitched sound, like the wailing of an infant, was 
drowned out by the tweed fabric. I thought I caught a glimpse 
of a red-headed man I presumed to be Brett smoking by a win-
dow, before I stumbled backward. You’d torn the door open, 
letting it slam against the side of the trailer.
The place was tiny, but tidier than expected. The kitchen had 
beige, 1970s style diamond-patterned tiles and cabinets in dark 
maroon, from which the color was chipping. I sat down at the 
camping table, doing my best to seem nonchalant. Pots and pans 
rattled in accusation as you rummaged through the cabinets. I 
spotted instant noodles wrapped in cellophane, canned vegeta-
bles, and, to my surprise, a tin of formula. You banged a glass of 
clear liquor on the table hard enough to make it spill down the 
plastic table legs. A pungent odor permeated the small room, 
but I didn’t dare open the window. As we sat in silence for a 
while, I was scratching the skin of my fingernails.
“Can’t you just talk to me?”
“‘bout what?” Your eyes gleamed like arrowheads.
“Why do you shut me out like that? I feel like I don’t know 
anything about you.”
“Why are you ashamed of me?”
I gaped at your furrowed brows. 
“Come on, it’s not a hard question.”
“Why would you think that?”, I said, “It’s not you. Just... people 
stressing me out.”
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“Then don’t fucking listen to them. I mean, what’s keeping you 
here anyway? You’re an adult. You wanna be your mother’s care-
taker all your life? Fuck that. She’d keep you here forever, if she 
could. And you don’t even like her.”
“Not everyone can ditch their family just because they feel like 
it.”
“You think that’s what happened?” Your features settled into 
stone.
“That’s the point!”, I yelled. “I don’t know. I don’t know be-
cause you never tell me anything!”
You took a huge gulp from the glass that glistened with drops of 
alcohol running down the rim.
“You wanna know about my family? Fine. My Mom left me with 
my stepdad when I was seven. He remarried two years ago, this 
WASP lawyer lady. I fooled around with her daughter Marie. 
She outed me to her Mom, who’s, in case you were wondering, 
also a homophobic bitch. Like my stepdad, basically – so I got 
the hell out of there.” You paused. “I think that’s the gist of it. 
And don’t look at me like that, Marie was twenty-four, like me, 
and we’d only known each other for a year.” I only noticed then 
that I’d started pacing. “I’m not judging you, I’m just... sorry.”
“Yeah, well, save it, princess.” I watched your dark lips twist as 
you turned away, but I pulled you towards me by your elbow, 
pressing my face against your neck, breathing in a scent of soggy 
grass laced with a tinge of sweat, alcohol and lavender deter-
gent. You stiffened at first, then let it happen. Behind your back, 
the man, looking docile, but concerned, peeked through the 
curtain. Before he realized his mistake and let it fall back into 
place, I’d already seen it. The child in his arms, its soulful black 
eyes looking right at me with an intensity that felt undeniably 
familiar.
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We stood for what felt like an eternity. Your fingers absent-
mindedly combed through my hair, loosening the braids one 
by one.
“So, what now?”, you whispered with your left hand resting on 
my skull. “You wanna marry a farmer boy, have three kids and 
bury your frustration in your back yard?”
“Why do you need to leave so badly?”, I asked.
“Because I don’t wanna raise...”, you caught yourself. “Because I 
can’t be stuck in this place forever.”  Your eyes wandered around 
the room. “I feel like I can’t even... breathe anymore.”
“But I’m not like you.”
I squinted towards the curtain to what you could not, would 
not tell me. That you were tied to someone already and it 
wasn’t me. I refused to look at you again when I exited the 
trailer; I was far too anxious that it would have made me change 
my mind.
You had slipped into my life like a specter, appearing out of 
thin air, never quite taking shape – and that is how you slipped 
out of it, vanishing days after our last conversation. I talked to 
Brett at the trailer, who was a nervous wreck, thinking you’d 
done something to yourself. I told him that I didn’t believe that, 
especially since you’d taken the child, whose name, as I learned, 
was Eli.

~
I thought about our fight the day I found the letter in my 
mother’s bedroom drawer: an opened envelope, dated from a 
month ago, emblazoned with the image of a bucking horse and 
rider. The logo of Wyoming University. As I feverishly flipped 
through the pages, I found the words I was looking for. “...we are 
pleased to inform you that you have been accepted into the  Wyoming 
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Hathaway Scholarship program based on your Federal Student Aid ap-
plication...”
The fact that my mother would rather use me to mitigate her 
loneliness, her fear of death, than let me have a life of my own 
was a hard pill to swallow. What bothered me even more, how-
ever, was how long I had already allowed her to do so without 
realizing it.

~
I exit the inn in a rush. Leaves drift along the empty street, fol-
lowing me towards the edge of town. How curious it is, that 
little glimmer of hope, sparking again and again, no matter how 
often it is doused. I can feel it surge again with every brush of  
my soles against the tall grass.
My feet come to a halt before I realize I’m there. The Ferris 
wheel remains, abandoned, quietly creaking in the wind. As I 
stand in its shadow, the words of the poem you loved echo in 
my mind.
...The art of losing isn’t hard to master / so many things seem filled 
with the intent / to be lost that their loss is no disaster... And I can 
almost convince myself that I believe them.

Both the title and verses quoted within the text are taken from:

Bishop, Elizabeth. “One Art.”  The New Yorker, 26 April 1976, p. 40, https://www.newyorker.com/maga-

zine/1976/04/26/one-art.  Accessed 30 May 2022. 
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Artwork by
Sabrina Billing
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Julia Mizerski (she/her)

Sentiments from not just a 
pandemic

I want to see everything
I want to visit
Every bookstore, every beach,
every cliff and mountain and lake,
every palace, really each and every place that has ever seen a
king or queen

I want to walk the trodden paths of history,
I want to see, with my eyes and much more,
Where we came from,
I want to guess where we are going

My soul is so hungry,
It wants to see every painting
Every statue,
Wants to experience art in all its forms,
Wants to jump and laugh 
And cry and sing
And see
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My head says no, 
Says routine, says calm, 
And ritual and safety,
Says regular bedtimes,
Says business as usual

But I am starving
On everyday life,
On same culture, 
Same streets, same art,
Same sky

Let’s go see the world.
This is not a race,
We won’t see everything
And isn’t that wonderful?
How life contains more wonders
Than we could fathom
Or possibly experience in a lifetime

I am not a sentimental person,
My photo albums are slim
And covered in dust.
But this I allow myself:
To be sentimental when I think about the world,
And its beauty
And how it connects us so effortlessly
Or at least I hope so
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Nin Reckermann (they/nin)

Summer Night

There are no words that, known to me, 
Can tell of my desire
My longing, yearning, needing, how
My soul is set on fire

I close my eyes and I am there
With you and you beside me
A picture that, if prayers be heard,
Comes true this summer - maybe

The sunset over river’s edge
Behind the skyline’s shadow
A walk across the bridge to find
The destination meadow

The drinks are passed around, the same
With jackets, snacks and stories
And with the soft night wind are blown
Away all of our worries
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Field trips for more food and drinks
Return to find us dancing
Sing-alongs to boombox sound
Not missing flirty glancing

To let the deep-talks blossom full
The box’s volume lessened
The tales that told profound and true,
Tear-jerking and confessant

Guitars unpacked are joined with voices
Chords in throats, on strings
Mix and match, a chorus concert
Beautifully rings

Leaning back on cloth, dirt, grass I
Rediscover stars
Dive and sink - oh let me drown
In what right now is ours

Leave eyes closed 
Yes, let this linger
Do not let the truth-thought bringer
In for just a minute longer
Longingly the dream grows stronger

Close your eyes and sink with me
Sing till it’s reality

LINGERING LINES

126



“To Hope is to Create” by
Sonja Evers
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BIOGRAPHICAL NOTES

Alessia Fiorello was born in Bonn in 2001 and is a former English student at 

the University of Bonn. She is currently pursuing her postgraduate degree in 

Literature and Publishing at the University of Galway. She started writing po-

etry as a teenager as a way to process her emotions and later began writing lon-

ger fictional pieces, as well. Furthermore, Alessia loves reading, food and dogs. 

Alexandra Herbst (she/ her) was born in Aachen in 1998 and is cur-

rently finishing her Master’s at Bonn University to become an English 

and history teacher. For as long as she can remember, she has loved sto-

ries and poetry, not least thanks to her grandmother Mary. Word puz-

zles on the way home from school, funny poems composed together 

over the washing, and fairy-tale answers to every question seem to have 

left their mark... Although most of Alexandra’s writing presently con-

sists of term papers, lesson preparations and to-do lists, free evenings, 

a D&D group, and a writing competition now and then are welcome

opportunities for putting the more creative parts of the brain to work.

Anna Giering (they/she) was born in Bonn in 1996 and hopes to com-

plete their bachelor’s degree in English Studies and German next year. 

Ever since their early childhood, their imagination has been their re-

treat from reality and so hundreds of stories have been created in their 

head by now. However, their visual thinking style makes it difficult for 

them to turn the stories and images in their head into words and coher-

ent texts. Therefore, poetry is the perfect medium for them, as it allows 

them to express themself in images without having to focus too much on 

logic and context. Their poems are mostly written spontaneously out of 

a strong emotion, trying to capture the feelings and images in their head 
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on paper. Apart from writing, Anna enjoys listening and singing to their 

favorite music and learning everything there is to know about dinosaurs.

Annika Jordan was born in 1996. She is currently enrolled in 

the master’s degree program for teachers in English and Philoso-

phy in Bonn. Writing intermittently for about three quarters of her 

life has taught her the value of patience, of that particular time be-

tween dreaming and waking, and of unanswered questions. She 

likes rainy autumn afternoons, alliterations, cats, and Gothic novels. 

Annika Walter would honestly love to call herself a writer, 

but is way too self-conscious to do so (hello and welcome, im-

poster syndrome!), even though there is very literally (pun ab-

solutely intended) a piece of her writing in this lovely volume. 

Anyways, when she is not writing or questioning her identity, she is prob-

ably spending her time delving into the depths of the human mind and 

brain, buying way too many books (is there even such a thing?) or new 

weird instruments, or running around on stage with the Bonn Uni-

versity Shakespeare Company. She loves all  kinds of art, science, pre-

cious humans and the world just in general and has decided that 

poetry is kind of a good way to share that love, and sometimes also ex-

asperation, with everyone who enjoys words as much as she does!

Arden Skog was born in 2000 and started to write in early 2021 after 

discovering the Writing Competition. Den has been creating stories and 

daydreaming as long as den can remember but never managed to write 

dess thoughts down. Through university den discovered writing as a way 

to deal with dess thoughts and experiences and also to share those with 

others. Arden’s poem in this collection is about a lecturer who refused 

to use the pronouns, den told them to use for sig and dess reluctance to 

stand up for sig because den is scared of the reaction of other people.
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Arina Boger was born in the year 1999. Art – in whichever form – always 

was and will continue to remain an extremely vital part of her life. She enjoys 

creating stories as much as drawings and regards these activities as not only 

fulfilling but therapeutic as well. Seizing the opportunity to share some art, 

the drawing “hope(less)” came into being. It essentially represents the dynamic 

between hopefulness and hopelessness and attempts to convey both notions 

simultaneously. She used mixed media to create the art piece (alcohol-based 

markers and colouring pencils to be exact). Partaking in this project has 

been exciting and she is grateful for being featured in such a unique journal!

Clara Ernst was born in 1997. She studies English and Protestant Re-

ligion as a teaching degree at a Master’s level. Clara has always been a 

bookworm. She loves the power of stories which let her escape into 

fantastical worlds with magical creatures and adventures. She sporadi-

cally writes herself, creating pieces that are a mixture of poetry slams 

and poems, which she keeps in a little secret book in her nightstand. 

Her work “If Life Was a Sweater” expresses how she often feels over-

whelmed with living life as grown-up. If she is not immersed in a 

good book, Clara likes singing, swimming and skiing with her family.

Diba Gharib was born in 2000 and studies English Studies and Art His-

tory. When she first started creating poetry during the Covid lockdown in 

2020, she did not think that it would soon become a passion and a way 

of healing. Apart from writing poems, she sometimes writes short stories, 

improves her analogue photography skills or challenges her patience by at-

tempting to cook new recipes. If she is not busy studying or daydreaming, 

she enjoys going on coffee dates with her friends or walking through book-

shops and mentally adding every second book she sees to her reading list.

Elisabeth Brendes was born in 1999 and currently works on her bach-

elor’s degree in English and Celtic Studies at the University of Bonn. 
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As long as she can remember, art has always been something to get 

lost in, a way of expressing emotions and dreams words cannot fath-

om. One of her favourite childhood memories is painting sunflowers 

with her grandmother. Her work “Galaxy of Hope” is an expression of 

self-discovery, realising there is a space of sexuality and gender iden-

tity opening beyond the norm. It expresses the hope that maybe one 

day, there will be a world in which being different is no longer othering.

Hanna Hoppe was born in 1999 and is currently pursuing a Master’s de-

gree in English Literatures and Cultures at the University of Bonn. Even 

though she studies literature, drawing has always been the creative mode of 

expression she turns to first - from doodles in notebooks, to the occasional 

illustration and many failed Inktober attempts. Despite no family connection 

to either country, she was quite randomly raised on Franco-Belgian comics. 

As a result, she came to school armed with a sketchbook and at least one 

comic each day, using breaks (and sometimes especially boring classes) to 

sketch her favourite characters, from Tintin to Spirou. While she never man-

ages to make enough time for it nowadays, she still values drawing greatly 

as a hobby and can easily spent hours sketching once a pen is in her hand.

Hannah Domgörgen was born in 2002 and studies English Studies to be-

come a teacher. Her passion for English literature was sparked by her former 

English teachers which is the reason she wants to follow in their footsteps. She 

wrote her first short story in primary school and quickly found it to be her 

escape from reality. Nowadays she can be found playing tabletop rpgs, read-

ing fanfiction or listening to true crime. Her goal is to publish her own book 

one day to give back for the inspiration she got from her favourite stories.

Ira Burnstein was born (and mostly raised) in Bonn, Germany. Ini-

tially viewing writing solely as a creative hobby, she now understands 

it as a necessity to keep her storytelling mind from overflowing. Ira is 
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known among her friends as someone with a deep love for good food 

and will happily devote a great amount of time to discussing and pre-

paring it. She is also one of the few people her mother’s dog tolerates.

Jan-Oliver Nickel (born in 1996) studied English Literatures and Cul-

tures at the University of Bonn and is currently working as freelance 

journalist and author. His creative writing journey started in 2014 and 

has produced a plethora of fantasy and crime fiction stories of which 

some have seen publishing within anthologies of various writing compe-

titions. Under the alias Sherlocked_poetry he shares daily poetry, satiri-

cal short-stories and self-made audiobooks to several social media sites.

Jasper Kaufhold was born in 1997. He studied English Studies and

Celtic Studies at the University of Bonn and is currently studying for

a Master’s degree in Celtic Studies. Being autistic and hard-of-hear-

ing, studying languages might have seemed like an unintuitive choice;

but the ability to express ones thought, preserve feelings, perspec-

tives, and emotions through letters and in different sound- and gram-

mar systems captured his interest early on. He enjoys taking languages

apart and putting them back together. Consequently, he enjoys reading

and writing poetry, as well as venturing into the realms of short stories.

Julia Mizerski (she/her) was born in 1995 and studied English Studies,

Media Sciences and Psychology in both Aachen and Bonn. After 7 long years

of university life, she now works for a TV channel, where she tries to thrive

as an introvert in the workplace while also doing her best to create a diverse

TV landscape. When inspiration hits, she loves to write poems. Other pas-

sions include watching movies and brainstorming more potential passions.

Katharina Dobecki has strong opinions on the best gyro places and be-

lieves that Home Alone should be watched all year around.  She currently  

LINGERING LINES

134



studies Englisch and politics at the university of Bonn and has invested most of 

her money in the almost 1500 books she currently shares her bedroom with.

Lilly Hanfeld was born in 2002 and is currently studying English and Phi-

losophy. They have been using art as a way of expressing themselves since 

their early childhood. Although their medium of choice always tended 

to involve a paint brush more than a pen, they thoroughly enjoyed writ-

ing stories as well. In their free time, they try to delve into books across 

all genres and discovering new flavours of tea while doing so. If the stars 

align, they might even be blessed with the presence of their cat, Stan, 

who gets to quality-control and read all of their pieces before anyone else.

 

Mayu Isabelle Uno (she/her) was born in Tokyo, Japan, in 1996 and

is currently a graduate student studying English Literatures and Cul-

tures as well as Comparative Literature at master’s level at the Uni-

versity of Bonn. Having always loved reading and writing as a child, her

love for making up stories got somewhat lost along the way as she grew

older. The very friends she made during her Erasmus exchange year

at the University of Cambridge made her realise how much she actually

missed writing creatively. Through exchanging ideas and written piec-

es with her friends and attending writing workshops, she reconnected 

with her long-lost passion for making up not only stories but whole

worlds and putting them down in writing. Music plays an integral part

in her writing process and might be almost as important as the obligato-

ry cup of tea or two. Other than writing and drinking tea, she loves au-

tumn, rainy nights, old-timey films and anything Kazuo Ishiguro writes.

Megan L. Plum was born in 1999. She despised reading from a young 

age on, much to the detriment of her mother, only discovering a love for 

the literary world and a passion for writing her own stories in her late 

teens. Now, you cannot get her away from it, and the stories she wants 
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to tell will not leave her alone. She has a BPhil in English Studies and is

now pursuing an MPhil in North American Studies at Bonn University.

Currently, she resides in Bonn, trying (and failing) to keep a cactus alive.

She may be found outside (if you are quick) since she loves staying  

inside with a mug of tea, a book, and a keyboard not too far out of reach.

 

Nin Reckermann was born in 2002 and has been writing both poems and 

prose since they were 10 years old. Their writing has helped them through 

trauma, joy and self-discovery. At age 10, they wrote a love story from the 

perspective of a boy falling in love with a girl because they did not yet know 

that people of other genders could love girls, too. Later, they wrote poetry 

for  and about girls they were in love with, for friends, as political mes-

sages and simply to cope with life. Poetry also helped them from wanting 

to be nobody at all through changing their gender and name to embrac-

ing their non-binary identity. Nin’s poem in this collection is about new 

friendships in trying times and the hope they bring for a brighter future.

Oscar Niesen was born in 1995. In 2016 he moved out of his little town

into the big city of Bonn to study English Studies and Celtic Studies. He

finished his Bachelor’s in 2019 and enrolled in the English Literatures and

Cultures program, and in the North American Studies program.  

Drawing has always been his favourite hobby. He has been drawing for as long

as he can remember. Other hobbies of Oscar are playing D&D, and  

sewing his own clothes and cosplays. Oscar has a cute black cat called  

Midnight which he loves very much. Rumor has it that she is the real artist.

Paula Rosenthal (she/her) was born in 1999 and has just started

her Master’s degree in English studies. She has been making up  

stories for as long as she can remember and started writing them down the

second she was able to hold a pencil. Nowadays she can often be found

sitting at a window seat on the train, her laptop before her, and staring
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into the distance looking for a word. She mostly writes novels about  

everything close to her heart, but enjoys poetry and short stories as well.

Her dog Tinka likes joining her at the desk and probably knows most of

her work better than Paula does. When she is not studying or writing, she

can be found in little cafes eating a chocolate chip muffin and telling her

friends all about the hardships she puts her fictional characters through.

Rain Tempest, born in 1997, is an artist, writer and craftsperson. Their

poetry discusses queerness, neurodiversity and the ambivalence of human

connection. They are excited to have been able to take part in this cre-

ative project and to find a network of like-minded people. Their featured

poem is an invitation to reflect on the intersections of queer and non-

queer love and the complexity of familial bonds. In their free time they

enjoy crafting teas, spending time with their partners and community

and collecting a wide array of skills, ranging from cooking to tattooing.

Ramon Schmitz was born in the year 2000 and studies English and

Philosophy as a teaching degree, currently on a Bachelor’s level. Always

having been a nerd, he discovered Science-Fiction Literature at the age

of 12 and has been fascinated by the genre’s way of both discussing im-

portant matters and telling great stories along the way. By throwing

his own small hat into the ring, the author hopes to improve his English

writing style along with getting people to think about what the future

might hold. If he is not studying for his program or writing and  

reading Sci-Fi, he enjoys winning games in Magic: The Gathering or cooking

Sam Becker (any) started a new chapter of their life when they moved 

to Bonn. Art and good stories of any kind piped their interest ever 

since they got their own library card and they took that inspiration to  

create art for many years to come. Their favourite genre being  

horror, they spent way too much time watching Let’s Plays but  

LINGERING LINES

137



chicken out as soon as they have to touch a controller. If they can’t be 

found reading or writing on their short stories, they are probably gaming 

titles from the Zelda Franchise or caring for their unholy number of plants.  

Sofia Teixeira Goncalves (she/her) was born in 1999 in Portugal. 

She is currently doing a teaching degree in English and Spanish. Writing 

has always been a way for her to make sense of mysterious aspects of her  

surroundings and its people. As such, this story was written on an  

impulse and is loosely based on a person she knew that used to smile when  

arguing with someone. The pleasure that person showed when going 

through something that should instead displease them fascinated Sofia and 

inspired her to write about Marta to make sense of such a fascinating habit. 

Ziwen Chen From pursuing the right to Freedom of speech to  

freedom of speech, from social science to humanity, from the long tun-

nel to brightness, literature is the light shines through darkness. In a void 

state, inspiration comes, and she sketches it down in form of a poem. 

Her writing is mostly based on authentic experiences. For instance, her 

poem “Anatomy of a Poem” reflects her feeling towards the process of  

analyzing “Sunflower Sutra” by Allen Ginsberg. To her, a poem is like a 

small animal. The way to interact with it shall not be cutting it into pieces.
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