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1. Write a text inspired by Milton’s concept and 

description of ‚darkness visible‘ in Paradise Lost. 
 

 

CHARLOTTE WEISMAN  

 

Alone with Darkness, 

Sight has not left 

Or been replaced 

But was fully grasped 

By endless night. 

 

 

DEBORAH FISCHER 

 

Black flames, like tentacles of mist and smoke, grasping, lashing at every flicker of light in 

its way as it covers everything in thick darkness. Like black ink or tar but not really there. 

Like oil or glue you cannot wash off. 

 

 

HANNAH ZIEHFREUND 

 

 I’m looking at you, darkness 

 I’m scanning you 

  Shapes, colors, veins in my eyes 

  Charging station blinking light 

  I can see you 

 I can see all the colors 

I can see hell before my closed eyelids  

every night without dreaming 

 

 

CHARLOTTE WEISMAN 

 

What is not seen 

But imagined 

Inspired by fear, 

Doubt and ferocity 

Is vicious, unknown cruelty. 
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HANNAH ZIEHFREUND 

 

 

This is what you see when you’re dead 

  But I only know sleep or not-sleep   

The darkness is getting too bright    

I can see it         

And I can’t.  

 

 

RENÉ RÜWALD 

 

Over the pit, lurking in, he sees, he cannot see; what lies below. All in sits still and naked. 

Colorless no shade scratches on the walls of the mind, calling for seeds of foxroses, mustard, 

get ready, parsley, go! No answer. Came here by mistake. Mea culpa. Not mine? Yet, where 

do all these trees drain their drinks from? 

 

 

LINA-FABIENNE HOLSTE 

 

Imagine you’re in a cave, carrying nothing but a small torch to show you the way. The 

entrance is miles behind you and the light of day has long vanished. Your small fire is not 

strong enough to win against the darkness.  

 

 

DEFNE JULE MUTLU 

 

Billows of black ash crack sporadically fill the dismal, sun-starved abyss beneath the great 

virtue-locked heaven, the eye sees but to the birth of light but passes not beyond the precipice 

of swallowing night’s blackness that punishes with its eternity the eternal hate of angels  

disobedient.  

 

 

LINA-FABIENNE HOLSTE 

 

It illuminates only the small space around you. Beyond that, the thick and endless void takes 

over. A darkness so dense and oppressive that every step forward feels like a gamble. 

 

 

DEFNE JULE MUTLU 

 

Shadows are seen tearing themselves off the ground, walking upright and around with terrible 

purposelessness, groaning, wailing at the Fall’n, breaking the silence of pride. 
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2. Write a text inspired by Milton’s envisioning of an 

‘abyss’ in Paradise Lost. 
 

 

ANNA SAMUSCH 

 

Anatomy of the Abyss 

I fall through earth's rupture. Spinning straight into another dimension 

Crowded. I expected it to be crowded with others 

Instead, there’s dark nothingness 

my essence erupting painfully from my chest 

whirling 

creating this vast vortex through which I fall 

I cough out my eye 

As my substance possesses the space 

I've never been more 

Each of my limbs tearing 

In this infinite chasm-dwelling 

We become it  

 

 

 

 

 

ELORA LÖTFERING  
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LARA STUCK 

 

the window 

 

Rain reflects in my coffee 

blazing drops glooming down 

umbrellas float without a touch 

atoms in fear of a tangle 

people rushing with a frown 

fish in a black sandy sea 

grey and tiny from this angle 

lifeless chance in a smutch 

 all light drowns in the deep 

streets and traffic lights crossed 

only ether to breathe 

heading through wet puddles 

time and his subordinates lost 

tired eyes full of sleep 

noise in soft bubbles 

empty cup I leave. 

 

 

 

 

ARDA AYDIN 

 

I look, I look at, but I look at what? Am I looking or am I thinking at this? I see so much yet 

nothing at the same time. The my in myself comes out of me and fills the gap that I see. 

Somehow I ended up upending all of myself, my self, the self that is mine into the nothing I 

see. Can I fiill this gap, can I be that endless. Will I exhaust myself, will I diminish to naught? 

A second ago I was seeing nothing and now I am seeing myself? How? Is this an inherent god 

complex? Am I the abyss, or the abyss was me all along? How to differentiate, how to 

calculate? D  i  d         I    r  e  a  l  l  y     d  i  l  u  t  e        m  y       b  e  i  n  g        b  y        f  i  

l  l  i  n  g        t  h  i  s         g  a  p       w  i  t  h       m  y  s  e  l  f     ?  
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WILHELMINA VAN RAVENHORST 

 

Abyssyssyssyssyssyss 

I am an abyssyssyssyssyssyss 

I am the abyss, not any old abyss, don’t be mistaken: I’m the one and only true 

abyssyssyssyssyssyss 

I am the abyssyssyssyssyssyss 

I am the A-History doezzz not exisst yet  

for not anything exissssts yet  

for there issss only meeee  

Theeee thou thee  

– A B C –  

I am the  

abyssyssyssyssyssyssyssyssyssyssyssyssyssyss 

is this getting tiresome for you already? - 

you know I can go on forever? 

I literally go on forever  

you have not an inkling- 

It doezzn’t matter whether 

you drop a stone or feather  

it will NEVER hit the bottom  

cause there isssss no bottom  

there issss no nothing  

there is only nothing  

I am all that isss  

so I am everything AND I am nothing  

I am the abyzzizzizzizzizzz - 

I am the abizzNizz,  

mind your own,  

mind your step,  

mind the gap,  

mind that old abysssssss  

make sure you do not miss  

the end of your abyss,  

last I heard they had it planned for next  

thursday-ish,  

yesss it will be- 

the end of me and the beginning of all things  

isn’t that wonderful  

you can all  

be materialisssssts  

but mark my hiss  

you will sorely miss  

your lovely old dependable 

abyssssyssyssyssyssyssyssyssyssyssyssyssrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrPOP! 
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LENNART SPRENGER 

 

Somewhere in what may or may not be the middle of this sunless sea, the ferryman brought 

his vessel to a stop and wordlessly motioned for me to join him at the stern. As I settled onto 

one of the rough-hewn wooden benches, he stabbed the pole of his oar into the pitch-black 

waters. Waves spiraled out from the point of impact, and as he withdrew the implement, the 

water did not flow back to fill the hole. Rather, the coiling waves split open in an almost 

floral pattern and light broke through the surface where these wounds now gaped. A celestial 

sea laid below me; the cosmos unfurled before my eyes. Stars danced through the depths and 

vibrant nebulae painted what once was pure onyx in colors I had never seen.  
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3. Write a text in which a creature comes into being, the 

first of its kind. 
 

 

RENÉ RÜWALD 

 

T’was but 

  

A skip. A little bounce in the beginning. Think about it differently: now. Hard to recollect. At 

no point says it’s not. Was I me?  

I could forget my injuries and call it wisdom. No. Can’t. 

Sensations seize. I saw the vast silent thing above me, doubly divine dyed white; moist earth 

below. Feet first walk−stomp, trip−fell. The taste of flowers. Mouth. Were these the lovers in 

the grass? But no−that’s not it. Sneeze. Shook off with a cough. Yet, who performed the 

slivering shade? In a reply to a question: hands to head, face long as late breakfast. Face never 

seen asks why I forgot it. Is experience resembled in the flesh? How short my shirt is. Fluff in 

the belly button. And snakes of river fog crawl slowly up the banks. 

 
 

IMRAN PEKSEN 

There was darkness. 

No feelings, no thoughts — just the act of becoming. 

Finally, it inhaled. Breathed. Without knowing what it was doing. 

It opened its eyes and saw bright colours: 

blue overhead — heavy and endless, 

green below — untamed and wild. 

It moved its leg, took a step. 

What was it good for? A tool? A weapon? 

It didn’t know. 

It was surrounded by silence. 

No mother, no father, no other heartbeat — 

just the steady pulse of its own. 

Then, suddenly, a single thought formed. 

The first. 

I. 

It had no language. No idea what it was. 

But it had a word. 

I. 

And that was just the beginning. 
 

HENRIKE WEILER-HOFFMANS 
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At first, there was light. 

Not a gentle, dim light, but harsh and brilliant, splitting the darkness like a scream. 

Then, there was sound. 

A dull beating, filling the silence rhythmically. 

Beating I am I am I am. 

The creature felt everything at once. 

cold 

pressure 

the weight of being 

It gasped for air, desperate to fill its lungs, not knowing what breathing was. 

It tried to see, not knowing what sight meant except this terrible brightness hurting the eyes. 

The sensations were too much. 

But still 

the beating 

I am I am I am. 
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LARA WENISCH 

 
 

                                                                                           WHALE 
                                          signal adrift                                             
       diasporic                                                                                                 F               ‘fleas’ 

                 ‘snow’                                                                                            
                                                         conquered gravity                                 A 

                                                                          ‘rain’                                          
                                                                                                                                  L 

larvae migrate on         ‘salt                                                                                                 relic radiation 
                                            and                              micro waves                             L 

                                      pepper’                                                             
                                                                                               transmission abstracted 
‘sandstorm’                                                  oxygen bastardized 

                        silica bubbles                                         
                                                                                                                                   wholly emptied out  

         cosmic microwave background                  
                                                                                                         ‘ameisenkrieg’ 
                          ‘bugs’  
                               carcass long devoured                                                                                                   
noise,                                                                                                                        adaptive  
                                                                             ‘wheezing’                                     radiation 
      static white                                                                                                                             proton decay      

 
 
 
 

SARAH WALFORT 

What? I thought this was supposed to be paradise. Hm, supposed. Suppose. Supper Hose. 

Super Horse. Am I a Horse? No, that exists already. Already. All ready. Steady. Teddy. 

Freddie. No, that’s not my name. What about Paradise? Paradise. Para dice. Parrots die. 

Pirates lie. I don’t think I like the sound of that either. Either? Or is it either? Fiver. Fighter? 

Maybe. Maybe neither? Or neither, whatever. Continue: Fighter. Lighter, tighter, spider, rider. 

Oh, I think that’s what goes on top of a horse. Hm. What else? Sniper, tiger, provider, insider, 

collider, nightrider, backslider, camp fire? Nah, none of those fit. What sounds better? 

Something right. More right. Righter? Writer! That’s it! Huh. Maybe I should write her. Her. 

Who? Who is she supposed to be? Supposed. Suppose. Supper Hose. No, we did that already. 

Already? 
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WILHELMINA VAN RAVENHORST 

 

This body has just born another body, now I'm borne into this broken body, though I, myself, 

am not a body, I have no physicality, I'm just an idea, me, a mere construct and I also never 

asked to be born. The one whose body I now reside in, they did not invite me, others placed 

me here. From now on, I will be what everybody sees, if they're not careful, I'll be all they'll 

be. I will grow so big, I will consume them, I am a parasite, taking over these bodies I infest. 

These bodies that give birth. You're mine now. Well, theirs. I didn't ask for this, it's not me, 

they made me, I am the poison, the waste, the excrement they excreted, they threw up and 

spat out, I am the bile on the ground they divide over your bodies, I AM EXPONENTIAL!  

 

 

LENNART SPRENGER 

 

Thankfully, no such thing had to transpire as I soon detected a small motion – a twitch of a 

leg, perhaps. Just one such motion at first, but soon there were more: the shorter arm moved 

in a brief, choppy circular motion. The head tilted from its slight leftward angle to a more 

severe rightward one. The legs raised and fell back down again. The head tilted back to its 

original position, which I could only assume was a more comfortable one. 

Something had inhabited the doll, and it was now learning how to move. 

Soon, there was no doubt it was well and truly “alive”, in some arcane sense. It eventually 

managed to stand up and tentatively waddle around, and its nervous steps soon grew more 

confident. It strode off the dirty cloth I had used to shield my vintage desk from all the dust 

and water and mud and began exploring – in whatever sense a blind, deaf, mute clay 

simulacrum could do such a thing. 

 

 

DEBORAH FISCHER 

 

The higher-ups we called in were delighted when we presented this being to them and had it 

try to communicate. They laughed and shook hands with each other and signed off on a new 

series of experiments worth hundreds of thousands of dollars. The anxiety one could make out 

in its eyes at that moment really made me giddy to continue our research and learn how much 

exactly this, whatever it was, could understand at this point. It was born in captivity so, for all 

intents and purposes, it should regard its life here, where it was given everything it needed and 

rarely experienced pain, as good and normal. It should see the scientists as parents, godly 

figures, that care for it without needing to be asked. It should be thankful. But yet, it seems 

nervous and unsure, eyeing us as if preparing to be struck at any moment. Isn’t that exciting? 
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4. Write a text which explores the concept of Sin, as 

inspired by Milton’s Sin in Paradise Lost.   

 

 

ARDA AYDIN 

 

If the tyrants of today, 

Think they are gods omnipotent 

We will be then usurper, bringer of day 

Crowded like the armies of hell united. 

 

 

WILHELMINA VAN RAVENHORST 

 

“Pleased to meet you”, 

he said as he twirled around, 

his ass stuck out, 

left hand on his hip, 

right one, snip, snip 

 

 

ARDA AYDIN 

 

Shall all be one, 

And all be whole. 

Will of fire in our soul 

Bound to no control. 

 

 

WILHELMINA VAN RAVENHORST 

 

A smile the Joker’s size 

Not handsome in any  

conventional way 

He opens the door 

to his red cabriolet 

(very handsome in every 

conventional way) 

 

 

ARDA AYDIN 

 

Inside our soul 

There is a storm so foul. 

Cruel than God have ever been, 

A rage that has no one seen. 
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WILHELMINA VAN RAVENHORST 

 

In the middle of the desert, 

stuck 

what luck, potluck, 

but as you gratefully  

get into the car 

something feels strange 

as your hero adds: 

“Hope you guess my name” 

 

 

ARDA AYDIN 

 

Now the legion turned amorphous, 

Like a black glaring, glaring at heaven  

With the eyes of an orphan now monstrous  

His wrath turned his conscience to sins famously seven. 

 

 

AERYS RÜDRICH 

 

He is a man with a woman’s touch, he has a look in his eyes that promises violence and anger 

and hate, an excess of yellow bile, you can almost smell it on him, the way his lip curls 

makes you sick, there is an undeniable disgust when you look at him, he is whispering bad 

ideas into your ear, but he is almost too good at pretending that he is human, because he is.  

 

 

MICHELLE BUCKENHÜSKES 

 

The broad shoulders covered in countless scars from battles it doubtlessly won, blocked out 

the flaming light of the dying sun, dousing the land beneath its massive form in freezing 

darkness. Long, black hair streamed down its face like oil but never once tainted the ghastly 

white skin.  

 

 

ANNA SAMUSCH 

 
Sun kissed silver locks. Gilded.  

Something perfect.  

Something doomed.  

Eyes tempt greedy glance. Hidden.  

 

 

AERYS RÜDRICH 

 

His sharp teeth nearly too small for his large mouth, his eyes burn, too close and bright, 

venatorial. No matter who you are he is taller than you. His flesh is too pale, snow white arms 

with blueish veins. The Apocalypse personified, he is pale as death, flesh like famine and 

gluttony, prideful and lusting after power like conquest with a wrath only quenched by war.  
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ANNA SAMUSCH 

 
Each seems pure.  

Each rotten.  

Lips laugh golden dreams. Lying.  

Loveless angel.  

Loving foe. 

 

 

MICHELLE BUCKENHÜSKES 

 

The head of the creature rises as I near the hill. Mighty like that of a bull but with the grace of 

a stag, commanding not respect but pure submission. And it truly was a creature and not a 

man, standing tall on top of that hill.  
 

 

LINA BAUM 

 

Sin, was once a human woman living on earth, she was called a different name then, that no 

one bothers to remember anymore. She lived alone, worked and never really bothered anyone 

unless it was through her appearance. You see, she wasn’t overly monstrous or ugly, she 

simply did not posses the kind of femininity the townspeople expected from her. The men 

especially resented her. Sin was tall, taller than anyone of them, and so strong she could rip 

out trees like they were toothpicks. 

 

 

LENNART SPRENGER 

 

The man was not so much seated upon as he was draped across the stately recliner, one arm 

laid over the backrest while the other was cradling an ornate wine glass. His clothes were as 

elegant as his taste in furniture; cut from expensive fabrics, they wrapped tightly around his 

athletic figure and were decorated with golden filament.  

 

 

MICHELLE BUCKENHÜSKES 

 

His flesh had gone so long without the warmth of the sun that it had become near translucent, 

each dark vein visible as its muscles shifted with each deep, guttural breath.  

 

 

LENNART SPRENGER 

 

Any part of his body they left uncovered was instead bearing glamorous jewelry, including 

his head, which was adorned with piercings and a series of decorative bands and chains 

coiling around the crooked horns that burst from his leathery, maroon skin. He wore his long, 

black hair loosely bound and an arrogant smirk on his face as he watched me approach, his 

eyes glimmering like a pair of half-dead embers in the dim candlelight. 
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5. Write a soliloquy, inspired by Satan’s soliloquy in 

Paradise Lost. 
 

 

MICHELLE BUCKENHÜSKES  

 

I have fought harder than anyone to dim the lights around me. I alone have gotten back up on 

my feet when their flames burned me and singed my hands. 

 

 

IMRAN PEKSEN 

 

How could they not obey me? Me! How could they not fear what would fall upon them? 

I was greater than them. I would burden them. I would show them the darkness that would 

befall them. The demons in their heads would grow larger and larger. 

 

 

IMRAN PEKSEN 

 

They will regret not obeying me! I won’t even have to lift a finger. They will fall further, and 

in the end, be in such darkness that they will no longer see any light. 

They will see only one escape - turning the blade upon their own flesh. In the end, of their 

own making, they will meet me and bow to me. Apologize to me. Regret every second of not 

being on my side. 

 

 

CHARLOTTE WEISMAN  

 

How dare he leave? How dare he want to leave? I gave him his life, I created him. He cannot 

leave, I cannot allow it. He does not know what’s out there, what awaits for him in the real 

world, it is not safe. Why would he want to step out of this world that I created meticulously 

for him? Why would he want to leave his wife, his friends, his neighbours? The world out 

there is truly brutal and does not belong to him. He does not belong to the real world. He 

belongs to me. Why does he want to leave me? Why is he not grateful? I gave him a safe 

haven and protected him from the real world. He doesn’t know the real world. I cannot blame 

him for being curious. That’s all it is. He will return. He will be mine again.  
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6. Write a text which explores the notion of ‘paradise’, 

inspired by Milton’s conception of Paradise in Paradise 

Lost.  
 

ELORA LÖTFERING 

 

I have seen paradise. 

Not in visions, nor in the pages of sacred texts, but here, on Earth. Moss cloaked the ground 

and trees like something ancient and wise. Wild garlic perfumed the air. Ferns and cloves 

sprang from soil. Birds, careless and exultant, introduced spring while water gurgled softly 

through a shy little creek. 

 

 

SARAH WALFORT 

 

I see shapes of silhouetted figures  

above 

on the stairs 

mouthing  

mesmerizing melodies  

waving  

scattered lights 

directed down to where 

 

 

I’m standing inbetween 

  

them and the people 

below 

in the pit 

screaming 

the same words 

reflecting  

the same glow 

and yellow-red is raining down on all of us 
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LARA STUCK 

 

 
RENÉ RÜWALD 

 

Yo, nes⎯never been there. Pacific Ocean, steamboat scribbling smoke plume, a rise me up. A 

hundred Hosannas. Wherever, whenever. Blue skies. Water blue below the rail. To hold on to. 

Don’t swim. In. Milk and honey? No, set course: land of the rising sun. Against time.  
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7. Write a dialogue between a Creator and a created being, 

inspired by conversations in Milton’s Paradise Lost. 
 

ARDA AYDIN 

 

SCENE: An amorphous puddle on the ground painfully groaning, from the puddle emerges a 

manlike creature, covered in sludge, one moment black one moment greyish, reddish, brownish 

in colour. Lift its hands up to the left side of the stage, in direction of a man in a striped grey 

suit wearing a matching hat. 

 

CREATURE: You have threw me up from the watery depths of your indigestive mind. Would 

it kill to get a tablet for the traumas bubbling towards your mouth? 

MAN: I cradled you from the moment you drop into my Pen’s ink. Like Dionysus, I warmed 

your being with a delicate clink.  

CREATURE: I AM, nothing but a soup of unresolved issues, insecurity and pulp of fear with 

bulbs of rejection. I am a mess with your saliva all over.  

MAN: You, I carved with utmost care into the languages I know. Detangled boughs with tiny 

precise snippets of vines, plucked petals of rose and forlorn. You I polished with stone, with 

gem, with admiration and ambition. You I kissed from the black mark of your inks overflow.  

 You, such fragile, such sweet child of mine, your siblings have tried and they have also 

been dried. You are a dessert of cream and fruit puree, an earthy taste redolent of cardamom. 

CREATURE: Then answer! Why does the spirit I exhale burns me? Why this anguish, this pain 

just over existing in these mere seconds? Why I am not shapely, not seemly as my siblings are? 

Would I be in this state if you loved me as much as them? Give me a reason to not to hate 

myself then. Look at me, I am trying to be, out of your minds darkest corners, I am a simple 

monster, not even a complex one. Where are the jewels you have polished me with? Why don’t 

I shine the way my siblings do when sun looks over them? WHY AM I- 

MAN: (Stage shakes as he falls on his knees, a loud noise of something hitting the ground 

heard and then vibrations resume.) You are my child, a part of me. My sorrows maybe, but also 

my joy, my laugh, my will to live definitely.  

CREATURE: I protest.  

 

 

ELISAVET KYRIAKOUDI 

 

- Who let you make me? 

- Mum did! She said I can, because I’m strong! I’m a god! Admire my godliness!  

 

 

 

  



 19 

HENRIKE WEILER-HOFFMANS 

 

[A man who was run over by a truck dies and gets a short minute to talk to God before he goes 

on] 

Now who the fuck are you?  

Who do you think I am? 

Give me a break. What, I die and then I get to talk to God? That is the most cliché thing I’ve 

ever heard. Not even a student in a creative writing class would be uninspired enough to come 

up with something like this. 

 

 

MICHELLE BUCKENHÜSKES 

 

„What’s wrong with being ordinary?“ 

My eyes flit to the mirror image of myself. Too much redness to my cheeks, not enough color 

to my hair, short legs paired with long arms. My gaze flicks to her. Rosy cheeks on pale 

porcelain, doe eyes that rival the innocence of a fawn, silky locks and an elegant figure.  

„Everything.“  

 

 

HENRIKE WEILER-HOFFMANS 

 

You get five minutes to talk to God and all you do is complain? 

Five minutes? So even heaven is running on a schedule? Fuck, this sucks. 

You know, other people usually ask questions like „What is the meaning of life?”, „Did I do 

good” or „Why don’t you stop wars” 

 

 

MICHELLE BUCKENHÜSKES 

 

„It is nice.“ The doll agrees, upper eyelids fluttering unnaturally as she nods her head softly. 

Up and down it goes as her lashes flutter like the nervous wings of a moth. „But it gets in the 

way. It always gets caught in my stitches and pulls at them.“ 

„What stitches?“ She jolts at the anger in my voice as if it surpised her. „There are no 

stitches. Humans have no stitches.“ The doll giggles now, it is quite condescending. 

„How did you put me together then?“ She asks as if I were a silly child and she not a stupid 

doll. „Somehow you had to sew my skin together. And look here!“ The candles flicker as she 

hastily lifts her pale arm to show me something. There is nothing there but perfect, 

unblemished skin.   
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HENRIKE WEILER-HOFFMANS 

 

Why would I care about the meaning of life? I’m dead now, right? And I can’t have been that 

good if you think I deserve to die at the height of my career. I also haven’t said a prayer in 

twenty years and I definitely remember pissing in a confessional box during summer camp. 

I don’t sit around pointing fingers at people I think should die, Jonathan. I have people for that. 

Wow, edgy. Oh, what’s happening? Hey, where did you go?! What… is that hold music?! 

 

LINA BAUM 

 

There is an unfinished painting leaning against my wall, it’s huge, a big project, once it exited 

me. Now it berates me every time I look at it. It grumbles about the paint I used it’s “too 

dark” and “too moody”, “could you not have added more colors? can you at least make my 

background brighter?” Now I avoid to go near it because I’m afraid it will find out I never 

meant for it to be this way.  

 

 

MICHELLE BUCKENHÜSKES 

 

„There are no such things as stitches. You are perfect. I made you, so you are perfect.“ 

„Are you telling me that or are you trying to convince yourself?“  

„Quiet.“ The dolls snaps her mouth shut, her porcelain lips clink as they smack together. 

„You are porcelain. Porcelain dolls have no stitches. I carefully crafted you with my own two 

hands, painted you with the richest of colors and chose the most glorious hair. I made you 

perfect, short hair makes you ordinary.“ 

 

 

LINA BAUM 

 

Every confident brush of paint turned into a broody mess. The longer I look, the more flaws it 

points out to me: “This highlight is too harsh, my perspective is crooked, I look like a child’s 

creation.” I try to appease it: “I will fix your flaws, I know how, I’m your mother, your 

maker, I won’t let you down.” The lie tastes like foam but I have to say it, because to me this 

unfinished painting is a child I won’t abandon. 
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AERYS RÜDRICH 

 

My faithful creature, What’s your name? 

My name is only yours, of course. 

Mine? Well, do tell, what Is it Then? 

 The one you gave me.  

The name child. Now the name is… 

 m. 

And Gave it To you I Did When? 

 You did back then. 

I See. Where lies your declaration. 

 With you, of course. 

Of course? 

 yes. 

you’re sure? 

 Yes. 

Yes, Of Course? 

 Yes Again. 

Very Well. Where have you been? 

 been here of course? 

been here in sin? 

 why no? been here and only yours, for you, I mean I’m here for You. 

I See, I See. Well Then, Why Have I Not Seen…? 

 not seen My Lord? 

Not Seen. 

 i’m sorry these last months have been… 

Hard? 

 Yes. 

Not As Hard As Me. 

 i’m sorry- 

Oh, you better be. 

 or will…? 

Yes will. 

 i apologize. 
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LARA WENISCH 

 

In Dialogis 
 

 

I raised you in friendly alliance  

I 

blank slate against an entire world. 

against  

Painted you  

you 

so that others see only radiance, 

see only 

fading in contrast to all your colours. 

fading colours. 

While all this time, I tamed your childish storms and fury 

all this time, 

your good name tarnished 

tarnished 

eyes wet silver in the face of consequence. 

silver 

Kept you safe, innocence never corrupted, 

innocence 

looking past the perils out the tiny bedroom window. 

out the window. 

… 

I realized 

I raised you after myself, an effort 

myself an 

for life lived in eager imitation,  

imitation, 

brimming to please your imago dei. 

imago dei. 

And when I am asleep,  

I am asleep 

do you know to behave as well as I taught you?  

as well.  
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8. Write a text exploring the concept of free will, inspired 

by the discussions of this in Milton’s Paradise Lost. 
 

HANNAH ZIEHFREUND 

 

I see things. Things I want, even things I need. I think them. I don’t say them. Sometimes, I 

don’t even think them. And yet, it shows me things. The image of my future, crystal clear in 

my mind, lightly subdued on my dimmed screen with the cracked foil. Me, happy, homely, 

sweet and warm, a flock of beige kids hanging onto my quilted apron, my brand-new 20% off 

sage-green Artisan by You KitchenAid in front of me. It needs me to be a baker. No, it needs 

me to be an artist. No; it needs me to be a mother. I would really like to be a mother.  

 

 

Only last week did I learn that I would really like to be a mother, and I would really like to 

bear a child in the oncoming tide of the Pacific, and I would really like to own a grain mill, so 

that I could process ancient grains sans preservatives for my beige babies.  

 

 

Next week, I will creatively take on doing it myself and renovating a 200-year-old farmhouse 

in the deep South. The week after, I will single-handedly come to the decision to be inspired 

to drive down to Portugal in my vintage VW and live out of my centre console for several 

months. And the week after that one, I will once again let myself be confronted with an 

original set of authentic selves for me to freely choose from. I never knew these things about 

myself; I never knew that I could think and want so out of the box.  

 

 

ELORA LÖTFERING 

 
He is not thinking of stagnancy in bitterness, not exactly. Just tired. His bones weigh heavy and he has 

nothing left to wager. Free will and he has too much of it, it paralises him. He dreams of driving a 

stake through the heart of mediocracy and feel, for once, the violent ecstasy Cain must have glimpsed 

before exile.  

 

      When he lifts his gaze, the sky doesn’t answer. It is a vast, silent thing, its indifference scorched 

into his retinas. He would rather run, he thinks. Barefoot through the fields, the hum of earth beneath 

him, pollen clinging to the hem of his trousers like little golden hands holding him there. But his soul, 

this wretched, wild thing, buzzes like a wasp trapped in a jar. Furious. Frantic.  

 

Society is a dark, sticky liquid and he is tortured by the idea of freedom. What a cruel thing. Knowing 

the door is unlocked and still, he finds himself sinking, quietly and completely, to the bottom. 

 

 

ANNA SAMUSCH 

 

Condemned to be free, forced to make choices 

What are the odds?  

Peel out of my skin, fly far from the tree. 

Is it that simple? 

DEBORAH FISCHER 
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Am I meant to do art? 

If that’s what you wish. 

Is it my fate? 

If you want it to be. 

 

What if I’m suffering? 

Then change your life. 

Is that my destiny? 

If you want it to be. 

 

 

LINA-FABIENNE HOLSTE 

 

“Careful. That’s simulation talk. Next you’ll want an aluminium hat.” His smile was relaxed, 

laid-back in the way that she knew he wasn’t taking her seriously. “So you’re having déjà-

vus. Big deal. No reason to question the foundation of life on a random Tuesday. What’s 

next? We don’t have free will because we’re being controlled?” 

She frowned at him, unsatisfied with his lack of worry about this. He always just took what 

life threw at him. He didn’t notice the signs like she did.  

 

 

DEBORAH FISCHER 

What else am I supposed to do? 

Whatever you feel like. 

How can I decide? 

That’s up to you. 

 

What can I do? 

Everything. 

Does it even matter? 

If you want it to.  

 

Did you know we would have this talk? 

I always did. 

Do you know what I will choose to do? 

I always will. 

LINA-FABIENNE HOLSTE 
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“What if we truly don’t? What if every word we say is scripted and we’re just playing out our 

fixed lives? Do you think we would notice?” she enquired, watching how a golden leaf sank to 

the ground next to them. Just like it did last time, she thought, instantly confusing herself with 

it. 

 

 

DEBORAH FISCHER 

 

Do I even have a say in this? 

You always have. 

Or is all I do already set in stone? 

It always is. 

 

 

ANNA SAMUSCH 

 

But if really true, I can’t help but think 

What a waste! 

The good life we seek, all determines us  

To the same off-the-rack existence anyway. 
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9. Becoming one’s surroundings 
 

 

SARAH WALFORT 

 

I can feel myself changing.  

 

 

HANNAH ZIEHFREUND 

 

Curious little cat, tiptoeing your way to the clearing. 

 

 

HENRIKE WEILER-HOFFMANS 

 

He opens his mouth to answer, then freezes. Realises he never told her his name. 

 

 

SARAH WALFORT 

 

It began with a shift in the writer, first in the way they formed the words, then the words they 

chose to write and then finally refusing to use me at all. I know I am only alive because of 

their imagination, which is why I can tell that the place where their creativity has reigned 

before is now ruled by only vexation. I felt their thirst for knowledge disappear, exchanged 

for a want to vent frustration in violence. I felt them transform, and I feel myself transforming 

in turn. I know I used to be softer, lighter.  

 

 
HANNAH ZIEHFREUND 

You scream and you cry and it’s almost animalistic. You can’t have your own sled. The 

airstream dries your tears before they can hit your brother’s face behind you. Both of you 

scream and laugh. Icy wind, hot curl in my abdomen, gravity pulling me down the hundreds 

of metres that tormented my hamstrings for hours on end just seconds before. A curve, a 

branch, oh God is that a ramp, a pile of powdered sugar. Down my back, down my crack, 

either a spinal injury or a snowball. A flash in front of my face. All of you, screaming and 

laughing. 

 

 

HENRIKE WEILER-HOFFMANS 

 
The wind seems to pause. She smiles. Her grin is too wide. Her eyes too old. Her skin begins to peel 

into fog. And then the storm is louder than ever, no longer outside, but inside Fin’s house, inside his 

head. The little girl is no longer next to him. She is everywhere. Rain is hitting the roof like drumbeats. 

He falls to his knees. The storm has arrived. And she brought it. 
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HANNAH ZIEHFREUND 

 

I feel the cold winter air on my exposed muffin top. I hear your laughter and glee and 

meaningless fights.  

I see your stretched out grin, a full, permanent set where your baby teeth sat just before. I 

spot a crown on a molar and tut-tut, but I am transfixed in this moment, and you can never 

hear this me again. You turn the page to Summer in Sardinia 2001 and suspend me in 

darkness for possibly decades. 

 

 

SARAH WALFORT 

 

I feel so heavy now, maybe it’s hopeless to wish to change back. I never had a choice anyway. 

My ink-stained tip will never taste the power of a word again, now longing for something 

else. I shift, tip burned into a point. Body hardening from feather into steel. Sharpening to 

edges. End pushed to form hilt, pulled back, bruising into grip, pounded into pommel. It 

hurts. Fit in now. Better than rusting away. Share pain. Same desires. Bloodshed. Violence. 

War. Get to be useful again. To cut. To carve. To kill. 
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LARA WENISCH 

The Fig 

In frenzied flight, I roam 

escorted by these desolate 

blooms - falsely promised home. 

Threading futile hopes to evade instinct 

seed ripe, demanding soil - 

Let relation not equal fate.  

Golden shines the fragrant bait. 

Ostiole, mouth wide, 

in prospect of first breath.  

In the flesh, soft, 

insistent, I plant myself.  

Among the silky threads, 

enmeshed in sweet tissue, 

I vibrate to the pulse of my eggs 

discarded.  

Lead by sticky threads, down 

twisting, tightening path,  

ready to relinquish 

to this harrowed maw. 

Internal silk threads, 

grabbing at my limbs  

tearing at the joint and  

soothing with sweet, 

sweet tissue   

ripening too quick - 

In surrender‘s clarity, 

I dissolve. 

Ficin, 

wings discarded, 

chitin thaws, 

liquefied 

pulsing 

pulp 

mush 

I am 

swallowed, digested, 

the fruit that bears no seed.   
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LINA-FABIENNE HOLSTE 

 

He stiffens, feeling what we all felt when we were in his place. What I felt all those decades 

ago when this used to be an open field instead of a forest. A tremor roots itself in his spine. 

He lurches forward, but his feet remain behind, fused to the earth. The wind stops, and all 

that is heard in the silence is the violent cracking of his bones as they break and expand far 

past what his muscles and skin can contain.  

 

 

IMRAN PEKSEN 

 

The fire was burning high, its warmth enveloping me. We all sat in silence, mourning those 

we had lost. Then we heard the growling—closer and closer it came. Men riding on the backs 

of creatures we had no name for. No! This was not the end. 

“We will avenge our brothers! Fly high above and save our sisters and mothers!” 

One by one, we stepped toward the fire and were consumed by flames—burning, 

transforming. Then we flew. The smoke-filled, grey sky glowed with orange hues, casting the 

image of dancing flames above. We flew over the invaders, releasing blazing stones that 

burnt them to ashes. 

 

 

LINA BAUM 

 

It is small crouched, crushed, a body that feels like too much. It walks, winded, wilting, on it’s 

axis tilting, away towards the wall. A hand leans, reaches fingertips meet stone bricks. Then 

flinch away, a hand shaped stain stays behind, it’s bluish red hue haunts its every movement. It 

remembers a time when it’s steps did not stain the pavement, when it was innocent enough not 

to leave a mark with every touch. 

 

 

LINA-FABIENNE HOLSTE 

 

His screams get stuck in his throat as his flesh hardens. Looking down at himself, he is 

greeted with the sight of his body growing and rough, gnarly bark slowly eating through his 

skin. His fingers expand into thin, twisted branches, with new ones growing from his arms 

and neck as he grows to become the very thing that he thought would hide his crime.  

 

 

LINA BAUM 

Now, with it’s tranquility it transfers traces of notable intensity. A body haunted by the hurt it 

spreads, caught in a mind that dreads destruction so dearly it would rather deconstruct itself. 

With every attempt to amend it amplifies the consequence. With every hurtful thought color 

blooms, builds a bruise, on buildings, railways, roads. Goes outwards, expands, unfolds. All 

secrecy for nought the seedlings of it’s suffering spread out, all pretend now shattered. In it’s 

shame it dwindles, surrenders to its role, its essence spreads and latches, lingering blemish on 

the globe. 
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IMRAN PEKSEN 

 

This was our land. Our pride. Our home. No one could take away what our fathers had died 

for. No one would live among the ashes of our loved ones. We would not rest until they felt 

what we had been through. 

 

 

LINA BAUM 

 

 A discolored aching stain in the spot of its absence, not suffering but pain in remembrance, 

tension in the air, distortion of space now occupied by the apprehension of what has already 

occurred. A bruise tangible when talking turns to whispers softly spoken and feet on the street 

are foreboding unspoken.  

 A dull wound turned cold,  

for A Bruise on the World is nothing more than a stain of distraught untold. 

 

 

LARA STUCK 

 

back from the lid, or we cannot move.” 

close – open – close. 

Anticipation – They stay closed. A relieved sigh into dense and liquid air. Gills in exchange 

for lungs. The sooner we move along, the sooner we get out. Become one of us. Somebody 

looks at me. I look back. Into silvery eyes. Shimmering. Dead. 

Eyes open – close. 

Blank stare. I guess they're not actually looking at me. Daydreaming most likely. What would 

I give for an ice cube bedding? Won’t you become one of us. Pretty little dish. Somebody 

talks too loudly on the phone. Their mouth to close to my ear, too close to my eyes. 

Mouths open – close. 

We stand supporting each other with our bodies. Tiny shiny things squished in a big tin can. 

Steaming in our own juice. “Final stop.” 

Doors open –  

We all flop out into the big, wide, open sea – or onto your buttered bread. 
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CHARLOTTE WEISMAN 

 

 

                warm 

          rays promising 

     liberty, manifesting 

         agency, hopeful 

                  yet deadly 

 

              warm embrace 

      will 

 

   that feel like    soon 

 

 

  wings that       meet 

 

  

 

           and bravery           his 

 

 

       with naivite 

 

               flightless 

Icarus 

 

 

 

 

       Fate 

 

 

into the cold dead sea into the cold dead sea into the cold dead sea into the cold dead sea into 

the cold dead sea into the cold dead sea into the cold dead sea into the cold dead sea into the 

cold dead sea into the cold dead sea into the cold dead sea into the cold dead sea into the cold 

dead sea into the cold dead sea into the cold dead sea into the cold dead sea into the cold dead 
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DEFNE JULE MUTLU 

 

My limbs grow rigid; 

Silence sears my throat 

Full crystallized 

my face is whitening. 

I cannot cry, nor turn, 

salt becomes my flesh— 

Eyes dim with white 

Like those of blinded men 

With late realization 

and gaze raised skyward 

I season Heaven’s judgement, 

A signpost at the city’s edge, 

Not as violent as that pillar 

Of fire leading forth from Egypt, 

but fossil of disobedience, 

a relic of sin, a solid proof 

of heart’s reluctance 

To leave old ways, 

though warnings were pronounced. 

Were they not warned?  

A city is not destroyed 

Before His final warning. 

 

 

AERYS RÜDRICH 

 

The unjust mind sets the body out for the tool tapestries on the wall, where promises lie 

Two hearted anticipation burgeons in two polar, far apart corners of intermutual space 

 

The object walled in its natural orbit, pull it out 

Its cells water wells and cracks with forces 

So far beyond both their predomination 

A kissing maw whispers to its victim 

It’s hard snake tongue writhing  

Up and down with the force 

“With our shared plight, 

You break my teeth 

And I break you 

And we may 

Become  

One 

 

 


