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the black hands
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Waxahatchee for the soundtrack
Milu for the glitter and smile
Part 1

Woman, in colors
It had been the day,
the day she suddenly
found herself
arriving at work in the morning
wearing her slippers,
unintentionally,
at best surprised,
it became clear
something
was different,
different from
what it was
supposed to be

Something,
not quite tangible,
didn't seem right, it was
no longer the way
it should have been

Some time ago
it had slowly begun with
these dreams

She had always
loved to dream,
however
with time
her dreams had
more and more
become parts of
her reality,
had absolutely
mixed
with single fragments of
reality,
of a contemplative life
in the small world
everywhere
around her

In the course of time
her dreams had
enticed her
frequently
into neglecting
unpleasant matters or
problems of
her real life

At first,
occasionally, then
more and more
often

To her
it never felt like
pure dreaming,
like drifting off
in her thoughts

Still, her head got
increasingly swept away
by itself
towards a light
that made her float
over uninhabited islands,
unspoiled beaches
like a white cloud
beneath a sunny
blue sky
she looked down from
a distance
onto her own life,
sensing
the yearned for details, like
the cooling spray
of scattered drops
near an enchanted waterfall

In these moments
she absent-mindedly
slipped off her shoes,
like she had done
so often
as a child by the fountain
in those days

The fountain had become
her favourite place to
spend her breaks
relaxing,
doing nothing

Already in spring
she had sat there
waiting for summer

Dreaming whole parts of
the day away

She loved
warm temperatures,
the sunshine,
full of ardour
she loved the long evenings
that to her sometimes
didn't seem to end

Summer also brought
rainstorms
that as a child
she had waited for

She had played,
even danced outside
in the open air
at times
forgetting everything
around her
in the rain
pouring
down
on her
completely unafraid of
thunder and lightning

All that counted
was not
having to go home,
the dark drab
place of
pain

Today
she sometimes felt
in a strange way
kind of troubled
by storms

There was a
latent darkness in them,
a claustrophobic feeling
of constriction,
of being trapped,
trapped in her clothes,
her reason

When she felt trapped
she began to
quietly hum
a little nursery rhyme,
imagining she was
dauntless, in a silent forest
in the dark alone,
completely
on her own and
unafraid

She loved the forest,
the smell of the trees,
of green,
the soft ground
her feet walked upon,
she loved
the silence,
the softly motivating silence,
its sound

While she walked
there was nothing, but
the quiet echo of her own foot-steps
and when she stopped,
kept standing still,
there was only the sound of
happy life,
the sound of a forest
humming silently,
in tune with her

When she whistled,
when she dared to whistle
in the forest,
she felt like being a part of
a higher power,
a beautiful
caring nature

She became one with
the singing birds,
her small shoulders
became wings, caught
underneath her shirt

So often, she tried to
unfold them,
make them hover with her thoughts into
the sky,
into thin white clouds where
the wasn't only silence,
but peace

In her heart she tried to
feel peace
inside her and
around her,
peace, like in former days
a Sunday at Grandma's,
like the inner warmth
with which one
jumps out of bed in
the morning
at home,
feeling whole,
not getting dressed
all day
peace,
feeling careless,
unconventional,
wearing jammies
in the garden behind the house,
the feeling of
soft morning dew,
fresh grass beneath
her feet,
the thought of it,
swimming,
in every respect
being complete,
enjoying

She had dreamed of
swimming in ponds and lakes when
she was still a child,
allowed to
be a child,
being a child
she was carried away by
water,
loved to
play around in the bath
at home,
loved to splash and
get herself wet
over and over

Especially in summer
when it had rained
she had often
taken off her shoes to
feel the water
from head to toe

Thrilled
she had raced
through the puddles

More than once
she had fantasized about
putting up a huge
plastic pool
full of water in her house to
shamelessly forget
everything around
in it,
if necessary

The small house
inherited
from grandmother

The place of
her second childhood,
four rooms,
a small garden in
an idyllic neighbourhood,
in the countryside

She enjoyed the solitude,
the freedom and peace,
the colors and smells,
taking for granted
the clean air that
made her sleep
immensely well
in every night

For her
gentle tiredness and
a sound sleep were the first
steps on
the way to
pleasant dreaming

She loved to be slowly
falling asleep to
figurative dreams surrounding her,
getting more
and more
vivid

Almost everything
she was able to forget
in her sleep

Ever so often
she dreamed
the days away,
in dreams everything was easy,
she was light as
a feather,
she floated,
she cruised
without wings,
she only needed to
inhale and
exhale
deeply
committed
when she closed her eyes
she became
perfectly weightless

She began
to fly and
drift off
into sleep,
in her beloved sleep

She completely relaxed
and at last
swam
out into a colorful sea of
blessed dreams

Dreams
full of colors
that described her,
however,
she did not know how
to describe

She often dreamed
she was a painter,
in these nights
she saw herself
walking through
the most awesome landscapes
in cut-off jeans with
a tripod, canvas,
colors and brushes

Those magic nights
she painted
what she saw
as if the beauty that
she soaked up through her eyes
poured out through
her fingertips

In other nights
she splashed her
multiple colors
randomly
onto the canvas,
thus creating
abstract pieces of art, like
little explosions they were
in these moments
in which she exploded with
pure lust for life

A mixture of
love,
longing and happiness
shook her gently until
the colors inside her
splashed out of her like
champagne from
a bottle

Still some mornings
she woke up
not on a rainbow, but
to reality, almost with a hangover,
her head,
her thoughts
were still half asleep in
fading fragments of
her dreams
while her timid soul
clang
to the longing deep inside her,
at the same time
aching with nothing,
but with longing

Something
was there in those nights,
it left with morning,
left
in the moment of waking up,
retreating wounded
back into the soul
where it
had come from

She sighed and
closed her eyes again,
solemnly hoping for
another moment of
weightlessness

When she got up
in the morning
she stretched her arms and
greeted the day resolutely with
a victory pose and
clenched fists

For some time
she had tried to learn
Tai Chi, but had
never progressed
beyond a beginners state

She loved to
stimulate energies,
revive her spirits and
feel her joie de vivre flow passionately
towards the sun

After a long shower
she slowly started to
have breakfast

The invigorating
warm water
usually left her
energetic
and happy

She enjoyed
these moments
and lively
planned
all the things
that needed to be done
later
when the time
was due

Most times
she did not
get dressed
immediately after a shower,
but still in her
kimono or jammies
prepared a green tea to
deliciously
finish her breakfast

With the hot mug
in her hands
she sat down
cross-legged
on her sofa,
a part of her energy subsided, but
the happiness
and colors stayed,
they settled down
to work
in the quiet parts
of her head
and heart

She felt comfortable,
at ease with herself, as
cosy warmth spread over her face,
hungry for sun

She shivered with delight,
every time before
she had a sip of
her tea
she paused for
a moment to inhale
the aroma
with pleasure

When she had
at last
finished her tea with
little sips
she was all
colors inside

She swam away
once again,
caressed herself,
imagined the beauty of nature,
how she was walking through
blooming fields only in her skin,
letting herself fall
and fall

With a deep sigh
she fell back happily,
fell
into a short sleep
full of lightness

She enjoyed her
power nap
even though for a moment
power was
a clear contradiction to
the softness
that she felt
after such a nap

Her powers returned
immediately
making her feel
full of happiness
and energy

She got dressed,
putting on a bright
yellow
tankini
under casual summer clothes,
slipped eagerly into
a pair of pool shoes and
pedalled off smiling
to the lake

A pocket book,
a towel,
mineral water and
sun lotion in her bag,
she merely had to ride
a few relaxed minutes until
she reached the
end of the village where
she turned off the main road
to ride down a field path
directly to
the shore of her lake

She took her shirt
and shorts off,
applied a little sun-lotion to
her skin and
spread out her blanket while
her thoughts had
already left her
on the field path,
travelling further into
the distance

Deep inside her
the good old Beatles sang
»Norwegian Wood«,
self-forgetful
her eyes
studied her toes as
she stretched out,
her legs before her,
shivering,
her thoughts picked imaginary fir cones
combined with a
faint smell
of jasmine and lavender

In every season
her bath,
her kitchen
smelled like
home,
a sweet herbal home,
a smell of fulfilment

Her arms spread,
dancing the scent with
closed eyes,
almost unfolding her wings,
pink candy wings,
colored roots
digging themselves in,
the warmth of
sand,
a contrast to
the wooden floor,
another kind of
home,
her garden
a junction
between floorboards
and sand,
still the grass
smelled nicer,
more lively,
like wild growth,
like dancing

Her dreams played an
imaginary guitar,
happily
she lay back
putting her sun-glasses on,
her thoughts still
far away,
close to
the sea

Waves
nibbled at her ankles,
waves of comfort,
soothing,
rocking safely
tenderness,
a love massage of
soul and soles

Her mind completely blank,
drifting into dreams,
realizing beauty,
breathing in
though every pore,
experiencing
feelings
uncontrolled in shivers,
warm showers,
being naked again,
blown by
breezes
into the right rivers home,
back home to where
the heart relaxes
and rests

In dabs of
multiple colors
she felt the thunder,
the rage,
a rain of
confetti on canvas

A childhood
framed on a wall,
a girl in skirts and plaits
at various ages,
always wearing
something white,
shiny and light

She bloomed like
the flowers
she so much loves

The beauty,
the smells,
the slow growth,
roots in
the soft warm ground
enjoying every drop of rain,
opening up towards rays of sunshine,
no worries,
no reality

She felt
an ant crawling up
her shin,
too lazy to brush it away,
way too deep
caught up in her dreams,
once more

She felt fragile,
vulnerable,
in a relationship
with the environment,
herself
a part of it,
firmly connected with
the caring wealth of
Mother Earth

Water ran
through her fingers,
cooling her wrists

Waiting for the wind to
play with her hair
she had put in a ponytail for work, but
at home preferred
a wild mane,
long and open

A storm
pulling it,
covering her face,
blocking her view
with raw power,
her eyes radiated pleasure
in awe
facing the forces of nature

Silent regrets about
the own flaw,
the inability to fly with a man,
she had never
succeeded,
no matter how often
she had let herself fall,
nothing had come
as naturally
as she would have needed
it
in order
to ease the pain

Being too vulnerable
all of a sudden in
someone else's presence,
it made her feel
numb, even
gave her cramps
every single time

Black hair,
a curtain to
hide behind when
the iron curtain
inside
fell once more

She gave in to
fantasies,
longed to be open,
to be taken
buried in the sand,
hit by a ravenous love,
unprotected in wind

She was much better
on her own
unless there was this one,
the only one regardless
of sex,
in her life

She didn't want
another anchor, except for
the warmth of her home,
her mother's belly extended,
this cold woman
who had never given her
a father,
but trouble,
who had never liked her,
cared for her
like a mother
was supposed to

Her grandmother
had eased the pain,
healed the wounds,
given her safety

Memories
she now lived,
the longings
long suppressed
of being young,
a childish pleasure
in childlike fun

For her cupboards and
shelves
she collected
old dolls
passionately
on every jumble sale

She lived alone
with a cat,
like a cat

Her little bakery
gave her satisfaction

There she worked with
all her senses,
her nose and hands,
her taste buds,
enjoying and creating
with instinct and intuition

Mainly on her own because
she was good
when she truly and affectionately
believed in something

She liked to
keep a lot
to herself,
sweet secrets,
something
to keep her going,
push her forward

Something to
identify herself with,
to feel good with

Even though
she was a morning person
she never really liked
to get out
of bed in the morning,
not finally fit for the new day,
for herself

She hated to find
her sleepy freckled face
in the bathroom mirror,
an almost immaculate face
that everyone loved,
but unlike all others
she had never liked
her own looks,
the inheritance of
a missing
hated father

Still when she was stark naked
at home she felt
one
with nature,
imperfect, but divine,
like flowers and trees,
ready to bloom and
to give

Some resin,
some nectar,
immaterial love,
intimate sex and care,
possibly birth to
offspring,
hippie-style,
self-made gypsy dresses,
hand-made leather shoes,
toys made of wood by
a muscular man,
sensitive,
understanding,
sharing the water with her

The rain,
the puddles,
the bath

They'd be watching
rainstorms together,
his strong arms around her,
a father for her kids,
her,
a part of them,
no longer hiding
her reality, but
being forever
in dreams
With every pore of
his body he knew
he was
in darkness, still
as so often
he opened his eyes
one more time
to check
everything around him
and everything
was black

He sighed with resignation
and closed his eyes once more,
only
to open them again
as if this
all of a sudden
changed the inevitable

He stared into the darkness
as if
it had swallowed him

Trying to concentrate on
his other
well-developed senses
he lay still and listened
patiently
to his room,
to his surroundings

In the distance
there were muffled noises,
a mumbling
of which he wasn't sure
if it came from a radio
or if there were real
people talking there
outside his prison

All that he knew
was darkness

At the same time
the omnipresent fear of it,
of bugs and spiders gnawing on him,
drinking him empty of
his blood,
a fear of
sudden noises
in the dark
scaring him
to death

The thought of someone
touching him
could make his heart jump and
beat faster

When he slept,
he slept lightly,
always on guard,
watching the door

Not
that he was able
to see much,
but he was sure
that someone was
after him,
only too keen on
finding him unguarded

At night
someone brought him food

He smelled it in the morning when
he woke up,
not knowing, if
it was morning at all

It could have been
any time of day or night,
when he woke up

He first
listed to the silence,
still too afraid that a rat
might have slipped in
when
the food had been brought

He didn't really know if
there were rats in
the building at all and
if his fear
was justified

The people who fed him
were people who liked to
see him suffer in agony and pain,
therefore,
he didn't generally
want to exclude anything

With time
fear had become
his constant companion

Darkness however
had become his life, though
never
his friend

In his sleep
he enjoyed his
few
precious
moments of oblivion

When he was awake
he listened out
into the darkness,
alone
the expectant attention
scared and exhausted him

Most of the day
he felt tired and
lay on his mat,
dozing off from time to time
for a few minutes

His back ached,
his head
hurt
more and more often

At first
he had cried a lot,
later it must have been
the darkness and
the loneliness

There was nothing for him
to do,
nothing,
but being scared

Some days
he cried himself to sleep

Sometimes when
waking up,
he realized
his hopeless situation

He rolled into
a fetal position and cried out in
misery
and pain

After he had shed some tears
he calmed down

With a headache from crying,
he rolled onto his back
covering his eyes with one arm

For some time
he kept lying motionless, then
the ache grew stronger

He crawled up from
his mat,
carefully groping for
some tea,
on the table on
the opposite side of the room

He smelled food, but
he did not
feel hungry

When after some time
the headache had gone
he did some physical exercise to
help keep his bones and muscles
in shape

His skin ached
constantly from
the lack of light and vitamins,
some nights
he even scratched himself
to sleep,
caressed himself when
he was bored which
happened to be
quite often,
he put his arms around himself until
he got the creeps from
the gentle strokes of
his fingers,
for some moments
he felt less alone

However,
this feeling never lasted
long,
hardly ever more
than a few minutes

Every couple of days
he masturbated
very slowly
knowing
his days were empty,
there was nothing else,
nothing at all
for him to do

The slower he was,
the more useless time
passed by,
the longer he got
distracted
from his own
miserable self

He didn't really remember
when they had brought him there
or why exactly
he had been brought there

I must have fallen on my head,
he thought,
something must have slipped my mind and
is now missing

In the course of time
he had developed a talent to
successfully
ignore anything surprising or
unwanted by
just closing his eyes,
pretending
he was asleep

All that he needed
all that saved him,
that he hung on to
was routine,
the soothing
calming routine

Anything new to him,
anything that
might have
disturbed
his routine,
he refused right away

Fear
left no room for changes
in his darkness,
any change
no matter how small
frightened him
immensely

Worries were hard to come by
in his lonely darkness,
they grew into him,
biting his nerves,
chewing up his patience

It always took him
a lot of time to
adjust and
get used to
even the smallest change

When he was awake
he liked to think of the past or
imagine
a possible future

One in which he was
not dead,
as death was
what he presumed
was his most
likely future

He liked to remember the past
as days in which
the light was still shining

Still
the memories of light
were fragile

They
disappeared easily into the
black monotony
that inevitably followed when
the early light
flickered
and went off

What have I done? Dear Lord, please give me a sign, when you want me to live on. If not, please let my heart stop now. I may never get out of here, they will come and kill me. I know they will, they will torture me until I'm broken. Dear Lord, please keep my heart in your hands. Hold me.

Once more his heart felt
as if it was breaking

The pain had
become unbearable

He had cried himself into a
fit of hysteria that
now gave way
all the way
down into
the poisonous
self-pity

I shouldn't stop hoping,
he repeatedly told himself

Hope was
what kept him from
falling apart
altogether

Dear Lord, please let me die without pain. I know I'm falling apart, I cannot keep myself together for very much longer. I'm numb, I'm without energy. I never learned how to fight, because I don't have weapons. All I have is my life. My worthless life.

He knew
there was nothing
he could do

Screaming,
throwing a tantrum,
even hurting himself
didn't help

Sometimes he
played dead and
was shown some light for
a short time

It blinded him,
more than once and
he wondered if the light was
his way into life or
into death

He had no idea
what to expect on
the other side

Dear Lord, please let it be quick and painless. And please, let me see that girl again. If she's real.

In the darkness
that girl had become
his hobby,
his fixation

He dreamed of her
like of a light
of tenderness

She didn't have a name and
every time that
he dreamed of her
she looked a little different,
a bit younger than him,
a bit smaller than him
with dark eyes,
dark hair

In winter
he dreamed of her in
warm clothes,
in summer
he dreamed of her in shorts,
light as a breeze
he longed to be near her,
feel her presence

In his dreams
they never talked much

They sat
casually
next to each other
laughing shyly

He enjoyed the feeling of
her shiny figure being there,
it was all he needed,
to comfort himself

He also sometimes
hugged himself
wishing it was her

It worked like a pacifier,
when he lay awake at night

It also gave him safety

That girl never hugged
or caressed him
in these moments,
there was only him

He drifted back into a cloud of sleep as if
he was fainting

For some time
he lay motionless,
then turned around and woke up
again
cold and afraid

Once again
the cold hand of sleep
had grabbed him,
as so often
he had nightmares
that repeated themselves
and all of them
were about the feeling of being trapped,
of running away
knowing
his legs will not be
fast enough
to escape the prosecutors

Knowing
he will fall and drown in
a puddle of blood,
his own blood

His nightmares
began with happiness

There were always
friends there and family, then
all of a sudden
they turned against him for
no obvious reason

No one protected him,
his family no longer notice or
defended him

He ran and ran,
his legs grew heavy
and heavier

Finally,
he did not move at all,
regardless of
how desperately he tried,
his legs became immovable

Stand
still

He screamed,
his heart raced,
he began to sweat

When the fear became
unbearable,
he dreamed that
he fainted
and
at that point he usually woke up
with a start,
too scared to fall asleep again

But lying awake
in total darkness
scared him as well
after such an intense nightmare
that lingered for long in
the back of his mind

As so often
he felt lonely and longed for
someone or something
to hold on to,
but as no one was there
he drifted off into
disappointment until
exhaustion
forced him back to sleep

He woke up with a dry mouth

His prison had an old sink next
to the toilet in the corner

He drenched his thirst,
felt the cold water
on his hands
and in his mouth
before he gladly returned to
the warmth of his mat

There was this fridge. I loved to play with the fridge. I put in things and waited until they were cold. Also I played with the washing machine. I put in more and more washing powder, hoping to produce foam. I didn't like to touch the foam, like I didn't like to touch soap or other slippery things that escaped my hands, but I liked to watch the little rainbow-colored bubbles pop. Also I liked water. Flowing water. Splashing water, everything that had to do with water. Playing with water could keep me busy and happy for hours. Dear Lord, I wish I could feel the rain again. When I was outside in the rain, it refreshed me. Now in here the sound of it makes me sleepy.

He lay awake again
remembering the rain,
the feeling of wind and raindrops on
his itching skin

He remembered
how the water ran down into his pants,
into his shoes, which
then made a squeaking sound when
he walked home on
one of these days that
were followed by darkness,
cold darkness
that made him shiver outside
and inside

Cold led to fear,
led to tears, to despair,
as always
he pulled the blanket up to his chin,
waiting for
his flowing tears to subside

What if I was dead, would anyone miss me? Dear Lord, please don't let me die.

He thought of that girl again
would she ever notice
he was no longer there?
Would she care to notice
he was gone?
He was certain
she would not

One lazy day
she may wonder, but
quickly forget again

He listened into the darkness
waiting for a sound,
at the same time
afraid of
any sound that there might be

He wondered how much longer
the darkness might last and
if there was a way for him
to survive it

Whatever may come
after the darkness,
it would leave him
as alone and helpless
as he was now,
there was no light without
someone there to help him

Someone had to help him as else
he would never be
able to
live with the light or
in the light

Still he longed for it,
he would go out and
find that girl again

He would buy ice-cream,
in his dreams
he'd live
on the sunny side of life with her,
despite all sensitivity,
despite all the hurt
enjoy the elements of nature
hand in hand with her

I want to walk through a forest in autumn again, I want to smell the forest and play with leaves.

He closed his eyes once more
and imagined the light

There was sunlight,
it had different colors,
yellow and bright,
frosted
through the clouds,
it was grey and in the evenings
it sometimes turned to orange

When he imagined the sun
he always felt a little warmth on his skin,
most times, however,
darkness felt either too warm or
too cold

This sunny kind of warmth,
it pleased him,
made him think of that girl,
how she walked beside him in summer

She had never been there for him

She had simply been there
coincidentally
in his dreams

No one had ever been there for him,
he knew that
on the other hand
he had also never
had the chance to
be there for
anyone

Many times
he had wondered about life,
how it feels to live
outside in the light
without these spans of darkness,
neglect or pain

Life was more than
punishment,
that much he sensed

Not that he had done anything
to get punished for,
it was
enough that he existed,
by coming into existence
he had messed with
the big plan,
and now he had to suffer

He knew he
was getting killed
day by day

His body,
his mind,
slowly disappeared when
the light faded,
he went back into the darkness
like the darkness
crept back
into him

The next morning
he woke up to
the sound of birds singing,
a small light-well in the wall behind him
had been opened, but
as he was in a basement room
only very little light came in

Beside his mat
he found breakfast,
simple as can be,
two slices of bread with butter and sugar,
he sat cross-legged on his mat and
ate quietly

Once a week
he found a cup of
hot chocolate,
usually it was only cold tea

With the hot chocolate
he also found some soap
and a sponge
to wash himself with

Despite his
preference for water
he never liked to
be naked,
it made him feel
even more vulnerable,
like offering himself
as prey to
unknown vultures
that he feared would be
waiting for a chance like
the rats and bugs
and spiders

He feared
blindness
more than darkness,
once more
he prayed with
all the desperation that
only
a distraught child can feel
She woke up to
the soothing sound of rain,
with a yawn she pulled
the blanket up
to her chin

In front of the windows it was still dark,
in the garden
the first birds were already
greeting the new morning

After a few minutes rest with
closed eyes
she freed her sun-tanned arms from
the blanket,
threw it aside and
jumped out of bed
heading straight for the shower

With nothing more than
just a towel around her waist
she padded into the kitchen to
prepare her fruit and
cereals for breakfast

She had always been
an early but lazy riser

She automatically had to smile when
she remembered the ceremony of
blow-drying her hair
every single morning
all those years
she had kept it long

The scent of
of freshly washed hair in
the old damp bathroom brought up
nice memories of a time when
things,
when life had been easier
despite the difficult start,
a time before
loneliness
had step by step
replaced
the desired
independence

Having finished breakfast and
having fed her hungry cat,
she put on a short summer dress,
slipped into new pair of
wooden sandals and rode
her bike down
to the bakery

Most of the village
still dozed under a blanket of
relaxed silence and
warm sleep

She enjoyed this atmosphere
every morning

It cleansed her soul
put her in tune with
the new day

She planned and
lived from
day to day,
never really caring more than
absolutely necessary
about the future

The idea, even
the word
sounded much too big for her,
a woman who
loved slowness

All that
she believed in
was her good luck,
was nature and fate

In the course of her life
she had minimized
the world to
a size
she was able to master

He knew it was early,
still he opened his eyes to
check
the time on his alarm-clock

Every morning
it woke him up with
sounds of nature,
singing birds,
a stream burbling

He loved summers,
waking up to daylight
in the morning,
leaving the haunting darkness behind

He had never made friends with
the night

He had learned to
live with it and
tried to sleep through it

Still his past was as inevitable
as the darkness of the night,
while the days were
filled with light,
he was alone at night

When in winter the nights grew longer
he took pills to
prolong his night's sleep
as waking up alone
was hell

Even through the shop window
she felt it
get warmer outside,
the warmth spread through the bakery,
tickling every pore of her body

The regular customers dropped in
one by one,
she talked and laughed
and floated happily
towards lunch time

People liked her even though
in the beginning
she had been extremely shy and
reserved

In the end
the love for cakes and
chocolates had tied an
invisible band

She enjoyed
the appreciation
she was given for
her art and the way
she presented it

For lunch
she closed her shop,
sat by
the beloved fountain in
the village centre
with a book

Wearing a new pair of jeans
with a blue formal shirt and
a sports jacket, he left
his flat for
the village centre

Just days ago
he had moved there from
the city where
he had lived
anonymously
like buried alive in
a concrete coffin

The countryside offered
space,
the air to breathe freely, but
first of all
he needed to find a job as
an accountant

He was good
with
numb,
number,
numbers,
he smiled

It had been her dream
to write a book,
not in order to see herself
published, but to collect
all her thoughts and dreams
in short stories and poems,
nothing that needed
to make sense
to others
as long as
it made sense to her

She loved to play with words,
put them into simple structures that
sounded good

Positive words,
positive colors,
words of care and
motivation,
she loved books as sources of
wisdom and inspiration,
dreamed of filling
one herself with
all the colors of her past
and present

He bought the local newspaper
sat down in a street cafe
to check job ads,
the clean air and quiet life
in the village made him enjoy
life more with every day,
even the rain in the morning
hadn't managed to put him down

In the city
he had inwardly suffered when
rain had kept him inside a building,
he always needed
the certainty that there was
an escape,
an immediate way
out

Until today
he had avoided elevators
whenever it was
possible

Now sitting in the sun with
a cappuccino in hand
he put the newspaper aside and
decided to celebrate
the start of his new life by
doing something special

I should write down
my own wisdom,
she said,
those thoughts
that
make me dream or smile
or that make me
remember
memories that I like

I should
write about ice-skating by candle-light,
how I lose myself in classical music,
about sensual aromas and the smell of
liquid chocolate,
about baking cookies
on a winter's night,
dreaming of the joys
of summer

»Norwegian Wood,«
he thought,
it's always been my favourite to start with

At the end of
his teenage life
he had learned how to play the guitar

He had taught himself
and soon
it had become his
refuge and
corner of retreat,
now he was here and felt like
he almost smelled the forest

Walking along sandy beaches,
sunshine on my skin,
dancing to the Go-Go's,
alone at home,
preparing lemon juice with
fresh mint leaves,
a scented bubble bath

When he played the guitar,
he didn't need to talk
or think,
he simply started,
imagining himself on
a stage like Dylan
with his back to
the audience

The songs he preferred
had a clear structure,
fixed patterns

Improvising was something
he hated,
also
he didn't like love songs
much

Austerity
was what he was
looking for

Still deep
inside him
he knew one day
he'd also master
his first love song as well

He only needed
to open
himself more
to obtain
the credibility

It was either here
and now or never,
of that he was certain

With his fingers
and the strings he would finally
start to take
his life
into his own hands,
years of therapy
had prepared him for
this final step,
he was ready

Yellow,
she said silently
to herself,
how to describe the
different shades of yellow
with words?

The thought spread
inside her

Love is like colors,
he remembered,
stop watching them
when you can live them, you
have learned all your life
how to paint

Tonight
I will try,
he smiled and
sighed contently

I will try,
she smiled,
got up
and walked past him

Their eyes met in
a true orgy
of green
 
 
Part 2

Couple, colorblind
 
»What is it about?«
he asked in a husked voice

It‘s nothing,
she replied and
began to cry

It alarmed him
as nothing
can sometimes
literally
mean everything

It has got nothing to do
with our world,
she said

Don‘t lock me out,
he whispered,
putting an arm around her,
please don‘t
lock me out,
you know
I really
and absolutely
want you

She hugged him
tightly,
burying her face
in his shirt

 
She closed the door
behind her and leaned firmly
with her back
against it

Home

Safe again

Safety felt like a tunnel
she had managed to
escape into
before the colors
faded away

Closing her eyes
she tried to calm down

Breathe,
just breathe,

One,
two,
three,
just breathe

Pure oxygen

Think of nature, how pleasant
nature smells,
think of the garden
after the rain,
think of
the flowers

Just breathe

Eyes closed,
senses,
sensibility,
sedation

What had just happened
was nothing that
she was able to explain,
or that she
wanted to explain

He would be with her
in an hour

Trying to concentrate on
her breathing
she re-lived the previous moments,
the wild thoughts

Wild was
dancing in the lake when
no one was watching,
it was movements under
the surface,
it was exploding colors

Wild wasn‘t one of her
most prominent features
even though she had
never really been tame

For the wild moments,
the moments of uproar,
of burning to run away she had always put
the blame on
the cat-side inside her

She had always had claws, but
she never attacked,
that moment
she felt more
like purring inside

She felt like beauty

She kicked her shoes off,
peeled out of her clothes and
disappeared into
the comfort
of her bathroom

Relaxing during
a long shower
had always helped to
silence
the cat and
get reason back into
her head,
back to
where it belonged

With closed eyes
she felt the water on her face
and slowly began to feel
at ease,
almost happy with herself

Happiness
was something she had
often found in
simplicity,
in simple thoughts,
in a simple life

Happiness was sunshine,
some days
even
rain,
it was something
absorbing,
fulfilling

Happiness was
music inside
 
*
 
He was happy with his new job,
his life,
himself

And he adored her

The past twelve months
had gone by
in a flash

He hardly remembered
his former life,
the darkness
he had gone through

Colors
had come
with the light,
the sunrise,
his lightrise
had taken years
in shades

His eyes had become soft with
zest for life,
his confidence
had grown stronger with
her acceptance of
his weak spots

With the months
he had become fully himself for
the first time
in his life

Almost every evening
they had met after work
at her place, because
it felt like home
to both of them

Home,
a word that
still attracted him,
a feeling that he soaked up
like water in a desert

He was alive

Finally
living,
life

A home, a woman, a love,
a protective rainbow
of human warmth,
a kiss,
fearless,
no strings attached

The moment he arrived
that evening
he sensed that
something was not straight

He had never been
an expert
in sensing emotions
of any kind,
in feeling subtle changes or
differences

Not that
he had never tried or
done his best, but
he simply failed to understand
that for a women
there was a whole world of
nuances and shades
between feeling good and
feeling bad

Within a year
she had taught him how
to express his own feelings,
and there were more feelings
bottled up inside him
than he ever thought possible

The partly subliminal ones
were especially tricky

Still sometimes when
her moods changed
she left him clueless once
and on the spot

Back at zero,
the danger of becoming
zero,
a mere nobody,
a dummy

In these cases
he retreated involuntarily
as if he had to
protect himself

It was like
a reflex

His childhood had damaged him
for life,
no matter how hard he
had tried to escape his past

He often closed his eyes then
to see clearer,
he imagined light
and someone being there for him

He loved
light

He played thoughts on
his guitar,
thoughts he was able to
put his fingers on,
thoughts that
encouraged him

Often he forgot time,
what’s a year,
a life?
Presence
a sea of thoughts
in waves

Reality is a beast I
need to tame,
he repeatedly told himself,
I am proud of
my scars

Loving a woman
with my past is
like dancing on
a tight-rope
 
*
 
She greeted him
with vegetables

Good food and a glass of
wine, she knew from her experience
was a sure way of
making him human and
saving him
from all the numbers that
fulfilled him
in his job
all day

Like the very first time
she had looked into his eyes
she had seen
the contrasts inside him
that fought each other
and slowed him down

He seemed to live his life
on automatic,
never caring much about
the world around him,
he seemed to be content with
little, but then
there was also his
vulnerable side,
his shy sensitivity,
the wish for a little more

He wasn’t a bad guy,
not at all,
all his ways
allowed her to keep dreaming

Reality
was a dim light

Often she had
already thought she heard
a scared child’s
distant cry for help in
his voice when
he lay next to her
at night

The cry like someone
ripping off a bandage

When the lights go out

She never drew the curtains,
he had said he’d die,
if he woke up at night
and didn’t see her

Fear had once been
his constant companion,
darkness his life

In her own
little world
she had felt safe
all those years

It was a safe world,
free of confusion
or trouble

She loved her own little cosmos,
her bakery,
and people loved her for
her natural ways and
carefreeness

She loved the forest,
the smell of the flowers and trees,
the soft ground that her feet walked upon,
the silent sound of her own foot steps mixing
with the sound of the happy
quiet life

She had never missed
a family,
many friends or parties

She had missed
a mother
for many, many years

Her home and her cat
always comforted her,
they kept her grounded

Home, a place to
live in dreams

To invite him in
had been a spontaneous action
that had surprised them both

Longings
had met their counterparts

Actions speak louder than words,
and words there were
so many,
none of them
described the pain,
the omnipresence
of past pain
deep inside

Trying to find words for
those feelings
was like sugar-coating them
regardless of
their meaning,
the threat they posed

In order to express herself
she created new masterpieces
in her village bakery,
bought fresh ingredients
for dinner,
and sang loudly when
she was alone

He as well preferred to
reduce words to
a minimum,
he used casual touches and
little caresses
to communicate with her

They both were fond of
kissing

Kisses that
express proximity

Again and again

Soft touches,
soft kisses were a home
in which they put their souls to rest
after a long day

Words
weren’t needed

Words imply words,
destroy the state of weightlessness,
of hovering

Everyone in his own
kissing world

On warm days
she cycled to her little lake
outside the village
to go for a swim

She had always
loved the water and
she loved to go swimming
whenever it was warm enough

He however felt naked in
his swimming trunks,
they made him feel uncomfortable inside

Like her he loved the water,
long showers either
soothed or
refreshed him,
depending on the time of day,
depending on
his mood

Like her he wasn’t
completely
free of moods

Moods, they both knew
were the weeds in
a garden of emotions
 
*
 
People expected that of her,
she was sure

Expectations were going to
kill her
some day

Her mother, she repeatedly remembered,
had expected her to
leave her alone,
expected her never to ask about
her father, but
to remain sweet and silent

In silence
she had punished herself
again and again,
had thought of even
putting an end to her
young life in order
to be appreciated,
perhaps even missed until
she realized
that that as well was
wishful thinking

Punishment
had caused pain

Pain had
sounded better
than silence

She had silently
learned to live with pain,
she lived louder,
more colorful

After fifteen years
she had become stable and
well-balanced in
her own life
comfortable with her home,
her bakery,
him

Still the pain surfaced from
time to time, yet
she had never found
where it hid
inside her

When it found its way out,
it came unexpectedly

Every time

I have to drink the blood of
indifference and neglect
on a wild-goose chase
for maternal love that
life has sent me on

Darn. No one needs this. Just f***ing leave me alone. Why? Why again? Why me? Why now?

She knew he’d be there
any minute

He knew her well enough
not to recognize her at all
in these moments

Even more he had
his own strange moments as well from
time to time

Moments were moments
of unintentional silence,
of inexplicable emotions

Confusion
dug holes
one easily fell into,
some of them
seemed to even explode in
their hearts like
mines

Don’t leave me alone,
not right now

Their year together
had consisted more of
mutual understanding than 
in-depth conversations

There were too many words,
dangerous words,
words that hit targets
none of them guessed
they had existed

When ever they used words
they chose them cautiously

He knew the holes
only too well,
to him confusion felt like
poison
in the shape of uncertainty

To her poison was a
slow process
that ate up parts of her

She gave it time,
she cycled down to
her lake
to suffer

He wondered how
he would cope on
his own,
it all had come so
unexpectedly,
he didn’t even know
what had happened

For a whole year
they had held on to
each other,
out of the blue she had
asked for time on her own

He was nervous,
not really able to concentrate on
anything but his job in
the office

His job was routine,
routine was
numbers, was
distraction

When he came back to
his own apartment
he didn’t know what
to do with himself, so
he did nothing

There was nothing he could
have looked forward to,
no one to talk to,
no one to think of or
care for

No one to kiss

He knew that if he didn’t
manage to
keep his head above the water,
his home would once more be
prison

She was his door,
his key

She was his
practical reason,
his sanity

She never wondered
what he might be
for her

With eager anticipation
she had welcomed him
into her life
the day he suddenly
materialized
in the village square

After having gained her
independence,
her total freedom and
satisfaction in her job
had been the missing part to
complete her picture

Sharing something with someone
opened doors inside her that
had long been waiting
to be opened or even
knocked down
without the slightest hint
of defense

She loved to touch him,
to feel him,
kiss him

She loved his
blue eyes

Blue was the sky when
there were no clouds,
only clouds,
the white clouds
brought the breeze
she loved to feel

The white in his eyes
sometimes
froze to snow,
deep and powdery
like drifting sands

Every time they made love
she felt
he couldn’t let himself go,
she felt
he was somewhere else or
with someone else
in his thoughts

Busy.
Caught.
Timid.

She had at all times
been too cautious to ask,
content that all by himself
he was physically there,
sensible, soft and
caring

However she lacked something,
something he didn’t seem to
have inside him and thus
was unable to give her

What does a man think of
in this moment,
she often wondered,
never quite at ease with
her innermost reply when
she asked herself
the same question

A waterfall

The water penetrated her,
it triggered off fireworks

The water,
not him

Was she possibly the reason
for the present misery?

She hoped,
she sensed
it wasn’t her

Him neither

Her romantic fantasy had been
to have children,
to build a family and
be complete
with a man

Being with him
in life,
in bed,
in a way it was good
it was right, still
it wasn’t exactly how
she had imagined it to be

Another reason that likely
wasn’t one

She wasn’t missing
a man,
a human being, some days
she missed herself,
she was looking for
a part of
her past,
her childhood
 
*
 
People called her petite

She was a blonde with
small hands, small breasts,
small feet, but
she was ambitious
and almost never
gave in

On the surface she was
a tomboy, a fighter

He wondered what
he may have
done wrong

From time to time they had
casually
talked about their pasts
like telling tales to
each other
before bedtime

At the start he had written
letters to which
she never replied,
it took him weeks
to understand, still it helped him
express himself
to her
more freely

Trying to call her
was useless,
her cell was
constantly off
unless she went
out of town
further than to the lake

Happy with her shop, her cat,
her natural way of life
she felt at ease with herself and
hardly ever
felt a need
for talking

She painted, she sang,
she went swimming

She laughed

He liked to talk
when he was home alone at night,
in candle-light he chased away the darkness,
he played audio books as
listening to a human voice
soothed him,
pacified him

She remained silent
and didn’t open the door
like before,
he hated
the invisibility of doors

It occurred to him that
something had gone wrong,
yet he had never learned
in a relationship
what was right

The glass was never half full,
never half empty,
for such a reply
none
of their questions
were easy enough

Is the moon a forgiving
almost caring friend or
just a balding circus clown?

Another matter
that words could not explain,
that he didn’t know how to explain,
that there were no words for

Behind the missing words
there was fear

Still these were the thoughts
that often kept his mind busy
when they were together,
when he tried to
open up

For him
everything had a certain value,
a spiritual value,
things he felt or heard
sometimes brought back
memories of the past

A past that
never really wanted to heal,
even though he never
put a finger on a wound or
scratched it when
it began to itch

The wounds, he knew,
were deep in this soul and way
too far out of reach

He tried to choose
words wisely,
knowing
she may give them
other meanings or
associations

Some words still stuck
inside him
like little knives
he didn’t know how
to tear out

Life rushed by
sometimes
as if it were a silent movie

He felt paralyzed,
unable to react,
days slid out
of his hands,
at work he functioned
like a machine,
there he didn’t need to look
for words
that fit,
there he didn’t need to
face his past or
wonder every day
what had become of him

Why

It was enough for him
to be

It was difficult
day for day

Through communicating with her,
by trying to understand her
he had learned more about himself,
learned about empathy and
the correct use
of language

The unpredictability
of hurt

The shades of
shared silence
 
*
 
Needs are burdens

He needed togetherness,
she needed loneliness
from time to time,
for a moment

Moments, for him
unpredictable like her

When she took the time
to think about it
there was so much more
that she needed

Before she had met him
she would have called it life,
she would not have cared,
she would have
dreamed it away

He had called her unpredictable

He was black and white,
reliability

She was colors,
creativity

She loved colors

She loved him

They needed each other
and they both
needed more

After the hurt had
cut its way,
the questions came

Silent. Unspoken

Often the answers came first
as if some valve inside her
had been opened

Emotionally she was
an exhaler while he
was still learning to
properly inhale

She sat there silently thinking,
on the opposite side
he sat watching her,
with his eyes he
caressed her
gently

Inside
he felt a shiver

He loved her so much,
he would never do anything
that may make her think of
leaving him

He loved her smiles,
her little big gestures,
her smell, her taste

He loved her
so completely

Without her
he was in darkness
and darkness
closed his eyes,
made them heavy,
made him feel heavy,
glued him to his room

How he had dreamed of
opening doors, but
without her
he was suddenly scared,
scared to find
something new,
something unexpected,
himself
on his own once more

She sat there silently
thinking
she loved him,
a true soul
shy and introverted,
attentive, honest,
vulnerable

She loved him

A part of her heart
wanted more,
it had already
tasted more
 
*
 
Heaviness was what he feared

Heaviness

He sighed

His mind felt heavy,
sometimes this feeling
grew on him again
only for a moment,
sometimes it stayed

Often it stayed for
the rest of the day
and put him down

He became moody in
a way, completely
inexplicable to him

She is too fast for me,
he thought,
she overtakes me
in life

Life,
what a strange
series of events
outside

Inside I‘m safe,
inside I’m caught

Outside I’m a number

I am heavy,
I am slow,
a slow learner,
slow feeler,
she’s my unit of
measurement,
she never knew the darkness
the way I do

She never
was a part of it

Someone loved her,
that’s why today
she’s easy to love
while I

What am I?

They put
fear into me

Fear grows,
it becomes omnipresent
though not always felt

She planted my field of fears
with sun flowers,
watered them
with her silvery laughter

She’s easy to love,
she’s fearless,
she’s open while
I’m still
closed

She needed to get away,
needed an escape,
be it only for a night

Suddenly she felt younger

Young, almost
uncertain like
in her teenage years

These dreams returned,
dreams of colors,
of tenderness and water,
dreams that seemed to
soak her up like
a sponge

Dreams that felt on
her skin like
grass beneath her feet

There was a girl
caught
in a young woman,
such a tender
young woman

Memories of pillow-fights,
a smell of
the old gym,
the locker room of her youth when
Granny was still alive

She wanted me,
she wasn’t like my mother

I was Princess Tomcat,
a pigtail punk,
never minding
my clothes or shoes,
never minded
getting dirty,
always in love with
the smell of soap
in Granny’s bath

She loved physical contact,
feeling smooth things on
her skin

Soap, the sun,
a touch

Warmth was
something else,
an attitude

She thought of him,
he was sensitivity,
he was tenderness

Pangs of remorse
 
*
 
A woman

A wonderful woman

Light-footed movements,
slim,
in winter
dancing on ice
like a breeze
in a dress,
child-like laughter behind
a veil of mysterious looks,
widening,
open
for everyone,
every adventure

There are moments in which
things are possible

An open car
in summer,
driving out to
the reservoir,
beneath the night sky
blindfolded with
black pantyhose, listening
to descriptions
of the stars above

The light in black,
colors of darkness,
dabs of childhood,
watercolor tears,
dripping

A finger,
just a finger
wiping it away,
putting things in its place,
deleting,
finally able to
jump into
the pit,
to fall
 
*
 
Missing never meant
to be missed

He had learned it
the hard way
in a home of knocks that
never went to school

The prisoner he’d been
as a child had missed
little

Little
did he know

Since he had met her
he had learned
how to miss,
what to miss

If she had enough of him
would she miss him?

He retreated
into darkness,
this time
the safety
of darkness

Fear took over,
it knew
his weak spots

The ghosts of
the past,
they haunted him

He felt ashamed,
afraid of having been
in the wrong place
at the wrong time

His wrong life
she had made
feel right for him

He didn’t know
what to do when
something
didn’t feel right

He knew
how to obey,
how to be invisible,
how to love

Music soothed him
all the while,
so he took his guitar,
his companion
in times of need when
darkness lost its light

Rapt in thought
his soul played to make
all the confusion
tolerable

She was his day,
Leonard Cohen
was the night
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Her heart was a flower,
her thoughts the petals,
her feelings though
had grown thorns

She had never wanted to
let things grow
that way

She was a woman of
independence
who had suddenly
fallen in love again
with the world

The world outside
her world
as of yet,
the world
outside comfort and safety

She loved the seasons,
the beauty of nature,
she loved to paint,
she loved her colors

Some days
she was all colors inside,
she sat cross-legged in her garden,
playing her imaginary guitar
or put up her canvas
to let beauty drip
out of her fingertips

In winter
she let ice melt on
her lips,
she let the snow
cover her face

She also
let him in

Covered him,
let him melt in her care,
under her lips

Between them

A woman of
pleasure and indulgence,
she gave all she cherished,
laid all her hurt
at desire’s feet

She had surrendered her
inhibitions and chosen to
belong to him

She never blamed herself
for trusting,
for loving

When she loved,
she let her love flow

She loved to dance
in summer rain like
she let the rain of passion
fall on her so that
the fire of love inside her
burned even stronger

He was able to penetrate,
he was able to build
a castle in her mind

The fear
she might blow it away
like she blows out a candle

The fear of
having been
betrayed

Broken, shattered,
lost

She cared about
his emotions,
all she had wanted
was a taste,
a test

She’s had it,
she couldn’t get
enough

She cried at night,
her heart was changing,
quiet and sleepless
it moved,
an innocent heart,
bruised

Something was there again
in the nights,
it left with morning,
the moment she woke up
it beat retreat
into the soul

The lack of sunshine

His heart had been
bent and twisted,
never broken

At first it might have been
simply too small

How could he love
the world and all her beauty
when she was no
longer there?

The moon had lost its
silvery crown,
the stars their fire, when
thoughts of him
crossed her mind

Even the afternoon breeze smelled like
smoke choking her
in her own home

He had come with nothing,
she had given him
everything,
now he was again
close to nothing,
unable to stand tall while
she had wings to fly

I’m done running,
I’m done roaming,
I’m staying here

This is home

Home is beauty,
home is peace

Snow and ice
kissing mountain tops,
lush pasture,
a scent of morning dew
in summer

Home is forgiving,
moving on,
together,
a ground for purity
of love and honesty

They were both done
fighting with the past,
clinging to promises
once made
at an earlier stage of
maturity

When there wasn’t
a way,
one needed at last
a path,
a path of light on
which darkness has no power

She grabbed her keys
and cycled to the lake

She was ready
to find home

She found it

I’m done running

Her heart was green,
a fountain of love,
her eyes pools
of kindness

Her lake a place to get
her heart bruised

She found it

She’s not leaving

Home is
where heaven lies,
where your heart
beats you

»You,«
he whispered
almost inaudibly,
»you,
with her?«


Part 3

The waiting colors
 
He stood there in silence

Silence,
inside and outside,
just him and the mirror,
he stood there without a
particular
thought on his mind

Slowly he lifted his gaze
to find himself
eye to eye with
his reflection,
his eyes seemed like
gently shaped wood to him,
brown with a wild grain,
an uneven texture

No real life
this morning

Then the voices began
to hum
and break the silence,
bringing back memories
of long ago

Time, he thought,
wasn’t such a great healer when
it couldn’t even
keep its hands to itself

She stood in front of
the bathroom mirror,
skin and hair wet from stepping
out of the shower,
water dripped down the back of
her neck
like sluggish drops of rain

The air in the room had
a heaviness to it that made
her chest
feel tight with each breath she took

A light haze of steam floated in
the small room,
drifting like a
low-hanging cloud

All he could see of himself was
a vague outline of a person,
a stranger, really,
blurred features and form
stripped down to
the barest of impressions,
anyone could be looking at him
on the other side of
the fogged mirror

He frowned and was
unable to see
his mirror counterpart
do the same

With a sigh
he raised a hand and wiped at
the mirror,
the first swipe revealed
a window
for his own eyes to
stare back at him,
the second uncovered his torso

Seeing his body
split
into these two disjointed parts
made him feel
uncomfortable,
a puzzle missing his final piece

He wiped the glass once more,
making his body
whole again,
still he felt empty,
associations with
loneliness
and dark rooms
built up inside him

Some days
she would glance into
the mirror and feel
empowered

The tilt of her head,
the line of her jaw,
the curve of her lips,
all the little complexions that
made her look unique,
combined,
they came together
in a perfect
and pleasing way

His appearance annoyed him,
each small quirk that
contributed to
his uniqueness
on good days
became an oddity

Uncomfortable,
something to be ashamed of

When he would leave the house
he would hide his face from
others and himself,
reflective surfaces
were avoided,
catching a glance at
his person
would send him
spiraling down
and down

He was no longer familiar with
his face,
no longer content
with his own being,
when confronted with the
normal,
the nakedness of his skin,
he could only see a
sick and tired version of himself
looking back

She studied herself in the mirror,
her eyes tracked a movement
around her face,
looking for
imperfections
or cracks,
even now,
eyeliner was smudged
under her eyes,
it created the appearance that
she had been crying

No matter how she
washed her face
in the shower,
there was always
a little makeup
left behind,
perhaps it felt at home on
her skin,
it was part of her,
part of her
identity

A drop of water rolled down
her forehead and caught at
the tip of her nose

She watched it
hold there for
a few seconds,
then drop down onto
her chest and
lose shape

The room still felt
too humid,
she reached behind her and
pulled the bathroom door open
a few inches,
cool air flooded the room,
goosebumps rose on her skin,
a shiver crawled down
her spine

Despite this reaction
she was grateful for
the relief of cold air

His face in the mirror
watched him,
he smiled
just to feel the way
his skin stretched across
his face,
to see if his reflection
would do the same

It copied him as expected,
though he supposed
he wouldn't have been too surprised
if it hadn't

The expression was flat,
he wondered if other people felt
a similar disconnect when
seeing themselves or
if he was just his own
special brand of strange

He quivered,
a sense of vertigo struck him,
with a sigh
he leaned towards the faucet,
cupped some water into his hands and
drank the cool fluid down in
long slurps

He looked up from
the sink and
made eye contact with himself in
the mirror:
Red-rimmed,
tired eyes,
disheveled hair

He twisted face in
the awkward approximation of
a smile,
he looked like a man

A sudden twist,
his external appearance
finally reflected what
he felt inside

He'd laugh if
he didn't feel like crying

Maybe this was good -
to see the fragile,
weak something
that lived inside of him,
it was a scared creature that
cried out for
companionship
and validation

He could learn how to
tramp it down,
choke out its air until
it didn't have strength
to lift its twisted head,
but who was he kidding?

He would never be able to
get rid of
this insecurity

Children are products of
both nature and nurture,
his childhood had
solidified these inherent feelings of
neglect,
and while any therapist could
probably tell him otherwise,
he was willing to bet that
anxiety
was so carved into his code,
into his very nature,
he'd never free himself

Inescapable

The universe sure did love
its cruel tricks

Again he looked into the mirror:
What do you want to get
out of life?
his eyes seemed to ask

He scratched at his neck

He wanted love

Yes, love

Everyone craves love,
he was no different

His lip twitched
as he thought about
his life
leading up to this moment

He swallowed once

All his life
had had been building forts,
not realizing until this moment that,
while forts kept him safe,
it made it harder for people
to get closer to him,
to get to know him

To be happy,
he has to allow himself to
be vulnerable,
what a terrifying thought

Memories came to him,
scenes of dark rooms,
hearing fights and anger,
lack of food,
lack of attention

Was he supposed to share all this
with a stranger?

He didn't want pity,
but if he ever found someone
he wanted a genuine connection with,
he'd have to find a way to
talk about
the dark parts of himself

Tear down the walls he made,
or at least make them low enough for
this one selected woman
to pull through

What a terrifying thought

He threw one last glance at
his reflection,
he looked run-down
and beaten

He turned to leave the room
and made a mental note to
be nicer again
to the figure in the mirror
next time around
 
*
 
A warm breeze blew through
the open window,
filling her bedroom with
a scent that
indicated rain,
the air felt charged with energy,
a feeling of a dam
about to break

Every now and then
the sky would rumble like
a beast
waiting to escape

She would look outside and see that
the clouds had grown darker,
looming ever closer
to her small house

Storms were
a thrilling thing,
each one was different

She grew eager when
the sky darkened,
lightning flashed in the distance,
the beat of her heart
quickened

Excitement,
some primal urge
deep in her marrow that
longed for adventure

She had a sudden
child-like urge
to go stand in the rain,
to feel the warmth,
spatters on her skin

It would be cleansing,
therapeutic, even,
hr own personal rebirth
and resurrection,
she would be wiped clean in
a baptism conducted between
herself and the universe

Feeling anticipation surge up
in her chest,
she stepped forward
and opened the closet doors,
she needed to find
some rain boots

She stared at the haphazard mess
inside her closet,
clothes were thrown about
or had fallen off their hangers
onto the floor,
shoes laid strewn about the bottom,
separated from their other halves

If she were more of
a poetic person,
she'd say that
this was a good metaphor
her own personality,
all the muddle
hidden away inside

She was not someone
used to being idle,
to drowning in a mess,
her future was aligned with
new beginnings

Her mouth curved into a small smile,
she would head forth and
forge her future,
the past would not define her
nor would it hold her back

Thunder cracked overhead,
with a sigh
she dropped to her knees,
the first item she grabbed
was a brown leather boot
missing its partner

Her partner had been distant
as of late,
he always became so absorbed
in his own problems

She frowned,
recalling the way
the lines in his body would tense
when he was stressed

They both had difficult childhoods
and coped with the trauma
in different ways

Her tactic was to
seek out change,
to look for
new opportunities,
his method seemed to be
to just wallowing
in self-pity

From her perspective,
hers was a more healthy
coping strategy,
however human nature
was rarely
as simple as that

He was a focused man,
able to dial himself in and
face the task in front of him,
she was a bit more fluid,
prone to dancing in
between projects

Starting many, but not always
following them
to completion,
he was something of the earth,
steady and immobile,
while she was
a creature from the sky,
made from air and
unwilling
to be pinned down

She helped stop him from
sinking too far into
the mud,
he helped prevent her from
floating off into the heavens,
they complimented each other
in a way
she hadn't fully appreciated before

A few seconds later she located
the brown boot's partner,
she brought the two halves together again,
then sat them aside to work on
the next match

There was another thunder crack,
the wind picked up again,
her hair was blown around her face
by the breeze,
it felt like
it was calling to her

She blinked and focused on
the state of her closet,
the storm
would just have to wait

She wondered
what it would be like
to be a leaf in a thunderstorm,
to be plucked from
your home on a tree branch
and sent
on a harrowing journey to
a new location

Leaves didn't pick
a destination,
they didn't question
where they were going,
they just fell in line with
the wind
and enjoyed the ride

Her rain boots came up,
light blue rubber boots with
yellow polka dots,
she thought they were
adorable

Perfect timing,
going by the sounds of rain
beginning to strike
the ground outside

First, she slipped on the boots,
then pulled the jacket over her body,
feeling safe and properly bundled,
she walked to the front door,
the rain was falling in earnest now,
soaking the ground,
making a deep, earth smell,
like peat and moss
rise into the air

She adjust her jacket,
then frowned,
this wasn't right

Without stopping to think,
she stepped out of her boots and
flung the jacket off her body,
within moments,
she was running out into the rain,
close to nature and
ready
to face every disorder
 
*
 
When she woke up with
butterflies
in her stomach
she knew
she was set for a new path,
another new beginning

She loved to wake up
with her mind set on
excitement

Opening her eyes
she knew she was happy

Recently she had sometimes
woken up already
before dawn
with fragments of a dream
in her head

Her soul needed to empty
the inner waste bins,
she used to call it,
make room for
new colors,
new shades

The fragments of her dreams differed, but
it was always her
as a girl
on the country fair or
in an amusement park

She put it down on
advertising posters
that had been hung
in her village, still
there may even
be more to it

She remembered

Fun, he thought,
fun is nothing without her

She had taught him,
taught him how
to love and
how to have fun loving her

He had never known that much fun
in his younger years,
he had deliberately been
kept away from it,
fun had been
the absence
of hurt,
now his epitome of fun had
become her presence

He had never expected her
to hurt him

He didn’t understand
 
*
 
I love the old calliope,
she thought to herself,
instinctively
beginning to hum until
music surrounded her,
music had always been
one of the loveliest
and lightest things
in her world,
no matter what type of
music it was

Music made her happy,
made her feel sad,
filled her with melancholy,
then it made her sing along and
open her heart in the process

Music burst the bubbles of
doubt inside her,
allowed her to enjoy the present

She lived in
the here and now

The calliope was a beautiful sound,
sometimes when
the wind blew
she thought she could
hear it in the distance

She wasn't sure what
she had heard exactly,
but she did hear music when
on windy nights
she sat alone by the window

So often she had tried to
put the weightlessness of
this atmosphere
into words,
into poetry,
wrap it in colors on
her canvas

The calliope would have been
red and black like
an electric fire mixed with
children's songs and a feeling of
falling asleep in
safe arms

A glittering spot in the distance
caught her eye,
a balloon floated upwards
into the sky like
a poem

She smiled and
remembered once more

Night began to fall
over the fairground,
she watched in wonder
as the world around her
seemed to illuminate itself
with string lights
and lanterns,
reminding her
of a fairy-tale,
of a dream
she had dreamed since childhood

All around
fireflies blinked,
a chorus of crickets sang out

Red and black
were heavy colors,
heavy like some days

Clouds rolled in slowly
as the sun began to set,
in the village
a breeze swept through,
cleaning the cobblestones

Shop owners busied themselves with
closing up,
calling the children in
and locking their doors

He left the seat by the window
where he had sat
appraising the approaching storm,
and walked towards the kitchen

He submerged a tea bag into
hot water
watching the liquid take on
a golden hue

He sighed and listened to
the breeze outside as
it rustled through the willow tree
in the front yard

The old tree had stood there
long before he had moved in,
long before he had even been born,
one of his favorite sights
was when it waved to him
like an old friend

Home
in the wind

A rumble of thunder rolled
through the plains

He wondered how it would be
to have a conversation
with this tree,
standing tall and alone
in a storm that was about to
break lose

He wondered how it would be
if books relayed the stories
of the trees
they were made from

He drew the curtains
and stirred the tea

It was comforting
to sit inside with
a fresh cup of tea
while rain began to fall
onto the roof,
a first flash of lightning
peeked through the window

He had,
at one time,
been afraid of storms,
he had been afraid of
many things
in the first years
of his life,
storms had produced
a tremulous reaction,
he felt like a boat
adrift on a wild sea,
ready to capsize
as each roar of thunder
clapped violently

Riders on the storm..

As darkness began
to fall around him
his eyes grew heavier,
there was a peaceful atmosphere in
his home,
it relaxed and
worked as a balm to
soothe his senses

Night had fallen,
the day was finally done,
he was ready to be lulled
by rhythmically falling rain
into a state of early sleep

Alone

She was the kind of woman
who would always
find beauty
in the most mundane things,
that was one of the reasons why
she ran her little shop so successfully,
she sold her sweet creations with such
a dedication that people were
unable
to resist her charm and
enthusiasm

He often wondered
if she also saw something
charming in him,
if she was able to love him
at all
in the long run
 
*
 
She almost ran with sheer delight,
the hemline of her long
gypsy
skirt
flying out around her legs

When something pleased her
she could be completely herself,
forgetting everything
and everyone around her,
a happy expression
brightened her face as
she gazed at
all the different booths

She would enter the fairground with
the same enthusiasm
of a child,
it was one of
the only entertainments in
her little hometown,
her eyes twinkled merrily
and exclaimed excitement

She smelled the air,
taking in the different scents
all around:
the hot-dogs,
sweet corn on the cob,
cotton candy, almonds,
together it was a heavenly aroma
that made her heart
feel lighter

Inside she felt like
jumping with joy,
she felt like
hugging someone tightly

In his dreams
he always ended up
with her

Her, who watched lightning as if
it was a show,
who would run barefoot into
the rain
as if nature
only made it fall for her

Her, who would sing to
the sound of thunder
as if it was a symphony

Her, who would spontaneously grab him
and try to make him dance

He was in love with her,
she loved storms and
the forces of nature,
he by association
had learned to accept
nature as well
for her sake,
for the mood it put her in

Step by step
he had gained strength
and felt less helpless
being left to things
he was unable to control

She was in a way
a storm in her own right,
she was the kind of woman
who entered someone's life
and turn it upside down
in the best possible,
though quiet way

Her kindness,
her spirits and compassion,
her vigor for life,
her silent belief in
the good in people
had left him mesmerized

In his dreams
he sometimes sat in her kitchen
and watched her bake while
she danced and sang,
totally at ease with herself

She was a woman
to open hearts,
a woman to color
every day

There was something inside her
she couldn't quite describe,
it wasn't a particular hunger,
more a vague need,
a need for something,
for peace and
inner calmness,
a love without words,
something that
home
might give her

Her heart had been torn into
far too many pieces,
she knew that
at least for a while
she wouldn't be
complete again

A part of her
still dreamed of him

His smiles, rare at first,
had more and more often
made her smile as well

The heart-felt honesty
of his shy smiles
had amazed her,
he had brought a kindness
that felt genuine

Always being a bit
out of world
he had inspired her
in a way no one had before

The light she had
found in him
had at first been her own
reflected through him,
then it had started
to grow roots in him,
her mind and soul,
her heart and body,
they all came together
in her village
like a book comes to life
in thoughts

He had made her
realize that,
then things
began to happen

She thought of him
again and as so often

They hadn't been talking
much recently,
there was a tension in the air
when ever
their paths crossed

He tended to keep to
himself,
he wasn't as open to
getting down and dirty like her,
he preferred to
stay inside and
spend his time reading

In a way he was strange
in the sense of
being a stranger,
but that was one of the things
that drew her to him

Opposites attract,
only she wasn't sure
she wanted a partner
anymore

She loved people,
she loved all the people
and practically got along
with everyone,
to stay with just one person
for years
felt almost like
a violation
of her freedom

She liked to do her own things,
to live her own life,
she loved to give,
she loved to share,
but every now and then
home
had to be a retreat,
a place to always return to
and shut the world out

Her relationship with him
had begun to fade out
when she had become
emotionally confused
and in turmoil,
they still liked each other
a lot, that was a thing
she never questioned

She hated to upset people,
hated to upset him
especially
when she wasn't even sure
what exactly it was
that she really wanted

In bed that night
she remembered being a young girl
playing out in the fields behind
her Granny's house
that was now hers,
there had a been
a honeysuckle bush there,
she would spend hours
harvesting flowers,
placing them in her skirt
together with the berries she found

Those days
had been her favorite days,
she had cherished her treats
getting a tan
as she lazed in the fields
returning only
when the sun set

Now she was ready
for new treats and
new favorite days
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He woke up to the sound of
waves rolling in from
his alarm clock
right in time to
turn off the real alarm
before it went off

Waking up to an alarm
or even to voices from
a radio
scared him

Thinking about it,
there were many things
that still scared him,
the helplessness he had felt
as a child
had damaged his soul

The impotence of being
at someone's mercy,
someone
determined to torture him

Keep the child inside you alive,
his therapist had told him
countless times,
a damaged soul can heal,
though not forget

He had bought his guitar and
learned how to play it
in order to
feed
his soul with
feelings,
with a home

This way he had found his independence,
his sanity
already before he met her

His life had been
a photo,
it seemed to him,
she had made
a movie
out of it

She had added
so many colors

He remembered
the last time
they had cycled out to the lake
together,
he had taken his guitar along
while all that she had needed
was her bikini and a towel

A dreamy look
passed over his features

She had told him
about the waves that
she loved,
but there weren't
any waves there

She had told him
about the salt on
her skin and in her hair,
but there was
no ocean there,
to him
the lake was just a lake

She had kissed him
with big eyes,
then suddenly looked away
telling him she doesn't
taste taste the ocean
any longer
on his lips

Too sober to dream,
she had called him

There was love inside him,
but no oceans of dreams,
no dreams
big enough for her

Being near her
and staying there
was all he wanted

Besides baking,
besides singing and dancing
she had a penchant for swimming,
he thought she was
perhaps part fish

He loved her as wide as the sea,
that much
he knew

She had looked at him
over the rims of
her blue sunglasses,
trying to guess his age

He had a young face,
clean shaven with
full cheeks,
his eyelashes were long and
framed his eyes handsomely

He was tall, good-looking and
just her type

Good afternoon,
she had called out without
thinking

She remembered
how alarmed the young man
had seemed at
being addressed so directly,
his face had taken on
a pink shade

She missed him

Today he blessed the day

Forget who you were
he told himself,
before she told you
who you can be

He missed her
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After a final rinse,
she draped herself in a soft towel
and made her way into the bedroom
to change

Years ago it had been
her Granny's bedroom,
today it was still filled with
scratched up wooden furniture

She sat down on the bed,
remembering

After all that had happened between
her and her mother,
she was older now

More mature

Wounds had had
time to heal,
still baking and singing alone
weren't fulfilling her anymore,
she needed to find
her own adult life

Her shop was a success
and gave her a reputation,
still she longed for something
different inside her,
something to cling to
in emotional emergencies

She slipped on
some black pantyhose
with a black shirt,
and put on a pair of
worn overalls to complete her look,
she slid her feet into her
bright red ankle boots which
gently clacked as
she walked out the door

She cuddled her cat and
swung onto her bike,
a gentle breeze blew her hair back,
cool and refreshing on her skin

As so often
the early morning coolness
was her wake up call
 
*
 
The amusement park was always
the happiness
of the many children and grown-ups
in the beautiful little village
she called her home

After the thunder storm
followed by relentless rain,
a gorgeous sun
finally appeared in the sky
right in time,
people used their chance
to walk around and
have fun

Colorful rides all around
as joyful people wished to create
happy memories

She walked around and
gazed at everything
with childlike wonder

Family, lovers, friends, or foes
forgot their little differences and
simply had fun

Carousels and bumper cars were
the amusement of children, but
she still loved to ride them,
fun caused fireworks inside her

Happy music filled the village,
children laughed,
cheered, and screamed,
they ran around and called out for
their equally amused parents in the hope
that they would join them

So much fun
she would have loved to have
when she was their age

For a moment she was
excited and overwhelmed

Like her
the children wanted this, and then
they wanted that,
nobody cared for the noise or turmoil
and everyone
was able to hear their sounds of happiness
on this hot sunny day

Despite the conflicting emotions inside,
she walked around
without a bad thought in her mind
and tried a few more sweets:
cotton candies, popcorn,
ice cream, candy apples covered with
caramel and sprinkles

It was difficult to escape
such a happiness

He thought about
love,
about adoration,
his naivety,
broken trust, and
abandonment

How could anyone
want
a useless person like him?

He was a disappointment,
a failure,
a burden,
no one had taught him how
to be someone

At one time
someone or something
had been alive inside him,
she had almost
dug it out again,
she had almost
given him
his dreams back

Suddenly they both found themselves
in the middle of the crowd,
in the middle of the fun

She felt beautiful and courageous,
sweet and in high spirits,
he felt passionate, shy and calm

Branded, not broken

The roller coaster went up and down,
he got a little scared
just by looking at it,
then he saw her on it

Seeing her somehow
gave him strength
in a secret way

She screamed with delight

When she noticed him
watching her,
she forgot what had happened

He looked at her,
smiling like a boy on
the morning of his birthday

He forgot
that she had hurt him carelessly

Hand in hand
a minute later
they stood near the carousels that
went round and round,
they watched the people's faces,
at last they looked at each other
and smiled

Inside they were nostalgic and gloomy,
traveling through the past,
watching everything
through their childhood eyes,
they were
considering,
imagining things,
remembering
everything that should have been
forgotten

Being there together
seemed to change things
suddenly

They both thought about
sharing their sorrows and sadness,
they both didn't want to
pretend anymore,
but,
how could they?
How could they share sadness
in the midst of
all this happiness?

She thought about
her mother,
her fear,
her struggle for acceptance,
her independence,
her life for sweets of
any kind

He thought about broken people

He had done his best to love her,
he had admired her,
had trusted her,
he still did

Now she made him feel
his pain, his scars, and broken bones

She asked him for his thoughts,
he gave her smile,
a hesitant,
scared smile

He might never tell her
the whole truth,
because he didn't want to lose her
completely,
he didn't want to
stand naked
in his soul before her

He didn't want her to
pity him,
he wanted her to love him,
love him again

Even if he was different,
even if she was stubborn,
insisting on a girl-friend,
he still liked her
more than anyone else

You can trust me,
she said that slowly,
almost as if she thought
they spoke no longer the same language

She so hoped
he would open up or
maybe
she wanted to open up herself at last

Trust is a beautiful thing,
it's such a beautiful lie,
his words came like mechanic,
without a trace of emotion

He hoped she wouldn't agree, but
she just laughed

Right then,
he understood he could tell her
everything

Certain about this,
he quietly went into the carousel with her,
it may be dangerous, he thought,
but it gave him some peace of mind
to think that he was no longer alone
deep inside

It was a long time ago,
but it feels like yesterday,
I was a small boy,
an innocent boy,
I knew nothing

I tried to impress her,
I tried to be good,
I always behaved well

I truly did my best,
didn't I, Grandma?

It doesn't matter to her

I am still the
unwanted kid

Disposable. Stupid. Ugly

A living reminder of
what had happened

We are haunted,
our existences haunt us,
we never asked to be born,
it has long become time
for answers

She turned serious for a moment,
a tear threatened to roll down
from one of her eyes,
right then,
he understood at last
he wasn't the only one,
not the only one
hurt
in the midst of happiness

All this time,
he had been with
someone broken
just like him,
someone
who had tried to hide
his scars as well,
probably even better than him

As they walked around
in a deafening silence,
they entered the house of mirrors
spontaneously,
they didn't know
what they were hoping to find there

It had nothing more than strange mirrors
that made them look bizarre,
some made them look taller,
some made them look smaller,
and some made them look like monsters

They were scared
but they weren't afraid of the monsters,
they were afraid of themselves

Completely confused

When I was a girl,
she never cared about me,
she hated me and
she hated her own mother
I don't know why, but
she was always drinking,
screaming, frowning
as if we had committed a crime
and deserved to be loved no more

She must have felt joy
when she saw our tears,
our fears,
our shattered trust

Why?

I should have loved her,
looked up to her,
she should have been my role mode,
but she had no sense of loyalty,
no respect, or love

I hated her for making us suffer

Until today

He hesitated and
thought about her sorrow
and about her strength

What happened to you?

He asked and looked into her eyes,
realizing they were indeed very different,
but also, very much the same

What happened to you?

She couldn't bear
to see me every day,
honestly,
I'm not sure if she hated me,
but I know
she never loved me

She was a broken person
who wronged and hurt

One single time she tried
to do the right thing
and gave me life,
but she tricked me
and left me all alone
in an amusement park

I don't know why she chose this place,
but I never saw her again

I so hated her for that
all I wanted
was to forget she existed

It still haunts me
sometimes,
haunts me to know
I was just a burden

He stopped and wondered about that woman,
about her trauma, and her sadness,
how could such a woman
leave such a great daughter?

If he stayed,
would he be able to look her in his eyes?
Would he be able to give her a happy life?
Love
and a life that she deserves?
How much more hurt would it cause,
how much would it heal?

She was right,
it wasn't her fault

Maybe he would come round
to conclude the same for
himself

He remembered
one day getting forced out of
his basement room,
out of the dark
into school,
he felt it like
a change of lights,
he was out in the open,
finally in the light of the sun,
but the little light inside him
turned blacker every day
and with every new challenge
he had to face without
a chance to master

He was too young to understand
the evil behind it

Every day in school he learned that
life wasn't fair

After having been struck,
pushed and locked away,
he than got sworn at,
called all kinds of horrible names,
no longer only by his parents,
but by the cruel kids
he didn't know how to deal with

The day he had opened his mouth at home,
his father broke his arm
so that hate started to grow
where before only fate had been

Every day he prayed for
death,
for his own or for his father's

One day my mother
made me leave,
she took me to church
and left me,
it was the happiest day of my life

I had never seen a church
from inside before,
everything was so huge
so celestial,
so intimidating

I was taught to forgive
still it haunts me,
no therapy yet
completely removed the memory
of how he never loved me,
how he never cared

My life began
as a disappointment,
it was hell
for so many years

They looked at each other and
then looked around at the crowd,
they felt their joy come up once more

Such happiness was difficult to ignore
indeed

Once more they looked at
each other,
the faint light of
pain
reflecting in their eyes
in midst all the colors

Tomorrow, she said

I'll be there,
he nodded

Later that night
they both lay awake
in their own beds,
somehow relieved
 
*
 
She opened the door in
shorts and
an old orange tee shirt,
for a moment he didn't know what
to say

He had come prepared to
listen to her telling him
the missing parts of
her story,
and with some courage
also tell her a few things about
himself,
he wasn't prepared for
forgiving and
being forgiven
just like that

He was not
prepared for small talk,
there were too many
trap-doors
he was afraid of falling into

They went into the kitchen where she
was baking cookies

I always chose the red horse,
she said, the one that had a
chip on its nose,
it was the brightest one,
and it sat on the outside ring

Each time I was on it
I felt like I was flying through the air,
when I closed my eyes
the majestic music
floated around me like
I was in a dream

He looked at her,
opening up,
realizing what he had in her

Determined to
let her be herself and
be himself with her as well

Next to her

That night
I had a sleepover with my best friend,
the only one I’ve had
up to that day,
I felt so..
loved

I would have loved you
all the same,
he whispered

It's never too late to start again,
she smiled,
spontaneously turning around,
spreading her arms
to hug him

Suddenly he had
flour
all over his black shirt

She stopped for a moment,
looked at him,
shook her head and just
began to laugh
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