Preface
You read the title, so you know what this is going to be about. Klink may have its last bundle for a while, so we've made sure we prepared a fun theme around it. The klinkers have gathered to write about their most transformative stories and bring them to life through this book. The act of writing itself will prevail, even if it takes many forms (and associations). Klink may die, but it's bundles will always be remembered! 
 I'd like to thank everyone for taking their time to write for the bundle. Without you Klink would really be dead. 
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[bookmark: _heading=h.qnieeieifzmj]Alle clichés
Terry van Bunder-Moonen
'Ga je mee? De Berg roept. Het Leven wacht.'
Ze knijpt in mijn hand en kijkt diep in mijn ogen, de hare 
blauw dooraderd met een vlekje bruin erin verscholen.
De Berg eist mijn blik op. Vreet aandacht en slokt de 
horizon op als we kijken naar de verte.
Ik wil zeggen dat ik niet weet of ik er al klaar voor ben, 
dat de Wereld te groot is en ik nog steeds te klein. Mijn 
pad nog niet ontdekt. Mijn Lot niet geschreven. Ik wil 
zeggen wat ik denk, maar weet niet wat ik voel. 
Woorden aarzelen in mij.
Ze wacht.
Ik vrees, en ik denk.
Het schijnt dat de Berg al vele malen beklommen is. Zij 
die terugkeren en weer onder ons rondwaren - ieder 
anders dan voorheen, uit zichzelf gekristalliseerd, hun 
ware vorm uit hen gebeend - durven zelfs nogmaals de 
Klim te wagen.
Er is geen weg terug.
Wat als het einde te ver reikt en de Wereld eerst 
vergaat? Ik ben nooit goed geweest met consequenties 
en verantwoordelijkheden. Keuzes zijn mij vreemd. Wat 
als ik niet de juiste vragen gesteld krijg om te weten wat 
ik kies en te snappen wat ik doe? Wat als ik niet kan 
doen wat van mij wordt verwacht?
Ik kijk haar aan en voel de wereld vervagen. Ik kijk haar 
aan en knik.


De Berg mag onherbergzaam heten.
Het blijkt al snel dat beklimmen geen garantie op succes 
biedt. In Vroegere Tijden begaven mensen het. Gure 
wind benam hen de adem, op de premature pieken 
zakten ze in elkaar. Kilte in nachtelijk duister had 
bitterzoete betekenis verworven.
Sommigen keerden eenzaam terug, gebroken.
Al werden dat er steeds minder, hun barre terugtocht 
steeds uitzonderlijker. Steeds talrijkere gidsen, beter 
uitgerust bovendien, behoeden hen voor de risico’s van 
het pad. Het pad is geëffend, ravijnen bedwongen.

Anderen kregen nooit de Top te zien.
Hen kon geen gids helpen. Om uiteenlopende redenen 
staakten hun tochten, en al waren ze veilig 
teruggekeerd, gerust zouden ze nooit meer worden. Een 
wrange vraag van verantwoordelijkheid wrong hen terug 
in de ooit zo normale stappen van het dagelijks bestaan, 
waar alles een plekje kon hebben, en vooral ook moest 
hebben. Het waren de ware Tragedies van de Berg 
waarvan de zwaarte niet vergeleken kon worden, noch 
begrepen door zij die de Tocht nooit maakten. Van hen 
werd verwacht in stilte te verblijven, de Tocht maar te 
vergeten, het verlangen (ver-) doven.
Hun lot was ver van mijn beleving.

Hun Lot had mij niet mogen deren, want dat overkomt 
alleen de vage kennis verloren in een anekdote.
Hoe kon het ook anders, naïef en onbezonnen als ik 
was, ver weg van het zicht op de Berg.
Toch ontnam een vage angst me de adem, slechts 
passen na de eerste meters daadwerkelijk omhoog. Een 
weeïg gevoel van onmacht dreigde me meer dan eens 
te overmeesteren, maar er zat niks anders op dan door 
te blijven klimmen.
Zij durfde, zelfs bevangen van angst.
Zij nam het voortouw. Zij nam alle gevaarlijke passen, 
hoezeer ik er ook op aandrong eerst of samen te gaan. 
Het Pad was niet aan mij om te vinden of doorstaan, 
slechts erin bij te staan. Hoger geraakten we en steeds 
hoger opwaarts groeide de angst te vallen, zonder reëel 
besef van eigen leed, dat vervaagde.
Het hare was groter, haar blik desondanks 
standvastiger.

Soms keken we terug over het pad dat ons scheidde 
van de horizon die we kenden en het onbezorgde leven 
dat we achterlieten. Het was er mooi, maar onvolledig.
Het ontbrak er aan onvoorwaardelijke betekenis, 
hoezeer ik ook liefhad en hoe diep ik ook zocht. Mijn 
invulling van onvoorwaardelijk was wellicht voorheen 
nog niet geaccepteerd of erkend, zonder dat ik dat 
bewust begreep.
Mijn gedachten schommelden om mij heen, zonder durf 
of daadkracht. Zij durfde en deed.

Vaker keken we vooruit en omhoog. Daarin zagen we 
onze keus bevestigd, het pad verschijnen, betekenis 
ontstaan.
Tot plots het licht ons verblindde en voor altijd verbond.
Het einde van ons pad verscheen ineens voor ons, een 
piek uit de hemelen gehouwen speciaal voor ons.
Het Uitzicht.

Geen woorden waren groots genoeg om het Uitzicht te 
omschrijven. Geen woorden hadden genoeg betekenis. 
Alles dat we kenden, werd in een nieuw licht 
beschenen; betekenis bovendien opnieuw verworven.
Er waren kleuren zonder namen, vormen zonder eindes, 
wouden en weides en uitgestrekte meren glinsterend 
met de reflectie van sterren aan de hemel, en een 
beetje van onze blik.
En er was vogelzang.













[bookmark: _heading=h.spdit5upvfpi]EROSION OF TIME
Raluca Aron & Iris Kartasasmita
 
Words  d r i p p i n g  through my fingertips,
draining into the burst sienna sand.
MIRAGE  ///  ILLUSION
Claws  r a k i n g  across the Earth. A sun a star a setting the sacred sand ablaze.
Footfalls of the Great Ibex.

Who am I? Where am I?
What is  r e a l i t y ?

Layers of sediment.
Time on the rocks.
Dunes melting away. 
Dust of the end.
Weathering erosion teeth of the scratching singing wind.
Rocks to  f r a g m e n t s.
F r a g m e n t s  to   s  a  n  d.
	g    r    a   
		     i      n  
			          s
   						  .
	 Sand entrenched beneath my fingernails.
THICK BLACK BLOOD. 	  Congealed. 	Throat dry. 
Footfalls of the Great Ibex.

Horns scimitar sharp caging the sun burning      d y i n g  . . .  

				What am I? WHy am I? 

Beat  .  .   Beat  .  .   Beat  .  .
Beat  .  .   Beat  .  .   Beat  .  .	
Beat  .  .   Beat  .  .   Beat  .  .	
A muffled heart.
Jagged breath.
				Hrrrgh . . . . hrrr . . . . hsssh 
					      ttthhh

		A tremor in the ground.
					I want to live.

			The Great Ibex asks 	“Are you sure?”
		Dig my your fingernails into the sand.
Scrape off the dirt 	the skin 	the bone 
		
touch
feel
											lie
					
			The	  	G r e a t   I b e x	 a   s   k   s  	    “ W  H  Y  ? “
				
Forever immortalized in    s u f f e r i n g
But what if it’s worth it?
Pain is the river
Pain is your joy and sorrow unmasked
Your sorrow
Your death
Your teacher
Your life
Your joy.
The essence  of everything that matters.
The beginning and the end.

Accept 	              Refuse 
Do I want to die?
No.
Do I want to live?
Maybe.
The	  G r e a t   I b e x	
h i s s e s    l i k e    a    s a n d s t o r m	    
“ ANSWER THE QUESTION. “
Do I have to?
No.
Do I have an answer?


Maybe.

Cover my nose and mouth. Shut my eyes. One final breath of air.
How long will the storm last?
I want to live, I want to live, I want to live.
I need more time to think of a reason why. But I cannot think if I—
           No air
No sun
  No water
       Only sand, only pain 
            Pain 
	Pain 	
pain    time is an illusion the mind cannot exist without, free yourself of its bonds and ascend, there is more outside
[bookmark: _heading=h.4vjmn0aei2sj]ACCEPT 

The G R E A T   I B E X  bows its head in 
silence
silence

Footfalls, 
softer,         
softer,

Taking the sandstorm with them.





[bookmark: _heading=h.y9sxc06go2sg]Journey's End
Terry Moon
'One more? To Frodo's luck!' Cheers resound through 
the room.
The tavern under the hill offers merriment to paragons 
entrenched in wise debate. Three short and stout men 
encircle an oaken table holding entire pints of ale. Yet 
one man lifts his hand to refuse the next round.
'All ends. As it should. My evening cannot be excluded. 
None witness the rustle of the final leaf on the wind 
crumbling into dust.'
'The last grain of wheat falling onto earth that once was 
vibrant soil,' whispers the third.
'Yet the journey matters more than the destination.'
'Why then does the end push matters into perspective 
and puzzle pieces into place? Look. The evening 
darkens beyond midnight.'
'Destination cuts the journey short. Death ends life.'
'Whether Sauron's averted victory or the End of this Age
wipes out all that is good I do not care tonight; whether 
traces of humanity and meaning fade within our sight, 
matters not, for it is not this day.'
Then the third speaks in full. 'Frodo would disagree, I 
reckon, for his was one of trial and turmoil, of despair 
and hardship, of utter jeopardy; the End a burning 
burden lifting off his scarred shoulders, of the One Ring
and of the Fates of Free Men; the finality a soothing 
journey of nothingness into the West. I miss his laugh, 
more than anything. Mordor was hotter still than any fire 
I have faced since, and drier; to this day I taste the taint 
of ash, even as I have regained the flavour of season's 
first strawberries and thick cream.' The third man had 
compelled an audience of silence. He holds the gaze of 
all in the room.
'All ends, say you? The light that shines in the darkest of 
pitch black nights does not, I say, nor the clutches of 
Evil, Frodo knew. Rue not the merriment that lifts others 
out of darkness. We'll regret in the morrow, yet shall not 
shirk our duties.'
The tavern audience, hushed and enraptured, leans 
forward.
'One more!'
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Zakhar
· Please Akira. Press the button. We need to go to space together, don’t let them forget us, please.

Different
“AKIRA! Drop that poor animal this instant! I cannot believe what you are doing again! That’s it. I’m getting you out of here. I can’t stand seeing you bring these dead animals no more”- <<Missis Larisa>>

People stop playing with things when they’re dead. But I think that is cruel, they’re still alive somewhere deep inside. I won’t let the worlds forget about them. I won’t forget about them.
I, however, don’t remember who my parents were, they died when I was just 3 and that’s how I ended up in the orphanage, and then another, and then another, and now another one again. I didn’t realize that I was or orphan for  quite a while, I could still remember the soft voice of my mother, or the cigarette smoke coming from my dad, but now it’s empty. I think I really became an orphan when I forgot how it felt to hug them. I wish I could at least hold their corpses at night.
“We’ve arrived Akira. This is the place for tempered boys like you. I really hope they will help you to find god” - <<Missis Larisa>>
She hugged me. Her skin was cold, just like that kitten I was holding onto before. But unlike him she’s really given up on me, her hug was distant. I wonder if she would even hug me if she knew I was dead.

Boris
This orphanage had more kids than I expected. All of these boys were more rowdy than usual and were picking up fights against each other constantly. Everyone was avoiding me and pretended I didn’t exist. All except one.
There was this strongest boy – Boris. He was ginger; he had broad shoulder and he was tall, the knuckles on his hands were still bloody and his sight was piercing. He was picking on me the my first 2 weeks here; the usual: taking my food, pushing me to the side when he was near me, he even tried threatening me when I was playing with his favourite set of toys.
“You’re not the talking type, are you. Fine, you can have these, I am going to play with the hamster” - <Boris>
He was warming up to me slowly, He stopped taking my food, let me play with some of his toys and started talking to me often. I never talked back to him, I never talk, but he didn’t mind that, he always said that made me a good listener.

Gregory
Gregory was one of the nicer adults. All the grown-ups in the orphanage had given up on us, but Gregory was different, he still had fire in his eyes when he showed us something new. He them taught us Physics, he couldn’t stop talking about space or astronomy whenever that was the subject of the lesson. Kids loved him because of that.
One day, he even brought a hamster to class to show how the centrifuge mechanisms work through the hamster wheel. One thing led to another and then it became a class pet.
…..
<Akira… Akira! Wake up. We are going to space!>
Huh?
It was Boris. He excitedly started shaking my bed. He said that Gregory is preparing everyone for a space mission and for that we need to exercise. He grabbed my hand and led me to the basement where Gregory and all the other boys were hanging. 
<Oh. Boris, you’ve brough Akira. How sweet of you> - Gregory
He wasn’t genuine, I could see it in his eyes he wanted this fun game to be kept between his favorite students. Some boys where running on giant hamster wheels, some were lifting up the weights  - all stopped when they saw me and started whispering between each other. I know I shouldn’t be here.
<C’mon Akira; we’re training our bodies to go to space. And you’re going with us! Aren’t you excited?> -  Boris
Maybe I should be here.
Mr whiskers
The hamsters name was Mr whiskers. He was a cute companion, I would have wanted to more time with him, but he was overwhelmed with fans. Besides, Gregory kept a close eye on me whenever I played with him, I think he was still salty from the time when I brought a dead squirrel to space practice.
<Where is Mister whiskers?> - Boris
…….
Mister whiskers was dead. Somehow he escaped his cage, went to the basement, and turned on the centrifuge on max setting and got in. I wasn't sure how long he was in there, but he looked like he had died long before we came there, his body was ice cold to touch.
<WHISKERS!> - Boris
Boris began crying. Why? That wouldn’t bring our friend back, but Boris was still so full of emotions. So full of life. Is that his way of honoring the dead? Living the life to the fullest for someone else’s sake; Inheriting the will to live? Interesting, I never thought of this that way. 
Oh, Boris began crying on my shoulder. Does he want my comfort? I’m sorry, I can’t bring him back, I don’t know that to do… I can stay here a bit with you. It’s going to be alright Boris, it's going to be alright. 
<We’re going to avenge him, we will Kira. Just Like Gregory said, we will make them remember us and all the sacrifices we’ve made along the way> - Boris
Will we? Oh what did Gregory say? What was he even thinking telling that to these poor children, there is no sacrifice to be made or remembered. There is no space for us, we’re just another hamsters that will die along the way for some man’s crazy dream. 
..…
That night I try to fall asleep, but the image of Boris crying doesn’t escape my mind. He’s so precious, so innocent, so alive.
Boris, we will die. And people don’t play with dead things, they forget about them. Please Boris, let me remember you for a bit longer, I can’t forget you how I forgot my parents.
I gently hold the soft corpse of mister whiskers in my front pocket, trying to give him a warming hug. For the first time: I cry myself to sleep.
Space
 
Today is that Day X – midnight. We’ve been training this entire time for this mission, but it cannot go through. I quietly get out of bed and go towards the bus we were planning to drive, I have a screwdriver in hand, and get closer to the tires until I hear Him.
<Akira! Wait!> - Gregory - <Listen to me, don’t do this. I know where your parent have been. They haven’t died, they had to go to space as well! It was a top secret operation so they had to leave you here. Akira, there is a reason I agreed to you joining this space program – you have your parent genes, you know how to navigate in space, and we will help you from the outside. Akira, this is your only chance to see your parents again, don’t let them forget you again.> 
My parents are in space? I don’t know how to feel about it. I’m was okay with them being dead, but now it feels different. I still miss them. I want to see them again.
…..
It wasn’t hard getting inside the Spacetrack collective, however there was still a lot of locked doors separating us and the Rocket. Gregory showed some of us how to switch off the security systems so it was straightforward to get inside but getting beyond the guards would need some extra measures.
*BAM* The guard was knocked out by Boris. 
<We have time before others notice, quick everyone, forward!> - Gregory
We started running towards the next launching zone but Alarms went off, reinforcement was coming. As I was getting into the rocket some children in the back were apprehended by the officers, the rest of the forces were dashing towards us with heavy guns.
<Stop, don’t hurt them, they’re only kids> - Gregory
*Pow* The gunshot was silent. Gregory fell on the ground with a hole in his head. 

I stop hearing the surroundings, and the only thing I’m focused on is the big green button in front of me saying “Launch”. But it’s too late, we have lost, the rest didn’t make it here, I should just go back and surrender.
Suddenly, I notice Boris’s soft body limping, He got inside the shuttle as well. He was hurt, yet I don’t know how badly. I drop towards him.
<Please Akira. Press the button. We need to go to space together, don’t let them forget us, please> - Boris
Boris, so hot-headed, so innocent and so lively. Oh Boris you’re precious. I hope I feel the fraction of life that runs inside of you. Don’t worry my dear, I will never let you be forgotten.
I press the green button.

Dead

<Akira, you’re so brave that you’ve came here. We’ve been missing you for so long. We love you Akira> - My parents
My body caresses in my parents loving arms. I’ve missed you for so long, I have been looking for this moment my entire life. I thought you have forgotten me. But I am with you know, and everything will be alright.
But when I look into their faces again I don’t see them anymore. They seem dismissive, they don’t touch me anymore, they stopped playing with me.
Right… Cause people stop playing with things once they’re dead…
But I think that is cruel, I am still alive somewhere even if only deep inside. I know you’re also still alive.
I sit closer to you softly brushing your hair.
I won’t stop playing with you, I know you’re still there, just… Different. I won’t let the world forget about you. I softly touch a few ginger threads on top of your human skull. The lower jaw is completely missing and I can see the bones on the sides. The skin is slightly pilling off on top of the scalp, while the rest of the bones are covered with dried blood.
Don’t worry Boris, I will never forget about you.



[bookmark: _heading=h.hf0rrtfnnn4a]Ontluik
Terry van Bunder-Moonen
Het schijnt dat bergen verweren.
Dat sterren dwalen.
Kijk.















[bookmark: _heading=h.ynk6uyf0gwph]Leuk
Terry van Bunder-Moonen
Ze legt een hand op haar buik,
jij op je biertje.
Want dat moet kunnen
en we hebben het toch al zo goed geregeld
in dit koude kikkerland waar ze best mogen stemmen,
maar niet spreken.
Wat?
Jij bent toch niet zwanger
en zij mag toch niet drinken;
dus zij kan best wel rijden.

Het gaat straks wel leven.

Zij kijkt ver vooruit,
jij tot de bodem van dat biertje.
Want dat moet toch kunnen
en wat is er nog te doen,
want ze mogen toch al werken.
Was dat niet het probleem?

Het gaat straks wel leven.

Zij vult de kamer vol verwachtingen,
en vooruit, jij kan er klussen
of wat brandjes blussen
die jij niet zegt te zien,
maar dan doe je ook eens mee.

Mag ik wel meedoen?

Het gaat straks wel leven,
als die kleine gaat kruipen
of probeert te praten;
leert te lopen, start met stoeien
of met je voetballen! want dat vond je zelf zo leuk
en zij dus ook.

Mag ik wel meedoen?
Maar dan ook echt oprecht meedoen.
Ik durf niks liefs te doen,
want wie gelooft dat nou;
draag geen onrecht op mijn schouders,
sta ertussen, doe mijn best;
heb geen ruggengraat gevonden,
slechts een wervel van wat woorden.

Het gaat straks wel leven
als de luiers zijn versleten
(en zij dat weer vergeten).

Als het verzorgen klaar is.

Als er een karakter is
om te vormen, en te kneden,
en iets van te vinden,
want dat is wat je zegt; het leukste
is een evenbeeld creëren, eigen wil om te negeren.
Zoons mogen best ná jou regeren
of althans proberen
zonder zelf nog iets te leren,
zoals zomaar rebelleren tegen jou en je meneren;
als ze jou maar respecteren
en je regels weer scanderen.
Moet ik deze tekst nog redigeren?
Condenseren! Al het ander reduceren.
Dochters? Zijn om te beheren.

Jij bent minder eerlijk
dan het leven dat je ziet;
zelfverkozen blind voor wondertjes
die aandacht verlangen, vereisen, verdienen.

Het wórdt leuk.
Elk moment dat ze leeft.
Dat is niet eens het punt.
Het moet leven als ze leeft,
ook daarbinnen in die buik.

Dus leg je hand eens op die buik,
maar vraag eerst haar consent.

Zij verwacht de wereld
en draagt die met zich mee,
maar jij pas als het leuk wordt
en dat - dat is niet oké.




[bookmark: _heading=h.v0emuxig9nwb]Het was dus toch genoeg geweest




Wat volgt is de complete speech die ik heb geschreven voor de uitvaart van mijn oma, op 20 maart 2026.
Vlak voordat ik het voorgedragen heb, heb ik er stukken uit gehaald; uiteindelijk heb ik misschien éénderde voorgedragen. Dat deed ik omdat er al heel lang gesproken was, en ik het kort wilde houden. En ook wat lichter; er waren zware thema’s voorbijgekomen. Dit is dus de oningekorte versie.

Warme appelsap, 
het groene graszeil over de tafel. 
Ik weet nog van kaarsen versieren met dun gekleurd bijenwas. 
De zwart-wit geblokte vloer, 
slacouvert met dieren op het uiteinde. 
Pasteltekeningen maken, 
hulstblaadjeschocolaatjes,
paddenstoelensnoepjes,
lange lege waslijnen door de tuin en
met de KOGA Miyata en de Gazelle naar het strand.

Als ik naar haar keek, dan zag ik wat ik kon worden.
Ik keek naar haar, ik luisterde naar haar, en ik zag wat er gebeurde met de mensen om haar heen. Ik wil oud en wijs worden. Ik zag oma als oud, en als een bron van wijze lessen.

Les 1. Niet nog eens oorlog.
Kijk hoe het iemands leven ontwricht, vanaf de start.

Les 2. Als je wijsheid wil, vraag er dan om. Oma heeft me ontzettend geholpen, en nog steeds, met wat ze me heeft gezegd, voorgelezen. Wees niet bang. Twijfel niet. Durf jezelf te geven.

Les 3. Wij zijn sterk, en waar wij ons voor inzetten, doet ertoe. Plastic zakjes, daar moet je nu officieel voor betalen. Ik ben trots op mijn oma, die zich daar al voor inzette.

Ik wenste mij een oude, wijze oma. En dat was ze voor mij ook, wanneer ik erom vroeg.
Ze had prachtige boeken en schilderijen en een clavichord ofzo, haar huis rook fijn en op de bank lag een doek waarvan mama zei dat het oma's lijkwade was.
Oma had de hemel verzocht of ze daarboven welkom was. Toen ze me dat vertelde, een jaar of wat geleden, dacht ik al redelijk snel; de hemel ≈ God ≈ in ons allemaal, dus ook in mij. Ik vroeg me af, wat ik kon doen om haar te helpen.

Toen ik afgelopen maandagavond aan haar zijde zat, haar hand - met olijfhouten kruisje - in mijn handen, toen vroeg ik me ook af, wat ik voor haar kon doen. Ze lag er al zo lang zo, het sterven was blijkbaar moeilijk. Ik maakte een gedichtje voor haar;

Sterven is niet eng, oma.
Een blad laat los
en dwarrelt neer -
sterven is niet eng,
niet meer.

Kleine kans dat het echt iets heeft gedaan, maar voor mij betekent het veel,
Ik zag haar liggen, moeizaam ademhalen. 
Ik vervulde mezelf van een liefdevolheid, en van een loslaten, en terwijl ik zo naar haar keek, haar gewichtige hand in de mijne, nodigde ik de dood uit.
Kleine kans dat het echt iets heeft gedaan, maar voor mij betekent het veel.

Ik had de dood graag nog even gedag gezegd, maar die kwam en ging geruisloos en vredig, terwijl ik net sliep, want een uur nadat ik oma had verlaten, was het gedaan. En ik schreef:

De dood is net gekomen
Oma ligt er vredig bij
Haar benen zijn nog warm.
Ze is dood

Dit was haar gezicht.
Het is nu een dodenmasker.
Gladder dan ooit, Smaller dan ooit,
En waar eerst haar mond was,
Daar is nu een stille, bruine opening.

Zij overheerste.
Het lichaam dat ze achterlaat
Verbleekt bij wie ze was
- als as, na vuur - .

Zij stond in het middelpunt.
IJzersterk in haar eigen wereld.
En toen opeens een nieuwe stilte
laat ze me na

Oma, je hebt het gedaan.
Het is je eindelijk gelukt
Het is je eindelijk gegund
Nee, je hoeft niets meer te leren, hier op aarde.

Geen lijden van jou kan je nog zinvol noemen,
En je verzoek is bij de hemel aangekomen.
Wellicht kijk je nu naar ons om
met een gelukkig hart.

De hemel is nu open
Geen wolken meer
Geen moeizame ademhaling meer.

Vogels voeren, Babushka en hoedje-wip,
spiraalhanger met rozekwartsbol.
Geurende olie boven een waxinelichtje,
warme bouillon drinken, de flow form met het kabbelende watergeluid,
de wc op de houtwerkkamer boven.

Oma, je zal nu wel zijn aangekomen.
Wellicht kijk je nu naar ons om,
met een gelukkig hart.
[bookmark: _heading=h.14r6psemhxct]Hall of mirrors
Lavinia Ion

Shivara woke up in an unfamiliar place. It was only a moment ago that she was in a battle against the demons. Did they win? Was she dead? If this were death, then it wasn't that painful. Last thing she remembered was that a log fell over her and three other mages. 
"Oh dear, you're finally here!" A woman  giddily exclaimed at the end of the hall.
	The stranger had a warm expression, almost scary to contrast with the horrors that Shivara just lived. She offered a hand to Shivara, which she accepted and got up. Her soft palms were also an eerie sign that this was someplace far from external conflict.
	"We have to get you cleaned and fed. Hmmm..." She takes a look at Shivara's clothes. "Maybe also something more comfortable to wear".
	She took a look at what the woman was wearing. An ivory dress that would beautifully contrast her dark skin tone. A crescent moon was embroidered on the chest. This made Shivara think it wasn't just a pretty piece of clothing, it served the purpose of a uniform. 
	"Where are we going? Where am I?"
	"I know you have a lot of questions, but we'll have to answer them one by one a bit later. Plus, you might recognize this place from the tales."
	Shivara was tense, unlike the calm presence in that place. It was tranquil and you could hear a little stream flowing inside over a marble-like surface. She also saw sculptures that were probably ten meters tall. They resembled all kinds of feminine figures:  a hunter, a triple faced deity, a wielder of sun and moon, an  arcane practitioner. 
	One of them was proudly raising their weapon to the ceiling with one hand, while on the other an owl was extending its wings. Shivara could feel some force emanating from that statue. Another was a multitude of sculptures which featured some king of ritualistic dance. This artwork had a rhythm of its own, where one could feel almost pulled by the trance of inaudible music. 
	"This is ridiculous" she thought. "It's like each has some sort of power...or maybe I'm too stunned by the grace of these deities."
	"Haven't figured it out yet?" Shivara felt the same sensation coming from the woman. She must be one of the deities too. Could there be a figure of her as well in this hall? 
	"I'm thinking you are also like them..."
	"Good thinking" the voice lowered just a bit.
	In that moment Shivara caught a glimpse of color coming from the eyes of the goddess. It was a subtle purple, gone within a few milliseconds. A figure on her left had a bowl from which water was flowing into the marble. Another goddess of the moon? It is true, each religion had it's own variation, but she hasn't seen reoccurring statue themes in the hall so far. 
	"This was the priestess of the temple." the ethereal being proudly claimed. "Her mentees have been inspired to make this figure also into a fountain, as a sign of appreciation." the same reverence came through her voice as well.
	"I'm coming to my senses a bit now. All the other statues are from popular belief circles from around the world. But I can't make out what this cult stands for."
She had been walking for a good twenty minutes, when the Hall finally ended. There was just a wall, not even a sign of a subterranean entrance. As a sanity check, there was also nothing on the ceiling. 
"Ah, I guess this is all for now." the deity stopped. She was surprised, but Shivara could sense a brief relief in her reaction.
From the tales. Now Shivara knew what the woman meant. A smile dared to curl on her face, a defiant gesture given the last circumstances with which she left the world. The deity turned and faced her with the same facial expression. 
"Until next time dear, remember who reflects your soul."
Silence and muffled speech sounds followed. Shivara opened her eyes with difficulty and was greeted by the harsh sunlight. 
"I thought that we lost you for good!"
Shivara recognized Thalia from her squad. The same familiar face made Shivara feel better. She was bringing some medicine to her bed. Not everyone survived the battle, but at least Thalia did.
"There is no urgency anymore" she tried to convince herself, her heart still racing.
As Shivara was trying to make sense of what had happened in the last 48 hours, another figure ploped onto the bed. It was a snowy owl which Thalia adopted a few years back. The feathery texture of its wings reminded Shivara of the sculpture which featured the heroine and her pet.

[bookmark: _heading=h.ka9a3i72lpgx]Wonder
Terry Moon
season colours fade to grey
as all has been seen
when all what once was
beckons no new joy

suddenly burst
into vibrant hues of awe
as all will be seen
once more as renewed
shock of wonder

take hold of that wonder
and never let go












[bookmark: _heading=h.ap0tmf8aj41l]Prologue to: the unlikely adventures of Menace and Kid 2
Tony
Steadfast, glance deadlocked on the horizon, he walked with large strides at the tempo of a hurry. There was a great sense of tunnel vision around him and his informal-looking necktie, but when a woman on her phone almost bumped into him, his right foot changed its course slightly, putting him in a horizontal position opposite the woman, so close that their coats gently brushed each other as he put his left foot behind his right and exited the evasive maneuver in a casual pirouette. It occurred to me that there was a sort of steady beat in the air, comprised of completely unrelated elements – a gull’s shriek, a car’s honk, the bass of a big man’s thunder-like voice as he ‘yes’ed into his phone, someone’s keys that hit the ground as well as the ‘K’ in her mouth as she swore under her breath one exact beat later – all of them aligned perfectly with every step he took. It occurred to me that he was not in a hurry; he was dancing – to noise. I got up from the bench and followed him.
I’ve always wondered what it is like to be human. Not that I’m not human, just… I have never been able to explain what that is like to someone who is, say, an alien, or a jellyfish, or a brown dwarf. The more I read about us – humans – the less sense I can make of it all. It seems to me that being human boils down to having more free time than you are designed to have. To being safe when you are evolved to be in constant angst of something life-threatening, to being surrounded with food when you are made to be ever hungry. It makes no sense that the world of today is as problematic as it is when our current resources are considered. What creature fails in sandbox mode, but a creature that is built to be in a constant state of failure?
 Whoever it is I am following right now, seems unaffected by this human condition. I can see it in the way he walks.
There are lots of people out on the streets. Some of them roam the pavement without direction and without name, as if trying not to remember some forgotten past, existing in a state of denial of who they are or what they have done. Others walk with determination, drunk on either ambition or vanity and often paired with some mind-numbing substance. All of them – notable figures, at least – are creatures of shame. 
I followed him out of the city and into the woods. Never did he look over his shoulder, never did he see me. I saw him climb into a tree and leap to another tree, and then he came down again. He did this several times, and as the sun set behind the trees, he did not stop. I made no effort to hide from his vision as I observed him, hands in my pockets, jaw clenched and lips pressed.
I lost count after the thirteenth tree, and a thought crossed my mind that he was on a mission to climb every climbable tree in the forest. At some point when the moon was high in the sky, he went to a clearing and made a fire.
He carried no bag, but from the pocket in his coat he removed something that he lay next to the fire after it lost its flames and red-orange coal was all that remained. He had no chair, but he squatted next to the fire. When the cokes lost their hue, he returned the item in his pocket and laid a layer of sand over the old fire, which he sat upon in lotus position. From his other pocket, he removed a tiny cylinder that I couldn’t make out until he lit it with a. It was a joint. He stuck it in his mouth and his hands assumed some sort of mudra. Apart from the joint, it looked like he was meditating, and he remained in this position for some time, perhaps an hour. At some point he opened his eyes, and mine met his and he smiled a sleepless, deathless kind of smile, like no deity in their right mind would bother sending him to hell because he had been there already and he liked it, and none would send him to heaven either, because he would ruin it for everyone else, and so he, who looked death in the eye and smiled, was refused any form of finality, dooming not him, but the mortal world he smiled in. I smiled back, awkwardly as one does when a stranger smiles at you, when a stranger who smiles so captivatingly that you move up the concept of teeth on your tier list of generally important concepts, because with that smile you realise that that stranger that you know nothing else about is more admirable than you in every way that matters.
He got up and left with the same determined, steadfast pace. My eyelids grew heavy, but I followed him still. It was past midnight and I assumed he was about to turn in for sleep, but when he ended up in what I assume to be his house, the lights remained on. I peaked through the window, and saw him in a gas mask with big combination filters and safety goggles. He wasn’t wearing his formal suit anymore, but stripped down to a wife-beater, still wearing the same pantaloons as before. There was chemical glassware and bright colors and lots of smoke. The small room was lit by a bulb in a pragmatic and ugly-looking socket; the table was made of stainless steel but there were smudges of rust on it anyway. It was mesmerizing.
 
I hadn’t noticed, but I crashed right there, facing his window. When I came back to my senses, the sun was up and he was gone. I rang the doorbell but no one opened. I wasn’t exactly sure where I was, so I just walked in one direction. People had put their waste out, but most bins were horizontal and trash followed me with the wind. There were shrieks and thumps where I was heading. A silhouette in the distance frantically moved from sidewalk to sidewalk, kicking down trash bins and jumping high up in the air, whooping. When I got closer, she revealed herself to be an old woman with mad athletic skills. I ignored her and she ignored me, kicking down more trash cans on her path as she went in the same direction as me, but slower because she switched sidewalks all the time. I left the shrieks behind me, but old newspapers, plastic bags and other garbage kept up with me with the wind in my back.
I went through the woods again. The trees looked similar to those from yesterday, but then again, all trees look similar to me, which is strange, because they vary so much more in composition than humans. Imagine if we could tell each other apart by the number of limbs we grow, or our height in meters. Perhaps it is this great diversity that makes the trees look so much alike. Or, perhaps, I am just bigoted towards trees, and subconsciously keep myself from noticing each individual.
I had no idea where I was going. Mental maps don’t work for me; I tend to remember the world as a graph, with each waypoint being a node and each time I travel between them they establish a link, but I can hardly foresee those links before I’ve walked them. When I was following him, the trees were dark, so now I recognized no nodes in the light of day. There was a Canadian goose. I killed it.
It got dark rather soon and I ended up in the woods, making a fire, bleeding, plucking, roasting the goose for hours on end until I ate most of it after midnight, seasoned by hunger. I ate several kilograms of goose meat that night. There were still several kilograms left, though.
He appeared out of the bushes and ate the rest of the goose meat. I watched him devour it, for as far such a dignified act could be called that, but he granted me no attention. When he was done, he started climbing trees again. This time, I joined in. He was much faster than me, of course, but I wanted to see what was up there so when he climbed his third tree, I reached the top of the first one. There was nothing there. The moon permitted some eyesight over the canopy, and the silver milk of heaven sparkled all over the leaves and it was pretty, but not profound in any way. I climbed the second tree after him, but there was nothing there either. It occurred to me that whatever was up there, he might have taken away already, so I climbed another, seemingly virgin tree, but to no avail. I lost sight of him, though. I slept in the tree.
I awoke not by the sun, but by the sound of wild animals. I suppose no animal in this wood other than myself struggles with what it means to be alive. For them, being alive is their modus operandi, and all their actions and habits are optimized to stay alive. Geese don’t do much all day, and they have grown accustomed to humans being harmless, so they tend to stay where they are, all relaxed-like. If I were a goose, I would use that free time to reflect upon my gooseness, but for as far as I can tell, they don’t bother with that. Nor should they, for truly, if there is no point in being a goose, then what is the point of wondering what the point is of being a goose? And if there is a point, then surely, it is not to wonder, for wondering is hardly a gooselike thing. Perhaps it makes more sense to be a goose than a human.
I joined a flock of geese by the pond. I squatted idly when they did, I waggled with no destination in mind when they perambulated. I ate short, juicy grass blades and sometimes I went for a swim. I neither had feathers nor grease to float, and I quickly went cold. After the last swim, I managed to pull myself ashore before I passed out.
It was night when I came by and there was something burning. He was there again, climbing a tree close by. On his way down, he stopped, and he looked at me. He was about five meters high, and he promptly jumped down and landed right next to me.
I said ‘why do you do this?’
He said ‘for fun of course.’
I said ‘sleep all day and climb trees at night?’
He said ‘I don’t sleep, and I’ll never die.’
I shrugged, went home, got a modest job, two children and nine dogs. I named them Clerk, Ruckus, Rocco, Rex, Ross, Boss, Stinky, Cerberus, Darling, Menace, Kid 1 and Kid 2.
To Kid 1, I communicated non-verbally, through body language, general vibes and ape-like screams and grunts. To Kid 2, I corresponded only through written letters. After six years, they taught each other to speak, but with a completely unprecedented, unintelligible accent. I wasn’t even sure if they hadn’t invented their own language altogether until Kid 1 started to write to me, too, as if he was unassumingly investigating the communicative abilities of some alien race. I thought that was funny. At one point I was afraid they were going to die like the children that were raised without any communication whatsoever by order of Frederick II in order to see what language they would naturally speak – Hebrew, Greek, Latin or Arabic – but soon perished of neglect. It seems Kid 1 and Kid 2 are superior in constitution to those medieval ones. 

Ruckus and Darling picked up an interest for tennisballs, while Rex, Boss and Menace seemed to prefer sticks. Rocco was a total menace and Menace was actually quite a darling, while Darling was in fact a bit of a stinky and Stinky was surprisingly dignified for a dog. Kid 1 developed a camaraderie with Menace, so when the dog died, I renamed Kid 1 after him.

Deadlines are only one ‘s’ away from deadliness. Just wanted to point that out.

Kid 2 developed a fascination for fire, and soon crafted a pair of fearsome flamethrowers that he and Menace (formerly Kid 1, not the dog) terrorized local public areas with. They both went into politics.

I think I understand life a little better now. Do you?















[bookmark: _heading=h.z9ya1yjs6rqu]Legacy
Terry Moon
I doubt if and when
I'll ever replay
Donkey Kong Country 2

The past questioned plausibility
of beating the game, or
defeating the 'gator.

Obstacles attuned to
life's pace and priorities:
skill level acquired
mountains of alternatives
attention span required
hardware incomplete or obsolete.

The memory has nearly
faded to dream
of despair and yearning
of wistful bliss,
yet I haven't forgotten.

I doubt if and when,
but not how
I'll ever replay DKC2
in wondering gaze
I'd show her
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