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Introduction 

 

Last year LiteraturPlanet launched a musical Advent calendar of the Julian type. 

It was based on the Orthodox calendar, according to which Christmas is 

celebrated on January 6th/7th, and thus began two weeks later. 

As a supplement, a musical Advent calendar of Gregorian style is available this 

year. As we are used to in the West, it is heading for the 24th December as the 

highlight of the Advent season. 

The Advent calendar is structured in three parts of eight songs each: 

Contemplation, Darkness and Utopia. The second part might make some 

people shake their heads. It can, however, refer to some important 

mythological models, all of which only found enlightenment through the 

detour of darkness. Indeed, it seems to be necessary to know one's own and 

the general human existential abysses in order to dream up utopias. This is the 

only way they can take root in the respective reality. 

Musically, this year's Advent calendar focuses consistently on contemplative 

sounds. This also corresponds to the essays, which are conceived in the manner 

of a Book of Hours. Each of them revolves around certain philosophical 

thoughts, some of which are also addressed in the song texts. In this way, text 

and music can sound together in a joint invitation to meditation. 

Brief information about the musicians is added where detailed English-

language entries on them are not available in the relevant internet portals. 

  

https://literaturplanetonline.com/2020/01/07/gesamter-musikalischer-adventskalender-als-pdf/
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I.   Contemplation 
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The Advent season is characterised by the longing for the fulfilment of the 

unfulfillable. This connects it with the Portuguese Saudade and its musical 

equivalent, the Fado, both of which are based on a similar complex of 

emotions. 

 

 
 

1. The fulfilment of the unfulfillable 

Song: Madredeus: Ainda (Still) 

 

Advent is a time of expectation: the expectation of a mystery that we know will 

not happen. 

Thus, on the one hand, the Advent season is unquestionably a core element of 

Christianity. Christian people prepare themselves during this time for the birth 

of Christ, for an event from which they hope that a reflection of the miraculous 

will illuminate their souls. 

On the other hand, the Advent season is also a striking example of the absurd 

structure of human existence. For we know very well that there will not be a 

return of Christ on the evening of December 24th. We are aware that the birth 

of the Son of God is either just a parable or an event from mythical times, 

which will not give human history the turn we hope for. The world will not 

become any more peaceful after this year's Christmas, and our relations with 

others will not be free from greed, mistrust, envy and hatred. 

If, nevertheless, every year during the Advent season we indulge in the hope of 

the impossible, we are defying our fate in precisely the same absurd way as 

Albert Camus described it, using the Sisyphus myth as an example: Again and 
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again we roll the rock of our hope up the mountain, again and again it rolls 

down into the valley of our failure. 

The absurd, developed as a concept for describing a godforsaken-senseless 

existence, thus proves on closer examination to be a suitable category for 

describing faith. Although we know that there is no solid ground for our beliefs, 

we still hold on to them. However, it is precisely through this that they attain 

their own spiritual reality and impact. 

It is a little bit like a self-fulfilling prophecy: Whoever believes in the reality of 

love and peace is creating this reality in a certain way. 

In principle, faith thus proves to be a lifelong Advent season: anyone who 

believes in the New Testament's message of peace or simply in the possibility 

of a more peaceful, humane, just world, is heading towards this utopia all his 

life, even though he knows that he will never reach his goal. 

We could also turn this sentence around and say: The knowledge of not 

reaching the goal is the foundation of the path of faith. The realised goal always 

loses the splendour with which the hope of reaching it has framed it. Caught up 

in factual reality, it will always be bathed in those shades of grey that are 

characteristic of reality. 

The absurd striving for the unattainable is therefore also related to romantic 

longing. For this too always seeks fulfilment in the unfulfillable. Thus Georg 

Philipp Schmidt von Lübeck asks in his poem Des Fremdlings Abendlied (The 

Evening Song of the Stranger, 1813), which Franz Schubert set to music under 

the title Der Wanderer: "Where are you, my promised land, / wanted, sensed 

and never known? / The land (...) / where my dreams are wandering?" The 

answer given by the poem in the concluding verse sums up the essence of 

romantic longing as succinctly as accurately: "Where you are not, there is 

happiness!" 

Closely related to the romantic longing is the Portuguese Saudade. The word, 

difficult to translate, denotes a complex of emotions made up of wanderlust, 

nostalgia and the indeterminate longing for an inner fulfilment that is aware of 

its unfulfillability. The musical equivalent of Saudade is Fado, which makes this 

longing resound in a characteristic way. 

An example of this is the song Ainda ("Still") by the popular Portuguese band 

Madredeus. Here the idea is explicitly formulated that a longing aware of its 

unfulfillability can only find an illusion of fulfilment as long as the seekers are 

on the way. As soon as they reach their goal, the hopes associated with it 
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vanish into thin air. Only those who remain on imaginary wanderings for a 

lifetime will "preserve love / and hope". 

Thus we are again dealing with a belief which paradoxically draws its strength 

precisely from its unfulfillability. With a faith that insists on its dissatisfaction 

with the existing world and for this very reason finds the strength to conceive 

of alternative concepts for a better world. 

The power of faith thereby also proves the power of the human spirit to 

transcend the existing.  This power can become effective if we do not get 

entangled in our everyday actions, but repeatedly step back from them and 

rethink their consequences. In this sense, the Advent season can serve to 

improve the balance between our actions and our expectations. This is another 

way to use the introspection that we associate with this season. With its 

contemplative sounds, the song of Madredeus invites us to do just that. 

 

Quotations: 

Georg Philipp Schmidt von Lübeck: Des Fremdlings Abendlied (The Evening 

Song of the Stranger); from: Lieder von  G. P. Schmidt von Lübeck. In: Becker, 

Wilhelm Gottlieb (Ed.): Guirlanden, tome 3, pp.  93 – 136 (poem page 117 – 

119). Leipzig 1813: Gleditsch. 

Albert Camus' Essay The Myth of Sisyphus was first published in French in 

1942. The first English translation was published in 1955. 

 

Madredeus: Ainda (Still / How much longer?) 

(title song from the same-named album, 1995) 

 

Song (extract from the film Lisbon Story by Wim Wenders, 1994) 

 

Lyrics 

 

Free translation: 

 

How much longer? 

 

Certain things 

come over my lips, 

https://www.lieder.net/lieder/get_text.html?TextId=121770
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RMNEMGpgnqE
https://genius.com/Madredeus-ainda-lyrics
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some others 

I get to know gradually: 

Truths 

like the adventures of friendship. 

 

Who reaches his goal 

is far away 

from all change 

and forgets his name. 

 

Joy, 

vain sadness, 

imagination, 

uncertainty: 

These are truths 

of the seekers, too, 

like the adventures of friendship. 

 

Those who follow their path 

will preserve love 

and hope 

all by itself. 

 

How much longer? 

How much longer? 
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The miracle for which we are hoping so desperately has possibly long since 

occurred. We only have to open our eyes to detect it. 

 

 
 

2. The miracle behind the walls of everyday life 

Song: Orso Jesenska: Le fracas (The roar) 

 

God moves in mysterious ways, people say. In fact, we have probably all 

experienced that the miraculous often shows itself when we least expect it. 

What sounds like a deep religious experience can appear quite trivial in 

everyday life. It might simply occur in the form of a mishap from which 

something beautiful emerges quite unexpectedly – a path taken by mistake on 

which one meets the great love; a wrong choice on the kitchen shelf from 

which a delicious new dish emerges; or a missed train that opens our minds to 

new and ultimately much more rewarding goals. 

In all these cases it is precisely the error, the deviation from the predetermined 

path, which gives our fate a positive turn. Similar experiences can be made with 

many thought processes: The decisive flash of inspiration, the untangling of the 

knot that prevents us from solving a problem, is often only found when we 

dare to let go and let the brain work on its own. Then maybe we wake up in the 

middle of the night and look down on the jungle of problems as if from above – 

and suddenly a path we had previously overlooked appears before our eyes. 
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However, the miraculous – in whatever form we may imagine it – will not occur 

without any effort on our part. Whoever wants to experience it must always be 

open to it. The annoyance of having missed the train or taken the wrong way 

can easily lead to a grumpy reticence, which makes us no longer open to the 

unexpectedly positive turn that the fate has in store for us on the supposedly 

wrong path. And those who are not ready to try out new solutions to new 

problems will often wait in vain for relief from their burden of problems. 

However, being able to let go, trying out new perspectives, being open to the 

unexpected – all this sounds much easier than it is in everyday life. After all, it is 

precisely the decisive characteristic of everyday life that it guides our thoughts, 

feelings and actions along very specific, unchanging paths. On paths on which 

every deviation is nothing more than a disturbance of the familiar routine. This 

makes it quite difficult to remain open to new and foreign things. 

To make matters worse, our everyday life is surrounded, like a medieval town, 

by fortifications designed to ensure its inviolability. The most important ring of 

fortifications is our own fear of falling out of the nest of familiarity offered by 

everyday structures, and our fear of no longer belonging to the community if 

we deviate from the generally accepted norms and patterns of thought. 

So we are all too easily prepared to encourage each other in the validity of our 

everyday norms and to mock others when they question the universality of 

these norms. In doing so, there is always the danger of confusing loudness with 

truth, of assuming that whoever shouts loudest and defends his position most 

relentlessly is most likely to be right. 

Such an attitude, however, is the opposite of what is needed to hear the voice 

of God in the roar of everyday life. Or, to put it in less religious terms: anyone 

who tries to drown out every doubt – be it his own inner voice or criticism from 

the outside – with rumbling bossiness is condemned to live in a distorted 

reality. This can lead to catastrophic developments at both the individual and 

the social level – just think of the jingoistic patriotism that prevailed in the 

German Empire on the eve of the First World War. 

Similar thoughts are suggested by the chanson Le fracas (The roar). The song of 

the chansonnier Orso Jesenska (born 1980 in Southern France) is about self-

appointed victorious types who try to drown out the "battle noise" of everyday 

life with their loud laughter. At the same time they thus repress any thought of 

the other and the unfamiliar, which from their perspective is simply 'useless'. 

Those who – as "prisoners of uselessness" – cannot or do not want to let go of 
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what seems unproductive or even harmful from the perspective of bourgeois 

everyday life will simply fall into oblivion in this "roar". In this way the 

supposed victorious types actually block the way into the future for themselves 

and others – which is therefore "past" before it has even begun. 

What seems doomed to failure on the level of the text is achieved through the 

contemplative music and the dream-like image sequences of the video to the 

chanson: the encouragement to an inner, spiritual resistance against what 

seems to be irreversible. 

 

Orso Jesenska: Le fracas (The Roar) 

from: Un courage inutile (Useless courage; 2013) 

 

Song (video clip), with lyrics 

 

Album version 

 

Translation: 

 

The Roar 

 

The night is still quite balmy 

from that immobile day, 

on which they, full of happiness, 

felt as winners. 

They laugh and talk loud 

hoping that in this way they can drown out 

the noise of battles. 

 

And you and me, 

prisoners of uselessness, 

we, with our poor, fragile smile 

and our restless desire, 

pass them by. 

 

They swing while sitting 

and seem to wonder themselves 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bh-pl1JBoxM
https://orsojesenska.bandcamp.com/track/le-fracas
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how easy it is 

to make us forget. 

The night has become cold 

and I am still here. 

But I fear for the dead 

and for our past future. 

 

 

About Orso Jesenska (French) 

 

 

  

https://www.prixgeorgesmoustaki.com/portfolio/orso-jesenska/
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In winter the outer life comes to a standstill. But it is precisely this what opens 

the door to inner transformation for us. 

 

 
 

3. The winter: stagnation and transformation 

Lied: Mariee Sioux: Wizard flurry home 

 

As the other side of life, winter is the place of death. At the same time, 

however, its otherness can be understood in the sense of a counter-concept, a 

"counter-world" in which everything that is unthinkable in real life seems 

possible. The winter world itself invites us to such thoughts. Although winter 

stands for the total absence of life, it seems to imitate life. Snow drifts pile up 

the ice masses to bizarre landscapes, icicles remind us of the cones of conifers, 

hoarfrost covers the land as if with a blanket of glittering ice flowers. 

It is precisely because winter seems to imitate and alienate life at the same 

time that it provides the basis for dreams of another world. This is all the more 

true when it envelops the world in a veil of snowflakes. By hiding, transforming 

or "fragmenting" the usual appearances of things in a snowflake whirl, winter 

enables us to detach ourselves from our habitual view of the world. It thus 

opens our mind to a state of contemplative contemplation, which is the 

fundamental precondition of all mystical experience. 

This is also the basis of the song Wizard flurry home by the Californian singer-

songwriter Mariee Sioux. Her father is of Polish-Hungarian origin and 
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sometimes accompanies her with his mandolin. Her mother has Spanish roots, 

but also belongs to the Paiute people. The artist, born in 1985, expresses this 

musically by integrating traditional Indian-Mexican flute sounds into her music. 

With regard to content, the song refers in particular to the cultic dances of the 

Paiute, in which a state of trance was to be achieved with the help of ritual 

drum sounds. At the end of the 19th century, this form of music also took on a 

political-revolutionary meaning in the so-called "ghost dance movement". Here 

the dances were intended to bring about visions that would show the dancers 

the way to liberation from the white occupying power. 

Mariee Sioux's song alludes to this insofar as it evokes a "dancing into pieces" 

of the world by a drumming magician or medicine man. The liberation to be 

attained through this, however, is not – as hoped for by the ghost dance 

movement – an external one, but takes place on the inner level, in the sense of 

an individual initiation into the mystical world of the ancestors. 

This becomes clear, for example, in the symbolic meaning of the number five in 

the poem. It obviously stands for perfection or completion (in the sense of the 

five fingers of a hand). Thus the "breaking in two" of the heart the text speaks 

of is not to be understood in the sense of a destructive breaking apart, but in 

the sense of discovering another, hitherto unknown side of one's own 

existence. Its central characteristic would be the abolition of isolation and the 

unison with the one, all-pervading breath of life, as indicated by the all-

encompassing snow shower. 

In connection with the psychedelic music, the associative text conveys an idea 

of precisely that "magical" mood to which the title of the song refers. The 

dissolving sentences, through which the sound 

quality of the words comes to the fore in relation to 

the semantic level, also fit well with the described 

situation of a world falling apart into the mosaic of 

dancing snowflakes. 

 

Mariee Sioux: Wizard flurry home 

from the album A Bundled Bundle of Bundles (2006) 

 

Lyrics and Song 

 

Live 

https://genius.com/Mariee-sioux-wizard-flurry-home-lyrics
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Many borders have to be overcome on a journey to the land of the soul. But 

with a few tricks you can easily issue the necessary visas yourself.  

 

 
 

4. The art of speechless speech 

Song: Trad.Attack!: Kuukene (Moon) 

 

A key element of all meditation is the overcoming of conscious thinking. Only 

those who succeed in leaving the thought patterns of everyday life behind can 

discover new thoughts through meditation – or perhaps even reach insights 

that only occur beyond conscious thought. 

The inner sight that is sought in such contemplative processes corresponds in 

many ways to a conscious sleep. The images of the inner world, which usually 

flicker unconsciously past our inner eye when we are dreaming, can be 

perceived more clearly and therefore be integrated into our conscious thinking. 

Contemplation and reflection are thus in a dynamic reciprocal process. 

In order to free oneself from the chains of habitual patterns of perception, 

various aids have been used at all times. These include inebriating substances 

as well as certain dances that can lead to trance states and hence facilitate the 
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detachment from the everyday self. Such practices are known from shamans as 

well as from the Turkish Sufi culture, in which an approach to God is sought 

through ritual rotary movements. The outer corresponds to an inner circling 

around oneself, thus causing an intensive form of spiritual "con-centration". 

A further means of temporarily blocking out the incessant flow of thoughts is to 

drown out one murmur with another. Such practices are known especially from 

the various forms of ritual prayers. For example, Christians who pray the Rosary 

are hardly aware of the concrete prayer formulas when they murmur them to 

themselves. Instead, the holy words rather serve to break away from secular 

sentence patterns and to become open to the divine. 

However, such forms of ritual speech do not necessarily have to serve the 

purpose of initiating religious experiences. They can also bring about an inner 

catharsis in general, in the sense of purifying the mind from unnecessary 

ballast. 

In addition, ritual language is necessarily super-personal and thus counteracts 

the usual self-centredness of thinking. This facilitates the concentration on the 

essential and the spiritual approach to the original source of being, in which 

everything is connected to each other in a common root. 

A nice example for such a combination of ritual speaking and the overcoming of 

the boundaries between the Self and the You, the Self and the World, the Self 

and the Cosmos is the song Kuukene (Moon) by the Estonian trio Trad.Attack!. 

The lyrics of the song appear as a kind of magic spell or prayer to the moon 

respectively the morning star and are repeated in the song like a mantra. The 

text is taken from an old recording by a traditional Estonian female singer, who 

herself is also singing at the end of the song. 

The text has its origin in the blessings that once used to be recited at village 

community celebrations. According to its content, it probably had its place in 

the context of wedding celebrations or initiation ceremonies such as First 

Communion or the entrance into adulthood. 

The ritual character of the vocal performance is emphasised in the song not 

only by corresponding repetitive sound sequences, but also by the 

accompanying video. In this the inner sight to which the song invites is 

presented as a surreal world of images. It thus appears as an integral part of 

the song project. The encounter between man and woman, their hovering 

approach to each other, here becomes a kind of symbol for the interaction and 

counteraction of the elements, which keeps the cosmic process in motion. 
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Trad.Attack!: Kuukene (Moon) 

from: Trad.Attack! (EP, 2014); text: Emilie Kõiv (1966) 

 

Video clip 

 

Acoustic Session at the Great Wall of China 

 

Lyrics with English translation 

 

 

About Trad.Attack!: 

 

The trio Trad.Attack!, whose first Extended Player, released in 2014, was an 

immediate success in Estonia, refers musically to classical Estonian instruments 

and performance styles. The three band members have each been influenced 

by this in their own way: Tõnu Tubli, trombonist and percussionist, is the son of 

a conductor of Estonian wind orchestras, Sandra Sillamaa plays the Estonian 

Bagpipe, and Jalmar Vabarna belongs to the minority of the Setukese living in 

the south of Estonia, who have a special singing tradition. The band does not 

hide their influence by the Estonian folk tradition, but combines it with 

experimental approaches that connect past and present in a musically 

appealing way. 

  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BaP6jUgFGkA
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=M7Tag6JBWks
https://lyricstranslate.com/en/tradattack-kuukene-lyrics.html
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Spirit and matter are like an old married couple: They always strive away from 

each other, and yet one cannot be without the other. 

 

 
 

5. The hungry spirits and the liberated spirit 

Song: Boris Grebenshchikov with the band Aquarium: Kladbishche (Graveyard) 

 

Meditating is a means of getting to know oneself in a different way. This can 

refer to the body as well as to the mind. 

Autogenic training, for example, is more about physical self-exploration. By 

listening inside oneself with the help of special techniques, a greater sensitivity 

to the rushing of the blood and the flow of the breath can be achieved, to the 

warmth and cold that can emanate from them. 

Monastic Exercises, on the other hand, focus on spiritual self-exploration. In 

this case the contemplative immersion in one's own self is a means of exploring 

and reconsidering the relationship to oneself, to the world, to one's fellow 

human beings and to God or the universe. 

However, there are also forms of meditation that serve precisely to leave one's 

own self behind. The aim here is to spiritually overcome the attachment to 
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material life and thus become free for the spiritual experience of being part of 

the entire creation. 

This kind of meditation is fundamental to all kinds of mysticism, regardless of 

the underlying religious systems. It is of central importance for the Far Eastern 

religions, where the goal of life is to break through the cycle of rebirths and 

reach the Nirvana. This is associated, on the one hand, with the release from 

the cycle of eternal becoming and passing away (the so-called "Samsara"). On 

the other hand, it is also linked to a state of spiritual detachment from material 

existence, as can be achieved by overcoming greed, envy and egocentrism in 

general. 

These thoughts are also recognisably taken up by the Russian artist Boris 

Grebenshchikov – who has been intensively engaged with Far Eastern ideas 

since the early 1990s – in his song Kladbishche (Graveyard). It is about a yogi 

who summons hungry spirits somewhere in the Himalayas with a blowpipe 

made of bones. Thereupon the spirits drink his blood and eat his flesh, so that 

his own spirit, free of all material fetters, becomes free for the union with the 

whole of being. 

In part 2 of his song (verses 4 and 5) Grebenshchikov relates this parable about 

the liberation of the spirit also to his own present. The hungry spirits of the 

Asian mountain cemetery thereby turn into "excessive scoundrels". They, too, 

suck the people dry, but in doing so, they are just as little satisfied as their 

victims attain a new level of spiritual freedom. This, by the way, corresponds to 

the traditional idea of eternally starving spirits in Buddhism. As beings who, 

with their mouths much too small and necks much too tight, can never fill their 

fat bellies, they reflect precisely the materialistic orientation that 

Grebenshchikov captures in the image of the insatiable exploiters. 

Released in 1995, the song reminds us of Russian predatory capitalism after the 

end of the Soviet Union. In this case, therefore, the sucking out does not 

symbolise a spiritual purification process, but, on the contrary, alludes to a 

persistent material dependence. On the one hand, this refers to the scoundrels 

who, with their greed for wealth, miss the spiritual goal of their lives – and in 

this sense never become "satisfied". Above all, however, they rob other people 

of their livelihood with their greed and thus prevent them from striving for 

spiritual fulfilment – which can only be achieved on the basis of the satisfaction 

of fundamental needs. 
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Of course, Grebenshchikov's criticism is not only valid for the captilastic 

excesses in Russia in the 1990s. It can also be applied to all other societies in 

which social injustice and the orientation towards the ideology of growth make 

it difficult to strive for spiritual fulfilment. 

 

 

Boris Grebenshchikov (Aquarium): Kladbishche (Graveyard) 
from: Navigator (1995) 
 
Lyrics and Song  
 
Live (unplugged, 1995) 
 
Translation: 
 
Graveyard 
 
While the sun sets behind the Himalayas 

to rise again tomorrow morning, 

a yogi walks across the graveyard 

to become free of his fetters. 

 

With his pipe of bones 

he summons the hungry spirits 

to nourish and to nurture them 

with his flesh and blood. 

 

They eat his body 

and drink his blood at once, 

so that in the morning, 

purified from all his sins, 

he is no longer bound to anything. 

 

We too are such pipers, 

there are so many of them among us. 

We nourish excessive scoundrels 

with our blood. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RpTH34N_vRU
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6GTcruTJDJY
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So many years they have been sucking us dry –  

and yet they are still not satisfied. 

Are we so full of sin? 

Oh, if only sooner the sun would rise 

above the graveyard of my homeland! 

 

 

About Boris Grebenshchikov: 

Born in 1952, the artist founded the band Aquarium together with Anatoly 

Gunitsky during his studies of mathematics in St. Petersburg. While he began to 

work scientifically, he performed in parallel with the band, which still exists to 

this day in changing line-ups, and founded the rock magazine Roksi. Although 

the band was banned in 1981 and Grebenshchikov was additionally dismissed, 

he became a central figure in the oppositional music scene. For example, he 

helped the legendary Viktor Tsoj (Tsoi) and his band Kino produce their first 

album and also worked with the cult band Mashina Vremeni. In the course of 

perestroika, Grebenshchikov became an idol of Russian youth. 

After intensively studying Buddhism since the early 1990s, Grebenshchikov met 

the Indian-born spiritual savant Sri Chinmoy in 2006, with whose disciples he 

gave a concert at London's Royal Albert Hall, among others. He has also 

translated writings by the Tibetan lama Tulku Urgyen Rinpoche into Russian.   
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Through the progress of science we learn more and more about the principles 

of life. However, this does not necessarily bring us closer to the essence of 

being. 

 

 
 

6. The truth of the pebble 

Song: Paavoharju: Valo tihkuu kaiken läpi (The all-pervading light) 

 

A meditation can be a journey into our own self. But it can also be, just the 

other way round, a holiday from the self. Then it serves to look at the world 

more unprejudiced, and thus to get fully involved in its truth and momentum.  

Instead of perceiving things on the basis of personal interests and needs, they 

can be experienced in their essence. 

Such a more conscious way of looking at the world is, for example, of central 

importance in Zen Buddhism. Meditation here is not about experiencing the 

whole picture, about detecting what holds the world together. The aim is 

rather to discover the big in the small, that is, to perceive an inconspicuous 

pebble or a blade of grass in its uniqueness and hence as a small but 

indispensable component in the palace of life. 

Such a form of disinterested contemplation and "will-free cognition", which is 

also recommended by the philosopher Arthur Schopenhauer as a path to truth, 

does, however, not necessarily require conscious meditation. It can also occur 

unexpectedly, in special moments of inner harmony, in moments when we are 

in unison with ourselves and nature. 
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Such a "kairos ", in the sense of a moment out of time, is described by Rainer 

Maria Rilke in two short prose pieces written in 1913 (Erlebnis / Experience I 

and II).  In Experience I, the protagonist, leaning against a tree during a walk, 

suddenly feels so completely "immersed in nature" that he pauses "in an 

almost unconscious gaze". While almost "imperceptible vibrations" seem to 

pass into him from the tree, he has the feeling of standing in his body "as if in 

the depths of an abandoned window" from which he looks out into nature. In 

the end, he feels as if he has "passed over to the other side of nature". 

Through pure contemplation things gain a new quality for him. They now seem 

to emerge from a "more spiritual distance", and to reveal themselves to him 

"with such inexhaustible meaning", "as if there were nothing left to hide". 

In Experience II, the new attachment to things, initially only visually conveyed, 

is also realised through other senses. For instance, it is said here of a bird call 

that it "was there outside and inside correspondently, in that it did not break, 

so to speak, at the boundary of the body and connected both [inner and outer 

world] to an uninterrupted space in which, mysteriously protected, only a 

single spot of purest, deepest consciousness remained". 

In the end, the experience of the deeper truth of being thus leads to the feeling 

of a deeper connection with the world and all beings. In a poem written around 

the same time, Rilke similarly emphasises the feeling of the affinity of the soul 

with other beings, resulting from an essential, not superficial perception of the 

world: 

 

"All beings are permeated by one space: 

world's inner-space. The birds fly silently 

through us. Oh, I who want to grow, 

I look outside – and inside me the tree is growing." 

 

In their song Valo tihkuu kaiken läpi ("The all-pervading light"), the Finnish band 

Paavoharju, a musical project of ascetic Christians, also focuses on the sudden 

emergence of the true essence of being behind the everyday appearance of 

things. By removing the stencils of everyday perception from the "mirror" of 

the "soul", the view is opened to "a clearer picture", in which the deeper truth 

of things is revealed. 

The starting point of this special moment here is "a longing for a longing". This 

describes quite well the attitude of a person immersed in prayer, hoping for the 
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actually unattainable grace of being touched by divine truth for a short 

moment. Musically this corresponds to a contemplative way of singing, which 

due to the slight reverberation effect is reminiscent of church chant. 

 

Quotations: 

 

Rilke: 

Erlebnis I (e 1913, v 1918) and Erlebnis II (e 1913, v 1935): Rilke, Rainer Maria: 

Werke (Works). Annotated edition in 4 volumes, volume 4, edited by Horst 

Nalewski, pp. 666 – 670. Frankfurt/Main 1996: Insel. 

Poetry verses from: Es winkt zu Fühlung fast aus allen Dingen … (e 1914, v 

1927). In: Ibid., volume 1, edited by Manfred Engel and Ulrich Fülleborn, p. 113; 

English translation by David Young: All things can seem to summon us … 

 

Schopenhauer:  

Schopenhauer, Arthur: Die Welt als Wille und Vorstellung (The World as Will 

and Representation, 1819; first English translation 1883 under the title The 

World as Will and Idea, 1883); here quoted after: Arthur Schopenhauers Werke 

in fünf Bänden, nach den Ausgaben letzter Hand herausgegeben von Ludger 

Lütkehaus, volume 1, p. 267. Zürich 1988 (new edition 1994): Haffmans. 

 

Paavoharju: Valo tihkuu kaiken läpi (The all-pervading light) 

from: Yhä hämärää (2005) 

 

Video clip 

 

Lyrics video 

 

Translation: 

 

The all-pervading light 

 

Like the breath of the all-pervading air, 

the Spirit wafts over the vast waters, 

arousing in me a longing 

for a longing. 

http://www.teeweg.de/de/varia/rilke/erlebnis1.html
http://www.teeweg.de/de/varia/rilke/erlebnis2.html
https://www.textlog.de/22437.html
http://www.cortlandreview.com/features/13/summer/young.php
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gptt6srqe_Y
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DoVmgjWToI0
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Leaning branches 

that stroke over the water 

and blur my reflection, 

behind which your figure appears. 

 

Wavering waves, 

arching over the mirror of my soul, 

purifying it from its images, 

behind which a clearer image emerges. 

 

 

About Paavoharju: 

Lutz Vössing: A treasure in the Finnish cabinet of curiosities [Introduction of the 

band and interview]; skug.at, July 13, 2019 

  

https://skug.at/a-treasure-in-the-finnish-cabinet-of-curiosities/
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The dream tears of the moon goddess usually trickle away unseen in the 

capitalist desert. Only when an artist takes them up in his heart, they 

sometimes turn into pearls. 

 

 
 

7. The tears of the moon gooddess 

Song/Poem: Charles Baudelaire: Tristesses de la lune (Moon melancholy); 

set to music by Régis Flécheau; singer: Nicolas Gabet 

 

Contemplation? Meditation? Creativity? Art? From the point of view of a 

capitalist society all this is: useless. Because: no added value can be generated 

with it. 

However, this is only true from a short-term perspective. In a long-term 

perspective, at least art, even according to capitalist logic, cannot be denied a 

certain profitability. Just think of the astronomic prices that particular paintings 

fetch at art auctions. 

Paradoxically, the added value that can be achieved here with art is based 

precisely on that appreciation of the spirit which is unproductive according to 

capitalist logic. For the high finanical value of some works results precisely from 

the fact that their ideal value is regarded as high. The seemingly useless 

transformation of the world by the spirit is thus given social recognition 

through the back door – even though this is often of no benefit to the artists, 

many of whom have already died by then. 
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Behind the special appreciation of the spirit, based on the material value of 

single works of art, is hidden, however, another, more general recognition of 

the importance of intellectual productivity. For without this productivity, there 

would be no growth-promoting innovations even in a capitalist society. For this 

reason, creativity is an important driving force of its development as well. 

It is true that creativity can be tailored specifically for economic purposes – 

such as product development – through certain brainstorming practices. 

However, it will never be completely predictable and controllable. Because 

then it would lose its essence – the free, unbound playing of the mind. 

Capitalist societies hence stand in an ambivalent relationship to intellectual 

activity. On the one hand, they are dependent on creativity in order not to 

remain in an unproductive standstill. On the other hand, they must not allow 

the spirit too much freedom, as this could call into question the fundamental 

orientation towards material values. 

For the relationship to religion and art this means that they are tolerated as 

long as they do not affect the economic core of society. Meditation and 

creativity are only openly appreciated if they can be instrumentalised for value 

creation purposes – as power yoga for stressed managers or as brainstorming 

in the marketing department. Apart from that, artists are treated in the same 

way as medieval nuns: They are given their playground in the social offside – 

and if their products turn out to be profitable, the financial cream is siphoned 

off. But they are decidedly not granted any influence on social processes. 

This special position of the artist in modern industrial society is also addressed 

by the French poet Charles Baudelaire (1821 – 1867) in his poem Tristesses de 

la lune (Sadnesses of the moon / Moon melancholy). The poet is shown here as 

a being who is at home on the night side of life. There he is admittedly cut off 

from everyday social life – but this is precisely what keeps him open to the 

moods that lie dormant beneath the surface of society. 

The poem captures this openness in the beautiful image of a poet who catches 

the tears of the moon goddess ("the" moon is female in French: "la" lune) in his 

heart - and subsequently makes them blossom in poems. The goddess of the 

moon thus appears as the personification of the world of dreams and visions 

repressed in the everyday life of bourgeois society. 

By paying attention to the spurned goddess and "bringing the dream world to 

speech", the poet gives life back its colourfulness and multi-dimensionality. In 
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addition, he counteracts a self-forgetfulness that can easily lead to fatal 

mistakes. 

A musical adaptation of the poem, which takes up its dreamy mood in a 

congenial way, was created by the composer Régis Flécheau. The song is 

performed by Nicolas Gabet. 

 

 

Charles Baudelaire / Régis Flécheau: Tristesses de la lune (Moon 

melancholy) 

from Les Fleurs du Mal (The Flowers of Evil, 1857)  

 
French original 
 
Musical adaptation by Régis Flécheau (singer: Nicolas Gabet) 
 
Free translation: 
 
Moon melancholy 
 

Silently sinking into languid dreams, the moon goddess 

is lounging around on her cushions of stars, 

like a strange beauty who absent-mindedly 

is stroking her breasts in her sleep. 

 

Carried by wings soft as avalanches, 

she indulges in a deep fainting 

and voyages through her night visions, 

which exhale themselves like blossoms into space. 

 

And sometimes from her weary yearning 

a fleeting pearl of tears drips down. 

Then a compassionate sleep-despiser, a poet, 

 

salvages this shard of stars 

with the dream sparkle – and lays it, 

far from the gaze of the sun, into his heart. 

  

https://fr.wikisource.org/wiki/Les_Fleurs_du_mal/1868/Tristesses_de_la_lune
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Zs6smkXczRc&feature=emb_logo
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The desert is a place of absolute emptiness. But this is precisely why it is also a 

good place for an encounter with God. 

 

 
 

8. The Desert of God 

Song: Madredeus: O Mar (The Sea) 

 

No doubt: the desert is an inhospitable place. With its scorching heat, the 

almost complete lack of vegetation and the seeming absence of all change, it is 

the opposite of what constitutes life for us or makes it worth living. 

However, precisely in this radical otherness of the desert lies an opportunity for 

us. Through its absolute emptiness it enables us to free ourselves from the 

forms and shapes in which we usually perceive reality. Thus the desert can 

become a mirror of God for us. For as the primordial source of existence, the 

divine only appears undistorted when all outer shells fall away from it. 

Consequently, a pure experience of God is only possible when we detach 

ourselves from things.  

In this sense, the medieval mystic Meister (Master) Eckhart (1260 – 1328) 

describes it as the goal of spiritual striving to "keep oneself free and detached" 

from things and thus to learn an ignorance which alone can do justice to the 

nature of God.  This ignorance is to be followed consequently in order to create 

in oneself that unencumbered openness through which alone an approach to 

the divine is possible. 
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In the words of Meister Eckhart: "The more desert and ignorance of all things is 

within you, the closer you come" to the one "who is all things. (...) The true 

word of eternity is spoken only in eternity, where man is a desert and alienated 

from himself and from all manifoldness".  

When we think of the desert, we first see a sandy desert before us. But we also 

speak of ice and sea deserts. In the case of the ice masses of the North Pole and 

Antarctica, this is quite plausible. For both are indeed just as hostile to life as a 

sandy desert – with the only difference that this is not due to excessive heat 

but to extreme cold. 

In the case of the sea, however, the associative link with the desert is less 

obvious. After all, the sea is by no means hostile to life. Rather, it is the cradle 

of life, the source from which all living things have emerged. 

When we associate the ocean with a desert, we are therefore assuming a 

situation in which we are looking at it from the outside. This can be done in a 

contemplative way, for example by standing on a beach and gazing at the 

waves that seem to pour into the horizon in the far distance. 

On the other hand, the sea can also overwhelm us with the same elemental 

force as a desert of sand or ice. In concrete terms, this can mean that we, as 

shipwrecked people on the high seas, are crushed between the mountains of 

waves. But it can also refer to an inner, spiritual overwhelming, in the sense of 

a sudden insight into the immensity of the ocean, which no word, thought or 

image can capture. 

The sea can hence be both a projection screen for the images of our longing 

and, conversely, a void that makes us forget all images. In both cases it is a 

parable for the path to the numinous, in the sense of an experience of what 

goes beyond our everyday experience. 

An adequate musical expression for these sentiments is once again provided by 

the Portuguese band Madredeus. The first part of this musical Advent calendar, 

dedicated to contemplative reflection, therefore ends just as it began: with a 

journey to the Portuguese land of longing. 

 

Quotations: 

Meister Eckhart: Von der Dunkelheit (Sermon on Darkness); in: Meister 

Eckharts mystische Schriften (Meister Eckhart's mystical writings); aus dem 

Mittelhochdeutschen übertragen von (from the Middle High German translated 

https://www.susannealbers.de/03philosophie-literatur-Eckhart02dunkelheit.html
http://www.marschler.at/eckhart-landauer/meister-eckhart-mystische-schriften.pdf
http://www.marschler.at/eckhart-landauer/meister-eckhart-mystische-schriften.pdf
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by) Gustav Landauer (1903), Predigten (Sermons): Von der Dunkelheit (On 

Darkness),  pp. 9 – 12 (quotation p. 10). Berlin 1920: Schnabel; 

English translation: The Complete Mystical Works of Meister Eckhart, 

translated and edited by Maurice O'C. Walsh (PDF). New York 1979: Herder & 

Herder. 

 

Madredeus: O Mar (The Sea) 

from: O espírito da paz (The spirit of peace; 1994) 
 
Song (with slide show) 
 
Lyrics: 
 

O Mar 
 

Não é nenhum poema 

O que vos vou dizer 

Nem sei se vale a pena 

Tentar-vos descrever 

 

O mar, o mar 

 

E eu aqui fui ficando 

Só para o poder ver 

E fui envelhecendo 

Sem nunca o perceber 

 

O mar, o mar 

 

Translation: 

 

The Sea 

 

What I want to tell you 

is not a poem. 

I don't even know whether it's worth the effort 

https://philocyclevl.files.wordpress.com/2016/10/meister-eckhart-maurice-o-c-walshe-bernard-mcginn-the-complete-mystical-works-of-meister-eckhart-the-crossroad-publishing-company-2009.pdf
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tYQbZhWXRwM
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to describe it: 

 

the Sea, the Sea. 

 

I have always been staying here 

just to see it –  

and I got old 

without ever understanding it: 

 

the Sea, the Sea. 
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II.   Darkness 
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Melancholy can be like a veil covering the world. But sometimes it also helps 

remove the veils that separate us from our inner world. 

 

 
 

9. Melancholy: Predator and human right 

Song: Christophe Miossec: La mélancholie 

 

When our soul darkens, there are often very specific reasons for this. The loss 

of a job, a serious illness, the separation from people who are dear to us – in all 

these cases the inner darkness has its origin in an outer darkness. 

But there are also cases in which the curtain inside us unexpectedly lowers, 

without any apparent reason, like a sudden weather change. Sometimes the 

shadow of a nightmare that we cannot get rid of makes us wake up in the 

morning in a country where the sun does not rise. It can even happen that on a 

balmy summer evening, when nothing disturbs our outer happiness, the dark 

wing of melancholy suddenly touches us. 

The song by Christophe Miossec is about this second, unexplainable form of 

melancholy. The French singer, born in Brittany, thereby also brings up the 

Janus-faced nature of melancholy. The song describes melancholy on the one 

hand as something that makes you "freeze to ice", something that "sticks to 

your body", no matter how hard you try to get rid of it. On the other hand, 
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melancholy also appears as something that "gently overwhelms" you, that 

"encloses" you almost maternally by "protecting" you from the "storms" of 

outer life. 

The latter aspect shows melancholy as a close relative of contemplation. For 

the one who gets enclosed in himself always gains distance from his everyday 

actions through this.  Many things that previously seemed self-evident are then 

suddenly called into question. The exuberance of everyday life turns into the 

melancholy of contemplation. 

This also implies that melancholy can be given a productive meaning by using it 

for a deeper reflection on oneself and one's life. The attempt to completely 

exclude melancholy from one's own life is not very promising anyway. As the 

chanson of Miossec says, melancholy "comes" and "goes" as it likes. Wanting to 

run away from it is therefore just as impossible as running away from oneself. 

The beautiful thing about Miossec's song is that it mitigates this sad insight 

with a good portion of humour. Thus it celebrates melancholy as something 

"communist" that should please the unions, because everyone has the same 

"right" to it and is "accepted" without regard to the person. 

This ironic distance to one's own melancholy is also reflected in the video to 

the chanson. The clip illustrates the melancholic-depressive moods with 

desolate places as well as with portraits of specific people and their faded 

memories. Altogether, this creates a refreshingly comical contrast to the sad 

song, as the film relates the melancholy to the absurdity of existence that 

triggers it. This becomes particularly clear in the final sequence, in which the 

band members intonate their wolf howls one by one in particularly bleak 

places. 
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Christophe Miossec: La mélancholie 

from: L'Étreinte (2006) 
 
Song (video clip) 
 
Lyrics  
 
Free Translation: 
 
The Melancholy 
 

The melancholy 

which comes, which goes, 

gently overwhelming you, 

enclosing you, 

sheltering you, 

protecting you from the storms ... 

 

The melancholy 

which so often knocks on the door 

that you surrender to it, 

that you even wrap yourself up in it. 

 

The melancholy 

of our best years … 

Our companions, our stupidities –  

they must not be forgotten one day. 

 

Our melancholic days 

merge, my dear, 

they wrap themselves 

in our miserable lives, 

in the memories of our school days 

and all the other stuff ...  

 

The melancholy 

is like an anomaly, 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=v7CWlDXSdPQ
https://genius.com/Miossec-la-melancolie-lyrics
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which destroys you quite gently, 

which challenges you and teaches you 

that your childhood is over. 

 

The melancholy 

which comes as a matter of course, 

which sticks to the body, 

causing you hideous trouble … 

 

Melancholy is communistic, 

everyone has a right to it from time to time. 

Melancholy is not capitalistic, 

it is even free for the losers. 

Melancholy is something for trade unionists: 

everyone is welcome here. 

 

Miss Melancholy is pacifistic: 

you'll never get into a fight with her. 

But even in your thickest winter gloves 

she will make you freeze to ice. 

 

About Christophe Miossec: 

Christophe Miossec, born in 1964 in Brest, turned away from music after a 

short time in the band Printemps Noir (Dark Spring). He studied archaeology, 

worked as a freelance journalist and was temporarily active in the world of 

advertising. Only in the nineties did he find his way back to music and recorded 

the album Boire (Drinking) together with Guillaume Jouan and Bruno Leroux. 

The work, released in 1995, was received very positively by the critics. The title 

contains a delicate punch line to Miossec's biography, since he suffered from 

alcoholism for a long time. 

Today Miossec not only works successfully as a chansonnier himself, but also 

repeatedly composes songs for other musicians. For instance, he has written 

chansons for Jane Birkin, Johnny Hallyday and Juliette Gréco. Musically, 

Miossec sees himself in the tradition of Jacques Brel, although he is much more 

reserved in his musical performance than the latter. 
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Depression is like a false friend who subliminally makes us believe that we are 

guilty of something we actually cannot do anything about. 

 

 
 

10. The dark house of depression 

Song: Alina Orlova: Aš neatsimenu, kaip užmigau (I don't remember) 

 

Like yesterday's chanson by Christophe Miossec, today's song by the Lithuanian 

artist Alina Orlova is about a darkening of the soul. Unlike Miossec, however, 

we are not dealing here with a melancholy of a rather gentle kind. What Orlova 

sings about is more like a deep depression. 

The self that is speaking here is in a place that is literally "godforsaken" (a place 

to which "God's gaze does not penetrate"); a place where silence is so powerful 

that it swallows every word. Just as the self is inwardly in a state between 

waking and sleeping, all opposites are suspended in the outer world as well. 

There is neither brightness nor darkness, and every movement is just an 

illusion, which does not affect the actual standstill. 

The place thus proves to be a perfect equivalent of nothingness ("absolutely 

nothing is existing here "). The cry of the newborn child coincides here with the 

death cry that one utters before disappearing "like an oppressive memory". 
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Melancholy hence has, as can be concluded from Orlova's song, only up to a 

certain point a productive potential, in the sense of an invitation to 

contemplation and self-reflection. If melancholy becomes too intense and lasts 

too long, it becomes destructive. 

The dynamics that accompany this change from temporary melancholy to 

pathological depression are sometimes triggered by ourselves. As spiritually 

gifted beings, we feel offended or simply do not want to admit that depressive 

moods can simply be based on biochemical processes. If we were able to 

accept this, we might try to rebalance our body with equally simple remedies – 

such as moderate physical activity, which can initiate opposing biochemical 

processes by releasing dopamine or serotonin. 

Instead we tend to look for tangible reasons for our disgruntlement. In social 

reality and in our biography, there is always something to be found that can 

seemingly explain our melancholy. And then there is, of course, the fact of 

transience, which makes all action seem meaningless anyway. This kind of 

brooding therefore acts like an intensifier for our gloom. Instead of freeing 

ourselves from it, we become more and more entangled in the net of 

melancholy. 

In such cases there is often only one thing that helps: human encouragement. 

Of course, in more severe cases, accompanying medication may be required. 

But it is the bridge to a "you" that gives the ritual of pharmaceutical therapy 

the sense needed for pulling oneself out of the swamp by one's own hair. 

It is precisely such a bridge that Alina Orlova sings about in another song 

(Baltos, baltos). The short text unfolds its full meaning only through the 

euphoria of consolation exuded by the music. In addition, there is the 

expressive performance of the singer, who obviously knows exactly what she is 

singing about. The song is thus the perfect complement to the night of the soul 

that Orlova evokes in Aš neatsimenu, kaip užmigau. 
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Alina Orlova: Aš neatsimenu, kaip užmigau (I don't remember) 

(not yet released on any album, created before 2009) 

 

Live in a studio 

 

Live in concert  

 

Lyrics (Lithuanian and Russian) 

 

Translation: 

 

[I don't remember] 

 

I don't remember how I fell asleep, 

I don't know if I have woken up or not, 

here it will be neither dark nor light, 

and the water here is always tainted. 

 

God's gaze does not penetrate to this place, 

the barking of the dogs cannot be heard, 

you don't need cases for your sentences here, 

because they die off in silence anyway. 

 

Here you can scream as loud  

as you only did when you were born, 

you can scream before you start to disappear 

like an oppressive memory. 

 

Will you remember how you fell asleep? 

Will you know that you're not sleeping anymore? 

Absolutely nothing is existing here, 

and you stand still when you run away. 

 

 

 

 

https://vk.com/video-13061383_137652941
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=o2ON_Ht1VBw
http://alinaorlova.org/?p=712
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Alina Orlova: Baltos baltos (Your white, white hands) 

 (not yet released on any album, created before 2012) 

 

Live in concert 

 

Lyrics (Lithuanian and Russian) 

 

Translation: 

 

[Your white, white hands] 

 

Your white, white hands 

are searching and searching 

without finding anything 

 

just like birds in a storm 

flying against 

the darkest windows of the town. 

 

Your white, white hands 

are searching and searching  

without finding anything at all. 

 

Hand them over to me. 

 

 

About Alina Orlova: 

Alina Orlova, born in 1988, grew up in the small town of Visaginas in north-

eastern Lithuania as the daughter of a Lithuanian Pole and a mother from 

Voronezh in Russia. The town is a major centre for the Russian-speaking 

minority in Lithuania. While their share in the country as a whole is only 6 

percent, it is 52 percent in Visaginas.  Orlova's parents, however, sent their 

daughter to the only school in the town where lessons were held in Lithuanian, 

despite the fact that the family spoke Russian at home. 

The artist thus grew up as the daughter of three cultures, so to speak. The 

freedom that her parents gave her is expressed, among other things, by the 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_c7h6svhI6U
http://alinaorlova.org/?p=712
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fact that Orlova repeatedly offers Russian and English versions of her songs, 

which she performs mostly in Lithuanian. 

Her very first single, which she released at the age of just 18, was a huge 

success and was voted debut of the year by the popular Lithuanian youth 

magazine Pravda. At the latest since her first album, released two years later, 

she has not only established herself in the music scene of her country, but also 

performs regularly abroad. 

 

Article on the antidepressant effect of sport: 

Legg, Timothy J.: Exercise, Depression, and the Brain. Healthline.com, July 25th, 

2017. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://www.healthline.com/health/depression/exercise


44 
 

If you meet a bear on a bridge, greet him friendly and say "uncle" to him – so 

says a Turkish proverb, also common in Russia: If something is stronger than 

you, you should get familiar with it. However, the most dangerous bear on the 

bridge of life is – death. 

 

 
 

 

11. A Visit to Uncle Death 

Song: Mikael Wiehe: Flickan och kråkan (The Girl and the Crow) 

 

One of the drawings of the Swedish artist Oscar Cleve (1906 – 1991) shows a 

little girl hurrying to a veterinarian with a wounded crow. This work inspired 

the singer-songwriter Mikael Wiehe to write the song Flickan och kråkan (The 

Girl and the Crow). 

Wiehe's song was in turn a source of inspiration for a number of other artistic 

approaches to the subject. The drawings, paintings and photos differ in the 

accents they set: 

 

 Some works are closely based on the original and focus on the girl's hurry, 

her desperate attempt to be faster than death.  

 Other pictures concentrate on the pain and fear of the girl. The results are 

often portraits, some of which already anticipate the mourning over the bird 

that cannot be saved.  
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 Some works focus on the contrast between the girl in the prime of her years 

and the dead or dying crow. This can be done by emphasising the girl's 

vitality with appropriate attributes (red, fluttering curls, bare-footed, mini-

dress ...) or by depicting the crow as an oversized bird and thus as an 

allegory of death. There are, however, also works that lift the subject to a 

more abstract level and emphasise the contrast between life and death by 

characteristic differences in colour (red girl vs. black crow). 

 In other cases, grief over the dying crow also rubs off on the girl. Then she 

herself appears as marked by death or is shown with a black skirt 

reminiscent of the crow's plumage. 

 Finally, there is also the opposite case, in which an oversized crow appears 

as a comforter. The girl's turning to the injured bird in this case rubs off on 

the representation, so that compassion for the suffering creature seems to 

make possible a kind of spiritual overcoming of death. 

 

The great artistic resonance of Wiehe's song may also be related to the fact 

that its imagery touches on archetypal patterns. In mythology, ravens have 

always been associated with death, while girls and young women appear as 

symbols of blossoming life. In this way, the subject has also been treated in art 

before. Pablo Picasso's famous painting "Woman with a Crow" from 1904, for 

example, shows the intimate connection between death and life by the woman 

kissing the raven tenderly on the head. 

The particularity of Wiehe's approach to the topic is that the singer explicitly 

identifies with the girl running desperately for the life of the crow: "It was me 

who was shown in the picture." The child's belief "that someone exists, / who 

brings help and knows the answer", is on the one hand a motivation to 

constantly "run to where there is protection and warmth, / justice and truth". 

On the other hand, this is countered by the knowledge of the fundamental 

futility of all efforts: "And I beg and I plead, although I feel / and know deep 

inside: it is long since too late". 

In essence, Wiehe thus describes the Sisyphus nature of human endeavour: the 

absurd attempt to find protection for a life that cannot be absolutely 

protected; to find a home for a homeless life; to run away from something that 

we carry in our womb like a dark fruit. In this context, even "justice and truth" 

will always be relative. There can be no absolute justice as long as death can 

cut off the thread of life at any time. It is part of being human, however, to defy 
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this fact and yet undauntedly run after the ideals of human warmth, justice and 

truth. 

 

The pictures mentioned above are not in the public domain and therefore 

cannot be reproduced here. However, they can easily be found by entering the 

corresponding keyword (Flickan och kråkan / Images) in a search engine mask. 

 

 

Mikael Wiehe: Flickan och kråkan (The Girl and the Crow) 

from: Kråksånger (1981) 

 

Live (1981) 

 

Lyrics 

 

Free translation: 

 

The Girl and the Crow 

 

On a day like so many others before 

I sat there and read the newspaper. 

And I dreamed of all those past dreams, 

which had burst one by one. 

 

That's when my gaze fell on the photo of a girl, 

of a girl with a wounded crow in her arms. 

She ran as fast as she could 

through the thicket of a forest. 

 

She is running with her fluttering curls, 

running on her skinny legs. 

And she begs and she pleads, she hopes and she believes 

that it is not too late. 

 

The girl is so small, her hair is so blond, 

and a flickering embers covers her cheeks. 

https://www.google.com/search?q=Flickan+och+kr%C3%A5kan+%2F+Images&tbm=isch&ved=2ahUKEwjfgNPBzMPtAhUh7uAKHTtdBOEQ2-cCegQIABAA&oq=Flickan+och+kr%C3%A5kan+%2F+Images&gs_lcp=CgNpbWcQDFDQoxFYs4QSYNeREmgBcAB4AIABkwGIAecIkgEDMC45mAEAoAEBqgELZ3dzLXdpei1pbWfAAQE&sclient=img&ei=ES3SX5-0MKHcgwe7upGIDg&bih=918&biw=1661&rlz=1C1AFAB_enAT494AT845&hl=de#imgrc=WyCC8_7-18_x4M&imgdii=v0T5DXse91PLBM
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hC3EszN3Uuo
https://www.jiosaavn.com/lyrics/flickan-och-krakan-lyrics/Olhbeht9dV4
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The crow is so heavy and black like a petrified skeleton. 

In a moment death will spread its cloak over it. 

 

But the girl is running for the life, 

running for the life of the dying bird, 

to places where protection and warmth, 

justice and truth can be found. 

 

And she is running, a sparkle in her eyes, 

running on her skinny legs 

because she knows that what her father said is true: 

As long as there is life, it is not too late. 

 

A sudden shock went through my veins, 

I trembled with fear and with pain. 

It was all too plain to see: 

the girl in the picture was me. 

 

My hope is a wounded crow 

and I am a running child. 

A child who believes that someone exists, 

who brings help and who knows the answer. 

 

And I am running with a beating heart, 

running on my skinny legs. 

And I beg and I plead, although I feel 

and know deep inside: it is long since too late. 

 

 

 

About Mikael Wiehe: 

Mikael Wiehe, born in 1946, is one of the most important Swedish singer-

songwriters. With many songs he has expressed his political commitment. In 

1985, for example, he participated in the protest of Swedish artists against the 

South African apartheid regime (Svensk Rock mot Apartheid) with the song 

Soweto. He has also publicly expressed his opposition to the American prison 



48 
 

camp Guantanamo in Cuba and is involved in the foundation Artister mot 

nazister (Artists against Nazis), which he has directed since 2001. In addition, 

Wiehe has written a number of more philosophical songs, which deal with 

fundamental questions of human existence in general. 
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A journey into the underworld always entails a few surprises. If you are lucky, 

you may even meet an enchanting woman there. 

 

 
 

12. At the gate to the underworld 

Lied: Myrkur: Himlen blev sort (The sky grew dark) 

 

Life blossoms in spring and withers again in autumn. Sounds trite ... 

It sounds trite because we have become accustomed to it. It sounds trite 

because we are no longer existentially dependent on the vicissitudes of life: if 

one of our harvests fails, we simply get the products from somewhere else. 

And it sounds trite because we have the research tools at our disposal that 

allow us to describe the cycle of growth and decay with scientific precision. 

The main problem is that we confuse explaining with understanding. Being able 

to explain doesn't necessarily mean that we understand why it is the way it is. 

The fact that certain biochemical processes take place in a plant and that they 

react in a specific way to light and heat is no less astonishing if we can explain 

these processes in detail. 

Sometimes things even seem more fantastic precisely because we gain insight 

into their microstructures. Just think of the ever new discoveries about the 

complex ways in which plants interact with their environment. Or the growing 

awareness of the unique thought structures of birds or octopuses, which are no 

less complex than ours, but only complex in a different way. 
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What we can also see from this: The certainty of our explanations today can be 

called into question tomorrow. This ultimately applies to all areas of our 

knowledge. The view of the human body, for instance, is currently being 

fundamentally transformed by research into epigenetics, which is shifting 

attention from the decoding of the genome to the complex interaction of genes 

and cells with each other. In physics, the atom, once conceived as the 

definitively smallest particle, has long since mutated into an entire micro-

universe in which and around which countless other micro-particles are 

floating. And astronomy, with its questions about the speed of expansion of the 

universe, black holes or dark matter and energy, has cast an equally large 

shadow over our knowledge with each new illuminating discovery. 

As a consequence, we should occasionally put aside the glasses of the 

omniscient researcher and learn to marvel anew, even in the case of what we 

consider to be completely elucidated and explainable. 

Experiencing the wonder behind the seemingly banal ... This was the goal of the 

initiations that took place in ancient Athens as part of the Eleusinian Mysteries.  

The basis of these mysteries, which began with a procession from Athens to 

Eleusis, a town 30 kilometres away, was the myth of Persephone. As the 

daughter (Kore) of the goddess of fertility, Demeter, Persephone had been 

abducted by Hades, the god of the underworld. From then on, she had to 

spend part of the year with the latter. The rest of the time she was allowed to 

live with her mother as before. 

That which was to be experienced in the mysteries was something basically 

inexpressible. Something that eludes our comprehension because it contradicts 

our innermost sensibilities – but which nevertheless has a consoling effect 

when we expose ourselves to the experience. In essence, it was about 

experiencing the fact that life must return to the womb of death in order to be 

born anew. That death is the fertiliser of life. That a secret longing for death is 

inscribed in life, but that it is stronger than death for that very reason – 

because it only enters the harbour of death in order to emerge from it in a 

transformed state. 

Allusions to the myth of Persephone can also be found in the song Himlen blev 

sort (The sky grew dark) by the Danish artist Amalie Bruun (stage name 

Myrkur). The text takes the perspective of Demeter's abducted daughter (Kore) 

and describes from her point of view the overpowering by the "demon" of 

darkness. At the "gate to the underworld" her "heart turns to stone", and all 
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that remains for her is the nightly memory of her homeworld. Although its sky 

has "darkened" through her absence, she remains connected to it through a 

common breath – which is precisely the sign that the seemingly endless night 

of death will lead to new life in the end. 

 

 

Myrkur: Himlen blev sort (The sky grew dark) 

from: Mareidt (2017) 
 
Live with Dutch musician Kati Ran 
 
Full album with lyrics on bandcamp.com 
 
Free translation: 
 
The sky grew dark 
 

With good courage I go forward, 

the moon shines bright 

the mist embraces the forest floor, 

the wind is brushing through my hair. 

Leaves wither on my path 

under the force of the demon. 

 

Tell me, Father: 

Can you save me from the cold storm? 

When you left me at the gate to the underworld, 

my heart turned to stone, 

and the sky grew dark. 

 

Only at night do I come out, 

under the cover of darkness 

we hold on to each other 

in a world that is not mine. 

Only through you can I breathe. 

 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=v_IAfdJ1YLQ
https://myrkur.bandcamp.com/album/mareridt-deluxe-version
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About Myrkur: 

Myrkur is a music project by the Danish artist Amalie Bruun that was launched 

in 2014. The artist borrowed the name "Myrkur" from Icelandic, where it 

means "darkness". This name stands programmatically for a large part of 

Bruun's music and lyrics,  located in the area of apocalyptic folk and neo-folk. 

Repeatedly, there are borrowings from black metal, which is characteristic of 

neo-folk. However, the resulting "blackgaze" sound is not to be heard 

consistently. There are also pieces in which Bruun, alone or with 

accompaniment, plays traditional instruments such as the Norwegian kravik 

lyra or the nyckelharpa ("keyed fiddle") – an instrument with strings shortened 

by keys – and uses her voice, trained in classical singing, without any metal-

scream effect. 

Bruun attributes her tendency towards the gloomy to her efforts to overcome 

inner fears and personal crises. With her songs, she wants to make tangible the 

"human spirit beneath the surface": "When I get to this point, I feel invincible". 

The singer explains her repeated use of mythological themes – especially from 

Nordic mythology – with the role of women who have a strong sense of their 

own identity and represent both beauty and death here.  Thus, for her, 

mythological goddesses obviously reflect existential primal fears as well as their 

possible overcoming. 

 

Quotations from Laut.de: Porträt: Myrkur (2017). 
 

 

A few "appetizers" to the research mentioned above: 

 

Godfrey-Smith, Peter: The Mind of an Octopus. Eight smart limbs plus a big 

brain add up to a weird and wondrous kind of intelligence. In: Scientific 

American,  Mind 28, 1, pp. 62-69 (January 2017). 

McKie, Robin: The Hubble constant: a mystery that keeps getting bigger. In: The 

Guardian (The Observer: Space), November 2, 2019. 

Morell, Virginia: Newfound brain structure explains why some birds are so 

smart – and maybe even self-aware. In: Science, September 24, 2020. 

Weinhold: Epigenetics: The Science of Change. In: Environmental Health 

Perspectives 114(3): pp. 160–167. March 2006. 

https://www.laut.de/Myrkur
https://www.scientificamerican.com/article/the-mind-of-an-octopus/
https://www.theguardian.com/science/2019/nov/02/hubble-constant-mystery-that-keeps-getting-bigger-estimate-rate-expansion-universe-cosmology-cepheid
https://science.sciencemag.org/content/333/6041/398
https://science.sciencemag.org/content/333/6041/398
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC1392256/
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Worrall, Simon: There Is Such a Thing as Plant Intelligence. Plants are capable 

of solving problems and learning from past experiences. In: National 

Geographic, February 21, 2016. [Interview with Richard Mabey about his book 

The Cabaret of Plants] 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Paintings of Persephone: 1. Rupert Bunny (1864 – 1947): The Rape of 

Persephone (1913); National Gallery of Australia, Canberra; 2. Frederic 

Leighton (1830 – 1896): The Return of Persephone (1891); Leeds Art Gallery 

  

https://www.nationalgeographic.com/news/2016/02/160221-plant-science-botany-evolution-mabey-ngbooktalk/
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To be honest, I was a bit scared before meeting the devil. However, he behaved 

more like my grandma and complained that I would visit him too rarely. 

 

 
 

13. Encounter with the devil 

Song: Nudozurdo: El diablo fue bueno conmigo (The devil was good to me) 

 

An Advent meditation on Satan? There hardly seems to be anything more 

inappropriate. 

On closer inspection, however, this is not quite as absurd as it appears at first 

glance. For here, too, we must remember: the ways of the Lord are inscrutable. 

Let us take the Book of Job, for example. The first thing that stands out here is 

that Satan is not in hell at all. Instead, he is an angel who naturally has his place 

in heaven, at God's side. Admittedly, he is perhaps a somewhat "darker" angel 

than the others, and he lives up to the Hebrew meaning of his name by 

revealing himself as an "adversary" of mankind. He vehemently doubts the 

faithfulness of God's favourite creatures towards their Father in heaven.  As 

soon as he would stop pouring out the cornucopia of his gifts on them and let 

them get into trouble, they would turn away from their Creator. 
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We all know what happened next. Poor Job has to serve as the object of a 

wager between God and his dark angel. He has to endure all kinds of plagues 

and deprivations, and in fact he repeatedly gets into the greatest trouble of 

conscience and doubts the graciousness and omnipotence of the Most High. In 

the end, however, he remains faithful to him. 

Thus Satan ultimately proves to be a promoter of the divine plan of salvation. 

For it is only through the temptations and trials he imposes on human beings 

that the full power of the human spirit is revealed, which is able to assert its 

autonomy against all temptations. 

Even if we consider the devil in his Luciferian form, he is in the final analysis 

only a special tool in the hand of God.  This already emerges from his name, 

which is composed of the Latin "lux" (light) and "ferre" (to carry/bring). 

As a being who brings light to mankind, it is even surprising that Lucifer should 

be assigned to the sphere of the diabolical. However, the fact that the Light of 

Reason can have something "divisive", "confusing" about it – "diabolic" is a 

compound word from the Greek "dia" (apart) and "ballein" (to throw, to place) 

– is inherent in the process of cognition. After all, this process is characterised 

by the fact that things that were previously taken for granted are scrutinised 

more closely. As a result, seemingly self-evident truths are shattered and a 

state of confusion may arise. In the end, however, everything frequently 

appears in a new, clearer light – so that the devil, even in his Luciferian form, 

ultimately proves to be a servant of God and mankind. 

Satan may thus be, according to the meaning of his name, an "adversary" of 

God and his creation – but he is not an enemy. Rather, he is an antagonist in 

the sense that he drives the dynamics of creation forward through necessary 

counter-movements. 

The song El diablo fue bueno conmigo (The devil was good to me) by the 

Spanish band Nudozurdo, which existed from 2001 to 2018, also opens our 

eyes to the supposedly "dark" world of the Satanic. The special punch line of 

the song is that the devil himself takes the floor here. 

In the song, the devil does not hide the fact that he, as a representative of the 

dark side of life, is in league with death and is therefore not just a companion 

like any other. At the same time, however, he points out that he himself is a 

part of every human being, no matter how much people try to suppress the 

reality he represents. This reality, he emphasises, is by no means to be seen 

only negatively. Its advantages do not only consist in (ecstatic) love and the 
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opening of new perspectives on the world, but also manifest themselves in the 

power of forgiveness, which seems impossible in the "glaring light" of 

rationality. 

Indeed, the devil presents himself in 

the song as a kind of antithesis to the 

bright world of reason, as the 

incarnation of a dream world that 

appears as a necessary complement 

to the latter. The fact that he 

describes himself as a "monster" at 

the beginning of the song also 

suggests references to the famous 

painting "El sueño de la razón produce 

monstruos" (The sleep/dream of 

reason creates monsters) by the 

Spanish painter Francisco de Goya. 

Based on the song, the painting could 

be interpreted in such a way that 

although reason must not sleep, it 

should nevertheless leave room for 

the dream. Otherwise, it runs the risk of freezing and subsequently being 

overwhelmed by the "monsters" of the irrational. 

The evocation of the dream world as a necessary corrective to the rationally 

controlled everyday world – which the song musically implements through 

distinctly contemplative sound sequences – hence also implies criticism of a 

society that tends to become inhumane through the repression of the "dark" 

side of life. This happens, firstly, because repression is accompanied by 

projection processes through which what is repressed is associated with 

concrete people (the disabled, strangers, the elderly ...) and is rejected in and 

with them. Secondly, the processes of repression also favour an organisation of 

everyday social life that is trimmed to efficiency and functionality, a life in 

which all activities that are not purpose-oriented (games, daydreams, 

meditations ...) are given the stigma of idleness. 
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Nudozurdo: El diablo fue bueno conmigo (The devil was good to me) 
from: Tara Motor Hembra (2011) 
 
Album version  
Live version with cello und viola + Lyrics  
 
Free translation: 
 
The devil was good to me 
 

Maybe I'm a monster you don't want to kiss. 

But I might also be like you on the inside. 

I know there are many things you want to explore, 

but [without me] you will miss something very special. 

 

The glaring light that cannot forgive ... 

Tell me the words you can conjure me with. 

I know you can't take me with you, 

but you do not know what I am capable of: 

 

Capable of loving, 

capable of giving, 

of bringing us into the bosom of the earth, 

out of breath. 

Basically you were already 

far away from the bustle of the world, 

without any effort on your part. 

 

Capable of loving, 

capable of giving, 

of bringing us into the bosom of the earth, 

out of breath. 

 

Interview by S. E. Alonso with Nudozurdo (Spanish): "Nuestros discos son 

altamente optimistas" (Our albums are extremely optimistic); jenesaispop 2011 

  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Q9Kc6XZh2cY
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fO9toYl0Eas
https://jenesaispop.com/2011/02/25/65485/nudozurdo-nuestros-discos-son-altamente-optimistas/
https://jenesaispop.com/2011/02/25/65485/nudozurdo-nuestros-discos-son-altamente-optimistas/
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For us today, Judas is the darkest traitor in human history. But what if he 

actually loved Jesus more than all the other disciples? What if it was a betrayal 

out of wounded love? 

 

 
 

14. The impatient love of Judas 

Song: Claudio Chieffo: Monologo di Giuda (The Monologue of Judas) 

 

With Judas it is no different than with Satan: he seems to have no place in an 

Advent calendar. The mere mention of him appears to be a sacrilege against 

the Holy of Holies. 

However, the same applies to Judas as to the devil: his actions ultimately serve 

the divine plan of salvation. In this case, too, darkness and light are connected 

with each other in a dynamic interaction. After all, the sacrificial death of Christ 

and with it the dawning of the light of salvation would have been impossible 

without the previous "dark" betrayal of his disciple. 

Of course, such considerations do not play a role for us today when we think of 

Judas. We see in him the archetype of the pariah, the one who has been cast 

out of the community forever, the one who is damned eternally. No one would 
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therefore identify with Judas in passion plays. Everyone wants to be the 

saviour, no one the traitor. 

In truth, however, Judas' traitorous nature corresponds much more to our 

character. We are far from realising the perfect peaceableness that Jesus 

outlined in the Sermon on the Mount. Rather, we belong to those who 

unhesitatingly betray their neighbour if it yields the slightest advantage. 

Admitting this is important if we want to come closer to the kingdom of God. 

After all, this kingdom will by no means arise by itself one day. It is something 

we have to build ourselves. But for that we have to be aware of the dark sides 

of our nature.  Only then can we work on ourselves and come closer in our 

daily lives to the ideals of peaceableness, compassion and practised solidarity, 

for which we squeeze out a few tears every year at Christmas. 

Similar thoughts can also be found in the song Monologo di Giuda (The 

Monologue of Judas) by the Italian cantautore (singer-songwriter) Claudio 

Chieffo, who died in 2007. In the song, Judas is presented to us as a self-

sufficient man who observes the rules and pays homage to his God every 

Sunday in the temple. It is only when Jesus appears in his life that he is thrown 

off track and hopes for the "kingdom of God" that the latter has promised him. 

When this kingdom fails to come, he feels betrayed by Jesus. His betrayal here 

is therefore based on the feeling of having been betrayed himself. Only when it 

is already too late, at the moment of death, does he realise that Jesus was 

indeed the Son of God. 

Judas' sacrilege is thus based in this case on an impatience reminiscent of a 

well-known aphorism by Franz Kafka. According to this, there are "two main 

human sins from which all others derive: impatience and laxity. Because of 

impatience they [human beings] were expelled from paradise, because of laxity 

they will not return. But perhaps there is only one main sin: impatience. 

Because of impatience they were banished, because of impatience they do not 

return." 

 

Kafka quote from the Zürauer Aphorismen: 

Kafka's Zurau Aphorisms (quoted aphorism therein No. 3) were written between September 

1917 and April 1918 in the Bohemian village of Zürau, where the writer sought recovery 

after the outbreak of tuberculosis. They were first published in 1931 by the publisher 

Kiepenheuer under the title Betrachtungen über Sünde, Hoffnung, Leid und den wahren Weg 

(Reflections on Sin, Hope, Suffering and the True Path), chosen by Max Brod, Kafka's friend 

and administer of his estate. 

http://www.digbib.org/Franz_Kafka_1883/Aphorismen_.pdf
https://solutioperfecta.files.wordpress.com/2013/11/g8-cisco2.pdf
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Claudio Chieffo: Monologo di Giuda (The Monologue of Judas) 

 

Song (1971)  

 

Lyrics 

 

Translation:  

 

The Monologue of Judas 

 

I didn't care about the 30 pieces of silver. 

It was all about the hope 

that on that day 

he was resurrected in me. 

 

I lived a quiet life, 

contenting myself with what I had, 

and paid regular homage to God in His temple. 

But one day this man came, 

talking about peace and love, 

and said that he was the Messiah and my Saviour. 

 

I didn't care about the 30 pieces of silver … 

 

In the parched corners of the earth, 

in the streets of every country –  

everywhere people welcomed us 

with open arms. 

 

But then the days passed, 

and his kingdom did not come. 

I had given him everything, 

and he had betrayed me. 

 

I didn't care about the 30 pieces of silver … 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SGGIPafwS-A
http://leggoerifletto.blogspot.de/2013/06/il-monologo-di-giuda-claudio-chieffo.html
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So I ended up with a heart of stone 

and a devious look, always ready to flee. 

He had planted the fear in my heart, 

so he had to die. 

 

Now from a tree a body is hanging 

that surely is no longer mine. 

And only now do I see 

the light in his eyes: 

the light of the Son of God. 

 

I didn't care about the 30 pieces of silver … 

 

 

About Claudio Chieffo: 

After coming into contact with a Christian student movement during his 

university studies, Claudio Chieffo (1945 – 2007) began writing religious songs, 

which he soon performed at church services and at festivals of the lay religious 

movement. In 1974, Chieffo, who also worked as a literature teacher in school 

on the side, met Cardinal Karol Wojtyła in Warsaw as a participant in the 

Sacrosong, a Christian song festival. When Wojtyła became Pope four years 

later as John Paul II, Chieffo composed and sang the song La Strada (The Road) 

for him, expressing the hopes associated with the pontificate. Chieffo's work 

was not limited to the Christian scene, however. He was also close friends with 

his fellow songwriters Francesco Guccini and Giorgio Gaber. Moreover, he 

maintained contacts with the American painter William Congdon and with the 

jazz and film musician David Horrowitz, with whom he released the album 

Come la rosa (Like the Rose) in 2005. 

Official website with detailed information and picture gallery: 

claudiochieffo.com (Italian) 

  

http://www.claudiochieffo.com/it/claudio-chieffo-official-website.aspx?idC=61642&LN=it-IT
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Judas and Jesus are closer to each other than it seems at first glance. One 

stands for the abyss of human existence, the other for overcoming it. 

 

 
 

15. Judas and Jesus: Brothers in Spirit 

Song: Nikos Papazoglou: Ego den eimai poiitis (I am not a poet) 

 

As an archetypal image of the outcasts and the eternally damned, Judas is also 

a metaphor for radical exclusion and oppression. Paradoxically, the figure of 

the traitor and the figure of the saviour thus meet in a common point of 

reference. One figure captures the real situation in an image. It denotes what is 

currently happening to a person or a group of people. The other figure 

personifies the utopia of redemption, of overcoming subjective suffering and 

the objective walls of exclusion. 

A similar constellation arises if we relate the figure of Judas and Jesus to the 

existential situation of humans. In this case, Judas stands for human beings' 

irrevocable attachment to matter, for their being doomed to death and, in 
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general, for the weakness – in physical, psychological and moral terms – that 

results from their imperfection. In the figure of Jesus, on the other hand, the 

vision of striving for moral advancement appears, as well as the ideal of an 

inner strength that spiritually transcends matter and thus takes away the sting 

of death through a contemplative immersion in the whole of creation or the 

universe. 

Both aspects can also be found in the Greek poem Ego den eimai [ime] poiitis 

[piitis] (I am not a poet) by Lazaros Andreou, which Nikos Papazoglou (1948 - 

2011) set to music in 1995. As a song of the "accursed", sung by the 

"homeless", banished "to distant planets", it can currently be related above all 

to the experiences of exclusion that many people in Greece have to endure due 

to the cutbacks in the social sector and the ever new salary and pension 

reductions. The Corona crisis has acted here as an accelerant for a downward 

spiral that was triggered by the last financial and economic crisis and especially 

by the radical austerity policies subsequently imposed on Greece. 

However, in the case of Greece, speaking of the "homeless" naturally also 

brings to mind the refugees stranded on the country's coasts who are forced to 

vegetate in inhumane camps. Here, too, the weeping Judas, who deplores the 

sad fate of the outcasts in the poem, is an image of the hopelessness of people 

who are imprisoned within the walls of a merciless exclusion. 

Since the song combines the aspect of exile with the mention of "prison walls", 

it can also be related to the military dictatorship that prevailed in Greece from 

1967 to 1974. As a verse written on the prison walls, the poem addresses 

oppression as well as the struggle against it. For the courage to raise the voice 

against oppression is already the first step towards overcoming it. 
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Nikos Papazoglou / Lazaros Andreou: Ego den eimai poiitis (I am not a 

poet) 

[Ego den ime piitis]; after a poem by Lazaros Andreou 

from: Otan kidinevis paíkse tin puruda (1995) 

 

Song 

 

Poem 

 

Translation: 

 

I am not a poet 

 

I am not a poet, I am a verse, 

a verse in passing, 

written on a prison wall, 

carved into a park bench. 

 

The insane are singing me and the homeless. 

I am the verse of the accursed, 

whose souls have been banished 

to distant planets. 

 

I am not a poet, 

I am his plaint. 

I am the Last Supper. 

Judas, my brother, 

bends over me weeping. 

 

 

About Nikos Papazoglou: 

Obituary on Greekreporter.com, April 2011 

  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CyTmq1Sfpvk
https://www.greeklyrics.gr/stixoi/egw-den-eimai-poihths/
https://greece.greekreporter.com/2011/04/17/singer-nikos-papazoglou-dies-at-63/
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Maybe God has abandoned us. But maybe we have just forgotten how to read 

his traces in the world. 

 

 
 

16. God: Master Baker or Meditator? 

Song: Marta sui Tubi: L'abbandono (The abandonment) 

 

Deus absconditus ... the absent God ... God has abandoned us, and now we are 

drifting through space as castaways on our rotten world raft .... 

Not a very pleasant thought. On the other hand, the image of the absent God 

seems immediately plausible to us. After all, we live in a world of natural and 

climatic disasters, plagues and pestilences, mutual exploitation and 

destruction, constant disregard for the dignity of humans and animals. How 

should God be present in such a world? 

However, in order to answer the question of God's presence or absence, we 

must first be clear about our image of Creation. For example, we could imagine 

God as a master baker who constantly tries out new recipes and then decorates 

the universe with the results of his baking skills. The earth would then perhaps 

be something like a cake batter that does not rise properly and now, put aside 
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by God as a failed attempt, is rotting away in the seething kitchen of the 

universe. 

Alternatively, we could see in God a kind of meditator who keeps throwing 

stones into the vast pond of the universe.  In this case, there would be two 

different perspectives on creation. On the one hand, we could imagine God as 

an uninvolved observer who simply watches how the ripples of the cosmic 

pond are arranged by his throwing of stones. On the other hand, it could also 

be argued that the stone – since it was thrown by God – must be present in 

creation as an everlasting divine trace. 

In the latter case, the construct of an absent God would be logically impossible. 

According to this view, the only reason why he seems to be absent is that we – 

to keep with the metaphor – have lost track of the divine stone. Indeed, this is 

also possible if we imagine God as an idle stone thrower. For such an image by 

no means excludes the possibility that God allows his creation the same 

freedom and momentum in its development that the stone thrower must allow 

the pond that absorbs his stone. 

If we look at things this way, it is perhaps the other way round: Not God has 

abandoned us, but we have abandoned God. And because we don't want to 

admit this, we behave like spoiled children who are not ready to admit their 

wrongdoings and instead blame their parents for their failures and blunders. 

In other words, perhaps we simply have to start searching anew for the traces 

of the divine stones. Possibly then the feeling of our infinite abandonment will 

vanish into thin air all by itself. 

This idea is also reflected in the song L'abbandono (The Abandonment) by the 

Italian band Marta sui Tubi. Here it is God himself who ponders his creation 

from the perspective of his absence. In doing so, he emphasises that he has 

"left very clear traces" in the worlds he has abandoned – the only problem 

being that "everyone misinterprets them". With the appropriate spiritual 

effort, however, it would be quite possible to recognise him as a "[tiny] part" 

present in every existing thing. 

The clip for the song, which won the award for "best video" at the Meeting of 

the Independent Labels in 2005, illustrates the theme of the abandonment of 

mankind ironically with a sandman-like cartoon that reverses the perspective. 

Here it is not God who leaves the planet he created, but he himself banishes his 

creatures by shooting them out into the darkness of the universe with a 

sparkler rocket. 
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Marta sui Tubi: L'abbandono (The abandonment) 
from: C'è gente che deve dormire (Some people have to sleep, 2005) 
 
Video clip 
 
Live version 
 
Lyrics 
 
Translation: 
 
The abandonment 
 
The houses I lived in 
were heavens enclosed in a box. 

And I left very clear traces, 

which are just misinterpreted by everyone. 

 

Education does not ensure 

that you can set out well, 

without casting a shadow 

on the dawn that lives in me. 

 

Basically, even a planet is nothing more 

than a little box, 

only a bit more spherical. 

 

The things I didn't take with me 

were the ones I didn't want, 

the ones I discarded 

before I left... 

 

I am a tiny part of you, of me and you,  

just a tiny part, 

just a tiny part of you, of me and you, 

just a tiny part. 

 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VPuPjwZkWoI
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=t8_IzsW5DGc
http://genius.com/Marta-sui-tubi-labbandono-lyrics


68 
 

About Marta sui Tubi: 

The Italian band Marta sui Tubi was founded in 2002 by the singer Giovanni 

Gulino, born in 1971, and the guitarist Carmelo Pipitone, born in 1978, both of 

whom come from Marsala in Sicily and had previously been active in other 

bands. The name Marta sui Tubi refers to a woman to whom both musicians 

had felt attracted at the same time. Gulino and Pipitone began their music 

project with performances in the bars of Bologna, where they performed cover 

songs as well as own works. Their first album was released in 2003 and has 

been followed by five more to date. 

 

  



69 
 

III.  Utopia 
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A utopia has its place in the land of Nowhere and Someday. The possibility of 

failure is therefore a necessary part of it. Yet the utopian is characterised 

precisely by the fact that this does not detract from the belief in the power of 

utopian thinking to bring about change. 

 

 
 

17. Utopia: a leap into the uncertain 

Song: Baptiste W. Hamon: Hervé 

 

No, the song by Baptiste W. Hamon is not exactly what you would call a party 

hit. 

The chanson is about a young man (Hervé) who is an outsider at school and 

remains so when he enters professional life. It is a song about someone who 

cannot find his place in society because he dreams of a different society, in 

which people like him would no longer be outsiders – and who therefore takes 

a big leap into a new, completely different life. Unfortunately, he performs this 

leap from the edge of a cliff. And the sea in which he lands is regrettably not 

the sea of his dreams, but the very real, all-consuming ocean. 

So why, of all things, is such a song at the beginning of the third part of our 

musical Advent calendar? Shouldn't our Advent calendar now take us to the 

realm of Utopia, to a place where milk and honey flow? 

Well ... it may well be that milk and honey flow in Utopia itself. But 

unfortunately we will never be certain of that. For our "utopia" is rooted in the 
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Nowhere of the Greek "ou-topos" ("no place" / non-existent place). It is 

therefore an essential characteristic of utopia that it must remain a dream for 

the rest of our lives. 

But as we all know, our most beautiful dreams are the ones that cannot be 

fulfilled. We all dream of a better world – although we know very well that this 

dream will not come true, even if we dream it every day anew. And yet there 

are countless non-governmental organisations which do just that; which not 

only dream of a better world, but also undertake concrete efforts through their 

actions to make such a world become reality. 

After all, there are dreams that are bigger than us; dreams that transcend the 

space of our lives and reach into a future of which we do not know if and when 

it will dawn. We dream these dreams for ourselves, because they warm us and 

give us the strength to walk through the valley of our not at all dreamlike 

everyday life. But what we build with them, we build for others who will walk 

this world after us. Thus, our unrealisable dreams are at the same time our 

noblest dreams. 

The possibility of failure is an integral part of such dreams. For we know very 

well that the dream palaces we build will be swept away by the next storm of 

reality. That we ourselves may perish in this is a risk that we, as sky-scraping 

master builders, willingly accept. 

Seen in this light, Baptiste W. Hamon's chanson is by no means as hopeless as it 

appears at first glance. Even if Hervé, the protagonist of the song, does not 

survive his own dream, it lives on in others. In this sense, those left behind 

assure him at the end of the song that they will follow him with a "smile on 

their lips" – even if they themselves are not yet "great revolutionaries". 

In addition, the author of the chanson seems to have come much closer to his 

ideal of a better life than his poor Hervé. Unlike the latter, who like him is a fan 

of Bob Dylan and folk music, he himself has managed to establish contacts in 

the USA and produce music there. Interestingly, the song Hervé is a fine 

example of this: Hamon performs the song together with the Navasota String 

Band in a caravan parked somewhere by the roadside in Austin, Texas. 

The vivid performance of the song is therefore an antithesis to its content in 

two respects. On the one hand, it testifies to the successful realisation of a 

dream of freedom. On the other hand, the fact that a whole bluegrass band is 

squeezed into a caravan also creates an ironic distance to the melancholic 

mood of the chanson – and thus takes away its death-wishing sting. 
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Baptiste W. Hamon: Hervé 

from: Quitter l'enfance 

(Leaving childhood; 2014) 

 

Live version 

with the Navasota String Band 

 

Full album on Bandcamp 

 

Lyrics: 

 

Hervé 

 

Y avait Hervé qui s'enfilait les whiskys, les clopes et tout ça, 

et puis Bon Dieu, c'est pas normal d'avoir à s'accrocher comme ça – 

tu sais les hommes en ont assez des ombres qu'on leur donne. 

 

Y avait Hervé qui s'enfermait, qui jouait un vieux Dylan en ré, 

c'est de se placer sur l'échiquier quand on parlait à la récré. 

J'ai pas compris, j'y suis allé, puis j'ai grimpé et puis après 

 

Pierrot dit: "Bosse au lieu de parler, y en a qui crèvent parce qu'ils ont faim, 

toi, tu fais le fier parce que t'es bien, t'as des diplômes et un coussin, 

faudra que tu te foutes ça dans la tête, la vie, c'est pas toujours la fête!" 

 

Y avait Hervé qui reprenait tous les matins le même train, 

le même métro bondé, toujours une fille à regarder. 

"Paris c'est beau, les gars c'est faux, quand on décrit Paris bureau." 

 

Y avait Hervé qui s'avançait dessus les dunes de la grande baie, 

y avait la mer en face d'un homme, y avait l'océan qui grondait. 

"A quoi ça sert, l'immensité, quand on n'est pas ce qu'on l'on est?" 

 

Un jour Hervé qui s'enfilait les whiskys, les clopes et tout ça, 

il a dit: "Venez les gars, les filles, on se fait la malle à New Orleans!" 

Les gars, les filles, ils l'ont regardé, et puis Pierrot, il a craché. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JrKd63YTGUg
https://baptistewhamon.bandcamp.com/album/quitter-lenfance
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Alors Hervé, il est retourné dessus les dunes de la grande baie, 

y avait la mer en face d'un homme, y avait l'océan qui grondait, 

il a pensé aux gens qu'il aime, puis il a sauté, il a sauté. 

 

Il s'est enfoui dans l'océan, il a brisé la société, 

il a dit merde à tout un monde, il est parti comme il voulait. 

Mon vieux Hervé, si t'es par là, sache qu'on est tous bien fiers de toi! 

 

Puis qu'on est plein dans l'antichambre, on n'est pas loin d'être une armée. 

On sait pas trop se révolter, mais si c'est vrai, ce qui est raconté, 

et ben on fera comme toi quand on te suivra, la tête en bas, on sourira. 

 

© Baptiste W. Hamon 

 

 

Translation: 

 

Hervé 

 

There was Hervé, sucking down the whisky, 

smoking fags and all that stuff … 

My goodness, it's not normal to cling on like that –  

you know, people have had enough of the dark side of life. 

 

There was Hervé, enclosed in himself, 

playing an old Bob Dylan song in D, 

while we chatted on the big chessboard in the schoolyard. 

I didn't understand, I just went there and stood around, 

and then ... 

 

... Pierrot said: "Get a job instead of talking, 

there are people who are dying of hunger. 

You're on your high horse because you're well off, 

you're educated, your life is cushy ... 

Get that through your head: Life is not a party!" 
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There was Hervé, taking the same train every morning, 

the same crowded metro, always a beautiful girl in front of him. 

"Paris is beauteous, people are mendacious, 

that's the world of work in Paris." 

 

There was Hervé, approaching the edge of the cliffs above the wide bay, 

the sea looked him straight in the face, it roared in his ear. 

"What is immensity good for if you are not what you are?" 

 

One day Hervé, who sucked down the whisky, 

smoked fags and all that stuff, said: 

"Come on, guys, let's go an a trip to New Orleans!" 

The others only stared at him – and then Pierrot just spat. 

 

So Hervé went back to the cliffs above the wide bay, 

the sea looked him straight in the face, it roared in his ear. 

He thought of the people he loved, then he jumped, he jumped. 

 

He buried himself in the ocean, he broke with society. 

He didn't give a damn about the whole world, 

he set off the way he wanted to. 

My dear Hervé, if you are out there somewhere, 

you can be sure that we are all really proud of you. 

 

There are already many of us in the antechamber, 

soon we will be a whole army. 

We are not yet the great revolutionaries, 

but if it is true what they say, 

we'll act like you and follow you headlong, 

a smile on our lips. 

 

 

About Baptiste W. Hamon: 

The chansonnier, born in 1986 in the Paris region, attributes his music to three 

different influences. First, he sees himself influenced both by the older 
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generation of chanson singers and by the nouvelle chanson that emerged in 

the 1990s. More important, however, seems to be the influence of his 

fascination with American literature and especially with American singer-

songwriters and folk singers. 

According to Hamon, his earliest influences were Townes Van Zandt and 

"melancholic singers" like Nick Drake. Later, singers like Bob Dylan, Leonard 

Cohen, Guy Clark or John Prine became his idols. Hamon emphasises that these 

singer-songwriters are praised above all for their good lyrics. For him, however, 

their works are also characterised by a special musical harmony, which he also 

tries to realise in his songs. He orientates himself on Leonard Cohen by striving 

to write "interesting, somewhat poetic" lyrics, while at the same time trying to 

take up the "spirit" of American folk music. 

 

Quotations from: Coudol, Laurent: Interview with Baptiste W. Hamon on 

Froggy's Delight, February 23, 2016. 

 

  

http://www.froggydelight.com/article-17408-Baptiste_W._Hamon.html
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In the jungle of utopia, dreams unfold their bright blossoms, and visions flutter 

around you with their shimmering wings. It is easy to lose yourself in this 

colourful world. But you can also find yourself in it anew. 

 

 
 

18. When the table becomes an alarm clock 

Song: Lars Winnerbäck: Hon kommer från främmande vidder (She comes from 

faraway lands) 

 

"A table is a table ..." Many of us will think of the laconic story by the Swiss 

author Peter Bichsel when they hear these words. 

The short story is about an old man who decides one day that from now on 

everything should be different. So he starts giving things new names. Since all 

designations are ultimately arbitrary, he simply exchanges them.  So "morning" 

becomes "man", "man" becomes "foot", "bed" becomes "picture" and "lie" 

becomes "ring". This leads to a sentence like: "In the man, the old foot 

remained ringing in the picture for a long time." 

The feeling of being master of one's own language – and thus also master of 

one's own thinking – initially puts the protagonist of the story in a euphoric 

mood. He delights in the creative power of his mind, and he has to laugh when 

he listens to the others, who are still trapped in the corset of the old patterns 

of thought and language. 

In the end, however, the attempt to radically renew language and thinking 

leads him to the social sidelines. He can no longer understand the others, and 

they can no longer understand him.  By tearing down the bridge of words, he 
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has been deprived of any possibility of lively exchange with others. Thus he 

may indeed have changed his own view of the world. But this is of no use to 

him, because it has no effect on the real world. 

The story hence teaches us two things. Firstly, no one can change the world 

alone. And secondly, those who tear down the house they live in without 

having clear ideas about their new home run the risk of becoming homeless. 

The fact that we live in evolved linguistic, intellectual and social structures that 

we cannot easily change from one day to the other does not mean, however, 

that we should refrain from all change. But changes at the societal level must 

always be implemented in a carefully planned manner and in a joint effort by 

all concerned. Otherwise, we will quickly end up with one of those bloody 

revolutions that just replace one regime of injustice with another. 

When we talk about changes at the individual level, things look a little 

different. Here it is sometimes quite advisable to make a radical cut and break 

away from one's previous routines in one fell swoop. However, it is helpful to 

precede the actual journey into another life with a dream journey, a kind of 

imaginary action in which we play through the changes in our minds. 

On the social level as well, such a dream journey is a good way to conceive of 

remodelling the house of society. In this case, it is acceptable to sprinkle a little 

more "radicality spice" into the soup of change. Here it might even be helpful, 

like the protagonist in Peter Bichsel's story, to think everything the other way 

round. 

Such an attempt is made by the Swedish singer-songwriter Lars Winnerbäck in 

his song Hon kommer från främmande vidder (She comes from faraway lands). 

The central figure in the text is one of those mythical dream women who also 

appear in many other classics of music history. Just think of Ruby Tuesday by 

the Rolling Stones or Leonhard Cohen's Suzanne. 

In Winnerbäck's song, the mythical woman stands for a utopian land where 

there is no time, where the wind behaves like the sea and the rivers blow like 

the wind, a land "where the storm is still and the stillness is a storm, / where 

black is white and white is black".  Social utopias are alluded to in the song by 

the fact that in the faraway world "mine and yours blur into one another" and 

"the poor bathe in gold". 

The basic prerequisite of utopian thinking here seems to be the willingness to 

walk " on crooked paths" created by oneself and not to let oneself be "reached 

by laws and rules" where these prove to be dysfunctional or even cause harm 
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to others. The crucial point is that "the obvious loses its contours" and "the 

answer (...) is a question" – in other words, that the willingness to question 

things takes the place of a pharisaical self-assurance. 

Winnerbäck leaves no doubt about the utopian character of the mysterious 

faraway lands: "You can set out for them, / but you will never reach your 

destination." At the same time, however, he emphasises the invigorating 

power that the utopian thinking – respectively the woman symbolizing it in the 

song –  can give us when we are in danger of suffocating from the stagnation of 

our own or society's life: "When the silence moaning / wraps its fingers around 

your throat (...), / then she will stand at your door." 

 

About Peter Bichsel's short story Ein Tisch ist ein Tisch (A Table is a Table): The 

story is included in the author's Kindergeschichten (Children's Stories), first 

published in 1969. An English translation by Lydia Davis appeared in The White 

Review in 2017. 

 

 

Lars Winnerbäck: Hon kommer från främmande vidder (She comes 

from faraway lands) 

from: Vatten under broarna (2004) 

 

Song 

 

Nice acoustic cover by Petter Zingmark 

 

Lyrics 

 

Free translation: 

 

She comes from faraway lands 

 

She comes from faraway lands, 

where time has ceased to pass. 

The morning sun there sinks into the sea, 

the evening sun rises from the waves. 

She makes you promise to do 

https://www.deutschunddeutlich.de/contentLD/GD/GT67cTischistTisch.pdf
https://www.thewhitereview.org/fiction/a-table-is-a-table/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=713DYfP4B7A
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bcAaNj7hqo4
https://www.azlyrics.com/lyrics/larswinnerback/honkommerfranframmandevidder.html


79 
 

what you promised strictly to avoid. 

Wherever you seek refuge 

you will find her. 

 

She comes from faraway lands, 

where the sea is the land and the land is the sea. 

The winds are rippling there, 

the rivers are blowing, 

and the magpie makes gifts instead of stealing. 

 

She walks with you through the fire, 

even though she is tender and fragile. 

She comes to you from faraway lands 

and lives with you in a dream. 

 

She turns away from you 

and bathes in the sun of your victories. 

The power that you thought was yours 

comes from her alone. 

But when the silence moaning 

wraps its fingers around your throat 

and the frost blinds you with its glitter, 

then she will stand at your door. 

 

And she comes from faraway lands, 

where the storm is still and the stillness is a storm, 

where black is white and white is black, 

where mine and yours blur into one another 

and the obvious loses its contours. 

 

She turns the mist into silver 

and salt into honey. 

She comes from faraway lands, 

where Nothing can become Everything. 

 

She comes from faraway lands, 
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where the strongest go astray the quickest. 

She wanders along crooked paths, 

which she has created herself. 

Laws and rules do not reach her. 

No matter if it's summer or winter,  

she smiles at you 

just before the sun rises. 

 

She comes from faraway lands, 

where the poor bathe in gold. 

The answer is a question there, 

the spark is a flame, 

and virtue is another word for guilt. 

 

You would like to take her home with you 

and lay your world at her feet –  

but she comes from faraway lands: 

You can set out for them, 

but you will never reach your destination. 

 

 

About Lars Winnerbäck: Born in 1975, he began writing his own songs while 

studying Swedish folk music in Kungälv in southern Sweden. Since the end of 

the 1990s, he has been increasingly successful and is today one of Sweden's 

most popular musicians. Winnerbäck performs his songs exclusively in Swedish. 
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However elaborately we may furnish our utopian palaces, they would collapse 

without the magical power that keeps all the noble thought bricks together. 

 

 
 

19. Love as the foundation of utopia 

   Song: Fredda: L'amour antique (Ancient love) 

 

Of all our utopias, love is the most important. Not only because we all hope for 

relationships in which we can love and be loved. But also because love is the 

foundation on which we build all our other utopian palaces. 

Of course, this does not primarily refer to physical love. However, its 

importance should not be underestimated either. After all, people who have a 

fulfilled sexual life are in general more satisfied with their lives and therefore 

less inclined to compensatory forms of satisfaction. These may well – as 

possessiveness or sadism – stand in the way of the realisation of utopian 

concepts of society. 

What is more, love that we would spontaneously classify as non-physical is 

often accompanied by or based on manifest physical reactions. The parents' 

love for their children could not exist if mum and dad had not previously 

become quite close to each other physically.  And children who are imparted 

confidence and a sense of belonging through the love of their parents 

encounter the world with a basic trust that also has a positive effect on their 

physical well-being. 

What is decisive, however, is that love is the only force that gives us the 

possibility to overcome our self-centredness. In love, we do not judge another 
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person according to the advantages and disadvantages we expect from him or 

her. The value of this person is not determined by what the relationship can 

yield us, but only by his or her very concrete existence and personality. 

Thus, love for a single other human being teaches us love for human beings in 

general. A love that values others for their own sake; that does not ask about 

their economic, social, political or whatever outward significance, but simply 

esteems them because of their unique lives; that therefore also grants every 

human being the opportunity to freely develop his or her personality. 

Where love is the foundation of a society, this consequently excludes war, 

social injustice and inhumane working conditions. In this sense, love is the basis 

from which all the great utopias of humanity can be realised. 

As a power that changes everything, love has something magical about it. 

Whoever is touched by its magic wand suddenly sees the world with different 

eyes. 

The chanson L'amour antique (Ancient Love) by the French singer-songwriter 

Fredda takes this into account by describing love with the terminology of fairy 

tales. Some of the images in the song are clearly reminiscent of the world of 

dreams and fairy tales – such as, for example, the admonition not to follow the 

other person with the eyes and not to address him or her "between the 

stones". 

The magical character of love is also reflected in the song text in the 

enchanting, siren-like sound of the rhymes and assonances, which cast a spell 

over the listener and thus make the overwhelming power of love resound. On 

the content level, this corresponds to metaphors through which love itself 

appears as music. Thus the smile of the beloved is compared to a lyre whose 

sounds cannot be eluded, songs are mentioned that are inaudible to the ears of 

ordinary mortals, and love itself is described as a song circling at the "bottom of 

time". 

Against this background, the characterisation of love as "antique" can be 

understood on the one hand in the sense that it is a primordial force 

reminiscent of the lovers of the great myths and dramas of human history. On 

the other hand, there is also something mythical in its power of transformation 

itself. Love seems to come from a time before all time, when life was still 

undivided in God's hands. For this very reason, it has a comprehensive power 

of reconciliation. 
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Fredda: L'amour antique (Ancient love) 

from: Le chant des murmures (Whispered Chants), 2014 
 
Album version  
 
Live version* 

 
Lyrics 
 

Translation: 

 

Ancient love 

 

Your smile that attracts me, 

your lyre and your song … 

I followed you, 

but in doing so, but in doing so 

I have become careless 

in all my innocence 

I have gone far astray. 

 

How ancient love is, 

how old-fashioned it is, 

how quaint, 

when it is ... 

 

I was with you a whole night long, 

it was the night when I said to you: 

"Don't look at me! 

Never speak to me among the stones, 

listen to the wind, 

don't forget that I'm waiting for you!" 

 

How ancient love is, 

how old-fashioned it is, 

how quaint, 

when it is ... 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hDZrOalIvLQ
http://lyrics.wikia.com/wiki/Fredda:L%27amour_Antique
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We will meet again tomorrow, 

in the Morning's following, 

but there are chants you can't hear. 

I saw you set off, 

along the path, 

I saw you turn around. 

That's what our love is made of: 

a song that turns in circles 

at the bottom of time. 

 

How ancient love is, 

how old-fashioned it is, 

how quaint, 

when it is ... 

How ancient love is. 

 

* Unfortunately, the recording only shows the singer from behind or in profile. To get an 

impression of her performance qualities, it is worth listening to her chanson Il ne me reste 

(All that remains for me ...). 

 

About Fredda: 

Born in 1969 in Saint-Dié-des-Vosges and raised in Marseille, Fredda 

(Frédérique Dastrevigne) devoted herself to the study of blues and jazz after 

qualifying as a sound engineer during trips to New Orleans and New York. She 

then deepened her study of jazz and jazz singing, among other places, at 

Chichester College in Great Britain. Since 2001, in collaboration with Pascal 

Parisot, she has developed her own musical style that combines folk, acoustic 

blues and traditional chanson. Le chant des murmures is the singer's fourth 

album. 

  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YFI4-vqeGkA
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Love is an unknown continent. Not everyone has the courage to set out for it. 

 

 
 

20. The venture of love 

Song: Kortez: Zostań (Stay) 

 

Those who love live in another world ... 

In the world of lovers there is no meanness and no baseness, no selfishness and 

no insincerity. Neither ill-will nor mistrust can flourish there. Even death has no 

place in this world. Because for lovers time does not exist. 

Thus only the loving may return to the place from which all others are excluded 

from the moment of their birth: to the paradise of All-Oneness. To a place 

where there is no abandonment and no forlornness, where no one is enclosed 

within himself, but every being harmoniously resonates with all other being. 

The only problem is: the world of love does not have the power to make that 

other world disappear in which love has no place. Thus, whoever enters the 

harbour of love lives as if on an island surrounded by the ocean of hate. And 

only when he arrives on this island does he realise what kind of ocean he has 

been drifting on so far. 

That is why it is always a risk to move into the world of love. Not everyone has 

the courage to throw off the chains that bind them to that other world over 

which love has no power. For as painful as these chains may be at times, they 

also provide a certain support in life. 
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But what happens if one of the lovers is prepared to take the risk of love, but 

the other shies away from it? In this case, the one who has already entered the 

bridge into that other realm loses everything: as an unhappy lover, he no 

longer has a place in the world of love. But his former world has also become 

so alien to him that he can no longer feel at home in it.  So he is condemned to 

live as a homeless person between two worlds. 

The song Zostań (Stay / Stay with me) by the Polish singer-songwriter Kortez 

describes that stirring moment when the fate of love is being decided. On the 

surface, it's just about spending a night together. However, entering this night 

is like passing through a gate into another world, behind which nothing will be 

as it was. 

Will the lovers pass through the gate together? Will they both take off into the 

weightlessness of love? Or will one of them prefer to stay on solid ground? 

 

 

Kortez: Zostań (Stay) 

from: Bumerang (2015) 

 

Album version  

 

Live version 

 

Lyrics  

 

Translation: 

 

Stay with me 

 

Stay with me. You know me better 

than anyone else. 

You know very well 

that I'm afraid to be alone. 

Stay at least once until morning. 

One day spent together 

won't change everything between us. 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YiXaqfHqEd0
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hBSyWkOwxZM
http://www.tekstowo.pl/piosenka,kortez,zostan.html
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Stay with me, even if I'm not worth 

all that you can give to me.     

Stay with me. The time to ask questions 

will come, but now 

is not the time for words. 

 

Stay with me. Don't search anymore 

in the far distance 

what you can get right here. 

 

Stay with me, without wasting words, 

just like now,  

stay patiently with me day by day. 

Stay with me. 

Stay with me. 

 

Stay with me. I will not tell you 

that it is love, 

though you are all I need in life. 

 

 

About Kortez: 

Kortez is the stage name of Łukasz Federkiewicz, born in 1989 in Krosno, 

Poland. His debut album Bumerang was one of the most successful new 

releases in Poland in 2015. Before the album was released, he had worked as a 

construction and forestry worker and as a music educator in preschool, while at 

the same time taking part in music competitions. 
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Whoever discovers the rare flower of love will perhaps pluck it to have it all to 

himself. But precisely by doing so, he will lose it. 

 

 
 

21. The freedom of love and the love of freedom 

Song: Mikel Laboa: Txoria txori (after a poem by Joxean Artze) 

 

When we love another person, we naturally wish him or her only the best: 

health, inner harmony, success – and probably also the greatest possible 

degree of freedom. 

However, there are two limitations to this freedom. Firstly, we unspokenly 

assume that the freedom will not drive the person we love into the arms of 

another. Secondly, we hope that it will not be turned against the loved one 

himself – that the freedom will not lead him astray in a way that could harm his 

health or lead him away from the fulfilment of his life's dreams without him 

realising it. 

This means that we always have to find the right balance in the freedom we 

give to a loved one. Total freedom could easily lead to carelessness and lack of 

interest – and would thus be the opposite of a loving devotion to another. If, on 

the other hand, we set too narrow limits on freedom, the weeds of jealousy 

and excessive control quickly spring up in the garden of love – weeds that can 

end up completely overgrowing and suffocating the blossom of love. 

Loving another person precisely does not mean leaving him or her to his or her 

own devices. Rather, love is always accompanied by an intense resonating with 

the other person. This is not possible without forming an image of her or him. 

However, this picture must not limit the person to a certain level of 

development or bind him or her to an abstract ideal, but must always be a 

sketch that is oriented towards the person's own possibilities and that designs 
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him or her towards these. This is precisely the special responsibility that arises 

from love. 

It is in the nature of the matter that the close entanglements arising from the 

love between oneself and the other person also play a role in this process. The 

special challenge here is never to let these entanglements become shackles. If 

they no longer appear as a natural part of one's life, as something that expands 

it towards another self, but as a routine or even a constraint that puts chains 

on one's own desire to grow, the wish to throw off these chains quickly arises. 

Love is therefore freedom and boundedness at the same time. Only when one 

organically results from the other can it blossom and flourish in the long run. 

These seemingly apolitical thoughts can also be applied to the relationship of a 

state to the people living in it. Here, too, the goal must be to ensure the 

greatest possible freedom for each individual. However, this must also not be 

confused with licentiousness and an absence of rules. Rather, the freedom of 

each individual has to be limited where it unreasonably restricts or even 

negates the freedom of others. 

Even the issue of forming an image of others can be applied to the relationship 

between the state and its citizens. A state, too, may well create an image of its 

citizens, in the sense of an ideal towards which the rules for living together are 

conceived. However, this image must never be based on abstract ideals or even 

on the interests of single social groups. Rather, it has to be based on general 

human rights, which take into account the various paths to individual fulfilment 

and enable people to follow these paths. 

In a similar way, the Basque poem Txoria Txori (Bird, little bird) by Joxean Artze 

has spontaneously been understood after it was set to music by Mikel Laboa in 

the late 1960s. On the surface, the song about a bird that can only be retained 

by clipping its wings is a parable of freedom. It can be related to the situation of 

a person who is deprived of freedom out of love, in order to possess him 

completely – and who, precisely because of this, withers away inwardly and in 

the end is no longer the person as whom one has learned to love him. 

Under the strict censorship of Franco's dictatorship, the seemingly apolitical 

song was related by the Basques to the situation of their own people – who 

were deprived of their freedom in order to subject them to the abstract ideal of 

the Spanish nation-state. Today, the Basque Country enjoys far-reaching 

autonomy that recognises the cultural and linguistic distinctiveness of the 

indigenous people. Complete independence, however, is still denied to the 
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country. Thus, Txoria Txori is still the unofficial anthem of the Basque Country, 

reflecting the utopia of a self-determined life. 

 

 

Mikel Laboa / Joxean Artze: Txoria txori (Bird, little bird) 

from: Bat-Hiru (1974) 

 

Text of the poem by Joxean Artze with (French) background information on the 

genesis of poem and song on antiwarsongs.org 

 

Musical setting by Mikel Laboa; with Spanish subtitles 

 

Translation: 

 

Bird, little bird 

 

// If I had clipped his wings, 

he would have been all mine. 

He would never have flown away. // 

  

// But then 

he wouldn't have been a bird anymore, // 

and I ... 

I loved the bird. 

  

If I had clipped his wings ... 

  

But then ... 

 

 

Info about Mikel Laboa in The Guardian, December 2008 

 

About Joxean Artze: 

The poet passed away in January 2018 at the age of 78. Together with other 

artists, he founded the group Ez Dok Amairu in 1966, which lasted until 1972 

and provided important impulses for the renewal of Basque culture. With his 

https://www.antiwarsongs.org/canzone.php?id=8141&lang=en
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SM87ll1P3Gc&feature=emb_logo
https://www.theguardian.com/music/2008/dec/09/mikel-laboa-obituary
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brother Jesús and with Mikel Laboa, he created innovative multimedia 

performances in the 1970s. In this, he also benefited from his skill in playing the 

txalaparta, a traditional Basque percussion instrument. 

 

 

 

 

 

Ksarasola: Joxean Artze and Mikel Laboa as Graffiti-Porträts on a wall in the 

Basque Country, February 2019 (Wikimedia) 
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Freedom is similar to electricity: Only when it is cut off do you really learn to 

appreciate it. 

 

 
 

22. Freedom: a self-willed plant 

Song: Reza Yazdani: Geramafon (The Record Player) 

 

When gardeners want to make a plant flourish more quickly, they often use a 

trick: They deprive it of light. By reducing the supply of this elixir of life, they 

make the plant strive to achieve its goal in life – the propagation of its species – 

more quickly. Its life thus becomes more arduous, but at the same time more 

intense. 

This phenomenon sometimes reminds me of the human mind. If it is given 

enough freedom – or at least enough space so that the bars of its cage are not 

visible –, it tends to be sluggish. But if you put shackles on it, it flaps its wings 

defiantly, like a bird that is held by its feet. 

Similarly, the relative intellectual freedom in Western societies is not 

infrequently used to be lulled by Netflix series and the endless chatter of talk 

shows. And political freedom is merely used to "give (away) one's vote" at the 

ballot box every four years – instead of using it to actively intervene in political 

discourse. 

In authoritarian states, by contrast, every crumb that can be snatched from the 

spirit's cake is devoutly enjoyed. Banned books are copied by hand and passed 

on in secret. Poems and songs that have not passed the censors are memorised 

and recited in well-disguised cultural niches. And of course, dreams of a society 
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in which the mind is not chained and political decisions are not decreed but 

widely discussed also flourish under these conditions. 

A similar situation currently prevails in Iran. The commandment to replace the 

celebration of life with the worship of the mullahs has resulted in life being 

celebrated all the more intensely where the mullahs' stern gaze does not reach. 

In an effort to circumvent censorship, art – accompanied by a corresponding 

artistic sensibility on the part of the public – is developing ever more 

sophisticated forms of expression. And finally, even the ever new waves of 

repression cannot prevent the existence of a lively political opposition, which is 

developing plans for a society beyond the current theocracy. 

Of course, people have to proceed with great caution in all of this. 

Conspiratorial meetings have to take place in secret places, and linguistic codes 

have to be developed that appear innocuous to the censorship authorities. 

Both aspects are clearly recognisable in the song Geramafon (The Record 

Player) by the Persian singer-songwriter Reza Yazdani (born 1975). At first 

glance, the song seems to be nothing more than a harmless reverie: someone 

listens to music and is "carried away into an unknown alley" in his mind. In his 

dream, he waltzes with someone on "the light waves of the moon", then the 

dream ends as suddenly as it began. 

On the surface, the song could be taken for a dream in which someone drifts 

off at night into the arms of a distant lover. On closer inspection, however, the 

text contains unmistakable hints of a utopia that transcends the repressive 

present. For example, it alludes to the "borders" that are overcome in the 

dream, to a "distant past" in which a life of freedom is possible, and to a future 

that becomes visible "before it begins". 

In addition, the text also names clearly identifiable places outside the capital 

where surveillance is less comprehensive. This also points to the people's will 

to resist, to their attempt of living out in private the freedom that is denied to 

them in public. 

The fact that the utopian dance in the moonlight dissolves into grey veils of rain 

at the end corresponds to the reality in which people in Iran have to live. At the 

same time, however, the song emphasises that the utopia remains unaffected 

by this: it lives in a time outside of time, in a past that is tantamount to the 

future and that cannot be erased by any repression, no matter how harsh it 

may be. 
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The music of Yazdani, who has also set to music poems by the Persian mystic 

Jalal ad-Din ar-Rumi, has echoes of oriental traditions, but at the same time 

opens up to the liberating power of rock music. In this way, the artist has 

managed to become an idol in Iran without the regime considering him an 

opponent. His concerts are always sold out, and his fans reverently call him 

"King Reza". For them, he is a living antithesis to the oppressive rule of the 

mullahs. 

 

 

Reza Yazdani: Geramafon (The Record Player) 

from: Khaterat-e-Mobham (Vague 

Memories, 2013) 

 

Song 

 

Lyrics 

 

Free English adaptation: 

 

The record player 

 

The moon is dancing on the record player 

in the symphony of the night, while my dream pleas 

carry me away to an unknown alley. 

Over there the ocean spreads its wings 

in unclouded beauty, 

even God has come. 

 

We are waltzing with the light waves of the moon, 

the wind carries us away, 

beyond the borders of the bedroom. 

We vanish in the mist 

and disappear into a distant past, 

where we fly vagrantly 

from Tajrish to Darband.* 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=L3wUa7rFk_0&feature=emb_logo
https://lyricstranslate.com/de/reza-yazdani-geraamaafon-lyrics.html
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A snow bar in Bame Tehran** 

takes us in, 

words are buzzing through the air, 

clouds are gathering 

on the horizon. 

 

We are waltzing ... 

 

The moon is dancing on the record player … 

You dance alone on the balcony 

and glide away to Tajrish. 

You see the future before it begins. 

 

But then this dream chapter comes to an end 

and rain sets in, rain sets in ... 

 

*   Tayrisch, Darband: districts of Tehran 

** Bame Tehran: hiking and skiing area in the mountains above Tehran. 
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Whoever wants to meet God can of course go to church. But he can also go for 

a walk in the forest. 

 

 
 

23. The world as God's hall of mirrors 

Song: Jean-Louis Murat: Cheyenne Autumn 

 

Only one day left until Christmas Eve! High time for a prayer to make the Most 

High have mercy on us – and let him place the right presents under the 

Christmas tree ... 

My prayer is taken from the song Cheyenne Autumn by the French singer-

songwriter Jean-Louis Murat. At first glance, this seems somewhat 

inappropriate. After all, Murat is close to Buddhism – so he shouldn't have too 

much affinity with Christmas. 

In addition, no Christian god is worshipped in the song. The addressee of the 

prayer-like text is rather the sun. It is the sun that is asked to give life to plants 

and animals through the power of its warmth. And the "coming and going" of 

its love rather reflects the cycle of becoming and passing away than the work of 

God. Finally, the fact that the sun is near and far at the same time is a mystery 

that is rooted in her being a source of life millions of kilometres away. Unlike 

the divine mystery, it can therefore be resolved logically. 

On the other hand, even in the Canticle of the Sun by Francis of Assisi, the life-

giving source of light appears as "Brother Sun" ("the" sun is masculine in Italian: 
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il sole). Although the sun is referred to as one of God's "creatures", it is – like 

"sister moon" (la luna), "brother wind", "sister water" and "brother fire" – a 

kind of intermediary instance through which God's activity can be experienced. 

This is essentially an animistic form of religiosity. Nevertheless, no one would 

probably think of denying St. Francis' rootedness in the Christian faith. 

In general, the question arises whether we are doing ourselves a favour with 

the usual confrontational juxtaposition of divine spirit and nature. First of all, 

this seems illogical. For we are assuming with this that God created nature but 

then left it to its own devices. Yet the complex developmental dynamics of 

natural processes make it seem far more plausible that creation is an ongoing 

process, that God's work can also be experienced in nature and its ever new 

transformations. 

This idea also underlies the distinction between "natura naturata" (created 

nature) and "natura naturans" (creating / creative nature), a central concept in 

the philosophy of the Dutch thinker Baruch (de) Spinoza (1632 – 1677). The 

divine activity here can be experienced both through the dynamic principle that 

keeps creation going and through the created nature – that which can be 

experienced as a concrete being at a certain moment. 

These thoughts were taken up later by Friedrich Wilhelm Joseph Schelling 

(1775 – 1854) in his philosophy of nature. He also pointed out the dangers 

inherent in perceiving transient nature as the antithesis of the imperishable 

spirit. Through our implicit identification with the latter, this leads to an 

alienation from nature and thus – because we ourselves are a part of nature – 

also from ourselves. The result is a contemptuous, exploitative attitude 

towards nature, through which we have been successively depriving ourselves 

of our livelihoods for centuries now. 

Against this background, Schelling argued that nature and spirit should not be 

perceived as opposites, but as harmoniously interacting forces being so closely 

related to each other that one cannot be imagined without the other. The claim 

to subjugation and the striving for exploitation is thus replaced by a humble 

attitude towards nature, which is characterised by "devotion, piety towards 

nature, religion, unconditional submission to reality and truth as they are 

expressed in nature and are one with nature itself". 
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Notes 

 

Francis of Assisi's Canticle of the Sun (Italian: Cantico delle Creature – Canticle 

of Praise to All Creatures) was written in the winter of 1224/25, two years 

before the death of the mendicant monk later canonised. At that time, Francis 

was seriously ill and was also plagued by an eye complaint that made him 

almost completely blind. 

 

Schelling quote: Schelling, Friedrich Wilhelm Joseph: Sämtliche [Sämmtliche] 

Werke [Complete Works; partly available at zeno.org; German]. 14 vols., edited 

by Karl Friedrich August Schelling, vol. 7, p. 109 f. Stuttgart and Augsburg 1856-

1861: Cotta. 

 

 

Jean-Louis Murat: Cheyenne Autumn 

from: Cheyenne Autumn (1989) 

 

Song 

 

Lyrics  

 

Translation: 

 

Cheyenne Autumn 

(title of a western from 1964; here probably to be understood in the sense of 

"Indian Summer") 

 

Come, gentle sun, 

let your rays weave around me, 

penetrate this bee world 

that trembles impatiently 

in the depths of the forest. 

 

Wake from their long sleep 

the slumbering otters 

at the rapids, 

https://franciscanfriarscresson.org/the-canticle-of-the-sun/
http://www.zeno.org/Philosophie/M/Schelling,+Friedrich+Wilhelm+Joseph
http://www.zeno.org/Philosophie/M/Schelling,+Friedrich+Wilhelm+Joseph
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UZGTCr3e2VU
https://greatsong.net/PAROLES-JEAN-LOUIS-MURAT,CHEYENNE-AUTUMN,106174322.html
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where enamoured fishes fight 

silently against the current. 

 

Your love goes, 

your love comes, 

Your love... 

How far away your love is ... 

Longing ... 

 

 

About Jean-Louis Murat: 

Jean-Louis Murat is the stage name of Jean-Louis Bergheaud, born in 1952. 

After a "wild" youth, with an early marriage, divorce and changing jobs in 

French holiday resorts, he returned to his homeland – Auvergne – in 1977. 

Emphasising his roots there, he named himself in 1981 after the place where 

he had spent much of his childhood: Murat-le-Quaire. Since the 1990s, his 

music has reached a wider audience. The chansonnier, who is close to 

Buddhism, is known for his poetic lyrics and for his dedication to work, which is 

reflected in both a high number of albums and frequent tours. He has also 

performed as an actor in films. 
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At Christmas, we all hope for a miracle, even though we know it won't happen. 

But what if it does occur anyway? 

 

 
 

24. The miracle in your heart 

Song: Angelo Branduardi: Natale 

 

For 23 days we have whispered here of paradoxical hopes and absurd dreams, 

of the longing for the fulfilment of the unfulfillable and of heading for a land 

that exists only in our imagination. 

But what if now, on the 24th day, the miracle suddenly appears at your door? 

What if all the thinking and praying and hoping finally opens a window inside 

you, through which you unexpectedly have a clear view into the promised land 

of which you have hardly dared to dream so far? 

Would you be ready for the miracle? Would you even recognise it? And if so, 

how would you receive it? 

This is exactly what the Christmas song by the famous Italian singer-songwriter 

Angelo Branduardi is about, which can be heard behind the last door of our 

musical Advent calendar. 

 

Merry christmas! 
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Angelo Branduardi: Natale (Christmas) 

from: Cercando l'oro (Searching for gold, 

1983) 

 

Song 

 

Lyrics  

 

Translation: 

 

Christmas 

 

The day will come 

when he will return 

and stop at your door, 

the day when he will climb the stairs to you, 

knowing that he is expected. 

 

What will you say 

when he enters the room, 

searching among the others 

for your face? 

 

Fear will rise in you 

when his gaze rests upon you 

and he wonders 

whether you have changed. 

 

"Rejoice, open the door to me, 

it will be Christmas again!  

You see: I have returned! 

Delight will fill your heart 

now that I'm back!" 

 

Dust and wind 

will stick to him, 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Ptb6u_4DxLg
https://testi-canzoni.com/canzone/mostrare/4662897/angelo-branduardi/testo-e-traduzione-natale/
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smells from distant lands, 

to him who has seen countries and cities 

that you have only dreamed of so far. 

 

Who knows how many things 

he has left behind beyond the sea ...  

And you, who have done nothing but wait, 

you will emerge from the shadows 

and gaze in wonder at his face 

like on the very first day. 

 

"Rejoice, open the door to me, 

it will be Christmas again!  

You see: I have returned! 

Delight will fill your heart 

now that I'm back!" 
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Estonia, 2017 (Wikimedia) 

 

5. The hungry ghosts and the liberated spirit 

DarkmoonArt: Graveyard (Pixabay); 
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Marcel Langthim: Howling wolf (Pixabay; coloured in the original) 

 

10.   The dark house of depression 

Edvard Munch (1863 – 1944): Melancholy (1894 – 1896); Bergen, Museum of Art; 

Br. Ale And: Alina Orlova, 13. August 2013 (Wikimedia); 

Laura: Snow-covered dunes by the sea in Lithuania (Pixabay; slightly modified) 

 

11.   Visit to Uncle Death 

Jaroslaw Grudzinski:  Crow on a gravestone (Fotolia); 

Bengt Nyman: Mikael Wiehe, July 2014 (Wikimedia); 

Enrique Mesenguer: Gothic (Pixabay) 

 

12.   At the gate to the underworld 

Rupert Bunny (1864 – 1947): The Rape of Persephone (1913); National Gallery of 

Australia, Canberra; 

Stig Nygard: Amalie Bruun (Myrkur) at the Roskilde Festival, July 2015 (Wikimedia); 

Frederic Leighton (1830 – 1896): The Return of Persephone (1891); Leeds Art Gallery 
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13.   Encounter with the devil 

Gustave Doré (1832 – 1883): Paradise Lost (Lucifer falling from heaven); illustration to 

John Milton's epic poem Paradise Lost (1667); Wikimedia; 

Francisco de Goya (1746 – 1828): El sueño de la razón produce monstrous (The 

sleep/dream of reason creates monsters), 1797/98; Wikimedia; 

Montgomery: Leopoldo Mateos from the band Nudozurdo at the Festival Palencia 

Sonora, June 2018 (Wikimedia) 

 

14.   The impatient love of Judas 

José Ferraz de Almeida Júnior (1850 – 1899): Judas' regret (1880); National Museum 

of Fine Arts, Rio de Janeiro; 

Nikolai Nikolajewitsch Ge (1831 – 1894): Judas (um 1880); Wikimedia 

 

15.   Judas and Jesus, Brothers in Spirit 

Nikolai Nikolajewitsch Ge (1831 – 1894): Jesus in the garden of Gethsemane (um 

1870); Wikimedia; 

Frente: Nikos Papazoglou, January 2007 (Wikimedia); 

Anja: Prisoner (Pixabay) 

 

16.   God: Master Baker or Meditator? 

Eso.org.:  Vista's Look at the Helix Nebula;  

Pablo de Nuccio: Giovanni Gulino from the band Marta sui Tubi, June 2014 

(Wikimedia); 

Pexels: Backlit (Pixabay) 

 

III.  Utopia 

Camilla218: Swan Lake (Fotolia) 

 

17.   Utopia: a leap into the uncertain 

Robert Pastryk: Musician playing guitar by the sea, 1 (Pixabay); 

Baptiste W. Hamon: on stage in Gennevilliers, October 2014 (Wikimedia); 

Robert Pastryk: Musician playing guitar by the sea, 2 (Pixabay) 

 

18.   When the table becomes an alarm clock 

Igor Lewtschenko: Butterflies (Pixabay);  

Frankie Fouganthin: Lars Winnerbäck on stage in Stockholm, June 2014 (Wikimedia); 

Comfreak: Book (Pixabay) 
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19.   Love as the foundation of utopia 

Valentin Valkov: Swans (Fotolia); 

Fredda (Frédérique Dastrevigne): photo posted by the artist herself on Wikimedia, 

May 2012; 

Hans Braxmeier: Swans (Pixabay) 

 

20.   The venture of love 

Abigail2resident: At the window (Pixabay); 

Fryta 73: Kortez (Łukasz Federkiewicz), 2016 (Wikimedia); 

Azubcic: Frau am Fenster (Pixabay) 

 

21.   The freedom of love and the love of freedom 

Gerd Altmann: Seagull (Pixabay); 

Ksarasola: Joxean Artze and Mikel Laboa as Graffiti-Porträts on a wall in the Basque 

Country,  February 2019 (Wikimedia) 

 

22.   Freedom: a self-willed plant 

Myriam: Dancing couple (Pixabay); 

Mahraz Kassi: Reza Yazdani (coloured in the original); 

Anja (cocoparisienne): Dancing woman (Pixabay) 

 

23.   The world as God's hall of mirrors 

Freestockgallery: Sunlight between the branches of a tree; 

APB11: Jean-Louis Murat at the Festival de Carcassonne, July 2010 (Wikimedia; 

coloured in the original); 

Freestockgallery: Sunlight in the forest 

 

24.   The miracle in your heart 

Waldemar Flaig (1892 – 1932): Star of Bethlehem (1920); Franciscan Museum 

Villingen; 

Angelo Branduardi at the opening concert of his church tour in the Matthäuskirche 

(St. Matthew's Church), Munich, January 2014 (Wikimedia); 

Caroline F. Williams (1836 – 1921): Winter evening (detail). 

 

 


