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Dream Worlds 

 

 

At first glance, the language of dreams seems enig-

matic to us. However, if we are willing to engage 

with their peculiar logic, they can help us to see 

things more clearly. This is all the more true when 

our dreams are a mirror of our own abysses. 
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The World – a Dream 

How the language of dreams can widen 

our horizons 

 

Thinking as if in flight 

 

"In dreams," says the German physician and 

philosopher Gotthilf Heinrich von Schubert 

(1780 – 1860) in his work on the "Symbolism 

of Dream" (1814), "the soul seems to speak 

a completely different language than usual". 

"Natural objects" or certain "characteristics 

of things" could then stand for persons, 

while conversely "characteristics or actions" 

might take on the form of concrete persons. 

When the soul, so 

Schubert continues, 

speaks in this lan-

guage, "its ideas 

follow a different 

law of association 

than usual". This is 

characterised by 
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the fact that the "connections of ideas" take 

"a much more rapid (...) course or flight" 

than "those of the waking state, where we 

think more with our words". 

Through the "hieroglyphic, strangely juxta-

posed images" of the dream, we can express 

more in a few moments "than we are able 

to express with words in several hours". 

Thus, according to Schubert, the language of 

dreams is "infinitely more expressive, more 

comprehensive, less subject to extension 

into time" than "our ordinary word lan-

guage". 

 

The language of dreams as the primal 

language of human beings 

 

By emphasising the possibilities that the 

dream offers to humans, Schubert by no 

means wants to give preference to 

"dreaming over waking" or even to "foolish-

ness over thoughtfulness". His aim is rather 

to rehabilitate the language of dreams after 
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the contempt with which it was treated in 

the Age of Enlightenment. In his view, this 

language is the actual, primal language of 

human beings – into which the soul involun-

tarily falls back "as soon as sleep or a state 

of ecstasy liberate it from the usual con-

catenation". 

 

The dream as a brother of poetry 

 

For Schubert, this also implies a close "rela-

tionship" between the "language of poetry" 

and "the language of dreams".  Just as the 

latter is "natural and, so to speak, innate to 

the soul", so "poetry was the original lan-

guage of the peoples". 

Like dreams, poetry speaks to us "in images 

and hieroglyphs" and thus helps us to find 

the "key to our inner riddle". According to 

Schubert, the same applies to the language 

of Revelation, which has also been buried 

under the language of the intellect. 
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This raises the question of "whether that 

very language" of dreams or poetry is not 

"the actual awake speech of the higher re-

gion, while we, as awake as we believe our-

selves to be, are sunk in a long sleep of 

several thousand years (...)" and can only 

hear "single dark words from the actual 

language of our spirit, like sleeping people 

perceive only single dark words from the 

loud speech of the people around them". 

 

Poetising the world 

 

These words unmis-

takably reflect the spirit 

of Romanticism – which 

also strove to overcome 

the domination that, ac-

cording to the German 

poet Novalis (Friedrich 

von Hardenberg, 1772 – 

1801), "the barren 
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number and the strict measure" exercised 

over the world. 

The Romantics' goal was therefore to "ro-

manticise" or "poetise" – or more precisely: 

re-poetise – the world, through which it 

could once again speak to people in all its 

richness of meaning. The decisive means for 

this was, as Novalis puts it in his Hymnen an 

die Nacht (Hymns to the Night), "the all-

transforming, all-embracing celestial com-

panion, the imagination" (Hymnen an die 

Nacht: 22 f.). 

Novalis' description of the process of trans-

formation that is brought about by the 

dream shows clear analogies to Schubert's 

characterisation of the language of dreams. 

Thus Novalis describes the process of "ro-

manticising" the world as follows: 

 

"By giving the common a high sense, the ordinary a 

mysterious appearance, the familiar the dignity of 

the unfamiliar, the finite an infinite appearance, I 

romanticise it." (Fragmente: 313) 
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Conversely, "the higher, the unfamiliar, the 

mystical, the infinite" is given "a familiar ex-

pression" (ibd.). This endeavour to detect in 

the seemingly insignificant the miraculous, 

that which potentially changes everything, 

corresponds to Schubert's emphasis on the 

otherness of the language of dreams, in 

which we can intuitively perceive connec-

tions that remain hidden from us when we 

are awake. 

 

Language, dream and reality 

 

An echo of these thought patterns can be 

found in Günter Eich's poetological reflec-

tions from 1956, in which the writer empha-

sises that beings whose "senses (...) are 

doubtful" cannot know "what reality is all 

about". Thus humans would be condemned 

to move through the world most of the time 

"like a deaf and dumb blind person". 

According to Eich, the only remedy for this is 

to regain "the actual language", "in which 
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the word and the thing coincide". Although 

Eich is convinced that this language has 

been irretrievably lost, he hopes to recon-

struct it at least vaguely in poetic language. 

 

Utopian and dystopian dreams 

 

As with the Romantics, Eich's poetic work 

and the language of dreams are closely 

linked. This becomes particularly evident in 

his radio play Träume (Dreams) from 1950. 

Unlike Novalis, however, Eich uses the lan-

guage of dreams rather to create dystopias 

than to formulate a utopian oneness of hu-

mans with the whole of existence. 

The five dreams in the radio play are verita-

ble nightmares: People travel in a window-

less train through a world to which they 

have lost all connection. A couple sells their 

child to a slaughterer of humans for purely 

pragmatic reasons. A family is punished by 

the town community with banishment for 

disobeying a commandment of the invaders. 
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A man loses his memory during a jungle ex-

pedition and therefore cannot find his way 

out of the jungle. And in the final dream, a 

termite horde imperceptibly decomposes 

houses and people. 

On the one hand, the dreams can be related 

to human existence in general: to the limita-

tions imposed on human perception of re-

ality, to the "wolf nature" of humans, to 
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their opportunism, the "odyssey" of 

existence and the death that consumes all 

creatures from within. 

On the other hand, the dreams also reflect 

very concrete social and political problems: 

the threat to the world posed by environ-

mental destruction and ever new arma-

ments, taking place in secret, behind the 

walls of carefree everyday life, but never-

theless gradually undermining this life; ex-

ploitative economic conditions; the problem 

of hangers-on during the Nazi era; the self-

forgetful sinking into the world of affluence. 

 

Dreams as guideposts in the labyrinth 

of life 

 

The language of dreams – or its poetic use – 

hence does not necessarily create "dreamy" 

images. Admittedly, it can, in the sense of 

Romanticism, enable a more immediate ex-

perience of the world and thus help us to 

overcome our alienation from nature, at 
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least temporarily, and to gain an inkling of 

the original harmony between the self and 

the environment. But it can just as well 

shape this alienation itself in nightmarish 

images. And finally, it can also show the 

abysses that can result from certain social 

developments and individual life paths or 

from the "conditio humana" in general. 

The crucial point is that the language of 

dreams can help us to see things more 

clearly – even if the dream images them-

selves may seem unfamiliar and enigmatic 

to us at first glance. It is precisely the dis-

tance they enable us to keep from the 

world, and especially from our own inner 

selves, that can make us see things in a dif-

ferent light. 

This is all the more true when the dreams 

reflect our own abysses. After all, doesn't 

our demonic nature stem to a large extent 

from the fact that we don't face our inner 

demons and thus give them the power to 

overwhelm us from within? 
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The Crocodile of Clouds 

 

The day is burning away, 

a crocodile of clouds devours  

the last drop of light. 

A blackbird song is stifled 

in the dusky bushes. 

 

Shyly you knock at the gate of the night. 

Soon the queen of the night 

will drag you over 

into her dream-embroidered arms. 

 

But who will water your daydreams then? 

Will you forget them 

in the starry robe of the night? 
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Or will you beget new dreams 

with the old ones? 

 

No, we are not faithful to our dreams. 

But are they faithful to us? 

 

How many-faceted are the dreams 

that the sun paints on the evening lake! 

But if you dive into them, 

they dissolve into tears 

that pearl off speechlessly 

from the prison of your body. 
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Imaginary Smile 

 

As soon as the last remnants of snow have 

coagulated into black-green clumps, the old 

canal coquette puts on her bridal robe. So 

many fishermen's hands have been allowed 

to grope her. But now, as the fingers of the 

sun brush across her back, she suddenly ra-

diates the grace of a young geisha again, 

now she exudes the scent of promise, the 
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foreboding of the cherry blossoms that will 

soon rain down on her. 

You pause in amazement and cast a furtive 

glance at her. But she lolls so absent-

mindedly between the moss-covered foun-

dations of the houses that, so it seems to 

you, she takes no notice of you at all. 

Only in the evening, when the moon is 

weaving its cryptic message behind the lat-

tice of the branches, does it suddenly seem 

to you as if she had winked at you. 
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Early Spring 

 

Snowdrops, crocuses, 

winter aconites – all of a 

sudden they are there, as 

if they had thrown off the 

thick winter cover with a 

courageous swing and 

were now stretching out 

towards the new day. Just 

as abruptly, the dream of 

throwing off the shell of 

your old life and em-

barking on a new one 

awakens in you. 

The scent of the sea rises to your nose, a 

ship sets sail with you. Reverently, the 

waves part before it as it opens its wings 

more and more to the immaculate horizon. 

In patient expectation, you, the seafaring 

cowboy, are riding towards the faraway 

shore. 
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But then the goutweed starts stretching out 

its tentacles and the tender dreams of 

flowers are smothered by blackberry fronds. 

You look around and realise:  You haven't 

moved an inch from your original place. 

While you meant to reshape your life, you 

actually only circled around the shackles of 

your shape. 

And then you remember that you have 

dreamed this dream all too often. Easily, the 

year will grow over it, and in the end you 

will be glad to enter the harbour of autumn 

once again. 
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The Hyacinth 

 

To your own amazement, you remained 

completely calm after you were buried alive. 

You instinctively felt that you only had a 

chance of survival if you henceforth drew all 

your strength from yourself – and that you 

had to use this strength as sparingly as pos-

sible. 

And so time passed by without you per-

ceiving it at all. The darkness around you 
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always remained the same, only the soil 

constantly felt different. Sometimes it was 

firmer, sometimes softer, sometimes it was 

completely cold, then again it seemed a lit-

tle warmer. 

Once it took on such a delicate, crumbly 

consistency that you thought someone on 

the other side of the world was stirring up 

the ground. If you hadn't been caught up in 

yourself, you would have called for help. But 

soon the crumbs of earth tightened around 

you again and enclosed you like a stone 

tomb. 

One day, however, the moment came when 

the earth finally began to free itself from its 

torpor. What had previously appeared to 

you as a uniform mass now revealed itself as 

a mosaic of millions of lives that poked and 

tickled you from all sides. 

You yourself now felt a force awaken within 

you that was stronger than you, a force that 

began to burst open your life withdrawn 

into itself. Fervently you hoped that some-
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one would finally look for you and free you 

from your dungeon. You knew all too well 

that if you had to stay in your cave any 

longer, your own strength would consume 

you. 

But then something happened that you 

yourself would never have dared to dream 

of: From within you, from the center of your 

own being, a sword sprang forth that cut 

through your chains and broke open the 

darkness above you with irresistible force 

As soon as the tip of your new existence 

pierced the earth's crust, the arms of the 

sun finally pulled you out of the darkness. 

The breath of the wind freed you from the 

filth of your dungeon and fanned you with 

the fluff of the clouds to moisten you. 

Of course, even after that, there were days 

when the frost of despondency threw you 

back on yourself. Sometimes you even 

wished you had never stepped out of your-

self. Then again, you stretched out so bois-

terously towards life that you wavered, 
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fearing that you might be pulled to the 

ground by your own impetuous growth. 

But finally all impediments came to an end. 

At last you were fully reconciled with the 

world and branched out with it again. 

Nourished by this trust, you succeeded in 

unfolding freely and exhaling the fragrance 

of your newfound existence into the sky. 
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Morning Scent 

 

Early in the morning, 

when you open the win-

dow, happiness brings 

you a serenade. A hid-

den chamber opens in 

your heart, withered 

memories begin to 

bloom again. 

You are sure that you 

have heard the song 

before, but you cannot 

say when and where it 

was. Then again, un-

precedented cascades of sounds pearl 

through the air, causing completely new 

strings in you to vibrate. 

When you close your eyes, you see yourself 

stepping out of the window and climbing up 

the tree from where the melodies are 

wafting towards you. The higher you climb, 

the more clearly you hear the sounds, the 
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more deeply you are penetrated by the fra-

grance of promise they exude. 

But then, when you have almost reached 

the treetop, you open your eyes – and sud-

denly the singing dies away. As you look 

around, trying to find the source of the 

song, your gaze gets lost in the empty azure 

of the sky. 
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The Wanderer 

 

Up there, at the edge of the forest, where 

the wave of the hill vanishes into the night, 

you have seen the wanderer. You can only 

make him out vaguely, a dark silhouette 

blurring with the cliff of the forest. 

You want to ask him why he is still poaching 

in the unknown at this late hour; how it 

feels to be at home in the unfamiliar; 

whether he suffers from living forever in a 

state of in-between, always on the move, 

never arriving; or whether he perhaps finds 
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his freedom in dreaming of a new destina-

tion every day. 

But before you have even finished the 

thought, he has already wrapped himself in 

the robe of the night and entered his starry 

chamber, where no one can follow him. 
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An Extraordinary Plant 

 

"Shall I wrap it for you as a present?" asked 

the shopkeeper from whom you had bought 

a new Future. 

You politely declined - after all, you wanted 

to make a present to yourself, so to speak, 

with your purchase. When you paid, the 

salesman congratulated you for your ex-

quisite taste. 

At home, you choose a particularly beautiful 

spot for the plant by the window. Then you 
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just stand there, admiring its dark, shim-

mering leaves and the blossoms that radiate 

an indeterminate glow. 

Immersing yourself in this glow, you realise 

that it emanates from a palace made en-

tirely of light. To see something in it, you 

have to close your eyes. So you fall from one 

radiant chamber to the next, each filled with 

sparkling promises. You try to reach for 

them, only too willing to fill your pockets 

with the star droplets. But as soon as you try 

to touch them, they change shape and hide 

behind their countless brothers and sisters, 

like children playing hide and seek. 

The next morning the plant has faded. But 

had you expected anything else? Never be-

fore has such a creature survived the eupho-

ria of the moment. At least you take care 

not to open the windows. Perhaps you can 

at least preserve the inebriating scent of the 

blossoms for a while. 
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Rain Butterflies 

 

Headlong you plunge into the rushing sea of 

the forest. The waves of leaves break above 

you, and you turn into a green fish, drifting 

aimlessly through the fragrant labyrinth. 

Dream pearls rise up beside you and wrap 

you in a shimmering robe. As you grope for 

them, they burst into a firework of colours. 

But from each breaking pearl a dream but-

terfly hatches, floating glitteringly towards 

the surface of the green sea. Before long, 

the darkly glowing swarm will pierce the in-
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visible border and cross over into the other 

sphere. 

Although you know very well that none of 

the dream butterflies can survive on the 

other side, you watch the procession with-

out doing anything. Secretly you hope, as 

you always do, that one of them will find its 

way in the alien world and fertilise it with its 

labyrinthine scent. 
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The City in the Lake 

 

The city that appears before you out of no-

where is made of pure gold. Its battlements 

shine so brightly that it almost seems to be 

drowning in light. 

You would like to enter the city and explore 

it from the inside. But just as the shim-

mering light in the desert makes the con-

tours of things dissolve, the city eludes you 

as soon as you approach it. Only from a dis-

tance can you glimpse a palace, in which 
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your desires are reflected in a glittering 

light. 

On the battlements you can surmise golden 

blackbirds, whose singing is so enchanting 

that only the initiated can bear its beauty. 

And the people who come close to each 

other in the light-flooded alleys do so with 

the mindfulness of cloud creatures who 

know that they are merging with each other 

every time they touch. 

But just as suddenly as it appeared before 

you, the city dissipates again. A dark veil de-

scends upon it, and it disappears into the 

lake. Dazed, with stars dancing before your 

eyes, you turn around – and look at the twin 

of the golden city. But instead of the sun-

drenched battlements, night-black towers 

now stare down at you, reflecting your own 

image from a thousand mirrors, and the 

city's inhabitants stumble forlornly through 

the ruins of their future.  
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Icy Morning 

 

It was so bitterly cold in the world that God 

lay down again immediately after getting up. 

Instantly, the ice wind, which saw everything 

and heard nothing, spread the news of his 

sleep. With desperate fury he wielded his 

sceptre, he howled, rattled the doors and 

rushed haltlessly through the streets. The 

blows of his breath hit you with such force 

that you thought your heart would freeze in 

your chest. 
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So you mustered all your strength and set 

out to search for God. You scoured the 

darkest gorges, climbed the most remote 

mountain ridges, walked through the most 

parched steppes, rummaged through the 

most disreputable corners of the cities. 

And then, at last, you found him. God lay 

huddled in a backyard, in a hollow between 

two dumpsters, covering himself with 

several layers of corrugated cardboard. His 

breathing was regular, but his body was so 

frozen that you were afraid he would break 

apart as soon as you touched him. 

So you had to admit to yourself what you 

had been secretly suspecting all along: Only 

the spring wind could help, you had to wait 

for it, it was your only hope. Only the vernal 

breeze would provide the constant warmth 

that was necessary to thaw out God. 

But how could it become spring as long as 

God was asleep? 
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The Ice Queen 

 

The invitation to the palace of the Ice Queen 

was too tempting for you to resist. The pro-

spect of seeing her legendary kingdom from 

close up seemed too appealing to you. 

The palace welcomes you with bizarre 

shapes that stir long-forgotten strings in 

you, without the web of your memories 

finding a firm hold in them. The floor in the 

majestic hall is of such flawless splendour 

that you find yourself completely weight-
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less. It feels as if you were walking through 

the air. The whole cosmos seems to be re-

flected in this floor – even though you are of 

course aware that what you see is only a 

reflection of the ceiling, where the ice has 

condensed into sparkling clusters of stars. 

Here and there, blocks of ice suggest the 

existence of tables and seats. But since you 

feel no need to rest, you pay no attention to 

this and continue to wander through the 

peculiar palace. The deeper you penetrate 

into it, the more you become absorbed in 

this world of ice, the more your old home, 

the land of fire, flakes away from you. 

The ice queen herself is not to be seen, and 

yet all the time you have the feeling that she 

is right next to you. Her diamond eyes are 

fixed on you, the tinsel of her hair sprinkles 

your skin with ice crystals, and her snow 

breath carries you through the room in an 

invisible palanquin. 

At times you feel as if her face were ex-

pressing itself in forms in which you, a 
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prisoner of your inner images, recognise the 

figures of your former homeland. Then her 

curls seem to wave at you as silver branches, 

her lips widen into graceful blossoms, while 

her body spreads over the ground like a 

glistening carpet – and her arms embrace 

you with the frigid euphoria of a sky that 

promises you the eternal duration of all ap-

pearances. 

But just as you begin to feel at home in the 

chambers of the omnipresent absentee, she 

fades into a shadow that transforms the glit-

tering palace into a dark hall.  

The blood freezes in your veins, you feel 

yourself losing your shape and congealing 

into one of those indeterminate structures 

that surround you from all sides. And while 

the ice queen puts her cold, indifferent hand 

around your heart, you see the fragments of 

your life dance past you like dandelion dust. 
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The Blue Land 

 

Behind the transparent winter clothes of the 

trees, your gaze envisions a blue land. A land 

without solid ground, without fixed con-

tours, blurring with the horizon in the dis-

tance, without any boundaries. 

The people in the blue land are connected 

to each other by a fine web of feelings. Since 

the heartbeat of each of them always rever-

berates in the veins of the others, they do 

not need words to communicate. For them, 

words are like dominoes – a means to satisfy 

the play instinct of the eternally childlike 

mind. 
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Every dream here is given a name and then 

set free again, like a cat that can come and 

go as it pleases. For the visible, in contrast, 

there are no designations, so that it can be 

seen differently every single day. 

Time does not run amok in the blue land. 

The inhabitants tend to imagine it more like 

a monk with whom they dive into a pond on 

a balmy summer evening. 

Every day in the blue land begins with a 

prayer. But people do not pray to a god, but 

rather into the blue, like a dowser who 

sharpens his senses for the unexpected, the 

unimaginable. 

A hill is not a wall in the blue land, but a 

stairway to heaven. It doesn't matter that 

nobody can ever reach their destination on 

it. After all, the blue land has long since be-

come a mirror of the sky. So it is quite suffi-

cient for the residents to assure themselves 

from time to time that the sky does exist. 
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Blue Sky 

 

As soon as you have opened the hatch in the 

sky's roof, the cosmic winds grab you by the 

shoulders and hurl you out into space.  Now 

you yourself are one of those restless and 

aimless objects that just a moment ago were 

powdering your dreams as shooting stars. 

Foolhardy, you throw your lasso out at one 

of the rock horses. But the weightlessness 
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turns your throw into a cloud dance that 

gets lost in the vastness of space.  So you 

have to let the herd of rocks go unmolested. 

In an instant that lasts thousands of years, 

you see stars come into being and pass 

away, you pass planets that seem familiar to 

you, while others are surrounded by an in-

visible aura, as if a life form existed on them 

that is so alien to you that you cannot even 

perceive it as such. A burning nebula crushes 

you to ashes and spits you out millions of 

years later in a salto mortale back to the 

moment in which you tumbled into its orbit. 

At some point, the incessantly blowing cos-

mic breath sweeps you into a region where 

all light is bent in one direction and finally 

disappears completely. Total darkness sur-

rounds you, while at the same time you feel 

a powerful force pulling you towards it. It 

seems to you as if all matter in the universe 

were bundled into this one force, and as if 

this force were consuming itself by indis-

criminately sucking everything into itself. 
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You too cannot escape the pull of this force, 

helplessly you have to surrender to its dark 

maw. A maelstrom takes hold of you, in 

which things rotate so fast that all move-

ment is suspended. You sink into an abyss 

without depth, into a night without dark-

ness, into a universe without space. 

Right in the middle of the nothingness that 

encloses you, you suddenly come across the 

world that you left in another time. Imme-

diately afterwards you find yourself in front 

of a window, behind which a desk with a 

monitor is placed. You see yourself sitting in 

front of the monitor, dreaming out into the 

blue sky and wondering what it would be 

like if there were a hatch in the sky through 

which you could float away into the cosmos. 
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Starlit Night 

 

The cosmic bride who winked at you tonight 

came so close to you in your dream that you 

felt hot all over. You gasped for breath, sat 

up, opened your eyes – and found yourself 

in the middle of a burning ball of gas that 

surrounded you as if with flaming arms. 

Just as you are asking yourself why you have 

not instantly been reduced to ashes, you 

realise that you have long since become a 
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part of the alien matter, a gaseous some-

thing in a sea of volatile fire. 

Before your consciousness dissolves just like 

your body, you take comfort in the thought 

that somewhere out there a twin of yours 

might live on a blue planet who is only 

dreaming all this. If you could sneak into his 

dreams, you would advise him to be a little 

more careful in future when flirting with 

cosmic brides. 

But you know, of course, that no one can 

take responsibility for another's dreams. 

And basically you also know that the cosmic 

brides have been choosing their disciples as 

they please since time immemorial, and that 

no one can prevent them from doing so. 
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Metamorphoses 

 

The kitten that took refuge from the storm 

in your flat has started to scream heart-

breakingly in the middle of the night. As you 

look around for the armchair on which she 

has curled up, you realise that she has 

turned into an infant. 

Clumsily you cradle the little lady in your 

arms, you walk with her through the flat, 

clean her, give her your breast.  In the end 
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you lay her down next to you, and together 

you wrap yourselves in your dream blanket. 

Soon after, the foundling guides you 

through the world as a shining princess. Sit-

ting enthroned on a white horse, she rides 

over the land that opens up before her like a 

frozen sea. Where the hooves of her horse 

touch the ground, each thing speaks to you, 

each living being tells you its story, and each 

tale is a new birth. 

However, when you awake in the middle of 

the night, you can only feel the outline of a 

hollow where your princess lay. Instead, you 

hear the soft throbbing of a moth from the 

window, wanting to join the hunting pack of 

clouds in front of the thundery moon. You 

open the window and release it into the 

night. 

Together you entrust yourselves to the 

wind, which carries you away into the opium 

dance of the summer. While the moon em-

broiders your wings with diamonds, you 
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dream yourself back into the dream whose 

finger tips still stroke your soul. 

Only when the day, the insatiable predator, 

reaches for you with its gleaming paws, do 

you regret having wasted your strength on 

the little enchantress. 
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The Shadow in the Mirror 

 

The eyes that were staring at you from the 

mirror this morning suddenly seemed 

strangely changed to you. As you step closer 

to the mirror, the eyes turn into two dark 

caverns that finally merge into one large 

gate. Behind it you can make out a shadowy 

figure. Although you are sure that you have 
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never seen it before, you can't shake the 

feeling that it is you. 

You feel dizzy and have to turn away from 

the mirror. For a moment you sink into a sea 

of dancing lights. 

When the starry mist clears, it seems as if 

you have landed in another universe. The 

bathroom cabinet, the shower, the towels 

hanging on the wall, the toilet – everything 

is still there, nothing has changed. And yet 

everything has abruptly become alien to you 

– as if you were a guest in the house of your 

own shadow. 

Hastily you leave the bathroom, anxious not 

to turn around. The fear that your mirror 

might deny you is too strong. 
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The Hidden Chamber 

 

The spiral staircase you discovered in your 

wardrobe leads down into a dark, window-

less room. At the bottom, a musty smell is 

wafting towards you, like in a storeroom 

that has not been aired for a long time, or in 

a forgotten crypt. Furthermore, you have 

the impression of hearing a high-pitched 

whistling sound that reminds you of the 

flight of the November wind over the har-

vested fields. 
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Immediately you realise that this is a forbid-

den place for you. You feel like an intruder 

in a realm from which you were expelled 

long ago. An invisible threat emanates from 

this place, as if someone was watching you 

from the darkness. 

As quickly as possible, you want to return to 

the light. Your hand is already gripping the 

banister of the staircase – but then you sud-

denly realise that the room is not com-

pletely dark. A thin carpet of light spreads 

out inside, like at the very beginning or the 

very end of the day, when the light seems to 

flow out of a no-man's land between day 

and night. 

As you look around more closely, you dis-

cover a phosphorescent object in the very 

back corner of the room, from which an un-

steady glow radiates. Curious, you approach 

it – and realise that it is a quietly whim-

pering infant. It has curled up completely on 

itself, as if it were still in its mother's womb. 
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Indecisively you remain at your place and 

stare at the helpless body. Just then, the in-

fant suddenly lifts its head and immerses its 

eyes in yours. You look into an ancient face, 

in which the twists and turns of life are re-

flected in deep furrows and whose eyes 

gaze at you from dark, thoughtful caves. 

Now there is nothing to keep you in this 

place. Although you are aware that your 

hasty escape makes you guilty of failing to 

render assistance, you stumble up the spiral 

staircase, lock the wardrobe behind you and 

head for your bed with the certainty of a 

sleepwalker. There you lie down on your 

side, close your eyes and try to convince 

yourself that it was all just a dream. 

Unfortunately, however, a spark of the old 

infant's existence has jumped over to you 

when you looked into its eyes. In any case, 

you constantly sense the nakedness under 

your clothes since then, as if you were a 

scarecrow, exposed to the blows of the wind 

with your cloak full of holes. And every time 
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you smile, you feel as if you were bursting 

into tears – it seems to you that the corners 

of your mouth are actually twisted into a 

mask of death. 

You know very well that only another look 

into the eyes of the withered infant could 

free you from the curse that apparently 

weighs on you. But how can you find a ferry 

to take over to the dreamland? And what if 

you cannot withstand the look into the 

depths of these eyes even the second time? 
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In the Web of Fear 

 

The fear that has spun its web over your bed 

overnight has descended onto your blanket 

in the early morning and stretched out next 

to you. Suddenly you got so hot that you felt 

as if the devil himself had put you on his 

grill. With a jerk, you threw off the blanket 

and – so you thought – shook off your fear 

as well. 
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Although you know for sure that the day has 

long since dawned, it is still very dark in the 

room. Carefully you sit down on the edge of 

the bed, your toes feel their way into the 

unknown land of the new day – and come 

across something soft and silky that you 

can't identify.  

As you rise from the bed, your whole body 

becomes enveloped by the tangled mass. 

Your legs get caught in it and you almost fall 

to the floor when you try to reach the door. 

Drowsy as you are, the thought comes over 

you that you have been asleep for a hun-

dred years and are now waking up again in a 

room filled with threads of dust. Imme-

diately, tiredness creeps back into your 

veins, your legs become heavy, you sink 

back onto the edge of the bed: how can you 

find your way in a world that is no longer 

yours? How can you explain your ghostly 

existence to the new owners of your former 

realm? 
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But then you realise: What you believed to 

be threads of dust is in fact a dense cocoon. 

The fear you thought you had left behind on 

awakening has in fact filled your entire room 

with its hairy fingers. Its labyrinth of lianas is 

so tightly knit that even by day impenetrable 

darkness reigns in your room, unbreakable 

by any ray of sunlight. 

To make your way through the thicket, you 

strongly wave your arms. You know you are 

fighting with a hydra, every broken arm is 

immediately replaced by a new one. It is a 

jungle in which you can get hopelessly lost, 

in which even one false step can bring you 

down and make you the prey of the dark 

cocoon queen. But you don't let yourself be 

distracted, you resolutely fight your way to 

the window, to where the realm of the 

gloomy goddess ends and the bright day lets 

its flags fly. 

With your last ounce of strength, you open 

the window, close your eyes and breathe 

deeply to clear your lungs of the toxic dream 
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dust. But the air bites into your throat, it is 

heavy and dusty like the air in your flat. 

A violent coughing fit shakes you, you open 

your eyes – and look into a sea of inter-

twined, knotted and entangled webs. As 

their skinny fingers wrap around your 

throat, you realise: The fear has grown out 

of your room and has covered the whole 

world with its impenetrable cocoon. 
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The Robe of Melancholy 

 

The robe of melancholy is a garment that 

you never need to take out of the wardrobe 

yourself. It is always simply there, flowing 

around you with soft, flattering movements, 

and before you even realise whose tempta-

tions you are surrendering to, you are 

sinking into another land in which each thing 

blurs behind a transparent veil and each 

step is caught in a dark web of thoughts. 
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Actually, the robe of melancholy is much too 

large for you. It flows around you rather 

than enclosing your body, it envelops you in 

a cocoon of clouds that, however volatile it 

may seem, follows you wherever you go. 

Every word you utter dies away as if unsaid 

in this dungeon of liquid glass.  And every 

stirring of the world through which you 

move loses power in it like a stone thrown 

into deep water. 

Although the robe of melancholy does not 

touch your body, it feels as if its tissue were 

slowly melting with your skin and pene-

trating into you. Its fibres, a thousand times 

thinner than spider legs, inscribe themselves 

into the texture of your body, they remodel 

the house of your being according to their 

ideas and spread inside you up to the finest 

ramifications of your soul. So finally every-

thing tastes of this tasteless substance, eve-

rything reverberates with its soundless 

murmur, and the world is only a mirror 

throwing back to you the all-distorting, all-
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decomposing movements of the floating 

garment. 

In the end, you have no choice but to dis-

solve into this web of fog and become a pale 

shadow yourself, silently soaring around the 

living. Then you sometimes speak as if in a 

dream, your words resembling bizarre cloud 

formations that dissipate as soon as you try 

to grasp them. But by reaching for them, 

you punch a hole in the invisible walls that 

enclose you and open a window back into 

the world from which you have dropped 

out. 
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Longing 

A grey day, 

seemingly impenetrable 

the shroud of the clouds. 

 
But then, 

all of a sudden, 

a portal opens in the clouds 

and you escape through space and time. 

 
The pale canyons of houses 

turn into blooming mountain valleys, 

deep below you 

life lazily meanders. 

 
And you are a raven, 

calmly spreading your wings 

on your summit cross 

and serenely sailing 

over the waves of the mountain ridges 

away into another land. 
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