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Faces of Death 
A Poetic Meditation Cycle 

 

 

 

From four different perspectives, the poetic text cycle revolves around a 

face that we close our eyes to in everyday life, although there is no place 

where it does not keep its eyes on us: the face of death. 
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I. The Death of the Others 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Octavian Smigelschi (1866 - 1912): The Angel of Death (c. 1892) 

Brukenthal Art Museum/Romania (Wikimedia Commons) 

  



5 

 

Death is an Empty Room 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Death is an empty room. 

 

A room that is filled with your presence, 

even though you will never be present again. 

 

A room in which everything tells about you, 

even though you can no longer tell anything. 

 

A room that preserves your look at the world, 

even though you will never look at it again. 

 

 

 

Picture: Peter H. (Tama66): Deserted hall (Pixabay) 
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Death is a Hermit 

 

Death is a hermit. She lives in se-

clusion in a forest hut. The place 

where her meagre dwelling is 

located is well hidden, hardly 

anyone has ever penetrated 

there. No one can show you the 

way. 

You, however, must reach the 

recluse at all costs. Time is 

pressing, you urgently need to 

warn her, even if you cannot say 

exactly of what. 

The secret writing that was shining on your bedroom wall last 

night was only partially decipherable to you. Moreover, you 

knew neither the letters nor the language in which it was writ-

ten. Nevertheless, you are certain that the writing contained a 

terrible prophecy, a warning that you absolutely have to pass 

on. 

For half an eternity you wander through the forest without 

discovering any trace of the hermitage. Only when you stop 

looking for it – in the middle of the night, by the light of the 

moon – do you suddenly come across the hut. Startled, you 

realise that it is already half overgrown by the forest. 

No sound is to be heard, no light penetrates outside. You want 

to knock, but even after circling the hut several times you 

cannot discover a door. The hermitage does not even have a 
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window, it is completely closed in on itself. So you try to draw 

attention to yourself by shouting - but the only answer you get 

is the echo of your own voice, mixed with the ominous call of 

a single owl. 

Has the recluse possibly left the hermitage long ago? But no, 

you can clearly feel her presence! The hut is so permeated by 

her existence that it seems impossible for you to perceive one 

without the other. So you decide to walk around the her-

mitage once more. 

And indeed: on the back side, where the branches of a large 

oak have already completely enveloped the hut, you think you 

perceive a movement behind a thin crack in the wood. 

Your eyes, encouraged to dream by the darkness, show you 

the shadow of a body that seems to float freely through the 

dark room. It turns a face towards you that looks familiar, 

even though you are sure you have never seen it before. 

 

 

 

Picture: Ludwig Sckell (1833 – 1912): The Hermit (c. 1912; modified); 

Wikimedia Commons 
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Death is a Holy Woman 

 

Death is a holy woman who re-

fuses all nourishment. After all, 

what is food but the umbilical 

cord that chains us to the world, 

this realm of an ever-raging 

predatory knight who brings 

doom and disaster upon us? 

The most exquisite dishes, the 

most extraordinary spices, her 

favourite foods, rare pleasures 

that were only granted to her on the highest holidays of her 

life – nothing can persuade her to look the black knight in the 

eye once more. Her mouth remains closed, none of his offers 

can soften her heart, however tempting they may have 

seemed to her in the past. 

The knight has lost his power of seduction, nothing can entice 

her to change her mind. 

Only very rarely does a trace of bitterness shine through the 

defiant rejection she shows towards the enchanting offers, the 

wistful memory of the lust she once used to sense while being 

seduced by the darkly glowing steed of the knight to the dance 

with the world. 

 

Picture: Odilon Redon (1840 – 1916): Melancholy (1876); Wikimedia 

Commons 
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Death is a Feverish Girl 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Death is a girl 

who is shaken by fever. 

 

Behind the wide-open windows of her eyes 

a land is vaguely visible 

to which she alone knows the way. 

 

A land beyond all suffering. 

A land beyond all lust. 

A land beyond all feelings. 

 

A land beyond all fear. 

A land beyond all hope. 

A land beyond all truths. 

 

A land like a late evening by the sea. 

Equanimously its night-soaked breath  
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rushes over the feverish chest 

and wraps itself around the clammy heart. 

 

But suddenly the contours of the wondrous land 

merge with the dusk. 

The mirrors of the eyes go blind. 

 

No distant sparkle shines in them anymore. 

No distant echo breathes in them anymore. 

What the eyes perceive 

remains invisible to you. 

 

The gaze is lost in the twilight 

of a borderless space 

which for you is an insurmountable border. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Pictures: 1. Eugène Carrière (1849 – 1906): The Sick Girl (1897); Stras-

bourg, Museum of Modern and Contemporary Art; 

2. Thomas Gainsborough (1727 – 1788): Landscape with Flock of Sheep 

(between 1773 and 1777); Yale Center for British Art; detail 

(Wikimedia Commons) 
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Death is a Woman in Labour 

 

Death is a woman in labour. She writhes like a trapped eel, the 

fishhook of pain has firmly drilled into her womb. Desperately 

she looks at you in search of help. 

You do not hesitate for a moment. Immediately you saddle 

your fastest horse and hurry with it, the half-fainting woman 

in your arms, to the best midwife in town. Immediately she 

takes the twitching bundle from you and disappears with it 

into a special room to which you have no access. 

Restlessly you walk back and forth along the long, labyrinthine 

corridors in front of the locked chamber. You almost get lost in 

the dark, bunker-like maze. 

Finally, when you are already 

dazed by your aimless wan-

dering, the door opens si-

lently. Behind it, however, 

only a great white emptiness 

wafts towards you. 

The windows are wide open, 

the light streaming in dazzles 

you. At first you assume that 

this is the only reason why 

you can't see anything. 

But then you realise: There is 

indeed no one in the room. 
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Everyone must have left it while you were walking up and 

down in front of it. 

But the newborn, you think, at least the newborn must still be 

there, it can't even walk yet! 

For a while you remain motionless in the light-flooded room, 

which with its immaculate white walls seems as promising as it 

is lifeless. But only when you close your eyes and the outer 

glow no longer blinds you do you think you sense something 

that was not there before, something that feels like the echo 

of a faint tremor left in the air by a white butterfly as it dis-

solved into the light. 

 

 

Picture: S. Hermann / F. Richter: Doors (Pixabay; detail) 
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Death is a Woman on Pilgrimage 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Death is a woman who climbs a steep mountain on pilgrimage. 

Higher and higher she ascends. Soon she will reach the clouds 

that pierce the mighty massif. 

She breathes heavily, laboriously dragging herself up the stony 

paths and the craggy rock faces. Only briefly does she pause in 

between to catch her breath – she senses that she doesn't 

have much time left to reach her destination. So many heat-

shimmering plains she has already crossed, through so many 

gorges abandoned by the light she has fought her way – so 

this last hurdle will not block her path either, no matter how 

steep it is. 

But you, watching her from the foot of the mountain, soon 

perceive her only as a thin line, as an invisible writing that 

slowly but unstoppably grows up the mountain. 

It is not long before you have completely lost sight of her. Only 

her heavy breathing still echoes in you, this ever new rearing 

up of an unswerving will, this passionate uniting with the 
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world, however inhospitable it may be, the ever new dropping 

of an anchor in a stormy sea, the soul's clinging to the cliffs on 

which it threatens to be shattered. 

Even when the last trace of the pilgrim has disappeared and 

the mountain has completely absorbed her, your gaze still 

paints her image in the weightlessly billowing mountains of 

clouds. You imagine that she has passed through the clouds 

with her indomitable strength, that she has reached the sum-

mit of the mountain and spread her wings there. 

If you bury your eyes deep enough in the nocturnal sky, you 

even think you can glimpse the new starbird into which the 

pilgrim has transformed herself. With a secret glow, recog-

nisable only to you, it shimmers towards you from the all-en-

compassing wings of the firmament. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Pictures: 1. Arnošt Hofbauer (Czech painter, 1869 – 1944): Pilgrim 

(1905); 2. Caspar David Friedrich (1774 – 1840): Mountain Landscape 

with Rainbow (1809/10; modified); Essen, Museum Folkwang 

(Wikimedia Commons) 
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Death is a Veiled Woman 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Death is a veiled woman. 

Behind her veil you see the world 

as it has always been – 

and yet you know: 

The planet on which this world blossoms 

is not a part of the universe 

in which you find yourself. 

 

Its colours may still sparkle before you 

as luminous cascades – 

but they fade 

as soon as they meet your eyes. 

 

Its winds may still whisper mysteriously 

with the timid poplars – 

but they fall silent 

as soon as they meet your ears. 
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Their blossoms may still exude 

their promising breath into the night – 

but they lose their scent 

as soon as they meet your nose. 

 

Even if you muster all your strength: 

The foggy walls that enclose you 

still remain untouchable for you. 

 

And even if you could break through them, 

it would be of no use to you. 

For the world you are searching for, 

this unmistakable world 

that belonged to one person alone, 

is now nothing but an empty shell, 

the rotten exterior 

of a being that has shed its skin. 

 

Your world has vanished 

with the gaze that created it. 

 

 
 

 

Picture: Antonio Corradini (1688 – 1752): Veiled Woman (Allegory of Pu-

rity); Venice, Museo del Settecento, Palazzo Ca' Rezzonico; photographer: 

Didier 
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II. The Personal Death 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Creatifrankenstein: Creepy Mirror (Pixabay) 
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Death is a Queen 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Death is a queen 

on a steed of liquid fire. 

With her scorching breath 

she melts the rocks to sand. 

 

But you do not perceive her. 

 

Death is an Amazon 

on a pale horse of flaming spray. 

With her rushing wings 

she takes the shore's fortress by storm. 
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But you do not notice her. 

 

Death is a shepherdess 

with a flock of burning clouds. 

The echo of her whipping hooves 

tears your roots in two. 

 

But you do not hear her. 

 

Death is a princess 

on a foal of boiling sand. 

Her swarm of glowing arrows 

penetrates the gate of your skin. 

 

But you do not sense her. 

 

Death is a prophetess 

on a stallion of black flames. 

With her script of spraying sparks 

she rushes towards you through space and time. 

 

But you do not know her. 

 

 

 

Picture: Gustave Doré (1832 – 1883): Death on the Pale Horse (1865); 

Wikimedia Commons 

  



20 

 

Death is an Inventive Girl 

 

Death is an inventive girl, 

and you are her doll. Again 

and again she reaches for 

you to indulge in her childish 

joy of experimentation. 

Artfully she drapes her scarf 

around your neck, tightly 

pulling the ends together 

into a bow and tying you up 

into a gift that she herself 

will unwrap in the end. 

 Curiously, she watches the 

swelling blush on your face 

as she winds her scarf tighter and tighter around your neck, 

your chest fluttering in ever faster tremors, your mouth 

opening in amazement, your eyes staring, searching for a hold 

and finding it in her, of all people, the great mistress of ex-

perimentation. 

Meticulously, she inserts a needle into your head and then 

registers with amusement the bewildered sounds you sud-

denly make. Amused, she looks at the puppet you have be-

come from one second to the next and at your limbs, which 

suddenly take on a life of their own, as if someone had cut the 

strings of a puppet or caused it to freeze. 

Carefully she plunges a knife into your body and then watches 

with a pleasant shudder the spectacle offered to her. Spell-
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bound, she observes how the squirming worms in your belly 

intertwine and knot themselves together, how they, instead of 

serving you, suddenly make you their prey and consume you 

from the inside out. 

With a practised grip she grasps into your chest, like a trapped 

toad your heart fits into the cage of her hand. Every tiny 

movement of her victim is transferred to her fingers, she sen-

sitively registers its defence, and she feels how every move-

ment of resistance only binds it tighter to her. 

She gives you water to breathe and drenches you with fire, 

she poisons you with her kisses and makes you drown in your 

own blood. Her inventiveness is boundless when it comes to 

devising new experimental arrangements and rules for her 

games with you. 

Unfortunately, she is not at all interested in what you think of 

all this. Most of the time you resign yourself to your fate with-

out complaint, but sometimes you want to resist and complain 

about the ruthless, humiliating way you are treated. But then 

you remember that you are nothing but a toy, and the words 

freeze in your mouth before you have even finished the 

thought. 

 

 

 

 

Picture: Alfred Roller: Poster sketch; from: Anno 11/1898 (Wikimedia 

Commons) 
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Death is a Thieving Magpie 

 

Death is a thieving magpie that 

robs you from behind. In broad 

daylight, in the middle of the mar-

ketplace, you suddenly sense the 

shadow of the bird behind you. 

 Stop the thief, you want to shout – 

but when you turn around, there is 

nothing left to see, the weird bird 

has disappeared into thin air. And 

after rummaging through your 

pockets, you realise that the thief 

hasn't stolen anything. 

So you only imagined the attack? But then where does this 

unmistakable feeling of having been robbed come from? 

Some time later – you have long since forgotten the ridiculous 

incident – a strange feeling comes over you when you look in 

the mirror. Something is different than usual, something 

seems to be missing – but what? 

You look deep into your eyes, you almost sink into yourself, 

your gaze roaming over the deserts of your cheeks, the cliffs 

of your mouth – but there is nothing that could justify or ex-

plain your feeling. 

So you just set off again on your usual day's journey. Every-

thing is as it used to be, except that you are often not quite on 

top of things and get tired more quickly than usual. 
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A few days later, you realise that you have lost weight – with-

out even dieting! It's just a matter of eating consciously and 

with discipline, you think, not without pride. You ignore the 

fact that you haven't been enjoying your food for a long time, 

even though you're always ravenously hungry. 

Only when you are no longer just getting thinner, but almost 

skeletal, do you remember your run-in with the invisible thief. 

Now you suddenly realise what she has taken from you and 

where she has disappeared to. 

At the same time you understand that no police force can 

catch this thief and no court in the world can convict her. 

Whom she assaults must leave to her what she appropriates. 

 

 

Picture: Claude Monet (1840 – 1926): The Magpie (1868/69); Paris, 

Musée d'Orsay (Wikimedia Commons) 
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Death is a Priestess with Ruby Eyes 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Death is a priestess with ruby eyes. Everything on which her 

gaze rests is suddenly filled with meaning. The very thought of 

her makes the meagre hut of your existence shine in new 

splendour. Paths that seemed overgrown long ago are sud-

denly passable again, rotten hopes exude the scent of a new 

beginning once more. 

Day and night you think of the ruby eyes, they even haunt you 

in your dreams. You know for sure that everything would be 

different if you could get hold of them. Your life would expand 

into a palace where you would be the king, waltzing majesti-

cally with your wishes. 

So in the end you can't help it: you tear the ruby eyes from the 

face of the priestess. After all your desires, all your aspirations 

have been directed towards them for so long, you have the 

feeling that you have only taken what is rightfully yours. 
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But no sooner have you appropriated the jewels than they 

lose all their luminosity. Just as their owner, without them, 

instantly fades into a shadow that sinks into the sea of other 

shadows, the rubies turn into pieces of coal in your hands. 

To make matters worse, a dark glow emanates from them, a 

shadow that casts itself over your life like a shroud, haunting 

your every move. You are trapped in an intermediate realm 

from which there is no escape. 

 

 

 

Picture: Spitzer Space Telescope: Infrared shot of the Helix Nebula (NASA, 

PIA09178); Wikimedia Commons) 
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Death is a Travelling Firebird 

 

 

Death is a travelling firebird whose path ends in you. For cen-

turies the firebird brood had rested deep in the earth, inti-

mately united with all the many other children of the great 

Mother in whose womb all is one. 

One day, however, great, powerful arms burrowed into this 

womb and cut open the belly of the Mother with their iron 

fingers. Thereupon the All-One turned into a multitude of 

fragments, which were reassembled and subjected to new 

purposes by burning hands. 

So your firebird goddess, like all the other firebirds, had to set 

out on her journey, whether she wanted to or not. Numerous 

places she has been to, countless winds have stroked her 

burning back, until she became the one destined to meet you. 

So fast does she fly towards you that you don't even see her 

coming. All you sense is a slight breeze, as if someone had 
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shut a door nearby. But the next moment you feel yourself 

bursting into flames from within. 

With greedy haste, the firebird penetrates you. She rummages 

through your soft flesh, she bathes in your warm blood and 

lets it flood out of your body in pulsating streams. 

She knows very well that if she cuts the ribbon that holds the 

patchwork of your existence together, your body will disinte-

grate into its individual parts and sink back into the soft womb 

from which it emerged. And with you, the firebird will also re-

turn home to the place from which she once set out on her 

journey to you. 

 

 

 

 

Picture: Illustration to the fairy-tale poem Konjok-Gorbunok (engl. The 

Little Humpbacked Horse) by Pyotr Pavlovich Yershov (1815 – 1869) on a 

Soviet stamp (1961); Wikimedia Commons 
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Death is a Desert Spider 

 

 

Death is a desert spider that spins its web between the synap-

ses of your brain. Wherever a thread becomes anchored in the 

weave of your mind, it chases an arrow of pure fire through 

your veins. Then its lava breath pulsates in your body, its heat 

becomes a part of you, and you become a part of it. 

The more the pillars of flames surround you, the more you are 

enclosed within yourself. The world you see is no longer the 

world outside. It is only a mirror of the firestorm that dances 

through your inner being. 

Houses turn into ships that capsize in the sea of fire. 

Streets become burning serpents that sizzle around you. 
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Faces melt into grimaces, and the grimaces disintegrate into 

gorges and abysses that bury you in their sea of magma. 

In the end, you yourself are only a single pillar of fire. 

Flickering, you destroy the house you are supposed to carry. 

Wriggling, you try to escape – but with every move you only 

get more entangled in the web of the desert spider. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Picture: Mikalojus Konstantinas Čiurlionis (1875 – 1911): Concluding 

image of the four-part painting cycle Saulės Sonata (Sonata of the Sun, 

1904) by the Lithuanian painter, composer and writer, who created a 

total of seven painted sonatas; photo taken by Osvaldas Grigas (Wiki-

media Commons; detail) 
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Death is a Tigress 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Death is a tigress following you in the undergrowth. 

Every step you take she devours with her gaze. 

Every time you stumble, she is ready to pounce on you. 

 

She feeds on you when you enjoy your food. 

She proliferates in you when you run out of food. 

 

Whatever you eat is flavoured by her. 

Whatever you don't eat is food for her. 

 

The fruit that you pick has grown in her. 

The air that you breathe is breath from her. 

 

She grows with the fire that keeps you warm. 

She rages within you when nothing can warm you. 
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Her breath flows icily around the hottest embers. 

In the iciest tempests, her gaze flickers around you. 

 

She sprouts in the traces you leave behind. 

She thrives in the void that knows nothing of you. 

 

Shadowy, she creeps around your paths, 

from everything her mirror face embraces you, 

her predatory scent envelops you. 

 

And you know: 

 

Noiselessly, one day her shadow 

will wrap itself around you from the undergrowth 

and carry you off into her realm. 

 

And you, the runaway tiger cub, 

will fall silently into the thorny arms 

of the tenderly devouring mother. 

 

 

Pictures: 

1. Gosse, Philip Henry (1810 – 1888): Illustra-

tion from the book The Romance of Natural 

History (1860/61) 

2. Franz Marc (1880 – 1916): The Tiger 

(1912); Munich, Lenbachhaus 

(Wikimedia Commons) 
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III. The Social Death 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Mickail Vrubel (1856 – 1910): Sitting Demon (1890) 

Moscow, Tretyakov Gallery (Wikimedia Commons) 

  



33 

 

Death is a Beggar Woman 

 

Death is a beggar woman 

with a bowl of bones. 

Charitably you share 

a bone with her. 

 

Death is a beggar woman 

with a jar of shards. 

Charitably you drip  

some manure on it. 

 

Death is a beggar woman 

with a dress of holes. 

Charitably you stuff it 

with warming words. 

 

Death is a beggar woman 

with a skin of blood. 

Charitably you order 

to bleed her. 

 

Death is a beggar woman 

with a bed of boards. 

Charitably you cover her 

with clods of earth. 

 

Picture: Shattered.art66: Grieving shadow (Wikimedia Commons) 
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Death is a Countrywoman Harvesting Cattle 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Death is a countrywoman who harvests cattle. Immeasurable 

are her possessions. Her pastures and the stables she has built 

for her herds stretch all the way to the horizon. 

Two kinds of herds are kept by her. If you are lucky, you be-

long to the first kind. These herds are allowed to graze on lush 

pastures. The stables are spacious and covered with fragrant, 

soft straw. In the meadows, selected herbs exude their scents. 

On each of these meadows, different herbs flourish, each of 

which flatters the palate in its very own way. Thus, the herds 

grazing on them are all equally coddled. But since each is cod-

dled in a different way, one herd always envies the other what 

it does not have. The resulting quarrels are fertiliser for the 

countrywoman's cattle crop. 

If you are unlucky, you are assigned to the second kind of 

herds. These have to live in cramped wooden sheds. It is 

gloomy and cold in there, rain and wind penetrate unhindered 

through the wide cracks in the wood, and the air is stuffy. 
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Here you have to stay in the dark most of the time. And when 

you do get to see the light, the sun beats down on you so re-

lentlessly that you almost long for the shelter of your wooden 

shack. The soil is cracked and parched, in vain do you search 

for something edible on it. 

Thus, the second type of herd is also provided with an inte-

grated fertiliser, which ensures high harvest yields for the 

countrywoman.  

In addition, the yields are increased by the interactions 

between the two types of herds. Especially the serving func-

tion that the second group of herds assumes for the first one 

has proven to be very productive. 

The meagre herds are used by the spoiled ones to improve the 

quality of the privileged meadows, to cultivate new types of 

grasses or to test healing herbs that could possibly make life 

on the lush pastures even more pleasant. The efforts that the 

herds of the barren lands have to make for their well-fed rela-

tives are another effective fertiliser for optimising the cattle 

harvest. 

Furthermore, although the two types of herds are strictly 

separated from each other, one always has the other in front 

of their eyes. Thus, some desperately want to participate in 

the paradisiacal life of the others, while the latter fear losing 

this very paradise if they were forced to share it with their 

meagrely living fellow creatures. The resulting conflicts have 

also led to more frequent and more productive cattle crops. 
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The use of this cultivation technique, known as the "showcase 

method", also increases the aggression tendency of some 

bulls. As far as the herds on the lush pastures are concerned, 

the steers then gather like-minded individuals around them, 

to whom they promise to uncompromisingly defend their own 

grazing grounds against intruders from other herds. 

This directly promotes the livestock harvest. Additionally, it 

results in further fertilising effects. These arise from the way 

the bulls and their followers deal with those who refuse to 

submit to the leaders' strict regime. The latter is established 

by the bulls for the protection of the privileged grazing 

grounds, but above all for the increase of their own fodder 

share. 

Among the herds on the barren pastures, the showcase 

method causes some bulls to distribute the little food yielded 

by the pastures among themselves and a few followers, thus 

building a kind of miniature model of paradise. This can con-

siderably increase the already above-average crop yield 

among these herds. 

Thus, the mistress of cattle crop can boast of never having 

used the services of a slaughterer. Her special harvesting art 

consists in keeping the cattle in such conditions that the natu-

ral tendency to slaughter is ignited in them. Thus the fruits fall 

into her lap all by themselves, without her having to make any 

effort. 

Picture: Hugo Simberg (1873 – 1917): The Garden of Death (1896); Hel-

sinki, Finnish National Gallery, Art Museum Ateneum (Wikimedia Com-

mons) 
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Death is a Lady Living Next Door 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Death is a lady living next door to you. You greet each other 

when you meet on the street, now and then you talk about 

the weather or other insignificant things, sometimes you ex-

change apples over the fence. 

All in all, you have a quite normal, neighbourly relationship 

with the lady next door. 

One day, however, your neighbour appears somehow dif-

ferent to you. Her lips seem redder than usual, and her eyelid 

line looks as if she were trying to emphasise the steep, com-

bative wrinkle above the root of her nose. She greets you as 

you pass each other, but her voice sounds more like the 

grumpy bark of the dog guarding her house. 



38 

 

In the evening, as you look in the mirror while brushing your 

teeth, a silent scream escapes you: for a moment you feel as if 

you were staring into the face of the lady next door. Your lips, 

too, suddenly look screechingly red, an ominous exclamation 

mark looms above your nose as well, signalling unprecedented 

emotions. 

Over the next few days, you try to avoid your neighbour. You 

leave the house earlier or later than usual, you change sides of 

the street when you see her from afar, you spend time only in 

the most secluded areas of your garden. 

But the more you avoid your neighbour, the more she domi-

nates your thoughts, the more threatening the grimace that 

you remember from your last encounter seems to you. 

And so it comes as it must. For once, you were both inatten-

tive and did not pay attention to who was coming towards you 

on the road. Now it is too late. More and more, your faces, 

distorted by fear and anger, approach each other. No one 

moves aside, each fearing that giving way could be interpreted 

as a sign of weakness and lead to downfall and doom. 

So you advance towards each other, unstoppable, unwa-

vering, irreconcilable. And as you look up, each one is staring 

into the death mask of the other. 

 

 

Picture: Mikhail Vrubel: Head of a Demon (sculpture, 1894); Saint Peters-

burg, Russian State Museum; Photo: Maxim Khlopov (Wikimedia Com-

mons) 
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Death is a Young Blackbird 

 

Death is a young blackbird. 

Shyly it glides into the light. 

Maliciously you clip its wings. 

 

Death is a verdant meadow. 

Brightly it blossoms in the spring dew. 

Greedily you pick it to pieces. 

 

Death is a slender palm tree. 

Dreamily it dances in the wind. 

Indifferently you cut it down. 

 

Death is a proud mare. 

Majestically she shines in the dawn. 

Wrathfully you harness her to the yoke. 

 

Death is a young gazelle. 

Playfully it leaps into life. 

Lustfully you hunt it down. 

 

Death is a fata morgana, 

a mirage reflecting your image. 

In blind anger you smash it. 

 

Picture: David Merrett: Flying Blackbird (Daventry Country Park, 

Northamptonshire, 2007); Wikimedia Commons   
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IV. The Lived Death 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Gustave Moreau (1826 – 1898): The Goddess of Fate and the Angel of 

Death (1890); Paris, Musée Gustave Moreau (Wikimedia Commons) 
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Death is a Sorceress 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Death is a sorceress 

in a garment of fog. 

Nothing that is touched by her magic wand 

retains its shape. 

 

Gnarled oaks 

melt into snakes, 

proud palaces blur 

into shards of clouds. 

 

Oceans flowing around the world 

dry up in her arms, 

sky-piercing mountains 

bow before her. 
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Her breathing suffocates 

the fire of the world, 

pulsating stars 

congeal in it. 

 

Your pores, too, are penetrated 

by the foggy garment. 

It fills your veins, 

it guides your gaze. 

 

And you realise: 

 

In this garment 

you are interwoven. 

Your splendorous shape 

was nothing but a dream. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Pictures: 1. William Blake (1757 – 1827): The Great Red Dragon and the 

Woman Clothed with the Sun (from Blake's illustrations of Revelation, 

1805 – 1810); London, National Gallery of Art (Wikimedia Commons) 

2. Jan Brzeziński: Woman in the fog (Pixabay) 
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Death is a Paintress 

 

Death is a paintress who creates 

her works only with red colours. It 

is difficult for you to make out 

meaningful forms in all the red 

tones blending into each other. 

Sometimes you think you recog-

nise a fountain or fireworks, some-

times you perceive a volcano or 

the splendour of a large tree 

bathed in the evening glow. 

Only rarely do you succeed in recognising human features be-

hind the wave dances shimmering in all nuances of the red 

spectrum. And wherever you see such familiar figures, they 

tear open their mouths in boundless ecstasy. 

The laws of gravity no longer apply to them. Free of all re-

straints, they float through the lava-red sky, which greedily 

absorbs them. 

Those who know the paintress will see images of herself in the 

figures – because she, who draws all colours from herself, 

drenches each of her works with her own blood, so that she 

inevitably bleeds to death in her paintings. 

 

Picture: Elisabet Stacy-Hurley: Blalock Space Fantasy, 1973 (Wikimedia 

Commons) 
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Death is a Mermaid 

 

Death is a mermaid with flickering hair. Her curls tenderly en-

snare you. Soon you are hopelessly entangled in them. Spell-

bound, you stare at the mermaid's trembling face. 

Behind her lips, the diadem of her teeth sparkles at you. 

Her skin pours a cornucopia of seductive scents over you. 

Her eyes are gates to a land in which you will – as you clearly 

feel – reconcile with yourself and the world. 

More and more you approach the blue face. Something holds 

you back, but the attraction of the lily's mouth is too strong. 

You just can't, you don't want to resist it. 

But when you touch the moist lips, they retreat from you and 

widen into a maelstrom that pulls you irresistibly towards it. 

Octopus arms embrace you, fainting you feel their soft flesh 

against your skin. Deeper and deeper you sink into the surging 

body. 

As you slowly lose your mind, you realise that you are about to 

reach the bottom – the place where everything sprung from, 



45 

 

where the beginning flows into the end. But by then the mer-

maid will have long since lulled you to sleep. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

PIctures: 

1. Edvard Munch (1863 – 1944): The Lady from the Sea (1896); Philadel-

phia, Museum of Art  

2. Josef Wawra (1893 – 1935): Mermaids (1920); Vienna, Austrian Gal-

lery Belvedere 

(Wikimedia Commons) 
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Death is a Geisha 

 

Death is a geisha who sneaks 

unnoticed into your dreams. 

With her motionless mouth and 

her pale face, she is a perfect 

canvas for your dreams. Who-

ever she turns to – and she 

turns to anyone who turns to 

her – she serves as a mirror to 

their most secret wishes. 

But beware! Watch out not to snuggle up to her body, soft as 

windfall fruit! As soon as you give in to this desire, you are 

lost. For then the enigmatic lady sings you a lullaby, a song of 

a liberated life in which the same carefree serenity flows 

around you as once in your mother's womb. 

This lullaby will wrap itself around your soul like a velvet 

shackle, binding you forever to the statuesque beauty. And 

only now will you realise: What you thought was a face was in 

fact only a moonlit cave. It won't be long before you are 

hopelessly trapped in it. 

 

 

 

Picture: Doll with the features of the geisha Mooroka O-Matsu, created 

by Master Kawashima Jimebei II; 19th century; Photo: Shakko, 2011 

(Wikimedia Commons, detail) 

  



47 

 

Death is a Green-Eyed Crow 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Death is a crow with green eyes. The tree on which the irides-

cent bird is enthroned hangs full of shining fruits. No one can 

pass them by without turning to look at them, everyone longs 

for them. 

You, too, are captivated by the flaming fruits. You can't take 

your eyes off them, you suck in their glow until you are com-

pletely inebriated by it. Finally, you can't help but pick a fruit. 

As soon as you hold the fruit in your hands, you realise that it 

is overripe. It is so soft that it breaks apart at the slightest 

touch. Under the thin skin of the fruit, the flesh is littered with 

eyes of crows. Everywhere you are met by their piercing gaze. 

Startled, you let the fruit slip out of your hand. 

Once the fruit hits the ground, the crows' eyes also fall apart. 

They split into tiny fragments, all emitting a peculiar bitter 

smell. Curious, you bend over the broken fruit. Immediately its 

bitter breath pours into your half-open mouth. 
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Ridiculous, you think, that's just ridiculous – and are seized by 

a fit of laughter. But the laughter that shakes you is not your 

own laughter. It seems to emerge from the core of the fruit 

and to use you as a kind of medium. 

The more you laugh, the more the laughter turns into spasms 

that spread from your diaphragm to all your muscles. Eventu-

ally they reach your heart, which contracts in on itself, 

twitching. 

The last thing you see is the mocking look of the crow, still ly-

ing in wait for prey on the tree with the shining fruits. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Pictures: 

1. Alexas_Fotos: Mystic crow 

2. Heiko (DesignerTalk): Raven by moonlight 

(Pixabay) 
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Death is a Ballerina 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Death is a ballerina in a colourful harlequin costume. From 

each side, her robe turns a different face towards you. Each 

new incidence of light makes it shimmer in different colours. 

Sometimes the robe is covered with red dots, then again a 

dark purple glow emanates from it, as if from the feathers of a 

raven. It can shine brightly from top to bottom, but it can also 

seem to be pierced by flaming arrows, by star-like contrac-

tions of light that are so dazzling that the dark spaces in 

between look like enormous black holes. 

The shape of the costume also changes constantly, depending 

on the perspective from which you look at it. Sometimes it ap-

pears like a ridiculously thin tube, then again it looks bizarrely 

inflated, like a bell skirt puffed up by the wind. Sometimes it 

seems to be unnaturally smooth, sometimes cracked or over-

grown with childish, far too large pompons. 
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All the time, the rainbow-coloured ballerina is laughing, in-

viting everyone to dance with her. Finally, she nods at you: it's 

your turn. Dazed, you let yourself sink into her arms. Her 

laughter echoes in your ears, it permeates your whole body, it 

pulsates tempestuously in your veins. 

You can't help it: you have to join in this laughter, even if you 

immediately feel that it is a far too violent, painful laughter, a 

laughter that is more like a scream that tears you apart from 

the inside out. But once you start laughing, you can't stop, you 

laugh and laugh as you merge more and more with the 

dazzling danseuse. In the end, you have grown together with 

her into one single figure. 

Suddenly you notice that you are all alone in the large ball-

room, no one is dancing but you. 

As you whirl past the wide mirrored wall, you look into the 

face of the harlequin lady – and you realise: Her laughter is in 

truth only a frozen grimace, a mask in which anyone who 

comes too close to her will dissolve. 

 

 

Picture: 

Edward Penfield (1866 – 1925): In the "Salon des Actualités" (Madrid); 

Scribner's Magazine, 1907 (Wikimedia Commons; modified) 
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Death is a Hole in Time 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Death is a hole in time, 

a gap in which you disappear 

without a trace. 

No one will ever find you, 

no one will fathom your abyss. 

 

And how could anyone think of searching for you? 

 

Who would believe in holes 

in the garment of Time, 

the infallible, unwavering queen of the world? 

Is Time not of monastic austerity,  

a pilgrim on the way to infinity? 

 

But even those who believe in the unbelievable 

will never reach a hole in time 

unless they themselves become trapped in one. 

But then no trace remains of them either. 
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So the truth disappears with the disappeared: 

The vast, well-structured plane of time 

is only a mirage, a veil that conceals 

the truth of our ephemerality. 

 

Mayflies – that's what we are, 

flashes of comets, 

whirled around in circles 

by a chaotic swirl. 

 

We drift in it, exulting with joy, 

like children, exhilarated by the merry-go-round. 

Blinking, we have already disappeared 

in the abyss of time 

without a trace, 

as if we had never existed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Pictures: 1. PIRO4D: Time tunnel; 2. Deselect: Hd wallpaper (Pixabay) 


