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About Lhe author

Jonas von der Bcu{;e,rauce is a writer
workmg somephere bebueen F}ckon,
€ssay, Pfagmmﬁfon and Sclr-d{&&m}iﬂﬂ-

His {:e!(-.s resolue arounJ isolakon,
F:h' led inbimacy, artistic obsession,
exhaustion and the slow olech 0

madern (ife.

[ng.uenc.e.cl 53 underground f;éerajr.ure,
cutsicder art and 'mclcPeadenl; Pub‘idiaﬂ
CUHMEJ he Publishes raw and un-

Compros:ng tiork outside Leaditional
Lif:erara structures. p—

He believes giritiag choulel dlisturd rather €han comfork.
KONTAKT beganas an atempk bo document d:sappearing
ﬂ:ouSH’—s before f))eg vanishecl compleéefﬂ.

When not writing, he spends too much time wenderin
{:hrcuah emp&{l cbieels, collechag ynfinished ideas and
L;5L£0543 Lo the same -5'0*135 'regeq ecu.s.




WHO DISTURBS UNDERGROUND
LITERATURE AT NIGHT 2

wl'noc.l."gr- IDalfe.VGS Hn undﬂ‘aroqu is a poo’&noée, n Cu’eurai A;‘&r "“ eved
Eorn up o eak thres in the l‘horﬁ;ni and starked over. Has fever th b I
their fingernails, MHas never photocspied a booklet in o hundlreo copies ard droppes)
it .ine.o sf:mrae,rs mailboxes. Even nocs, people gLl sikt over Lhote Lncbiag or "'y‘éf
P°,‘5"'“3 Schbyace.s, “P&:“a bookleks [z:acéhu- - without Publ:shg;, without diglebel;
without the help of the area'é A.
Thf. mainshlum &‘fctps uc". “: hns CO“LNM:!S, eJ"LﬂrG; Pud;’aa QFF”:G'&I'O!}S. Ié Aquurn’“.
that ConF.'rn its Laske and art sections thot efoa:'n its baste. The rran and tiomen in thek
[wrg topers (ost touch w:U, undgrgmund literoture [o,,s 030-
The, unu’ergrnund as&.s angwoﬂ,
Zines remain the bﬂaﬂﬂg ‘Imr‘:op uﬂJ&l‘taroudJ Literature {odhis J,& Srmall boo“tks, F'u’g
assambled : i“us&‘a{ions, 10"‘3’“"'“' co!laags, poens, confessions. Theg'rc. Pnﬁulafan 5
LJO.SS, Sl'uﬂ?e:l into fmgs, Poriilen in Uﬂd'l"ﬂg machineg ond read onyLey. Mo disteabution, Vo
alaora'H»m. EVerS'Eh;'na is permi .
Queer voices creale their own spaces £his way. Voices from prison cell manoge Lo be henrd 4his
Way. Academia cf:'nas to its £itles aad ’IaSaluaHs (oo ked dotsn upon Art Brub: raw art i lhoat
ermission, i thout {heoretical apparatus, without a cullural gm(:rg ticket. The moainstream
_ calls that dileffantish. The undler round calls that przuion
(Jhoever disturbs unolergrousd berakure ot nght will regret it in the moraing. Then Hls
sfqpfed zines [ie scaftered across livia rooms, streeks and stairualls . uléf od arbists
don't sluf:l, ﬁg‘:adg s(ops them. /Uabodg knows thew. And 3‘{' g'eg're
Stil ameng us. Those Wwhose voice can't be heard in the Maiaglsean
or within institutions. Because they seundl ras, loud and unplea-
Sant, ’
The Jcmaer op the unalcnarouaal isn' ils indifference towsardl re-
caam'l:ion. The elephank i the porcelain SLOP Aoz ﬂurouah U
Lecture halls. A system built on allestion and preshine bniiind
agqfasé Someone Lo whom ofteation and Prcsﬁuac_ mmqrnoa,,‘* W_
& ,cils on being -Fu"g understood rqrda &bﬂas bobhe Pl

Ever
Bround .

Th fa‘v.‘. quiel:lg in their run-down 0 arl:menés,umk u i
ﬂn;ﬂunsbqiaé ond publs'sh for a 3mll£;€¢l¢ op readers. F
arount! arlict hog np hame, no chc and np iaf:er'es‘; i
achievements. He (orites or draws out of a necess;
exist inside Seminar rooms. Much op ibais yol
unliniched. Yot the mfisf%um' true
at recoﬂniéioﬂ or P"t-Sf:-'at-- He writes becaus
drogen. : :
While everything becomes nebworked
underqrou deaﬂuﬁ ILS l'ﬂJ pe

lueps Huunderarounaf Y
Casy -F;r angone. Cos
Commerce i§ mean|

wait to be mv:,:ul

m‘




UhoCVCr d-‘sf:urbs una‘usround l‘t‘el‘neure a{: ﬂfg"lf.' wl.” #I\J ﬂa*uh'na o L"\g

morning. Mo ruins, no capitulation. Only new s Basllq etapoled Yersalesl
P“""k‘dﬂ; afl‘cady on their t:xlg. ; 4 e J pled, crookedly

o
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The BITTERNESS OF SWEET
MELANCHOLY

She hacl loﬂg gince -For otken l‘\im. H-'s Wir
F; ure PO resemblance yhaksoever £o l:hne
overweight, chubby - chealed bo o?-{;tha.sl:.
Ris angulor; narrow -Far.e Stol‘d'lea Lor ‘P:o{:ha
in the f.nrae toom. A smile here, an embrace
there. Vel his gore kept sinking. Wis eyes shimmed
over the others. He hadn't even concenled his

dark circles. And so he continued to (ool oround.
(Jhesever someone spoke £o him, he oﬁ‘erecl o

Feld words and otheruise lisLenul {o their con-
versations. He Sinw( the cockkail he had clantJ
{;hrouakou'; the evening- [onel ' he leased ataains‘:
Lhe bare wall and Iookzj around in all directions.

He Paid her no aleation. Had been ;amrina her all
evening.

The white shict was bucked inko his fabric Lrousers.
H.‘s considerable he-'a“- I’laal Leen U\: pfr.s‘: Un:n

She hol:icaal abouf; hn'm. Q:e. uould l\au Aac’ fo ao’t
up ot him, S had she stood before him. His blonde
hair had atown darker conparcd to earlier Years.
CroPPe.cl shock on the sides.

Sﬁancl"ﬂs bﬂ 'ule. Aors'dioeu\lresf S’u 'Ulouca“-
‘:iar.k lfo hou he ‘:aof once fe.P£ 6e.r a love ff_#c,r
ﬂncl L..)I)c,n she SPOL(-& £o lm',nq obou‘-. it ﬁ‘ie.nexf:

d e s gseape. Onl o s et E  ieel EE
and made his escape. Only Lo tor r. She hadln' the - She [ in

for her admirer, aPEeru, ‘5{'5 J & 4 o felEriath d
Hal‘r-'a. e. 'n'ave{,. Mo er OOa’ T"ne. [ea f: Hnrg A Be.r- Even now s‘ne ¢l£ un a£ h 'Umu llL-
She hl.‘nsgereaf by the hors d'oeuyres. Q;séene to the convermé-’ansp and !:zs gema.ifgj p“j

on Nim.

He oas \gae onl One tfom Eﬁe;r ear L, “n u‘lom oﬂ conf;ac ‘lad Been {osl:. H:-’Iul da' 'ul
atay from her. SAIou ﬁ. stood %gre, alrau-'ng ouk her hmar»‘e‘:s. Aacu'n those ( \rge eyes. Pngn
U-.c a_muc aa—u DP Pormer du, S. And e£ she. couldn '£ brin hersd{-' £° QPP"ON:,! ll-ﬂ‘l. The.
way he stood ot the wall, eni‘rclj tvithdrawn into hisself. Bar y s ke a vord. Haqfscl: s
eues converced wibhher. The long Scar on his wrick Caﬂa’\"- her aﬁﬂb‘ﬂﬂ inned;q_a-.

story must (ie behind iE. Razor Ei\de- Flesh. Blood. Mothiag. Up close he diglyt: foof,

as he had from {orther away.

He sk" a(.'aln'é c‘e-’gn fo laolr o\': Azr. Sn"fec{ a)‘: oH’Iel’S Ins&acl. Aﬂel 3e.£ hc
himself. He gave Wor no peace. She driftell touard him. Only £o selfle very qen
against the bare val. Her heart pounded. He didn't look ol her. Inetead h
Lail 3lnss. He stayed agaisst the wall. That vas vhat unibedl ¢h P
Slowly degcended in his hanol, she éried to reach for it. They st.
ti Ef; clapped, speakin 9 not a word. They were po longer ¢sh
Stood Eosey’er. And remained sEranger:.




ODEUR

How much he missed her Sc.en{;. She smelled OF OI"‘W’O‘ ood and iasmine. He loved {oran
his 'Fr'nBUS Unroug‘a her hair. Felt the abundance oF curls ia his haads. It smelled o musk onel
tallow. Mow there was a voidl, The P:‘How smelled of him - her sceal was gone. He coulda’t
recognize her smell anywhere. Fvery okher person had a different odor. Ao one cacriee)
her ccent. He Searched For l,gr, Fo“ouao! e jasmine, which mlnafca[ with coconut . Her
Omjfe A.‘Fs had been the Pr‘rs{: ‘U'n'ﬂg he noticed about her. The sceal op her chest. Warm
and mild, Her llps Lasteol oP Pngdom. Her eyes sParﬁu'co(. Her nose had a (ovely curve.
She @ tore {ur - il idnl iusk smell of her, he loved pressing himselC agoinst her
chest . The soft fur arouged his seases. She fcmahed ot him. Because he‘wanted Lo cuddle
with her. The Pirst crack in the gluss. The first splinker in the frasm{ of memory . She
Was every Hlﬂg and no{:jlfng- She 'Pouf‘f! her Fec les rePuls"Ve. Her chest tyasn't lar
enough for her. Her l-'PS not \f'r-c”-‘!ﬂough- Her hair brittle. He lookeel post all that: ‘
Tound her beautiful . She couldn't bear h:'s compliments. He didn'l miad. She hated it.
Outside he slood in the rain. She warmed herself in the sun. He reached Lor her. Her
"".F close to his. Yetl she {’ef& noHn.'ng‘ He butned, she remained cold. The glass cracked
further. He remembered the Ql‘gumenl:- She had com P"—‘(-!Lj unmooree him pilh her
mere Presence. That irritated her. TB
were on their knees. The c}umpaane !
Thea S’mc Punaked bl’m. He .Srh'.lcd.
She struck out. He smiled. Tears ran.
She Pauch out the cham pagne ardl
ras away. He \Co“omecl- She [aofceJ
hersell in the balhroom. He kaock-
ed. Ghe screamed] He should
leave her alone. The Sfass shal-
tered. Shards cat into his hond.
He bled. Ao al'moncl wood andl
no jasmine. [he phone stayed
s-‘lc:]:f‘-- Her nunbef:- led ..mj"z-g_
She I‘iaol chan o' the f:'m:.
Her sceat J-'Jn{[asé_ L {}_,Jd
away. Even now he Lried €o
-Fqéhom what had cause her
éﬁ {Q.GVC AI.M. She O&UQJ A;n
- no answer. Memaries
7 };}x crum HcJ.
S She la.y on the
couch. S.‘ppeq’
the chmpnane.
He leaned over
her. She resisted.
Pushed him away.
Cold cPr-end - not
betieen them, bat
tithinher. The
man in the Pnr-k :

G000 e
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deserved no beffer.

His hand on her stomach. The nexk morning: silence. She ﬁf& sick. He el

The;r [OVE. Crockcd. Che Pu”tﬂ‘ on FIBI" -p;r CDO£ aﬂd iepé Hef’ SM:.” rﬁmo;ﬂﬂd bb"

It crept inlo every corner, selled on everybhing. He prescrvet‘l it. The f-"'gﬂf‘#‘- The
l-‘ps[::ck. Cherrj. Almond milk. A loch op hair. Jasmine., A sachet.

Whenever he éhoual-é of her, he opened it. Breathed in. But the scent dioln't heldl.
It grew weoker. Thinner. Foreiqn. He b L almond milk. Rubbed it onto himself.
Spraﬂecf Jas»of'ne on the Ffﬂow anol [ell as eep.

She drowned - not in waéel‘J but in him.




RecoRDS OF AN OBLIVIOUS PERSON

TUCSC‘QE’! 26.05

] h 1 d | ‘B, -rhr.s I.S whcre ,"fn su QSCJ £o [l'VL From no-fa’ O'ﬂ.
Th:v;ag;;g vbire, 'ﬁ-‘%}:ken me gomewhakt. ’donPE belong here. € nrgé}m,ﬁ 'S

befler. £v, ing is Supposed to better. Only °ldon't believe in it
I'm goin a{Fﬁ hge." iﬂéoﬂz‘:"f-'fre- | tsant to leave. lglon'é belong here. It's

my own “faulf. [ chose ik this woy. The men won't Like me. Why woulel

{:beg. | don'd belong here. | don't want Lo anymore. I've had encugh. Always
the “same rounds. amss the same gossip- |'ve messed it up. | could have

hod a beautiful life. Could have had it. Noco iks over. My Life a hea ol
Qshes. wbg should ’mmcr? Tor a ‘a‘;t. I,‘)ah to pﬂc.e nn:rSelp inko. LJh
couldn't iE end ? | as alreody ready. I was there. But no, semesne BaaF

Lo save me, | don't ’Fﬂel [ike afuaﬂs be:‘ns the s’cnpeaoaf.

Wednesdlay, 22.05

The inmate has no r;'%H:S- He inhabits a emall a gl i e
cell. Meals take f’nce punéémllg at A2 o'clock.

he inmate is re.qui ed o eat. If he refuses, Pm;g}mm{,
is threatened. The thought of a free Iife is sL-.-ona. The
walls are ln'gh. The hurdles :'nsurmouninue.
At midday the inmate must remain in his cell. There
he keeps his hours. (Jalks back ard forth accasionally.

Before he must report for . He has taken himself
prisoner. He has, a all, ne rights whatscver. His super-

Visors have authority over him. I the e.vem'nas he recedves
Meds. Many. Small ones as vsell as large. The inmate isn't
0 human beina. He is a ool .,F an institation Ehal %

elevates Eselt above him.
fo)f”gsclg kg, mbm;fs éo Hie- b;” Md fl.e O!'JGI' f..l?U)fn ue

Faci,il'g. He wrote abeut it. They threw his texks away.
The inmote 15 £o hold his é""ﬂuﬂ- The jamake has no

voice. The .Fa.c;l;".g Spe.alts For him.

Tbur.sdaﬂ, 28.05

The doy begins ot 7 ;n the moming. The jamate is
woken. Uheéaer he is still sleeping is aﬂ no cencefn.
Released from his cell he first eabs breakfost. Theait's
off {5 the [nunJra- From there he toils fourbeen hours
a day. For an améht of A50€ per week. Pockek moses,
they call it. They- that is the managinent of the facility.
ln the facility no one has an :‘J'.:gég. Apples and pears




are all ‘J‘l(, iﬂMGLC recewves. le be, '.'w'nsz Or is ‘IC. ﬂ'fuds iﬁuvdt dlﬂdg
It doesn show. He keepe on bowiag. In"a ‘&FPIJ posture he Folds th_ 1
In earlier {imes one could beak him unconscious. Today different rinciples d"*'!ﬂ,
The inmate refuses to work. He receives fifteen blows Lo the b oP the head.
Tl.eg call Lhis :'5ciplinar3 (::i:::‘ L

Disciplinary action applies e inmates who can'l pork A Dicaétsorle )
Th;:f‘-’s Aoﬂ. they're ':rf:ant to be motivated. After Four&:\éboues the w“"?:“
far from doge. Tomorrow more pieces of Laundry will be wailing Lo be folded and
itoved. The inmale with bhe bliskers and calluses on his hasds returns Ly his cell

ak arousd 9 in the evening. He cleeps gix hours | Lhea Jm'f-g life begins again
from the start.

friday, 20.05.

Tht. ;ﬂmﬂh l‘ runﬂ;ﬂa ou& oP c; nr."-“'
nDoHou have, aa3 Gabacco? '; he kl e.wrgonr.. AnJ {hg, anserer 15 ﬁlb‘ﬂs"ﬂo.‘
'Dur-‘ng the dockars consultabion a particular gaze fieems upon the-isnals:
:‘::uzd;d you sleep?”

e -ll

A will anster this quu‘:lm.’”

"Can T

2 U"g Ever nol:?‘

LV I-Jeq,." |
He clands in his cell. Breathes quig_Hﬂ. Ev“g c‘a5 the same roubiven Hedorsed
-pu.l Nl]f, adm'és f’ldﬁ he Fafs ”k& an M;MQL ina c“ﬂ'-- ﬂ"° lns;‘ £‘|¢£ 6¢_ h“

the reeling the day resembles Ehe next. Ao ﬁfshb‘ﬂhés. whaksoever. No experiences
whatseever. No rlgh\’:s shatseever,

The inmate appears dejected. His shoulders hapa. His posture ¢ booped I

iribing, Holds onko it. Even when Uheu bake the paper-acsay fram him. The mmade

is to comply. The mokress laughed. On television always the cam ok

[E's bored. musing. The éap crows. In the wardrobe there is cooatlece 2

papers. One of them I'm ha‘d-'ns in my hands right now. On iteis wriflen. | ar. ]

*| hove atcived in B." And here the bexk ends. -




THE HoUSING BLOCK

(Jhen hc rooved iato {Ae {'OUTU\ F[oot‘, he )ot'.“ vatlched. The Pgople never
made a Sound, yel‘: they vere a’uags there. You could hear them brﬂﬁé‘j‘hﬂ
through the walls. On the )0.-,‘[; night, aa cHerl3 man Set h:nsdP on Lire in his
Qpnrl:ﬂmne,n{ . The Pn‘rt br-‘gnale cou%d On[s recover the boo’g. )

For two years, the Young man tried Lo P-'AJ a :)ob in the ¢.".-3. Liithout ""'Cc.e“'
He smoked jn the small Toom. Listesed €o masic anol wroke. He dcsérogcn! ‘h'f
older purikings in the Sink. Tbgs tieren't ’O.é for ablication. He was quibe iso-
lated, in the sixteen-story building. Read one book after another. Often he
Sat there and went hungrs- Adult Life was pmv;hg J-‘#»’culé For him.

Now he looked back.

He could sill smell the mold in the basement. Still heard their quiet voices

and U\oaghé of the elclerl_l‘ man whoe had died.

He sPené his Lime in the room. The 1-'3“1 slnyuf

OFF. He d-'d'a'é G‘laW:.

One morm‘o%, he stood af the pindarw and looked
olown al the people below. Suddenly, somethin
shif'ted inside him. He ran to the filing eabhug.

Tbrﬁ&.} cycrggp'n “ols ;J ﬁ‘:é CQI‘J H-'S
3 dkaa- < g L
d

Vaccinabion record. His bank s ents.

He no Jon existed.

Then he saﬂl.-.reof the N’bﬂgl- bﬂg.s and carried
them downstairs. Locid the door.and tsalked
to the irain siotion, where he boarded an ICE
train. Hi 6':1&55 dﬂlj Loolk him as Far' as B.
There he pasdered leoﬂgh the gtreebs.
Ustil he got drusk ard, dur:’ns the nighé,
sl-'éhhfs Lirisks in front of the Rcidlsl'ng
building -

The P,:?amalff-f ruslncJ £owaraf ln‘m and
dr“ﬁ“’! him jnto the ambulasce. There

thelf basdaged his trounds. AE the hospilal,
f}acg stibhed him up- Tbeg hod to restrain
him becouse he kcpé 6rgfn3 to teac the
stibches open-

He s ent three na’aH:s in the P.sgc]p‘qérfc
ward. Then they seak him bacle to Lhe

a ?ar émen é

He 90‘: off the train there.




TEXTUR

He (ay on Lhe matress. His coffee cold. The blockade wouldn't LifE. He worobe for
no one. He dida't for himself. Nor did he write for others. He wrole hecause he was
Searchin Por answpers. To quesé-'ons no one cou{o‘ answer. Obherwise he would have
Shalfered. DU"""S the Jas he ﬂmnaaed a thousand words. That was all he could olo.
He needed it. Thatk gave him thedrive he needed in order to be heard, at all. Hig
wife had faag $ince gloppedl ﬂgu’na on the Lloor. She wardFfed élﬂ'ousfn the bushes and
watcheol Peo le. He crouched in his cell and stared at {he paper. The Lexiur rqush_
Tame dicnt folloes him. Pechaps bhere was none. Lihen he sab' bthere anel looked
ot Lhe PGPef.h'-" couldn't éru[; Fioj himself. He wialked in silence to the kitchen. There
Stoodl Ehe cold CD#&. :n"t‘-s Gwnfiﬂd around Hu Sink. S!afc“ll'ns For {,ood, He SéﬂchSmu-
proked. And folloned 1o one. Every day he greeted the Jag anew. In the mornings
the day consumed him. When the cun burneol, he sat in Lhe Dlark. (Jhen it rn.‘neal,hgr. sat
in bhe [iaht. Much was left unspokm bedcieen them. She stayed amon wffe. He
isolafed In'mselF. EVcrséh.' had lost its eerth. He buried the Fla‘es under £he P’al’es.
He smoked and stared ok the paper. (Jhenever he couldn't holdon, he séorpenl. Made sure
his leq was still there and walked from the kikchen into the !»'v.'ns room. There Ia‘cj his
mattress. It had a smooth Lexture. 'Perhops there Las ne
reason he dids'l [ike it. The texture remaineal jntact.
Sileace in he room. Toalnﬂ oo he sat before the paper
anol wrote on witheut parpose. Nine hundreel coords
didat Form a £c.x£. H:s despdra.’:-‘on dreve him to
the 3I'auncl- He olida't éa}A abaa£ ik, At Some. Po.'né
Sonr.a'.'ng be%w to take shape. He didn'l know why.
He hnew noéhsha. Gince his wife had forgoten him,
he know nlo'ng angmore. She suffeced {fom >
depression. At fisk an uﬂl‘cmarkqu:{"’d-ha-

The growth had olrcadg spread hrough bhe
mingl. It puas discovered later. By then
She was no longer the same.

Snmc“;ﬂ% tias cut oﬁ:'. After that she was
no lonaer the same. The texture r.‘JJlgd.
tith holes. The net had developed Lears.
She was begonol angone.'s reach. ==
/Voyn'aa }mrpueuf anymore.
And s0 he sok in hig cell and
trote the thousandth word
onto Lhe paper- The machise

301". up £}.¢-,‘§Aosé, /['J'amch and

thea brokc own,

.....



N

PerioD

He went {o éhejudﬂt. Pe.r;'od,_ Uhy was he skl alive 2 Period. Rebellion:
Rebellion in d:sarrag. A Sp!dch wikhout an auvdience. Period. peﬁ-od' I hcre
had he ended up? Ia ten years this planet wouldl no Lo,,au. exist. He had
Cuts on his body. He ran away. Lalked into the water Vetedrelmmesy
Nis life roled away. Period. And had he returned, he would no longer have
been the Same. Back éo a C'.Pﬁ i1n which no one bolhered him. IE as ne use.
He remained alone. His weounds d"'P il g

He smoked Shore. Period. He had lost fis . i
1“-5- Nothing he thought made any Sense.

He I"G-Mafnea? Seated. copfe Fo“oued him,
[t was 10""2 o' clock. The clock ticked. AL
MeadLimes he had to remain seated.

He Lasnt alloved o stand up. The room,
Q prison. Too small to feel at ease. Some-
times he heard a face and turned blue.

Mature rose above him. Noon. ;ual‘m'ns.
Eveaing. Time hadl no voice. He wrote

a.br.:uf: ,‘é. Asbamed, he Pt.l& aloun £‘l¢, P‘n'ﬂs;de. A e;s“r Cl"ePL Pﬂse ht.l"l'- p!.ﬁa&.
The child taited in vain. The first L.'ahf: bulb imploded. Then the next. A thunder-
Ous crash. He wrote about it. Ashamed, he put olown the pen. The paper bursts
inko \ofnmes. Kt afler ik after kit. The words o{pe.rul no solid qroaadd. Meuofg
foll of holes. He hadn't intedded any of iE.
Yet he fupé éa”a'ng. Without a Pe,r,'oal, lith-
out a comma. A comment Pram the siole.
He lcapcol through Uﬂe ntuspo.Per'. Tree over
bamboo over :Za:muse.. The rock [ost ina the

sea. He diveol omb® beneath the Suanu. The
table olrowned. Ashes sug,P{-_ away. ln the maoel
-Por olﬂina. A speech without content. Grass
gres over him. The man [ooked Setlous. ﬂ‘uqss
P!ac;'na Pzra’ods. Lequ-'na Ecaces behind. Ope
mooth’ later. He po longer smokecl. He ;njecked.
The blockade dissolved. Afonﬁ with e.w.rsih.‘ag
that hacl been Sea!eol aﬂdﬂ. Hunaq_‘- d,‘qolv‘J
into stomach aciel. The critics resmained wherse
chﬂ {a‘g. (Jords crumblcd into dusl:. H&Feqrd
loneliness. And 3219 it was all thal remained.
He callel it censership. They screamed. The
Water swallowed him. Daydreams. He spoke
GF his Su#"cn'n . The rena‘ershl'p r'cnq.'nuf
Silent. Sixty-nine. Sixty-seven, Sixty-five.
Then he Placgd the Fen‘aaf and was {'oraaf{u
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KONTAKT - lssue # 2

Between Smoke.--F-'"ec‘ Yooms, -ﬂ:‘ckﬂrina Screens anol emp{'g sfreeés
Lthe -pisures in KONTAKT search for 80meﬂ|in3 that alreadg Seems

lost: connection.
Mot every signal reaches someone. Aot every voice is heard.
Some words vanish between concrete walls and neon C.’ahts,

This zine collects -ﬂ-agmenés about isclation, alienation, psycho-
foaical olecay and the silence betueen people. Short stories, C.‘I-erqrs
rn%nzenés and drawings collide [ike transmissions from a broken

Wordld.

DlY. Rauw. Tragme.n£ ed.

For everyone who feels
invisible in £he noise of
modern (ife.

Copy if.
Shfrli i€.
Leave it somewhere.




