Kringsat af fijender, ga

ind i din tid

Under en blodig storm

vi dig til strid

Kanske du sper” i angst
udaekket, dben

Hvad skal jeg keempe med
hvad er mit vaben?

Her er dit veern mod vold
her er dit sveerd

troen pa livet vort
menneskets veerd

For al vor fremtids skyld
sgg det og dyrk det

dg om du ma, men

@g det og styrk det

Stilt gar granaternes
glidende band

Stands deres drift mod ded
stands dem med and

Krig er foragt for liv

Fred er at skabe

Kast dine kreefter ind

Det onde skal tabe

Adelt er mennesket
jorden er rig

Findes der sult og ned
skyldes det svig

Ja ja, i livets navn

skal uret falde

solskin og bred og and
ejes af alle

Dette er |oftet vort
fra sester til bror

vi skal bli” gode mod
menneskernes jord
Vivilta” vare pa
skenheden, varmen
som om vi bar et barn
varsomt pa armen.

@ Helle Dahlia Trefalke Christensen

CROOKED MIRROR

illustration: Asta Plum

I never went to NY and yet I miss it. I'm feel-

ing sad I never visit you, always too far away, too

expensive, too much. Your a bitch NY, I got an
I <3 NY t-shirt, I’'m alienated in your magic temple. You
made it capitalist venture, post-ww2 with all the german
brains and queer’s of Europe, you always got something
new, selling out your ghetto as a fashion brand, there’s al-
ways another outsider you can enjoy. The feast has been at
your tables. I told you I haven’t been there, but I’ve heard
all the gossip. They said the secrets left New York with a
social media stream, I watched the secrets leaving New
York making every small town copy it. I want a Telfar par-
ty, I want a DIS magazine art show, I want a Dick. I love it.
I love that you injected your dreams in to the human meta
brain. RIP

Happy Easter Bunnies !

Kiss Mira
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