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Brugen af semikolon i en tekst indikerer ”en længere pause; der kommer noget mere”. Som bogtitel betyder det, at de tekster vi skriver aldrig rigtig ender; fordi fantasien er endeløs . . . grænseløs. Teksterne er resultatet af arbejdet på forfatterholdet 2018/19; et arbejde igennem et efterskoleår. Bogen er et bånd forfattereleverne imellem, men også et bånd til skolens øvrige elever, fordi mange af teksterne er inspirerede af oplevelser, samvær og indtryk i dette skoleår; selv om vi skilles når vi når sommerferien, vil vi altid have noget, der binder os sammen.


”En pause; der kommer noget mere . . . ” Pausen kunne være et billede på de timer, vi har haft sammen på forfatterholdet, hvor vi har haft ro og tid til at reflektere, nørde og udtrykke os om store og små ting i livet, inden vi skal videre; ”der kommer jo noget mere!”




Forelskelse


Marie Luise Boysen Schack


Et forsigtigt venskab


En betroelse


Tre måneder uden snak


En frygt


En spirende gren


En hjælpende hånd


Ti fingre


En ny begyndelse


Tre måneder med snak


Et hjerte og et hjerte


To hjerter, der mødes


En magi


Et spørgsmål


Et svar


Tre dage


Tusinde smil


Tre ord


Et kram


Et kys


Elleve måneder med kærlighed


Hundrede år endnu.




Bønnen der blev sagt om aftenen med lukkede øjne


Frederik Forsberg Bendtsen


Kærlighed, vær med mig i morgen.


Kærlighed, bliv dyrket og giv liv i morgen


Kærlighed, lad mig vise og give dig til andre i morgen


Kærlighed, giv sandhed til min tunge i morgen


Kærlighed, vær med min næste, og alle mine kommende kærligheder i morgen


Kærlighed, vær i blomsterne, solen, vinden, og hjertet i morgen


Kærlighed, bring solopgangen, sommeren og paradis i morgen




Green Caps


Cindi Volfgang Albæk Andersen


I walked down the aisle and took a green-capped bottle containing ice tea from the cooler. I felt drained, as if I had nothing left inside me. Just a hollow shell walking around. I paid for the sugary water and went outside.


There were people walking happily around, enjoying their lives. How could they. Smile. I was disgusted with them, all of them.


When I got home, I placed the now tepid ice tea on the kitchen counter, and made my way to the bedroom. I put the blinds down, blocking all the happiness and light out. I slept, for what I thought was 3 days, but turned out to be a week.


During the days I talked loads with Tiryal, he always listened. “I can’t feel” I told him, “me neither” he responded. Then he was gone again, like everybody else. Everyone had left me, now the only friend I had left had also abandoned me. Typical, no one can stand being around me for too long. It’s okay, I get it. I can’t stand being around me either.


I looked in the mirror; the cold, lifeless thing looked back. “I don’t want to be you anymore,” I said to the creature trapped inside the frame. “I don’t want to be you either” it replied.


“Tiryal, are you here?” I asked. “Yes” he came out from the dark, and sat down next to my bed. “It’s okay, I am here,” He said “You are safe now”.


“Are you real?” I asked him “Are you?” he asked back while vanishing into the same darkness he came from. The days turned into nights and the nights turned into days. I was trapped in a never-ending cycle of spiralling down my own mind, being pushed further down by my thoughts. ‘Pathetic, expendable, useless’ “Stop!” I screamed, “I am none of those things, stop trying to trick me into thinking I am. ‘Pointless, worthless, forgettable’ “Okay, I surrender” I sat down knowing that the thoughts were right.


The city outside my window flooded with noise, crawling up the walls of the apartment building and in through my window. The sound of the bus stopping, kids screaming, dogs barking. It never stopped, it was always noisy, not a single minute of silence. Not out there and not in here, the voices in my head were always whispering things to me, “end it all, nobody likes you, even your family hates you” “Stop, please stop” I whispered out into the air, “Please”.


4 days later.


I drank the brownish water too sweet to be ice tea, it tasted more like a liquid form of cotton candy. My brother also stopped by that day; he was having a baby he told me. I just sat there looking out the window. For the first time for weeks, the day was seeing the inside of my apartment. My little bubble of gloom and comfort, had been burst, and everyone could now see how truly awful I was. ‘Please leave’ I thought to myself as he kept on talking about the attention-stealing precious little monster that was in this moment growing inside his wife, which I might say is rather disgusting.
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