
<blank>
s t u d e n t s  h a v e  i n t e r e s t i n g  t h o u g h t s

Purple Rain
winner of <blank>‘s Battle of 
the Bands

Table Heroes
third and final part of the role 
playing series

Dreamlines
internet art project

N o v  2 0 0 8

p17

p15

p04

U n i  K a s s e l



table_of_contents

reviews The Dark Knight

Dorian Gray for Dummies

sub_culture Table Heroes

Dreamlines

cultural The Calender Hung itself

User or Looser

Contest Winner

creative_writing New Amsterdam

Lavender Rrrevolution

Libraryphobia

What she Wants

opinion Musing on Availability

Childhood Dreams

Drugs?!

next issue <blank> Calender Edition 2009

art Here we go again

p13

p16

p15

p04

p12

p12

p17

p20

p06

p06

p18

p07

p08

p09

p11

Pizza Mania
Moritzstr.3

34127 Kassel
T: 01577 315 9034



November 
Shocks

Gosh, it’s such a historic November already, and its’ not even over yet. And no, this 
is not going to be about Obama. Not primarily, anyway. The things that shocked us 
most in this new semester are almost all homebrewed.

Freshman - Aren’t they a cute bunch this semester? I really wonder why, with 
every passing year, those “Erstsemester” seem to be getting younger and younger. 
Mildly shocking, though, was the apparent lack of  knowledge about automatic 
doors among freshman this semester, as it is a common practice of  us older stu-
dents to watch freshman struggle with the mechanisms that hold the doors. Many 
of  them “Erstis” gotta be thinking “Who the hell designed those awful doors!”. 
So everytime you see a student with a grumpy look coming into the room, say 
“Button!”. It annoys the hell out of  them.

Clark 1 vs. Obama 0 - Coming into the K19 on November 6th, to <blank>’s 
Battle of  the Bands, most people still had that warm, fuzzy Obama magic installed 
into their happy brains. “Shocking”, they probably thought, that “those supposedly 
fat, stupid and war mongering Americans elected him.” Yeah, such a thing really 
crushes your long established stereotypes, doesn’t it.
Of  course, that feeling only lasted until 15 minutes after midnight, when Mr. Clark 
made his appearance on stage. And what an appearance that was. In fact, he was 
so stunningly impressive that many of  those  lefty-liberal types before him sud-
denly looked like a bunch of  Republicans watching Sarah Palin saying something 
intelligent. 
“What the fuck?!” sums the looks on those faces up pretty well. Well, Mr. Clark, 
you scored heavily with us. You rock!

Sit-In - Did you know that our department has more than one entrance at Georg-
Foster-Str.3? If  your answer is “No!”, then you are in good company. The Fach-
schaft reports that basically no one that was blocked by them on their November 
3rd Sit-In knew about the possibility of  two other ways to get in.
And since most advertisement, such as the black boards, important information and 
stuff, is hung up inside the departments office floors, this can mean only one thing: 
A huge waste of  paper and manpower decorates our walls. And its fugly, too.

Snow - Ah yes, that ever surprising winter element. Early after that very first 
snowflake dies on a train-windshield, all those fancy ICE-trains come to a screech-
ing halt. They don’t work in winter, you know. Parallely, Germany gotcha-main-
stream-media announces some new weatherbound catastrophe. You see, last year 
when we had no snow at all, that was because of  global warming. This year, I 
betcha, it is going to be a “Jahrhundert-Winter”. Well, it’s a young century after 
all, so anything even slightly extra-ordinary is bound to be the biggest thing of  
the century.
That, which you are holding in your hand, is by the way “die Jahrhundertausgabe” 
of  <blank>, didn’t you know?
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Dreamlines...
Dreams are unique. They come when we are asleep 
and carry us off  into apparent realities, which are 
disconnected from logic, space, and time. When we 
wake up, all that is left are blurry memories and 
the weird feeling that something happened during 
our rest. The Internet art project Dreamlines, by 
Barcelona-based artist Leonardo Solaas, enables 
us to observe dreams while being awake. It cre-
ates the illusion of  a dream through an interac-
tive visual experience. The user enters a topic for 
his dream on the Dreamlines homepage. Within 
seconds, a search engine looks for fitting pictures 
on the Internet and memorizes them. Then, 1500 
autonomous pencils start drawing in real time. 
Thin lines fly across the white background and 
create the illusion of  a vivid dream. The program 
doesn’t stop. Just like in a real dream, one element 
flows into the next. The lines are in constant mo-
tion, creating a unique animation. Shapes appear 
and vanish - everything is related to your key-
word. The dream cannot be saved, it is never done 
and it’s never the same. All we can keep are blurry 
memories. Whose dreams are we watching when 
we visit Dreamlines? Solaas says that, in a sense, 
Dreamlines shows a dream of  the Internet and 
the user. The software has won several awards 

and was shown at many art exhibitions. If  
you want to see your personal dream on 

Dreamlines, visit www.solaas.com.ar/
dreamlines/.

Marc Motyka
(interview with the artist on page 5)
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Dreamlines...When the internet starts dreaming

Mr. SolaaS, you have Shown Several internet-
baSed artworkS. what iS So FaScinating about 
the internet?
Just as it has changed our lives in so many ways, 
the Internet also has the power to redefine the 
practice of  art. You can now make your work im-
mediately available everywhere, with no need to 
deal with the traditional structure of  the art world 
and its many middlemen. As an environment for 
art, many of  its unique characteristics can become 
tools or inspiration for a creative process: the fact 
that is based in algorithms, the vast amounts of  
information that are readily available, the possibil-
ity of  interaction, etc.
your Project “dreaMlineS” coMbineS content oF 
the internet and keywordS given by the uSer. 
do you think we will See More art ProjectS like 
thiS in the Future?
I’m certain that I will keep on exploring two of  
the processes that are at play in Dreamlines: gen-
erative algorithms or, in other words, rule-based 
art, and the use of  the Internet at large as an un-
limited repository of  raw data that can be used as 
input for those generative procedures. 
let uS talk about interPretationS. there are 
Many theorieS on how to analyze art. what do 
you think, how Should we aPProach your workS?
Well, hopefully, without theories! I don’t think 
approaching a work of  art should require a very 
special ‘set of  mind’ or intellectual elaboration. I’d 
prefer it to be at first a direct experience that is 

not in a different world with regards to other ac-
tivities like, say, playing a game or watching a vid-
eo. If  there’s something to think about, that may 
come afterwards, as a result of  that experience, 
and that’s not ‘scripted’ – it’s the very particular 
result of  the encounter between a given person 
and a given work at a given moment.
what are you currently working on?
I wish I knew! I’m now in a ‘laboratory period’, 
playing around with several new ideas about 
generative systems and data visualization. I’m 
not quite sure what final shape this will take yet, 
though some projects are beginning to assume a 
form.
iS there SoMething that ProPelS your creativ-
ity?
Well, life, I suppose. Especially, watching and hear-
ing and reading about all kinds of  interesting and 
new stuff  that is being done all the time. I think 
we are all in the process of  a big cultural shift 
that manifests itself  in many different ways and in 
many different places. I try to be attentive to that. 
The Internet is also instrumental in getting much 
of  this information. Looking around is, I think, es-
sential for any artist: no input, no output!
thank you very Much For anSwering My queS-
tionS! i wiSh you Much SucceSS and a rich Flow 
oF creative ideaS!
Thank you!

The interview was conducted by Marc Motyka
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No need for hypocrisy 
Nor blinding superficiality
No pretending what is sin ?
For breakfast coffee and aspirin 
Model , fancy, ragged ,punk,
Tuxedo, leather, sober, drunk 
Doesn’t matter no one cares 
Hit rock- bottom, climb the stairs

People rushing one a.m.
Busy loud New Amsterdam 
See your future catch a cab 
You can rest when you are dead 
Smoking, drinking, liquor, speed
Swallow, vomit, die, succeed 
Shut your eyes but one last glance 
Another day another chance 

Hit the metro frantic bliss 
Down there there’s no prejudice 
Lift your head up look around
Hell this is the underground 
Times Square, flashy, pulsing, street 
Hot dog, rainbow, restless, free 
Life is short you better strive 
Buying wasting feel alive 

Go back home cute college town 
See a mirror see a frown 
Wrong tattoo there goes your chance 
Adjustment equals common sense 
Redneck, simple, bigot, saint 
Priest, cathedral, bound, restraint 
Close the door stay calm and hide 
Escape free spirit homicide …. 

Gudrun Hahn 

New Amsterdam

The bit part proposed several times 
You chose to pay and play 
Where are your edges where’s your heart 
-Eroded by the way 
Don’t blame it on society 
The final choice was yours
They offered you their tie up deal 
You signed without remorse 

The truth reflects the oven light  
It does not reflect you
You’ve lost your face you’ve lost your shape
your definition too
I know adjustment equals peace 
And ignorance is bliss
But how long can you possibly 
Deny your inner self

I’m fighting on two different fronts 
Don’t know how long Ill last 
Its cold outside the labelled box 
But I will not jump back 
Lets light some matches right away 
To raze these prisons down 
The smoke uprising to the sky
Will break uprising ground 

Lavender Rrrevolution
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What she Wants

People say what matters not is the size,

and maybe this saying is also very wise.

Really important is the technique,

that’s what one should seek.

But she wants someone who is perfect in technique and size

because then she is rewarded the best prize.

It has to be stimulating and rhythmic,

only that really makes it click.

He should know how to use his tongue correctly

because she’ll do the same for him, promptly.

(He should know how to use his tongue great

because she’ll do the same for his little mate.)

She likes to experiment with position,

she only follows her intuition.

She likes it scratchy, bity, and hot

because vanilla she is not.

A big plus would be a piercing,

it sure makes it all the more enticing.

What she wants is a perfect orgasm at the end,

that’s what she’ll expect from her boyfriend.

She just wishes that she would be back with her ex

because with him she had the perfect sex.

Ivanna Beafree
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Musings on the aspects of availability

I remember 
times when 
people used 

books instead 
of  wikipedia. I re-

member spending time in music stores, ago-
nizing over which album I should spend my al-
lowance on. I remember a time without mobile 
phones, and it was good. I could go on and on, 
but the point I am trying to make is this:
I remember a time when everything was not as 
readily available as it is today. 
Now you might ask: What is so bad about 
greater availability? Does it not make our 
lives simpler, easier and more comfortable? As 
a matter of  fact, I believe that it accomplishes 
the exact opposite, and then some. First off, 
what I would like to establish is that the great-
er availability I speak of  extends itself  to all 
aspects of  our lives. We have to be available 
– all the time. Wherever you go, whether you 
work or study, you are expected to supply your 
cell phone number and your e-mail address. 
When you use the Internet, you are available 
to communities like Facebook or chat pro-
grams such as AOL Instant Messenger. That 
is one part of  the equation. The other part 
consists of  everything being available to us: 
Food, clothing, career choices, sex partners, to 
name a few things. The media presents us with 
an endless array of  information about how we 

should think, feel and look. Consequently, there 
are self-improvement books for every type of  
problem. Additionally, every other person is 
mentally ill, stressed, overweight, addicted, 
traumatized, hyperactive or depressed in one 
way or another. I think it is no coincidence that 
these are all phenomena of  so-called western 
societies, although China and India with their 
aspiring economies are probably on their way 
to emulating us in those respects. 
Our world has become so incredibly fast paced 
and differentiated that it has become almost 
impossible merely to become an expert in a 
single field of  expertise, let alone two. Our 
research, as well as our economy, is simply 
growing too quickly. We are not experiencing 
anymore, we are consuming without rhyme 
or reason – whether it’s food, sex or informa-
tion.
Consequently, I would like to make the bold 
statement that things used to have a lot more 
value. Believe it or not, it is really nice to buy a 
CD from a band you like instead of  download-
ing it from the Internet; not just because you 
will then have actually paid for the album, but 
also because the reward is greater.
This article is not supposed to criticize all the 
advantages that the modern world has brought 
upon us. I am merely pleading for more sim-
plicity.

Murat Sezi
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opinion

Summer was fine – just as I imagined how it 
should be when there is the highest probability 
that it is one’s last summer at university. An ab-
stemious schedule and visiting the same places 
every day (the usual route encircled home-li-
brary-mensa) can only be properly valued after 
chaotic oscillation  between different countries, 
flats and places, which can hardly be avoided 
if  one studies two foreign languages and  is 
curious and open-minded enough towards new 
things. That time of  rapid movement, uncer-
tainty, emotional upheavals and continuous in-
put dealing with intercultural issues  is likely to 
remain the most interesting and intense period 
of  my life. But I really enjoyed this summer. It 
was not worse, just different. The library with 
its quietness, the same faces in the reading hall 
every day and helpful staff  offers everything 
possible in order to provide an efficient learn-
ing atmosphere – those perfect conditions that 
not anyone can find. 
The culmination of  summer took place on 
August 16, when my childhood friend Nata-
lya Dobrynska won an Olympic gold medal in 
the Heptathlon (From Greek hepta, “seven;” a 
women’s athletics competition in seven differ-
ent track-and-field events: 100 m. hurdles, shot 
put, high jump, long jump, javelin throw and 
200 and 800 m. runs). The shameful thing is, 
I once started training with them, the sisters 
Dobrynsky – while Natalya was in Beijing, her 
older sister Victoria won the first place at an 
international championship in Finland – and 
no hurdle remained upright after my running 
attempts. I only showed comparatively good 
results in the high jump and, leaving athlet-
ics and big sports forever after several months 
of  continuous fiasco, I proposed to make pole 
vaulting accessible for women, as this kind of  
sport especially fascinated me. Seeing me, Na-
talya’s father and instructor still jokes about 
innovatory ideas children can sometimes come 
up with, for the pole vault for women appeared 
seven years after my proposal. But back to Na-
talya, whose gold medal win made everyone in 

my family sob for several hours and celebrate 
that victory as if  it somehow were part of  our 
own success. Too well do we remember a nine-
square-meter room where Natalya and her 
older sister slept in a bunk bed – a tiny space 
that served as playroom and mini-gymnasium 
at the same time, equipped by their father with 
a bar, rope and gymnastic circles. This is an 
example of  success which was “fostered” by 
conditions. 

 “It is a dream,” said Natalya after receiving 
her gold medal, “It used to be my dream for 
ages. Now I can say with certainty that ev-
erything we dream about comes true. When I 
was a child, I was often asked what my goal in 
life was. What would you expect from a kid? I 
didn’t know what to say. And then, somewhere 
I heard someone saying that every athlete had 
to dream of  winning the Olympics. First, it 
became my goal to get there. I succeeded four 
years ago in Athens. Before I arrived in Beijing, 
I had already been dreaming about gold. And 
it worked. However, nothing would have hap-
pened without the help of  God.” 
 By comparison, Randy Pausch, being explic-
itly unreligious – he joked that his only con-
version was to Mac computers – managed to 

... See next Page

Childhood Dreams
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fulfill a whole bunch of  his own childhood 
dreams. Randy Pausch was the guy I briefly 
talked about in the first issue of  “Blank” in 
June, a Professor of  Computer Science at Car-
negie Mellon University who had been diag-
nosed with pancreatic cancer. His Last Lec-
ture – a mixed message of  “carpe-diem” and 
self-help – has been watched by more than 10 
million people and ended up as a book of  the 
same name. Randy believed that if  you live life 
the right way, and were aware of  the fact that 
“the brick walls are to separate those who re-
ally want to do something from those who say 
they do,” that “the dreams will come to you”. 
He talked about his own childhood dreams he 
had achieved – from designing rides for Walt 
Disney to walking with zero gravity and win-
ning giant stuffed animals at carnivals. He also 
spoke of  the dreams he had not achieved – such 
as playing football in the US national football 
league or being Star Trek’s Captain Kirk. 
Randy Pausch died on July 25, 2008. But it can 
be claimed that none of  his dreams remained 
unfulfilled. Due to the publicity generated by 
his lecture, Pausch won an invitation to appear 
in the next Star Trek movie, and last October 
he was allowed to practice for a day with the 
Pittsburgh Steelers football team. 
 Lecturing about “positive thinking” or self-
improvement in the way Randy Pausch does in 
his book falls into a very “American” tradition 
of  self-help – series of  books that furnish us 
with a set of  rules for a good life. Stephanie 
Merritt in her article “Escape from self-help 
hell” (“The Observer”, August 31) describes 
the results of  her decision to work her way 
through the newest crop of  advice books – 
this one of  the biggest genres in publishing, 
netting over £50 million annually in the UK 
for the past four years. Originating from three 
main sources: religion, spirituality and psy-
chology, and promising to make one “thinner, 
richer, more confident, etc.” and to “fulfill our 
dreams”, self-help books top the mainstream 
bestseller charts.  Ms. Merritt also surveys the 
major works of  the genre beginning with The 

Road Less Travelled by M. Scott Peck (1978) 
– an ode to the power of  discipline in over-
coming life’s essential hardships – to Cosmic 
Ordering Service by Noel Edmonds (2005), 
which claims you can get whatever you want 
by “ordering it from the cosmos”. Especially   
frolicsome is this book’s offspring – the web-
site thecosmicorderingsite.com, where you 
can place your orders for whatever you want 
from the cosmos. 
 Unfortunately, or luckily, I could never en-
joy reading self-help books. Following the 
advice of  a friend – in whose flat, wherever 
you go, you always come across neat pieces 
of  paper glued to walls and furniture with 
a single phrase printed on them: “You are 
never given a wish without also being given 
the power to make it come true” – I also once 
tried to watch the movie “The Secret” and 
stopped after 30 minutes, unable to hear a 
single idea being jawed by so many people 
throughout such a long time span. The good 
thing is that most self-help authors anticipate 
that their book may be taken with a grain 
of  salt and pre-empt this: if  the book does 
nothing for you, Edward Tolle, the author 
of  A New Earth says, it is because you are 
not spiritually mature enough to understand 
it. This reminds one of  the “The Emperor’s 
New Clothes”. 
 The only book investigating human striving 
towards some “sense” that remained my desk 
book was Victor Frankle’s “Man’s Search for 
Meaning” (1946), which doesn’t, however, 
“officially” belong to the self-help genre, but 
is rather a scientific study in psychology and 
logo therapy. I simply cannot refrain from 
quoting it: “Don’t aim at success – the more 
you aim at it and make it a target, the more 
you are going to miss it. For success, like 
happiness, cannot be pursued; it must ensue, 
and it only does so as the unintended side 
effect of  one’s personal dedication to a cause 
greater than oneself  [...]”
So, what books should we read to reach our 
goals? How many papers should we pin to 

... FroM laSt Page
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Drugs!?
Seamus is an Irish lad from Galway (the party capital of  Ire-
land). He’s probably the craziest guy I’ve been with and also 
the one that was most involved into drugs.  Ok, let’s be hon-
est: In Ireland it’s totally normal to be smoking pot if  you are 
in your 20’s or a bit younger and if  you like socializing. Here’s 
a conversation between an Irish guy from Dublin and a girl:
girl: do you SMoke?
guy: no, do you?
girl: dePendS on what! 
guy: oh, i SMoke that, oF courSe!
Seamus was just like that. He would never smoke a cigarette. 
He never had the urge for tobacco. But he loved his joints and 
bongs. He had also tried nearly every other kind of  drug. And 
of  course, he drank like an Irishman. When I once asked him 
if  there is any drug he hasn’t tried yet, he replied without 
even having to think about it: “Heroin! I would never do that. 
But everything else I’ve done!” He started smoking marihua-
na at the age of  16, but he didn’t on a regular basis before the 
age of  20. He used to take crack and ecstasy, but stopped be-
cause crack in particular can make a person very aggressive 

and he is too much of  a laid-back guy to get into fights. He 
spends most of  his evenings smoking 2-3 joints of  mari-
huana or cannabis. And as everybody can assume, his 

best vacations he spent in the Netherlands! He some-
times also bragged about taking acid after having had 
2 joints – a combination which never made sense to 
me- but that would not happen more often than 
once a month. 

For most of  you Seamus now probably sounds 
like a dumb, scruffy, anti-social, and unem-
ployed drug-addict who doesn’t have a fu-

ture because he only lives for his drugs. But 
that’s not true at all. Seamus was extreme-

ly intelligent and very interested in his-
tory. He had a well-paying job in a big 

company, but hoped that one day he’d 
be able to make a living as a musi-

cian. He was a fabulous drummer 
and singer. I’ve never met a guy 

who would spend more time in 
the bathroom before going 

out on Friday night. So, why 
did so many of  my friends 

shook their head and had a disapproving look into their faces 
when I told them about Seamus and his little experiments 
with drugs?
 I think, for most Germans, even for people my generation, 
smoking pot is a big taboo. Lot’s of  them think that smok-
ing grass is the entrance into a life of  heroine-addiction and 
prostitution. On TV we can often see German teenagers who 
are from the worst parts of  Berlin or Cologne who only have 
one goal: to acquire money to buy more pot. Those teenag-
ers usually haven’t finished school, don’t have a job, and don’t 
have any interests apart from drugs. But not all joint-smokers 
are like that!
 At the moment Seamus is working and travelling in New 
Zealand (where the pot is supposed to be of  a very good qual-
ity, he told me) and he has met lots of  other travelers from 
very different countries and he told me that of  all the dif-
ferent nations he met, it was always the Germans who said 
that they don’t smoke grass. I also don’t personally know any 
Germans who smoke pot.  Or do they just not talk about it? 
Quite a few American or a Kiwi college students would have 
problems to name one of  their friends who NEVER smoked 
joints or bongs.  And when Seamus was looking for a place 
to live in New Zealand, he looked at a room in a house of  
three guys and the first question they asked him was: “Do you 
smoke pot?” Of  course, he immediately got the room!  So, in 
lots of  countries the people speak openly about marihuana 
consumption, but in Germany it’s not possible. I guess that 
is because in Germany pot is considered a strong drug and 
taking drugs is something that usually only happens in the 
lower class and being part of  the lower class normally means 
being uneducated, scruffy, and unemployed. And who would 
want that? But that is a phenomenon that seems to exist only 
in Germany, because in the USA, Ireland, New Zealand, Aus-
tralia … people of  all classes tend to enjoy their pot!
I’m not saying that smoking marihuana is a good thing be-
cause it does kill loads of  brain cells, more than alcohol does. 
But I know a few American straight A college students who 
do smoke a bong once in a while, so it can’t kill that fast. Pot 
is not a good thing, but it’s also not as bad as Germans of  the 
middle classes and my mom say it is. And I want to end with 
something Seamus always used to say: “But it’s just a plant!”

Sabine Krause
Flickr Photo by oddSock, under cc
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The Calendar Hung Itself

Once again we are calling on you, the readers, to 
be creative (or perhaps we are just being lazy). 
The December issue of  <blank> will be in the 
form of  a calendar. We are asking for artists and 
writers to submit their works (painting, drawing, 
photo, sculpture, poem, short story, etc…). 
We want art and writing that defines a particular 
month in your opinion.
We will take the best works of  art and writing 
and make a calendar. The chosen authors and 
artists will be awarded a beautiful 2009 <blank> 
calendar.
For those of  you who are not artistically inclined 
or are unable to use the spelling and grammar 

check function on the computer, fear not! There 
are still 2 ways to get one of  these exquisite cal-
endars:
1) You make a small (students) or large (profes-
sors) donation to <blank> 
2) There is a reference to some artist above, the 
first person to tell me will win a calendar
To submit your work:
Please send in original art and/or writing that 
defines a particular month. You may submit more 
than one work. Please include your full name, 
contact info and the month you are referencing.

Send submissions to: dlowman@uni-kassel.de

User or Looser 
How Computers Support India’s Poorest

Computer knowledge in combination with cheap 
wages has helped thousands in India to get away 
from poverty. Computers are the pencils of  the 
digital age. Everyone should know how to use 
them. Unfortunately, India doesn’t have enough 
money to provide every child with formal school-
ing, so researchers have tried to come up with 
innovative ideas. Giving computer access and 
consequently knowledge to the poorest in India 
is the ambitious goal of  the Hole-In-The-Wall 
Project. Researchers install computer terminals 
with internet connection and educational soft-
ware in slums and rural areas. Children find the 
machines and learn how to handle them on their 
own within a few days. This is called minimal-
invasive education, because there are no teach-
ers or instructors around. After a period of  
nine months, the children could pass a computer 
exam without having attended any courses. In 
addition, their overall intelligence has risen in 
comparison to control groups. The study re-

vealed improvements in subjects like English, 
as well. Scientist Dangwal calls the kiosks ”an 
alternative to formal schooling.” In addition, the 
whole social structure of  the slums has been af-
fected by the machines. All children wanted to 
use the new PCs, but only a few knew how they 
work. As a result, children with the necessary 
skills became respected persons and made new 
friends. Other countries have adopted the idea 
of  the project recently. With minimal cost and 
maximum efficiency, the terminals bring educa-
tion and access to the internet to the remotest 
places on earth. Primary education for all chil-
dren is an important task and ranks second in 
the UNO Millenium Development Goals. The 
process has been started successfully, but finan-
cial restrictions and a lack of  governmental sup-
port are a threat to organizations in this field. If  
you want to know more about the project, visit 
www.hole-in-the-wall.com.

Marc Motyka12
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The Dark Knight

I have so many good things to say about this 
movie that I do not even know where to start, but 
since some of  you might not be into comics and 
especially Batman that much, I am going to start 
with a little history. Batman war originally cre-
ated by Bob Kane and Bill finger; he first appeared 
in a comic in 1939. The cool thing about Batman 
is that unlike superheroes like Superman and 
Spiderman, Batman does not possess any special 
powers. His true identity, Bruce Wayne, a wealthy 
industrialist, witnessed the murder of  his parents 
as a child and thus decided to fight crime in the 
fictional Gotham City. Throughout the years, the 
Batman comic has changed and evolved; “The 
Dark Knight” returns Batman to his roots.
Director Christopher Nolan once again man-
aged to put together an incredible cast. Just like 
in the prequel, “Batman Begins”, Christian Bale 
stars as Batman and Michael Caine as his Butler 
Alfred. Aaron Eckhart stars as the district attor-
ney Harvey Dent, Maggie Gyllenhaal as Bruce 
Wayne’s childhood friend Rachel Dawes. Morgan 
Freeman, who stars as Batman’s developer Lucius 
Fox and the ever-great Gary Oldman as Detec-
tive Lieutenant James Gordon, complete the cast. 
But the icing on the cake is – you may have al-
ready guessed it- Heath Ledger as the Joker. After 
his tragic suicide a few months ago, “The Dark 
Knight” was to be Ledger’s last movie – and what 
a performance it was. He literally stole the show 
by portraying the madness of  the Joker so per-
fectly through body, voice and mimic.
As far as the plot is concerned, I do not want to 
give a piece-by-piece summary, but rather a gen-
eral outline. The main theme of  the movie is the 

struggle between the Joker and Batman; the Joker 
starts off  by wanting Batman to reveal his iden-
tity, stating that people will die on a daily basis if  
he does not. The great thing about the Joker is 
that he is merely interested in chaos, not money 
or power. After acquiring a huge amount of  cash 
from a deal with a mob, a mobster asks him what 
his interests are: He answers “Mostly dynamite 
and gasoline. Those things have one thing in com-
mon: They are cheap” as he proceeds to light the 
huge pile of  cash behind him on fire. The Joker 
tries to get Batman to break the one rule he lives 
by, which is never to kill. Whether he succeeds, 
you will have to find out for yourselves. In a sub-
plot, there is the love-triangle between district 
attorney Harvey Dent, Rachel Dawes and Bruce 
Wayne. Harvey Dent, the “White Knight” has tak-
en it upon himself  to rid the streets of  Gotham 
City of  crime; but when the Joker takes Rachel’s 
life, will he stay on the good side?
Another important aspect is Bruce Wayne’s 
struggle with his alter ego. Will he ever be able to 
live without the Batman character?
Star Director Christopher Nolan has done it 
again. After “Memento”, “Insomnia”, “The Pres-
tige” and “Batman Begins”, he has delivered yet 
another masterpiece. This dark film has got ev-
erything a blockbuster needs: A great director, a 
great cast and a great plot. The lighting and the 
special effects are amazing as well. If  you have not 
seen “The Dark Knight” yet, I advise you to do 
so. I myself  have seen it twice already and am al-
ready looking forward to the third instalment of  
the Batman series.

By Murat Sezi
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Table-Heroes

RPG 3/3

„The hall is huge! About 150 to 150 meters with 
marble plated archways. In the left hand corner 
you can see a huge painting of  a charismatic 
young man who is sitting on a mahogany chair 
with filigree gold inlays. There is a desk in front 
of  the painting and it is covered with approxi-
mately two centimeters of  dust, as is the rest 
of  the hall. What do you do? “  The third and 
final part of  my series about role-playing covers 
the wide field of  pen&paper role-play; and from 
experience I am tempted to say that it is the ba-
sis of  every variation of  role-playing, be it live 
or on screen. Of  course, according to my given 
definition in issue one, role-playing in general 
covers a much larger field of  areas as it is used 
in schools or as a „private enjoyment“ activity. 
But, as my series has covered only the subcul-
ture of  role-players, we will leave all other ar-
eas be and concentrate on the people instead of  
their characters.  As the introduction of  this 
article already suggests, Pen&paper role-play 
is a form of  interactive storytelling where the 
gamemaster takes the role of  the storyteller 
and the players enhance the story through their 
own explanations. So, basically the Gamemaster 
forms an image of  the world through his expla-
nations and the participating players inhabit the 
world with their characters. They fight, love, 
fulfill missions and save the world from evil 
wizards or demons...and all that while sitting 
on a comfortable chair on a table in someone’s 
living room with their character sheets in front 
of  them.  Basically p&p-roleplayers prefer the 
pen&paper variant over others, because it can, 
in principle, be played anywhere and at any time 
without them having to worry about the logis-
tics of  a live-role-play or the availability of  a 
computer with a working Internet connection 

for playing Online-RPGs. All you need is a pen, 
a piece of  paper, a few dice and an imagina-
tion. A die represents the power of  faith, so to 
speak, and thus gives the p&p game an element 
of  fortuity. This is necessary to give the fantasy 
world its excitement and virtual realism be-
cause not every time someone shoots an arrow 
or swings his or her sword is it an automatic 
hit. Whereas the rule-system on a Larp-event 
is relatively simple, to avoid long discussions or 
mental arithmetic, the rule-system of  a p&p is 
much more precise and complicated. This is due 
to the fact that every possible action a player can 
imagine can be accomplished according to the 
rules. (Imagine for example a simple fight rule 
saying a weapon does a specific damage. What 
about hitting an opponent in a vital area? Is it 
possible or not? What about the strength of  the 
character? Does this give a bonus or not? The 
list of  examples is endless.) The rulebook is a 
supporting device for the gamemaster as well 
as an orientation for the players to act on the 
same stage.  Pen&paper role-players come from 
a large variety of  backgrounds. They are law-
yers, doctors, students or pupils. As Live-role-
players or Online-RPG-players they form their 
own subculture inside another subculture, but 
of  course they are not restricted to one cultural 
environment. Quite the contrary, p&p-roleplay-
ers often are LARPers or Online-players as well, 
or even both.  Roleplayers in general have to 
face several prejudices; this goes especially for 
p&p-gamers. Some of  them are partially true, 
as for example the reoccurring statement, they 
try to escape their reality via role-play. But, this 
is as well true for everyone who enjoys movies, 
a good theatre production, books or even music. 
We all need a break from our world at one or the 
other point in our lives and Role-play is at least 
a very interactive way of  escaping. You become 

... See next Page
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part of  a large-scale fantasy story where your 
character is an important member of  a group of  
heroes. Role-playing is not a lifestyle as many 
subcultures are or pretend to be. You are not 
restricted by dress-codes or a specific etiquette 
but become part of  a large community of  people 
sharing interests. From this point of  view, p&p 
can be described as a hobby with sub-cultural 
features.  I won’t go so far, as to say p&p or role-
playing in general is a mere hobby because it 
can evolve into so much more. It can change the 
way you look at things or the world itself, be-
cause living in a fantasy world for a few hours or 
days gives you a new perspective on your own 
life. This sounds incredibly esoteric in connec-
tion with all the magic and occult rituals this 
might be the reason why p&p was demonized in 
the 80’s. But, the same was true for the Harry 
Potter books in the past few years.  To conclude 
all 3 parts of  this series with a few sentences, 
role-play can be seen as a “what-if ” simulation 
that gives its participants the opportunity to 
do things they can’t do in their real life. This 
serves as a form of  pressure-valve for stress 
or other negative mental symptoms and can, in 
this way, be quite healthy. It is the same reasons 
that make others participate in extreme-sports 
but without the thrill of  killing yourself  at the 
attempt.

Dennis Wienert

... FroM laSt Page
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Dorian Gray  
for Dummies

“Go home! Rip up your tickets and leave!”
With a nefarious sneer the masked man accosts the audience. He jumps about an-
tagonizing the people and then he introduces us to the world of  Dorian Gray.
What followed was the Spark notes version of  A Picture of  Dorian Gray or 
perhaps it was Dorian Gray for Dummies. Either way it was lacking from start 
to finish, the dialogue trite, the story vapid and the acting flat and bland.
Basel is scared that Lord Henry might corrupt Dorian with his cleverness. Sadly 
this play was corrupted with poor acting and an abysmal rewriting of  a classic 
and nothing more. A friend of  mine remarked, “the door at the beginning of  the 
play gave the most convincing performance.”
In one scene Dorian is visiting the theater to see his new love, who is acting 
badly since she has fallen for Dorian, but she couldn’t even do this properly. Lord 
Henry remarks with a laugh that the play is a “pile of  crap!” I couldn’t agree 
more, but I think we were referring to different plays.
My sentiments were mirrored by Jasper, the protagonist of  Steve Toltz’s debut 
novel, when he said “There’s theater, there’s amateur theater, and then there’s 
just a group of  people who bump into each other in a dark room and make you 
pay for the privilege of  cringing for two hours. This was that kind, and every 
second hurt.”
At the beginning of  the play 3 figures appear on stage and hold various masks 
before themselves. People often hide behind masks to conceal their feelings or 
hide their identity, it is hard to trust these people, but the most sage advice of  
the evening was given by a man behind a mask ““Go home! Rip up your tickets 
and leave!”
If  only I had listened.

PaSadena

SPecial thankS to  technicanS Moe,                hanneS & heiko For their helP,
we couldn’t have done it without you

hybrid

dr. larS heiler
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<blank> Contest Winner 

“Purple Rain”
The winner of  <blank>’s Battle of  the Bands is the Fulda-based hard rock trio 
„Purple Rain“. Their energetic live performance captivated the audience from the 
beginning and marked a great opening in this new contest. Their music is a col-
orful stylistic mixture of  hard rock and blues. Playing in a straight-in-your-face 
style, they prove that songs reminiscent of  60’s and 70’s popular music are still 
able to move the masses. They name rock icons like Led Zeppelin, Black Sabbath 
and Jimi Hendrix as their biggest influences.
“Purple Rain” was founded in autumn 2000 by brothers Philip and Florian Bölter 
as a cover band and has rocked many stages ever since. Marc Beier now plays the 
drums after several line-up changes. In the meantime, they have evolved from 
playing the music of  other artists and developed their own repertoire of  which 
they presented some tracks at the Battle of  the Bands. Guitarist and vocalist 
Philip gave an astonishing impression of  his guitar skills with stomping riffs and 
raging solo fills played at the speed of  light. Keeping the audience dancing and 
cheering, “Purple Rain” made their way through the ten minutes of  playing time 
successfully. Although they were the first band to play in the contest, the audi-
ence loudly demanded an encore. The support remained unbroken until the end 
when the judges handed over the final decision to the crowd. After the showdown 
with Frankfurt-based punk band “Hybrid”, “Purple 
Rain” won the contest with a clear majority. After 
having received deafening applause, golden medals 
and a 50 Euro gift certificate to “Pizza Mania”, the 
trio took up their instruments again to celebrate the 
victory.
Recently, “Purple Rain” released their first album 
“Fire”, an 11-track blues rock record. If  you want to 
check out their music, visit www.myspace.com/purple-
rainband!

Franz Mutschler and Marc Motyka
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Libraryphobia 
“Are you also scared of  libraries? No? Well, not yet. Have you never been in one of  
those libraries which have a whole department in the cellar? The one I’m thinking 
about has a huge, dark hall which is divided into three parts and all of  those parts look 
exactly the same; it’s so easy to get totally lost. The shelves are really close together 
and due to bad lighting and the absence of  windows, you sometimes have problems 
reading the signatures if  you have to find a book in a corner. The hall also smells kind 
of  funny. There might be some people who like the smell of  dusty, old books. But I 
prefer new books; they smell clean. However, let’s advance to my story:

A few months ago I had to go into this cellar library to look for books for my thesis. 
I’ve never liked to go there because this cellar department is kind of  uncanny. Usually 
I would take a friend with me, so that I wouldn’t be alone. But my friends weren’t avail-
able and since I was really getting behind in my work, I decided to go although it was 
already late. At this hour I was the only one there and the hall even looked scarier than 
usual. However, I started looking for the books and I was surprised how fast I found 
good material for my thesis. But then I suddenly saw a shadow between the shelves. I 
was irritated because I thought that I was alone. So, I put the book back and stepped 
into the main row to see if  there was somebody. But I couldn’t see anybody. I thought 
that I just imagined the shadow because this library has always given me the creeps. I 
went back to my search. When I was in a corner where the lights flickered, everything 
suddenly went black…. 
I woke up and realized that I must have fainted. (The air was so bad due to the lack of  
a decent air conditioning system.)  I didn’t know how long I had been unconscious, but 
I figured that it was time to go. While I picked up my books I again saw a shadow, but 
this time I completely ignored it because I didn’t want to drive myself  crazy. When 
I stepped into the main row I realized that the door to the upper part of  the library 
was shut. Usually they keep it open. And when I tried to open the door my worst 
fears became reality: I was locked in the scariest library in this world for the night. I 
couldn’t believe that they don’t even check whether the library was empty before they 
lock the door. If  they had, they would have found me. However, while I was wonder-
ing about that, the lights went out and it was completely dark. I became so terrified 
and started screaming for help. But nobody came; I guess they couldn’t hear me. I 
suddenly heard a noise behind me. I immediately turned on my cell phone, but it was 
senseless because there was absolutely no reception down there. At least I could see 
the time on my phone. It was 20.15 pm, exactly 15 minutes after the closing hours of  
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the library. While checking the time, I realized that there was a heavy breathing behind 
me. I turned around and tried to use the faint light of  my phone to see who it was. But 
the only thing I could make out was a huge knife somebody was holding. I screamed, 
kicked the person in his stomach, and ran back between the shelves. My phone gave 
me the chance to see at least where the rows began. But while I was crouching in a 
corner trying not to freak out, I saw that this big person that was following me had an 
advantage: a flashlight. He slowly walked along the main row and looked into every 
single small row. I knew that he would soon discover me and that’s why I squeezed 
myself  onto an empty shelf  and hoped that I would look like a bunch of  books. While 
he shined his light into my row, my heart was beating so heavy that I was afraid that 
he could hear it. He held the light beam for a few unbelievable long seconds and then 
went on. My trick must have worked. But when I tried to get off  the shelf, the metal 
creaked loudly. I froze to stone. But he had heard it and came back into my row. He 
approached very slowly. I dived forward and managed to surprise him. I hit him in 
the face and ran for another part of  the hall. While looking for another hiding place I 
felt a wet spot on my back. I realized that it was blood and then I also felt the pain. I 
heard him coming behind me and I chose the next row for a hiding place. But when I 
walked along the shelves I realized that again it was a dead-end and before I realized 
that I couldn’t escape, he came running in my direction. Before I managed to scream 
he started stabbing me. My phone fell on the ground and I slumped down. I could not 
see his face. And the very last thing I saw before I lost consciousness was a signature 
of  a book: 95A17384.
Do you believe in ghost? No? I didn’t either, before I became one. I now haunt the cel-
lar department of  the library. I can’t leave it; every time I try I end up at the exact spot 
I was killed at. But I can touch and read books and I can also work a computer.
Carrie O’Flannery

Director of the Library: “this text was founD as a worD-Document in one of 
the computers of the Lowest fLoor of our Library on 6th December, 1996. the Li-
brary team couLD not bring to Light who wrote it. but we can confirm that the 
book with signature 95a17384 is LocateD at the site where carrie o’fLannery 
was kiLLeD on 28th JuLy 1996. this fact is something that onLy the poLice anD 
the team of the Library know because it was never maDe pubLic.”
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