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In dreams I can see the world blacken. The sun turn dark. I can dream of a plague that purges all mortals.

INTRODUCTION

Mirror Talks is a collection of dialogues between two characters, Fredrich and Anneliese, who, at first glance, might seem to suggest a romantic relationship. However, these two are close friends who share a special bond. Indeed, Franz Kafka was right, all language is but a poor translation. One can't truly express the feelings or emotions one feels, and certainly, he shan't grasp those of others. But these two characters attempt to draw the curtains down on their true selves, speaking not through the tongue, but truly from the soul. They share a bond that transcends the conventional. 
The book was born for two key reasons. The first was my desire to learn the German language, which led me to give the characters German names. As a poet, I wished to immerse myself in the language, creating plays and poems that would both deepen my understanding and speed up my learning process. The second reason for choosing the dialogue format was to help me better explore certain ideas and questions I had about myself, my values, beliefs, and my inner, sacred world. These conversations became a way for me to dissect and grasp truly who I am.
What began as a personal experiment quickly grew into something more. As I continued to write, I found myself becoming more attached to the characters and the themes they explored. Eventually, I realized that I had written quite a few dialogues that if I continued to write, I could turn them into a book. Friends who had read some of the pieces encouraged me to bring it all together, and so, the decision was made, to compile everything into Mirror Talks. What started as an exploration of language and self turned into something far more meaningful, a reflection of friendship, introspection, and all that lies between life and death. 

THE UNJUST IN ME

Anneliese: What is something about you that is unjust?

Fredrich: There's only one I can think of.

Anneliese: Well, aren't you quite full of yourself, what is it?

Fredrich: That my soul is rotten. I should believe that makes me not human. Which means there's not a single thing in me, that is just.

Anneliese: But there's love, I can see it.

Fredrich: That is something people say out of kindness. But indeed, there is. There is love inside of me, and it burns, and it suffocates me.

Anneliese: How so?

Fredrich: Because I'm incapable of giving it. Do you understand, dear Liesl? The thing that I'm guilty of is having so much love, yet keeping it all inside of me. As if being greedy with something that doesn't even belong to me.
PAIN AND MIRACLES

Fredrich: But dear Liesl, why is it you torture yourself so much?

Anneliese: What do you mean?

Fredrich: This hope that you bear, the joy that you procure whenever you think of a new idea...

Anneliese: But isn't hope fundamental?

Fredrich: Even though it often leaves you grief-stricken? Questioning your being and believe? Doesn't it become too much?

Anneliese: I suppose it is tiring, to often not have my way, to have my smile deprived of. And yes, it draws me to dejection.

Fredrich: But even so, after all the undoings, you always wake the next morning with hope, it's as though it gets implanted in you overnight, don't you ever feel like giving up at some point?

Anneliese: Then what, what happens afterwards?

Fredrich: What?

Anneliese: What happens after I give up... what do I do with my life, do I stop existing?

Fredrich: I don't know... misery? Cease expecting too much? No more disappointments? You know dear Liesl, there is some kind of peace that comes from accepting misery.

Anneliese: But why would one choose that path for himself?

Fredrich: It isn't that he chooses it, see we just feel there's no choice, life gets too hard sometimes you know, to the point you feel all this is pointless, the fighting, the struggling, you start viewing life with a whole new different perspective, and that's when a brave decision is made, suicide, or life with despair. Though in my opinion, both of them are brave decisions as either one you choose, you die.

Anneliese: But you always have a choice... to not let life defeat you, you can always fight back, there's always strength in you even though you don't believe it.

Fredrich: Oh dear Liesl, perhaps what you don't get is not all of us are the same, I suppose I'm one of the weak. Though I commend you for your strength, because living without hope nor desire for anything is terrible, soul draining, and sometimes I ponder, when the thoughts become too loud, maybe death is better.

Anneliese: And yet here you are, breathing. That ought to count for something, doesn't it, dear Fritz? You speaking to me at this hour, you conquered your thoughts.

Fredrich: Yet still I burn. The thoughts make a show every night and I tremble. It's the same every time, doing the same thing yet expecting different results. As though expecting some miracle. 

Anneliese: And you don’t believe in miracles?

Fredrich: Not for my soul.

MEANING OF HAPPINESS

Anneliese: Tell me, Fredrich, what is the meaning of happiness? Is it really the absence of peace and sorrow?

Fredrich: Well, that is quite a puzzling question Liesl dear. I'm not quite sure of it. Does happiness even have a meaning?

Anneliese: I sense where you're going with this, that we should not try find a meaning to it, that we should just be content. Is that it?

Fredrich: Go on...

Anneliese: It isn't easier than it is said, you see, we can't just be happy, countless factors reason that. Mental illnesses to start with, we're born different no matter how you look at it, I don't know why that is, saddening as it is.

Fredrich: I see, well, perhaps happiness is the absence of peace and sorrow. But what would that make peace? Perhaps one can't acquire true happiness without having experienced the depths of sorrow. Although, true happiness isn't the subject for now, what we need is happiness, and one doesn't need to know sorrow to know happiness, absurd, it needs not sorrow. A child often times has no terrible things to think of, thus he is happy, and enjoys life. Often times before a child learns sorrow, he learns happiness. So with that I conclude it is true, happiness is the absence of sorrow.

Anneliese: What of peace?

Fredrich: A tiny part of my brain says peace and happiness are one and the same thing. But one can be at peace with the presence of sorrow. But that means happiness is eliminated, certainly. Perhaps it depends on the amount of sorrow one is experiencing, and depends on one who's experiencing it. You can acknowledge that sorrow is on your soul like a tattoo, you can make peace with that, ultimately you become at peace, but that doesn't particularly make you happy, happiness is like an adrenaline rush, a pill that gives serotonin, so one can't rule happiness with peace, so peace and happiness can't be one and the same thing.

Anneliese: I hear you. Your conclusion, then, one can't be both happy and at peace? Is that it?

Fredrich: Verily, with sorrow present, one can be happy, but for a short while, the thoughts of anguish are bound to return, perhaps that short happiness was a distraction. The distraction stops, sorrow creeps in. But with peace, one needs not to worry about the returning of sorrow, for they know it is there, embedded in them. And so-

Anneliese: Isn't that depression instead of peace? Pardon my interruption.

Fredrich: Depression is not having made peace with your sorrow, the demons in one’s head. You desire them gone but can't seem to find the door to escort them out, peace is accepting you can't find the door. Like accepting it is by destiny, or rather, forcing yourself to believe they do not bother you. Let it be delusion. Oh dear, my head is spinning round I feel like ants are slowly devouring my brain. Is depression and peace really the same thing? A depressed person can as well accept his fate, live horribly. That can't be peace, can it? Perhaps it depends on how you view it, the world has no meaning therefore what is the point, insanity presents itself accompanied by agonizing thoughts. Or, the world has no meaning therefore I should care not, we're condemned, and I should stress not of that, rather accept it as it is and just live.

Anneliese: Sound. But that leaves the conclusion that if one is not happy, then he is sad. I refuse to believe that. I can't believe that. Perhaps peace is knowing the world can be utterly evil, that the devil lurks in us, and accepting that reality. 
Hmmm, I see, my statement to some extent goes along with what you've just said. It doesn't make us happy, indeed. But we be at peace knowing the world is rotten. And it's home. Perhaps that is peace.
Fredrich: That is sound indeed, dear Liesl. Splendidly sound.

Anneliese: That being said, it is possible to be happy with the presence of peace, to some extent, but certainly not with the presence of sorrow.

Fredrich: A friend recently enlightened me with her meaning of happiness, she says, "Freude fühlt sich so an wie der Frühling. Farbenfroh, warm, das Leben sprießt wieder mit wunderschönen Blumen und Bienen. Deine Sicht wird viel klarer, Farben leuchten erneut. Freude, wahres Glück, ist die Abwesenheit jeglicher negativen Gefühle. Freude bedeutet, sich wirklich lebendig zu fühlen, ohne sich über irgendetwas zu sorgen, oder über irgendetwas unschönes nachzudenken."

Anneliese: Sounds pretty beautiful, what does it mean?

Fredrich: Indeed, it is beautiful dear Liesl, it translates, "It kind of is like how I see the Season Spring. Colourful, warm, life starts to act again with beautiful flowers and bees. Your vision and the colours become more vibrant. Happiness is the total absence of any negative feelings. Happiness is feeling actually alive with feelings besides worrying about anything, or thinking about anything bad."

Anneliese: I see, at the end, happiness is the absolute exclusion of sorrow.

Fredrich: Indeed.

Anneliese: We should certainly have this conversation
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