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WHEN ACTION AND LOVE OF THINGS GENERATE BEAUTY
Exploring issues related to the world of writing has been a recent request from experienced writers. The play on words in narrative language, the foundation of any writing, imposes rules and methods that are inescapable in our time.
Fostered by American universities, which introduced creative writing courses in the last century, several Italian universities have developed curricula aimed at training students to write texts in impeccable Italian. It must be said that in many cases, professors complained that theses presented lacked linguistic excellence.
The Energheia association has not escaped this theme, quite the opposite. Building on its Italian and European literary competition, it wanted to offer a moment of study to those who have attempted writing. Almost as if to offer them a token of gratitude to the world of words.
Thus, for several years, as part of the final ceremony of the Prize, it has organized a writing course in the language for young European authors, winners and finalists, with the free support of foreign writers who alternate, over the course of a week, in giving
s on various aspects of writing.
It's a simple and concrete approach, if you will, that strengthens the intergenerational exchange of knowledge and techniques related to the literary world and between different European cultures. In short, during the days when young people spend time in close contact with teachers and each other, the conditions for listening and discussion are created that are beneficial for growth, not only literary but also social.
The text that the association presents to the reader collects the ideas, exercises, and essays that the various participants developed under the guidance of the teachers during the learning week.
Special thanks go to all those who made this ambitious project possible in a Southern Italian city—from the participants to the teachers—which makes the Prize a benchmark in our country's cultural landscape.
Happy reading!
Energheia Cultural Association
TAMARA DE LEMPICKA

RUBÉN ABELLA
Lesson
PHOTOGRAPHY AND WRITING
Rubén Abella's

Commonly regarded—despite its ubiquity in our society—as an imprecise means for the transmission of information, photography has always maintained a complex relationship with the written word.
The purpose of Photography and Writing, the course I taught in Matera in September 2025, was, on the one hand, to trace by means of a slide projection the history of that relationship, from the seminal captions used by the French photographer Paul Nadar in his 1886 photographic interview with the scientist Eugène Chevreul, to the felicitous collaboration of James Agee and Walker Evans in Let Us Now Praise Famous Men (1947) and the hybrid works of, among others, Wright Morris, Duane Michals, Robert Frank, Barbara Kruger, Oliviero Toscani, Wim Wenders, Tracey Moffatt, and W.G. Sebald.
Highly practical in nature, the workshop also provided participants with the necessary tools to write fiction texts based on photographs, take photographs based on texts, and, most importantly, create their own photo-text combinations, as shown in the following pages.
Rubén Abella
THE UNCAPTURABLE BEAUTY OF LIFE



Danielle Duque Baracho
ISTITUTO SACRO CUORE Y ALREDEDORES













Marta Burgos
KEY MOMENTS
Matera, 09:00AM, 09.09.2025. Key Moments



Nina Kipke
YES MEANS YES



Veronika Köster
OUR UNBLINKING EYE

Dylan Lyons
ALIENS







Julia Nausner
DEADline




Emma Benito, Paula Pérez, Pablo Rubio
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NURIA DE COS
Lesson
MATERA CLASS
The poems contained in the next pages were conceptualised during the last day of the International Creative Writing Course which took place in Matera in September 2025.
The idea behind my class was to collectively write a poem (or start writing one at least!) which captured the week that the students had spent together and exploring Matera and its surroundings.
I divided the class in two groups and two languages, Spanish and English, and asked the students to activate their creativity by first thinking about the sensory inputs that they had received or perceived during the week: things they saw, things they heard, things they touched and so on. This would hopefully be captured some way or other in the final piece which was to become the poem. We discussed their perceptions and asked ourselves which of those incipient ideas/feelings could work as kick-starters for their poems.
I then asked them to collectively choose a picture from their photo gallery and describe it in as much detail as possible, bearing our previous exercise in mind as well. In the next few pages we can find Emma Benito’s example of both these creative exercises.
What all this meant is that the class turned into a very lively discussion of how to capture what they had lived during that week as a poem.
Nuria de Cos
SASSIBAND
En el medio del ascenso del vuelo
dejamos de sabernos solitarios.
Aspirando al capricho y zarandeos
con las monjas nosotros nos quedamos.
Convento de seis noches sin dormir,
vigilia de veladas de relatos.
Aborrecer lo aborrecible.
La fe espera nuestro mensaje entre
cócteles de aceitunas y lagartos.
Los sassi nos ardían en la lengua,
las piedras del Alpinum assaggiamo.
Area 8, refugio del hilo gris,
la sutileza de nuestro cuerpo quebrajó.
Ahora en el descenso
nuestras vidas unidas en sazón,
como una amistad que late,
el cordis de recuerdos nos tornó.
Emma Benito, Marta Burgos, Aurora Burrieza, Paula Pérez, Pablo Rubio
GENESIS OF THE POEM
Emma Benito
SENSORY INSPIRATION
3 things I saw at Matera:
1. Le stelle italiane e la luna brillante
2. Le luci della città accendendosi allo stesso momento
3. The light reflected in the clouds
2 things I have heard at Matera:
1. Jazz in the restaurants
2. My new friends’ laughter
1 thing I touched at Matera:
1. Mosquito bites
1 thing I smelled at Matera:
1. The mosquito repellent on Paula’s bracelet
1 thing I tasted at Matera:
1. Giovanna’s wonderful food that pushed me back to life after the long walks around the Sassi
Emma Benito
MEMORIES
This exercise consisted of selecting a picture from our gallery at Matera and analysing the different elements that compounded it.

1 thing that we see in this picture:
A music band.
1 thing that is hidden in this picture:
The person whose eyes captured the picture.
Memories from that week:
Hikes and dinner with friends, no-sleeping nights, lack of shyness, the caring from the family we built at Matera.
Mind-sight:
Cathedrals.
Form and content:
We wanted to make sure to use the “terza rima” style since it is one of the main Italian metrics, invented by Dante Alighieri. We also wanted to include the ascending/descending movement of the trip in relation to our experience living together in Matera.
Emma Benito
I’LL STAY WITH YOU
Can you see the unseeable
The light behind the eyes?
Cotton candy clouds, rising against skies
Over sage stone,
With new stories to tell.
Warm, holiday, sunburn,
A town carved for love.
I want to stray like the cats, take off
Like a Dove.
Matera, stay with me.
Danielle Duque Baracho, Sonia Heliott, Nina Kipke, Veronika Köster, Dylan Lyons, Julia Nausner
TAMARA DE LEMPICKA

MIGUEL ÁNGEL GARRIDO
Lesson
WRITE OR WRONG?
The following short stories were created during Write or Wrong?, a two-day exploration of how human creativity and artificial intelligence can meaningfully collaborate in the writing process. Over the course of the workshop, students experimented with ChatGPT as a creative partner—using it to overcome writer’s block, generate ideas, refine style, and expand narrative possibilities.
These works reflect the spirit of the course: curiosity, play, and a willingness to treat AI not as a replacement for imagination but as a catalyst for it. What follows is a showcase of voices discovering new creative territory, one prompt at a time.
Miguel Ángel Garrido
THE DESIRE OF NATURE
The trail was empty. All she could see was her own footprints into the mud. Her bottle, full, was moving into waves as she walked, the charm, a precious gift from an old friend, beating against the metal. On a hike? Probably. That emptiness seemed precious or better said, fragile. The corpse of a deer was eaten by worms, entirely, making this animal appeared alive. The maggots moved, curling the flesh. The sun looking upon and the wind sharing the dead smell, the parfum of the grass disappearing. The flies flew around like predators waiting for their preys. But this one was already dead.
The silence of the forest was deep as an abyss. The sound of voices or the cracking of the unfortunate dead leaves under the paws of wild animals were not to be found. Not to her adventurous ears. The sun was warm through the trees. Quite warm. Some drops from the last rain fell into her cheeks, like a kiss. When was the last time somebody laid their lips on her pale skin?
She laid down, in between rocks and the greens. The mosses felt like a cushion, a weight equivalent to heaven if clouds were the beds. The rocks were hard but balmy, like a hand on a shoulder. Her hand went through the mosses, deeply into it, until she could not go further. She whispered. The wind sighed.
How long was she lying there? It did not matter; the light of the sun was still caressing her legs up to her waist. The time seemed longer or maybe shorter. Her body left the ground and the forest grunted. Her hands left the mosses, ripping it from the joy she felt.
As her footprint continued to mark the trail, the path was nowhere to be seen. Was she lost while exploring the silence of the forest? Probably. The river was still on her side, going down deeper between the trees. She could feel the water, the coldness of the wet. She wanted to feel it. Her clothes on the mosses, her body in the water. The stream was touching every part of what she was made of, from her boiling skin into the inside of her flesh. She sighed. The water continued to please her.
She crawled out of the river as the stream pulled her more into its touch. Her body fell into the moss, like her hand before. Roots started to curl around her: from her waist, they found a way to her chest, wrapping everything inch of round skin. Her voice was heard. The forest quivered. The roots became stronger, her skin turned red. The sunlight kept heating the forest.
Her body pushed deeper as the roots pulled her into the moss. How much time had passed since her body was touched that way? She could not remember. A last moan of her voice was heard, sensual, calling for more. The wind of the forest whispered again, the roots continued to caress as flowers bloomed around. She disappeared as the veins and the skin of the forest ate her into their flesh.
Sonia Heliott
LOST & FOUND
There are moments in life when something slips away. A key falls out of your pocket at the cheese counter while you’re digging for your wallet. A dog gets lost in the park because it wasn’t on a leash and suddenly a squirrel appears. The last piece of cake in the office kitchen grows legs, a child’s shoe vanishes in the ball pit, a hoop earring slides out of an ear while dancing, spring fever bids farewell in autumn, SUVs disappear without a trace in big cities, glaciers and sugar cubes dissolve without even a goodbye, and willpower and courage suddenly can’t be found anymore—even though they were just waiting by the front door, next to the new hiking boots, playfully flapping their ears.
That was more or less how Erwin Hestermann felt when, on an ordinary Wednesday morning, he stepped out of his apartment and found he could no longer locate his motivation to work. It baffled him. He usually loved going to the office, and only minutes ago he had been upstairs at his kitchen table, stirring honey into his black tea and reviewing the numbers for the company presentation. Lovely numbers, big numbers, black numbers. A sure success! He had already been looking forward to the approving glance from his boss, the kudos on the company’s internal social network, the benevolent smile of the department secretary, the pats on the back from his colleagues
.
Yes, that moment was the one he had anticipated most. In his head he had counted at least four pats on the back: from Kai and Patrick, his teammates; from Michael, longtime friend and former mentor; and from Fabio, the recent hire whose charisma and energy infected everyone around him. That would even have been one pat more than after the last company sports tournament—when they had actually made it to the semifinals. Erwin hated to admit it, but he loved pats on the back! He thought it was an underrated gesture, and people should do it far more often. Not just at the office or during sports, but also after a well-cooked pearl barley risotto, a well-told anecdote, or a routine check-up at the dermatologist.
But even the thought of that didn’t bring his motivation back today. At first, he refused to believe it. He stepped back a few paces, paused, and then cautiously crossed the threshold again, this time with his left foot first. Nothing happened. His motivation remained missing.
Erwin thought. Was he sick? He felt his forehead, but his temperature seemed normal. No scratchy throat, no runny nose, no back pain, no stomach trouble. Was he depressed? Burned out? That had happened once before at the firm, a few years ago, maybe in Marketing—or was it Sales? He pondered. He didn’t feel drained, he wasn’t sad, he didn’t sense any emptiness, and he certainly wasn’t having suicidal thoughts. More and more it dawned on him: he simply didn’t feel like working anymore. Perhaps he should call in sick, or take a spontaneous day off—he could claim he’d forgotten his mother’s milestone birthday, or that he’d eaten spoiled fish for dinner. By tomorrow, surely, his motivation would return.
But even before he finished the thought, he realized that tomorrow, the day after, next week, next month, and throughout the coming winter, he would not have the motivation for his work. It was simply gone. After nearly twenty years on the job, he just plain didn’t feel like it anymore.
Overwhelmed by this realization, Erwin sat down on the curb. For those who don’t know him, this might not sound remarkable, but Erwin Hestermann never, truly never, sat on the ground. Not at home, and certainly not in public. But now he crouched there in his light suit trousers, tugging at his brown hair, unable to believe it.
He decided he needed help. Perhaps a doctor or a therapist could assist, but the thought occurred to him that if something was officially lost it should be reported to the police.
Erwin Hestermann sat in a plastic chair opposite a police officer who was chewing on the end of his pen. The officer’s name tag read R. Blum, and he had the kind of face that looked permanently unimpressed, as if every sunrise had been personally arranged to bother him.
“So,” Blum said, clicking open a fresh form on a clipboard. “You’re here to report a theft.”
“Not exactly a theft,” Erwin corrected him. “More of a disappearance.”
Blum raised an eyebrow. “What went missing?”
“My motivation,” Erwin said.
There was a pause. The pen stopped moving in Blum’s mouth. Then, with the same weary professionalism one might reserve for stolen bicycles, he asked, “Size?”
“Excuse me?”
“Size of the missing item. Small, medium, large?”
Erwin thought. “Well, it used to be large. Lately more… medium. Today: none.”
Blum nodded and ticked a box. “Color?”
“I never really looked at it properly. Sometimes it seemed golden, sometimes more like a grey fog. Depends on the season.”
Another tick. “Last known location?”
Erwin hesitated. “At my kitchen table. Between a spoonful of honey and a spreadsheet.”
“Uh-huh.” Blum scribbled. “Distinguishing marks?”
“It has floppy ears,” Erwin said before realizing how absurd that sounded. But it was true. He remembered clearly now—the little thing, playful, waiting by the front door next to his hiking boots.
Blum didn’t blink. “Any witnesses?”
“Not unless my toaster counts.”
The officer sighed, tore the form from the clipboard, and stamped it with a heavy red seal that read INTANGIBLE LOSS – CATEGORY 3. He slid it across the desk.
“Take this downstairs to Lost & Found. Sublevel B. They’ll know what to do.”
“Sublevel B?” Erwin repeated. He hadn’t even known the station had a basement.
Blum leaned back in his chair. “Mr. Hestermann, people lose things every day. Wallets. Dogs. Motivation. You’re not the first. You won’t be the last.”
The elevator creaked and juddered, descending much longer than seemed possible for a police station basement. When the doors finally slid open, Erwin stepped into a wide hall with flickering neon lights and a smell like damp cardboard.
A counter stretched across the room. Behind it stood a woman in a fluorescent vest, sorting objects into labeled cubbies: Patience (Unclaimed), Inspiration (Partial), Common Sense (Do Not Touch). Each cubby was stacked with strange shapes: cloudy jars that hummed faintly, paper bags tied with string, even a shoebox that kept rattling as if something inside wanted out.
Erwin cleared his throat. “Hello. I was told to come here. I’ve lost… my motivation.”
The woman barely looked up. “Join the line.”
Only then did he notice the row of chairs along the wall. A few other people sat waiting, each holding a numbered ticket.
Closest to him was a middle-aged man in a suit, tapping his foot furiously. “Can you believe this?” the man muttered. “I’ve been waiting forty-five minutes. And I have no patience. Literally. Misplaced it yesterday. And now they make me wait? The irony is unbearable.”
Next to him, a woman with wild hair and tired eyes gave Erwin a wan smile. “At least you can still complain. My sense of humor slipped away last summer. I used to laugh at everything. Now…” She gestured limply at a vending machine that read ‘Exact Change Only’. “Not even mildly amusing.”
On the far end sat a teenager in a hoodie, slouched so low he was practically horizontal. “Lost my ambition,” he mumbled when Erwin looked his way. “Used to want to be an astronaut. Or at least a barista. Now? Meh.” He stared at the ceiling tiles. “It’s probably in there somewhere.”
Erwin’s chest warmed. “Maybe… maybe we shouldn’t just wait here. Maybe we should try to find our lost items ourselves.”
The teenager shrugged. The woman raised an eyebrow.
“I mean,” Erwin went on, “what if we put up posters? Missing: Motivation. Missing: Patience. Missing: Humor. Missing: Ambition. People might notice. They might even turn up.”
The woman actually chuckled—a short, rusty sound, like an old engine starting. “Posters. I like that. Very… grassroots.”
The teenager sighed. “Fine. But only if we can print them in color.”
And just like that, a strange little alliance began to form, three people united by their absent intangibles and the faint, ridiculous hope that someone out there might find them.
The city became their playground. Posters appeared on lampposts, bus stops, and café bulletin boards:
“Lost: Motivation – Reward if Found”
“Humor Missing – Last Seen in Café de Lune”
“Ambition Misplaced – Please Return Immediately”
Calls and sightings came in. A baker claimed ambition was stuck to a rolling pin. A cab driver said humor rode in the back seat and never paid. And a schoolkid, clutching a backpack, pointed at one of the posters and declared, “Patience? That’s living in my goldfish tank. Feeding it flakes every morning. You can’t have it. It’s mine.”
The absurdity was endless, but gradually, little fragments returned to each of them. The woman laughed at a joke she didn’t even understand. The teenager set his alarm for the first time in months. And Erwin, through the camaraderie of searching and failing, felt sparks of his old motivation return—not the same as before, but alive.
Then, one Thursday afternoon, Erwin saw it.
A flicker of movement by the old post office, a small, floppy-eared shape nosing at a crumpled sandwich wrapper. His motivation.
He chased it through the square, past fountains and flower stalls, through a street where cars were honking furiously, his lungs burning, his heart, racing. Finally, in a quiet alley, the creature slowed down; and looked at him with mischievous golden eyes.
“I missed you,” he whispered.
For a moment, it seemed it might come to him. But then Erwin saw clearly: this was not his old life anymore. The creature belonged to a version of him that thrived on shoulder pats and spreadsheets — and that Erwin no longer existed.
“Go on,” he said softly.
The creature hopped once, almost a bow, and darted down the alley, disappearing into the city’s brightness.
Erwin stood for a long moment, expecting emptiness or despair. Instead, he felt a surprising lightness, as if a weight he hadn’t noticed had lifted from his shoulders. His hands slipped into his pockets, and for the first time in years, he smiled—not the small, polite smile he offered colleagues at the office, but a quiet, genuine one that came from somewhere deep inside.
He didn’t turn back toward the office, didn’t retrace the path to his apartment. He didn’t need to. The city stretched before him, full of unknown streets and possibilities. Somewhere out there, his motivation might continue its playful wanderings, and that was okay. Perhaps it would return someday, in a new form. Perhaps it would not.
What mattered was that Erwin had learned something important: he didn’t need to chase it to be whole. He could walk forward, open to whatever the day, the week, or the city might bring him next.
He thought of the woman who had laughed again, the teenager who had set his alarm, the man who had found patience in small, unexpected moments, and even the schoolkid with the goldfish tank. Perhaps life was less about holding onto everything and more about finding joy in what could be discovered along the way; and so Erwin Hestermann walked on, smiling faintly to himself, the city alive around him, and for the first time in a very long while, he felt ready to meet whatever came next.
And for now, that was enough.
Nina Kipke
BAGGAGE
You can tell a lot about a man on a bus. You can tell how well he was raised; how much emphasis was placed on manners and public decorum in childhood. Sometimes, you can tell they’re fleeing – trying desperately to outrun themselves. Often, it’s the twitching hands; sometimes the restless legs, or the eyes flickering along the glass wall between the thousand-yard stares also in the reflection. Me? I was calm. Just another traveller among the crowd with an oversized duffel bag and a one-way ticket, headed west. Nothing says time to leave a dingy rural town like a heartbreak. Too many opinions. It was time to start again – to be that lone stranger at the bar, or the introverted reader planted amidst a cacophony of publicised small talk.
A few hours had passed, though we were not yet out of the Panhandle. Up ahead, there was a young girl with a man, presumably her father. It was in the way she looked at him, her eyes overflowing with love and adoration. The love between a father and his daughter is one of reduction – so pure, concentrated, so that it requires nothing more. Its meaning is found in the simplicity. She was unbothered, I surmised, by the length of our bus journey, nor by the absence of scenery to occupy her impressionable mind. She was with her father, and therefore, nothing was missing. I, on the other hand, remembered in that moment the words of a bartender in Austin, who had wished me an ironic ‘good luck’ when I told him of my plans to head for the Bay Area by bus. Leaning with both half-sleeved forearms on the bar and in between the witty jibs thrown at his more regular patrons, he said: “There’s nothing for miles in West Texas. You’ll fall asleep, wake up, and see you’re in the same frickin’ place”. He had said that like a man who proudly wore all the t-shirts life had given him. Admittedly, though, he had been…exactly right. If I were to gauge my slumber based on the outside terrain, I would’ve said I had merely rested my eyes. In reality, hours had plodded steadily by with the miles, interrupted only by the chilling air from the circular vents above.
Working A/C in Texas is not something to complain about.
The stranger seated next to me had slipped in during my shuteye. The bus had been filling up, albeit slowly, so the encroachment was an inevitable one. He wasn’t a big man, not particularly imposing, but there was…something, about him. Grey hair that seemed to blend with his ashy skin; peppered stubble that was more consequence than choice. I studied him in the window’s reflection, covert in my nosiness, as he sat still, like a monk in the depths of mantra. No fumbling with his armrest. No shifting of his bandy legs which straddled the plastic footrest, and mercifully, no obnoxious conversations over the phone, the kind lonely souls seem to save for their stints on public transport. His palms were clasped, rested in the void of his lap. How lucky was I, I thought, to have been chosen by the perfect seatmate.
I can’t be sure whether he caught my window-pane analysis, or whether it was coincidence, but the serenity which, up until that point I had been praising – broke.
“Headed West?”, he asked, without needing to clear his throat. The delivery wasn’t spontaneous but planned; the answer already known in his calm voice. It wasn’t a bored calm, nor was it a polite one. It was the calmness with which a physician might diagnose cancer, or how a school’s headmaster might deliver a scathing report on a troublesome child directly into the rose-tinted gaze of unabashed parents.
“Yes”, I said, deploying the easy grin I had practiced in front of the limescale spattered mirror at the motel that very morning.
“Fresh start after a messy breakup…you know how it is. Going for the whole clean slate thing”.
Breakup – the perfect codeword. Strangers seldom poked any deeper. They believe they’ve gotten the gist of it, and, to an extent, it was true. There had been a woman, once – though to explain her would require more than the type of small talk only cheap upholstery could facilitate.
“What was her name?”
Now, that threw me. He was yet to make eye contact. Yet to turn his head. The cheek of him, I thought, shooting glances from the corner of my eye.
“Emily”, the first name that surfaced from my relational rolodex.
A turn of his head revealed pale eyes – almost translucent – the kind that appear to be looking in your direction as opposed to at you. Two grey lenses, out of focus.
“Emily. Pretty name. Similar to my daughter’s. Her name was Emma”.
Was!
That word struck, like a brass coin thrown at an empty altar.
“Oh. I’m sorry to hear that”, I said, twisting toward him. An appropriate gesture of compassion. Not too familiar. Not cold.
He nodded once, slowly.
“She met the wrong guy. I say guy because, well – he was no man. Such is life. You never know who you’re getting into bed with, or even…sitting beside”.
The air conditioning hiccupped in the silence that followed. A weak sigh of warm breath, before the cool returned, thinner now than before. The little girl ahead dropped her water bottle, stealing our collective attention just before I was obligated to respond. As she clutched at the bottle, which was rolling slowly down the aisle, her little frame slid, her face nearly headbutting the floor. Her father instinctively caught her, mid-slip, his left hand rushing out, steady and sure, before hoisting her upright. A protector. I could feel the stranger’s eyes boring through my temple with an unwavering intensity, the sort that made the growing heat inside the bus all the more unbearable.
“You remind me of him”, he said.
I laughed where a smirk was needed. I could feel, in my stomach, an implosion. I checked to see if my belt had, in my slumber, slipped above my gut and fastened itself to the farthest-right notch. It hadn’t.
I knew. Instinctively, I knew. Although, I couldn’t figure out how he did.
“Oh…yeah? How so?”.
The miles rolled by as his questions rolled in. Where I worked. Why I had left. Were my parents still alive. Did I care. All in that same, indifferent tone. He asked, and I answered, offering up a lasagna of lies. It was getting harder – harder to keep track of the mental post-its pinned behind my forehead. He didn’t challenge me, even when I floundered. He just listened, nodded and tucked my answers away, as though they were the very post-its that had lost their stick, now destined for his breast pocket.
Soon, I started noticing things. How he never looked away, not even when the bus jolted at the occasional pumping of the brakes; How steady his hands were; How calm his breathing stayed, as mine spluttered in and out of composure, like an engine searching for fuel among the fumes, suppressed only by desperation. But most of all, I noticed how unaffected he was by the oven that our bus had become. Not one bead of sweat escaped his aged brow, the place where, it seemed, all his worries had camped over the years.
“You smoke?”
“No”, I said, forgetting the camel tucked behind my ear which the reflecting window would surely give away.
“Emma smoked. I told her it would kill her”.
Silence stretched the length of the bus, the air filled only by the steady hum of tires along highway asphalt. The A/C faltered yet again, but for longer this time, leaving a misting of sweat on my neck. The little girl up front let out a sneeze, loud and unapologetic. Her father withdrew a tissue from his breast pocket, as though it were a sword from a sheath, and patted her back, uttering those small, comforting sounds that make everything in the world seem irrelevant. I wished, in that moment, that he had been speaking to me.
I shifted again, unable to find the comfortable sleeping position I had earlier attained. The air was now thicker, like syrup, but without the sweetness. The vents overhead were fading, reduced to the laboured breaths of something dying, futile to the inevitable. Beads of sweat dampened my collar as my face flushed redder; Redder still.
The stranger leaned over, closing a gap that didn’t exist, and whispered into my ear while looking straight ahead, as one might do at the movies, not wanting to miss a moment.
“You’re running”.
Everything got brighter as my eyes absorbed the reality which now surrounded me.
“She didn’t deserve it…wouldn’t you agree?” he said, as if he were laying down a challenge. His voice was absent of anger. Absent of grief. It was something… colder. Clinical.
My mouth felt the way Guthrie, Texas looked. I repositioned, my left shoulder clinging to the window, meeting his gaze only in its reflection, between the rushing of trees, dark upon darker. I noticed his right hand enter his pocket. The only movement thus far. As I turned once more to face him, he sat like a man grasping his wallet, ready for the waiter. The bulging outline, however, told me he would settle a different kind of bill. My eyes in that moment saw all that could be seen. My chest stilled, as though filled with cement.
“What are you-”
“Ah ah”, he said with a smile. Thin. Assured.
“The way I see it, you’ve got two choices. You sit still. Quiet. You let the miles run down, until the next stop. Then… we take a walk, past the floodlights…beyond the grass verge”. Continuing in my silence, he said:
“I see it in your eyes, just now. You’re thinking you could rush me; use those moves my daughter felt. You’re thinking you could run. And…you could, but –”
He paused, the crown of his head now tilting toward the rucksack in the overhead compartment on the opposite side, tucked above the little girl.
“I’d like to see you outrun that”.
The A/C finally gave out, as though recognising the gravity of the unfolding situation and getting out of harm’s way.
“…You wouldn’t”.
He continued as though I had asked him why, rather than trying to convince me of his intent: “Daniel–”
My name dragged through his teeth like gravel.
“This has been a long time coming. I kept thinking I wouldn’t do it—that maybe I’d just grow old, let the ache dull. But it only sharpened. You don’t dull something like that”.
He turned slightly toward the window.
“She believed in you. I told her to wait. Not to rush things. But she said you were different.”
His tone didn’t change – it stayed low, even.
“You took the only thing I ever got right. So now, I’ve got nothing left. That makes me free…in a way you can’t understand”.
We rode in silence. I could hear the tires once more, as the dark pressed heavy against the window. The little girl and her father had gone. They were among the last to get off, though I couldn’t remember where. The heat continued to swelter. We both faced forward. Forward, until the bus rolled slowly into the parking bays of our scheduled rest stop.
Dylan Lyons
THE MOMENT BEFORE
Colored light spills across my nose. It tickles. I shouldn't be able to feel it - yet my senses betray me. They blur, collapse into one another. My eyes hear the echo of this sacred hall. My ears trace the cold that seeps from the stone. My hands see the colors, drifting down from the stained glass like falling dust.
I never liked churches. Not once. And still - here, now - I feel sheltered. Enclosed by the weight of stone, washed in the light of the altar. The stillness carries me. And it unsettles me. My heart should be racing, my chest grasping for breath, sweat rising on my brow. But there is only silence. As if it were not mine but placed within me by someone else.
The walls are so thick that no sound from the outside can enter. No echo of chaos, no voices from beyond - only the wind, whispering through the hollow arches like a spirit searching for a name. The walls narrow toward the front, forming a rounded enclave, a small sanctuary carved out of stone and shadow. The air is cool and heavy with the scent of dust, of old incense burned long ago. To either side, narrow corridors lead into darkness, yet they are choked with fallen beams and broken stone. It feels as though people once lived here - people unafraid of these sacred walls. Perhaps they prayed, sang, built fires in the alcoves and left their voices linger in the cold air. But now, nothing moves. Nothing breathes. On one wall, faint traces of a mural remain: faces of saints, their eyes faded, their halos flaking away. A fragment of an altar lies split across the floor, its marble veined with moss and time.
Why here? Why this place? It was her idea. I agreed. I didn't ask why.
Footsteps echo behind me. Not hers. I know it instantly. Her steps sound different -heavier, less certain, edged with danger. An old man passes without a glance, settles near the front, opens a Bible he has brought with him. That book, they say, holds the truth.
It's unusual to encounter anyone here anymore. The ruins block the streets, and the massive front doors are almost impossible to open. I admire the old man - he doesn't look like he could muster such strength. Maybe there's another entrance. One I don't know. I rarely come to this part of the wasteland. My territory is in the North. But this southern sector, despite its ruins, is safer. I suspect that's why she chose it.
She's never been brave enough to enter the North. Even as a child, fear shadowed her every step. That she would cross the inner city walls at all is almost remarkable. Yet I cannot let myself hope too soon. What if this is a trap? What if she never comes? What if the Peace Fleet shows up instead?
I quickly check my escape routes in my mind. The church windows are barricaded, rough boards nailed across centuries-old glass. Only a few slivers of light cut through, sharp as knives in the dust. I count the ways out: the front doors, sluggish as tombstones; a side door, its hinges unknown; perhaps a breach behind the sacristy. All possibilities. None certain.
A whispering sound creeps through the masonry, as if the building itself listens. I hold my breath. Was it the wind - or footsteps, muffled, hidden behind stone? I do not know whether I fear more that she will not come - or that she actually will.
The wind makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. Ice-cold. Cold as always. Winter reigns all year, long - blue lips a sign of life. My hands tremble. Shiver. Perhaps the cold. Perhaps the fear.
She was never cold. Even when her knees sank deep into the snow to fetch firewood from the shed, her body remained still, rigid. Today, she no longer has to gather firewood. In her towers and greenhouses, they heat with geothermal energy, drawn from the deep veins of the earth. No one has to freeze anymore, they promised. All humans will live in prosperity, they said. What they did not say: not everyone belongs to humanity.
I bow my head, seeking the warmth of my chest. On the floor, I notice a plant that has fought its way through the stone slabs. It has broken free, reaching toward the few shafts of sunlight. It seems both unique and part of something larger. It stands for itself, follows its own path - and yet the walls shelter it, offering a home. It belongs to the church, and yet it does not.
The light that slips through the cracks makes the dust in the air visible. For a moment, it almost seems to glitter. It shifts with the wind, relentless and yet calm, moving through the church. She breathes. The crypts are her lungs, the altar, her heart - and I am a foreign body. Perhaps I should not be here. Far from the place where I feel safe. The place where I grew up. Where she grew up too.
Yet while I tend the frozen garden, struggle to keep the fire alive in the stove, and patch the leaking roof, she marches. In step, by command, under watchful eyes. Among all those people, and yet alone. I am alone too.
The wood of the pew behind me creaks. I turn. No one there. Panic coils in me as I scan my surroundings, cursing my carelessness. It could have cost me my life - or worse, my freedom. My head snaps back toward the altar, my ears sharpened like spears before battle. Nothing will escape them now.
The light above the altar flickers. Dust stirs, shaping lines that resemble a figure, so fleeting I have to blink. There is no one. There is someone.
I do not dare blink again.
Julia Nausner
TAMARA DE LEMPICKA

THE ULF PETER HALLBERG
Lessons
WRITING IN MATERA
In September 2025 I taught students from France, Germany, Austria, Greece, Portugal, Spain and Ireland “Historical Novel” and “Crime Novel”, inspired by the work I had done on Strindberg in Copenhagen 1887-1889 (“Le messager du Nord”, Gallimard 2025) and Fredric Jameson’s great book, “The Detections of Totality”, on the Master of crime novels, Raymond Chandler, The workshop was a Moveable Feast, walking around in Matera looking for inspiration in streets, parks, churches, monasteries, cafés and elsewhere in the Sassi or in the Murgia Valley. It was possible to walk alone or stroll in groups, come back to get advice at the chosen Base Café, to discuss ideas, openings, correspondances and ways of writing. I did some plotting with the participants or I just listened and pointed out the importance of seeing what the city provides, thinking and rethinking the storyline in confrontation with reality – getting inspiration from details: faces, cats, nuns, beauty, love, chaos and memory, whatever. Take the Matera Mix: the past always present in the streets at night.
Creativity will come suddenly and strongly when forced to appear by the pressure from what happens around you and from me – the teacher and his alter ego, Harry Coralli – in Matera. The Alter Ego is what I always teach – the way to liberate yourself. To step aside and create characters that stem from you but are not you. To give yourself another name, to choose to be a character – pure fiction, founded on some reality, bits and pieces.
In 2026 I will teach “Monster Story” and “City Tales” and we will be walking the streets of Matera creating stories. “Monster Story” has the subtitle “Does AI (Artificial Intelligence) have a Soul? What About Us?”. The Subtitle for “City Tales” is “A Tale of Two Cities” (The story should play in Matera and the students Paralell City and Country of Choice.
This is one of talented students in 2025, Dylan Lyons, the Irish winner, has tried out during and after my workshop, in a very creative way. Here’s his comment on the work in 2025 and his beautiful story, which contains the quality to be developed into a novel. And it sure will be, because apparently Dylan learnt the compassion of struggle, to fight for and embrace creativity – in Matera, City of Generosity, City of the Arts.
Welcome to “Does AI Have a Soul?” and “City Tales” in September 2026!
Ulf Peter Hallberg
PHOTOS OF WORKSHOP










HISTORICAL NOVEL
Preface
As part of the international creative writing course, I got the opportunity to explore the historical novel over the course of a two-day workshop, run by Ulf Peter Hallberg. I had never considered writing historical fiction before, but it was with Peter’s insight and guidance that I suddenly became interested. His way of encouraging an open style of dialogue in the classroom, allowing us to share our ideas and to develop them was so beneficial to me. There was an emphasis on being able to write under constraints and how to handle professional pressure, deadlines and whatever else is thrown at you throughout the creative process. This was further reinforced by the primary task of the workshop, where we were sent out into the city of Matera to find inspiration for a story that could be set there – and we had to have an idea developed and outlined that very same afternoon.
The idea of writing a story that had links to Irish folklore had always appealed to me. I was eager to write something that could draw from the wealth of Irish stories and myth structure, but that would also allow me to explore my own ideas of freedom, memory and rebellion through character. All of this culminated in Matera, down a narrow street in the old city, where I sat for hours, outlining a historical novel pitch that I could return to Peter with. This idea combined my longstanding interest in Irish history with Matera – something I could never have conceived without that task. We then shared these ideas and first few lines together in a busy little café down from the university. To say this was one of the highlights of my week in Matera is an understatement.
Winning this award for Ireland was both a shock and a huge source of pride for me. However, in the run up to it, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I wouldn’t belong; that I wasn’t a writer. That said, from the moment I arrived in Matera, each and every instructor and every participant on the course helped to change that. Getting to spend a week surrounded by writers, being totally absorbed into that world - it was thanks to this, to Felice, that I found my voice. I am so grateful to Felice for the incredible work he does in Matera to make this experience possible.
What follows here are the opening pages of what may become a fully realised historical novel, workshopped in a bustling Matera café, made possible only by Peter’s efforts.
Dylan Lyons
LETTERS TO LUCREZIA
A rebel is not something you become, it is something you are. It lives within you - alive from birth, or, as in me, dormant - lying in wait for its true enemy. Finzio is how I was raised; who you love, but Fionn is who I am. Ireland, my home, the home of my father whom I never knew and yet know deeply, is not free.
My people are ruled. Oppressed. Enslaved. These are the thoughts which have occupied my mind since leaving our home. Reaching Napoli took longer than my provisions would allow, so I stopped in the stony village of Eboli and visited Gennaro, so we could rehash our many battles together. His house rests amidst sparse farmland, surrounded by grazing goats. It is no wonder he left the fight, or perhaps the fight left him.
Thankfully, the letter we drafted was to Captain Soldato’s liking, such that I was placed on the very next schooner bound for Cork - rebel country according to the sailors. I must admit, the work of a deckhand could train any man for battle. Grafting. Learning. Obeying.
En Route to Marseille, where I sit now writing this, we passed through many fishing villages. I saw nets, heavy with the day’s catch, being hauled onto small boats by the fisherman whose windburned faces seemed all too familiar with the taste of the salt spray. Their skiffs skimmed the choppy waves, as if goading the sea, as their oars cried hymns of rebellion, battling against the tides. And in their toiling’s, I saw my Irish brothers, adrift in their own lands - our land. And like those oars, I too am determined to carve out my own path of Freedom in Ireland - for Ireland.
If I could be offered one minute of Freedom for my country, my home, but in exchange, should I accept it, I would die at the end of that minute - I would take it, for by the grace of God there lives within all humans the eternal love of Freedom, a love impatient of Oppression, of control.
You didn’t know when we met that I was a rebel. Neither did I. Nor did you know that I would one day leave you to fight in foreign lands and it breaks my heart that you must read this, alone.
Dearest Lucrezia, may my words reach you even if I do not, carried by the winds that divide us.
Yours, in this life and the next,
Fionn
Port of Marseille,
5th of March, 1867
***
Lucanian Hills, near Potenza
Autumn,
1863
Dearest Lucrezia,
Night has made an early appearance. The hills swallow all light before it has time to spread. Our men move quieter now, as if sound itself were a traitor. We are camped among the scrub and stone, where the ground opposes sleep and the cold is her enforcer. If this letter has reached you, please thank Michele once again for me.
This morning, we got caught up in a firefight with men we never actually saw. We fired at shadows behind rocks. Cowards who scurried under smoke, hiding where no camp ought to live. It is a strange thing to fight an enemy whose face is not fixed in your mind. You pull the trigger not at a man, but at a rumour. A swift ripple in the grass. A fear. We knew it was over when the sun revealed blood on those same stones, but we did not triumph. What followed instead was a dull silence – the silence of having survived another day. It was after this, while buffing my rifle by a shallow stream, that I thought of you.
I thought of when we first met. How I was half a boy then, all limbs and no sense. At the time, my days where spent trailing behind the shadow of Francesco as he shuffled through the archives. I pretended to read while listening to him speak. He would talk at length of dates, of kings, or borders that shifted and reformed like the sands in low tide. I learned a great deal from him, not least of all, that history is by no means a straight road. In fact, it is hardly a road at all, so much as a series of paths crisscrossing generations. I did not understand back then, while sitting in his study and listening intently, that one day I would walk those paths myself.
You were quieter than I might’ve expected, and I remember you watched in a way that could unsettle the Sassi’s. You watched more than you spoke, cautiously peering through wavy strands of blonde armour. Even hen, I knew you were of the kind who listens for what goes unsaid. I think that is why I write to you now as I do, in full confidence that you will find between my scrawls the things which I can only ever leave unsaid. That is my biggest flaw, Luca.
These hills are full of men like me. Men who do not believe in the Italy that has been forced upon us. Some fight for freedom. Others are ruled by hunger. A dangerous few worship mayhem. We are painted Brigands. Criminals. Ghosts. Perhaps we are. But, as I lift my head from this letter and stare down at the village left burned, where the mothers of our brothers spit at soldiers boots I cannot pretend this war is over… nor that it will ever end.
And so, I fight.
I fight because I was raised to fight. I fight because I have seen how power changes its diet but never its appetite. I fight because freedom, once glimpsed, is fused to the eye. I fight because I believe, perhaps foolishly, that somewhere beyond this violence lies a future worth the cost. Luca, to exist in a single moment of unconditional freedom… well that is worth its weight in death.
I say all of this, just to say it is you who steadies me when doubt pushes back. I imagine you reading this letter by firelight, your brow furrowed in that way, when you are feigning anger while concealing pride, your fingers tracing the parts where my scribbles have faltered.
When this is over, I will walk with you again, up and down the cobblestones, to the markets and the mountains, where your voice will rise above mine. Correcting me. Challenging me. I long on days like today, for the labour of peace. For shared silence. Shared days. Shared bread unstained by blood. Until then, I carry you with me, as surely as I carry my name.
Write to me if you can. Michele will surely return to use. Even a single line will be enough to remind me that the world contains more than hills and smoke and orders barked in the dark.
Yours, in this life and the next.
Finzio
***
My Dearest Lucrezia,
I write to you as a sharp wind scours across the Kerry hills, whipping through the thatched roofs and darkened streets, carrying with it the scent of peat smoke and the salt of the sea beyond the bay. I’m thinking of you, and the life you’re carrying Our child, who has yet to feel the sun, already pulls upon my heart as heavily as the hunt rifle on my lap. I cannot help but believe, with a certainty that would raise your doubts, that we’re having a boy. I will have him bear the name, Darragh, for I have learned in my short time here of a fierce Irish warrior by that name. More myth than man – possibly both. These people are great storytellers. Our son shall carry in the syllables of his name both the memory and courage of these great people. My people. For what is in a name… if not hope?
The men here are poor in number and in arms. They gather behind walls more broken than barrier. Rifles are scarce where pikes are plenty, yet their eyes burn with a fire that no Imperial powers will ever contain. I know their spirit. It is one that will lose all battles if it means staying in the war.
Two days from now, we will strike at the barracks that cradles the soldiers of our oppressor, a handful of us against a mountain of colonizers. I confess, Luca, that I should be wary, yet I am carried on an infectious tide of hope, the same tide that batters these western shores.
I have walked the hills of Cahirciveen and watched the sun spill gold over the mountains and into the loughs, and in that light, I see the Ireland that men speak of in hushed tones. The Ireland that waits for the brave to rise. The Ireland that will live to see the cowards fall, with or without her eyes. It is a strange thing, how hope and despair can live in the same place, each feeding off the other. The laughter of boys in the streets. The warnings from seagulls over the Atlantic. The distant tolling of the church bell. They remind me that we are alive. They are echoes of the freedom we seek.
I have written these words to you, so that you may know you are always with me. Let these lines by a hymn to our child, to Ireland and to the unyielding flame that burns within all of us to fight, even when good reason would bid us rest.
Know this, Luca; should these words reach you, they are filled with a hope that is neither naïve nor blind. These words are filled with the defiance of a soul that refuses to bow. For we are rebels not merely at arms, but at heart… and there is no greater victory than that.
Yours, with all the love that rages between these hills and home.
Fionn
Cahirciveen
Kerry
Late Summer, 1867
Dylan Lyons
TAMARA DE LEMPICKA
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THE TEACHERS
Rubén Abella, is the author of six novels —Dice la sangre [Blood Speaks] (winner of the Castilla-León Critics Award in 2025), Ictus [Stroke] (2020), California (2015), Baruc en el río [Baruc in the River] (2011), El libro del amor esquivo [The Book of Elusive Love] (finalist of the prestigious Nadal prize in 2009), and La sombra del escapista [The Shadow of the Escape Artist] (winner of the Torrente Ballester prize in 2002)—; a book of short stories —Quince llamadas perdidas [Fifteen Missed Calls] (winner of the Kutxa prize in 2020), and two collections of flash fiction — Los ojos de los peces [Fish Eyes] (2010) and No habría sido igual sin la luvia [It Wouldn’t Have Been the Same Without the Rain] (winner of the Mario Vargas Llosa NH prize in 2007)—. He is also a photographer and a teacher at Escuela de Escritores and Universidad Pontificia Comillas in Madrid.
Nuria De Cos, is a Fulbright Irish Scholar, and holds a PhD in Comparative Literature and Poetry from Trinity College Dublin. Her academic work includes published articles on the poetry of W.B. Yeats and Juan Ramón Jiménez. She is a published poet and short story writer.
Miguel Ángel Garrido, was born and raised in Madrid, Spain — and remains a proud Madrileño at heart. He studied Statistics in the UK and the US, earning his master’s degree from the University of Cambridge and his PhD from Columbia University. Throughout his career, Miguel has been driven by a simple question: What happens when data meets creativity? A passionate believer in the power of both numbers and narrative, he has explored this intersection through teaching, storytelling, theatre, and even woodworking. In 2021, he received Columbia University’s Presidential Award for Outstanding Teaching for his efforts to make Data Science more accessible, playful, and human — often weaving ideas from the humanities and pop culture into his lectures. Today, he works as a Data Scientist at Google and lives in Brooklyn.
Ulf Peter Hallberg, Ulf Peter Hallberg, Swedish writer living in Berlin since 1983. Cosmopolitan novels: The Flâneur’s Gaze, 1993; Grand Tour, 2005; Legends & Lies 2007, European Trash, 2012; Strindberg's Shadow in the Paris of the North 2012, Berlin Transit 2019. Three of his novels have been published in Italy by Iperborea, Lo squardo dal flâneur 2002, Il,calcio rubato 2006, Trash europeo 2013. Hallberg has translated Walter Benjamin’s The Arcades Project. Paris, Capital of the 19th Century into Swedish in 1990; he has received prices from The Swedish Academy and The Royal Academy of Science both for his literary works and his translations. In 2016 he published two volumes with eight plays by Shakespeare. Since 2014 he teaches creative writing at UFR d’Études germaniques et nordiques, Paris-Sorbonne.
Hallberg was appointed Honorary Doctor at the Faculty of Philosophy at Lund University in 2024. In 2025 his novel The Messenger from the North was published in France by Gallimard, and in Sweden a book of short stories appeared called The Secret Life of Time. He has made four films, the latest one in France at Musée Mac Val 2024, Paris, je me souviens (112 min).
THE AUTHORS
Emma Benito Álvarez, a graduate in General and Comparative Literature from the Complutense University of Madrid, is a writer of science fiction, fantasy, and horror, specializing in short stories and brief narratives and passionate about stories in all their formats. Her interests are not only focused on literature, but also on video games. Since 2022 she analyses the cultural, narrative, and structural aspects of this artistic medium and publishes her conclusions and articles on her website (npcsyndicate.com). At the same time, she leads reading clubs and many other literary events, and discusses books, writing techniques and authors on her Instagram profile @writtips. She has always combined writing with her studies and different projects. She is currently working on an anthology of stories in which she experiments with literary form and content.
Marta Burgos is a writer and creative copywriter based in Madrid, passionate about storytelling, language, and narrative strategy. She believes stories are everywhere — in advertising, cinema, and everyday life — and she love helping others connect, express themselves, and be seen through the power of words.
Aurora Burrieza, Aurora Burrieza is a writer from Madrid. She graduated in Protocol and Event Management and has been a student at the School of Writers since 2021. She won the latest edition (XX) of the Energheia España prize with “The Subtlety of the Gray Thread” and was a finalist in several literary competitions, such as the Tigre Juan Short Story Contest, the “La Tusa de Mingorría” Short Story Contest, and the “Abogados de Atocha” International Young Narrative Prize. She has published in magazines such as Quimera and La sombra del tigre. She is currently working on a collection of short stories while pursuing other cultural passions.
Danielle Duque Baracho, from Bahia, Brazil. Woman. 24 years old. Resident for 7 in Portugal. Born on August 20th, 2000, and raised by the sea. Danielle Baracho is a M.A. student in Modern Literatures, Arts and Cultures at the University of Lisbon. She holds a B.A. in Portuguese Studies from the University of Coimbra, and a postgraduate degree in Writing Arts from NOVA University of Lisbon. Her passion for literature was kindled early, and in its briefest form: at 14, she was discovered by Paulo Leminski’s haikus, Carlos Drummond de Andrade’s poems, and the sensitivity of Clarice Lispector unveiled a world of epiphanies. In her free time, she enjoys hugging, reading people and books, watching good films, running, cooking, listening, and experimenting. Today, literature, more than a hobby, is her daily work.
Sonia Heliott (She prefer being called Heliott, instead of her official name Sonia Li Sai), is 22th years old from Paris, France. She study German Studies, specialized in French as Second Language at the Sorbonne University. She is a quite sporty person, an ex-volleyball player, cycling and bouldering on a regular basis. She is a german literature lover, Heinrich von Kleist being her favorite author. She inspires herself a lot from Émile Zola since she always loved heavy descriptive books. She describes a lot, and has fun making comparisons and metaphors. She wants to be a German/French teacher and perhaps achieving a PhD in German literature. She never thought of being a writer, but she has been taught some skills by her professor, the Swedish writer Ulf Peter Hallberg. She like his method of teaching a both direct and forced approach to creativity and different techniques. First, he talks for forty minutes, then he gives us a theme or situation, related to his talk. Do your thing! Things pop out of your brain that you did not know you had in there. And now Matera, wow!
Nina Kipke, born in April 1994 in Würzburg, studied German literature in Nuremberg and Konstanz. She currently lives and works in Hamburg. She loves spicy food, aquariums, and skyscraper rooftops. In her free time, she enjoys spending time in good company. She has been writing short stories since 2018.
Veronika Köster, a young German author, was born in Prague eighteen years ago. Since then, she has lived in various places, including the Czech Republic, Austria, and Germany, each of which has always felt like home. She taught herself to read before school, and loved it even more as she improved. The books she loved didn't even last a day. It was around that time, in elementary school, that she began talking about writing a book herself, something she had already planned in her head. At the same time, she was also passionate about so many other things, so much so that she never got around to writing it. This doesn't mean she never started writing: she's been writing short stories and poems for as long as she can remember, keeping diaries since the age of twelve, and she still enjoys reading good books. She currently attends school in Leipzig and hopes to graduate in 2027.
Dylan Lyons is a writer from Tipperary, Ireland. Having graduated from Maynooth University with an LL.B (Law) in 2022, he spent the following two years travelling and teaching English in various locations across the world. His desire to write and the themes explored therein have been heavily influenced by his travels.
Julia Nausner, an Austrian, has lived in the "Black Forest metropolis" of Freiburg im Breisgau for almost three years. She initially studied geography there. Her current passion lies in medicine, where she trained as a medical radiologist (MTR).
Paula Pérez Rey was born in Portugalete, Bizkaia, in 2001. She studied Hispanic Philology and earned a master’s degree in Spanish and Latin American literature. She has published short stories in anthologies supported by local town councils and poems in national poetry magazines such as Zéjelan-Caracol nocturno. Her favorite authors include Amélie Nothomb, Mónica Ojeda, Angélica Liddell, and Ada Salas; she is deeply interested in their strange and extravagant characters and the power of their poetic language. In addition to literature, she is passionate about playing the piano and sports. She is the editor of the artistic creation magazine.
Pablo Rubio Ortega (Trujillo, 1995) studied Philosophy at the University of Granada. In recent years, he has published short stories in magazines such as Zenda, Preternatural, and Papenfuss, as well as in anthologies like Visiones 2020, from the Spanish Association of Fantasy, Science Fiction, and Horror (AEFCFT). He also has a radio drama featured on the podcast Noviembre Nocturno. Currently, he combines writing with working in archives.
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TAMARA DE LEMPICKA'S LIFE
Tamara de Lempicka, a Polish painter of the Art Déco movement, was born in Warsaw in June 1894 and died in Cuernavaca, Mexico, on March 18, 1980.
In 1907, she made her first trip to Italy to accompany her grandmother and had the opportunity to visit Italy's art cities. Later, after moving to France, Tamara learned some basic painting skills from a Frenchman in Menton. Her education, supervised by her grandmother Clementine, spanned a school in Lausanne (Villa Claire), Switzerland, and a prestigious Polish boarding school in Rydzyna.
The following year, after her grandmother's death, she moved to St. Petersburg, where she met the wealthy lawyer Tadeusz Lempicki, whom she married in 1916. During the Russian Revolution of 1918, her husband was first arrested by the Bolsheviks and then released. After this, the Lempickas decided to move to Paris.
To cope with the hardships of life as a refugee, Tamara began working as a hat designer and enrolled in painting classes at the Académie de la Grande Chaumière and the Académie Ranson, under masters such as Maurice Denis and André Lhote. Here, she refined her personal style, strongly influenced by the artistic trends of Art Déco, combining Cubism and Neoclassicism. In 1922, she exhibited at the Salon d'Automne, her first ever exhibition, and became famous as a portraitist under the name Tamara de Lempicka.
After traveling extensively throughout Europe, including Italy and Germany, at the beginning of World War II she moved to Beverly Hills, California, with her second husband, Baron Raoul Kuffner de Diószegh. In 1943, she moved to New York, where she continued her artistic career. After Baron Kuffner's death in 1961, she began a new life in Houston, Texas, where she developed a new painting technique, using a palette knife instead of a brush. In 1978, she moved to Cuernavaca, Mexico, where she died a few years later. As per her wishes, her body was cremated, and her ashes scattered over the Popocatépetl volcano.
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Energheia – Ενέργεια, a Greek term used by Aristotle to indicate the manifestation of being, the act – was founded in 1989, pursuing cultural production through research and the implementation of initiatives related to new means of youth expression.
In addition to the eponymous literary prize, which extends throughout Italy with its various sections, the association has expanded its national boundaries, promoting the Energheia Europa Prize in several European and Middle Eastern countries, the Africa Teller Prize for African countries, and the IESS Prize for novels by debut Latin American authors. The aim is to engage with other cultures, counteracting the general flow of information.
The association's cultural output includes the publication of the anthologies "I racconti di Energheia" and "Africa Teller," a collection of short stories shortlisted in various editions of the Prize in Italy and Africa. These are complemented by the "Nuvole di Energheia" anthologies, comic strips, and the "Strisce di Energheia" comic strips. These are all available in print and digital formats, distributed free of charge to schools and libraries and can be downloaded from the website: www.energheia.org.
As part of the Prize-related initiatives, the association organizes "PerCorsi di Energheia," a short story workshop, and the "International Writing Course," free workshops for young people under 30 in Italian and foreign languages.
The Matera association also places a strong emphasis on the production of short films—based on the stories selected by the Prize juries over the years—in which the written word is transformed into sounds and images. Videos are published on the association's website.
This intense local activity is complemented by the Cittadini del Mare (Sea Citizens) projects, seminars on human rights, and Libryd - Scri(le)tture ibride (Hybrid Writings), the transformation of paper texts into digital formats, downloadable from the website to various electronic devices.
Onde Lunghe (Long Waves), a guide to listening to narrated music, and the Energheia Excursions, exploring nature and culture, are the latest activities.
The Association's symbol depicts the spectacled fibula, an ancient piece of jewelry made of various metals and used by the pre-Hellenic civilizations of Lucania and dating back to the Iron Age, 9th-7th centuries BC.
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