




Queer Lives. Queer Loss. Queer Mourning.

Remembering between loss, connection and resistance

This exhibition invites visitors to make queer grief visible, audible and

tangible – as something deeply personal and at the same time political.

The exhibition is a space for remembrance, encounter and mutual care.

Amidst the lilac-coloured shelves, the exhibition's walk-in Lettercase,

personal mementos and artistic works with audio recordings tell

stories of loss, love, struggle, solidarity and tenderness. Each exhibit

offers a unique perspective and is also part of a larger story: the story

of queer people. Their narratives open up a multi-voiced space for

reflection on the theme of queer grief. 

As a visitor, you are invited not only to look, but also to participate:

embroider the open quilt in memory of murdered 

trans* and non-binary people,

add to the timeline of queer history,

share your thoughts in the reflection corner

 

This exhibition arose from the desire to create a place where queer

grief can find space – in its pain, its strength and its compassion. A

place where remembrance can become connection.We invite you to

spend time here, to listen, to linger, perhaps to engage in conversation

and help shape a part of this space.



In this handout, you will find all the objects in the display case in the

order in which they are arranged in the room.

The order follows the tour: starting at the entrance, moving

counterclockwise through the room. Within the shelves, the objects

are listed from top to bottom and from left to right.

Many of the objects have accompanying audio recordings. They are

marked in the handout and can be listened to using the following QR

code:

Let your curiosity and feelings guide you as you browse and explore.

Take good care of yourself and others. If you need assistance, please

contact the information desk right next to the entrance. We are here

for you!



Lettercase: Shelf 1

Kai`s Boots

Chris Kai und Dorian Bonelli 

These Boots were worn by trans man and artist Chris Kai Bonelli in his

early twenties. 

They were an expression of an alternative masculine masculinity in a

time when trans was much less known, lived apart from mainstream

visibility, allowing an authentic expression of self untouched by public

narratives.

The Boots are kept as an item of remembrance by his twin brother,

Dorian, as they hold his brother’s spirit in the way that only clothing

and footwear can.

Kai and Dorian always supported each other on their queer journey —

just as boots always support us in standing our ground.

Kai died in 2005, aged 23.



irgendwomit mir Book

Körper, 2021 Image

Die Dusche, Audio

Jay Ritchie (he/they) @jay_.ritchie

My work somewhere with me (2017–2022) is a personal attempt to deal

with experiences of sexualised violence – with what remains, what

sticks in the mind, what lives on, visibly or invisibly. The photographs

and texts move between memory and idealisation, between dream and

reality. They tell of injury, longing and the strength to carry on. The

body is at the centre: as the site of the action, as witness and medium

of processing – vulnerable and resistant at the same time. The book is

more than a collection of images and words – it is an object that, in

exhibitions, leaves space for the unspeakable as a silent placeholder.

The work is complemented by the audio piece Die Dusche (The Shower),

which makes an inner state of emergency audible in a dense

monologue. It describes symptoms of post-traumatic stress disorder –

fear, numbness, dissociation – and reminds us that some traces cannot

be washed away.



Heteronomie

Heteronomy
Elion Étienne (they/them) @ausprinziplaut

Heteronomy is synonymous with the term “external control”. The poem
captures the conceptual perception that if archaeologists were to open
our graves in 100 years, they would determine from our skeletal
remains that we were clearly “male” or “female”. That they want to
impose their external control on us, but will never be able to confine us,
because we are already ahead of them in universes they cannot even
imagine. ‘Heteronomy’ also refers to the annual Trans* Day of
Remembrance, when memorial services read out the names of all trans*
people who have died within the year as a result of trans* hostility. This
text is for all the unreported cases that were not even perceived as
numbers, let alone as human beings. They will always have a place in
these lines. 
There will always be a place to rest between the lines of poetry, to rest
in power, to finally rest. 

Mahmoud and Ayaz

Kristijan Radakovic (he/him) @nouvelorganon

Abschied.

Farewell.
Emily Auge (she/her)

I wrote this poem at my mother's bedside and recited it to her. It was
the last time I saw her. She was in little pain thanks to morphine and was
breathing regularly thanks to various machines. She was no longer
responsive. As a queer woman with three children in a small town, it was
not always easy for her to resist gossip and unnecessary hostility. These
verses were intended to give her strength as she was dying.



Bildverweigerung 2005 Film roll, 36 Images

Image refusal

Chris Kai und Dorian Bonelli @expanded_embodiment

Contrasting the repetition of what did not happen with a refusal to

depict it with the entirety of actual existence.

Chris Bonelli had only ten days between his diagnosis (brain tumour)

and surgery. During this time, he wrote an art manifesto that deals with

art, death, temporality and letting go.

‘I would like to make art about letting go, to live art, not to show it and

hold on to it, not to declare it art, just to live it, and whoever is there is

my audience.’

His twin brother photographed him three days before the surgery date,

with the intention of never developing the film. 

Die verlorene Zeit

The lost time

Linus Giese (he/him) @linus_giese

My sculpture shows two figures sitting next to each other as if listening

to the silence between them. There is something tender, something

irretrievable in their silence. For me, this scene conveys a queer

sadness that I myself often feel – it is a sadness about the loss of those

years in which I could not live as the person I really am. I didn't come

out as a trans* man until I was 31. I imagine a younger version of myself

sitting next to me on the bench. We would listen to each other, comfort

each other, maybe even smile. For me, this sculpture is an attempt to

find a form for this conversation – between fear and courage, shame

and sadness, loss and reconciliation, past and present, me and me.



Kein Wort

Not a word

ano (dey/-)

We try to navigate, together, in this system that pushes illness to its

margins until it becomes invisible. A system that does not recognise me

in my identity and will not understand us in our relationship, can never

understand us. After this incurable diagnosis, which will sooner or later

prove fatal, we are looking for a way forward as queer people who

decided long before that one Friday to spend their lives together.

People of the South, 2022 Polyphonic sound work and text

Franck-Lee Alli-Tis alias V Stylianidou (they/them or he/him)

@franck_lee_alli_tis ft. Komminutéras Music Gang

People of the South is a speculative sound narration that intertwines

storytelling, voice, and sonic experimentation to explore queer joy, loss,

collective grief, and ecological interconnection. Through layered voices

and paralinguistic gestures, the piece examines the body’s role in

language—its textures, breaths, and resonances—and how these shape

shared emotional experiences. The narrative follows The Collective of

the Lovers fleeing a lethal sun whose rays chemically drain life itself.

Seeking refuge in the northernmost reaches of Iceland, they dwell

inside the belly of a whale, listening to the sounds of sea and air as they

reimagine kinship and a new language.

Originally commissioned for the exhibition From the Shore to the Mud

Pool at Verksmiðjan, Hjalteyri, Iceland (2022).

Duration: 19´ 59´´, Concept and Text: Franck-Lee Alli-Tis, Music / Drums /

Keyboards / Sound Editing: Franck-Lee Alli-Tis, Vocals / Performative

Reading: Oyto Arognos, Christina Karagianni, Franck-Lee Alli-Tis

(Komminutéras Music Gang)

Proofreading: Maria Petrides



Death and a rebirth (I can witness)

Ali (they/them) @theydamn

Zine and installation with clothing

The work is made by two pieces, a written text and an installation.

Wearing someone else’s clothes can make us feel closer to them, a

jumper and a jacket can be the only hug we can get. I try to understand

my family’s silences and taboos on death and transition by wearing

their clothes. Inhabiting and queering my grampa’s suits, my uncles

leather jacket, my dad shirts, my mum’s jeans, my grandma red vinyl

coat, I process my grief for who’s not here anymore and also the grief I

inherited. I feel the trances it leaves on my body and I feel always

transitioning.

Sehnsuche und Babysteps

Longing and baby steps

Priesemut (no pronouns/they/them)

The exhibit consists of small, colourfully painted stones. My siblings

and I collected them as children on the North Sea coast. Many years

later, the stones reappeared among my mother's belongings after she

passed away.

The audio piece tells the story of the stones, my mother and me. But at

its core, it is about longing. It grows when you dare to look at what you

miss.

Grief shows you which direction to go in. And you don't know where the

path will lead. But longing is greater than fear and greater than panic

when it becomes clear that there is no guidebook you can simply

follow. You take small baby steps and trust. Change has become a

constant for me: no matter what happens, you can rely on change.



Table

I Had Forgotten

Gareth Longstaff (he/him) @gazmod

I developed ‘I Had Forgotten’ as a way explore and connect queer loss

and memories of the recent past. The installation is inspired by my own

archive of objects and ephemera and the process of working through

these to create 1500 entries that all begin with ‘I Had Forgotten’.

Inspired by Joe Brainard's 1975 text ‘I Remember’ I am using this

ephemeral moment of encounter to develop a collective queer

methodological and creative space where each individual memory if

articulated through an entry which begins with ‘I Had Forgotten…’

Here people are invited to sit at the typewriter and type out their own

subjective and embodied memories of loss, grief, desire, trauma and

hope beginning their entry (or entries) with ‘I Had Forgotten’. In this

moment you invited to pause and reflect about someone or something

you have lost, lived, mourned, or desired. In time, and as the ‘I Had

Forgotten’ entries grow they will create a unique archive of how loss

and mourning allow us to affirm our queer pasts towards queer

futures.

A book by Gareth Longstaff ‘I Had Forgotten’ is due for publication in

2026.



Corridor

Still Counting

Quinn Fuchs (all neopronouns/neutral address) @quinn.fuchs

Over My Dead Body

Claye Bowler (he/him), @clayebowler

www.clayebowler.com

Over My Dead Body uses the form of a gravestone to reflect on

Bowler’s identity. It considers the legacy of people as they are laid to

rest; how we remember and archive them. The artist draws on his own

experience of transness, queerness and disability to question what

is recorded and erased from a life.

At a time before widespread literacy, symbols were often carved onto

gravestones to communiate a person’s profession, such as the tools of

a blacksmith, shoemaker or stonemason. In Over My Dead Body Bowler

has made a gravestone to reflect on how he might be represented in a

similar way. He has chosen to depict his torso, which shows the scars

of his gender-affirming surgery. In doing so he takes ownership of

decisions often made after someone’s death, and ensures that this

vital part of his story isn’t altered as it is for so many trans and queer

people.



pretty fucking magic

gorjeoux moon (she/her) @gorjeoux_moon

‘pretty fucking magic’ is a trilogy of kinetic poetry books which crack

wide open the very concept of page itself by incepting the novel poetic

form, the 'book shaped kinetic poetry sculpture' - a form in which words

dance across the page - appearing, disappearing, and morphing into

new ones as they move through and within the paper they are printed

upon. they creates spaces, simulates experiences and revels in the

novelty of a novel poetic form, they are too a collection of deeply

personal experiential and relational poetry that happens to be kinetic -

poetry which discovers self, heals trauma, battles addiction, and

overcomes abuse to be able to take the potential for playfulness of the

kinetic poetic form whilst imbuing it further with hard won wisdom -

tempering the abject beauty of being with the utter absurdity of

consciousness. while many of the contents at the core of these poems

are rooted in a queer experience, these books themselves are in many

ways a queer experience, they are trans poetry. to be enjoyed, the

reader must set aside their expectations of what book and poem can

be, so as not to cause damage, the reader must physically interact with

the body of the book with care.

Trans*pain

Quinn Fuchs (all neopronouns/neutral address) @quinn.fuchs

Short version from the bookWie wir trauern (How we Grieve)



Eine bisher unbekannte Biografie: Anni* Wündsch

A previously unknown biography: Anni* Wündsch

Jako Wende (none), read by Junis Spitznagel (he)

@jako_wende_

This article describes the previously unknown biography of Anni*

Wündsch (1910-1984).

The following topics are covered: physical and transphobic violence,

forced sterilisation and sexualised violence. All pronouns have been

corrected to she/her (including in quotations).

Sources: Staatsarchiv Hamburg 352-87 Nr. 21038, Staatsarchiv Hamburg

213-11 Nr. 53432



Sewn

River Jean (he/they)

riverjeannash@gmail.com

The print shows the trans body itself, in a state of relational tension

with the monumental needle. This tension operates on multiple levels.

It is a resistance to male domination and the policing of bodily form,

value, and legitimacy. It is also a tension with the long history of

feminine pain, expropriation, devaluation, removal of agency, and the

inability to be anything other than that which patriarchy defines you.

The trans body stands between these histories of tension—subject to

both, yet belonging fully to neither.

Within the print, I wanted to explore this suspended, charged

relationship. The body might be read as about to be impaled, as self-

impaling, or as leaping away—narrowly escaping. The direction of

movement is deliberately ambiguous. Is the trans body enacting

liberation, defying the violence of patriarchal control and the

exclusions of certain forms of womanhood? Is it doomed to be

wounded? Or does it choose its own wounding, echoing Stryker’s

sentiment of embracing monstrosity in order to disarm its capacity to

harm?

Finally, there is another possibility: the body is a defiant body, and one

that defines itself,even at the threshold of danger. A body that has been

taken apart and put back together but cannot be owned or controlled.

“ I have been taken apart and put back together, yet your technology

will neither make, nor unmake me’



Lettercase: Shelf 2

The only 

River Jean (he/they) 

riverjeannash@gmail.com

Verbindung

Connection

Sasch (no pronouns) Sasch_Art@gmx.de

After more than 25 years of living with my partner's progressive illness,

my pain and grief have found words, and an object has been created

that translates them into space. For me, it is a strengthening, healing

experience to be able to express this unfiltered and unsparingly. The

different stages of food intake incorporated into the object symbolise

our ability to constantly find new ways of connecting and nourishing

each other, while at the same time experiencing increasing alienation

and loneliness. As a couple, we have grown, our love has increasingly

found its essence beyond rituals and material things. In contrast, we

have become increasingly isolated from the community. This space

allows us to reconnect. However, as is so often the case, my partner

cannot enter the space because it is not accessible. (This is reality, not

an accusation. It is a structural problem, not the fault of the organisers.)



Sturmhexe

storm witch

Zoé Sona

I wrote the poem two days after the death of my best friend, who

passed away in October 2024. The poem is not directly queer or

militant in content, but we were/are both queer feminists and our

friendship revolved around our shared struggles for women* and

queers and against patriarchy. The poem contains a lot of how I saw

and loved Ming. My grief over her death is a constant companion, but

so is my love for her.

I like the poem and I like the idea of sharing who and what Ming was

with other people in this way. And it helps with the grieving process.

Meu (querido) Tony

My (dear) Tony

Isabel de Oliveira (she/none)

On display is a newspaper clipping showing my father. My father was

born in Goa (India), which was a Portuguese colony at the time of his

birth. In the 1960s, he emigrated first to Portugal (which was a fascist

dictatorship from 1932 to 1974) and then to Germany.

According to my father, he left Goa because life there was very

difficult. He left Portugal because he was told that he would have to

fight in the colonial wars that Portugal was waging against the

liberation movements in Angola, Mozambique and Guinea-Bissau.

The picture is linked to a letter frommy grandmother from 1972. In my

work, I try to piece together the puzzle pieces of my father's life and

thus establish a connection to the past, to the dead and ultimately to

myself.

The object is complemented by an audio work with sounds frommy

partner Frieda and original recordings of my father.



Nur mit Augen zu

Only with eyes closed

Mika (no pronouns)

In this work, the shell, both observer and observed, takes the form of a

protective and wounded skin. Within its outer hardness, it holds an

interior composed of layers of memory that unfold throughout the

text. The sculpture opens up, revealing a tender, vulnerable inside

where pearls grow – born out of resistance. They embody the grief for

a place of origin, for a world in which being seen, being oneself, and

becoming oneself were not possible.

The shell’s hardness also serves as a veil against threatening gazes. It

thus speaks of the simultaneity of protection and visibility, of loss and

self-formation. It is an attempt to preserve softness without denying

hardness or pain – an attempt at re-forming oneself, growing into a self

that feels safe. Into a body that does not forget the old, yet can look

upon the grief held within it with warmth and hold it.

Verbindung

Connection

Sasch (no pronouns) Sasch_Art@gmx.de

Object

untitled

Anna (she/her)

The photograph and the text together represent a perspective on

death that looks toward the future. The photograph symbolically

accompanies the idea of feeling the closeness of the deceased person

beyond death, of feeling connected to them especially in moments of

life. This discrepancy between life and death is not only to be endured,

but to be welcomed as a place where both meet.



Full of life - eine Audiointrospektive

Full of life - an audiointrospective

Marie-Luise Engelmann (she/her)

@marie_luise_engelmann_trauer

Full of Life – Queer Mourning as an Immersive Experience

You will need: Smartphone, headphones

This exhibition piece invites you to experience queer mourning in a

new, immersive way. At its heart is a fifteen-minute audio piece,

conceived as an introspective audio walk through St. Thomas

Cemetery in Berlin, Hermannstraße 180.

By scanning the QR code on the specially designed cemetery map with

a suggested route, visitors can access the audio walk on their own

smartphones. The auditory narrative weaves together personal history

with universal themes of loss, creating an intimate dialogue between

individual reflection and collective memory.

As a funeral celebrant and queer person, I have witnessed how grief

and identity are intertwined. This piece aims to give queer mourning

experiences space and visibility – in a place traditionally dedicated to

remembrance, while dissolving the boundaries between art, memory

culture, and personal transformation.



Liebe meines Lebens

Love of my life

FriedaK (she/her)

I have a progressive illness, am almost completely paralysed and

depend on a breathing machine 24/7. I shared a bedroom with my

spouse for 26 years. 2.5 years ago  we were forced into a distance-

relationship because I require 24-hour intensive care and I had to move

to  a so-called intensive-care shared flat. Despite having a single room,

there is no privacy, no hiding place, no room for intimacy.  Staff

repeatedly enter my room without knocking, some of them touch my

body when and where they decide it´s due. My life depends on their

skills, and I am essentially always in tension.

I was coping reasonably well with the situation – until that moment in

august when I  experienced the situation I describe in the poem while I

was in hospital. 

It was the saddest and, in a way, also the most beautiful, loving

moment of the last few years. Every single time I think back  to it, the

wall that has kept me from despair melts away, and I fall into austerity,

into grief, into longing. 

The poem, translated:

Dormitory in the hospital.// The man next to me is snoring,/ and a sense

of well-being in unexpected depth overcomes me./ I tumble into a

sense of peace/ until sadness hits me/

in gentle waves. // I hear your snoring, / love of my life. 



Lettercase: Shelf 3

Wendepunkte

Turning points

Franzi (she/her)

Diary entry

In November 2021, I lost my sister to suicide. She was 24 years old and

took her own life in a clinic during a psychotic episode with severe

delusions. Her death came suddenly and brutally for us because we

thought she was safe. The last time I saw her before that was about

eight weeks earlier. We sorted through clothes she had accumulated. At

the time, I did not notice her delusions. Talking about her death and

suffering is good for me, but there is often little room for it in everyday

life. I feel that I often do not do justice to the injustice she experienced.

My two contributions are about my experience of loss at different

points in time. My wish is to support other people through the

exhibition and to feel recognised, not alone. And to find a language for

what I often cannot express, without claiming to be exhaustive.

All Cats Are Beautiful

poem by Frauke Tepest (she/her) @frauket45

read by Hugo Tepest (he/him) @hugotepest

painting by Lee Everett Thieler (he/him, they/them) @sub.thieler

The history of the relationship between queer people and their dogs

and cats persisted through many eras. I would say it is a love story in a

brutal yet beautiful world. At least the story of Polly and me is one.

Polly searched for a home for years and became my home. For many

years, she accompanied me, my friends, and my chosen family. This is

dedicated to Polly and to all queer people who have had to say

goodbye to their animals, as well as to their furry companions.



LKW - Lost/Known/Wounded

Sarah (no pronouns)

My father passed away suddenly while at work in December 2024. He

would have turned sixty this year. Our relationship had been marked by

conflict since my childhood, with long periods of silence between us.

While he accepted my queerness, he never fully understood my path in

education – I was the first in my family to attend university, and my

studies in the humanities stood in stark contrast to his life as a truck

driver. Trucks shaped his everyday life; they belong to a world that

remained distant to me, yet one that continues to tie me to him. After

his death, when we sold his collection, I kept this small Milka truck I

used to play with as a child – a fragment of memory holding both

closeness and distance. Through this exhibition, I hope to create space

for a grief shaped as much by loss as by estrangement.

Behalten

Keep

Franzi (she/her)

Sweater in box



Presence in Absence (2025)

Giegold & Weiß @giegoldweiss

Presence in Absence reflects on the fragility of memory and the

materialisation of loss. Encased in epoxy resin are relics – a Pegasus, a

photograph of a footprint, a toy car – that were part of a child's grave

decorations and were stolen from the grave. The work thus addresses

two levels of loss: death and the renewed deprivation of tangible traces

of life. The resin preserves these fragments, making them visible and at

the same time inaccessible.

Giegold & Weiß are an artistic duo who have been working together on

various queer themes since 2011.

dark on light / 2022

Alex Giegold (she/her) @giegoldweiss

The eight-part series dark on light shows snapshots that oscillate

between pain and beauty. The death of a baby is a human experience –

and at the same time a highly taboo one. Not because it is rare, but

because the bottomless nature of this abyss tempts us to turn away in

bewilderment.

Alex Giegold's photographs make us aware that the loss of a child is part

of life. They open up the possibility of talking about the death of

premature babies and the loss of a child with greater mindfulness and

openness. At the same time, the images can become a place of healing

and comfort, helping us to process our own losses.

In its original form, the work consists of eight fine art prints on

aluminium Dibond (50 × 50 cm each). For the exhibition, a leporello was

created that allows the work to be presented in a display case.



danach

after

Lui (no pronouns)

Simultaneity.

My word of the year, and somehow also my realization.

He always apologized, sincerely.

Shortly before he died, I wrote him a poem. He cried with emotion and

placed it next to his pillow, so he could read it again later.

We had planned to go to the sea once more, and now my grief comes in

waves instead.

I paid for part of my mastectomy with what my father left behind, even

though he wouldn’t have wanted that.

I find it funny.

grief cookies

alpha kartsaki (no/any pronouns) @alphakar

From Shakespeare and Schopenhauer to the Beatles, from Rumi, Audre

Lorde, and Joan Didion to Andrea Gibson, Κae Tempest, and Winnie the

Pooh, so many have tried to put grief into words.

Each of these 150 grief cookies is unique, holding a different quote: the

one you pick is the one meant for you.

so much rain

alpha kartsaki (no/any pronouns) @alphakar

Feelings are like the weather.



kleine Splitter der Erinnerung

small fragments of memory

Wim M. Laage @mailvonwim

Based on feelings and perceptions, I often work frommemory –

capturing fleeting moments in order to visualise them abstractly and

make themmore recognisable to myself and more tangible to others.

My focus is primarily on the process. ‘Small fragments of memory’ is a

mosaic tile that I created in memory of my mother. It is accompanied

by excerpts frommy grief diary. My artistic work is always an attempt

to process and transform experiences and feelings.

proud degenerate

gorjeoux moon (she/her) @gorjeoux_moon

The line ‘proud degenerate’ comes from a hip-hop track which I wrote

and produced in summer 2025. it was around this time that I learned

about the pink triangle - the nazi concentration camp symbol for sexual

degenerates.

I initially made this dress to wear on stage but I find myself wearing it

all the time. so much of our queer history is edited out of the narrative

- which is how it can be repeated. I wear it now partly as a reclamation

but also as a reminder, that we have a history, we were always here, and

always will be.
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Neukölln, who supported us with advice and assistance. Thanks also to
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