
A WHIFF OF RAVIOLI— 

AND SUDDENLY, ALL THE MISERY OF CHILDHOOD IS THERE AGAIN:   
  
Review of Andrea Scrima’s Like Lips, Like Skins in the Neue Zürcher Zeitung  

By Paul Jandl (excerpt, January 10, 2022) 

 

    
(…) The family Andrea Scrima describes in Like Lips, Like Skins is without a doubt a debacle; her 

novel, however, is anything but. With tender justice and laconic resistance, it seeks to elucidate 

grievances in family relationships, one might say the injustice of life itself. Scrima has drawn her 

characters with a hyperrealism that calls Duane Hanson’s life-sized sculptures to mind. Which fits the 

story perfectly: the first-person narrator, Felice, grew up on Staten Island, in the shadow of 

Manhattan. Anyone attempting to escape from here has to come up with some kind of plan.   
 
(…) Andrea Scrima studied fine arts in New York and moved to West Berlin of the 1980s; her alter 

ego makes paintings resembling palimpsests. A darkness rises from the deeper layers to the surface in 

a process analogous to the novel’s structure—a “mémoire involontaire” with vignettes of siblings and 

the dubious aromas of a childhood home. Like Lips, Like Skins is a cabinet of mirrors; the figures 

moving within it encounter distorted images of themselves. In the end, there aren’t very many authors 

writing in the literary field today as capable of evoking these images in such detail and with such 

psychological depth as Andrea Scrima.  

https://www.nzz.ch/feuilleton/andrea-scrima-erzaehlt-in-kreislaeufe-von-kindheitstraumen-ld.1663201


NEVER FORGET THAT YOU CAN LEAVE AGAIN— 

Andrea Scrima’s autobiographical novel follows an American artist living in Germany  

back to the US and her family origins 
 
Review of Like Lips, Like Skins for the Frankfurter Allgemeine Zeitung 

By Maria Frisé (excerpt, April 8, 2022) 

 

“I’d never survive in the US,” Andrea Scrima once said in an interview. At the time, the reference  

was to Trump’s America—but one could also apply it to her family background, which she’s portrayed 

in two unequivocally autobiographical novels (A Lesser Day, and now Like Lips, Like Skins).  

A scholarship to the art academy enabled the author to move to Germany; she lives in Berlin and has 

since taken on German citizenship. Yet again and again, the past catches up with her, and feelings of 

guilt surface. Should she have stayed to protect her younger brother from the violence-prone mother, 

who tyrannized her four children and silent husband? This is one of the stories Scrima tells  

in Like Lips, Like Skins.  
 
The novel’s protagonist Felice is, like Andrea Scrima, an artist, and an exhibition sends her back to her 

native New York. Her hopes that things might have improved in her absence prove to be in vain. “Never 

forget that you can leave again”—this is what her partner tries to impress upon her as she’s departing 

Berlin. But before long, she falls prey to the past and the mother’s sudden fits of rage. When she visits  

the old house on Staten Island or the Burger King she worked in at the age of fifteen in a first step toward 

gaining independence from her family, she becomes immersed in painful memories from childhood.  
 
Andrea Scrima is a powerful storyteller with a confident command of the German language.  

In collaboration with Christian von der Goltz, she translates her English-language manuscripts into 

German, as she’s now done masterfully for Like Lips, Like Skins (German edition: Kreisläufe, 

Literaturverlag Droschl, 2021).  

https://www.faz.net/aktuell/feuilleton/buecher/andrea-scrimas-autobiographischer-kuenstlerinnenroman-17946248.html?premium#void
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Andrea Scrima is so many things (...) basically, you could say that she’s primarily a visual artist,  

and that art informs her widely acclaimed novel Like Lips, Like Skins. (...) And yet it’s up to us—and 

our booksellers’ honor—to keep books like these on the market. This podcast supports this effort.  
 
(...) We witness the protagonist Felice as she goes about unraveling her family’s story, a feat she 

performs largely through her art—that’s the genius of this book. Like Lips, Like Skins is mainly based 

on perception; when it takes a small coffee stain as its point of departure, it spreads out into wider 

reflections on how memory works, and how we often only remember the memory of a memory, or the 

story of a memory we’ve told ourselves. Scrima shows us—and this is one of the book’s key motifs—

that our memory is incomplete, and that we have to keep telling ourselves things, that we have to tell 

stories to ourselves over and over again. 
 
Like Lips, Like Skins is also a remarkably complex narrative of a mother-daughter relationship as well 

as a retrospective search for a father who sacrificed his dream of becoming an artist for his family. (...) 

It’s a generous book that succeeds in converting art into words, into language. Scrima achieves this in 

different ways: through meticulously precise descriptions of particular perceptions, and through 

weaving actual artworks into her narrative. At some point, the artist protagonist has a five-thousand-

square-foot space in a warehouse building at her disposal, discovers a tiny hole in one of the windows 

there, and realizes that she can see things at a distance of hundreds of yards through it. When she 

changes her perspective, the image visible through the camera’s lens shifts as well, jumping hundreds 

of yards in either direction. Felice takes a seat behind the camera and waits. Now and again, something 

happens; when a truck appears or a bird flies past, she realizes that she’s unable to press the shutter 

release. She then takes this observation and uses it as a path that carries her back to her family’s story, 

and the way she does this is breathtaking. Scrima’s approach to turning perception into words is 

unique, and it requires a good deal of courage. But the reader has to reckon with the fact that they 

won’t be told the whole story, because the book’s form is fragmentary—which makes perfect sense, 

because in the final analysis it’s the way you think on a day-to-day basis that you apply to your own 

personal biography, and this thinking is also, to a large extent, fragmentary.  
 
(...) Like Lips, Like Skins should be required reading for all art fanatics, because it offers a glimpse 

into the arduous path through the art establishment. I recommend this book to readers interested in 

visual art and perception—but even more to anyone concerned with the problems of biographical 

writing. I’ve seldom read a novel in which the different phases of an individual life were interwoven in 

such a palpable, believable way. A must!  

https://kulturgut.podigee.io/101-criminally-underrated
https://kulturgut.podigee.io/101-criminally-underrated


UNWANTED MEMORIES PERVADE THE MIND:  
 
Review of Andrea Scrima’s new novel Like Lips, Like Skins for Deutschlandfunkkultur 

By Anne Kohlick (excerpt from the radio transcript, October 6, 2021) 

  
 

 
 
A coffee stain on a white stove, tracks in frozen snow: these are the everyday observations that 

Andrea Scrima transforms into poetry in her new novel, Like Lips, Like Skins. Precise, aesthetically 

described, the images they evoke in the mind’s eye are familiar, and yet we’ve never seen them in 

quite this way. They become metaphors for the passing of time, for the comings and goings of 

memory—which is what Scrima’s second novel is all about: memory, recollection, particularly 

trauma that gets passed on from one generation to the next—and finally art as an attempt to, if not 

overcome things, then at least to understand it all.  
 
Again and again, between its temporal layers, the book opens up the various “cans” that memory is 

stored in. And just like with the fabled Pandora’s Box, the moment the lid is removed, dangerous 

forces rush to escape: emotional and physical abuse, mental illness, the devastating after-effects of 

psychopharmaceuticals—and all of it presented in a fragmentary narrative form that echoes the very 

structures our memories operate within.  
 
In contrast to the image the cans suggest—and the author is all too aware of this—we can’t always 

choose what to remember. Some cans are like pressure cookers, others like undetonated bombs, as 

Scrima writes. And just as many memories rise to the surface, triggered, as with Proust’s famous 

madeleine, by a sound or smell, new narrative planes emerge in the novel and remain for the most 

part fragmentary. Like Lips, Like Skins is a wise book about art and trauma; reading it makes even an 

ordinary coffee stain look very different afterwards.  

https://www.deutschlandfunkkultur.de/andrea-scrima-kreislaeufe-erinnerungen-die-ungebeten-ins-100.html


The Power of Appeal—Andrea Scrima and the Art of Understanding Things 
 
Review of Andrea Scrima’s new novel Like Lips, Like Skins by Elisabeth Wagner, taz, 4/21/2022 
 

 
An “I” has to save itself, has to get away from home. Via London, the English Channel, and the East 

German transit route to West Berlin and a winter that smells like coal dust and bites the lungs. A single 

furious first paragraph is enough for the escape, a single breath. One could almost say the text inhales. 

It does this to remember: out of love, out of fear, for reasons that go deep and don’t lend themselves to 

being easily summarized, whose urgency, however, is beyond question in the prose of the New York-

born writer and artist Andrea Scrima. 
 
(…) The world and the narrator’s own life present her with scenes of varying degrees of danger. As 

moments of decision, of escalation, of quiet observation that is anything but harmless. The “I” draws a 

brush across a canvas and watches the excess paint collapse to either side; tracks in snow melt, freeze 

over, wear away. Dreams are a part of reality, a parallel world that leads to new discovery. The text 

retains its inner logic with virtuosic ease. How lightly and yet how powerfully this “I” holds the 

narrative reins in her hand.  
 
(…) In every family, says the first-person narrator, there is a geometry at work, a concatenation of 

secrets and taboos. Scrima, who translated Like Lips, Like Skins together with Christian von der Goltz, 

incorporated both fictional and autobiographical material into the novel. Like the “I” of the book, she 

was born in New York, lives in Berlin, and has a son. The author lends the narrator several of her 

artworks, as well as much in the characters of the parents. Yet Scrima rejects the label of autofiction. 

The term causes people to underestimate the importance of the form, she explains in a mail, and one 

would like to respond that it’s hard to imagine not admiring the formal sophistication of this book. The 

delicate transitions between grammatical forms of past and present, for instance, which slip by 

unnoticed as one moves through time and space. Indeed, there’s great precision in the way recurrent 

patterns demarcate the various layers of experience. So precisely that one could read this novel as a 

work of poetic research that tells the story of the end of a depression and takes on the spell of 

repetition in its own injured and, yes, passionate way. So much happens in this wise and beautiful 

book, and it’s all described without the slightest hint at an exclamation mark. The power of its appeal 

is all the stronger for it.  

https://taz.de/Roman-von-Andrea-Scrima/!5848901/


ANDREA SCRIMA: LIKE LIPS, LIKE SKINS 

Review of a new novel in Hotlist 

By Nicoletta Kiss (excerpt, April 1, 2022) 

 

How do we become who we are? Is it possible, in spite of the physical givens we were born with, 

to escape our origins? The deeply tragic novel Kreisläufe (Eng: Like Lips, Like Skins) by the 

American artist and author Andrea Scrima explores these questions. This is her second brilliant 

novel after Wie viele Tage (Eng.: A Lesser Day, 2018) to be published in German by 

Literaturverlag Droschl. 
 
The setting of the story is the East Village and West Berlin artists’ circles of the 1980s. At home 

in both worlds, the author takes us to various New York bars, seedy diners, laundromats, and the 

facades of soot-blackened Berlin buildings of earlier days, the cheap cold-water flats with coal 

ovens and pipes bursting in the winter. Andrea Scrima excels at creating atmosphere. Her 

poetically dense language gives rise to parallels between places and the recollections of her 

characters, which are pieced together like a mosaic.  
 
There’s a geometry at work in each family, Scrima writes, invisible lines connecting people, 

separating people and their secrets and taboos. The youngest daughter, Felice, senses a “blind 

spot” in her own family, something she’s never been able to fully understand. She eventually 

flees from the mother’s choleric fits, across the Atlantic to West Berlin, where she meets the 

journalist Micha and searches for personal happiness and fulfillment in art. Micha’s past is also 

full of secrets, many of which he’s unable to articulate in words. At first, Felice only catches bits 

and pieces of the trauma inflicted on him in a juvenile delinquent facility in the former GDR. 

Eventually, she probes the blind spots in the history of East Germany (. . .).  

https://morehotlist.com/2022/04/01/andrea-scrima-kreislaufe-literaturverlag-droschl/


LIKE LIPS, LIKE SKINS 

Review of Andrea Scrima’s new novel for literaturblatt.ch 
 
By Gallus Frei-Tomic, January 22, 2022 

 

  
Four years ago, Andrea Scrima’s literary debut A Lesser Day was already an epiphany. Now, with her 

second novel, Like Lips, Like Skins, Scrima deserves a far wider audience.  
 
All readers know that certain books are capable of generating a very special resonance. Sometimes it’s 

the themes that appeal or repel or in any case fascinate. And sometimes it’s the language, the sound of 

the words, the images that rise up from the page. With Like Lips, Like Skins, Andrea Scrima achieves 

everything a novel can do, at least for me. Her call to “imagine this” was so intense and worked its way 

through me to such an extent that, once I finished the book, I sat there somewhat stunned and began 

leafing back to revisit all the scenes I’d underlined and slip back under that warm blanket.  
 
At one point in the story, after Felice has already begun enjoying some success as an artist, she flies 

back to New York to put up an exhibition in a gallery. Years have passed; encouraged by her friend 

Micha, she decides to confront the trauma of her agonizing relationship to a mother who tormented the 

family with her unpredictability, her explosions of rage, her way of interpreting the world according to 

her own whims. Felice has barely arrived, and already she’s struggling—and in this struggle she senses 

that she’s not only at risk of losing her family ties, but also her own self.  
 
Like Lips, Like Skins is crafted as an act of retrospection. The first half of the book is dedicated to the 

mother, the second to a largely silent father who recorded what seemed important to him in calendar 

journals Felice saves from certain destruction and pores through after his death. What so moved me 

about the book is not the story of a woman’s emancipation, or the family drama, or the poison that  

eats its way through relationships, but the way in which Andrea Scrima approaches her subject  

matter—the way she conjures words and pictures at the same time. Here is an author who writes in  

polyphony, who layers her images and then peels the layers away to reveal the cracks in the paint.  

The author is uninterested in revelation or exposure. Like Lips, Like Skins is a series of images  

that show us how to see.  

 

 

https://literaturblatt.ch/andrea-scrima-kreislaeufe-droschl/


Andrea Scrima: Kreisläufe  

Review of Andrea Scrima’s new novel Like Lips, Like Skins by Petra Lohrmann  

 

Gute Literatur—Meine Empfehlung, October 2021 

 

 
 

 

“ […] if we could only put the past and the mistakes of the people who made us, and then nearly 

broke us, behind us, we could be happy.” This unbelievably good, frank, authentic, moving novel is 

set in New York and Berlin; the first-person narrator is the artist Felice, who grew up in New York, 

left home under dire circumstances, and studied fine arts in a quest for personal freedom. The East 

Village of the 1980s is like a giant laboratory, which she soon leaves to move to Berlin, a city with 

“its own particular brand of nowhere” and a perfect match for Felice’s “state of suspension.” 
 
“It wasn’t enough to leave home, was it? I had to leave the country to get far enough away from 

her.” The person referred to here, in the novel’s opening sentence, is the mother, a woman with a 

rage boiling inside her that discharges itself on her children on a regular basis. Blows rain down, 

objects are hurled across the room; the children live in “a state of perpetual anxiety,” which is 

“written into [their] nervous system” forever after.  
  
[…] Parallel to these personal memories, the author creates portraits of the cities of New York  

and Berlin. The relationship between East and West Germany, the fall of the Berlin Wall and 

German Reunification are themes Scrima addresses incisively. We also meet her partner Micha, 

who grew up in the GDR, spent three years in a juvenile detention facility, and was then 

expatriated to West Berlin at the age of eighteen. This period of incarceration and the things  

that were done to him there have left an indelible mark on his life.  
  
While in Micha’s case it’s state power that’s caused him to live in a kind of inner bunker of  

fear, for Felice it’s her mother’s violence. Yet the two find it difficult to understand one another,  

particularly when “cans” of memory are opened and a stream of traumatic memory leaks out.  
 
The artist and author Andrea Scrima, born 1960 in New York and living in Berlin since 1984, 

expertly weaves dense images out of the book’s many threads to create a portrait of a woman who 

comes to understand how “each generation [is] blindly, unknowingly conscripted in a mission to 

correct the failures and heartaches of the one preceding it, to undo the damage of time.”  
 
[…] Chapter by chapter, through various reflections, revisitations of the past, dreams and 

nightmares: to follow the course of Felice’s thinking and to accompany this courageous protagonist 

as she tracks the movements of her own mind—to revel in Scrima’s precision of language and depth 

of psychological understanding—makes reading this book worthwhile in every sense of the word.  

https://www.gute-literatur-meine-empfehlung.de/autoren-m-z/scrima-andrea/andrea-scrima-kreisläufe/


Andrea Scrima: Kreisläufe  

Review of Andrea Scrima’s new novel Like Lips, Like Skins by Marina Buettner 

Literaturleuchtet, May 12, 2022  

 

Like Lips, Like Skins is the second novel by the artist Andrea 

Scrima after A Lesser Day, which I read (and reviewed)  

with great pleasure in 2018. As with her first book, it’s the 

language, the articulation of inner processes and reflections, 

the many complexities and overlapping layers that make this 

work so unique. While A Lesser Day was primarily about the 

paths a life takes and the various locations of a person’s past 

and present, Like Lips, Like Skins focuses on the protagonist’s 

relationships to her mother, father, and partner.  

The artist Felice lives in Berlin; when she has her first solo 

exhibition in her native New York, she travels home to spend 

some time with her mother. As soon as she enters the house, 

she becomes enveloped by the bleak atmosphere of childhood. 

Right at the start, Scrima describes wonderfully what happens 

next: Felice opens a kitchen cupboard and a can of food falls 

out on top of her. From this point on, one metaphoric can after 

the next is opened, each of them potent symbols brimming 

with memories, the majority of which are anything but 

pleasurable. Gradually, shifting back and forth in time, we’re 

taken deeper into the protagonist’s past, and the picture of a 

dysfunctional family emerges with increasing clarity.  

 

 

 
A tension prevails between the daughter and her unpredictable, manipulative mother, one that separates them like  

an invisible wall. In the second part of Like Lips, Like Skins, the focus is on the father, whose calendar diaries Felice 

finds years after his death and takes back with her to Berlin. Poring through them, she discovers that her father 

suffered from clinical depression, that he intermittently resorted to psychotropic drugs, that he had to work 

constantly to support the family. While each of the father’s journals rekindles memories and brings to life the 

protagonist’s inner images, certain things remain shrouded in obscurity. Scrima bases her writing closely on the  

diary entries, which for the most part consist of key words and phrases. The events they refer to aren’t particularly 

spectacular; many are about work or the weather, or they record minor household purchases. The form of the writing 

is different than in the first part of the book: dreams and their potential interpretations take on an important role. 
 
Both Parts One and Two of Like Lips, Like Skins focus on Felice’s relationship to Micha, who grew up in the GDR and 

was imprisoned at a young age because of his resistance to the socialist system. The events have left him traumatized: 

after the fall of the Berlin Wall, he initially enjoys his newly gained freedom, but the past soon catches up with him and 

he withdraws into himself, becoming more and more mistrustful. Scrima describes with great clarity and urgency the 

degree to which the changes caused by the fall of the Wall unmoored a population suddenly forced to live under an 

entirely different and disorienting form of government, which in some cases threw people completely off track.  
 
This is a novel so skillful in terms of language and so refined on a formal level that the impression it leaves on the 

reader cuts deep. Scrima articulates memories in such a way as to illuminate them. Passages in which almost nothing 

occurs, that merely capture a moment, a reflection, a feeling, and then expand these through rumination and further 

investigation and convert them into literature: these passages are particularly intense and captivating.  

Like Lips, Like Skins is a book that glows!  

https://literaturleuchtet.wordpress.com/2022/05/12/andrea-scrima-kreislaufe-literaturverlag-droschl/


DECODING A LANGUAGE 
 
Interview with Andrea Scrima about Like Lips, Like Skins, Part One (English language) 

Three Quarks Daily, Dec. 20, 2021 
 

  
“The first-person narrator is haunted by memories she’s powerless to resist; she suffers from 

recurrent dreams. The conclusions she draws are not, however, necessarily correct. Felice sees 

things, she understands things, but like the other characters in the book, she’s prevented from 

gaining a certain insight into herself. This disjointedness is transferred onto the reader. It leads to 

a feeling of unease, but also to a porosity that’s not all that different from the sensitivity required 

to make works of art. Just as dreams follow an inner logic that can’t be reduced to any one 

unequivocal interpretation, art’s formal language can convey perceptual phenomena that are 

fragile, ephemeral, that don’t easily lend themselves to words. And so the book makes a strong 

case for art, expressed, I hope, in a language accessible to readers not particularly versed in the 

visual. Because in the end, it’s the reader’s own mental images I’m interested in activating, as 

these are the more personal, powerful ones. 

 

“(…) Writing in the first-person singular means that you can’t analyze a character on a meta-level 

or from a distance, you have to make them do things, dream, talk, think. This establishes a closer 

link to the reader. I gave Felice certain elements from my life, I gave her Staten Island and Berlin 

and some of my art—to an extent, I even lent her my own late parents. This can be misleading, of 

course, and it can mean that people confuse the character with the author. However, if you start 

reading the book in an ‘autofictional’ manner, you’d have to become skeptical at the very latest 

with the character of Micha. I’ve been living in Berlin for 37 years and wanted to write about my 

adopted home. It was clear to me that my view of Germany would be perceived as that of an 

outsider, a foreigner, even if I’ve spent my entire adult life here. And so I designed a fictional 

character to speak in my stead; over time it became increasingly clear to me that this person had 

to come from the East. Micha was a vehicle for me to lend a face to some of my own 

observations on a divided Germany and German Reunification. I live between these two cultures, 

I have both an inside and an outside view of the two countries. As a former inmate in a GDR 

juvenile detention facility who never really gained a foothold in the West, Micha is also caught 

between cultures. He’s stuck in this dilemma, but as a German he has the authority to articulate 

his thoughts about this country. And so suddenly, the figure of Felice could become his 

counterpart and take on the role of the somewhat clueless American. This is where an attentive 

reader would have to notice that the first-person narrator can’t be autofictional—because Micha 

and his observations are of course the author’s thoughts, statements, and hypotheses. In other 

words, Micha c’est moi.”

 

https://3quarksdaily.com/3quarksdaily/2021/12/decoding-a-language-an-interview-with-andrea-scrima-about-her-new-novel-like-lips-like-skins.html


DECODING A LANGUAGE 
 
Interview with Andrea Scrima about Like Lips, Like Skins, Part Two (English language) 

Three Quarks Daily, Feb. 14, 2022 
 

 
 
“I’m driven by the idea of bringing contemporary art a little closer to readers not normally all that 

familiar with it. This is a work of literature, after all, and not aesthetic theory. And so the 

concepts are somewhat simplified, and even if some of the passages are still pretty abstract, I 

hope the human connection comes across easily enough. Because the art in this book is only one 

component in a larger work that addresses many other themes: family, trauma, parents, children, 

getting older. (…)  
 
“In Like Lips, Like Skins, I describe the painting process to invoke a particular way of seeing 

things: 

Something had changed: there was a space I could enter now, an air that felt easier to 

breathe. It was as though the painting and my imagination were part of a single 

continuum, as though the layers emerging from beneath its rainy, weathered-looking 

surface were made up of the same fluid element as my mind. Art is about perception, I 

thought as I sank into a chair. It’s not just about making things, it’s about seeing them, 

like the way the wind eddies around a corner and carries a plastic bag along in its invisible 

dance—the wind is there, and although the plastic bag is required to visualize it, to add 

the ink to the brush as it describes its coils and glyphs, its sweeping strokes and trembling 

hesitations, what it’s really about is the wind and the fact that it’s invisible and that I 

nevertheless understand it, know it in my heart and my gut and my bones. 
 
“(…) When this way of seeing is carried over into the ‘ordinary’ world, when Felice observes 

everyday situations and describes them with her artistic eye, it’s clear that it’s less a matter of art 

as such and more about perception: about a certain way of encountering the world. It’s about 

patterns, but it’s also about simple correspondences and the ability to notice them. Everyone tries 

to find meaning in their life, and we attempt, for the most part, to create that meaning by telling 

each other stories, or passing on family traditions, or leaving a legacy of some kind. Some people 

cultivate a kind of ‘magical thinking’: they develop antennae for coincidences, they believe in 

signs and omens. We tell ourselves stories in response to an injury, a crime, a personal failure, 

and so on—or simply in response to the passing of time, to mortality. We tell ourselves stories to 

make sense of our lives. But one can also accept the world, as chaotic as it is, exactly as it is—

without any visible order, without any ostensible meaning—and leave it to its veiled congruities, 

its clandestine rhymes. Be content with it, with observing its phenomena directly, in a purely 

visual, purely phenomenological way. Recognizing its repetitions of form, its ‘fragile causality,’ 

as you put it. The book’s formal qualities draw on this.”

 

https://3quarksdaily.com/3quarksdaily/2022/02/decoding-a-language-part-two-an-interview-with-andrea-scrima-about-her-new-novel-like-lips-like-skins.html

	Scrima NZZ eng
	FAZ_Scrima
	Dussmann ENG
	Scrima DFK eng
	Scrima EW eng
	Scrima Hotlist ENG
	Scrima LBCH eng
	Gute Literatur
	literaturleuchtet
	3Quarks1
	3Quarks2
	Scrima FAZ eng.pdf
	NEVER FORGET THAT YOU CAN LEAVE AGAIN—




