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Imre Bartok (Madarsko) Imre Bartok (Hungary)

Imre Barték (1985, Budapest) je madarsky Imre Barték (1985, Budapest) is a Hungarian
spisovatel’a literarny kritik. Je autorom troch writer and literary critic. He is the author
literdrnovednych a filozofickych prac (Celan. of three works on literature and philosophy
Poézia poskodeného Zivota; Rilke. Ornament (Celan. Poetry of the Damaged Life; Rilke.

a smrt: Falony alef. Poéiatok a temporalita), Ornament and Death; The False Aleph.

Siestich romdanov (Kov; Rok potkana; Rok Beginning and Temporality), six novels

zajaca; Rok kozy; Videl som krajinu hmly; (Metal; The Year of the Rat; The Year of the

Rozostavané Jericho), jednej divadelnej hry Hare; The Year of the Goat; | Have Seen the

(Goebbels), jednej zbierky basni (Moja draha Land of Fog; Jericho Under Construction),

opica, Vergilius) a dvoch knih pre deti. one play (Goebbels), one book of poetry

Je drzitelom mnohych madarskych (My Dear Ape, Vergil) and two

literdrnych oceneni, vratane Ceny Attilu children'’s books.

Hazaia (2016) a Baumgartenovej ceny He is the recipient of numerous national

(2020). awards, including the Hazai Attila Literary
Prize (2016) and the Baumgarten Prize
(2020).

Imre Bartok
HU



Postraz mi ho, prosim
(dryvok)

UZ oddavna si pre miia peniaze vSetko.

Pravdepodobne sa to zadalo vtedy, ked'mi star4 mama dala do ruky péar forintov a poslala ma do tra-
fiky na rohu kipit si Gokoladu. Odvtedy som uz nikdy neokUsil takd moc: quid pro quo. Na navétevu
k starej mame sme chodili s mamou vo dvojici, ja som si vyzul topanocky, ony sa hodiny medzi sebou
rozpréavali o vSelijakych dospelackych a nejasnych veciach, z ktorych som nerozumel ani slovo. Vtedy
sa nado mnou obéas zlutovali a raz, ked'som skleslo sedel v rohu pod vahou stuchnutych knih, dostal
som aj cvendziace zlato. Gestu nechybal dobry Gmysel, no nemozno vyl(8it, Ze sa takto chceli aspon
na par mindt zbavit dietata, haliaceho sa do mikvosti, aby, hoci oneskorene, naplnilo imperativ Nicht-
vordemkind. Nieéo z toho véetkého som musel tusit aj ja, pretoze sa mi zdalo znepokojujice, Ze by
som sa v tomto poloSerom dome, v tejto poloSerej §tvrti oddelil od mamy a sdm sa vydal na cestu; nie,
doma by sa nikdy nemohlo stat, Ze by ma mama pustila na ulicu samého, a predsa som bol vdaény, ved'
teraz po prvykrat som si mohol vyski3at svet dospelych, teraz po prvykrat som mohol ochutnat dob-
rodruzstva, ktoré na mfia éakali v divokej dZungli pefiazi. Ako to povedal basnik? Vidiet pohlavny organ
penazi ako na pitevnom stole, je v tom mnoho ponauéeni, hlavne, ked'sa ¢lovek aj so svojim vlastnym
este len oboznamuje. Spomedzi rekvizit n48ho materialneho bytia jedine peniaze v sebe bez problé-
mov zjednocuji muzsky a Zensky princip, riadia a odp0&taj0, udia a prinasaji zabudnutie. Peniaze, vy
moje jediné.

V trafike sa ma potom zmocnila nervozita, Ze by som si mohol kipit aj nieGo iné, ako po &o ma poslali.
O&ami som sa dlhsie, ako to bolo dovolené, popéasal na vinovych fladiach, Skatul'kach cigariet, klG&en-
kach, zapalovadoch a ete na dal§ich veciach, na nekoneénom mnoZstve veci, ktoré sa doteraz zdali
nedosiahnutelné, na tomto nendpadnom nehybnom trezore, ku ktorému som mal, prosim, drobugky
klG¢& uz v ruke, a hoci som si nakoniec vzdy vybral ten isty druh Gokolady — kavovy Kapuciner, kedZe ho
mala rada aj mama a ja som in0 ani nepoznal, predsa som vedel, Ze som sa dostal do blizkosti zavrat-
nych mozZnosti a uZ len toto vedomie stacilo, aby som po takychto bezvyznamnych malych vyletoch na
seba hladel ina&. V8etko sa to totiZ stalo viackrat, stokrat, moZno aj tisickréat a pri kazdej prilezitosti
mi bola minca v hrsti ¢oraz povedomejsia.

Raz doslo pri plateni k neoby&ajnému incidentu. Trafikant, mrzuty fGzaty ujo, si podozrievavo preme-
riaval mincu, ktord som dokazal poloZit do mitiéky na pulte len tak, Ze som si stal na §pi¢ky. Bola to
patforintovka a aj dokolada stéla pat forintov, takZe som nikdy neéakal na vydavok, no ked'som videl
jeho reakciu, zarazil som sa. ESte som nevedel, Ze toto zarazenie bola pokojova energia, nehybné na-
patie divej zveri zahnanej do kita.

Toto nie je skutocny peniaz, povedal ujo.
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OkamzZite som pochopil, Ze to je ta najstrasidelnejsia veta, aki som kedy pocul, ba dokonca najstras-
nejsia, ak kedy budem poéut. Toto nie je skutoény peniaz, zopakoval, potom si mincu vloZil do Ust
a zahryzol do nej. Nieco sa s priSernym zvukom zlomilo. Trafikant dlho chrimal. UvaZoval, ¢o so mnou
urobi, no zasiahli moje in&tinkty. Vystrelil som z trafiky, trielil som spét k starej mame.

Srdce mi tak bdsilo, Ze som sa neodvazil vstipit do bytu. V zdhrade som sa potuloval okolo starej
studne. Nedogiahol som na jej okraj. Viytiahol som Kapuciner a hodil som ho do studne. PoGul som, ako
voda dole Zblnkla. Potom som po&ul aj Gosi iné. Na dne studne niekto fu¢al a s ndmahou sa dral nahor.
Napokon sa funiac vztyéilo kusisko chlapa s mohutnou bradou. Povedal, Ze do studne zniesol otravu
na potkany. Tie potkany sa neustale mnoZia. Zjedia otravu a edte aj v smrtelnych kf¢och len trtkajo.
Vylakalo ma, Ze presne rozumiem jeho slovam. Trtkaji aj vtedy, ked'uZ umieraji. Nepochopitelné.
Travi¢ potkanov mi Gokoladu vratil. Povedal, aby som ju nezjedol, namiesto toho by som ju mal radsej
zaniest spat do obchodu, kde som ju kipil. Nieéo také ma vel'kd cenu. MoZno mi ju vymenia. Potom sa
otogil a tarbavo sa vydal smerom k brane. AkoZe to povedal basnik? Zmizol ako &lovek, ktory sa pred
chvilou vynoril zo studne.

Vosiel som do bytu. Nikto si ni¢ nev§imol. Nepytali sa, ¢o mi tak dlho trvalo. Mama podala starej mame
flagtiéku. To je mdj zIdovy kamefi, povedala. Postraz mi ho, prosim. Stard mama, ktora sa v tej chvili
zdala byt ovela skutodnejSou ako mama, jej na oplatku dala vrec(8ko. Boli v iom drobné, vela, vela
patforintoviek.

Z madardiny preloZila Lenka Nagyova



Zodiac
(excerpt)

The first call came sometime in the eighties. My mother picked up the receiver (a big, dead
crab) and listened to the killer breathing on the other end of the line. She waited for a few se-
conds. For half a minute. That was already a long while, the caller should have said something by
then. Mother was silent, didn't ask who the caller was looking for, or what his name was. She
just listened to the heavy, stout, convulsive breathing. For half a minute. A whole minute. Three.
Patience bore its fruit. The person on the other end of the line — whoever he was - finally spoke.
He said, he will kill. He said, you can procreate all you want, but | will take away your children, those
who are already born and those who are yet to come into this world. Mother was atten-
tive, massaging her belly with her left hand. | will come for them, he said with words escaping
from under the ebb of his breathing. | will come for them. Some people carry a gun, others
wear their hair differently. | can see it in our street as well, all kinds of strange characters wal-
king around, some going to the puppet-show, some going to the Academy. The scientists step-
ping out of the compartments are like a giant teardrop shed by the paternoster. Frantic, pre-
occupied faces above the perfectly varnished oak tables that have little drawers, vials, and
paper-knives. They just stare. Only elephants can stoop the way they do. This, too, belongs
to this decade, so much so that it outlives it; these people brim over into the next one, and then
again, repeating the feat many times, vegetating through the era like pillar saints on fragile chairs.
The telephone rings again. We're six years old at this time, me and my twin siblings. We are loafing
around inside an inflatable swimming pool that fills the whole room. Waiting for our lives to happen,
for life to give us a wink through the window. Nothing happens, the phone keeps ringing, it is difficult
to get out of the pool; for years to come if any of us attempts to climb out, dash across the bedroom,
stand atop the footstool, and, straining every little muscle in their bodies, tries to reach the receiver —
failure is the result. We listen, and this becomes our new preoccupation. We listen to our mother
speaking.

The calls become more frequent, mother's voice changes — today | would say that it becomes
distorted —, and soon, out of all this, we are able to draw patterns on the larynx of our rubber ducks.
On certain days, the Zodiac calls on the phone.

On such days itis not only mother's face that changes. (We get a glimpse into the depths of its natural
asymmetry, her startlingly premature and tremulous wrinkles take shape and deepen in front of our
eyes, we watch her hands and her fingers, we don't see her body but only the hands, and we observe
how every day small bits of her fingers vanish away and the web between them thins out.) It is not
change - it is disappearance. We change. The bathwater slowly cools down, the plastic breaks, and
school starts. Pen-boxes instead of remote controls, pencils instead of crayons. Instead of big, happy
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canvasses we get copybooks with margins so we can scrawl our crooked letters in them. | know how
to write, but | can't draw the letters the way they expect me to. | write and | read, yet this confusing
haze of tiny angles evokes only reproachful frowns from the teachers. | get no sympathy down in the
canteen either, they toss the chocolate bar in front of me as if they got wind of my wrongdoings.

At home, the telephone rings even at times when no one is there to pick it up. The Zodiac is impatient.
How easily a decade goes by. It rings and the enormous receiver, this obsolete surgical instrument, is
jumping wildly, tossing and turning like the frogs do every Wednesday. (The hatred against cabinets,
test-tubes, and diagonals develops simultaneously.)

And then comes the dreadful moment. | am alone at home. | do not know where the others are -
they're nowhere. | don't even know how many we are. Three, four, but there can easily be eight of us
- sometimes there are eight or ten people around, | don't know. There is no one here now. | am in my
room, surrounded by all kinds of plastic, and | think about homework, the teachers, lunch. The phone
starts ringing.

| know it's the caller who is behind my mother's wrinkles, our indoor swimming pool, the teachers in
school. The Zodiac is calling. It rings like the slow, sluggish, powerful crunch of gravel under caterpillar
tracks. The phone, that black crab, is ringing. | stand motionless and think that the ringing will stop
soon, but it doesn't, and the more | think about this, the longer the silences in between grow, yet the
ringing doesn't stop, and when | think that this will be the last sound, it rings again.

| walk across the halls and parlours, slouch under the chandelier, open the last door, stand atop the
footstool, and wait.

If it rings again, I'll pick it up. But it will not ring again, it's done, | waited long enough, it cannot
possibly ring again, it's unthinkable for someone to keep trying this long. Our bookshelves are really
high, | observe while surveying the dry branches close by. The windows are so filthy, the streets are so
grey. Where did everyone disappear?

| am stepping off the footstool, that is, | am about to, | lift my left foot, feeling for the parquet floor,
when the phone rings again.

| pick it up.

Heavy breathing. The distant noises of a summer cottage. Butterflies. Cages. Dogs. Lakeside, reed,
the sharp, discreet light of the sunset. Someone inhaling with difficulty.

Who is it, | ask.

Heavy breathing.

You are the son, right, he says finally.

Very good, he adds.

| know where you live.

| know who you are.

| know everything about you.

A couple of weeks, and I'll be there.



Perhaps even earlier, the nights are getting colder up here.

It's still warm down there.

| hear, it's warm there.

| can imagine what it's like.

But | don't want to imagine it.

| want to see it with my own eyes.

Translated by Szabolcs Ldszlo
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Stefan Beuse (Nemecko)

Stefan Beuse (1967) pracoval ako
copywriter, fotograf a novindr. Je autorom
viacerych romdnov, mnohych poviedok,
niekol'kych scendrov aj dvoch detskych

knih. Za svoje diela bol viackrdat oceneny.

Je trojndsobnym lauredtom literdrnej ceny
mesta Hamburg. Jeho romany Kometen
(Kométy) a Meeres Stille (Ticho mora) boli
sfilmované a medzindrodne ocenené. V roku
2002 vysla vo vydavatelstve Drewo a srd jeho
kniha Strielame gumickami do hviezd. Jeho
najnovsim romdnom je Das Buch der Wunder
(Kniha zdzrakov). Zije v Hamburgu.

Stefan Beuse
DE

Stefan Beuse (Germany)

Stefan Beuse (1967) lives in Hamburg. He
worked as a copywriter, photographer and
Jjournalist.

He is the author of numerous books, e. g.:
Kometen (Kiepenheuer und Witsch), Die
Nacht der Kénige, (Piper), Meeres Stille
(Piper), Alles was du siehst (C. H. Beck). He
is a three-time winner of the Hamburger
Literaturférderpreis (Hamburg Literary
Prize). He was poet in residence at Cornell
University in Ithaca, New York. His novels
Kometen and Meeres Stille have been made
into films and received international awards.
His last novel is Das Buch der Wunder.



Co je Stastie

1.

Navdkol vladne noc.

Do lesa neprenika svetlo. Cez def vidime nejasné obrysy. Vecer nas ohefi zmeni na tiene.

Nik nevie, ako dlho tam uz tréime. Nikto netusi, &i z hory v6bec vyjdeme. Nas Zivot pred prichodom
zostal len matnou spomienkou, nevyraznou ako Ziara, ktora ob&as prenikne cez tfnie, ako odlesk bez
sily a smeru.

Vieme, Ze vonku Ziari sInko. Vieme to, pretoZe svietilo vZdy. Kto sa v8ak narodil tu, nepamata si svetlo
ani teplo. Kto sa narodil tu, povaZuje hlboky les za jediny mozny svet.

Klaméri! hovoria nam, ked'rozpravame o svete vonku. Sinko neexistuje! Ani obloha, ani hviezdy, ani
trava. To sU taraniny, namietajd, a my s nimi sGcitime, lebo nepoznaji skutoény svet. Zato oni s nami
maj0 sUcit, pretozZe verime v svet, aky nejestvuje.

Z t0Zob ste nestastni, tvrdia. Tie vade sny a povedadky!

Odkial'to viete? pytame sa. Odkial'mézZete vediet, &o je tastie?

2.

Mame strom. Luz a ja. Strom pIny hadov. Kazda rodina dostane celkom na zaciatku strom.

Hady vedia lietat. Kazd( noc k ndm prichadzaji dravce a Skorpiény. No Luz ani mne sa nié nestane.
Akoby niekto chcel, aby sme prezili Gplne do konca. LenZe taky ,niekto" neexistuje. Ani konca niet.
Zostali sme iba my.

3.

Na lese leZi kliatba, hovori sa. Kliatba z davnych &ias. Les je vel'ky ako cela krajina a taky stary, Ze nik
nevie jeho meno. Nazov je napisany na hrdzavom &tite, ktory visi na retazi pri vstupe. LenZe pismo nik
nepredita ani jazyku nik nerozumie.

Hréovité stromy prerastaji jeden cez druhy. HGStavu zaplnilo ténie. Do lesa neprenikne nid. Ani dazd.
Ani svetlo. Ani vietor. Kto dori vojde, hovori sa, uZ z neho nevyjde.

A
Les sa deli na Gasti, ktoré sa v kruhoch §iria smerom od stredu. Uprostred sa vraj nachadza jediny
svetly bod. Tam, v striebornej plechovej bide, Zije on.

Nik ho nevidel. Nikto nevie, ¢i naozaj existuje. Niektori tvrdia, Ze davno zomrel. Ini nadobudli presved-
&enie, Ze disponuje magickymi silami, vie sa stat neviditelnym, alebo na seba berie podoby zvierat. Zije
v dome, ktory od sIneénych lG&ov iskri a prisne ho strazia.

Svetlo ni&i zrak, vravia. Iba on sa nafi smie divat.
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5.

Ked'Zijed v lese. Ked' Zijes v lese tak dlho, Ze ho navdkol ani nevnimasg. Ked' ta celé roky obklopuje hora.
Vtedy sa pre teba les stane svetom a ¢ierna jedinou farbou.

Cas odmeriavaji stupne &iernej. Ked' dokazed rozpoznat udi, trva defi. Ked'vidié len tiene, nastala
noc. Tma vonku je tu v lese najjasnejsia hodina.

Jedného dia sa vnimanie posunie, uZ citis$ teplo aj v chlade a v tichu poc¢uje$ dych stromov. Nosom
zachyti$ aj hnilobu pod zemou a rozpoznas véne vo vzduchu.

Potom uz citi$ aj svetlo medzi stromami. V listoch, zvieratach i ludoch. Nie preto, lebo Zije$ v lese. Ani
preto, Ze ti tma ukazuje duchov. Rozvija sa ti zmysel, ktory nepoznéas.

Uvedomujes si to, ale nevie§, o si podat. Nemas 3ajnu, &i ide o ozajstné svetlo, ale nech uZ je to do-
kol'vek, svieti to a jagé sa a Ziari, ob&as tak slabo, Ze to ledva postrehnes. Vnimas to vo v8etkom, hybe
sa to ako dych. Nepripomina ti to nié, do pozna$, ale skis si predstavit, Ze vidi§ dych, ktory prenika
kazdym telom a kazdym stromom. Aj v najhustejSom chrasti, aj v poslednom vyschnutom t#ni. Napifia
to povetrie, ktoré nazyvas vzduch. Mnohych I'udi to obklopuje modro a fialovo a Zlto a zeleno, a niekto-
rych strieborno.

Skus si predstavit, Ze sa raz rano zobudi$ a tvoja dcéra je z Sistého zlata.

G.

Nenavist je Gierna. Nenavist a smitok a strach s0 Gierne a nepreniknutelné a tazké. Ete prenika
svetlo, lebo svetlo sa nikdy nemeni. Rozdiel spociva len v priepustnosti.

7.

Naozaj existuje iny svet? spyta sa Luz.

Zalezi na tom? opadim.

Chcem ist za nim, povie ona. Chcem vediet, kto to je.

To sa neda a dobre to vie$, odpoviem.

Chcem sa s nim porozpréavat!

Do stredu sa nik nedostane, Luz. Nikto neprenikne ani do blizkosti najvnitornejsieho okruhu.
Chcem ist k nemu, mami. Tézim vidiet sinko.

8.

Este raz sa vyspime a vyrazime. Nié so sebou odtial' neberieme a ni¢ nenechame za sebou. Vietko
nosime neustéle so sebou.

V lese ziji leopardy a hyeny. V zamorenych riekach a moc&iaroch sa ukryvaji krokodily. V hroboch lezia
mftvoly.

Teraz, ked'mame ciel, dostavi sa strach.



Tu.

Teraz.

Tu.

Teraz.

Tak znie rytmus nasich krokov.

Ostré tfne driapu ako paziry. Krvacajo ndm nohy, tak si ich obviazeme zdrapmi, o visia na krikoch.
Zatiname zuby. Ked'je p6da pod nohami pevna a chladna, pohladzame ju bosymi chodidlami. Opatrne
balansujeme na kmefoch, ked'prekraéujeme mocariska.

Sme ticho ako piesen v nasich hlavach a Sepkame si ako vietor.

0.

Ked'sme edte udrziavali kontakt s lud'mi, zakladali sme ohne. KaZzdy doniesol, o mal, a nikdy toho
nebolo primalo.

Ked'sa teraz priblizime k cudzim stromom, zizaj0 na nés. Co chcete, hovoria ich pohlady. Preéo dolie-
zate na nase Ozemie? Ani sami nemame dostatok, ni¢ tu pre vas nie je!

Chceme sa dostat do stredu, povieme a na chrbtoch citime ich pohlady.

10.

Ked'dorazime k hrobke, ovali nas taky zapach, Ze odlomime vetvicky, drzime si ich pod nosmi a vdy-
chujeme zvy$ky prenikavej véne. Dychame Gstami, na jazykoch citime smrt a natiahneme si cez pol
tvare kosele.

Kyvneme na seba, zadrzime vzduch a rozbehneme sa nahor po nasype, a potom zasa dolu, ani sa nedi-
vame nadol, len priamo na druh( stranu. Mienime sa tam dostat rychlej8ie ako my$lienky, ktoré chce-
me pochopit. Utekdme dolu brehom, letime strmhlav a 8kripeme zubami.

Skoc&ime, naskakuje nam husia koZa, cesta, dotyk, nevieme, aky je to pocit, nechceme nié citit, nech
je to ako zem, ako elasticka podlaha, ktora odpruZzi a udrzi nas, ale nie je to tak, dopad pdsobi skér ako
krov nad vratkymi a klzkymi konarmi. Zbadam, ako sa Luz dvoma, troma skokmi dostane na opac¢n0
stranu a pytam sa, ako sa jej to podarilo, lebo chodidlo mi zrazu skizne do diery a padam, zlomi sa mi
noha, uviaznem a daéo praskavé, bahnité a kalné ma silno taha dnu. SnaZim sa oslobodit horn{ éast
tela, ohanam sa rukou, 8kriabem cez hmyriacu, bzuéiacu, hlienovitd masu chrobace, tiel a éervov, o
ma s kazdym pohybom stahuje hlbsie.

Luz to dokaze, to uz viem. V strede sa napokon stretne s dietatom. To dieta budem ja.

Do lesa nepreniké svetlo.

Z nemdiny preloZil Michal Hvorecky
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Was Gliick ist

1.

Um uns ist Nacht. In den Wald dringt kein Licht. TagsUber sehen wir Schemen. Nachts macht uns das
Feuer zu Schatten.

Niemand weiR, wie lange wir jetzt hier sind. Keiner weiR, ob wir den Wald je wieder verlassen. Un-
ser Leben vor dem Wald ist eine Erinnerung, fahl wie der Schein, der es manchmal durch die Dornen
schafft, ein Abglanz ohne Kraft und ohne Richtung.

Wir wissen, da drauRen ist die Sonne. Wir wissen das, weil sie immer da war. Aber wer hier geboren
ist, hat keine Erinnerung an Licht und an Warme. Wer hier geboren ist, hélt das Innere des Waldes fir
die einzig moégliche Welt.

lhr seid LUgner, sagen sie, wenn wir von drauRen erzéhlen. Es gibt keine Sonne. Es gibt keinen Himmel,
keine Sterne, kein Gras. Das sind Geschichten, sagen sie, und wir haben Mitleid mit ihnen, weil sie
die wirkliche Welt nicht kennen. Sie aber haben Mitleid mit uns, weil wir an eine Welt glauben, die es
nicht gibt.

Die Sehnsucht macht euch unglicklich, sagen sie. Eure Sehnsucht und eure Geschichten.

Woher wollt ihr das wissen, fragen wir. Woher wollt ihr wissen, was Glick ist.

2.

Wir haben einen Baum, Luz und ich. Der Baum ist voller Schlangen. Jede Familie bekommt einen
Baum, am Anfang.

Die Schlangen kénnen fliegen. Jede Nacht kommen Raubtiere und Skorpione. Aber Luz und mir pas-
siert nichts. Als wollte jemand, dass wir aushalten, bis zuletzt. Nur, dass es keinen Jemand gibt. Und
kein Zuletzt. Es gibt nur uns.

3.

Auf dem Wald liegt ein Fluch, heiRt es. Ein Fluch aus der Vorzeit. Der Wald ist grof3 wie ein ganzes
Land und so alt, dass niemand seinen Namen kennt. Der Name steht auf einem verrosteten Schild,
das an einer Kette vor dem Eingang héngt. Aber keiner versteht die Schriftzeichen darauf. Es ist eine
Sprache, die niemand spricht.

Die Baume sind knorrig und miteinander verwachsen. Das Dickicht ist voller Dornen. Nichts dringt in
den Wald. Kein Regen. Kein Licht. Kein Wind. Wer in seine Ndhe kommt, heiRt es, findet nie wieder
heraus.



A.

Der Wald ist in Abschnitte unterteilt, die sich wie Ringe um sein Zentrum legen. In der Mitte, sagen
sie, gibt es einen einzigen hellen Fleck. Dort, in einer silbernen Hitte aus Blech, lebt er.

Niemand hat ihn je gesehen. Keiner weil, ob es ihn wirklich gibt. Einige sagen, er sei langst tot. An-
dere behaupten, er habe Zauberkrafte und kénne sich unsichtbar machen, die Gestalt von Tieren an-
nehmen. Er lebe in einem Haus, das im Sonnenlicht funkele und standig bewacht sei.

Das Licht zerstért unsere Augen, sagen sie. Der einzige, der es sehen kann, ist er.

3.

Wenn du im Wald lebst. Wenn du so lange im Wald lebst, dass du den Wald gar nicht mehr wahr-
nimmst. Wenn dich seit Jahren nichts umgibt als Wald. Dann wird der Wald fir dich zur Welt und
Schwarz zu allen Farben.

Abstufungen von Finsternis messen die Zeit. Erkennst du Menschen, ist es Tag. Siehst du Schatten,
ist es Nacht. Was drauRen dunkel war, ist hier fUr dich die hellste Stunde.

Und irgendwann verlagert sich deine Wahrnehmung, spirst du Warme in der Kélte, hérst du das At-
men der Bdume in der Stille. Riechst du Faulnis unter Grund und schmeckst Aromen in der Luft.

Und dann fihlst du Licht in den Baumen. In Blattern, Tieren, Menschen. Nicht, weil du im Wald lebst.
Nicht, weil dir die Dunkelheit Phantome zeigt. Sondern weil du einen Sinn entwickelst, den du noch
nicht kennst.

Du nimmst es wahr und weif3t nicht, womit. Du weiRt nicht mal, ob es wirklich Licht ist, aber was im-
mer es ist leuchtet und schimmert und gliht, manchmal so schwach, dass du es kaum bemerkst. Es
ist in allem und es bewegt sich wie Atem. Es ist wie nichts, das du kennst, aber stell dir vor, du kénn-
test Atem sehen, wie er durch jeden Korper strémt und jeden Baum. Selbst im finstersten Dickicht,
im letzten trockenen Dorn. Was du Luft nennst, ist voll davon. Es ist blau und violett und gelb und grin
um viele Menschen herum und silbrig nur bei wenigen.

Stell dir vor, du wachst eines Tages auf und deine Tochter ist aus purem Gold.

6.

Hass ist schwarz. Hass und Trauer und Angst sind schwarz und dicht und schwer. Es ist noch Licht
darin, das Licht &ndert sich nie. Was den Unterschied macht, ist die Durchléssigkeit des GeféaRes.

7.

Gibt es die andere Welt wirklich?, fragt Luz.

Spielt das eine Rolle?, frage ich.

Ich will zu ihm, sagt sie. Ich will wissen, wer er ist.

Das geht nicht, sage ich, das weilRt du.

Ich will mit ihm reden.
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Niemand schafft es ins Zentrum, Luz. Niemand schafft es auch nur in die Ndhe des innersten Kreises.
Ich will zu ihm, Mama. Ich will die Sonne sehen.

8.

Nachdem wir das néchste Mal geschlafen haben, brechen wir auf. Wir nehmen nichts mit und lassen
nichts zurick. Wir haben alles bei uns.

Es gibt Leoparden im Wald, Hyénen. Es gibt giftige Flisse und Simpfe voller Alligatoren. In den Gré-
ben liegen Leichen.

Jetzt, wo wir ein Ziel haben, ist die Angst wieder da.

Hier.

Jetzt.

Hier.

Jetzt.

Das ist der Rhythmus unserer Schritte.

Die Dornen sind scharf wie Krallen. Unsere Beine sind blutig, wir umwickeln sie mit Fetzen, die in den
Strauchern hangen.

Wir beiRen die Z&hne zusammen. Wir streicheln den Grund mit bloBen FiRen, wenn die Erde fest ist
und kuhl. Wir balancieren Gber Stdmme durch die Simpfe.

Wir sind leise wie das Lied in unseren Képfen und flisternd wie Wind.

9.

Als wir noch Kontakt zu den anderen hatten, haben wir Feuer gemacht. Jeder brachte, was er hatte,
und es war nie zu wenig.

Jetzt sehen sie uns an, wenn wir in die Néhe ihrer Bdume kommen. Was wollt ihr hier, sagen ihre Blicke.
Was wollt ihr in unserem Gebiet. Wir haben selbst nicht genug, es gibt nichts fir euch.

Wir wollen ins Zentrum, sagen wir und spiren ihre Blicke im Rucken.

10.

Als wir den Graben erreichen, ist der Geruch so stark, dass wir Zweige aufbrechen und unter die Nase
halten, um einen Rest Scharfe darin zu finden. Wir atmen durch den Mund, wir schmecken Tod auf
unseren Zungen und ziehen die Hemden bis Uber die Nasen.

Wir nicken uns zu und halten die Luft an und laufen los, den Wall hoch und wieder runter, wir sehen
nicht nach unten, nur zur anderen Seite. Wir wollen schneller auf die andere Seite als Gedanken brau-
chen, um zu greifen. Wir rennen den Hang runter, wir nehmen Anlauf und beiBen die Zéhne aufeinander.
Wir springen, wir haben Uberall Gdnsehaut, der Weg, die BerGhrung, wir wissen nicht, wie es sich an-
fUhlt, wir wollen, dass es sich gar nicht anfihlt, dass es wie Grund ist, wie elastischer Boden, der fe-
dert und tragt, aber so ist es nicht, es ist wie eine Decke Uber wackeligen, rutschigen Asten. Ich sehe,



wie Luz mit zwei, drei Satzen die andere Seite erreicht und frage mich gerade, wie sie das schafft, als
mein FuR in eine Licke st6Rt und abrutscht, mein Bein bricht ein, ich bleibe stecken und etwas Kra-
chendes, Sumpfiges, Schlickiges zieht mich hinab. Ich werfe meinen Oberkdérper nach vorn, schlage
den Arm nach, kraule durch wimmelnde, surrende, schleimige Kéfer, Kérper, Maden, die mich tiefer
ziehen, mit jeder Bewegung.

Aber Luz, das weiR ich: Luz wird es schaffen. Sie wird ein Kind treffen, im Zentrum. Ein Kind, das ich
gewesen sein werde.

In den Wald féllt kein Licht.
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Z periferii

KEBY SOM SA MALA 8 NIEKYM STOTOZNIT

v zdhradach zavislosti, na hranach predmesti, kostnati psi medzi vrakmi aut. spiaci chlapci pri mGroch
tehelne. vZdy chrbtom k voyeurovi. dvanéstrodné tuladky s éiernymi 8minkami na viedkach. tuho faj-
Giace v 8trkovisku. ticho priestorov. zastaveny ¢as.

spiaci, spiace... pod mdrmi, na beténe. medzi vrakmi, psami, potkanmi. v8etci ti hyperjemni. stratent.
v iernom svetle, v birke, pridu bohovia na party do z&hrady zavislosti. zo svojich ostrovov z ladu,
omyvanych ocednom potopeného svedomia.

.SME 8 VAMI CELY DEN*

[népis na bilborde vedla kriZovatky/

a kto zostava s nami v noci? ¢ia je ta vona nad tvarami zobudenymi v éernil? tesne pred svitanim.
Morfeus sa v tej chvili potika klinikami, bielymi salami. rozpraguje hypnoticky elixir na modrajice Usta.
,Life is a killer. Memento mori!™ mrmle ten pleSivec so tiplavym dychom.

Mor-fe-ussssss! stal na konci dlhého tunela.

a predsa: jedno diev¢a tancovalo bosé. na vydratom tepichu v obyvacke.

po polnoci vyvanul Stedry veder vone krémesov.

v Ziari mesiaca tancovalo bosé dievéa. samo so sebou. pred tranzitom existenciou.

CEZ OKNO ELEKTRICKY NA STUROVEJ

dom prazdna. odety viniGom. len studensivzduch v iom. elektric¢ka hrkoce. na skle vyryta lebka. jej ne-
odi prave civia do neoéi toho domu. vidia tief. je to len odraz hviezdy v skle? strieborny hreberi s dav-
nymi vlasmi Zien? ich Saty rozpadnuté na prach voiaji bazou v pustej zahrade. elektricka presekava
mesto. zUrivy mladik ohryzenym nechtom prehlbuje na skle tieri lebky. pAchne acetén.

PARNIKY UTECENCOV

podivné ticho. podivny priestor. rad lodi na obzore. purpurové skvrny. krv utopenych. hovor ku mne.
nech nevidim more a staré lode a purpurové skvrny v mojej hlave. hovor ku mne, hovor ku mne, hovor
ku mne.




VIZIAV JESENNOM PARKU V CHARKOVE

stratila som lahk{ chddzu. bezstarostné oéi. chodidla Sustia jesennym listim. chodim po telach tula-
¢ok v parku, divych maciek a psov. piskajl, mrvia sa. len slabu¢ko — ako novorodenci. ako odchadza-
joci. spiaci v jesennom parku. v podchodoch. rumoviskach. po ich neviditelnych teldch kraéam. preto
mam vravoravi chédzu. okolo sivy povlak. dazd.

UKRADNUTY MOMENT NOCI ZA MARINSKOU ULICOU V CHARKOVE
v chlade noci opusteni z ulice hladaji utopické miesto. syte svetlo. teplo v elektrarni mesta Ch. pre-
hravat si vinylové platne s rykom harmoniky! podobnym severskému vetru. v bzugani napétia tancovat
neznost. duSe hermeticky zavreté v zoSlverenych telach. zosiGvajicich sa na veénost.

NOCNA MOMENTKA Z CHARKOVA

zastavena rieka. most a noc. pre¢o som $la k tej rieke? za stromy, kry, cez mitvy blsi trh!? k leZovis-
kam kuriev, vyhladfiam pasékov. chtivi voyeuri rozopinali nohavice. fotograf s vrkoéom fotil. len aby
som videla podivny zablesk? v striebre mesiaca sa odrazil z kopuli chramu Pokrovu Bohorodicky. ako
oko ryby zrkadlil nas za riekou a spojil do pokoja VSetko!

SPOMIENKY NA VONE

dcéra vytiahla z kabelky flakonik od Michela Kleina. smeje sa. vraj jej ta voiia pripomina pach mojich
Sminiek, ked'som bola davno mlada. energicky nastrieka na seba parfum Cher.

v tom okamihu citim véfiu z oblagika pddru. moja mladulinkd mama labutienkou kiZe po pleciach pred
maskarnym plesom. v tanci masiek sa ¢osi odohralo. odbila polnoc. mama sa vréatila. usedavo place
az do svitania.

mozno jej Gernokiaznik posepkal pri waltze osud v dial'ke? toho nomada! mamin mozog premeni na
krehulink( lastiru. vy$klbe z nej perly spomienok. necha ju sedavat pod stromom jarabiny ako babu
z papier magé. vo vel'kych dlaniach nechapavo prevalovat fialové bobule.

nebude Ziadny éas za fiou, v nej, pred fou. nepociti Ziadnu radost, Ziadnu bolest. ani Vel'ké Prazdno
pred Vel'kym Spankom.



ZIMAYV ROKRU 1951

mama uZz neé&ita knihy. véetko stratilo pevnost. aj spomienky.

mam rok a pol. zaskrt. horG¢&ky. lekar pije vino v nagej spalni. tiplava voiia. vo vysokom zrkadle vidim:
biely muz rozopina perlickové gombiky na Zeninej blGzke. rozhfiia krajku. nebeskl oponu. cez kombiné
hladi Zenine prsia. bozky na hodvab. nie je to moja mama?!

som za zrkadlom. v horG¢ke noci.

teraz sanitka. lekar drZi v rukach mia, nie moju mamu. vezd ma hrbatymi cestami do podhorského
mestecka.

v nemocnici s mnidkami sa uvidi, &i dieta preZije. a ono preZije. v temnom mozgu p0sta korene prva
spomienka. pokrm pre Lacana.

MESTECKO DETSTVA

gastany. aleje. zelené svetlo. zajaté mestecko. rozpalené. zaprasené. zasnezené.

s kostolmi rivalov katolikov a protestantov. so zasneZenou synagdgou. cukrarei s marokankami a rus-
kym Gajom. sklené platne, duch Deana Martina v plySovej kaviarni podhorského mestecka. po nociach
vyj0 vlci na mesiac. v horach sa Zenie vichor. v metelici kriky, vzlyky. kto ma to vabi? podhorské mes-
tedko. biela perliéka, ufilan4, stratena v haraburdach méjho Zivota.

SNY

1. v tom sne som bola stratena v hneve. robot na snivanie cudzich snov. o petrolejovych briliantoch.
zlatych tehlach. jachtach na sGkromnych moriach.

a v dial'’ke malatne tiene — homo debtori, zakopani v jaméach holého preZitia.

2. vtom sne som bola Zobraéka, vyberajica kontajnery. naraz som tahala na lane &In. bol pIny &iernych
vriec. hadala som, &i s0 to mftvoly, zvysky jedal alebo odvrhnuté Satstvo. najprv som s élnom s néa-
mahou kracala po divom parku. potom cez fabrické dvory. eSte neskér som ten &ln vliekla po dlazbe
opustenej ulice. préalo. potom padal sneh.

3. v tom sne sme tancovali s Meredith Monk v opustenej fabrike na predmesti. obe sme mali dlhé
vrkoGe a 3edivé vlasy. Sestdesiatrodna roéna Meredith bola obleena v Gervenych $atéch a pri tanci
hrala na drumbli. potom mi povedala, Ze mam vydavat zvuky ako z brucha zeme. ako z kamefov. ako
z hviezd. vydavala som tie zvuky, natriasala sa, kritila okolo svojej osi. naraz sme sa obe premenili na
deti, ale tancovali sme dalej. bolo ndm obom lahko.
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/. vtom sne som pila kavu v kaviarni na Hlavnej ulici. prisadol si ku mne Che Guevara s mftvou tvarou.
vbbec som sa ho nezlakla. potisla som k nemu svoju 8alku. on ju ale prudko zhodil na zem. rozko$ tohto
sveta skonéi v straSnom ohni! povedal vasnivo. dlho sme si pozerali do oéi. jeho mftve. moje Zivé.

5. v tom sne som sedela na sedadle autobusu. predieral sa ulicami mesta Montgomery v State Ala-
bama. cez uli¢ku oproti si sadla Gierna Rosa Parks. Sofér sa na fiu rozkrical. chcel, aby si presadla do
sekcie pre éernochov. Rosa sa nepohla. obrétila sa ku mne a povedala: nemézem vstat, lebo mi pola-
mali ruky i nohy. v hlave citim bolest, ako ked' Emmeta Tilla mlatili do lebky. aha, mam jeho znetvorend
tvar, len to nevidno. mam i srdce jeho mamy. presne tak to povedz ostatnym! prikdzala mi Rosa a dalej
sedela v sekcii pre bielych. placho a hrdo.



From the Suburbs

IF T HAD SOMEONE TO IDENTIFY WITH

in the gardens of addiction, on the edge of the suburbs, boney dogs among car wrecks. boys asleep
by the walls of the brickworks. always with their backs to the voyeur. twelve-year-old girl tramps with
black eye shadow. smoking hard in the rubble. silence of spaces. time stopped still.

all asleep... beneath the walls, on the concrete. among the wrecks, dogs, rats. all of them so delicate.
so lost.

in the black light, in a storm, the gods will come to party in the garden of addiction. from their islands
of ice, eroded by the ocean of sunken conscience.

“WE ARE WITH YOU ALL DAY™

[slogan on a billboard at an intersection/

and who stays with us at night? whose is that scent above faces woken up in the blackness!? just
before daybreak.

at this moment Morpheus is roaming the clinics and white operation theatres, scattering hypnotics
into mouths turning blue. “Life is a killer. Memento mori!” murmurs the bald-headed one with bitter
breath.

Mor-phe-ussssss! stood at the end of a long tunnel.

and yet: one girl dancing barefoot. on a threadbare carpet in the living-room.

after midnight the creamcake Christmas Eve scent dispersed.

and in the moonlight a girl was dancing barefoot. all by herself. before the transit of her existence.

THROUGH THE TRAM WINDOW ON STUROVA STREET

empty house. covered in vines. only colder air inside. the tram rattles. there's a skull scratched into
the glass. its non-eyes gaze into the non-eyes of the house. they see a shadow. is it just the reflection
of a star in glass? a silver comb with ancient women's hair? their dresses turned to dust smell of el-
derberry in the deserted garden. the tram cuts through the town. an angry boy deepens the shadow
of the skull with a chewed fingernail. there's a smell of acetone.
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REFUGEE STEAMERS

an astonishing silence. an astonishing space. a row of ships on the horizon. purple patches. the blood
of the drowned. speak to me. stop me from seeing the sea, the old ships, the purple patches in my
head. speak to me, speak to me, speak to me.

VISION IN AN AUTUMN PARK IN KHARKIV

I've lost the spring in my step. my carefree eyes. my feet rustle the autumn leaves. | walk over the
bodies of stray girls in the park, wild cats and dogs. hissing, fidgeting. but only softly - like the
newborn. or the dying. sleeping in the autumn park. in underpasses. in rubble passes. | step over their
invisible bodies. that's why | totter. a grey film covers everything. rain.

A STOLEN NOCTURNAL MOMENT OFF MARINSKAYA STREET IN KHARKIV

in the cold of the night the abandoned from the street look for an utopian place. bright light. heat in
the power station of the city of Kh. to play vinyl LPs with the scream of the accordion! similar to the
north wind. to dance tenderness in the buzzing of wires. souls hermetically closed in withered bodies.
sliding down to eternity.

NIGHT SNAPSHOT FROM KHARKIV

stopped river. bridge and night. why did | go to that river? beyond the trees and bushes, through the
dead flea market!? to the flop houses of whores and lookouts of pimps. eager voyeurs were undoing
their trousers. a photographer with a ponytail taking pictures. only so that | would see the amazing
flash? in the silver of the moon it reflected off the cupola of the Church of the Mother of God. like the
eye of a fish it mirrored us beyond the river fusing us into the peace of All!

MEMORIES OF A SCENT

my daughter has taken a flacon of Michel Klein out of her handbag. she smiles. apparently the scentre-
minds herofthe smellof my make upwhenlwasyounglong ago. she sprays herselfgenerously with Cher.
in that moment | smell a scent from a tiny cloud of powder. my young mummy is caressing her shoul-
ders with powder puff before a fancy dress ball. something happened there on the dance floor. it has
struck midnight. mummy has returned. she sits crying until dawn.

during the waltz did a wizard whisper her faraway destiny into her ears? his destiny of a nomad! he
turns her brain into a delicate shell. tears from her pearls of memories. leaves her to sit under a moun-
tain ash like a papier-méaché doll. her large hands fiddle incomprehensibly with some purple berries.



there'll be no time after her, in her, before her. she'll feel no joy, no pain. no Great Emptiness before
the Great Sleep.

WINTER OF 1951

mummy no longer reads books. everything has lost its solidity. even memories.

| am one and a half. diphtheria. fever. the doctor is drinking wine in our bedroom. there is an acrid
smell. in a high mirror | can see it: a white man undoing the pearl buttons on the woman's blouse.
untying laces. the heavenly veil. through her petticoat he is stroking the woman'’s breasts. kisses on
silk. isn't it my mummy?!

I'm behind the mirror. in the heat of the night.

now an ambulance. the doctor is holding me in his hands, not mummy. they are taking me along bumpy
roads to a town under the mountains.

in the hospital the nuns will see if the child survives. which she does. and a first memory takes root in
the darkness of my brain. food for Lacan.

CHILDHOOD TOWN

chestnuts. avenues. green light. captive town. sultry. dusty. snowed under.

with churches of rival Catholics and Protestants. snow-covered synagogue. cakeshop with mince-
meat tarts and Russian tea. glass discs and the spirit of Dean Martin in the plush cafe of the high-
land town. at nights wolves howling at the moon. there's a gale blowing in the mountains. sobs and
screams in the driving wind. who is it calling to me? that mountain town. a white pearl smeared and
lost in the litters of my life.

DREAMS

1. in that dream | was lost in anger. a robot for dreaming someone else's dreams. about petroleum
brilliants. gold bricks. yachts on private seas.

and in the distance drowsy shadows — homo debtori, buried in the holes of bare survival.

2.inthatdream | was a beggar, dumpster diving. suddenly | was holding a rope and pulling by it a boat
full of black bags, trying to guess if they were full of corpses, leftovers of food or unwanted old
clothes. first | dragged it through a wild park. then through some factory yards. later | hauled it along
a deserted street. it was raining. then it started to snow.
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3. in that dream | was dancing with Meredith Monk in a deserted factory in the suburbs. we both had
long ponytails and grey hair. sixty-year-old Meredith wore a red dress and played on a Jew's harp.
then she told me to make noises like the belly of the earth. like rocks. like the stars. | made the noises,
jumped up and down and twizzled round. at once we both turned into children but went on dancing.
we both felt so light.

4. in that dream | was drinking coffee in a cafe on the High Street when Che Guevara came and sat
next to me with a dead face. | wasn't in the least bit frightened and held out my cup to him but he flung
it to the ground. worldly pleasure will end in a terrible fire! he said passionately. we looked into each
other's eyes for a long time. his dead. mine alive.

5. in that dream | was sitting in a bus seat. it was going along the streets of Montgomery, Alabama.
Rosa Parks was sitting across the aisle. the driver shouted at her. he wanted her to sit in the black
section. Rosa didn't move. she turned to me and said: | can't get up because they have broken my
arms and legs. | have a pain in my head like Emmet Till had after they'd smashed up his skull. and my
face is disfigured but you can't see it. and | have his mother's heart. tell it to the others just like | told
you! Rosa ordered me and went on sitting in the whites-only section. timid and proud.

Translated by Jonathan Gresty



Anna Bolava (Ceska republika)

Anna Bolava (1981) sa narodila a vyrastla

v juznych Cechdch. Po §tddiv bohemistiky
na filozofickej fakulte v Prahe chvilu
pracovala v Ustave pre ¢esky jazyk a potom
ako redaktorka, recenzentka a jazykova
korektorka. V roku 2013 vydala basnickd
zbierku Cerny rok a o dva roky neskér romdn
o zbere liecivych bylin Do tmy, za ktory

v roku 2016 ziskala cenu Magnesia Litera

v kategérii najlepsia préza. Na jar 2017 vyslo
jeho volné pokracovanie s ndzvom Ke dnu,
ktoré bolo na rovnaki cenu nominované.

V roku 2020 by mal vo vydavatelstve Odeon
vyjst zaveredny diel tzv. Fedovickej trilégie

s ndzvom Pred povodni.

Anna Bolava md manZela a tri deti

a doneddvna pracovala ako stomickd
poradkyria vo firme vyrabajicej zdravotnicke
pomdcky. Momentdlne je na volnej nohe.
Zije striedavo v Prahe a v juhodeskych
Vodrianoch.

Anna Bolava
CZ

Anna Bolava (Czech Republic)

Anna Bolava is a Czech poet and novelist.
She was born and grew up in Southern
Bohemia and then she studied Czech
Language and Literature at the Faculty

of Arts, Charles University in Prague. She

is married and has three sons. She has
written under different names in various
literary magazines and published the poetry
collection Cerny rok (The Black Year, 2013),
under the Anna Bolava pseudonym. She is the
winner of the 2016 Magnesia Litera Award in
the prose category for her debut novel Do tmy
(Into the Darkness, 2015), which was hailed
by critics as one of the major discoveries of
recent years. Its sequel Ke dnu (Towards the
Bottom, 2017) became a nominee for the
Magnesia Litera Award 2018. By the end of
2020, the Odeon publishing house in Prague
will publish the final part of the Redovice
trilogy, Pfed povodni (Before the Flood).




Divizna velkokveta: Kvét

(Gryvek)

V noci mrholilo a venku je stale vSude mokro. Co se tykéa sbéru, bude to dnes dalsi ztraceny den. P¥i-
tom by Sel najit i néjaky bez, na nékterych mistech jsou jesté zbytky a jeho sesychaci pomér neni mar-
ny. Musim si ted'dobfe promyslet, do ¢eho vleju energii a ¢as. Toho mam, kolik si jen budu pFat, ale zase
mé brzdi dérava ruka. Potom je tu pocasi, dlouhodobé nevypada dobfe. Nemusim ani zapinat radio,
vSechno vim s predstihem od Marcely. Po véerejsim vykupnim rozéarovani bych se méla rozhodnout,
co Uz neméa smysl délat. Samoziejmé vlagtovi¢nik. Bere mi ¢as i prostor na pddé a poniZuje mé. Spalim
ho a dobfe mu tak. Zagéina Iéto a vSem té€mhle plevelim bude konec. Nesmim si v&imat jitrocele. Pfisa-
ham. Ze zdravotnich divodd vypustim veskerou pFesli¢ku. Dokud je mokro, objedu véechna nalezigté
hluchavky a zkusim jeji druhou fazi zdvojnasobit. Mozna se letos dostanu i do hor, kdyZ mam tolik
Gasu. Tam by se pozdni hluchavce mohlo dafit. Pokud ji neposekali. Zbytek ¢asu vénuju lipé. Udélam
vSechny stromy v okoli. Po ranu nebudu lina a zajedu k praseéaku na diviznu. Kazdy den. Hluchavka,
lipa a divizna se vyplati. Pro ty hodlam v téchto dnech udélat maximum.

Mésiek méa stéle svédené hlavy, takZze ani neméa smysl rozhliZet se po obloze, jak bude. Nebude nic.
Pod diviznami jsou v travé spadané véerejsi kvéty, ty dnesni jsou krasné, ale mokré. Nent jich hodné,
ale jsou veliké a Gerstvé. Kdyz je ¢lovék cely rok nevidél, délaji mu i nepatrnijedinci radost. ProhliZzim si
diviznu zblizka a Zasnu, jak dokonale je stvofena. UZ ta samotn4 Zluta kizZe kfehkého kvétu je zazrak.
Z ¢eho je vlastné udélana? Neni to list, stonek, koFen. Z ¢eho jsou utkané kvéty? Co to je za dokonaly
material? Pro¢ jsem jenom nestudovala rostliny? Nemusela bych se rok od roku divit béZnym vécem
a znala bych v8echny odpovédi. MoZn4 je vSak dobré nevédét. Neochuzovat se a nezabijet krasu.
Dopoledne je vepfedu na dvore klid. Marcela neni doma a vibec hodné lidi z ulice je v praci. Pravou
ruku se snaZim nepouZzivat, ale moc to nejde. Kdyz pritlaéim na dlan, bolesti se mi Zenou slzy do o¢i
a musim zatnout zuby. Z toho mé pak picha v hlavé. Nepfipoustim si v8ak, Ze nejsem schopné praco-
vat rukama, a pokracuju dal. Pékné jsem si to zavafila. MoZzna mam hluboko v dlani néco zaraZeného,
a proto se to nelep$i. Tfeba kus zlomenych nGzek, usklibnu se a musim se na chvili posadit. Toéi se mi
hlava a zvedé Zaludek. Tentokrat hlady. Méla bych dojit do pekarny pro néco k jidlu. Udélam si nakupni
seznam. Uklidim v kuchyni a projdu $pajz. Mozna i odmrazim lednici a vyZehlim pradlo. Budu si vesele
hospodafit jako o prazdninach. MdZu ted'pfece cokoliv, nikdo mé nehoni. MUZu cokoliv, a pFfesto sama
sebe jakoby z vy8ky pozoruju, jak se belhdm dom0. Zamykam dvefe a pfesouvam se do loZnice. Jako
omamené se pokladam na postel. Nohavice mam dole mokré od travy, ale ani se nesvle¢u a hned za-
viram oéi. Jsem tak unavena, Ze bych ted'uvitala snad i smrt.

Probudi mé buseni na okno. Leknu se a rychle se posadim na posteli. Nevim, kde jsem a co se déje.
Okamzité mam Spatné svédomi, jako kdyZ jsem néco zanedbala. Venku se Marcela tiskne na sklo
mého okna a snazi se dohlédnout do pokoje. Nema smysl| délat, Ze nejsem doma, musela mé uz vidét.



Vstanu a jdu k oknu. Nepoznavam své télo, kazdy jeho pohyb je mdly a jakoby opozdény. Odhrnu zaclo-
nu a kyvnu na pozdrav. Marcela nepfestane busit, dokud okno neoteviu.

,Co je to s tebou? Jde§ teda s nami?" pté se divoce. Je jako drava voda, ktera se pfihnala z vysokych
hor. Kdyz si zvyknu na prudké poledni slunce, které rozpalilo parapet a osusilo zahradu, v§imnu si, Ze
je ma sestrenice v erném. Trva mi par vtefin, nez mi dojde, co se déje a co po mné chce.

,Jedeme autem a mame jesté jedno misto, tak jsme mysleli... Ale to bys musela hned ted," pfeslapuje
nerv6zné a povytahne si svateéni silonky od kolen nahoru. Zavrtim hlavou a zavfu oéi.

»TakZe nejede§? Dobre. Uvidime se tam." Pak se zarazi a pofadné si mé prohlédne. ,Jsou to porad
nasi pfibuzni, je sludnost tam jit." Nefikam nic, ale to ani nemusim. Marcela se na mé soucitné podiva
a zavrti hlavou. Jesté doda, Ze momentalné ode mé ek tfi své jidlonosice, tak kdybych je umyla
a vratila, udélam dobry skutek. A jestli na pohfeb nepUjdu, véechno mi pak povi. NeZ zmizi, nakloni se
bliz, jako by nas snad mohl nékdo slyset, a spiklenecky $pitne: ,Nedivim se ti, taky bych to udélala."
Pak uZ zaviram okno a jsem zase sama. Co Ze by taky udélala?

V pokoji je chladno a ja jsem promrzla. Vibec jsem nebyla pfikryta. Prochdzim domem do koupelny
a dlouhou dobu ¢ekam, nez zaéne téct tepla voda. Skrz obvaz zase protekla krev a hnis, tak to zku-
sim vy&istit. Ze zapésti sundam i naplast proti bolesti. Ponofim obé ruce do umyvadla a pozoruju, jak
jsou pod vodou velké a cizi. Leva je Spinava od zemé a prava je modra. Vede to aZ k lokti. Mrtvé maso.
Opatrné otoéim ruku a prohlédnu si dlai. Stéalo to za to, feknu nahlas a podivam se do zrcadla. Modré
oci, modré rty. Modra tvar a divny, cizi Gsmév. Za dvefmi stoji dva pIné jidlonosi¢e. Vezmu je dovnitf
a zkoumam, na co z toho bych méla chut. Nejlep&i by bylo rychle to snist a nékam odejit. Kdyz se najim
a pak chodim a nééim se zabyvam, zacne télo travit a ani si toho nevéimnu.

S jidlem zaénu nékdy jindy, ted'na to nemam. VSechno se spravi, ale aZ pozdégji, ted'mam pravo na smu-

! .

tek a nechut Zit. Je hloupé se pfeméahat, kdyz to nejde. Ale je také dilezité védét, Ze se to opét obrati.
Zacne |éto a vyléci se télo i duse. Prazdniny jsou zazraény ¢as a funguje to nejen na déti. A ja mam
pred sebou dlouhou dovolenou. Budu se na ni tésit. Budu délat véci, které maji smysl. Spolknu pét
tablet, zapiju to solidnim mnoZstvim vody a jdu ven. Kopnu do bot, a kdyZ nevykazuji znamky pohybu,
nazuju si je. Dneska Zadny had.

Do ko8&iku otrham suché divizny a kvéty pak peclivé vyskladam do dievéné bedynky. Nenijich tolik, tak-
Ze maji dost prostoru na usudeni. Kazdy kvitek je osamoceny, tenhle luxus je znamkou bud'zaéinajici,
nebo kon&ici sezdny. Vystavim je za dim na pfimé slunce a zakryju sklem. Musim se pousmat, kdyz si
ty prastaré sklenéné tabulky prohlizim. Kolikrat uz mi pofezala nohu z boku na lytku, kdyZ jsem kolem
probihala a nedéavala pozor. Jako holka jsem méla pofad krvavé sramy kolem dokola lytek. Ve $kole
si mysleli, Ze to mam od holinek, ale byly to jizvy od skla. Jednou se do suseni divizen motal i Vagek
a chtél mi bedny sam zakryvat. Vtirava a Gplné zbytec¢na pomoc. Nechala jsem ho pfi tom, neni pfece
malé dité. At si poradi, kdyZ chce byt za kaZzdou cenu uZitedny. Vzal to nejvétsi a nejtézsi sklo do jedné
ruky, a nez ho prenesl nad bednu, prasklo a probodlo mu §lachu mezi palcem a ukazovakem. Byl to div-

ny zvuk a vibec podivn4, napjata chvile. Vagkova jedina ruka tekla do moji divizny a ja pfemyslela nad
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tim, co zachranit dfiv. Védéla jsem, Ze tohle rozhodnuti nad nami visi uz delsi dobu. Podle toho, jak se
ted'zachovam, se bude odvijet nase budoucnost. Ani jsem se ho nedotkla a zavolala pohotovost. Bylo
to zfejmé, prohrali jsme oba. Ponienou varku divizny jsem vyhodila na kompost a zbytek co nejrychleji
odevzdala. Ve vykupné mi ji to |éto neustale hodnotili jako druhou jakost, pry to bylo zéernalé. Necha-
pala jsem, jak je to moZné. Trhala jsem to suché a susila na pfimém slunci. Problémy s destém ten rok
nebyly a v8echno hezky odsejpalo. TuSila jsem, Ze vztahy u nas v rodiné se zhorsuji, ale Ze by mi mohl
nékdo zamérné skodit... Vasek to nebyl, ten mél divizny rad. Sice se spratelil s Jachymem a chodili mi
schvalné cheat na hluchavku u garéaZi, ale s diviznou by nic neudélal. Délalo mu dokonce radost, Ze za
kilo kvétu je tfi sta korun a pfitom to celé roste hned pod okny. Jednou si ten arokrasny kvitek dokon-
ce zblizka namaloval a dal to pak zasklit. Ani nevim, kde ten obraz skon¢il. S Vaskem k nam chodil uz
jen jeho tata. Jinak se kolem divizen nikdo jiny nemotal. To Iéto byly v8echny varky n&jakym zplsobem
ponidené. Nakonec pry podle tchana pfiSel tak silny dést a vitr, Ze do rdna na zahradé vétsinu divizen
vyvrétil a s rannimi sbéry byl konec. Mrzelo mé to, protoZe to byly krasné zdravé rostliny a velika $ko-
da. A mrzelo mé jesté vic, kdyZ mi Marcela dUlezité vykladala, Ze o silném desti by pfece musela néco
védét a u sebe na dvofe z4dné §kody nezaznamenala. Ukazovala na kybl, do kterého chytala degtovou
vodu a podle rysky odecéitala mnozZstvi spadlych srazek, a vrtéla hlavou. Maximalné mrholilo, uvazo-
vala zamyslené. Nic by za to nedala, ten kybl byl GpIné suchy.



Dense flower mullein: Flowers
(excerpt)

It drizzled in the night and outside everything is still wet. In terms of foraging, it's going to be another
lost day. Even so, it should be possible to find some elderflower — there are still bits left over in a few
places, and its fresh-to-dry ratio makes it worth it. | have to think carefully now about what to channel
my time and energy into. I've got as much of those as | could wish for, but the hole in my hand is slowing
me down. Then there's the weather — long-term it doesn’t look good. | don't even need to turn on the
radio, | hear it all in advance from Marcela. After yesterday’s disappointment at the buying centre | need
to decide what not to pick any more. Obviously celandine. It takes up my time and also space in the loft,
and it humiliates me. I'll burn it, and serves it right. Summer’s begun and that will mean the end of all
these weeds. | have to ignore plantain. | swear | will. And for health reasons I'll forget about any horse-
tail. While the weather's wet I'll go round all the sites where dead nettles grow and try to double their
second flowering. | might even get to the mountains this year, since I've got so much time. The late dead
nettles might do all right up there — so long as they haven't all been mown down. I'll devote the rest of
my time to the lindens. I'll do every tree in the area. And | won't be lazy in the mornings, I'll go to the pig
farm for mullein. Every day. Deadnettle, linden, and mullein will pay off. In the coming days I'm going to
focus everything I've got on those.

The marigolds are still hanging their heads, so there's no point searching the sky to see if better
weather's on the way. It's not. The flowers which fell from the mulleins yesterday are lying in the grass
underneath; today's flowers are beautiful but damp. There aren't many of them, but they're enormous
and fresh. When you haven't seen any for a year, even the tiny ones are a joy. | study the mullein close up
and marvel at the perfection of its form. Even just the skin of each delicate yellow petal is a miracle.
What is it actually made of? It's not a leaf, a stalk, a root. What are the flowers woven from? What is this
perfect material? And why on earth didn't | study botany? | wouldn't have to be astonished year after
year by ordinary things, and I'd know all of the answers. But perhaps it's better not to know. And not
deprive myself, or kill off the beauty. This morning at the front in the courtyard it's quiet. Marcela isn't
at home and pretty much everyone else from our street is at work. | put on my gloves and start weeding
the beds. | try not to use my right hand, but it's not that easy. When | press down on the palm, the pain
brings tears to my eyes and | have to grit my teeth. Which gives me stabbing pains in my head. But
| refuse to admit to myself that | can't use my hands, and carry on. I've really got myself into a mess this
time. Perhaps something'’s got lodged deep in the palm and that's why it's not getting better. Maybe
a bit of broken scissor blade. | wince and have to sit down for a minute. My head'’s spinning and | feel like
I'm going to be sick. This time from hunger. | should go to the baker’s and get something to eat. I'll write
myself a shopping list. I'll tidy the kitchen and go through the larder. Maybe I'll defrost the fridge as well
and do the ironing. I'll have fun keeping house, just like in the holidays. Because now | can do whatever
| like, no one's rushing me. | can do whatever | like, and yet at the same time | can see myself, as if from
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above, trudging my way home. | lock the door and go into the bedroom. Feeling dazed, | lay myself down
on the bed. The bottoms of my trouser legs are wet from the grass, but | don't even bother to undress,
and immediately close my eyes. I'm so exhausted, | might even welcome death right now. I'm woken by
the sound of banging on the window. I'm startled and quickly sit up on the bed. | don't know where | am
orwhat's happening. Inmediately | feel guilty, like I've neglected something. Outside, Marcela is pressing
her face against my window and trying to peer into the room. There's no point pretending that I'm not at
home, she must have seen me by now. | stand up and walk to the window. | don't recognize my own body —
every move it makes is sluggish and somehow delayed. | pull back the net curtain and nod a hello.
Marcela doesn't stop banging until I've opened the window. "What is wrong with you? Are you coming
with us or what?" she asks ferociously. She's like a raging torrent that's swept down from high in the
mountains. The blinding noonday sun has roasted the windows ill and dried off the garden, and it's only
once my eyes have adjusted that | notice my cousin is dressed in black. It takes me a few seconds to
realize what's going on and what she wants from me. "We're going in the car and we've got a spare seat,
so we thought... But you'd have to come right now.” She shifts her weight nervously from foot to foot
and pulls up her tights - her best ones - adjusting them above her knees. | shake my head and close my
eyes. "So you're not coming with us? Fine. I'll see you there.” Then she stops herself and gives me
a searching look. "They're still our relatives. It's polite to go.” | don't say a thing, but | don't need to.
Marcela looks at me with pity and shakes her head. Then she adds that I've currently still got three sets
of her tiffin food boxes, so if | could wash the mand give them back to her, that would be good of me. And
if | don't go to the funeral, then she’ll tell me all about it later. Before she disappears, she leans in close -
as if anyone could possibly hear us — and says in a conspirator’s whisper, *I'm not surprised at you,
| would have done it too.” Then | close the window and am on my own again. What would she have done
too? It's cold in the bedroom and I'm totally frozen. | wasn't covered at all. | walk through the house to
the bathroom and wait an age for the water to run hot. Blood and pus have soaked through the bandage
again, so | try to give the wound a clean. | peel the medicated plaster off my wrist as well. | plunge both
hands into the sink and notice how underwater they look bigger and not really my own. The left is grubby
with soil and the right one is blue. All the way up to the elbow. Dead meat. Carefully | turn my hand over
and inspect the palm. [t was worth it, | say aloud, and look in the mirror. Blue eyes, blue lips. A blue face,
and a strange, unfamiliar smile. Behind the door there are two stacked sets of food boxes, still completely
full. | take them inside and look to see if there's anything in them | might fancy eating. The best thing
would be to finish it quickly and head off somewhere. When | have something to eat, and then start
walking and concentrating on something else, my body begins to digest and | don't even notice it. I'll
start on the food some other time - right now | can't face it. Everything will sort itself out, but later. For
now |'ve got the right to feel mournful and fed up being alive. It's stupid to force myself when | just can't.
But it's also important to remember that things will get better again. Summer will come and body and
mind will heal. The summer holidays can work miracles and not only on children. And I've got a long
holiday ahead of me. I'll look forward to it. I'll do things which are meaningful. | swallow five tablets, wash



them down with a good drink of water, and then head out. | give my shoes a kick, put them on, and then
I'm outside. | pluck the dried mulleins, putting them in the basket and then carefully laying out the
flowers one by one in small wooden boxes. There aren't many of them, so they've each got plenty of room
to dry. Each little flower sits in isolation — that luxury's the mark of a season that's just beginning or just
about to end. | set them out behind the house in direct sunlight and cover them with the sheets of glass.
| have to give a little smile when | look at those age-old panes. I've lost count of how many times now
they've cut me across the calves as I've been dashing past not paying attention. When | was a girl, | had
permanent bloody gashes across the sides of my calves. At school they always thought it was from my
wellingtons, but it was scars from the panes of glass. One time Vasek even tried to get involved in my
mullein-drying, and wanted to cover the boxes for me. His help was intrusive and totally pointless. | left
him to it — he's not a baby, | thought. Let him figure it out if he's so determined to make himself useful.
With his one hand he picked up the biggest and heaviest pane of glass, and before he had even position
edit over the top of the box, it shattered and stabbed him through the tendon between his thumb and his
index finger. It was an odd sound, and a strange, tense moment. Vasek's only hand was draining in to my
mulleins and | stood wondering what to save first. | knew that this decision had been hanging over us for
quite a while. How | chose to act at that moment would determine how our future would unfold. Without
even touching him | phoned for an ambulance. It was clear: we had both lost. | threw the ruined batch of
mullein out onto the compost heap and sold the rest as quickly as | could. All summer at the buying
centre they categorized it as Class 2, they said it had gone black. | couldn't understand how that was
possible. | had picked it dry, and dried it in direct sunlight. There hadn't been any problems with rain that
year and things had all gone smoothly. | could sense that relationships in the family had worsened, but
would someone really have deliberately sabotaged...? It wasn't Vasek, he loved mullein. It's true that
he'd become friends with Jachym, and that the two of them used to go on purpose to piss on my dead
nettles by the garages, but he wouldn't have done a thing to the mulleins. | mean, it made him happy that
a kilo of flowers could earn you 300 crowns, and that they were all just growing there right under the
windows. Once he even painted a close-up picture of one of those enchanting little flowers and got it
framed. Who knows whatever happened to that painting. By then the only person that Vasek ever
brought to visit was his dad. Apart from the two of them, nobody went near the mulleins. That summer
all of the batches were damaged in some way or other. In the end — according to my father-in-law - there
was a storm with winds and rain so strong that overnight they uprooted most of the mulleins in the
garden and put an end to the early-morning picking. | was upset about that, because they'd been
beautiful, healthy plants, and it was such a huge waste. And | was even more upset when Marcela told
me, in her slightly superior way, that if there had been heavy rain, then she would have known about it,
and that she hadn't noticed any damage on her side of the courtyard. She pointed to the bucket that she
used for collecting rainwater, with lines in it to indicate the amount of rainfall, and she shook her head.
A drizzle, at the very most, she said, thinking hard. But she wasn't convinced: the bucket was bone dry.

Translated by Patrick Phillips
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Yolanda Castaiio (Spanielsko)

Yolanda Castano (1977, Santiago de
Compostela) dlhé roky pracovala ako
novindrka a televizna moderatorka. Vydala
Najnovsie sd Hibka ostrosti a Druhy jazyk.
Jej poézia vysla v zositovych vydaniach

v nemdine, francuUzstine, éinstine,
chorvdtcine a macedoéncine. Zbierka

Druhy jazyk bola preloZend do anglic¢tiny

a srbéiny. Je medzindrodne najzndmejsou
autorkou galicijskej poézie - jej bdsne boli
preloZené do viac ako 25 réznych jazykov.
Je finalistkou Ndrodnej ceny za poéziu

a drzitel'kou viacerych dalsich oceneni
(Ceny narodnych kritikov, Espiral Maior

za poéziu, ceny naddcie Novacaixagalicia,
ceny Ojo Critico za najlep$iu basnickd
knihu mladého autora v Spanielsku i

ceny Autorka roka, ktord udeluji galicijski
knihkupci). Pravidelne organizuje festivaly,
literarne a prekladatelské workshopy aj sériu
unikatnych medzindrodnych autorskych
¢itani, za ktord ziskala ocenenie galicijskych
kritikov za najlepSie kultdrne podujatie roka
2014,

Yolanda Castaio (Spain)

Yolanda Castafio (1977, Santiago de
Compostela) has been a columnist and has
worked in Galician TV during many years.
She has published 6 poetry books in Galician
and Spanish (Depth of Field and The Second
Tongue are her latest titles). Her poetry has
appeared in chapbooks in German, French,
Chinese, Croatian and Macedonian, and her
poems were translated into more than 25
languages. She is the finalist for the National
Poetry Prize and the winner of various poetry
awards (the National Critics Award, the
Espiral Maior Poetry Award, the Fundaciéon
Novacaixagalicia, the Ojo Critico, the Author
of the Year Galician Booksellers’ Award). She
is a cultural activist, regularly organizing
festivals, literary and translation workshops
and the only international readings series

in Spain, for which she has received the
Galician Critics’ Award for the Best Cultural
Event 2014.

Yolanda Castano
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Metrofobia

Kdesi v dial'ke dazd’
rozmazéava oblaky do Skvin.
Tato mapa slizi trubadGrom.

Chce sa mi uZ ist a moje auto je vojak.

Nepoéujes hvizdat jeho citlivy naklad?

Okresné cesty sU ako

linajkovy zoSit.

Mam chut brazdit hory s basfiou na chrbte

ako obchodni cestujici.

Moje auto je postriebren4 strela,

namiesto pugného prachu méa rytmus a hovorim mu: ,Podme!*
Spolu krizujeme Gdolia, tvrte §tatnych Gradnikov,
vel'ké veterné elektrarne

vo mne preb(dzaji chut bojovat s obrami.

S autom si rozumiem aj bez slov.

Biele kvety ibuprofenu,
moje auto je vojak

a hovorim mu: ,Pod'me recitovat basne
do Monforte de Lemos!"

a motor sa prispdsobi méjmu Stylu,
vyzvana,

cilinga,

hoci ma

metrofobiu.

Listen and repeat: vtak, brada
Celé nebo je v podrepe. Intranzitivny sméad.

Hovorit cudzim jazykom
je ako nosit pozidané Saty.
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Helga si myli vyznam krajiny a krajinky.
(Akym Elovekom by si bola v inom jazyku?)

Vdaka tebe si vdimam, Ze ob&as
sa mdj hlasivkovy

nastroj

rozladi.

Vo svetliku redi
sa mi na Satach zachytava
prozéddia.

Poviem ti o mojich problémoch s jazykom:
niektoré veci nedokazem vyslovit.

Ako ked'vidim, Ze sedi§, a vidim len
stolicku -

ceci n'est pas une chaise.

Tmava komora premieta na hemisféru.

Vyslovovat: ak je basen
exorcizmus, zmena pripojenia; nejaka nalada
tuhne, aby nés opustila.

To je fonacia, entalpia.

Mas vSak celkom pravdu:
moj vokalizmus ani zdaleka
nie je idealny.

(Ak sa ti prestanem pozerat na zuby,
nebudem vdbec rozumiet, o vravis).

Nebo sa zmensuje. Helga sa usmieva kurzivou.

A ja sa udim rozliovat medzi bradou a vtdkom,
tym, o vzlietne,

ak sa to pokUsim

chytit do rok.



Pribeh premeny

Najprv to bola porucha

zrafiujica zdrZzanlivost ked'som bola malé boli sme chudobni a nemali sme takmer nié

ja rachiticka zbedaden4 viac neZ ja chybajica zatrpknutost
parabola komplexov syndrém prizrak

(Nestastie rovnako chybajice &i polutovaniahodné)
Utes tiefia o mi trha nahrdelnik

Najprv to boli vyhybavé Ziabre

nechceli ma potesit dotykom fiknutim

som najv8ednejSou tvarou na Skolskom dvore

beZny vyzor ktory nevyvolava vébec nié

bud'to v sebe mas alebo nie vzdaj sa zvykni si prehltni to
krkavce pokryvaji oblaky odsidenie na veény chlad
trpezlivy severak odrieknuté odriekanie

(chodila som do cirkevnej Skoly véetky dievcata
odtial's( anorektiéky alebo lesby

uéivo sa vtika aZ do krvi na laktoch hlavach

svedomiach alebo piéiach).

Zavrela som o8i a zadala zo vSetkych sil toZit

koneéne sa stat tou ktorou som bola.

Ale krasa je skaza. Krasa je skaza.

Utes tiefia ktory mi derie nahrdelniky.

Vitazi briezdenie a hrdlo zadrziava predtuchu

Uboha hlupafia si posadnuta zagkrtavanim moznosti
namiesto obsahom.

Bolo to pomalé a zavratné kli¢enie zimnych kvetov
Rieky skakali vzad a rozp(8&tali sa v ruZzovych vodopadoch
vo vlasoch sa mi rodili lampasiky a slimaky

Usmev mojich pfs nadtartoval aeroplany

Krasa je skaza

Kréasa je skaza

Hebkost méjho brucha sprevadzala jar

slimaky mi pretekali drobnymi rukami

najvacsia lichotka ma ustipla do srdcovej komory

a zrazu som nevedela o mam robit s tol'’kym svetlom v tol'’kom tieni.
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Povedali mi: ,tvoja vlastna zbrari bude tvojim vlastnym trestom"
chrstli mi do tvare véetky moje cnosti do tohto

klubu maji zakaz vstupu dievéata s naderveno nariZovanymi perami
Spinavé vinobitie GZera zvrhlosti to

nemédze nijako sUvisiet s mojou riasenkou

do mojej izby sa dostali mysi zaspinili zasuvky so spodnou bieliziiou
armovanie litre dechtu ¢ihanie v Ukryte litre

kontroly litre ohovaracov kila ned6very povznesenej

len nap&tim méjho zdvihnutého obod&ia mali by ti spUtat ruky
prisGdit ti sivi pedat a vymazat ti &rty kyselinou

vzdat sa samej seba aby som sa stala spisovatel'kou?
démonizovali milost a &tihlost méjho krku a

spbsob akym mi rast( vlasy v spodnej ¢asti Sije do tohto

klubu maji zakaz vstupu dievéata ¢o chodia také upravené
nedéverujeme letu

krasa kazi

dobre si rozmysli &i ti to stoji za to

PreloZila Katarina Zubacka



Metrophobia

Off in the distance the rain
stains the clouds.
This map is true for balladeers.

| can't wait to go and my car is a good soldier,
can you hear its sweet cargo whistle?

The old roads open up

like a ruled notebook,

how I'd love to score the mountains like a sales
rep my case full of poems

My car's a silver bullet burning with rhythm
instead of gunpowder and | shout “Vamos!”
Together we bear down on valleys,

civil servant suburbs and those huge windmills
urge me on to face the giants.

We get each other, my car and me

- no words needed.

White lillies of paracetamol,

my car’s a soldier

and | say "Let's go read poems

in Monforte de Lemos!”,

and his engine

hums along to my tune;

rattles

and sings

even though he's got

metrophobia.



Listen And Repeat: un paxaro, unha barba
The whole sky is hunched. An intransitive thirst.

Talking a foreign language
is like wearing borrowed clothes.

Helga confuses the words for land and landscape
(who would you be in another language?)

You show me
my vocal chord
is at times

off key.

In the back garden of language
It's the prosody that snags
my dress.
A4
I'll tell you something about the problems with language:
there are things | just can't wrap my mouth around.

Like when | see you sat and all | see

is aseat -

ceci n'est pas une chaise.

A camera obscura beams on the hemisphere.

Pronounce: if the poem is an exorcism,
a change of state, some humour
takes shape to escape from us.

That's phonation, enthalpy.
But yes, you are absolutely right:

my delivery leaves
much to be desired.



(If I'm not watching your teeth
I won't understand a word you say).

The sky shrinks. Helga smiles in italics.

And | learn the difference between a beard and a bird
—and not just what takes off

when | try to hold it

in my hands.

Story of the Transformation

It began as disorder

hurtful restraint as a kid we were poor and had less than nothing
rickety indigence before | wanting grief

a parable of complexes a syndrome a ghost

(itis as dire to miss as it lament it)

Coral shadow shattering pearls.

It began as a slippery gill whose

passing breath left me destitute

The plainest face in the playground | matter

not a whit and I'll neither grow nor sow

you've got it or you don't renounce it comply swallow
a maelstrom raven sky of eternal cold judgement

a set westerly a private privation

(a nuns' runt like all the rest

each one a lesbian or anorexic

the letter bet into the blood the hands the head

the conscience the cunt).

| shut my eyes and hoped beyond hope

to become once and for all everything | was.

But beauty corrupts. Beauty corrupts.

Coral shadow squandering pearls.

Day breaks conquering and there's boding in its gullet
You fool! bedevilled with box ticking



and not what they held inside.

It was an idle giddy burst of flowers in winter

The rivers leapt back to themselves in pink waterfalls
butterflies and snails born from my hair

The smile of my breasts fuelled airplanes

Beauty corrupts

Beauty corrupts

My supple belly guided by spring

whelks spilled over my tiny hands

high praise pinched my heart

and | didn't know what to do with all that light in all that shadow.

They said: “your weapon will be your punishment”

they spat my virtues in my face in this

club we won't have girls with scarlet lips

a vicious tide of filth gaining interest

that has nothing to do with my mascara

the mice burrowed into my room and dirtied the linen drawers
16 litres of scrap pitch lurking secretly litres

of control litres of mud-slingers kilos of suspicion raised

with just the arc of my eyebrows you should be hog-tied

stained grey and all trace erased with acid

renounce who | am just to write?

they skinned me alive for my long tapering neck

for the hair that springs from the nape in this

club we won't have girls who strut

We do not trust summer

Beauty corrupts.

Make bloody sure it's worth it.

Translated by Keith Payne



Ann Cotten (Rakisko)

Ann Cotten sa narodila v lowe (USA), vyrdstla
vo Viedni a po §tidiv germanistiky, ktoré
ukongéila pracou venovanou konkrétnej poézii,
sa prestahovala do Berlina. V nemdine vydala
knihy Fremdwdrterbuchsonette (2007),
Florida-Rdume (2010), Der schaudernde
Fdcher (2013), Hauptwerk. Softsoftporn
(2013), Verbannt (2016), Jikiketsugaki.
Tsurezuregusa (2016). V anglictine vysli

I, Coleoptile (2010) a Lather In Heaven (2016).
Fast Dumm (2017) je sibor eseji o USA.

Was Geht (2018) vznikol ako predndska

o kracani a literatdre. Jej najnov$ou knihou je
Spekulativna fikcia: Lyophilia (2019).

Ann Cotten
AT

Ann Cotten (Austria)

Ann Cotten, born in lowa (USA), grew

up in Vienna, Austria and finished her
studies with a work on concrete poetry
before moving to Berlin. Publications:
Fremdwérterbuchsonette (2007),
Florida-Rdume (2010), Der schaudernde
Fdcher (2013), Hauptwerk. Softsoftporn
(2013), Verbannt (2016), Jikiketsugaki.
Tsurezuregusa (2016); in English, I, Coleoptile
(2010) and Lather In Heaven (2016). Fast
Dumm (2017) collects essays on the USA,
Was Geht (2018) was a poetics lecture on
walking and literature. Her most recent book
is speculative fiction: Lyophilia (2019).
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Radsej nepokracovat

V 1907 zaregistroval Sakichi Toyoda

na patentovom Grade kruhové krosna.

Model sa prvykrat realizoval az v 1924

a nikdy sa nedockal rozsirenia ani vel'kého Uspechu.
Vynéalezca v8ak zarobil na vylep$eni &lnka,

ktorym zefektivnil konvenény postup.

Clovek, ktory prinada vylepsené verzie

zavedenych my$lienok a napadov, je vZdy oblibeny,
na rozdiel od toho, ¢o meni formu

a prinasa zasadné spochybnenia.

Ak chces mat stastie, bud'obozretny a dodrziavaj
zasady, ako odporiG¢al Sakichi Toyoda,

ktory si beztak patentoval neméalo

mudrosti. Rusilo ho, ako krosna rachotili.

Zo skUsenosti vedel, Ze rieenie by malo

byt tiché, hluk znamen4, Ze sa energia straca.

Dobre sa vyznal v chybéach, a tak vo svojom texte predpisal
strojom, aby sa zastavili, skér nez sa nieéo zaSmodrcha.

Pan Raab hovori

Ak chces jasni odpoved,

musis polozit jasn( otazku.

Ale moZno chce$ jasn( odpoved’

na neur¢itd otazku.

Ako keby si bol priatelom brutalizmu.

Mozno by si chcel mat brata, ktory ta vyskrtne.
Namiesto vnimania &ira pést,

o ti pril'ne k &elu ako Gchytka k Supliku.
Naopak, ak si Zelas neurcitl odpoved'na presn( otazku,
znamena to, Ze chces, aby ti niekto dal Gosi,

6o rozsiri tvoj svet; a vyviedol ta z neho von.



Svet je dost vel'ky, ale ty aj tak musis von

a teraz ta cesta trva akosi dlho: jedina nunc stans (¢o?)
Ak chces chytit tudného polypa,

da ti trochu prace, kym ho ulovis.

Ale tato potreba jasnej otazky

sa drzi mozgu ako Gchytka Suplika.

Ale mozno len chces§, aby tvoja

neurcita tizba dostala jednoznaéne po papuli.
Takéto pocity motivovali znameho Dr. Fausta,
aby hladal to, o ho kyvnutim prsta znigilo.
Chéapem, Ze trvas na nieGom univerzalnom.

Zakladna struktira je: Dallas z Milétu (Hm?)
Nemdzes poznat vietko, éo ta odrovna.
PretoZe samotny pokus - to je podstata veci:
Vybavujes nieco, ach, ale, ¢o to

bolo a &o to je - lepSie, odteraz, hrst

Gistého zvuku, Gasu, ktory sme niteni pretrvat.
Hoci si nechcel jasni odpoved,

je to v poriadku, pretoZe ta sa da prekritit.

A aZ na konci je ddleZité, Ze vahy

zostali v rovnovahe, takZe polahky vratis Suplik
do pdvodnej pozicie v stole ako odpoved'klamarovi.

Chinese Market Of Dings

Zdvihajte sa, vzdivajte sa, ilOzie, prerezané kable,
tragické kvetiny, krivé roviny. Ach, bozky,

zle zmajstrované bozky,

kvitnice, tlejice, ach, ludské oéi.

Zizajlce hviezdy, zmeiite sa na bozky.

Hlboké priepasti, zmeiite sa na bozky.

Pod tym sa vesmir nafukuje.

A praska! Techné — neovladnutelna laska,
zastavujlca za peniaze. Drobné radosti, Techné!
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Nevrazivost, laska krytéa Sialenstvom —

Ach, sklolaminat, ochranny §tit lasky —
nepristupna laska — Techné!

Uces si vlasy Srotom z liatiny,

moja holubica, vtokovym kanalom prevleé drét.
Polom#tva, namal'uj tomu pekné mihalnice,

li¢ ich laskavo, teraz mézes.

Z nemeckych a anglickych originalov preloZila Néra RuZickova



Lieber nicht weiter

1907 wurde von Sakichi Toyoda

ein kreisférmiger Webstuhl beim Patentamt angemeldet.

Das Modell wurde 1924 erst realisiert

und hatte nie Verbreitung oder viel Erfolg.

Geld machte er hingegen mit dem Schiffchenwechsler
der den konventionellen Ablauf leicht verbesserte.
Man liebt den Menschen immer, der verbesserte
Versionen von alteingesessenen Ideen oder
Konzepten bringt, im Gegensatz zum Formenwechsler,
und gar zu dem, der grundsétzliche Bedenken anmeldet.
Wenn du Gluck haben willst, dann gib acht und befolg
die Grundsétze, wie Toyoda Sakichi instruiert,

der ohnehin nicht wenig Weisheit patentiert

hat. Es storte ihn, wie der Webstuhl rasselte,

Er wusste aus Erfahrung, Leistung soll

leise sein, Larm heiRt, Energie geht verloren da.

Er war mit Fehlern sehr vertraut, so schrieb im Text er

der Maschinen tief ein, zu stoppen, eh sich was verheddert.

Mr. Raab says

If you want a clear answer,

you have to ask a clear question.

But perhaps you want a clear answer

to a vague question.

Like, as if you were a friend of brutal style.

Perhaps you like to have a brother that deletes you.
Instead of having perceptions, a clear fist

glues your forehead together like the handle does a drawer.
Conversely, though, a wish for a vague answer to a precise question

is just your wanting somebody to give you something
that would expand your world; and led you out.
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The world is pretty big, but still you must go out,

and now the path gets long: a single nunc stans (what?)
If you want to grab a fat polyp,

you've a bit of work to do to set her up.

But this wish for a clear question

ties up your brain just like the handle does a drawer.
But maybe you are just wanting, for your

vague desire, to get a clear slap in the gob.

Such sentiments were motivating famous Dr. Faust

to look for what took care of him by the crook of a finger.
| understand that you insist on something universal.

The basic structure is: Dallas from Milet (Huh?)

You can't know everything that does away with you.

Because the mere attempt - that is the gist of it:

You're taking care of something, ah but what

it was and what it is — better, from now on, the fist

of pure sound, time, which we're forced to endure.
52 Although you didn't want a clear answer,

itis alright, because it can be turned around.

And only at the end, it is important that the scales

stand straight, so that you have no problems returning the drawer

to its position in the table, like the answer to a liar.

Chinese Market Of Dings

Rise up, swell illusions, cutoff cables,
tragic flowers, uneven equals. Oh you kiss,
you smouldering blooming kiss of bad
craftsmanship, and oh you human eyes.
You staring stars, return to kiss.

You deep abyss, return to kiss.

And underneath, the universe is blown.

Is cut! Techné - unmastered love,

stopping for money. Little joys, Techné!
Hard feelings, psycho coverage for love -



O Fiberglass, hard mantle of love —
forbidden love — Techné!

Comb your hair with molding scrap,

my dove, feed your line into your sprue.
half dead, paint some cute eyelashes on it,
paint them happy, as long as you can.
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Efe Duyan (Turecko)

Efe Duyan (1981, Istanbul) bol éastnikom
mnohych workshopov, basnickych

¢itani, od roku 2009 je ¢lenom viacerych
medzindrodnych organizdcii. Jeho bdsne boli
preloZené do niekol'’kych desiatok jazykov.
Sam preloZil basnické zbierky autorov, ako
Radu Vancu (Rumunsko), Matthias Géritz
(Nemecko) ¢i Lloyd Schwartz (USA). Viedol
bdsnické workshopy s basnikmi z mnohych
krajin sveta, spoluzaloZil viacero bdsnickych
festivalov, s dalsimi aktivne spolupracuje.
Jeho tvorba je zahrnutd v réznych
medzindrodnych antolégidch. Je ¢lenom
redakénych rad literdrnych ¢asopisov, pise
tieZ kritické eseje o poézii. Vydal basnické
zbierky Stkga Sorulan Sorular (Casto kladené
otdzky, 2016), Tek Siirlik Asklar (Basne na
Jjednu noc, 2012) a Takas (Vymena, 2006).

V siéasnosti vyucuje dejiny architektiry na
Univerzite vytvarnych umeni Mimar Sinan

v Istanbule.

Efe Duyan
TR

Efe Duyan (Turkey)

Efe Duyan (1981, Istanbul) took part in
many workshops and readings, and he

is the member of various international
organizations. He was a guest lecturer on
poetry at the George Washington University
in Atlanta and at Yale University, and

a short-term scholar at the University of
Massachusetts Boston. His poems were
translated into dozens of languages and

his translation work include the poetry
collections of Radu Vancu (Romania),
Matthias Géritz (Germany) and Lloyd
Schwartz (USA). He is the author of three
poetry books: Stkga Sorulan Sorular
(Frequently Asked Questions, 2016), Tek
Siirlik Asklar (One Poem Stands, 2012) and
Takas (Swap, 2006). His poems have been
included in several national and international
anthologies. He is currently teaching history
of architecture at Mimar Sinan Fine Arts
University in Istanbul.



spolocne vliastnosti revolicii

revolUcie
ako v8etky vel'ké plany
nemdzu byt do detailu premyslené

ako na minGtu presné vlaky
aj ony ponUkaji mier
a akonahle odstartujd, uz sa nikdy neobzrd

ako samovrazda
aj ony medzi nami pri kazdej prilezZitosti
vytvoria spojenie, ktoré nemozno opisat

ako blizki priatelia
aj ony dokazu prehliadnut nae vlastné pochybenia

ako od radosti kriciace deti
ani ony sa nikdy neunavia

ako ja
ani ony - pravdu povediac — neoblubuji davy

ako my vsetci
aj ony klam(, ked' hovoria, Ze chc( véetkym iba dobre

ako véetci bohovia
aj ony sU si isté, Ze za par dni zvladnu stvorit svet

ako vztahy
aj ony ta nahle uvrhn( do otroctva

ako Zeny

ani u nich si nikdy neméze$ byt isty, &i im rozumie$

ako milovany ¢lovek
aj ony ta mdzu jedine sklamat




ako platonicka laska
aj ony sU napokon prekrasne

call centrum

dobry den

ak vas zaujima defi, ked'ste prvy raz stretli svojich priatelov zo koly
stlaéte svoje §tastné &islo

ak vas zaujimaji dni, ked'ste neGnavne behali po ihrisku

stlaéte vSetky &isla v ndhodnom poradi

ak vas zaujimaji zaparené okna a mastné lyZice

stlacte rok poslednej rodinnej dovolenky

kazdy ma spomienky, za ktoré sa hanbi
ak vas zaujimaji Gaje a pagace zjedené na univerzitnom travniku
zloZte slGchadlo a vyjdite na balkén
56 ak sa chcete stazovat na rychlost beZiaceho &asu
stlacte, prosim, tlacidlo najsilnejsie, ako len viete
ak si uvedomite, Ze si uZ nepamatate tvar svojho starého otca

pozrite sa do zrkadla

ak chcete véiiu zapragenych knih v antikvariatoch

vyslovte tretie pismeno mena negramotného robotnika

ak cheete kontaktovat suseda kraj&ira, ktorého nasli mftveho v handrach
prosim, pockajte

ak sa chcete vratit k nepredvidatelnej chvili
ked'ste sa v spanku letmo dotkli krku Zeny
pockajte na pipnutie

a stlacajte rovnaké ¢islo stale dokola

den po rozchode
napiste stokrat do svojho zapisniku

»UZ nikdy sa nesmiem zamilovat™

pip



okupdacia redakeie dennika ulus

brecht by sa opytal
aky je rozdiel medzi

tym kto t0Zi bez porozumenia
a tym kto rozumie no zostane ticho

podla becketta

podla Gnie
ni¢ z tohto nebolo v plane

podla spomienok
l'udia veria v nedosiahnuteln( krasu

podla revolucionarov
bol kazdy akt revolGcie opodstatneny

podla mojej starej mamy
by som nad tymito vecami mal méavnut rukou

naozaj ma v8ak zaujima
¢i boli redaktori a sadzaci
v konflikte s okupantmi od samého zaciatku?

podla sadzadov
ingpirovali tragicky koniec knihy
ktora bola vopred odsidena na skonfiskovanie

podla reportérov
iSlo o spravu ktord bolo nutné cenzurovat

podla stolov
je zvladtne ked'na ne ktosi rozprava zhora
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podla tlagiarenského pasu
bolo na zabarikadovani sa ¢osi takmer prijemné

pomedzi to vSetko
serviroval obor s Sedou bradou ¢aj

podla ich najhorsich obav
mohlo v8etko skongit zle

podla ich pocitov
uz davno uviazli v zvazujicom tanci

ak sa vratime k brechtovi

ten by povedal Ze vSetko zaleZi na okupantovi
potom by si pripalil cigaru

Co som ti?

Som od teba prili§ daleko? Ani nie
autobus, trajekt a elektricka

Som ti zakazany. Neprehanaj
Kedykol'vek sa ti pozriem do o&i

Opaény koniec erstvo vyhibeného tunela

Som pre teba dieta, tak nech
Ked'som s tebou, rdd som na pritaz

Som pri tebe Gzkostlivy, viem
Obcas robim scény, Sle¢na

Inklinujem k tebe, nehyb sa
Ako vina, ked'sa spéja s inou vinou

Som ti diiom a nocou



Sibalska lika zavahani
Som z teba roztGzeny
Nenarazili sme na seba prili§ neskoro - ¢i?

MozZno pre teba predstavujem problém
Podari sa ti zadat opat od nuly?

Som pre teba nepopisanou stranou papiera
V6riou Gerstvo ostrihanej ceruzky

Som prave teraz
Nadsenie prave opravenych hodiniek

Som pre teba chvilou po, som pre teba vednostou, som pre teba tebou

Som pre teba vetou ,podme"
Si siista?

50
Som zéakladnou otazkou 59

Ktor0 ti ktosi polozil

pozerat sa na teba

dievca prevrati korytnacku a utecie
korytnacka prvy raz v Zivote uvidi oblohu

Prelozil Michal Tallo
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similarities between the revolutions

revolutions too
like grand plans
can't be plotted in great detail

like punctual trains
offer peace
and never look back once set off

like suicide
on every occasion
forge a connection between us thatican't name

like close friends
are also useful in covering our own defects

like babies screaming in joy
never tire

like me
they - in truth - don't like crowds

like all of us
itis a lie that they wish the best for everyone

like all gods
they are sure they are capable of creating the world in a few days

like the relationships
you suddenly find yourself a slave to

like women
you can only suppose you understand them

like a lover
they can only let you down



like a platonic love
they are beautiful after all

Translated by James Vella and Efe Duyan

call center

hello

for the day you met school friends for the first time
please dial your lucky number

for the times you ran tirelessly around the playground
press all the numbers at random

for the steamed-up windows of greasy spoons

dial the year of the last family summer holiday

everybody has times they're ashamed of

do not tell the numbers you pick for these to anyone

for the tea and pogaga breakfasts you had on the university lawn

put the receiver down and go out onto the balcony

if you wish to complain about time flying furiously past

please press down hard on the button

if you realise that you don't remember your granddad exactly as he was
look in the mirror

for the smell of dusty books in second-hand bookstores
say the third letter of an illiterate labourer's name

for your neighbourhood tailor who was found dead in rags
please hold

for that unpredictable moment

that you touched the neck of a woman in your sleep,
dial the same number over and over again

after the beep

61



62

the day after the break-up
write in your notebook one hundred times
I am never going to fall in love again”

beeep

Translated by Bill Herbert and Efe Duyan

ulus newspaper occupation

brecht would ask
what is the difference between

he who desires without understanding
and he who understands but keeps quiet

according to beckett
the biggest opportunity has already been missed

according to the union
this was not planned

according to memories
people believe in an unattainable beauty

according to the revolutionaries
every revolutionary action was legitimate

according to my grandma
I should let all these things go



what | really want to know is
whether the reporters and typesetters
were in conflict with the occupiers at first?

according to the typesetters
they inspired the tragic end of a book
which was destined to be confiscated

according to the reporters
this was a news flash that had to be censored

according to a table
it was strange to be talked down to

according to the printing plate
it was almost comfortable to be barricaded in

a grey bearded giant
was serving tea in the middle of all this

according to their worst fears
it would all end badly

according to their feelings
they were already locked in an ever-contracting conga

if we go back to brecht

he would say it all depends on the occupier
before lighting his cigar

Translated by Richard Gywn and Efe Duyan
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Am I to you?

Am | far away to you? Not much
Bus plus ferry plus tram

| am forbidden to you. Don't exaggerate
Whenever | look in your eyes

The other end of a recently dug tunnel

| am child to you, let it be
| like to be a nuisance when I'm with you

| am anxious to you, | know
| make a fuss sometimes, Miss

I am inclined to you, don't move
Like one wave merging into another wave

| am night and day to you
The wicked fox of hesitation

| am wistful to you
We haven't met each other too late, have we?

| am maybe trouble to you
Will you manage to start again from zero?

| am a blank white paper to you
The smell of a newly sharpened pencil

| am now to you
The enthusiasm of a watch that's just been repaired

| am afterwards to you, always to you, you to you

| am “let's go"” to you
Are you sure?



| am a basic question put
To you

Translated by Robyn Marsack and Efe Duyan

Looking at you

Upturning the turtle, little girl runs away
For the first time, turtle sees sky

Translated by Raman Mundair and Efe Duyan
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Cherubino
(dryvky)

Opét sa pozrela z okna, zelend, prekvapivo zelen, aj tu. Stebla travy sa odrazali na obkladadkach
parapetu, a tam, medzi siluetami skalpelov, leZala pali¢ka. Zajtra sa ukazZe, & mala pravdu. Dvanéast,
trinast. Vietor rozochvel travu, v testovacom okienku sa zjavila iara. Niekto zaklopal na dvere. Pogi-
tala dalej. E&te jedno zaklopanie. Moment! Zabudla poéitat. Coskoro budem hotova! Cukraref, ktorej
toalety pouZivala, sa medzitym vyprazdnila? Dvadsat, dvadsatjeden. Klugka na dverach sa pohla. Po-
Gitala spravne, alebo niekol'’ko &isel vynechala?

Oprela sa o stenu: studené obkladaéky cez blGzku. Okno bolo sklopené, citila teplé cesto. Tridsat-
pat, tridsatest. LOka sa poddala prievanu, opat sa narovnala. Obdiznikovité dosky, také, v ktorych
bolo mozné rozoznat kamene, dlazdili cestu. Tridsatdevat, tyridsat sekind - jedna &iara, druh4 éiara:
jedna v kruhovom otvore, druha v §tvorcovom, obe ruZové. V pribalovom letaku si opat preéitala, o
uZ vedela: ¢iary znamenajo ano, ich absencia nie. VVona teplého cesta zosilnela. Iris vzala svoj iPhone
a Biary odfotila. Potom tyginku zabalila do papierovej vreckovky a vloZila ju s pribalovym letdkom spat
do obalu a do kabelky, ktora visela na kl'uéke. SvetloZIta, mal4, l'ahk4, hoci vlastnila viac neZ dva tucty
tasiek, vzdy si vybrala tito. Pozrela sa do zrkadla, jej tvar vyzerala ako vzdy. Co si 8akala? Viyplazila na
seba jazyk. | ten bol ako vzdy. Predtym si obzerala kol4ée na pulte, nevedela sa rozhodnit, povedala,
sadnem si, ale neusadila sa. Nemobhla nié jest. Vedela to, uz od véera.

Teraz mala dékaz.

Kl'u€ka sa pohla. Znovu zaklopanie. Kabelka sa zatriasla.

Potiahla splachovaé. Vy$la von, so smiechom, smiech sa z nej kot0lal, presla okolo damy v Gzkej Gier-
nej koZenej sukni, ddma potriasla hlavou.

Ako jedina zakazniGka stala pred vitrinou so zakuskami. Co pre vas mézem urobit? Jednu pidkétovi
roladu, t0 s jahodami. Mohli by ste mi ju, prosim, zabalit na cestu? Samozrejme. S rafinovane zviaza-
nym baliékom vy$la z cukrarne. Na druhej strane ulice bolo cez okno vidiet lekarniéku, u ktorej bola
predtym - rozpréavala sa s mladou Zenou, podala jej niekol'ko baliékov, potom ich opat vzala spét, polo-
Zila pred fiu nové, jednu vel'’kl tubu - je to jednoduché, povedala lekarniéka, najbezpeénejdia metdda,
aka existuje. AbsolUtne spolahliva, nemdzete nié pokazit.

Naozaj to bolo jednoduché.

Za lekarnou sa rozprestierala krajina. Zelena, nepricetne zelena. Pasienok, na iom dve paslce sa
ovce, v dial'ke, ale predsa. Zvadnuta dedinska zahrada, ZIté strapce na osamelych stonkach. Vidiec-
ka idyla v milionovom meste. Podlhovasty baliGek jej lahko spo&ival v ruke. Zena si presla dlafiou po
oslnivo bielom laboratérnom plasti, otvorila pokladiiu, opat ju zavrela a podala jej Géet. Za jej l'avym
ramenom sa pésli ovce. Dalia zakaznitka jej rozhadzala vyhlad. Prievan zabuchol okno, potom ho
znovu rozrazil. Pozor! Lekarni¢ka sa chytila za hlavu, akoby hrozilo, Ze jej odleti.
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To uz Iris stéala vonku. Cukraren pre fiu bola prili§ napadn4, éervené oci vo vyklade, presla ulicu, vsti-
pila dnu.

Nemala by som pit 8ampanské. Najprv, ked'sa ukladala na gaué v obyvadke, ju prepadla my3lienka
- videla pred sebou hrézostragné obrazy deti vo flagiach, aké jej kedysi ukazali v zbierke prirodoved-
ného mizea. Alebo ich ucitelia odhovarali, ale ona sa odtrhla od skupiny, aby si mohla oddelenie tajne
pozriet? Kym sa dieta nenarodi, nazyva sa fétus, zmienila sa raz u&itel'’ka na hodine. Iris tento pojem
z beZnej redi nepoznala, najprv pocula fikus. Ako v8ak sOviseli fikusy v lesklych porcelanovych kve-
tindGoch na parapetoch a podlahe materskej Skoly s detmi, ktoré boli stéle vo vnitri vo svojich mat-
kach? Nijako, celkom nijako, mystérium devéatroénej, ktoré tridsatdevéatrodni métalo v polospéanku.
Iris si vAgne spomenula na kresby z uebnice. Najprv sa to vola embryo, pocula ugitel'ku — stéle si
dokézala vybavit hlasy svojich byvalych u&itelov, kym sa nevyvin( vnitorné organy, po asi deviatich
tyzdiioch ide o fétus. Kresby by si teraz velmi rada pozrela.

Zadala do vyhladavaca slovo ,embryo". Zjavili sa fantastické obrazy, najpésobivejsi bol od Svédskeho
fotografa Lennarta Nilssona. Odfotil tieZ, ako spermia prenikala do vaji¢ka. Vyzeralo to vel'kolepo.
Intergalakticky. Naraz meteoritu do planéty. Potom zaéina nova epocha, ako po vyhynuti dinosaurov.
Virili pred fou asociacie vyvolané fotografiami. Aj fotograf, alebo ¢lovek, ktory stranku vytvoril, nazval
trindsttyZzdiové embryo ,Spaceman®.

Moje telo ma vzdy stresovalo. Chcela som mu ujst. Zvuky boli pokusom o Gnik. Von k nieGomu inému,

Sivé, sivé sU vsetky moje Saty vyssiemu. Piesne nemaju telo, usadzajl sa ale hlboko.
Sivé, sivé je vSetko 6o mam. Nehovorim iba o l'udoch, hovorim o kvetoch,
Preto libim vSetko, ¢o je sivé stromoch, zvieratach. Poznate ten pribeh o kravach,

Preto my$i tak rada mdm.  ktorym pé&tali Mozarta, a potom dévali viac mlieka? Presvedéilo ma to.
Hovorim vSak i o pevnych latkach, o presklenych oknach, fasadach, odletovych halach letisk. Piesne
prenikajo do v8etkého. Do kazdej latky, kazdého materialu. Raz v budicnosti bude technicky moz-
né vypodut si meldédie ulozené v domoch, podobne ako ked'sa pri stavbe zékladov odhalia pévodné
Struktory. Bez tela nepodut Ziaden zvuk, povedala Iris. Pozrela sa novinarke priamo do o&i, potom na
pery, Zena mala na Ustach extrémne Cerveny riz. Pekna farba, Iris kyvla k novinarkinym Gstam, mala
na sebe podobnU a vedela, Ze si to tiez v§imla. Prichadzala z vyznamnych nemeckych novin. Takych,
ktoré sa predtym o mia nikdy nezaujimali, dostali tip na zaklade mé&jho pripravovaného debutu v Met.

Z nemdiny preloZila Terézia Klasova



Cherubino

(excerpts)

My body always irritated me. | wanted to escape it. The musical notes were an attempt to get away. To
rise up, towards something else, something higher. Songs are disembodied but they become lodged in
bodies, set them in motion. I'm not just talking about people, I'm talking about flowers, trees, animals.
You've heard the story about the cows that produce more milk when they hear Mozart? I'm convinced.
But I'm also talking about solid objects, about glass windows, buildings, facades, waiting areas in
airports. Songs penetrate everything. Every substance, every material. One day, in the future, it will
be technically possible to listen to melodies stored in buildings, the way remains of earlier structures
are revealed when foundations are laid. If there's no body, there's no sound, Iris said. She looked the
woman interviewing her directly in the eye, then at her lips. The woman was wearing very bright red
lipstick. Nice color, Iris nodded at the journalist's mouth; she was wearing a similar shade of lipstick
and knew the woman had noticed it. She was with one of the bigger German newspapers. One that
had never had any interest in me before; word of my upcoming debut at the Met has gotten around.

Now, | get along with my body just fine. It's no longer just a resonance chamber. How did that happen?
A matter of age, maybe. (Since it has started to bulge, I've become inexhaustible. She didn't say this
out loud. | can walk effortlessly. Stand effortlessly. On stage, too. Now that I'm carrying seven more
kilos, singing is easier, living is easier. She didn't say any of this.)

Ever since she can remember, she never knew quite where to stand. How to position her legs, her arms.
How to relax her hips, her joints, knees, ankles while remaining firmly grounded. After a hundred per-
formances, she still didn't know. Hours and hours with Christa, an ache in her lumbar region. Please
teach me how to stand. She only allowed herself to be photographed seated. (Now | stand there like
a larch. Of course, she didn't say this.)

She smiled at the journalist, how did you end up in your profession? The woman, German like me (near
Frankfurt, Bad Homburg, won't mean much to you/l know exactly what it means), smoothed the lapel
of her jacket, oh, by chance, you know... We're almost finished, if | might ask one more question. Christ-
mas in Vienna, would you sing in that if you were asked? If they offer, why not? Yes, of course, why
not, thank you for this conversation. Thank you. One last second, let me make sure I've recorded it all.

When Iris left the restaurant, it was freezing. Her breath formed a cloud in front of her face. At the
next crossing light, her phone vibrated. Yes? So soon? Yes, yes, good, wonderful. No, no need to worry.
It went okay. A nice woman, German. Just the usual questions. Though she did ask one interesting
one. Where the fear comes from. Why does the fear increase when it has been proven that our cities
have become safer over the past decades. Berlin, Vienna, New York, in terms of crime. What? No. You
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and your jokes. | said, we feel much more than we can take in. That's where the fear comes from. Pro-
vocative? Well, you surely would have... What? | can only hear part of what you're saying.

| wonder, Iris thought as she warmed up with knee-bends, if the questions of who the father is, who
the father should be, is preoccupying me more than my work at the moment. At first the question
had been bitter-sweet. With a touch of adventure. In any case, it's my child. Mine. | decide. Since
spending New Year's Eve with Sergio in Monza, she'd become convinced: Sergio was not the biological
father. She felt it. She found his presence increasingly irksome. Surely nature had configured things
so a woman could feel who the father of the child she carried was? It couldn’t be any other way. Iris
regretted that she had immediately presented Sergio’s fatherhood as an objective fact. | should have
told him everything from the beginning and not let Ludwig hound me into this situation. But he's not
hounding you! She was defending Ludwig from herself. Another man wouldn't have accepted it, would
have insisted on a test, and if proven to be the father, would have found ways for the child to be raised
as his; round about his family. What is round about supposed to mean? He would have divulged his
feelings for you, would have been proud to acknowledge you publicly. You're not just anyone. Certainly
not anyone to be ashamed of, someone best kept hidden. He wouldn't be the first to recognize bela-
tedly who it is he really loves. That is, loves more than the woman he previously loved. And still loves
in some fashion.

| can't work like this.

Fox, called the goose, listen do,
please come back here

please come back here

or the baker, he will lure you
with cake and treats to spare.

Iris's thoughts raced as she did her exercises. When she tried to calculate whose child it most likely
was, she'd felt calm. She could still evoke that feeling; calm and almost amused. That's from having
two men at the same time, she said to herself. She'd seemed young, exuberant. And as independent
as she wanted to be. Cool, a cool problem to have, actually, she'd thought, a classic problem. Besides,
her joy had blanketed everything; and joy still covered most of everything. But more and more fear
was creeping in (jitters was what she called it when talking to herself) about daily life with the two
men who were available as the child's father. Ludwig was out of reach. | take the liberty of returning
to you every chance | get, he'd written early on and from the beginning had made it clear that there
could never be more between them than this. If she forced a test and a possible acknowledgment of
his paternity on him, she would lose him. There was no doubt in her mind. She would be breaking the
arrangement that had been clear from the start and which she had agreed to: nothing, absolutely



nothing can get out. If only | had someone to talk to about this. A few weeks ago, she'd been able to
suppress these thoughts but today, of all days, when she wanted to work, she was completely trapped
in the situation and couldn’t find any way out that wouldn't lead to personal catastrophe. A cata-
strophe for three people, no, four: Ludwig, Sergio, the child, and her. All four or one of the four? If she
kept quiet as she had until now, she would be the only unhappy one. A life with the wrong man. But
he's nice, incredibly nice. Her friends, her colleagues, her parents, they all said so. So very nice, that
Sergio. Doing her back exercises on the floor, she was convinced it was the unresolved question of
paternity that was unsettling the fetus, that spurred it to keep giving her signs: pay attention to me.
After another quarter hour of stretching - you have to stretch each muscle at least thirty seconds
- she stood up, took two sips of water. Slowly, as if in slow-motion, she sang the first notes of
Schubert's Erlkdnig. She always got stuck in this song, always at the same spots, after the Nebel-
streif (streak of mist) or the alten Weiden so grau (the old willow, so gray). She sang without the text
open before her, pictured it to herself, invoking the sensations she wanted to feel with each particular
phrase. Afterwards she recited the entire poem. Then she sang the song, first restrained, then full on
as if in concert. When she was done, there were drops on the parquet at her feet. She got a handker-
chief from the bathroom cabinet and wiped her face.

In German class in music school, she'd had to learn Goethe's poem by heart and she'd parodied it with
a classmate on the way home. They'd laughed themselves silly.

I'm not afraid. She'd said to Ludwig. And I'm sticking to it. Iris crawled, as directed, over the stage
floor. Always follow the director’s instructions otherwise you'll get nowhere. (There are some lessons
from the conservatory | could easily leave behind.) She crawled on her stomach, picturing herself
singing as she did, summoning the feelings Cherubino’s lines required. The feelings E.M. Demmenie
demanded. She felt unwell. It was the first time in four months that she’d lain on her stomach. And
now: crawling. Where did you read it can cause harm? Women bear healthy children in completely
different circumstances and you, well-nourished, in safety. But | don't feel well when | do it! Me, who
only ever sleeps on her stomach, now | sleep on my back. | lie awake, eyes wide open, all night long, and
now, here on this American stage... no! My back can't take it. The obvious only occurred to her once
her entire front was covered with dust, her jeans, jumper, elbows. Stop, she interrupted the rehearsal.
We have to find another solution, Lizzy. | can't do it like that. But you're vibrant, darling, what's the
matter?

Someone (she was now speaking German) who has deserted, who's eighteen and is declaring his love
for humankind, doesn't crawl on the ground to do it. That's the whole reason he doesn't want to be in
the army anymore. Because he no longer wants to crawl in the dirt, physically or figuratively. It makes
no sense to me, so | can't sing any sense into it. What's more, my back is killing me, my discs! At
your tender age? E.M. Demmenie looked at her doubtfully. (What kind of pig in a poke did | buy here?
She's supposed to be young and now - disc problems?) Yes, | know, I'm eighteen, that's what you spe-



cified. Iris brushes the dust off her knees, then boyishly shuffies her feet a bit and lets all her joints
go slack somehow. Fantastic, Lizzy thinks, that's absolutely fantastic, despite everything she knows
her art: she's still Cherubino, even while arguing with me.

Break, Lizzy orders, a short one, ten-fifteen minutes. Bathroom break, cigarette break. Many more
singers smoke than you'd expect (no surprise given the stress and constant attention to breathing).
Lizzy and Iris remain on the stage, pacing off the lines that had been sketched out for Cherubino’s mo-
vements in the courtroom, ending up at the lion's paw-shaped left foot of the giant writing desk that
would dominate the stage set in the first act and in the third. Stacks of files as big as bedsheets lay
on the desktop. This could lead to one of the unlikely cases of my being killed by a piece of paper.
Waves of giggling, suppressed. The situation suddenly struck Iris as incredibly funny. None of the
factory workers from Portland, whom E. M. Demmenie actually had had flown in, left the stage during
the break. They whispered to each other under and around the oversize judge's bench onto which the
singers were lifted with a crane (Lizzy didn't think much of ladders), a swarm of — of what, actually?
A swarm of women from Portland, Oregon, Iris finished the sentence to herself while E. M. Demmenie
talked on, faster and faster, her words tripping over each other. Iris marveled at the speed with which
the director was able to produce sounds and string them together. She produces at least ten times
as many words as | doin a year —

| haven't listened to a thing she's said.

Iris forced herself to pay attention, there was a point to it, after all.

Then how would you do it? Lizzy asked in English at that very moment and Iris answered her in English
since the polite thing to do is to speak in the language your interlocutor is most comfortable in.

I've thought about it. Speaking carefully and leaving extra space between her sentences — win some
time, win some time, slow Lizzy down - Iris developed her vision of a sessile Cherubino.

He's the fixed point around which the other characters whirl. He sits; he's meant to be the witness,
after all. Precisely because he's onstage so much, right, and only sings two arias but the ones the
audience knows well, he's best positioned seated. Now and then he stands up, then it's a big deal. Not
to sing; | can sing really well seated. His staying seated also emphasizes the fact that he's leaving the
military. Sitting is not a typical stance for a soldier.

E. M. Demmenie listened.

Scratched her head.

Rubbed her chin.

Crossed her arms in front of her chest.

He has no choice but to refuse to bear witness, Iris continued after a short pause. In any case, that
fits the arias’ lyrics but he, too, the teenager eager to experience love, he, too, hopefully, will obviously
refuse to assist the divorce. People should stay together. He still believes things like that. Precisely
because the first buds of love are opening, he believes it can last forever. He has to believe it, other-



wise he'd fall into despair right from the start and he wouldn't be the person he is; and it wouldn't
be Mozart. Even children of divorced parents keep believing, at least in our circles (and Mozart is us)
that things can work out. Something eternal. At last! Besides, Cherubino believes that after the war
peace can reign, that peace can be manufactured and that's what he wants. Admittedly, in this opera
he mostly shows this without words. Through his presence. Put him on a chair and I'll do it.

There she was again. Coolness. The blessing of a late birth. The good luck of living in this century
and no other. The legacy of modernity spares you sentimentality and allow you to keep politeness to
a minimum (with language, for example).

There are people who inspire you. Remarkably, E. M. Demmenie proved to be one. (Not just a person,
a woman, Martha would have corrected her, Martha, Martha her suppressed, external, but all the
more tenacious, conscience about women in public life.) Lizzy scrutinized Iris — am | now an endan-
gered glacier, an as yet unexplored gold mine? — and her eyes: green, slightly weathered, but almost
exactly the same color as mine, you have to look others in the eye. Then Lizzy nodded, once, twice, not
more. Okay, you'll sit on a chair.

Translated by Tess Lewis
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Union Prize for Literature, the Reymont
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Hubert Klimko Dobrzanieckt
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Plagiat

Rudi Holz si pripol umel( gerberu na jasné vlasy a odstUpil o dva kroky, aby zhodnotil, ako vyzera. Po
chvili si rukami oblapil bedra. Saty na fiom vyzerali ako na Zene v 6smom mesiaci. Dat vsadky asi velmi
nepomdze, hital podrazdene. ESte raz hodil oékom na zrkadlo, edte raz si t0 tehul'ku obzrel, energicky
sa otogil a vosiel do spalne. Okna boli od vera otvorené a izbu vypifali otravné hlasy. Rudi Holz byval
na tretom poschodi, oproti ihrisku §koly pre deti so §pecialnymi potrebami. Ich vreskot byval v sko-
ré doobedia neznesitelny. BoZe, keby len o tomto vedel predtym, nez podpisal zmluvu s tou pipinou
z Hertha Muller Immobilien!

Nadéavajic popod nos zatvoril okna. Prefiho-zaiiho by mohli zostat dékladne zavreté aj dalSie tri roky.
Ale bol prili§ rozrudeny, aby sa naozaj hneval. Mal sa stretn(t s Marcelom Reichom, samotnym Mar-
celom Reichom-Ranickym, a to prave dnes. Dnes poobede! UZ samotna myslienka mu v bruchu spéso-
bovala znepokojivé Steklenie. Nevideli sa skoro $est rokov. Vzdy, ked'sa Rudi Holz ocitol medzi l'ud'mi,
ktori rozpravali o vojne, hovorieval:

,Viete, mam priatela, istého Marcela Reicha-Ranického, ktory teraz byva v Nemecku, ale byval v Pol-
sku, ked'prigli Nemci! BoZe, ked'si len pomyslim, &im si musel prejst, hréza!"

Rudi Holz o tom hovoril tak, akoby sa vtedy rozhodovalo o jeho, a nie o Marcelovom osude. Ak bol
nahodou medzi posluchaémi niekto, kto tento pribeh este nepocul, ochotne sa o priatelovi este viac
rozhovoril.

»Neviem totiZ, &i si uvedomuje$§," vravel, ,Ze Marcel bol od detstva velmi talentovanym jedincom, zau-
jimal sa o literatGru a dal$ie veci. Vela cestoval po svete. Ked'mu zomrel otec, zdedil po fiom vel'ky ma-
jetok, ale z Pol'ska sa ani nepohol a nikdy vlastne neodigiel natrvalo. Marcel bol élovekom s fantaziou,
ozenil sa s akousi zavratne bohatou barénkou Zidovského pévodu. Poéul si o nej? Edgar Kurzschwanz
ju stéle spomina v spoloéenskej rubrike..."

A Rudi Holz dokazal takto pokradovat, akoby to bola seriézna prednaska o archeolégii Svatej zeme.
Marcel Reich je znova vo Viedni, premys$lal uchvateny situaciou. Ponapraval vel'ké ZIté vank(sSe na
gaudi, sadol si a skimavo sa rozhliadal po izbe. Je zvlastne, Ze l'udia si malokedy v&imajl prostredie,
v akom Zij0, kym nemajd na krku navstevu. Ale nasa ukrajinské upratovacka sa snazi. M4 cenu zlata.
Hlupaiia, naisto ani len netusti, Ze akosi prirodzene udrziava predvojnovd Groveri.

Cfn. Bol v takom vytrZeni, Ze zvoncek zazvonil eSte trikrat, kym sa pohol z miesta. V prvej chvili priate-
Ia nespoznal. MuZ, ktory stal pred nim, mal na hlave nemodern( ry8av( parochfiu, zapragen( a davno
ne&esand. A tie krimplenové 8aty v polke januara? Rudi Holz sa snazil ukryt svoje sklamanie.

,Drahy Marcel, polahky by som ta nasiel aj v tisicovom dave!"

Muz dalej stal na prahu. Pod pazuchou drzal zelen? 8katulu a prenikavym pohladom si premeriaval
Rudiho.

,Vazne, Rudolf? Tiez by som ta spoznal, ale zopar Kil si asi pribral, o?"




76

Marcel pobozkal Rudiho na Gsta a voiel. Sokovany hostitel nevedel, o povedat. Vosli do obyvasky
a sadli si.

,Das si nie¢o na pitie?"

Marcel potriasol hlavou.

.Nejaky zakusok?"

Sériu jednostrannych otazok prerusili kukudkové hodiny. Rudi si dovtedy neuvedomoval, Ze méZzu byt
takym otravnym predmetom. Kukuk, kukuk, kukuk... Koneéne sklapli.

»Nie som smédny ani hladny. Nechaj tak," povedal Marcel.

»Tak hovor. Po poriadku. Kedy si prisiel do Viedne?"

Miloval znenie tohto slova: Vie-dei. Marcel poloZil §katul'u na parket.

»~Som tu uz vySe roka." A vidiac prekvapenie na priatelovej tvari, rychlo dodal: ,Ale priamo vo Viedni len
odnedavna. Ved'by som sa spojil s tebou uz skér. Bol som v Salzburgu."

»Salzburg! Nadherné mesto!" zvolal Rudi nad$ene, hoci v Zivote sa nepustil dalej ako do Melku.
Marcel sa pousmial, odhal'ujic t0 svoju protivnd medzeru medzi hornymi jednotkami. Zuby mal navyse
Spinavé, Rudimu okamzZite prisli na um kefka a pasta.

.Ked'som prigiel minuly tyzdefi do Viedne, hned'som si na teba spomenul. Dost som sa natrépil, kym
som ta nasiel, lebo za ten svet som si nevedel spomen(t na priezvisko tvojej Zeny, ktoré si po sobasi
prijal za svoje..."

.Klimko," prehodil Rudi.

.»...ale nakoniec som ta nasiel v telefénnom zozname a som tu. Vie§, Rudolf, pravdupovediac, silnejsie
a intenzivnejSie som zacal o tebe premyslat, ked' som sa rozhodol zbavit svojho koZuchu z krtej koze."
Marcel si vS§imol nahly rumenec na Rudiho tvari.

»Tvojho koZuchu z krtej koze?"

,Ano," povedal Reich-Ranicki a z podlahy zdvihol zelent §katul'u. ,Spominas si hddam na mojich krt-
kov. Vzdy si ich obdivoval, ked'sme unikali do Melku spod ochrannych kridel nasich Zien. Hovorieval si
vtedy, Ze je to najkrajsi koZuch, aky si v Zivote videl."

»NatUrlich! Naturlich!" vykrikol Rudi, neviedensky pritom zdéraziiujic hrdelné er."

»TakZe som si vravel: Naco je ti, Marcelko, ten koZuch? Pre¢o ho nedarujes Rudimu? Vie§, v Berline
som si prave kipil neskuto¢ne sexi rosomaka a dva koZuchy nepotrebujem. No a eSte mam doma ko-
Zzuchz.."

Rudi si pri pohlade na Marcela odbalujiceho papier véimol, Ze sa mu odlupuje lak na nechtoch, do 0éi
mu tieZ udrelo, Ze nema ani svoj oblUbeny prstefi s belasym ockom. Ne¢akane si uvedomil aj mnohé
dalgie veci.

»Napadlo mi, Ze ak ten koZuch nebudes chciet, necham si ho, lebo si neviem predstavit, Ze by ho no-
sil niekto iny." Marcel vybral koZuch a vyobracal ho zo v8etkych stran. Krtkovia boli nadhernt, leskli
a hladki ako klzisko pred radnicou. Rudi ohmatal prstami viasie.

»Za kol'ko?"



»Dal som za# tritisic mariek. Tritisic je vela? Neviem, kol'ko to vychéadza v &ilingoch..."

Z ihriska dolahol desivy krik jedného zo zverencov osobitnej §koly, Rudiho véak nevyviedol z miery.
,Lutujem, je pre miia drahy. NeméZem si ho teraz dovolit," povedal s bélom v srdci, nespi&tajic zrak
z krtieho koZuchu, lebo na Marcela sa pozriet bal.

Ranicki hodil koZuch na stoli¢ku.

»Chcel som, aby si ho mal ty. Tu nejde o peniaze, hoci si myslim, Ze o-to by sa mi mohlo vratit. A kol'ko
mézes dat?"

BoZe, to je hadam zly sen, napadlo Rudimu.

»Takych tisic," 8epol neisto.

Marcel sa naciahol po koZuchu.

»Tak vysk(8ajme, ¢i ti sadne."

Vosli do spalne a Rudi si vyskdsal krti koZuch pred vel'’kym zrkadlom vstavanym do dveri skrine.
,Stadia mengie Opravy a také dve malé vsadky po bokoch," povedal Marcel s neskryvanou radostou,
spomen(c si na svoj komentar na prahu a neustale hladiac na Rudolfove 8aty praskajice vo Svikoch.
,Je krasny, Marcel. Dakujem, Ze si si na miia spomenul."

,MbZes mi vypisat Sek," prehodil Ranicki lahostajnym ténom.

»,Samozrejme. Len si predstav, drahy Marcel. Ja, Rudolf Klimko-Holz, s vlastnym koZuchom z krtej
koze!"

Vratili sa do izby a Rudi vypisal §ek. Marcel ho posvétne poskladal a vloZil si ho do koZenej tagky.
,ESte piSed?" pokradoval rovnako lahostajnym tonom Ranicki.

»Mam tu nieco... Mrkne§ sa?" opytal sa Rudi a vybral sa do spalne. Z komody vybral vel’ky, plochd
obalku, previazani ruZzovou stuhou. ,Poviedka. Hodi§ ockom?"

. Teraz?"

,S0 to len &tyri strany."

Zavladlo ticho. Marcel Reich-Ranicki sa pohr(Zil do ¢itania. Len on jediny na celom svete sa dokéazal
tak ozajstne a pravdivo oddat literatire.

»Tvoja?"

»Moja nie, ale v mojom vlastnictve."

,Chces ju vydat?"

,Chcem."

,Kritici sG banda vzdelanych debilov. Je celkom pravdepodobné, Ze sa ti to podari..."

Rudi Holz sa pokU8al udrziavat rozhovor, ale citil chlad a nezdujem... ,A kde je tvoja Zena, Marcel?"
opytal sa. ,Musi$ ju niekedy zobrat, pokecaj( si s tou mojou a my sa tak, ako za davnych éias, aj teraz,
prezleéieme do ich handier a zmizneme do Melku."

»Ah4, Zena. Nevidel som ju sto rokov. Vraj prebyva tu i tam. Zd4 sa, Ze naposledy bola v Londyne." A to
bolo v8etko, o o tom chcel povedat. Nakoniec slibil, Ze zajtra zavol4 a odisiel.

Rudi za nim zatvoril dvere a pomyslel si: Chudak Marcel. Je Gplne na mizine.

~1

~1



Vzal si koZuch a vosiel do spalne. NeméZem povedat Zene, ako som k nemu prisiel. BoZe, ako vyrovnam
ten minus na G&te? Rozhodol sa, Ze koZuch schova tak, aby ho Zena nikdy nenasla. Jedného diia ho
potom vyberie a povie: ,No pozri sa, drah4, aki chutni krtkovia. Kipil som ich na trhu za babku. Sedia
ti ako uliatil"

Zavesil koZuch na vesiak a vopchal do priepastnych hlbin skrine. Na zvuk parajicej sa koZe zmeravel.
Ked'koZuch vybral zo skrine, omragcila ho hrdza a vyplnila prazdnota. Uvedomil si, Ze koZuch je celkom
zodraty a Marcel ho obalachal ako malého chlapca. Rovnako ako pred rokmi v Melku. Zlostne zatal
prsty do umelej gerbery pripnutej na vlasoch a nahle si uvedomil, Ze Marcel Reich-Ranicki sa uz neob-
javi. Ani zajtra, ani pozajtra. Nikdy...

Plagiat spachal Hubert Klimko-Dobrzaniecki, z polStiny preloZil Alexander Hordk



Elderberry Thieves

(excerpts)

Stubbornness is a terrible flaw. Stubborn people have it tough in life, and find it harder to die than
others do. But stubbornness alone won't kill you. There has to be a cause. Dad said there used to
be a barber in Lwéw who insisted he'd die in March. He'd told everybody as he cut their hair how his
stomach hurt, he had a burning sensation in there, he couldn't eat, he couldn't even really drink. He
was growing horribly thin but since he was stubborn, even though his poor health sapped his strength,
he insisted on still cutting hair, though only until March, because in March he had to die. He'd be clip-
ping hair, then suddenly tell a customer this was his last haircut because here it was, February, and he
was going to die in March. Dad got a trim at his shop once too, in February, but there were two other
guys sitting there waiting. And the barber said to my dad he was sure this was maybe the fifth time
in his life cutting my father’s hair — he knew because he had a good memory for faces, and even more
so for hair — but that dad shouldn't come to him anymore, because he had to die in March. He started
chatting to him about his stomach, the heartburn and about how his own father had had the same
thing, and told him when he was a boy that he'd die in March, and then he did. It was a beautiful March,
warm as May, a shame to die, but there was nothing for it... They'd set the date in advance - he had
a good connection to the world beyond and had a dutiful nature, so since he'd made his appointment
with God for March, there was no getting out of it. He kept his word. He died in March, but before he
did, he bought his son - who would later become a barber and many years later also insisted he'd die
in March - a beautiful bicycle. A red one. As the barber was cutting my dad's hair he tried to sell him
that bike, but dad didn"t want it, because there was nothing worse than buying something from people
who knew their own date of death in advance.

In May dad went to Lwow to sort some things out. In actual fact it was to do with the barber. He abso-
lutely had to see if the man's stubbornness had taken its toll. He dropped in at the shop. A different
barber was cutting the customers’ hair. So dad asked what had happened to the first guy. The barber
said the previous owner had died in March. Was it his stomach? Asked my father. Not at all, the barber
replied — to dad's total surprise. After all, he'd been talking about his stomach, saying that was why
he'd be passing away in March! That was when dad learned all the awful details. At the start of March,
in the restaurant across from the barber shop, three gentlemen sat down to an elegant lunch. They
had soup, a main course, dessert, and then waited for coffee. As they were waiting, one of them took
out arevolver and shot the first one, then the other of his lunchmates in the middle of their foreheads.
They dropped dead on the spot. The murderer arose from the table and, to the waiters’ horror, went
straight up to them, but instead of killing them too, he asked for the check. They gave it to him quickly.
He paid. As he left the restaurant, instead of fleeing the police, he walked into the barber shop. The
former owner had no customers, so he sat the man right down in the chair. The customer ordered
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a shave. The weakened barber felt poorly — after all his stomach was still troubling him — and his hand
wasn't what it used to be. He nicked the customer. Then the man stood up and put a third bullet from
the revolver in the barber’s forehead. The barber dropped dead like the other two in the restaurant.
The shooter sat back down in the chair and calmly waited for the police. Moved by the story, my fa-
ther brought it back with him from Lwéw. But, despite the crime that took place in the restaurant
across from the barber shop, | still had the urge to take my parents and siblings out for a fancy meal
sometime. So maybe that barber never got to savour an infusion of elderflower... If he had, he surely
wouldn't have been so stubborn, because it was stubbornness that brought unhappiness down on his
head. And actually in March.

Translated by Sean Gasper Bye
Published with the kind permission of The Polish Book Institute
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generation", He lives in SpiSska Nova Ves
and has two children.




straty & nalezy
(lokdlne kontexty)

podla Statistik pripadne na jeden kilometer Stvorcovy v priemere na tyzdeii 13,23 volne leZiacich |
zabudnutych [ stratenych [ v afekte vyhodenych eur: v meste s rozlohou 66,67 km? by teda teoreticky
malo byt 822,04 € bez majitela tyZdenne — 3288,16 € mesadne: tato priemerna hodnota v8ak sezénne
meni svoju vy8ku: napr. v pripadoch ked'sa v meste konaji hromadné spoloGenské akcie (jarmoky /
koncerty [ Sportové podujatia | politické mitingy / verejné prezentacie poézie a pod.) spojené s nad-
mernou konzumaciou alkoholu a inych omamnych a psychotropnych latok mnoZstvo vol'ne pohodenej
hotovosti kulminuje a v obzvlast vynimoénych pripadoch méze suma dosahovat hodnotu az cca 150 €/
km? na dei: to by znamenalo Ze za idealnych podmienok by bolo moZné v meste so zmienenou rozlohou
naakumulovat po&as 3 dni trvajiceho tradiéného jarmoku az 30.001,50 €: spolu je teda mozné v prie-
behu roka s istou davkou &tastia a prajnostou ndhody nahromadit finanéné prostriedky v hodnote
69.081,40€'%: ak sidoty&ny hladaé vy&leninazakladné existenéné vydavky poéas roka sumu 9.081,40€
ostane mu k dispozicii 60.000 €: aby v dalSom roku nemusel zberaé venovat vdetok svoj as &asovo
naroénému procesu hladania, investuje polovicu zvysnej sumy do zakUpenia flotily 10 $pecialne na-
programovanych samocinnych robotickych dronov — skenerov schopnych (za vyuZitia najmodernejsich
technik mimetizmu napr. na principe lomu svetla a pod.) nehluéného a nenapadného pohybu po zemi aj
vo vzduchu: prostrednictvom nich dokéZe v priebehu cca 2 hodin (najlep8ie v noci) prehladat cel( plo-
chu mesta a efektivne zozbierat 100 % objemu postracanych pefazi: takto hromadené prostriedky
postupne investuje do vlastného vyskumu & vyvoja zameraného na zdokonalovanie citlivosti a ovla-
datelnosti pouZivanej techniky hlavne na baze nanobiotechnolégii: po dvoch rokoch intenzivneho ba-
dania z flotily vy¢leni dva drony a implementuje do nich novovyvinut( verziu softvéru s prinaleziacimi
hardvérovymi vylepSeniami: vdaka nim dokaZe identifikovat volne poletujice | zabudnuté | stratené
| v afekte a pohodInosti postracané napady existujice vo forme volnym okom neviditelnych ener-
getickych zhlukov vyskytujicich sa v troposfére: spoéiatku je zber tychto entit netriedeny nakol'ko
ich obsahov( analyzu realizuje zberaé aZ v laboratérnych podmienkach: ¢asom sa v8ak technologic-
ky vyvoj opét posiva dopredu a vyber sa stéva Gzko selektivny zohladfiujic poziadavky zadévatela |
zberada: ten sa napr. rozhodne zozbierat vSetky nezrealizované napady sOvisiace s literarnou tvorbou
(rozne zamery | idey & nadmety): tie zanalyzuje a rozdeli na dve hlavné skupiny — pouZitelné & nepou-
zitelné — nasledne energetické zhluky pretransformuje do poéitaéového jazyka aby bolo umoznené ich
dalSie spracovanie a editécia: prvotne sa venuje prvej spomenutej skupine: véetky pouzitelné napady
postupne pootvéara vo vlastnom generatore textu /| hromadne ich oznaéi a spusti proces nazyvany

1=30.001,50 € (Z, za 3-diiovy jarmok) + 39.457,92 € (priemerny podet vol'ne pohodenych € na rok) — 378,02 € (zniZenie

o bezny priemer za dei pocas 3-diiového jarmoku)



absol(tna viacUroviiova fabulacia (avf): program néasledne v priebehu cca 24 hodin vygeneruje véetky
potencialne podoby zadanych napadov: nasleduji korektiry pri ktorych zberaé rozhoduje o fyzickom
vydani najleps$ich (potencialne najhodnotnejsich resp. najpredavanejgich) textovych vystupov (v tom-
to momente sa zo zberada stéva zberatel): v pripade poézie sa méze pri jedinom napade jednat o sia-
hodlhé cykly alebo dokonca celé zbierky - v pripade prézy sa mézu vystupy pohybovat v rozsahu od
kratkych poviedok aZ po niekol'kozvazkové romény: vdetky vystupy si nasledne archivované - virtu-
alne (v8etky) alebo fyzicky (vybrané k tlac¢i) ¢im vznika unikatna originalna tajna kniZnica: fyzicky vy-
dané texty neoskriptor distribuuje pod réznymi pseudonymami a vyrazne tym zasahuje do celkového
literarneho diania v ramci kvantity ale aj kvality: v désledku autorskej anonymity vyrazne klesa orga-
nizovanie akychkol'vek literarnych podujati - na literarnej scéne vladne zméatok & panika - intenzivne
sa hovori o definitivnej smrti autora: vznika polemika o spdsobe skonu - ¢i ide o prirodzené Omrtie
(evoluény posun?) resp. sa jednéa o vrazdu (vrah?) ¢i samovrazdu (hrdinské napomahanie evolGcii?):
vysoky trhovy podiel zabezpeéuje zberatelovi ohromné zisky — prvotné problémy s eufériou viac menej
zvladne a pokraéuje v intenzivnom dotovani vlastného vyskumu: pri najlep8ich napadoch sa pokisi
algoritmus avf uplatnit reverzne — t.z. snaZi sa od odchyteného energetického zhluku (ndpadu) spatne
vystopovat jeho tvorcu: spoéiatku v désledku nepresnosti vypoétov dochadza k réznym zdrojovym
anomaliam: napr. ked' je za povodcu ndpadu uréeny Zivo&ich (animalie) alebo anomélie generované
technolégiami resp. umelou inteligenciou (artificialie): po dékladnom doladeni procesov [ odstraneni
chyb a opdtovnom reverznom spusteni avf je existencia prvotne identifikovanych anomalii na 99,9 %
vylGéena
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and Ivana Hostova
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Cepiec
(dryvok)

Cim viac sa blizim ku koncu dediny, tym viac pribda bordel, plastové flage, krabiéky od cigariet, kusy
obleéenia a aut, najviac je toho v potoku pred osadou. Pozdravim sa s panom, ktory nabera rozryté
kdpky zeme na lUke lopatkou do vedra. Vehadzam do osady, mam plan vydat sa polnou cestou do Tel-
gartu, osada plynule nadvazuje na dedinu, je ako zadné sedadla v miestnych autobusoch, vedie pred
fiou len pomyselna hranica, ktord bieli asto neprekradujd, a moja pritomnost budi ot4zky, hlavne deti.
Dobry defi, koho hladate, dobry defi, za kym ste prigli. Dobry def, za nikym, idem sa prejst.

Teta, mate fotak?

Sklamem ich. Mam len hlavu, musim si vas zapamétat. Vedia, Ze ani ja nie som odtialto: A odkial ste,
teta? Je to normalna dast dediny, jej koniec, do ktorej véak bieli nechodia, domy pritom nie s prili§ iné
ako v dedine, niekde brizolit, niektoré neomietnuté, niektoré, naopak, zateplené, rozdiel je, Ze priestor
je otvoreny, nie sG tu ploty, zahrady a predzahradky, len blato, socialni pracovnici maji takd anekdotu,
podla rémskej osady poznas starostu. Uplne na konci je udrziavany ruzovy dom, priedomie ma oblo-
Zené umelou travou, potok pri ceste je uZ v tejto Gasti Uplne zahadzany odpadom, to byva problém,
upchaté potoky sa na jar vylievajl, s odpadom je to zrejme ako s vodou, neplati¢i nemaji vodu ani od-
voz smeti. Ale ¢o ja o tom viem? To je hlavna ulica, ta bola kedysi davno vyasfaltovan4, je tu Zivo, l'udia
s0 na uliciach, deti sa nahanajd, Zzeny sedia pred domami, len potom je tu este jedna vrstva, vytvara
akoby druh( ulicu vlavo, pod kopcom, a tam s uZ len zbGchané obydlia a eSte vy$sie zo tri drevené
zachody. Vdaka nim usadlost vyzera ako jemne rozptylena do krajiny, do kopca, z dial’ky esteticky
moment, postupnost. Ako tu Zili, ked"tu bolo tUto zimu minus tridsat? Neskér sa dozvedam, Ze medzi
zadnou &astou osady a hlavnou ulicou je asi taka bariéra ako medzi dedinou a jej romskou ¢astou.

V zadnej éasti byvaji bunkari.

Niz8ia vrstva, z kopca nad dedinou rozdiel krasne vidno a potom ten pomer. Ide o velmi malG plochu,
nezda sa, ze tu byva aZ tretina Sumiaca. Dedina je vel'k4, lenze je v nej mnozstvo prazdnych a opus-
tenych domov, chalp, niektoré opravené, niektoré sa o chvilu rozpadn( a dedin¢ania tusia, Ze aj tie
nové a zrekondtruované budy stracat na cene tak rychlo, ako bud(d zo 8kolskych lavic miznit biele
deti, a v 8kélke uz skoro vébec nie sU. Ak sa nié nezmeni. Desat rokov, skér? Vystupujem hore, Kralova
hola je edte pod snehom, je to pre mia zatial najkrajsie miesto na Sumiaci, najlepsi vyhlad, odpad
pribGda, je to vlastne smetisko miestnej osady, na kopci je kriZ a smeti zas menej, ked'schadzam na
druh0 stranu, je opéat Gisto, reprezentativne Opétie Kralovej hole, pohlcujice, prvé jarné dni, predjarné,
zima bude odchadzat pomaly, zbieham do doliny, preskakujem flaky snehu, kam az zajdem, ako daleko
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je ten Telgart? Predpokladam, Ze by som musela prejst cez daliu osadu. Neviem, kto spozornie viac,
ja alebo chalani.

Majd dvoch psov, jeden z nich, ten mensi, méa sekeru opret( o plece.

Ked'si to v8imnem, otodim sa a pridam sa k nim, nechcem ich mat za chrbtom. Neviem, ako sa rozpra-
vame, chlapec so sekerou vie len po romsky, druhy je na tom trochu lepsie, preklada mi, vaésinou si
domys&lam, men&i si zapali, ako keby rezignoval na dej v cudzom jazyku. Hovoria mi, Ze aj oni sa vratili,
lebo ich psy niedo zavetrili, mam si davat pozor, niekto je v lese. Men&i méa patnast, vaési Sestnast.
Pytam sa, &i je v lese niedo, Goho sa treba bat, hovori nieo o chalupe, ktoré tu je, a niekedy v noci, dost
8asto, im v osade chodi niekto bichat na dvere, vdetkym, okolo druhej, tretej.

Nedopéatram sa, &i to sivisi, ale bola to odpoved'na otazku, &i sa nieGoho boja. Pytam sa, &i boli za sta-
rostom. Starosta je hlipy, smeji sa mi, starosta, to nié. Zas chvilu ticho kraéame, mlady so sekerou
stale fajéi, druhy si vytiahne telefén a zaéne pi&tat pesnidky, je to po taliansky, v lese videli srnky, ale
tie sO dobré.

Srnky s0 dobré, tie nié neurobia.

Komentuj(, usmievajl sa, zrazu pdsobia detsky, sekera hrackarsky a talianska spevacka spieva, Ze
nieéo potrebuje, o to asi tak bude? ZasneZeni Kralova hola nad nami, povedzme, Ze sa tyéi, nech
sa padi, nad vyhodenymi seda¢kami, z ktorych len pred nedavnom zliezol sneh, nad IGkami a vrstvami
smetiska pozdii cesty a vrch ma nakloneny, vrch mé nakloneny a je to koncentrovana romantika, my
traja a dvaja mali ¢oklovia, ciga, sekera, smartfon, taliansky popik, sinko, sole, pizza a halusky, do
kazdej dediny. UZ sme skoro pri osade, dalsi chlapik, ktory sa k ndm bliZi, ma tieZ sekeru a nakoniec
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dalsi §tyria mladici.
A teraz sa pod'te prejst s nami.

Smejl sa na mfia, maji okolo dvadsat, smartfény a cigarety, sekeru, nosia ich v3etci ako valasky.
Postupne sa moji dvaja partaci odpoja a zamieria do najhorich chatr&i v osade, mladi bunkari, mozno
ich mamy zvozia, Ze prisli bez dreva.

Av8ade pri cestach boli Rémovia s vedrami éuéoriedok, brusnic, tento rok ich je vraj plno a chodia aj po
dedine, jeden sa pri nés pristavi, muz vySe patdesiat s manZelkou. M4 vedro plné brusnic a rozprava
nam, ako ochranéri chodia s policajtmi, policajti s po&itaémi a skoro ho porazilo, ked'v iom hned'videl
svoju fotku, referoval, patdesiat euri pokuta, nemal, ma priestupok, on aj Zena, zhabali im hrabligky,
tie s nelegalne, vedra vysypali a rozdupali, to, s ktorym prisiel, nazbierali rukami. Nerozumeju, ved'
zbieraj0 vSetci.



Nasi aj vasi.

Vzdy zbierali a takto si celé roky pomahali. Hovori, Ze byva eSte pred osadou, maji Styri deti, lebo chce-
li dve dievéat4, dvoch chlapcov, vyslo to na troch chlapcov, jedno dievéa, teraz maji medzi tridsatpat
a tridsat, vlastné domy a rodiny, uz si stari rodi¢ia a sami. Bunkéri vzadu s0 bagaz a bieli nerozlisujd,
bagaZ byva asi v desiatich bGdach, z kaZzdej vyjd( aj dvadsiati, polovica z osady, a pan s brusnicami
s nimi nechce mat nié spolo¢né.

Jedna, jedna v bide pod lesom, rodi dvakrat roéne a mé aj sedemnast deti.

Dalsia kategoria sG pristahovalci, zoznamia sa cez tie mobily, on tomu nerozumie, ale cez tie mobily ide
vSetko, pridu za dievZatami a ostan( a ti novi nehladia na nié, robia bordel a problémy.

A starosta sa nezaujima, ale uzZ nebude, bude Jarka. Jarka je dobra, pomaha, pracovala v komunitnom
centre, osada bude volit Jarku, lebo je dobra a mila.

Nehovori tam je kl'uéka.

A vol'by s o chvilu a na internete nenajdem jedinG fotku, len zbierku pre Sumiackeho kfaza, ktord
organizovala, méa chord manzelku aj véetky tri deti. To je ten kiiaz, ¢o kaZzd(i omsu konéi vtipom.

Ktovie, 6i si ten Rém v autobuse vedla mfia sad3, lebo odhadol, Ze pri mne bude mat viac miesta, je
proste $ir&i ako sedadlo, predo mnou navyse bolo este volno, sedi tam jeho manZelka so synom, o om
sa rozprévaj0, netudim, nerozumiem, chlapec mé okolo pat, manzelka je ticha pani, pésobi unavene.

Co zivas?

Vlystupuje starsi pan, biely, hovori to po ceste Rémovej Zene predo mnou, jednoducho okolo nej pre-
chadza a naozaj jej tyka a jej manzel odpovie, Ze je hladn4, mal to byt vtip, zabava, smeji sa.

Stré jej do Ust nejaky rozok, nech sa naje.

Aja sledujem t0 paniu, povedzme, Ze mé tol'ko ako ja, vedla nej sedi jej syn a ni& fiou ani nepohne, moz-
no je na v8etko zvyknut4, jej muz odpovie nie¢o sGhlasné. Route 66, sU situacie, ked'bieli s Romami
vych&dzaji dobre, autobus sa pohne a rodinka vystipi na dalej zastavke, Halny. Na mieste Domu
hrézy s0 uz stroje, niedo tam rastie. A véetci, o zaplnili autobus na Ceskoslovenskej armady v Brezne,
sa ako vzdy pomaly vytrisia po ceste, a ked'vystipim ja, ostan( len Telgartania a mlady po anglicky
hovoriaci muZ s batohom, ktory si v Brezne na stanici vypytal listok slovom ,one" a $ofér mu predal
dva, jeden preiiho, druhy pre mia.
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The Bonnet

(excerpt)

And now you know everything about me.

What if she also has a plan to recall her whole life, to wrap up the tale and let it run through my head,

which is still capable of putting it all together into a whole? She can hardly remember the recent past
at all.

She lostitin 1989, | can find little out from then on. A thirty-year friendship with a psychologist. But
a thirty-year period after the age of fifty has a completely different intensity than after the age of
twenty, is so much weaker. There is nothing during the last ten years, the tenor finished studying and
responsibility ended. No records have been kept. And now you know everything about me. | am writing
it all down anyway. She knows I'm keeping a written record. Perhaps she likes the idea there will be
a book.

But you mustn't reveal my name because | will come and haunt you.

She believes we'll be here after death or doesn't believe she will live to read this book. She'd come
and haunt me (it's what | heard in my childhood) and come beating on my door. Il'ka is sure it will be
possible. Life behind closed doors.

Your name will be II'ka.

II'ka, Elenka, llonka. You won't be called Hela, Ela or Jelena, though you would like to be called Jelena.
But it is my book and that name wouldn't be you. You will be just as | see you and as | remember you.
They will be the images | need.

The life of II'ka is my story. | need it in order to put my own together again. | will rewrite those senten-
ces until | adopt them as my own; | will choose the words | like. But that will be another book.

It won't be about her or me. | will leave us in the lower layers and in their interstices. Only the book will
remain. For its own sake.

It won't be for me or for Il'ka. Nothing will haunt us any longer, we won't be startled by someone ban-
ging on our door with a stick. When | write another book, she will sit by me, she will be by each of my
books as she is now. She will tell me do it as you wish or show me and I'll start it for you.

Our heads will touch, sometimes our shoulders. Sometimes we will hug each other.



It will be I'ka because | have chosen her.

I'ka doesn't have Gizela's bitterness and implacability.

How so? She doesn't know but she understands what I'm talking about. She must have realized some-
time that she could have had it but decided not to.

She picks up on things but mostly judges them very soberly. She mentioned Facebook, for instance:
why do people reveal so much there? She can't understand it and naturally feels it's ridiculous to tell

everyone you're pregnant or post a photo right after giving birth.

In the village it wasn't announced; in the village people worked it out for themselves.

It was her private business. Grandfather found out for himself when she was pregnant and when she
asked him how he knew, he said he could see it in her eyes. And then there was the neighbour who

asked her if she'd run into a drawbar but she didn't understand what he meant. That was how they

talked of it in the countryside; euphemisms were used sparingly in Sumiac.

Translated by Jonathan Gresty
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Havranjel

Kazd( noc

ku mne prichadza, so stazknutymi

kridlami, zmacanymi dazdom. Ja mu urobim

v posteli miesto, na stehnéch pocitim

chlad jeho objatia; pokUSam sa

pritisndt si k hrudi jeho diernosmutnd hlavu.
Dlho mi trva, kym si zvyknem na taZobu, ktor(
mi dava do daru, dlho trva, kym si zohrejem
osamelé nohy. Moja bled4 koza

odovzdane prijima priezradn0 vihkost vody,
havranjelich spermii a slin. Ktovie, kadial'sa t0lal, odkedy
zatala noc; ¢o v8etko sa mu stalo, vyvrhnutému
bez vlastnej véle do hréz Zivota. Odpi&tam mu
ten chlad, aj vlhkost, zbavena svojej

zvyGajnej urputnosti prijimam vsetko,

sicitim;

usilujem sa nahmatat mu

pulz, pohladit

ustvan( Siju.

Neprinaga mi ni¢, okrem slizkého,

rozliéné pachute ponikajiceho spanku,

okrem st6p trpko-milostnych pokusov, ktorymi
difa prekonat marnost

anoc.

Rano nachadzam pri svojej hlave

jeho opfchnuté sivé pierko. Napustim si vaiiu,
pomaly, ako ked'do hrobu na hrubych lanach
spUstaji posledn(

posmrtn( ruzu, otvaram

okno.

Havranjel sa na mia pozera
z pustatiny dia;



i na poludnie v sebe citim
nase spoloéné,
do nelprosného Zivota sa derice

Cierne deti.

Porod

Narodil sa jej, na hlave biele vlasky jahfata,
znamenie studniciek a priezraénosti.
Na dvore vtedy vyrastla mal4 viba,
rozprestrela svoje zelené siete navékol
a uZ sa nevzdala.
Tol'kokrat vahala: o om
je tol'ko krvi. Musi to tak byt, radenie a prudkost;
slneénice sa der( k nebu, Zivotaschopné -
len sa pozri, ¢o sa vzdy na jar

96 deje s travou. Neporazitelna, desiva zelen.
Na jesefi eSte vac¢si zazrak: jablko.
Odkial's( deti, jadierka a plody;
zem, strasidelna pribuzn4, vydava
prazvlastnu vériu. Napriek
smUtku.

Nahota

Nahota ako biely bi¢

plieska bytom, okridlené kone
a nohavi¢ky s nevhodné, je iba
prostéa a jasna

nahota, hol4 stena s tiefiom.
Kolen4, belostné kocky cukru,
navnady pre plstnaté

plchy, vyrazajice

z tmy. Podprsenky a pierka



pava a paviana, med
pazZe. Nenahlivo a doplna
naliate papéaje; koZusiny
a mitve hrozno. Nahota
cvaka zubami, vyhraza sa
plodmi a prodmi,
prezretim

a prazdnom.

Stareé Zeny

Staré Zeny v sivych kostymoch, upotené
byvalé varovkyne, nositel'ky

hadov a med(z, pestovatel'ky vyplegivenych
medvedikov vo svojej

vyprazdnenej maternici. Staré Zeny

bez maternice. Staré Zeny,

Go zabudli: zbierajl

Uz iba, ¢o je. Muchotravky

a mince, hlistocky.

Sivovlasé; nie nase matky,

nie my. Vysoké podpatky

na ki¢ovitych nohach; tvar — posmrtna
maska Marylin.

Nie sme to my. My este
pravidelne pozerame do tvare
krvavému mesiacu v zachodovej

mise. Mladost, sku&ig
ako pes; odchadzas

velmi dudnou cestou.



98

Josiko

Josiko v zahrade ovoniava skoré ruze,

ruky rana jej ovijaji ¢lenky, hadat4, narodené
v tdni krov, v zemi. Uprostred hory, hned'vedla
mdjho zatemneného okna

byva Josiko: za vrcholom

méjho taZivého sna

vystupuje z domu ako z vaje¢nej Skrupinky,
pozera sa, ako jej

pod rukami puéi a kvitne rano, nabera

&tavy zo zeme. Dotyk s pédou

v nej vyvolava chvenie, radost z vybusnej
vegetacie. Vyjde jej

po hrdlo, aZ za&ne spievat, jasnym hlasom
dévat na zndmost svoje tesné, telesné
spojivo s diiom.

Pieseii prichadza k mojej neGtulnej

slamenej posteli: ovinie sa mi okolo &lenkov, hada,
narodené z jej radosti.

Priplazim sa k zatemnenému oknu, cez $karu v dreve
sa na fiu pozeram, smutny voyeur:

ruze sa tdlia k nej

ako skrotené zvierata. Zasnem

spolu s nimi; zavidim

im teplo, Zivorodé

koktaily v kapilarach; zavidim Josiko

tUto jasnozmyselnd

tekutd Zilku, ktora jej dovoli

prezit vSetko.



Ravenangel

Every night

he comes to me with laborious

wings, drenched with rain. | make a place

for him in my bed, on my thighs feeling

the coldness of his embrace; | strive

to hug his sable-sad head to my breast.

It takes so long to become used to the burden, which
he grants me as a gift, it takes so long to warm

my solitary legs. With resignation

my pale skin accepts the transparent moistness of water,
of a ravenangel’s sperm and spit. Who's to say where he wanders when
night has fallen; what might have happened to him, cast out

not of his own will into the horror of life. | forgive him
this coldness, this wetness, relieved

of my daily grind | accept everything,

| pity;

| try to feel his

pulse, to stroke

his exhausted nape.

He brings me nothing, except slime,
offering a sleep of a different stink,
except traces of bitter-tender efforts through which
he hopes to overcome futility

and the night.

In the morning | find by my head

a shed grey feather. | draw a bath,

slowly, as when they lower on thick ropes
into a grave a last

posthumous rose. | open

a window.

The ravenangel regards me

from the wilderness of the day;

and at midday | sense in me
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our mutual,
black children pushing forward

into relentless life.

Childbirth

He was born to her, on his head white hair of a lamb,
a sign of springs and lucidity.
A small willow sprouted then in the yard,
spread its verdant nets around
and never gave up.
So many times she wondered: why
is there so much blood. It has to be like that, growth and vigour,
sunflowers thrust their way up to the sky, vital -
just look, what is happening every spring
to grass. Unconquerable, horrifying green.
100 In autumn a miracle even greater: an apple.
Where from are children, seeds and fruits;
the earth, our ghostly relative, releases
a strange scent. In spite
of sadness.

Nakedness

Nakedness like a white whip

snaps about the flat, winged horses
and knickers are inapt, there's just
plain and simple

nakedness, a bare wall with a shadow.
Knees, white sugar cubes,

bait for felt-coated

dormice, erupting

from the dark. Bras and feathers
from peacock and peahen, the honey



of a paw. Unhurriedly and completely
poured papayas; furs

and dead grapes. Nakedness

clicks her teeth, threatens

with embryos and deliveries,

with over-ripeness

and emptiness.

The Old Women

The old women wearing grey suits, sweaty
former nursemaids, bearers

of snakes and medusas, foster-mothers of bald

teddy bears in their

empty wombs. The old women
without wombs. The old women
who have forgotten: they collect
only what is. Toadstools

and small change, rain worms.
Grey-haired; not our mothers,
not us. High heels

on varicose legs; a face — the posthumous
mask of Marilyn.

That's not us. We still

regularly gaze into the face

of the bloody moon in the toilet
bowl. Youth, you howl

like a dog; you depart

on a very strange road.

Yoshiko

In the garden Yoshiko smells the early roses,
the arms of morning clasping her ankles, young snakes, born
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in the shades of bushes, in the earth. In the mountains’ midst just beside
my shuttered window
Yoshiko dwells: beyond the peak
of my oppressive dream
she emerges from her home as if from an egg shell,
gazing as beneath
her hands the morning buds and blooms, drawing
juice from the earth. Touching the soil
calls forth a trembling in her, joy from the seething
foliage. It mounts up
to her throat until she begins to sing, her clear voice
giving meaning to her taut, bodily
union with the day.
The song comes to my scratchy
straw bed: it entwines about my ankles, a serpent,
born from its joy.
| crawl to the shuttered window, through a slit in the wood
| gaze at her, a sad voyeur:
102 roses nuzzle her
like tame animals. | wonder
as they do; | envy
the warmth, a viviparous
cocktail in the capillaries; | envy Yoshiko
this sensual-bright
liquid vein, which permits her
to survive everything.

Translated by James Sutherland-Smith



Dominika Madro (Slovensko)

Dominika Madro (1990) vystudovala
slovensky jazyk a literatdru na Univerzite
Komenského v Bratislave a nasledne
dramaturgiu a scendristiku na VSMU.
Zvitazila v prestiZnych literdarnych sitaziach
réznych Zanrov - Poviedka 2016, Martinus
Cena Fantdzie 2019 a Poviedka pre deti
2019. Pracovala v Medzindrodnom dome
umeni pre deti Bibiana v Bratislave a bola
sUcéastou timu medzindrodného festivalu
animovanych filmov pre deti Biendle animdcie
Bratislava 2018. Debutovala folklérno-
mystickym romanom Svdtyne (2019), ktory
vznikol z rozpracovania vitaznej poviedky
Svdtyna. Pise rozhlasové rozpravky (O pysnej
vlne, Agatka a jej dobrodruZstvo), recenzuje
(najmd slovenskd prézu a Zaner fantasy)

a pripravuje detskd knihu a taktieZ fantasy
romdn inspirovany finskou mytolégiou.

Dominika Madro (Slovakia)

Dominika Madro (1990) studied Slovak
language and Literature at the Comenius
University in Bratislava as well as
Dramaturgy and Screenwriting at The
Academy of Performing Arts in Bratislava.
She has won awards in prestigious writing
competitions of different genres — short
stories, fantasy, children’s literature. She
used to work at the International house of art
for children Bibiana in Bratislava and was
part of the organisational team of Biennale
of animation Bratislava 2018. Her first
book is the mythical folklore novel Sviityne
(Sanctuaries, 2019). She also writes radio
plays for children, reviews of contemporary
Slovak prose and fantasy and is currently
working on a book for children as well as

a fantasy novel inspired by the Finnish
mythology.

Domwmika Madro
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Svdatyne
(Gryvok)

Sneh pod oknami, aj ten na streche, je nechutne ticho. Bezvetrie, bezoblaéno. Od Pala tu mam vel'ké
kusy dreva, od Dara mensie polienka. Tie kri¢ia ohnivejSie. Sedim pri peci a akosi dGfam, Ze oZije vietor,
rozvali dvere, zhikne, zahasi teply ohef a miia. Sneh sa stale nehybe. Nenesie nikoho. Ku mne. Tuhne.
Ak bude zima dlh4, vytiahnem Vigniackine duchny. MoZno. Alebo radSej zamrznem. Boli pre fiu svaté.
Nikdy nezhresili. Akd si pod perinou, takd si, taka si, hovorila, akoby si spievala. Tebe sa nié... Skaredé
v nich nesnivalo? spytala som sa, lebo za mnou v noci chodili uslintané a krvacajice bestie (najcas-
tejsie okridleni vici — ¢ize des na zemi aj na oblohe). A tieZ polonahy Jasek. V tom ¢ase dospel, nosil
uZ ko8elu po tatkovi. No pri stromoch staval bez nej. Sny sd hlipe obrdzky. Nagtastie, kidu hlavu len
deckam, odvetila pySnym hlasom, ale klamala. Zasvrbel ju nos a $tipla sa do mali¢ka. ESte v t0 noc som
juvidela v hlbokom spénku plakat. A kri¢at. Z celej sily. Bohun! Nechod! To nie je Garaj! Nechod’za plot!
Jej slzy vosli do duchien, az do ich vnUtra. Nikdy Ziadna slza netiekla po narovnanej duchne. Nemozné
slzy! Tie Vigniagkine nié nehnalo vpred, nié viditelné. Neub(Gdalo z nich. Mala dlhé slzy. NajdIhsie. Niko-
mu som to nepovedala. Len som sa uZ nedotykala jej duchien. Aby sa neroztrhali. Ako sklo.

Ako dusa.

Sneh ma neopUséta. Je nacapeny na chatréi. MoZno ho tento rok nerozsekam ani ostrymi hrablami po
Vigniadke. Ona by nimi rozhrabala snad'aj balvan, keby ndm zatarasil dvere. Ked'stahovala sneh zo
strechy ako koZu, chalupa zatinala zuby. Robila to vzdy kruto a désledne. Raz som bola v ¢ase jej seka-
nia vnGtri sama. Neviem, kam odbehol Jasek. Rychlo som naliala zohriatu vodu do SirSieho vedra, vy-
tiahla poctivo ukryvany pupoénik (ukradnuty Anne Vdoviakovej, prvorodicke), zatisla ho ku dnu a sadla
si nai. Odrodila som ju bez jedinej kvapky potu, bez roztrasenych prstov a vlasov a po ésmich diioch
ju pridla pozriet. Synéekov pupo&nik uz mala uschovany v drobnej truhlike. Kym sistredene kojila,
vzala som si ho. ESte donedavna spéjal matku a plod. Také puto potrebujem. Potrebujeme. S Jaskom.
Puto, syn, puto, puto, porodit puto, Sepkala som hladine, kym strechu drhli Vidniadkine hrable. Anna
rodila kratko a porodila zdravého chlapca. Taky pupo&nik by mal tvorit dalej. Puto, puto, porodit'/Anjala.
Hrable dohrabali. Tak som vyskodéila z vedra, schmatla pupoénik a utekala s nim k posteli. Visniacka sa
vratila dnu. Tvarila som sa, Ze ustielam. Neskoro, vyriekla s pokojom, a i tak potrebujes nieco iné. Bola
som ticho. Prezradena. Chce$ otehotniet, nie? Pozrela na mia. Ako som si mohla mysliet, Ze utajim
bezradnost, strach, t0Zbu pred Vidniadkou? Padla som jej, edte mokra, do rik. Chcem, povedala som
Ozkostlivo, najviac to chcem. Utrela ma zasterou ako dake zatGlané mada. Musi$ sa okipat hned’po
odrodeni. S placentou, ty husina. Kradnit pupoénik! rehnila sa. Zajtra ti jednu donesiem. Vystrela
sa. Mocnd a horlavd. Hovorila pravdu. Doniesla. Na dal$i defi som sa kUpala s placentou svojej sestry.



CelG noc som potom vracala. JaSek ma ratoval, ale netusil kvéli Gomu. V tme za nami sa len zohrievali
dve oci. Zdali sa mi potesené.

Divam sa na hrable. Stale s0 ostré. Mali by spat. Aj ja, ale madm pocit, akoby na to éakali. Zaspim
a stiahnu ma z koZe. Ano. To sa im Ziada. Rozbehnem sa k nim. Palia. Otvorim dvere a letia. Nikto sa mi
nebude hrabat v hlave. Ani na tele.

Ani ked'ja poviem.

Matku pochovavaji. Myslim si to. Horia mi usi a konéeky prstov mam studené. Akoby zabité. Keby
mi stréili do ruky tfiiovi korunu a potom hodvabny plast, necitila by som tf#i v tfni, hodvab v hodvabe.
Zena, &o rodila dcéry; Zena, o sa modlila za synov; zena, ktord do mia zabodla tisic véiel, pad4 do
zeme. Daro mi odhffia vlasy z ¢ela. VyzUva sa. Myslim si, Ze najstarsia sestra, Margita, place. Aj jej sy-
novia. Du8an, Jan, Zoran, jednoro¢ny Juraj. Sklainaji sa nad hibokou jamou. Kosti nagho otca a sestry
BoZenky - stihla dat mena par zvieratkam a &tyrikrat ovofiat jarnd [0ku — drzia v zemi pospolu. Stihly
Tatér ich zabil pozlatenou 8ablou. Po ich smrti chvilu Zila legenda. O Uhliarovi, jeho kvete a o jednom
bodnuti. Ked'legenda zomrela, pri§la som na svet. Matka, Anténia Uhliarova, rozpréavala vzdy takto:
Bola jeseri. Deri pred vpddom Tatdrov. Hfbou Tatdrov. Podali sme ta. A potom sa v dedine stinali
hlavy, odvddzali muZi. A méjho Adama zabili. Branil si dcérku. A potom som ta vynosila. Ty namiesto
manZela. Porodila som ta. Ako zdzrak. Ako nové zaludnenie. Tak - zaludriuj! Bola to jej rozpravka.
Pre mfia. Margita, Kata, Lubu&a, Méaria a Marka dostali pribeh o piatich silnych Jurajoch. Piatich me-
¢och a dracich hlavach. O Zenichoch. Svadbe. Zacepcéeni. Pocati a zrodeni domu matky a otca. Tu hore
sa stmieva. Tam nad hrobom sa rozvidnievaji smutné slova. Margita, Kata, Lubu3a si opieraj0 Usta
o hlavky svojich deti. A vdychuji im toto: Stard mater chodila po tomto svete v svdtom tele, v svdtej
dusi. Stara mater by za vds poloZila Zivot, mysel, srdce. Pamdtajte na riv. Nech je vasim tiefiom.
Nech je. Matkine kosti uZ Ziji pod ich nohami.
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Sanctuaries

(excerpt)

| stand before your raging fever, Bohun, the same woman as she who asked, implored you to believe
that | love you more than the pleasure | had of you, more than the idea of our carefree life together.
But you did not accept my love, you left it behind you, behind us, to marry Darina, an orphan like your-
self and always there behind you. | stand before your fever, the same woman, and that's why | have
to tell you: | bore you a son! You sit up in joy. Stillborn. And it knocks you back down. His name, you
murmur, wanting to absorb MORE MORE MORE of this living water. My Milovan, | reply, my Milovan,
without a life, a christening or a funeral. And | see you grieve, see your stale sweat evaporate. Itis only
your own huge tears which are cooling your body now. You propose something: Izenka, come here just
after midnight, I'll be dead by then, old Hunek will hide our son next to me and quickly nail down the
coffin. Drops of holy water will fall on Milovan, too. We will lie together in one coffin, family, together.
You finish speaking and | show nothing of myself, not so much as a tear. The silence is broken by some
grey-white pigeons which have flown in from somewhere, through the window, perhaps - opened by
the force of their bodies. For a while they flap their wings above Bohun's bed, arranged like an em-
peror's horses. But as soon as Darina bursts in, they settle down on the table one by one. | disappear
from there and five pigeons fly behind me, following me like children as far as my home. Visniak is still
out in the field somewhere, probably riding Tatar — a horse like a dragon; | slip into my little room, the
pigeon wings accompanying me. Milovan is still sleeping softly; | clutch him, the pigeons are above us,
at times like a halo, at others like a baldachin, | wait until midnight, we wait until midnight, my son and
I, we wait for your father's foretold death, Milovan. A foretelling? What is it? A foretelling is... a great
silence, yes, and a great truth in that silence.

A foretelling now pulses through our fingertips like a heart. What is a heart? My own Milovan! You
probably don't have one! Who knows what tiny body parts you grew inside me in four months but you
don't have a heartbeat! At least not yet. Wait until midnight; your father will take you through the
earth into a new land. Visniak is chewing meat by the stove; he is merry, drunk and will fall asleep at
the table; | will have to take his boots off before morning comes; softly, my son, do not fear, until your
funeral, until midnight, you will be here with me; after midnight - if | survive — | will be just a shadow of
myself. So we wait until midnight, ViSniak is nodding off — the meat and stove have both gone silent,
we are waiting until midnight; in the dark | can no longer see your face, Milovan! Dear God! Quickly!
A candle! Where are you?! | pull one out from under the bed (l don’t know what it was doing there), light
it and quickly place you, Milovan, under its glow; again | see you, again you are here, thank God. | yell
at the pigeons: Stop fluttering! Their wings create a slow but dangerous draught. The candle will burn
uninterruptedly till midnight; we will wait until then, you are so peaceful.

Visniak snores like a growling dog preparing to gobble down my heir. Where is that midnight?! We wait!



The candle is still not guttering — or have | replaced it with a new one? We are waiting for midnight and
our tiredness grows together with our urge to sleep. The darkness is deeper, Milovan is afraid of it.
In the coffin? Will it be so dark in there? Will | be there with you? MIDNIGHT! The hour tolls so | wrap
Milovan in a shawl my dear grandmother left me, blow out the fatal candle, the pigeons staying by it
as if they were praying, then slip out through the window. Vi$niak is snoring but I'm not going past him
with my son! I'm running, we're running, the shawl and | to Peciarovy's place, to the smallest house in
the village — Bohun could build walls only with his left hand. | hope your father has done everything as
he promised - | must make sure not to meet Darina, only hand you to Hunek, the old undertaker; mer-
cifully he will not look nor act with spite. When he dies, death here will lose its dignity. We are blessed
that he is still alive, that he will take and put you next to your father, saying nothing about who is there
beneath the nails with Bohun. No, the coffin doesn't hurt. Hunek has coffins which don't hurt; your
father would choose no other. Hush, we're nearly there. A few more steps. There is no wailing coming
from Bohun's house: who knows where they have taken him or how. Izka, Hunek brings his cold hands,
like shovels, away from the window, give him to me. | embrace you, Milovan. | can't see into the coffin,
only Hunek's white hair shimmers in the dark. | finish. The hammer is groaning. Nails, all equally large,
are jutting out from my arms, my legs and my side.

Motherhood.

Translated by Jonathan Gresty
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Zuzana MojZisova (Slovensko)

Vystudovala filmovd scendristiku

a dramaturgiv na VSMU v Bratislave, kde

aj uéi na Katedre audiovizudlnych stddlit.
Beletristické, Zurnalistické ¢i filmologické
texty publikuje v domdcich aj zahraniénych
¢asopisoch, zbornikoch a kniznych
publikacidch. V roku 1997 debutovala
kniZkou poviedok Afrodithé. Ndsledne jej vysli
prézy Bon voyage (2010, finalova desiatka
Anasoft litera), Genius loci (2013) a romdn
Modus vivendi (2019). Napisala kniZky pre
deti Dve-tri prasiatka (2006) a Rozpravky

na sedem dni + Makarena (2012). S Janou
Belisovou zostavila knihu krestanskych
piesni Rémov na Slovensku O del dZivel - Boh
Zije (2014). Je autorkou socidlneho cestopisu
Za rémskym ludom (2017), ktory je sdéastou
etnomuzikologického vyskumu Silalo pariori
(Studend vodicka). Jej filmové recenzie vysli
kniZne pod nazvom O ludoch a snoch (2016),
Je tieZ autorkou filmologického Premyslania
o filmovych Rémoch (2014). Zije v Bratislave.

evev

Zuzana MojZisova (Slovakia)

She studied film screenwriting and
dramaturgy at the Academy of Performing
Arts in Bratislava, where she now teaches
at the Department of Audiovisual Studies.
She publishes fictional, journalistic and
filmological texts in both Slovak and
foreign journals, edited volumes and books.
She debuted in 1997 with a collection of
short stories Afrodithé. Then followed the
novels Bon voyage (2010, shortlisted for
Anasoft litera), Genius Loci (2013) and
Modus Vivendi (2019). She is the author of
two children’s books — Two or Three Little
Pigs (2006) and Stories for Seven Days +
Makarena (2012) and the co-author of O del
dZivel - God Lives (2014), a book on Christian
songs sung by the Roma communities in
Slovakia. She published a social travel book
After the Roma People (2017) as a part of
ethnomusicological research Silalo pariori
(Cold Water). Her collected film reviews
written over the years were published in the
book Of men and dreams (2016). She is also
the author of the filmological publication
Reflections on the Roma People in Film
(2014). She lives in Bratislava.

Zuzana Mojzisova
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Modus vivendi
(Gryvok)

Zahrada je pusta. Vtaky odleteli nevedno kam. Snad'iba odleteli. Snad nedopadli zle. Bez Zivota na
zem. Kfmidielka Alenka naplnila zadiatkom zimy, na také veci nezabida, ubehli tyZdne a z Hildinho
stanoviéta pri okne sa zdalo, Ze nezmizla jedina omrvinka, jediné sineénicové semienko. Iba ak by ho
vietor odfikol.

,Dobré rano."

,Ahoj."

Johana pozrie na hodiny zavesené na stene. O chvilu sa dom roztrasie, v nebezpeénej blizkosti prefréi
popri fiom girlandami farebnych svetiel rozziareny vlak, dlhy, aj dvadsat vagénov mava, aj viac, vzdy
o dsmej. RUti sa a rolety na vdetkych oknach ma stiahnuté. Tajomny je. O 6smej veéer prehrmoce
opaénym smerom. Deii o defi. V grafikone by ste ho méarne hladali. Vlastne aj grafikon by ste asi mar-
ne hladali. Bohvie, &i stanica v6bec este stoji.

Vchadza Alenka.

»Nalejem vam kavu?" pyta sa Hilda.

Alenka s Johanou prikyvnu.

.Kéva, kéva... kdvu kravicka kavova dava," spieva Hilda veselo jednoduch( melédiu, ,kéva, kéva... kavu
kravicka kdvova dava, héééj."

»Vyspali ste sa?" sonduje uchrapana Alenka ako kazdé rano.

Prikyvnu. Alenka si ulah&ene vydychne. Ako kaZzdé rano.

Raz pradavno jeden Zivotom oélahany stary pan na otazku, & mé nejaké Zivotné heslo, odpovedal, Ze
jedno ma. ,Tesim sa, ked'prsi, lebo ak by som sa netesil, aj tak by prsalo." Vzdy hovoria, Ze sa dobre
vyspali. Ved'naco by hovorili opak?

Pijo kéavu.

Dopijt kavu.

Hygiena.

»Panenanebi, musime tu stale mat tie vlozky?!" kri&i z kipelne Alenka, v buclatych prstoch nahnevane
zviera tmavomodry baliGek alwaysiek na noc. ,Zaberaji miesto."

.Neveris na zazraky?" opyta sa Johana veselo.

+Ale fuj!" ulavi si Alenka a stréi balidek spat do skrinky.

»A o tam tol'’ko robig? Upratujes?" zaskeri sa Johana na Hildu, ktora zohrieva vodu v rychlovarnej
kanvici. ,Alebo si nahanas cecky do podprsenky, milac¢ik?" zachichoce sa.

Alenka uZ vy$la z kipelne, vrhne na Johanu velavravny pohlad a namiesto odpovede sa opyta:
+Mame este kavu?"

»,Mame," pritaka Hilda.
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1EStezZe tak."

Pijo druh kavu.

Potom sa pustia do prace. Maji zo8ity, notesy, zapisniky, pisanky. Ked'ich naskladaji na seba, vznik-
ne papierovy komin. Do niektorych zapisuji rozpravania o Zivote davnejSom, v druhom s0 poznamky
sUvisiace so skurvenim sveta, nejaké vypisky z kniziek, potom karisblok o Bohu - ten je fakt husty.
E&te Johanin osobny dennik, dof sa Alenka s Hildou pozerat nemdZu. Potom napriklad Alenkin osobny
dennik, v iom si Hilda s Johanou listovat méZzu. Hilda osobny dennik nema. Hilda ma hudbu. Podsta-
vu komina tvoria vy&e storoéné Skolnf desky po Johaninom prastarom otcovi. Snoroéka sa rozviaze,
dosky otvoria, v nich je tenky zosit, atramentovo modry, na bielom $titku ozdobenom ¢erveno-Gier-
nym ornamentom je ceruzkou uZ sotva rozpoznatelne napisané: ,Poznamky o Zivoté vibec." Vnitri s
samé Gisté strany. Nikto si doposial'netrifol porusit panenstvo tych zaZltnutych listov. Ale nikomu ani
doposial' neskrsli v hlave vébec nijaké pozndmky o Zivote. Sedia, spominaj(, dohaduji sa, zapisujo...
Rekapitulujd, aby nemuseli kapitulovat.



Modus vivendi
(excerpt)

The garden is empty. All the birds have flown away — no one knows where. Or maybe they have simply
just flown away. Maybe they did not end up badly. Fallen on the ground, lifeless. Alice filled up the bird-
feeders at the beginning of winter, she never forgets. Weeks have gone by now and from Hilda's out-
post at the window it seems as if not even the smallest crumb, not even a single sunflower seed has
vanished. And if some did, it was only the wind that has blown them away.

“"Good morning.”

“Hi."

Johanna looks at the clock hanging on the wall. In a moment, at precisely eight o'clock, as always,
the house will start shaking and a train lit up by festoons of colourful lights will zip past in dangerous
proximity. The train is long, it often carries as much as twenty cars, sometimes even more. It rushes
past and all the roller blinds on its windows are always down.

It's mysterious. At eight o’clock in the evening, it tears back in the opposite direction. Day by day. It
would be a vain to try finding it on a timetable. Only God knows whether the train station’s still stan-
ding.

Alice enters the room.

“Shall | pour you a cup of coffee?” Hilda asks.

Alice and Johanna nod.

"Coffee cow, coffee cow... coffee cow, give us coffee now,” Hilda cheerily sings a simple melody,
‘coffee cow, coffee cow... coffee cow, give us coffee now, ay.”

"Did you sleep well?” Alice, a notorious snorer, probes as she does every morning.

They both nod. Alice lets out a sigh of relief as she does every morning.

A long long time ago, an old seasoned man was asked about having a life motto and he answered:
"I enjoy when it rains because if | didn't enjoy it, it would still be raining.”

They always say they slept well. For why would they say otherwise?

They drink coffee.

They finish their coffee.

Now it's time for hygiene.

“Godinheaven, do we still have to keep the pads?!” Alice yells from the bathroom, angrily clutching
a dark-blue package of Always night pads in her chubby fingers. “They only take up space.”

“Don't you believe in miracles?" Johanna asks cheerfully.

"Yikes!" Alice exclaims and shoves the package back into the cabinet.

“And what's taking you so long anyway? Are you cleaning up?” Johanna grins at Hilda, who is boiling
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water in a kettle. "Or are you trying to hound your tits into your bra, darling?” she giggles.

Alice has already left the bathroom, she pierces Johanna with a stare that says it all and instead of
answering she asks:

“Is there any coffee left?"”

“There is,” Hilda nods.

“Thank God."

They drink their second coffee.

Then they get to work. They have notepads, sketchbooks, diaries, journals. Stacked on top of each
other, they make up a paper chimney. Some of the notebooks are for recording stories about a life long
gone, other journals contain notes on the fuckage of the world, some include excerpts from books,
one notepad is reserved solely for thoughts on God - that one is pretty heavy. Then there is Johan-
na's personal diary, Alenka and Hilda are not allowed to look inside it. Alice's personal diary, Hilda and
Johanna can browse through it if they want to. Hilda does not have a personal diary. Hilda has music.
The base of the paper chimney is made up of Johanna's grandfather’s school binder that is more
than a hundred years old. When you untie the string and open the binder, you find a slim notebook of
ink blue colour, on a white tag decorated with red and black adornment there is a barely visible pen-
cil-written title:

‘Notes on Life as It Is'. Inside the notepad all the pages are blank. No one has yet dared to violate the
virginity of the yellowed pages. But then again, no one has yet come up with any notes on life as it is.
They sit, they reminisce, they argue, they write...

They recapitulate so they don't have to capitulate.

Translated by Ema MojZisova



Pavel Novotny (Ceska republika)

Pavel Novotny (1976) je basnik, prekladatel,
germanista, pedagdg, pésobi na Katedre
nemeckého jazyka TUL. Je autorom viacerych
bdsnickych zbierok, napriklad Havarijni Fdd,
Tramvestie alebo Zevnitr. Spolu s Helenou
Skalickou napisal prézu A to si pak mizes
fikat, co checes. Zbierku Tramvestie spracoval
aj ako libreto pre rovnomenndy operu Petra
Wajsara (Novad scéna ND, 2019). Vytvoril
mnoZstvo radiofonickych kompozicil

pre CRo3 Vitava. Jeho kompozicia Vesmir
ziskala v roku 2010 Narodnu cenu Prix
Bohemia Radio. PreloZil napr. basnicky
cyklus Zanik Titaniku Hansa Magnusa
Enzensbergera, spolu s Nikolou Mizerovou aj
Enzensbergerovo Mauzéleum. Tridsatsedem
baldad z dejin pokroku a antolégiu legendarnej
Wiener Gruppe. Ako literdrny vedec sa

venuje literdarnej koldzi a montdzi, ale aj
problematike tzv. akustickej literatdry

a experimentdlnej rozhlasovej hry.

Pavel Novotniyj
CZ

Pavel Novotny (Czech republic)

Pavel Novotny (1976) is a poet, translator,
Germanist, and a lecturer. He currently
works at the German language department
of the TUL in Liberec. He wrote several
poetry collections such as Havarijni Fad,
Tramvestie or Zevnitr. With Helena Skalicka
he co-authored a prose called A to si pak
mdozZes rikat, co chces. He reworked his
collection Tramvestie as a libretto for an
opera of the same name by Petr Wajsar
(Nova scéna of the Czech National Theatre,
2019). He created a lot of radiophonic
compositions for the Czech Radio Vitava; his
composition Vesmir received the National
Prix Bohemia Radio award in 2010. Among
other things, he translated Hans Magnus
Enzensberger's poetry cycle The Fall of
Titanic, along with Nikola Mizerova he also
co-translated Enzensberger’s Mausoleum.
37 ballads from the history of progress
and an anthology of the legendary Wiener
Gruppe. In literary theory, he focuses on the
medium of literary collage and montage, the
problem of the so-called acoustic literature
and experimental radio plays.
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Jablonec n. N. — Tyrsovy sady Jablonec n. N. — Tyrsovy sady
ted'sem si ale Gplné now it just totally

z toho vzpomnél ale popped into my mind so

to ti musim vypravét i gotta tell you

Ze kdyz jedes tramvaji that when you take the tram

z Liberce tak jedes from Liberec it takes

dvacet Sest minut sem twenty six minutes here

na konecénou a pak jdes to the terminal and then

plus minus patnact minut after another fifteen minute walk
dojdes k prehradé pak you come to the reservoir

obejdes hraz a najdes you walk around the dam and find
takové dvé jako boudy these two sort of huts

coz jsou Sluneéni lazné which are the Sun Spa

Liberecka Liberecka Street

ja teda ani nevim i don't even know

jestli to tam jesté je whether it's still there

ale vzdycky to tam bylo but it's always been there

platilo se deset korun you paid ten crowns

a muzi byli zvlast and the men were separate

a Zeny zvIast and the women separate

Brandl Brandl

moje sestra chodila my sister would go to

do Zen a ja do muzd the women section and i went to the men's one
v muzich byli sami in the men'’s section there was nothing but
nahati chlapi hlavné naked guys especially

dichodci chlupati ale hairy pensioners but

to musis brat prosté you gotta take it asitis

mné tenkrat bylo tficet i was thirty then

Gtyficet nebo takhle ale or about forty but

fikal jsem si vzdyt pfece i said to myself

ja taky jednou zestarnu i'm gonna get old one day too

a tak jsem tam léta jezdil and so i went there for years
M¢énirna Substation

opaloval jsem se v té prvni boudé i would sunbathe in that first hut

a sestra ve druhé a to ti mdzu fict and my sister in the other and let me tell you



Ze vSechny dvojice co tam chodily
vsichni si libovali jak je to krasné

Ze si od sebe odpoéinou protoze to
jeden druhyho nevidi ale pFitom

jsou tam spolu a opaluji se na téch
dfevénych lehatkach a kdyz chces

jit do vody vstanes obléknes si plavky
vylezes$ z boudy ven sko¢is do prehrady
a jak plaves tak zaméstnavas Gplné celé
télo jsi nataZeny na vodé a jsi Gplné
svUj a nic t& nesvazuje ovladnes ten
vodni Zivel a nepotfebujes se jako
néjakej debil vozit autem nechat se
presunovat a i kdyby pod tebou bylo
Sedeséat nebo klidné sto metrd plaves

a nemusis se ni¢eho bat a k tomu se
jesté krasné opalis nemyslis na to Ze

v préci vypadas jako blbec anebo

jaky to bude aZ umfes protoze vis

ja myslim Ze to pak bude mnohem
horsinez ted'

Zelené Udoli

a kdyZ se proplaves

vylezes$ z vody ven a vlezes zase

zpatky do téch Sluneénich lazni

sundas si plavky povésis je na Silrku

a lehnes si krasné nahaty na to dfevéné
lehatko a je to celé nesmirné romantické
jenom obéas tam mezi ty nahace vbéhne
néjaka ta manzelka odvedle vona nema
na sobé nic a viibec Zadny komplexy a
houkne na néj fekne mu Pepiku deme
Pepiku domu a Pepik se oblikne a de
Novy Svét

a do téch Slunecnich lazni chodili tfeba
chlapi osmdesatilety ktery vypadali na
Sedesat anebo véelijaky takovy experti

that all the couples that went there
they all relished in the beauty of

taking a break from each other because
they don't see each other but actually

they're there together and they sunbathe on those

wooden deck chairs and when you want

to swim you stand up pull on your swimsuit

come out of the hut jump into the dam
and when you swim you employ your entire

body you're stretched out on the water and you're
completely yourself and nothing’s tying you down you master the
water element and you don't need to drive cars

like an idiot let yourself be
moved around and even if there was

sixty or even a hundred meters below you swim
and you don't need to fear anything and on top of that

you get a nice tan you don't think about
looking like a fool at work or

what'll be after you die because you know
i think it'll be a lot

worse than it is now

Green Valley

and when you've had your swim

you come out of the water and go back
into the Sun Spa

you pull off your swimsuit hang it on a string

and lie down nice'n’naked on the wooden
deck chair and it's all very romantic

only sometimes one of the wives from next door

rushes in among the nudists she's got

nothing on her and no issues whatsoever and

yells at him says Max come

Max home and Max gets dressed and comes

New World

and the Sun Spa was visited by for instance

eighty-year-old guys who looked twenty
years younger or various similar experts

15
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a papalasi jako tieba doktor Sik coz byl
pravnik co mél takovou fantastickou
postavu takovej robustni chlap a Fikal
ja si tady tak odpocinu od ty kravaty
jé to je stradny jak ja jsem tady svuj jé!
Prosec¢ vyhybna

on tam byl Gplné §tastnej b&hal tam
celej nahatej a to $tésti téch lidi kdy
nemusej bejt oblec¢eny to je prosté

a ja netouzim se nékde néjak ukazovat
ale byly okamziky kdy jsem se nahaty
citil lepsi neZ obleGeny protoZe sakra
ja pFece nemam pivni mozol jsem §tihly
proé ja bych co ja copak jsem tlusty

a copak jsem néjaké lesklé kure?
Prosec posta

a ten doktor Sik mé jednou pochvalil
jakad mam nadherna soumérna ramena
a ze mam vibec nadhernou plaveckou
postavu a oni mé pak donutili pfekonat
toho inZenyra Rychetskyho kterej uz sice
nezije ale on mi fekl Ze kdyz byl mlady
tak Ze vydrzel plavat presné hodinu a
deset minut aniz by se dotkl dna!
Prosec¢ skola

a ja to nevydrzZel a Sel prosté

oblékl jsem si plavky a Sel

nemél sem sice hodinky ale

pani u brfehu mi fekla kolik je

aja védél Ze mam jesteé asi tak

Sest vtefin nez dojdu do vody

a du tam a poéitam vtefiny du

a fikam si jestli nepromrznu

vydrZim dyl protoZe ono jak

plaves tak té omila voda a

prochladis se tak si Fikdm

and fat cats like doctor Shik who was

a lawyer that had such a fantastic

figure a real sturdy guy and he said

i'm just gonna take a break from my tie
ah it's so awful how myselfiam here ah!
Prosec Railroad Switch

he was utterly happy there he ran around

fully naked and that happiness people feel when

they don't have to be dressed that's just

and i don't have the need to show off or anything

but there were moments when i felt better
naked than dressed because damn it

i don't have a beer belly doii'm slim

why should i what about it am i fat or what
and am i some glossy chicken or what?
Prosec¢ Post Office

and that doctor Shik praised me once

for what splendid symmetrical shoulders i have

and anyway that i have a splendid swimmer's
build and they made me outdo
that engineer Rychetsky who isn't alive

anymore but once told me that when he was young

he could swim for exactly an hour and

ten minutes without touching the bottom!
Prosec School

and i couldn't stand it and just went

pulled on my swimsuit and went

it's true i didn't have a watch but

awoman on the bank told me what time it is
and i knew i had just about

six seconds to get to the water

so i'm walking and counting the seconds walking

saying to myself if i don"t go numb with cold
i'll last longer because when you

swim the water churns you and

the cold numbs you so i'm thinking



zkusim uvidim sko¢im

a plavu

Kyselka

a ja vibec nemél pfehled o dase

plaval jsem na jeden konec a pak zas
na druhy a pomalu jsem citil jak uz se
do mé dava ta zima protoZe jak plaves
tak ta voda je dejme tomu téch dvacet
ale jak plaves ona té ta voda furt omila
a po néjaky dobé se prochladis
Vyhybna

voni sice ti dalkovy plavci

sice se mazou néjakejma

téma tukama aby vydrzeli

dyl ale oni se stejné dfiv

nebo pozdéjc prochladnou

a musej z vody ven

Vratislavice kostel

a ja uz citil jak

je mi ¢im dal vic

zima jak se mi hiF

a hiF dych4 protoze

jak se podchladis

tak to miZe dojit

i k zastavé dechu

a to se pak utopis

Lékarna

oni lidi jsou Gasto vykuleny Ze se
utopil $pickovy plavec ale vis pro¢

on ten ¢lovék vleze do studené vody

a je to sice 8pickovy plavec ale on se
podchladi a voni pak koukaj jak telata
a fikaj to neni mozny jak se moh utopit
dyt umél tak dobfe plavat ale j& dycky
fikam vy debilové vy nevite nic

v ty studeny vodé dojde k zastavé dechu

i'lltry i'll seei'll jump

and swim

Kyselka

and i had no sense of time whatsoever

i swam to the other side and then

back and slowly i began to feel how the

cold was getting to me because when you swim
the water is let's say about twenty degrees

but when you swim the water keeps churning you
and the cold numbs you after some time
Railroad Switch

although those long-distance swimmers

they do rub on some

oils to last

longer but sooner or later

they grow numb with cold anyway

and they have to get out of the water
Vratislavice Church

and i started to feel that 17z
i was growing increasingly

cold how breathing became

harder and harder because

when the cold numbs you

well it can lead

even to respiratory arrest

and then you drown

Drugstore

people are often astonished when a

top swimmer drowns but you know how it is
the person gets into the cold water

and he's a top swimmer sure but

the cold gets him and then they gape

and say that's not possible how could he have drowned
he was such a good swimmer but i always

say you idiots you know nothing in that

water you get respiratory arrest



a to je konec potom vy nevite nic and that's the end then you know nothing

Ustav socialni péce The Institute of Social Welfare

aja uzjsem citil jak uz se tresu and i already felt my body shaking

fikam si ted'musim plavat u bfehu i thought now i gotta swim along the shore

musim plavat nesmim se dotknout dna i gotta swim i mustn't touch the bottom

musim plavat tak v metrové hloubce i gotta swim in about three feet deep water

a kdyby bylo zle tak se postavim na dno and if worst comes to worst i'll touch the bottom

a vzdam to a tak jsem plaval opatrné and give up and so i swam cautiously

na zadech a na boku stfidal jsem to on my back and on my side i alternated this

s prsama ale pak si fikdm konec with breaststroke but then i thought this is it

kaslu na to konéim uz screw it i'm finished

Nova Ruda Nova Ruda

aco bys ek - and whaddaya know —

preplaval sem toho i outswam that

Rychetskyho o dvé minuty! Rychetsky by two minutes!

U Lomu The Quarry

hodinu dvanact! hodinu dvanact! one hour twelve minutes! one hour twelve minutes!

fikam jim pak na lehatku ale j& i told ‘em when we were lounging around but i
118 pfi ty koncovce uZ ja Ze sem si toward the end i already that i

tfeba lehnul na zada ale pak uz would lie down on my back but then

si fikdm hergot neblbni nelez i thought goddamnit don't mess around don't lie

na zadech nebo se prochladis on your back or the cold'll getcha

furt musis mit pohyb hejbej se plav! you gotta keep movin' get a move on swim!

Textilana Textilana

ono kdyz se na mé takhle podivas when you take a look at me

feknes si ten ¢lovék nevypada ale you think he doesn't measure up but

ten vtip je v tom natahnout se takhle the trick is in stretching out on the water

na vodu jako pravitko jak to jde nejvic like a ruler as much as you can

a udélas tempo a vydechujes do vody and you do a stroke and breathe out into the water

jen nepatrné zvedas hlavu na nadech just slightly lifting your head for the intake of

a plaves takhle nesmirné Gsporné breath and so you swim extremely economically

Mlynska Mlynska Street

a ja kdyz vidim ty Zeny and when i see those women

jak vona v ty vodé ma how she's got her head

tu hlavu jak Zirafa vona in the water like a giraffe she

nevi Ze takhle se unavi doesn't know she'll tire herself out

Ze se musi natahnout that she has to stretch out



na vodu jako pravitko

pékné na vodu se natahnout

a jenom nepatrné zvedat hlavu
na nadech

Liberec — Fiignerova

on the water like a ruler

stretch out on the water nicely
and just slightly lift the head
for the intake of breath
Liberec — Fiignerova Street

Translated by David Vichnar
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Nicolas Pesqués (Francizsko) Nicolas Pesqués (France)
Nicolas Pesqués (1946) je francizsky
basnik a prekladatel! V roku 1980 zacal
pisat Severnd stranu kopeca Juliau, basert

Nicolas Pesqués (1946) is a French poet and
translator. In 1980, he started writing La face
nord de Juliau (North Face of Juliau), a poem
pozostdvajicu dnes uZ z 18 publikovanych which now exists in 18 books (in 10 volumes:

knih (v 10 zvdzkoch, prvych 7 vyslo vo the first 7 at André Dimanche publishing, the

vydavatelstve André Dimanche, zvy$né vo
vydavatelstve Flammarion).

Jeho cielom je ,pisat kopec" a zaroveri tito
aktivitu skdmat: o robi jazyk s vecami
alebo telami, akd je odpoved'tela pri éitani
alebo pisani, Bdsen zostdava nedokonéend
a nedokondéitelhd, skima svoj vlastny vyvoj
aj motivy.

Okrem toho piSe texty o vytvarnom umeni,
vdcés§ina z nich suborne vysla v roku 2017

v knihe Sans peinture (Bez malby).

following at Flammarion).

His goal is to "write a hill” and to question
this activity: what the language does to
things and bodies, how the body responds
to it by writing, reading. Neither finished nor
terminable, this poem questions its progress
as much as its pattern.

He also writes texts on art, most of them
collected in Sans peinture (Without painting)
published in 2017 by L'Atelier contemporain.

Nicolas Pesques

FR



Fyzicke

Z kopca, znova zacina len zZilnaté frazovanie
atmosférické semeno
a skaly

skaly by boli malované a vdychnutelné
panickou abstrakciou
samotou

vety sa divaj0, kam spadnem

Physis

From the hill, only the veined wording
the atmospheric seed
and the stones begin again

the stones would be painted; you could breathe them in
by frightened abstraction
by solitude

121
the sentences watch where | fall



zakaZzdym, ked'vzplanie pochoderi each time the torch flares up
oGi pat raz the eyes times five
daji a daji give and give
napriek kopcu in spite of the hill
nebadané, oddelitelné the imperceptible, the separable
jedno po druhom, narusia ich zavislost one by one, upending their dependence
travy, oblaky, lesy grass, clouds, woods
122 kazdy svojim okom to each his own eye
zachyti neokisen( farbu will touch the untried color
rozloZi nizku hlbok( noc will dismember deepest night



neditatelnost rezu a smédu
v kazdej slabike

jedna za druhou

tepana rozkos

vystupnovanie jedinej ZItej

pohlavie cesty, ktora zabaca
od nastupu po chvenie
rozpravania zvn(tra rozpréavania

the illegibility of the cut and the thirst
at each syllable

one by one

of the hammered pleasure

of a single saturated yellow

sex of the path that turns
that rises to the quake
sex of the story from inside the story
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slovo, vedené az k zadvoram
obhryza smrt
geometrizuje telo

vety, vety
ako ked'sa z hrobu vyhadzuje zem
futurogénna zem

ako sa oplodiiuje mrak
Gierna tava gramatiky
horG&ost clvajicej tvare

the verb, carried to the close
gnaws at death
geometrizes flesh

sentences, sentences
like dirt tossed out of grave
the futurgenic dirt

like a cloud is seeded
the black juice of grammar
corners ardor in the face



fyzické physis
ako s myslienky as are thoughts
bohyne goddesses
125
Z francUzstiny preloZila Mdria Ferenéuhovd Translated by Cole Swensen



Marko Pogacar (Chorvatsko)

Marko Pogacar (1984, Split) je chorvatsky
bdsnik, prozaik, esejista, literarny kritik,
prekladatel] redaktor ¢asopisov Quorum

a Zarez, autor Siestich bdsnickych zbierok,
troch esejistickych knih, knihy kratkych
préz, knihy cestopisov (Slepd mapa), nositel’
viacerych medzindarodnych a domdcich
literarnych ocenenti. Zostavil dve antolégie
sucasnej chorvdtskej poézie. Ziskal viaceré
literdrne rezidencéné pobyty. Jeho knihy

a texty sU preloZené do viac ako tridsiatich
Jjazykov.

Marko Pogacar (Croatia)

Marko Pogacar (1984, Split) has published
twelve books of poetry, essays and prose, for
which he received Croatian and international
awards. In 2014, he edited the Young
Croatian Lyric anthology, followed by The
Edge of a Page: New Poetry in Croatia (2019).
He was a fellow of, among others, Civitella
Ranieri, Literarische Colloquium Berlin,
Récollets-Paris, Passa Porta, Milo Dor and
Brandenburger Tor fellowships. Currently, he
is a DAAD fellow. His books and texts have
appeared in more than thirty languages.

Marko Pogacar

HR



Muz veceria v papuciach svojho otca

Co boli hranice, si teraz ty.

bol mé4j, hiboky a rovny,

cesta pre opravné prace rozkopan4, sneh
necakane suchy.

otvorene hovorim:

nikomu som ni¢ nedlhoval.

stéal som na prahu, voda

mrznUca od strachu mi zméacala chrbat.

a ked'som sklopil o&i, videl som:

zrnka kukurice sa Zen0 k svojej soli a vedia
obd&as v noci séerniet ako bobky.

vosiel som, aby som sa konfrontoval s muéivym obrazom:
nie laska, hlipost je srdce sveta —

ateraz v tych papuéiach doma jem a plaéem,
len jem a plaéem v tomto dome.

Domaci Magellan

Zobudil sa spoteny a nahy

so svalmi stuhnutymi po pitke, ¢o trvala pridlho,
a odsuchtal sa k chladnicke, spoteny a nahy,
podobny moreplavcovi, ktory hlada novy svet.

ukéazalo sa, Ze svet je meldn

videny z dial'ky cez hodvabnu panéuchu.

pod jeho kérou je krvava magma, cukor schladeny Ziarlivostou
v sladkej laske pohojdava jadierka.

v kazdom jadierku ako v zasadacej sieni stoluje mftvy muz
s0 svojim zvykom migat, skigkou na veény odpoginok,

kym ndz nezaplavi Grady sirupom teplych jarnych noci

a Oradnici, vSetkymi opusteni, neujd0 pred prvymi kvapkami
pod strechu provinénej posty.



hrdi a suchi pozoruji odtial' prasce, ako poZieraji svet
a ako dazd'zmyva jeho mapu; pytaji sa, ako sa tol'ko dazda
vmesti do neba nad takymto malym mestom?

O zlom pocasi

Toto nie je nijaka jar.
len kvety sa tupo dvihaji zo svojich pohéarikov
a vcely spievaj linoleum a koberec vetra. vzduch,
hlboky a tazky, sa vtahuje pod stebla a dviha
brucha mysi: neprejde defi a ony
rozhrn( telo ako oponu a roznes(
kosti a vnUtornosti. toto nie je nijaka jar.
len voda v riekach stUpa a komory
GakajU, kym ich naplnia samé novinky. kde asi sa
bohovia vystrkuji z hrobov ako holuby a ich narod
128 inému narodu vyklGva o8i, ibaZe v noci, to sa v noci
stéva. cez defi sa nalievaji pupence a do mesta sa vracaji vtaci: struny
tazké od piesni a zem plodna od hovien spoloéne stisnd hrdlo.
Zivé ploty stipaji do neba. ¢asnici vynasajo stoly
a muchy padaji do poharov. zelen sa rychlo uéi svoju re¢ —
spolahlivy slovnik cyprusov, pismena bukov a briez;
dokonca aj zem pod nechtami je schopna kvitn(t, a predsa
toto nie je jar. nie je to nié. jar bez teba neexistuje. tak uz dost,
dost bolo tych klamstiev.

Dive dlane

Libit to je to najlahsie, véetko ostatné je také tazké.
dihy &as je za nami: dni sa zadali skracovat.

predavadi v plastoch, kitazi v klamstve,

¢rieda noci trha na kusy jednu jedin( Ziv( Ziarivku, dole
Vv juznej Stvrti. ¢o si eSte v§imam?

basne sa skracujo.



a tvoje o¢i do nich vstupuji ako na Stadiony,
prina8ajic signélne pochodne vo vreckach.

divé dlane striehnu. ¢akajl na svoju chvil'u. éupia

ako Slovania v trenirkach pred supermarketom,
zatial' o sever chysta pomstu. ked'raz nezacvakn(
strieborné okienka. necujny Zivot priestoru. krvny tlak.

koneéne. ¢o so véetkym ostatnym? rafiajky macke. aorist slovesu,

bohovia chudobnym. chladna domovina.

Rrasne prekazky

Dom je 8katula.

existuji rozne domy a rézne Skatule, povedia.
uz podla potreby, podnebia,

ducha a inych omylov. je ich tol'ko,

Ze ob&as ich taZko rozpoznat.

a predsa, dom je 8katula, vravim.

tak ako je horica pec sInko.

rebré klietka pre veéne bdell sovu srdca,
Celo Gada a kazdé kost flauta. nie.
nezaujima ma, v akom poradi prisli.

to je uZ archeolégia domu

a filozofia Skatule. alebo naopak.

podstatné je, Ze existuji priehradky, ak chcete steny,
a Ze tie krasne prekazky s0 v8ade.

kazdy dom a kazda &katula sa musi dat zatvorit.

kloéom k Uspechu si teda vek3, v dome oknA.

pevnejsie nez dvere, I'stivejdie, vzdy naklonené tajomstvu.
komin je diera v zatylku. otvor pre vzduch

prerazeny neboZiecom. ak je v nej zajac, o to lepsie.

vyfuk, vychodisko Zivého zo Zivota.
nie. dym nie je dusa. niet hlUpejSej a nudnejsej veci
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ako dusa. dym je to, ¢o z domu - §katule nieGo robi. mozno
zrada mdrov. vyzva na otvorenie neba.

Nedela, zavéasu popoludni

Vopcham noc do zlého e-mailu

a poslem celému narodu.

na basen vSak toho treba viacej;

bolo by prili§ l'ahké len tak odist.

treba napriklad

povedat: je nedela, zavéasu popoludni,
kdesi vykrikujd chlapci,

lebo ich klub vyhral.

leto si obilo kolen4, nadvihlo viasy,

&o obzvlast vidno na dievéatach.
povedat odist skoncentrovat sa na seba
hrudka skrupiny vbita do neba,

kym s0 slova pod stolom skréené

ako chodidla, véne mokré a husté.

mysi duSe. viacej. predsa len treba
viacej. a ja znenazdajky vhupnem do basne
ako chuj do Jeziska.

je horica nedela, zavéasu popoludni

a l'udia Sialeni od svetla éakaj0

na rano, kym otvoria postu.

Z chorvatcéiny preloZil Karol Chmel



Man Dines In His Father’s Slippers

What used to be the borders, is now you.

it was May, deep and flat,

the street gutted with roadwork, the snow
sudden, dry.

to be frank:

| didn't owe anyone anything.

| stood by the doorposts, the water

frozen by fear soaked my back.

and when | closed my eyes | saw

popcorn rush toward its salt and | knew

some nights the kernels blacken, like droppings.
| entered to face the sickening scene:

not love, stupidity, stupidity is the heart of the world -
and now in those slippers | eat and cry,

only eat and cry in the house.

Magellan, Home Alone

You woke up sweaty and naked

muscles cramped from a drinking spree that lasted too long
and sailed in the direction of the fridge, sweaty and naked,
an explorer in search of a new world.

it turned out the world is a watermelon

seen from afar through a silk stocking

under its core bloody magma, sugar cooled into envy
tosses seeds in its sweet love.

inside each seed, like in a town hall, a dead man keeps court
with his habit of silence, his test of stillness

until a knife floods rooms with the syrup of warm spring nights
and clerks, abandoned by everyone, run before the first drops
under the roof of a provincial post office.
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from there, the haughty and dry watch pigs swallow the world
and the storm rinses out its map; they ask: how does so much rain fit
into the sky above such a small town?

About Poor Weather

This is no spring.

only flowers twisting tediously out of small cups

and bees singing linoleum and the carpet of wind. the air,
deep and heavy, draws under the grass and lifts

bellies of mice: in less than a day they

bare the body like a curtain and spread

bones and guts. this is no spring.

only the river rising and pantries

waiting to be filled with sheer news. here and there gods
coo from graves, like pigeons. and their people

gouge the eyes of other people, but at night, that happens
at night. it buds in daytime and birds return to the city:
song-heavy cables and shit-fertile soil tighten the throat.
hedges crawl to the sky. waiters bring out tables

and flies fall into glasses. green learns its language fast -
the reliable vocabulary of the cypress, letters of beech and birch;
even the dirt under fingernails is ready to bloom. still this is
no spring. it's nothing. there's no spring without you, enough
enough with lies.

Wild Palms

Loving, that's easiest, everything else is tough.

much time has passed: days have begun to cramp.
shopkeepers cloaked in coats, priests in lies,

the night crowd mangling the only live lightbulb, down
in the south end. what else do | notice?

songs are becoming shorter.



and your eyes enter them as if entering stadiums
carrying flares. wild palms lurk

inside pockets. waiting for their turn, they squat
like Slavs in tracksuits in front of supermarkets
while the north plots a revenge, and silver counters

shut with a bang. the still life of a space. the pressure of blood.

as for the rest? breakfast goes to a cat, aorist to a verb,
gods to the poor. a cold country.

Pretty Obstacles

A house is a box.

there're various houses and various boxes, they say.
depending on needs, climate

spirit and other faults. there're so many

it's sometimes difficult to recognize them.

still, a house is a box, | say.

like a hot oven is the sun,

ribs a cage for the dreamless owl of the heart,
forehead a glass and each bone a flute. no.

| don't care in which order they arrived.

that's already the archeology of the house

and the philosophy of the box, or vice versa.

what's important are boundaries, if you want walls
and that those beautiful obstacles are everywhere.
every house and every box has to be able to be closed.

the key to success is in covers, in case of a house, windows.
stronger than doors, slyer; always more secret-prone.
chimney is a hole at the nape. an opening for air

pierced by an awl if a rabbit is inside, better:

an exhaust pipe, the exit of the living from life.
no. smoke isn't a soul. there's nothing dumber and more boring
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than soul. smoke is what makes the house-box possible:
the treachery of walls. an invitation for the sky’s opening.

Sunday, Early Afternoon

| shove the night into an evil email

and send it to the entire nation.

still a song needs more;

it's too easy to depart this way.

what's needed, for example,

is to say: it's Sunday, early afternoon

somewhere boys shout

because their team won,

summer broke into the knees, lifted hair

which is mostly seen on girls.

to say to leave, to thicken into oneself

a lump of milk skin nailed into the sky,
134 while words under the table are twisted

like feet, scents soggy and dense,

mice of the soul. more. still more

is needed. and | enter the song swiftly

like a cock enters baby Jesus:

it's sizzling Sunday, early afternoon

and people maddened by light wait

for the morning to open the mail.

Translated by Andrea Jurjevié
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Posledna flungujica Centrala

Rozochvene vstavam, ruky Selestia od chladu
ked'balim do firemného papiera &tyri kosostvorce

Po bokoch transf(zia Gdajov, transfizia krvi
mierne zhrubnutia, o ktorych ¢asopisy mléia
s ohladom na éitanost

Na stanici, vedla, zarazené dievéa
pozera na mna, ¢aka na moj vychod

V minulosti, v budGcnosti Dokrmujice Zvierata
Drsné jazyky teliat, o pijo tvoju aj moju krv
v chodbéach presytenych tabakom milosti Panovej

Zasady (dajnej nevinnosti, phi
V8etko okolo nas vyckava, vystenkava
- Daj jest, daj jest skor

Aspon pol porcie!

Po polnoci kracaj istym krokom

Hashima

Hashima, Hashima, éter a pavilény
hasima, Sima, éter a pavilony
Nepostacoval pokrm v pavilénoch
Prazdne, lahké, prenosné, uvolnené
Hashima, Hashima, tu nebola laska
Hashima, Hashima, tu nebola laska
Dvanéststeny koso&tvorcové, perfektné
Hashima, Hashima, prijemna farba semisu
Hashima, Hashima, prijemné vzruchy



sox

Spolu s inymi obetami leZis v posteli

Zvinie ta sluZobnictvo, ospravedIni sa za oneskorenie
Hashima, Hashima, vydavas sa za, zda sa ti, Ze

ti daji trocha uhlia, ne¢akas vysok( mzdu

Hashima, Hashima, modlila som sa nie tymito Gipkami

Go s pre boha z uhlia, v uhliakoch ako v nosidlach, ¢o prinGtia
pulz, aby bol rytmicky, Sampanské potreba, okrrrraje

on sa pres(va s namahou, po Spi¢kach vychadzame,

aby nas znovu nezacul kurator druhého roénika

nevzdelany v bani na dostato¢ne Tmavé, Jasné

KRorma (Argo)

Modravé prsia z mramoru hojne napuchli krvou

Vyschnuty namornik, to som ja, Skvréim, pohlcovana hladom
Svistom smUtoénych maznani, ¢o nemaji ni¢ z dotyku

O hlavu bok lode, smelo! Prasivé pramene pod zemou!

Mftvi hladajo plaz, zrkadielkami ukazuji cestu

Vidim ich zdaleka, krehké morské majaky, zapalné §niry
Strihajte kostou pre mfa miesto ukotvenia na noc
No nie s tie klepotajice prahy pre vel'ké damy?

Aj ja mam ciganske zvyky, $pinavé oci a kozu

a Zujem smrekov( Zivicu odlGpnut( rovno z piliera
(podopieral nadheru podvodnych lesnych svatyn)

0j, mam dost pribreznych bremien (slové a tovar)
Jaseriova plachetnica je aj diva, nepostoji na mieste,
aj keby som ju vyzyvala na poslusn( navigaciu,

skor sa rozpadne, nez dorazi k brehu (st

Breh, ¢o sa ligoce sladkym poharom? Len sol'dusiv3,
¢o stravi tie tvrdé dosky, obdvam sa najlepsieho
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BliZzenci (Gemini)

Trpkéa Skvara alebo sladké Sigky
pri mavani slovami, labami

nech sa tam hore tras( vazy

a dole nech trva lieenie vdov, deti
Primkol som sa ku skalnému boku
a prosil o dvojity dZban tela

Opéat vnimali moju prosbu

ako blabot éudéka - kovacal!

Z polstiny preloZil Karol Chmel



The Last open Meeting Point

Trembling | rise, my chilled hands rustle
as | wrap letterhead around four rhomboids

At the side, a data transfusion, a blood transfusion
Subtle clots, of which the papers do not speak
due to illegibility

At the station, nearby, a terrified girl
gazes at me, awaiting my ascent

In the past, in the future Fattening Animals
The coarse tongues of calves drinking my blood and yours
in hallways packed with the tobacco of the grace of god

Of the presumption of innocence, ha
Everything around us is awaiting, a-wailing
"Give my food, give me food ahead of time

At least half of portion!”

Come after midnight, with a sure step!

Hashima

Hashima, Hashima, ether and pavillions
hahsheemah, sheemah, ether and pavillions
There wasn't enough food in the pavillions
Empty, light, portable, slack

Hashima, Hashima, there was no love here
Hashima, Hashima, there was no love here
Sacks made from swallows' guts, rustling
Rhomboid dodecahedrons, perfect

Hashima, Hashima, the gentle colour of suede
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Hashima, Hashima, gentle lifts

You lie in bed with the other victims

The orderlies will pack you up, excusing the delay
Hashima, Hashima, you seem too, it seems to you, that
they will give you some coal, not expecting much in return
Hashima, Hashima, | prayed the wrong chaplets, not those
to the coal god, in coal wagons like in a fizzy lectica
rhythmic pulsing, champagne bubbles, edgesssss

he moves about with effort, we leave on tiptoes

so the second-year advisor doesn't hear us again
uneducated in the mine in enough Dark, Light

Gemini

Bitter gravel or sweet pinecones
Wielding words, hands

up and let vases tremble

down to treat widows, kids

| became attached to a rock formation
asking for a double helping of body
My request was once more treated

as the mumblings of a freaksmith!

Berenice’s hair

| have to hurry and finally photograph those windows

dusty, opposite, in the dirty facade, empty town house

No one's lived there for years, inheritance, unfinished business

| have to photograph those glass frames, grayness, their abundance
There is an aluminium venetian blind guillotine, there are also stars
heavenly bodies stuck to the window pane, a black flame

Three across, next to three too (who would believe me),

various endings, sizes, light sensitive cut outs

three more in the next window along, along with a mirror on a string
who hangs such things up? (totally unclear message)



And noise is tied up, a general reconditioning of the building begins

The workers a floor up have began already, their last cleaning, | see them
Bored, they spit all over, the security men arrive, the admins

| know, they'll find them, and in a moment they'll toss

the old windows on the rubbish heap

and with them my bit of the sky, | leave my anxiety-room

to meet head on and vanish in the shadows arousing

in you the beginning of a poem

Gold Fish (Mahi-maht)

Give back to the sea

Back turned, an unclear pull towards the sea
Scrapheaps in ridged roads swaying side to side

This begins when we moved, it was dark

then however out of the shadows an outline:

tapping blinking with an awakened eye

letters arranged rhythmically, whole sentences in motion
Unique records of relations from basements full of warmth
but dead also, black mullein in the snow

standing as the subtle hyphens of high calligraphy
(empty, full of seeds, which will hum yet)

Even, sharp edged lines masquerading as a hidden forest
Those which fell across, bent, knocked off

The remains of a border wall (an amusing tale)

this scrap of poem (previously known as a station)

A blind recess, a half-arch, and the rest - mystery

Oh, sea of possibility, oh sky reading itself

Translated by Anna Purisch and Marek Kazimierski
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Ve skrini
(Gryvek)

Nékde néco zvoni. Ze spanku pfipominajiciho sitku — jemnou, pruznou, pfilnavou a spolehlivou -, do
které se bali uzené rolka, mé vzbudi zvonéni telefonu. Vyletim z té sitky jako kus uzeného a pfedstiram
Cilost.

,Cau, ty spig?"

.Ne, vibec."

,Ze znié tak rozespale..."

»No, ja rdna nesu tézce."

»Hele, jestli tu skfifi nékdo chce, tak mu vyfid, Ze ji musi je$té dnes odvézt. My totiz ty novy skiiné
pFivezeme uZ zitra a chci to tam dnes uz mit vyklizeny, vSéechno nachystat. Jinak j4 ji klidné vyhodim,
UZ mam toho véényho zafizovani plny zuby."

»Jo, uréité ji chci. A nemohl by mi s nf Standa néjak pomoct?"

,Prosim té&, a jak? Leda ji s tebou snese dolU, ale do nageho auta se rozhodné& nevejde."

.Nevejde, jo?"

»No, rozhodné ne, ses na hlavu?"

.No, tak aspofi dolU a pak ja uZ si nékoho domluvim."

.No, ale ne, Ze to bude stat pak tyden dole v domé, to by sousedi nadavali hrozné..."

.Ne, nebude, neboj."

Zirdm z okna na zametajici oranzové vestéaky. Hlava mi Srotuje. Panenko skakava, kdo mi pom0ze tu
skfifh nékam prevézt? A kam se s ni podit? Kam se uchylit? Existuje néjaké odkladigté pro lidi, co
Ziji ve skFini? Néjaky skfifiovy kemp u Machace? Den stravim hibernaci v houpacim kfesle, kde ma-
luju rGzné polohy hodinek, tuéiiaky, slunce, a pfemyslim, nad ¢im bych méla premyslet, nad &im tak
pFemysli normalini élovék, respektive normalni élovék v mé situaci. Zase ty normy! Potom jsou dvé
odpoledne, ja vylovim z Janiny ledni¢ky mrkev, operu ji, stréim do pusy, zavazu si boty a jdu na tramvaj.
V tramvaji pozoruju lidi. Jedna stara pani vypravi té druhé zasadni Zivotni pfibéh, mezitim pronasi po-
74d dokola refrén: ,Ale, to mas fuk, ja jedu pro dort." Potom ale zase vylovi dal$i detail toho dojemného
prib&hu o tom, jak ji jeji osmdesatilety manzel opustil. ,Stejskat si? To teda ne, ja se rozhodla, Ze to
poradné oslavim," Fiké a cupuje u toho rizZek latkového kapesniku s rizickami a Zlutym lemem. Potom
vystoupim a mi¥im k domu, kde bydli sestra.

Tak uZ mysli, Covece. Takhle vypadas jako hrdina, kterymu je vSechno jedno, a ty pfitom nedélas nic
jinyho, nez koumas nad tim, jak jednat. Tak jednej, hrdinko. Stoupam po schodech.

UZ m4as jen tfi poschodi, a furt nevi§, co s tou skfini. Kam s ni? No, tak ji prosté snesem dol0, néco se
uréité prihodi, takZe se vSechno néjak vyresi samo sebou, no ne? (Jestli na tomhle principu funguje
svét a tfeba atomové elektrarny, tak potés panbih.)
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,Cau," pozdravim.

Hned se ke mné pfiZzene dité | a dité II: ,Cos nam pfinesla, teto?"

V palici mi duni: Proés nic nepfinesla, se$ Spatna teta.

»Pfinesla jsem vam dobrou naladu, déticky, hned vam ji ukazu."

Ségra procedi mezi zuby: ,J4 ti ddm dobrou néladu... Mas nékoho domluvenyho na tu skfin?"

.Jo, jo, je Standa doma?"

,Jesté ne, pfijde za chvili. A kam to jako povezes?"

»No, k Jané zatim a pak uvidim."

»Hele, a nechces nam konec¢né fict, co mas v planu? Mné pfrijde, Ze se$ Uplné mimo. Jo, a mati fikala
néco o tom, Ze budes pracovat v bance."

»No, od zafi."

Jsem 8&tastn, Ze dité Il mé tah4 za ruku a tahne ke stavebnici: ,Teto, pojd'zase stavét blazinec ze
stavebnice jako minule."

Trochu se pred sestrou stydim, Ze vykvakal, jaké skvélé napady jsem s détmi minule méla, ale uzZ je
to venku. Sestra ovSem nepolevi. My stavime na zemi, ona se posadi na postel ditéte Il a dal se pta,
a to se pritom nikdy na nic neptala. Zajem téZko soudit, kolik véci mé zajima a taky se na né neptam.
A pravé ted, kdy jednou chci, aby se neptala, aby mé nechala plavat mym vzduchoprazdnem, protoze
jinak to zrovna neumim, se vyptava.

»A co budes délat? A mas vibec z ¢eho Zit? Nechces néjaky penize?"

»Penize mam, neboj."

»Ale tak pro¢ mi nefeknes$, co s tebou je? Ty uZ se tam nevrati§? Dalas vypovéd?"

Ticho. Jen zvuky lega, cvrkot rodinného §tésti mimo bublinu nas dvou.

+Nékdy ti to feknu."

Bublina praska, ja polknu napétim a pfivolavam mezi nés ticho, at zaéne vladafit. Od toho okamZiku
se sestra na nic nepta.

Pak pFijde §vara, v kuchyni se Fesi néjaké zalezitosti vSedniho dne, ze kterych mi jde hlava kolem.
Sestra je opfena o linku a lovi ve sklenici nakladanou zeleninu, oblibena kratochvile vdanych panicek.
Tak nabodnu tu stfibrnou cibulku, nebo ne? Trochu toho dobrodruzstvi. Slysim, jak se $vara pt4, jestli
tu budu na vedefi a jestli tu budu spét, a sestra na to ze zadhadnych ddvodl neodpovi, misto toho ho
informuje o tom, Ze zitra se v praci budou fotit na internet, a Ze si teda musi vyZehlit halenku, a Ze
zapomnéla koupit rajcata...

»A jak dlouho se pece to maso a na jakej program, nepamatujes si to? To nam tehdy tolik chutnalo, ale
v nééem ten recept byl rafinovanej a ja uz nevim v éem."

Potom Standa jde do détskyho pokoje, kde lezim na zemi a stavim piratskou lod. Dité | i dité |l se mu
povési kazdé na jednu ruku a on obé zvedne, protoZe je to borec.

»Tak co ta skFifi? Prej si to nékdo odveze?"

»Jo, kaZzdou chvili by méli prijet, ale mdZem ji uz klidné snést dold. Ja tam s ni pockam."



»Teto, nechod'jests, dyt to jedté nemame hotovy!" Fve dité Il jako tur a tah4d mé u toho za nohu.
»Milacku, promin, pfijdu zase jindy, jo?"

,Slibujes?"

,To Vi$, Ze jo, zlaticko."

. Tak mi tady nech néjakej fant, abych védél, Ze prijdes fakt brzo."

,Jé, ale ja u sebe zrovna nic nemam..."

. Tak tfeba slipy," Fekne dité | nazyvané kozi mozek, nékdy pravem.

»Chacha," vSichni se sméjem nevinnym smichem a proZivime nezapomenutelné rodinné okamziky, na
které budeme cely Zivot vzpominat.

»Hele, tak vis co, necham ti tady tuhle Zelvu. To je moje milovana Zelva, co mi nosi Stésti. Ale ne, Ze ji
ztratis, jo?" Vylovim z kapsy Zelvu naplnénou piskem, kterou ob&as Zmoulam na uklidnéni.

,J&" raduje se dité a stiskne ji, jako by to byl arovny drahokam.

Pohladim dité a kouknu na Zelvu, vim, Ze ji uZ nikdy neuvidim, ale mam pFece i néjaké povinnosti jakoZto
teta, jako napfiklad darovat véci, které budou okamzité rozmlaceny a podobné, &ili tomuto uéinim za
dost a jdu se obout.

Standa uz ¢eka, je nervozni, ma po préaci, nejradsi by, kdyby uz byl veer a mohl si zalizt do kouta a mit
svUj klid s knihou a talifem obloZenych chlebd. Klid od v8ech a véeho, tma, jen bodové svétlo lampidky.
Béjka v neklidném mofi.

Nejradéji bych si ty boty zavazovala navZdy. Pfeju si, aby ta chvile, kdy on éek4, aZ si je zavazu a koneé-
né vyFesime tu otravnost, nikdy neskongila. Navzdy provlikat tenké provazky tudy a tamtudy a véfit,
Ze je to tak spravné, bez rozieseni, bez rozklicovani, tékat.

Standa asi vyciti, co mam za lubem, a fekne: ,Tak jdeme?"

A tak konecné udélam posledni suk.

Schazim po schodech a jsem v agonii, pfestoZe vzadu v hlavé praktik ve mné néco vyrvava.

» Ty si tu skiif nechas, nebo to mas pro nékoho jinyho?" pta se Standa cestou dolU, aby fe¢ nestala.
»No, zatim bude u kamaradky, ale pak, pokud to pUjde, tak si ji necham."

.Hele, a co ty ted'vlastné délag?"

Dal8i kuchaci otazka, ktera je normalni, ale bohuzel ne v mém pfipadé.

,Budu pracovat v bance, v pondéli nastupuju."

,V bance? Ty?" Standa je evidentné prekvapeny, ale nekonfrontuje mé s tim, Ze prece tolik miluju
Wittgensteina, a pFesto se pfidam k celosvétovému kapitalistickému komplotu bank, jejichz sluzby
vyuzivame, i kdyZ s tim celym tak Gplné nesouznime, budov, kde vitr fi¢i a sy¢i: Vicvicvicvicvic.

M4 mé pIny zuby, $tve ho, Ze se mou osobou musi zaobirat. Ci&i to z kazdé v&ty, uZ pfi vysloveni prv-
niho slova je vidét, Ze douf4, Ze se nerozpoviddm moc. Ale miGet nemiZe, méa strach z ticha, které by
v bubliné nés dvou Fvalo. Véfi, Ze chvili budu blabolit néco, ¢imz to ticho odvratim. Moje osoba ho uz
kdysi zklamala pouhou svou existenci, a svym pfekvapivym Gseénym odpovidanim na jeho otazky ho
zklamavam nadale, je to pfedem prohrany boj. Stvu ho, kdyZ mluvim, i kdyZ nemluvim. Ale moZn4 je mu
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to cely UpIné jedno a chce prosté svij klid.

Nastésti uz jsme dole.

Vtom se Standa zastavi a fekne: , Do prdic, ta skfifi. Dyt jsme ji nechali nahofe."

«No jo," feknu.

TakZe jdeme zase nahoru, ale to uZ potupné mléime, oba znechuceni sebou navzajem a vibec. Dojde-
me nahoru a ja4 mam chut fict: Pojd; pustime si nedéIni radio a budem poslouchat pohodovou dvojho-
dinku povidani a hezkych pisni¢ek od srdce. Zavola pan Koudelka, vyzna lasku své Zené Helence, ktera
pravé oslavila padesatku, popfeje ji, at je zdrava a spokojena ve své veéerce a uZiva si roztomilych
vnoudatek. Hlasatelka zase ze srdce popfeje, at je pani Helenka stale obklopena milujici rodinou. No,
a pak zavola pani Blancicka, ktera chce poprat svému starousovi Milouskovi, aby ji dlouho vydrzel
a mél Gspéchy na rybach.

Po mnoha karambolech sneseme skfifi dold pfed dOm. Svéra d&ti siru, neustéle vzyva ,pie zajebané",
nejspis néjaka jezidska sekta, o niZ se informuje pouze v kvilivych hoaxech, a jakmile stoji pfed dvo-
rem, nadechne se. Ale ja ho nenecham nic fict.

.Klidné béz, ja uz si tady pockam sama, pozdrav ségru a Ze dékuju."

,Ur¢ité? Nemas hlad, nebo..."

»To nefes§, ja vim, Ze vypadam bezradné, ale to uZ je m0j byznys... Diky moc, Zes to se mnou odtahl."
»Tak ja teda jdu a, prosim t&, Marus na to nevypad4, ale dél4 si o tebe velkou starost, co s tebou a tak."
»No jo. Tak ¢au."

,,éau.“

Zabouchnou se za nim dvere, kryt od pekla, a ja stojim pfed domem. Velkou starost si déla! O svou
ubohou hloupou sestficku, co ani ve tFiceti pofad jesté neni zralou Zenou s rozhledem, nadhledem

a vyhledem. Kam s ni, co s ni? Rozhlidnu se. Kde nic, tu nic, jen j4 a skfifi. Oteviu skiif. Siroka je dost.
Nohy se v ni asi natdhnout nedaji... Ale neZiju prece proto, abych méla natazeny nohy, no ne?



In the cupboard
(excerpt)

Something's ringing somewhere. I'm woken from a sleep resembling one of those string nets used to
hold a roast together — soft, flexible, clinging and dependable - by the phone ringing. | shoot out of
that net like a joint of meat and fake alertness.

“Hey, were you asleep?”

“No, not at all.”

“It's just you sound really sleepy..."

“Yeah, | don't do mornings.”

“Look, if anyone wants that wardrobe, tell them they have to come and get it today. We're picking up
the new cupboards tomorrow, so | want to getit all cleared out today and have everything ready. Other-
wise I'll just chuck it out - I'm sick of the endless toing and froing.”

“Yeah, | definitely want it. And d'you think Standa could give me a hand with it?"

“Like how? He could maybe help you downstairs with it, but it definitely won't fit in our car.”

"It won't?"

“No way, are you nuts?”

"Well, at least downstairs then, and after that I'll fix something up with someone.”

“All right, but | don't want you leaving it down there for a week — the neighbours would have a fit..."

“I won't, don't worry.”

| stare out of the window at the orange vests sweeping up. My mind'’s working overtime. Hell's bells,
who's going to help me to move that wardrobe somewhere? And where can | take it? Where can | find
refuge? Is there some kind of dumping ground for people who live in wardrobes? A wardrobe holiday
camp by a lake? | spend the day hibernating in a rocking chair, where | draw various clock faces, pen-
guins and suns and think about what | should think about, what a normal person thinks about - or
rather a normal person in my situation. Those norms again! Thenit's two in the afternoon. | find a carrot
in Jana's fridge, rinse it, stick it in my mouth, lace up my shoes and head for the tram.

On the tram | do some people-watching. One old lady is telling another her momentous news, inter-
rupted at regular intervals by the refrain: "But what can you do? I'm off to get that cake.” But then
she comes up with another detail of the poignant tale of how her eighty-year-old husband walked out
on her. "Miss him? Certainly not, I've decided this calls for a proper celebration,” she says, unpicking
the corner of a yellow-trimmed cloth handkerchief with little roses on it. Then | get off and head for
the building where my sister lives.

Think, woman, think. You come across as a hero who doesn't care about anything, and yet all you're
doing is trying to figure out how to act. So act, hero, act. | climb the stairs. Only three floors left and
you've still got no idea what to do with that wardrobe, where to take it. Well then, we'll just carry it
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downstairs, something’s bound to turn up, it'll all sort itself out somehow, right? (If the world and,
let's say, nuclear power stations operate on that principle, then God help us all.)

“Hi,” | say in greeting.

Child | and child Il immediately rush up to me: *"What have you brought us, Auntie?"”

The thought echoes round my skull: Why didn't you bring anything? You're a bad aunt.

“I've brought you a good mood, kiddies, I'll show you it in just a minute.”

Sis mutters between her teeth: "I'll give you a good mood... Have you got someone lined up for that
wardrobe?"”

“Yeah, yeah. Is Standa home?"

“Not yet, he'll be back in a minute. And where're you gonna take it?"

“To Jana's for now and then I'll see.”

“Look, how about finally telling us what your plans are? It seems to me you've totally lost the plot. Oh
yeah, and Mum said something about you working in a bank.”

“Yeah, from September.”

I'm glad that child Il is tugging at my sleeve and pulling me towards the building blocks: "Auntie, come
and build a madhouse out of Lego again like last time.”

I'm a bit embarrassed he's blurted out to my sister what great ideas | had with the kids last time, but
it's out there now. My sister won't let up though. We start building on the floor and she sits on child
II's bed and keeps asking questions — and yet she's never asked about anything. Hard to gauge her
level of interest — there's loads of stuff I'm interested in and never ask about. And right now, the one
time | want her not to ask, just to let me drift through my void because that's all | can handle at the
moment, she starts questioning me.

“"What are you gonna do? And have you got anything to live on? Do you need some money?"

“Yeah, |'ve got some, don't worry.”

“Then why won't you tell me what's up with you? Are you not going back there? Have you given no-
tice?”

Silence. Just the sound of Lego, the background noise of a happy family outside the bubble formed
by the two of us.

“I'll tell you some other time.”

The bubble bursts. | swallow out of nervousness, summoning up a silence between us that begins to
take over. From that moment on, my sister doesn't ask any more questions.

Then the bro-in-law turns up and in the kitchen they start talking about some everyday stuff that
goes right over my head. My sister is leaning against the worktop, trying to fish some pickles out of
ajar, a favourite pastime of married ladies. Will | manage to impale that silverskin onion or not? A little
bit of an adventure. | hear the bro-in-law ask whether I'll be here for dinner and whether I'm going to
stay the night, and for some inexplicable reason my sister doesn't answer and instead tells him that
tomorrow they're getting photos taken at work for the internet so she needs to iron her blouse, and



that she forgot to buy tomatoes...

“And can you remember how long you have to cook the meat and on what setting? It was so good that
time, but there was some trick to the recipe and now | don’t know what it was.”

Then Standa comes into the children’s room, where I'm lying on the floor building a pirate ship. Child
| and child Il each hang off one of his arms and he lifts them both up, because he's a tough guy.

"So what about that wardrobe? | heard someone’s coming to take it away.”

“Yeah, they should be here any minute, but we can take it downstairs now if you want. I'll wait there
with it."

“Auntie, don't go yet, we haven't finished it!" bawls child Il, tugging at my leg.

“Sorry, honey, I'll come back another time, OK?"

“You promise?”

“You betcha, sweetheart.”

“Then leave me a forfeit so | know you'll really come back soon.”

“Gosh, | don't have anything on me just now..."

“"How about your pants?” says child |, known as goat brain, sometimes for good reason.

“"Ha-ha,"” we all laugh innocently, experiencing an unforgettable family moment we'll remember all our
lives.

“"Hey, you know what, I'll leave you this turtle. It's my beloved turtle that brings me luck. But don't
go losing it, OK?" From my pocket | pull out a sand-filled turtle that | occasionally squeeze to calm
myself down.

"Wow," exclaims the child in delight, clasping it as if it were a magical gemstone.

| give the child a pat and look at the turtle — | know that's the last I'll see of it, but after all | do have
some responsibilities as an aunt, such as giving them things that will immediately be smashed to
pieces and so on, so with this | consider my duty done and go to put my shoes on.

Standa is waiting. He's on edge - he's finished work and wishes it was already evening and he could
hide away in a corner and enjoy some peace and quiet with a book and a plate of sandwiches. Peace
from everyone and everything, darkness, just the spotlight of a lamp. A small buoy in a rough sea.

I'd like to go on tying my shoelaces forever. | wish the moment when he's waiting for me to finish tying
them and get this annoying business over with would never end. To go on forever threading the thin
cords this way and that way and believing that what I'm doing is right, letting my mind wander without
purpose or resolution.

Standa probably senses what I'm up to, and says: “Shall we go then?”

And so | finally tie the last knot.

We go down the stairs and | am in a state of agony, even though at the back of my head the practical
person inside me is screaming something.

“Are you going to keep that wardrobe, or is it for someone else?” asks Standa on the way down, just
for something to say.
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“"Well, it'll be at my friend's place for now, but then I'll keep it if | can.”

“And what are you actually doing at the moment, anyway?"”

Another eviscerating question which is normal but unfortunately not in my case.

“I'm going to work in a bank. | start on Monday.”

“In a bank? You?" Standa is obviously surprised but doesn't confront me with the fact that | love Witt-
genstein so much and yet I'm going to join the global capitalist conspiracy of banks, whose services
we make use of even if we don't quite agree with the whole thing, of buildings where the wind whistles
and moans: Moooooooooore.

He's fed up with me, annoyed he has to have anything to do with me. It radiates from every sentence.
Even as he says the first word, it's clear he hopes | won't talk much. But saying nothing is not an op-
tion — he's afraid of the silence that would become deafening in the bubble formed by the two of us.
He believes that I'll blabber something for a while to ward off that silence. I've already disappointed
him through my very existence, and now I'm disappointing him again with my surprisingly curt replies
to his questions. It's a losing battle. | annoy him when | speak, even when | don't speak. But maybe he
doesn't give a damn about any of that and he just wants peace and quiet.

Fortunately we're already downstairs.

All of a sudden Standa stops and says: "Damn it, the wardrobe. We've left it upstairs.”

“Oh yeah, | was thinking that.”

So we go back up, but this time in an ignominious silence, both disgusted with each other and with
ourselves. We reach the top and | feel like saying: Come on, let’s put the radio on, it's Sunday and we
can listen to two hours of laid-back chat and songs from the heart. Mr Koudelka's on the line, he'd
like to say how much he loves his wife Helenka, who's just turned fifty, and wish her good health and
happiness in her convenience store and wonderful times with their adorable grandchildren. The an-
nouncer hopes that Helenka will always be surrounded by her loving family. And then Mrs Blangicka
calls in and she hopes her hubby Milousek will be with her for a long time to come and wishes him
success with his fishing.

After numerous collisions, we get the wardrobe down to the front of the building. Bro-in-law is raining
brimstone, constantly invoking “"Christ on a bike” — probably some kind of religious sect we only learn
aboutin hysterical hoaxes — and as soon as he is standing in front of the courtyard he opens his mouth
to say something. But | don't give him the chance.

“You go ahead, I'll wait here on my own, tell Sis | said bye and thanks.”

“Are you sure? You're not hungry or..."

“Don't sweat it. | know | seem clueless, but | can take care of that... Thanks a lot for helping me lug it
down here."

“"OK, I'll head then, and you know, it might not look like it, but Maru$ is really worried about you,
what's going on with you and stuff.”



“All right. See you then."

“See you."

The door, that shelter from hell, slams shut behind him and I'm standing in front of the building. Really
worried about me! About her poor, stupid little sister who even at the age of thirty still isn't a mature
woman with projects and prospects. Where to go, what to do? | look around. Not a soul in sight, just
me and the wardrobe. | open the wardrobe. It's wide enough. | probably won't be able to stretch out my
legs in it... But then there's more to life than stretching out your legs, right?

Translated by Graeme Dibble
The translation was organized by The Czech Literary Centre
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Ruiny nostalgie
(Gryvky)

Ruiny nostalgie 37

Zili v meste, v ktorom bolo tol'ko novoprichodzich, Ze nostalgiu povysili na organizaény princip a nie-
ktori ludia potom nostalgicky t0Zili za minulostami inych I'udi. Postupne sa zavislosti usporiadali do
imaginarneho grafu vo svetlolososovoruZovych farbach. Ten znizorfioval, s akou pravdepodobnostou
po danej minulosti &lovek siahne, ked'sa uchyli do vlastnej lebky ako do malého temného palaca zo
stvrdnutého cukru. Dobu simulakrovi bud'zatopilo ako mesto obetované priehrade, alebo sa jedno-
ducho reprodukovala a nikto ni¢ nepochopil. Niekto nostalgicky tdzil za minulostou niekoho iného,
kto nostalgicky t0zil za minulostou niekoho iného, kto nostalgicky t0zil za minulostou niekoho iného,
kto nostalgicky t0Zil za opisom minulosti v roméane roméanopisca, ktory prednedavnom zmizol z tohto
sveta. Alebo nezmizol? Ako Beethovenova sadrova busta, ktora nezmizla, bola na klaviri, niekto ju tam
zo zartu vylozil a ked'klaviristka hrala Beethovena privelmi vasnivo, busta spadla a rozbila sa naméarne
kisky. ,Povrava sa, Ze ked'sa niekto Beethovena pytal na zmysel sonéaty, ten ju len zahral znova." (Mi-
chel de Certeau) A aj prvi prielci sa pre histériu zjavili prineskoro. Preto do v8etkych ruZovych vrstiev
grafu ruin nostalgie presakuji hierarchie.

Ruiny nostalgie 42

Nostalgicky sme t0zili za asmi, ked'pointilistické mal'by vyzerali ako jesenné brezy, nie za Gasmi, ked’

jesenné brezy vyzerali ako pointilistické mal'by. Nostalgicky sme t0zZili za istotou, Ze nadherny vtagi
spev, ktory sme zaduli v lesiku na predmesti, je nahravka, nie za tym, aby sme s istotou vedeli, Ze to,
o dom sme si mysleli, Ze je nahravka, bol skuto&ny vtadi spev. Nostalgicky sme t0Zili za preciznostou,
s akou vytvorili realisticky vzhlad polyesterovych lalii, do ktorych sme pochabo smadni po véni zaborili
nos. Nostalgicky sme t0zili za pochabostou, lebo t4 by znamenala, Ze na midrosti by mohlo zalezat.
Nostalgicky sme t0zili za umelostou, lebo ta by znamenala, Ze na naozajstnosti by mohlo zélezat.
Nostalgicky sme t0zili za trompe I'ceil, za maéacim zlatom, za krokodilimi slzami, za Mercatorovymi
svetmi, za nepravym zamatom, za oznaéujicimi, ktoré nepUtaji oznaéované. Nostalgicky sme t0zili za
ruéne malovanymi Zilkami v umelom mramore ruin nostalgie.
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Ruiny nostalgic 65

Nostalgicky sme dokazali t0Zit za kultdrnym fenoménom, ktory zmizol, aj za Gasmi, ktoré fenoménu
predchéadzali, ako keby sa za kazdym svetom, v ktorom sme kedy Zili, skryval dal&i svet, tak, ako sa za
scenériou s kulisami mesta skryva scenéria vrstvenych radov zahrad, za ktorou sa skryva scenéria
starovekej llyrie. Nostalgiu napriklad nenavodzovali zaznamniky, &i to, Ze sa prestali pouZzivat, ani po-
hlad na drobné kazety zo zaznamnikov, ale poznanie, Ze nase Zivoty presiahli kratky Zivot zdznamnika,
predchadzali mu a pokracovali po jeho zaniku, obsiahli ho, celkom ho zhltli. Seba sme preto museli
vnimat nie ako obsiahnuté entity, ale ako roviny, ktoré sa prenikaji s inymi rovinami, rovinami &asu,
technolégii, kultdry, t0zby. Jedna rovina pred vynalezom zaznamnikov ¢akala pri teleféne, kym jej za-
vol4 najlep$ia priatel'ka, dal§ia rovina znova a znova na zdznamnik nahrévala odkazy v Gpornej snahe
zniet nendtene. Na kol'kych drobnych kazetich sa ako na svetlomodrych fragmentoch plexiskla roz-
trieStenych v podkroviach a pivniciach réznych krajin stéle ukryvali nahravky Gtrzkov nasich hlasov?
Kdesi odloZen4 bola kazeta s hlasom nasej prvej lasky alebo jej verzie a spominame si tiez na verziu
diev&ata, ktoré si jeho odkazy prehravalo znova a znova pod analégovym klinom éiernej oblohy a done-
koneéna oddalovanymi hviezdami. Po&ivala a po&ivala, hladala odpovede, ktoré jej zaznamnik nedo-
kéazal poskytnUt. A ked'sme citili, ako sa ndm materialne roviny zrazu vnaraji do nematerialnych rovin
alebo naopak, sklonili sme hlavy a poddavali sa nakopenym ruinadm nostalgie.

Z anglictiny preloZila Ivana Hostovad



The Ruins of Nostalgia

(excerpts)

The Ruins of Nostalgia 37

They lived in a city so full of recent arrivals that nostalgia emerged as an ordering organizational
principle, a byproduct of which was that some people were nostalgic for other people's pasts. An
imaginary diagram ensued, graphic-designed in pale salmon pink, of which pasts were more liable to
be borrowed when people retreated into their skulls as into little dark palaces made of stiffened su-
gar. The age of simulacra had either drowned like a city sacrificed to a dam or had simply reproduced
itself, and no one was the wiser. Someone was nostalgic for someone else's past who was nostalgic
for someone else’s past who was nostalgic for someone else’s past who was nostalgic for the depic-
tion of the past in a novel by a novelist who had recently ceased to exist. Or had he? As the plaster
Beethoven bust still existed that had been placed on the piano as a joke but when the pianist played
Beethoven too vigorously fell off and broke into pieces. "When someone asked him about the meaning
of a sonata, itis said, Beethoven merely played it over.” (Michel de Certeau) Even the first arrivals had
arrived too late for history. And that is the reason for the hierarchies seeping into all the pink strata
diagrammed in the ruins of nostalgia.

The Ruins of Nostalgia 42

We were nostalgic for the time when the pointillist paintings had looked like autumnal birch trees,
rather than for the time when the autumnal birch trees had looked like pointillist paintings. We were
nostalgic for the certainty that the bird we heard singing sweetly in the suburban forest was a recor-
ding, rather than being certain that what we thought was a recording was actually a bird. We were
nostalgic for the care that had gone into the realism of the polyester lilies we had placed our foolish
noses in, spoiling for perfume. We were nostalgic for foolishness, because it meant wisdom might
matter. We were nostalgic for fakery, because it meant realness might matter. We were nostalgic for
trompe I'oeil, for fool's gold, for crocodile tears, for Mercator globes, for mimeographs, for velveteen,
for signifiers unmoored from signifieds. We were nostalgic for the hand-painted cracks in the artifi-
cial marble in the ruins of nostalgia.
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The Ruins of Nostalgia 65

We were able to be nostalgic both for certain cultural phenomena that had vanished and for the time
before the cultural phenomena had appeared, as if every world we lived in hid another world behind it,
like stage scenery of a city hiding stage scenery of tiered meadows hiding stage scenery of ancient
Illyria. For example it wasn't answering machines, or the lack of answering machines, or the sight of
tiny answering-machine tape cassettes that triggered our nostalgia, but the realization that our lives
had transcended the brief life of the answering machine, had preceded and succeeded it, encom-
passed it, swallowed it whole, which meant we had to understand ourselves not as contained entities
but as planes intersecting with other planes, planes of time, technology, culture, desire. One plane
had waited by the phone for our best friend's phone call before answering machines, and then one
plane had recorded outgoing messages on the answering machine over and over, trying and trying to
sound blithe. How many tiny tape cassettes still stored pieces of our voices like pale-blue fragments
of Plexiglas shattered into attics and basements across any number of states? We still owned a tape
cassette with the voice of our first beloved on it, or a version of it, and remembered the version of
the girl who kept rewinding his messages over and over, under an analogue wedge of black sky and
endlessly delayed stars. She was listening and listening for answers the answering machine could not
provide. When we felt our material planes sliding to intersect with immaterial planes, or vice versa, we
bowed our heads and submitted to the pile-up of the ruins of nostalgia.



Peter Sulej (Slovensko)

Peter Sulej (1967) je autorom dvoch
bdsnickych trilégii, Porno (1994), Kult
(1996), Pop (1998) - v jednom zvéku pod
ndzvom Prvd trilégia (2010), a Navrat
vel'kého romantika (2001), Archetypdlne leto
(2003) a Koniec modrého obdobia (2008) -
tzv. Modra trilégia. Napisal aj romanovid
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Peter Sulej (Slovakia)

Peter Sulej (1967) is a poet and writer.
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fytopaleontologia
(ryvok)

filtracné risko z tvare sa zaroluje do goliera. uz davno Ziadna erupcia. islandské vulkany sa prestali
hnevat. mnoZstvo l'udi kraéa ulicami bez rG8ok. naposledy sem doletel prach zo sahary. nadychne sa.
ovzdusie nie je Uplne Cisté. eSte niekol'’ko dni a systém stiahne bezpe&nostné vystrahy. koneéne sa
vietko preéisti. ludom bude vidiet do tvari.

bombajsky cyklisticky klub. vel'ky svietiaci nadpis nad vehodom. akoby chcel nasadnUt na pretekar-
sky bicykel na konci ndzvu, zrejme logo podniku, a od$printovat preé z celej &tvrti. jednoducho sa sem
nevel'mi hodil.

stlaéi kl'udku. ocitla sa v krajine kl'uéiek. s miesta, kde sa &as zastavil. vstupuje do stredne vel'kej
baro-restauracie. vyvarovne aj kaviarne zarover, akych bolo okolo chramu nepreberné mnozstvo. celéa
galaxia stankov. podivuhodnych pristreskov. narychlo pozliepanych budov. ulic a uli¢iek. podchodov.
nadchodov. &lovek mohol polahky zablidit. daniela sa tu neraz stratila. alebo len stratila spravny
smer? zamenila si jednu uli¢ku pIn0 korenin za druh(. milovala ten pocit. bezcielne sa tdlat trhovis-
kom. vSetky navigacné systémy vypnuté.

na chvilogku ju omami priam hmatatelna aréma masaly. dhal. nan. pakora. ale aj thajské. japonské.
kérejské ¢i Cinske jedla. typicka azijska fjizn kuchyiia. pomysli si, Ze vypn(t filtraciu vzduchu bolo
mozno pred&asné. nechcela v8ak byt neslugna. otrasie sa. dvere sa za fiou zaplesn{ samy. pritmie ju
najprv zaskodi, ale o&i si rychlo zvykn(. dovedna je v pajzliku mozno zo desat stolov. odhadom pri nich
vysedava zhruba tucet 'udi. priestor éleneny paravanmi. Satnikmi. fantémovou kniZnicou. kostrami
z bicyklov. torzom piana a podobnymi kiskami, poskytuje zdanie intimnej atmosféry. na stene, ako
inag, zavesené kolesé a sGc&iastky z r6znych modelov bicyklov. no, dno. bicykle. véade samé bicykle.
zamieri k umakartovému Sachovému stoliku. sedia za nim dvaja chlapi popijajici kingfishera. v&imn(
si ju a obaja vstéavaji. podavaju jej ruky a predstavuji sa. ako-tak zachyti mena. priezviska sa stratia
v hluku podniku. majorovo nepotrebuje vediet. aj tak nie je pravé. stihla ziskat a prestudovat si jeho
zlozku. bola ohromena.

sadne si. objednavaji si dalSie sedemdecky kingfishera. pripijU si. daniela si da poriadny glg. pivo
chuti priderne. ma &o robit, aby zachovala kamenn( tvar. zaujimalo by ju, z oho je bredka vyrobena.
z chmelu a jaémenia odividne nie. zrejme z hmoty. ako v4é8ina produktov uréenych na konzuméciu.
nakoniec pachut zmizne. pokisi sa o Gsmev. major jej ho nemieni odplatit. pozorne ju §tuduje. zner-
voznie. predsa len... sedel pred fiou naozajstny hrdina. major tom. zastavil Sialen0 kozu. pamétala sina
cely pribeh. pred zhruba piatimi rokmi preletel svetovymi, teda, ligovymi médiami ako kométa.

koza bolo vSeobecné oznacenie pre americky kyberneticky bojovy systém, naprogramovany na plosné
Sistenie rozsiahlych Gzemi od nepriatel'skych vojsk éi uz humanoidnych alebo kybernetickych. skelet
z titdnovych zliatin nesGci zbrafiové komponenty, sa naozaj podobal na kozu. prvykrat boli kozy nasa-



dené v afganistane zagiatkom nasho storoéia na boj s talibanom. vyuZivali sa aZ do konca tridsiatych
rokov, ked'sa talibancom kone&ne podarilo oslobodit celé Gzemie a vyhnat posledné zvysky lGpeznych,
Zoldnierskych armad. nie v3etky kozy sa podarilo chytit a deaktivovat. jedna z nich spala. vysoko v ho-
rach skoro &tyridsat rokov. mohutna kamenna lavina ju zobudila a postavila na nohy. koza si musela
dobit energobloky a pripojit sa do siete. chcela si postahovat vdetky aktualizicie a vylep&enia. jej
softvér v8ak bol znaéne nekompatibilny. automatizovana riadiaca centrala kozu spravne vyhodnoti-
la ako bezpeénostné riziko. vyslala deaktivizaény signal. ale zastarany systém sa nevypol spravne.
len zdegeneroval na bazalnu funkciu: zabijanie. koza beZala a beZala. smerom na zapad. do niekol'ko
desatrod&i neexistujicej domovskej zakladne. niekde na severe nemecka. cestou vrazdila vdetko Zivé.
v8etko, 6o prislo do cesty. ludi aj zvierata. vyradila z dinnosti robotické kombajny. dokonca zostrelo-
vala opelovacie drony. likvidovala vodojemy. rezidué archaickych programov jej velili definitivne od-
strihn0t nepriatela od akychkol'vek zdrojov. stroj sa neuveritelne rychlo presdval. hoci nebol schopny
lietat, mohol sa pohybovat vdaka systému dalekych skokov. rychlost: az 120 km za hodinu. pod vodou
sa premenil na ponorku a pohyboval sa maximalnou rychlostou 29 uzlov (takmer 54 kilometrov za ho-
dinu). v makkych, ilovitych pddach bola koza schopna zakopat sa v priebehu dvoch min(t. maskovanie
zabezpecilo splynutie s okolitym prostredim v redlnom ¢ase. kym sa teda lokalne autority spamatali,
koza bola v druhom state.

v metropolitnej zéne koSic jej zadala dochadzat §tava. v meste sa rozp(tali krvavé pouliéné boje. ar-
mada. policia. hasiéi. domobrana. civili. véetci proti koze. nakoniec ju major naviedol na mobilné mino-
vé pole. detaily si nepamata. koza sa koneéne ocitla v stave off. major niekol'ko mindt v klinickej smrti.
teraz sedi pred fou. Zivy a zdravy.

zostali nam stroje cudzie vojska a zbrane [ a v malom laboratoriu [ svet |

spomenie si na klasikove basne. napisal ich este pred vztyéenim veZe. presne sa hodili na dnesng si-
tuéciu. uZ vtedy videl do daleka. skoro stotisic mitvych na hrézostradnej ceste z hindOkusa k tatram.
enormné mnoZstvo v umierajicom svete. to nebola koza, ale jeden z jazdcov apokalypsy. ragnardk uz
zacal. nebolo pochyb.

rychly fleSbek na dopoludfiajsie spravy:

podla vyhlasenia centralneho demografického Gradu podkarpatskej ligy v rumunskom cluj-napoca po-
Get obyvatelov zeme véera poklesol pod dve miliardy. ludstvo tak dosiahlo Groveri z roku 1927. teda
spred 160 rokov. roény celosvetovy deficit je stabilizovany. az regresivny. predpokladany pokles poétu
obyvatelov planéty pod hranicu jednej miliardy. vyrovnanie stavu z roku 1804, nastane pri nastipenom
trende zvy$ovania priemernej dizky Zivota nad 93 rokov az zadiatkom 22. storogia.

skuto&ne upokojujice. pomysli si daniela. pohladom skima majora, akoby sa chcela presvedZit, i je
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naozaj cely. z mésa a z kosti. podla zdravotnych zdznamov mal zlomené asi véetko, ¢o sa zlomit dalo.
priestrel stehna. ramena. hrudnika. k tomu e&te ako bonus popéleniny §tvrtého stupiia. plasticka chi-
rurgia sa v jeho pripade premenila na umenie a to siahlo po nebeskych vy3inach. nebolo vidiet ani len
jazvicku.

na druhej strane o pritomnosti placho vyzerajiceho mladika ju nikto dopredu neinformoval. ak dobre
podula, vola sa andrej. v duchu sa pousmiala. v sG&asnosti vel'mi zriedkavé meno. v ich rodine sa v linii
starého otca a starych mam z otcovej strany vyskytovali len muZské ¢&i Zenské variacie troch mien;
daniel — daniela, michal — michaela a andrej — andrea. jej starsia sestra sa volala michaela. otec andrej.
ujo michal. tety boli: daniela, michaela a andrea. bratranci a sesternice — neprehladna zmes danoy,
migkov, ondrov, andrei, mikiel, daniek... vZdy spozornela, ked'zadula ktorékol'vek z mien.

»plachy" andrej mohol byt od nej o niekol'’ko rokov stargi. maximélne tridsat osi. niekol'kodfiové str-
nisko a vaéky pod oéami ho mlad&im urgite nerobili. odividna prepracovanost. ktovie, &i nie si vzdiale-
na rodina. daniela vzapati myslienku odhodila. nie kazdy menovec je predsa pribuzny.

andrej sa predstavil ako samostatny vedecky pracovnik z Ustavu experimentalnej fytopaleontolégie
slovenskej akadémie vied.

ale predpokladam, Ze to uz urcite viete? bude vas konzultant. spoloéne so mnou. za¢ne opatrne, az
prilis oficialne major. ma prijemny, laskavy hlas, ktory akosi nekore$ponduje s jeho vy§portovanou po-
stavou a upatym vyrazom tvére. ten zjemiujo len vyrazné bokombrady a po plecia dlhé neposlugné
vlasy. obleéeny ako vSetci: denim. univerzalne tri¢ko so stojatym golierom. tenisky. pod tym v8etkym
siet mikroklimatizacie, platinové systémové prstene na kazdom prste.

pokriti hlavou. nie, nevie nié. experimentalnej fyto... o? nasdtastie sa neopyta nahlas. vyzera zrejme
dostatocne rozpacito a vystrasene, aby dostala potrebné informacie aj bez vyslovenia otazky.
fytopaleontoldgia je nduka o vyhynutych rastlinach. andrej ma hlboko posadeny hlas. do SoSoviek za-
Gala liezt doku-projekeia. vidi kresby réznych nezndmych rastlin. kamene s otlaékami réznych papradi.
naleziska. mapy. grafy. kamefolomy. skleniky s obrovskymi malinami. ribezlami... aké vyhynuté rast-
liny? a hlavne kedy vyhynuté? pred rokom? z minulého tyZdia? nebodaj z dnedného rana. statisticky
Uradnik aktualizuje zoznam v redlnom Case. nechape, ¢o to ma s fiou spolocné.

experimentalna fytopaleontolégia sa snaZi vyhynuté rastliny opét vypestovat. povie major a andrej
len pokojne doda:

napriklad.



Together

(excerpt)

Grandma, who is the Apricot Sprite?

A very good tree spirit — and the husband of the Dream Fairy.

The Dream Fairy? | only know the Tooth Fairy but | don't know if she really exists.

So who was it that took your milk teeth away when they fell out, then?

I'm not sure if it wasn't Mummy. He looks doubtful.

No, of course it wasn't. It was the Tooth Fairy because that's her job and the Dream Fairy also has
a job.

Oh. And he ponders for a moment. But how did the Apricot Sprite get here?

How, how? He came with the tree.

But Grandma, I'm not five anymore, do you understand? With the tree? Do trees walk? How can they
when they have roots?

No, Danko, they don't. But seeds can travel long distances...

And where did the apricot travel here from?

Oh, such difficult questions! Ask Grandad, he roamed round those backwaters once long ago.
Backwaters?

Somewhere far away in Russia, perhaps even in Asia — | don't know everywhere where he once ven-
tured. Ask him.

Please just tell me one more thing. Are they supposed to be good?

Yes, they are. And not just supposed to be, but really are good. The Dream Fairy battles against Sa-
tana and the Apricot Sprite helps her with it.

And is Satana bad?

Bad? Oh she's the worst. She's an absolute monster and steals from us the dreams which the Dream
Fairy sends. But quiet now and quickly into bed...

He obeys and quickly snuggles up under the quilt stuffed with the goose feathers which Grandma
patiently picked one winter after another. He squeezes up to her.

I'm a bit scared.

No reason to be. The Apricot Sprite has his clothes ready and they are like a knight's armour. And not
any old armour but the hardest in the world. Now close your eyes and go to sleep.

The next day he went to his Grandad. He was putting cheap Partisan cigarettes into his silver box.
Are you better? he asks him.

Yes, the Apricot Sprite and the Dream Fairy have made me better, he says gleefully.

Oh my! He sighs and chuckles to himself but the boy notices nothing and goes on:

Grandad, Grandma said that you once went to where the apricot and the Apricot Sprite came from.
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Hmmm. Well if Grandma said so...

But where is it? She said in Asia somewhere.

Are you asking where the apricot comes from?

Well, yes, actually yes, says Daniel hesitantly.

From China. You know where that is, don't you? Daniel shakes his head. He doesn’t know where China
is. The next day he finds a large map of the world in the living room with China in the middle so that he
will always know... But let's not get ahead of ourselves. Grandad shakes his head in disbelief.

Do you really not know where China is? he asks him. And then he gets up to bring down a large atlas
of the world.

Look. Note the page number. Northern China. The home of the Apricot Sprite.

And have you really been there? asks the boy without stopping.

Along, long time ago, | passed nearby. There is a dreamy mystery and vagueness about how he speaks
which makes the boy even more curious.

So did you go there on your own and did you just, like, pass by China? The boy can't quite get his head
round it.

No, | wasn't on my own. There were several of us but just one fellow from Bystrica and his brother -
and | was there with my pal. He speaks in the Bystrica dialect, using the local declensions and assimi-
lation. They ended up staying in China. And that fellow started building houses there. Perhaps he
will come back here one day and build you a house. He says it though he knows very well that LaszI6,
Lacika, Laco died in the USA of a heart attack a few years after the end of the Second World War. His
body was later brought back to the Lutheran cemetery behind the church on Lazovna Street. If he is
up to it, he goes there once every year to stand by his grave in silence and pay his respects. Perhaps
he will come back one day in another body with another mission; half the world believes it so there may
be something in it. But he is not going to trouble his grandson with such thoughts.

Does he travel here like the Apricot Sprite?

Exactly like the Apricot Sprite. Only those Communist whores have to leave! He murmurs the last few
words to himself so that Daniel and especially Grandma don't hear them. He has to be careful because
Grandma can hear everything and always rebukes him for such outbursts: what did he establish the
party for, why pave the road for the Communists if that's how he feels about them? It is pointless to
explain to her that today's Communists have nothing in common with those from before the war, that
all those old comrades of his were full of lofty ideas, wanted to change the world for the better and
had no idea how it would all end up. Now they all steal like magpies, he likes to tell her but she doesn't
listen and always says they are one of the same, all cut from the same cloth.

Grandad, have you ever seen him?

Who? he asks in surprise, his mind on other things.

The Apricot Sprite, of course.

Oh! No Danko, only Grandma can see him — and not just him.



But you also pick the apricots.

Yes, but he only reveals himself to a few chosen people. And every tree has its own sprite. You know
what, run to Grandma and ask her to explain.

When he finds Grandma, she is skinning a rabbit. She quickly disappears round the corner so he can't
see anything but his stomach still heaves. He can't stand the sight of blood — he will have to wait. From
the kitchen comes the sound of the radio: it is the request show for people celebrating their birthday
or nameday. He sits on the steps and listens to all the various congratulations. Grandma eventually
appears carrying a bowl full of rabbit meat.

So there you are! Don't worry, | saw you, you little rascal. But her voice is kind and conciliatory. You're
scared of blood but you'll eat some rabbit, won't you?

All he can manage is a barely noticeable nod of his head.

I'll stew it the way you like it. That'll put you back on your feet.

Grandma, Grandad told me that he has never seen the Apricot Sprite.

It's true - he hasn't. Only people who believe in him ever see him.

Ah-ha. But do believe in him, or in the Dream Fairy or in Satana and the others? Because Grandad said
there are others.

You know what - they don't care what people think. They have their own life and people have theirs.
And she starts to chop an onion.

And the others?

Which others? Oh give me peace, you can see what I'm doing. And I'm blubbing now because of the
onion; you're distracting me and |'ve forgotten to put some crust in my mouth. Give me a hankie. She
quickly wipes her tears away and slips a thin slice of bread between her teeth to filter out the onion
aroma.

Daniel waits for her to pour the chopped onion into the sizzling oil and then starts pestering her again.
Grandad said there are other spirits.

So you're not going to give me any peace. Well, since you ask, every tree has its own spirit, she says,
confirming what his grandfather said. And now leave me to cook otherwise I'll be in the kitchen till the
cows come home. You can go and look for those spirits.

And so it happened. Although it took Daniel nearly thirty years, he finally found it. All right, it is the
Lilac Sprite — given it's alilac tree, it can hardly be the Apricot Sprite. But he has found it and God only
knows where it has come from. In fact, it may actually be native. It is the Lilac Sprite who is protecting
him.

Wonderful, says Daniel out loud.

There is a moment's silence and then Andrea unromantically whispers:

| wanted your semen to trickle down my thigh. Don't fall in love with me, ok? she says more seriously
and then adds with urgency:

163



164

Promise me, please!

That was Satana speaking, not Andrea. And yet Daniel still sobs noiselessly and feels the tears co-
ming to his eyes. She couldn't see or hear anything. The Lilac Sprite has mercifully closed his eyes;
she can only have felt it. She pats his belly and gaily announces:

No sadness, please! Time for a bath! Andrea is back in her body — Satana has gone. The Lilac
Sprite's clothes are ready and are also a protective shield.

Sorry? asks Daniel and can't believe his own eyes. The tip of her chin is pointing towards the park
fountain.

You're not being serious. But before he finishes his sentences she runs naked through the park and
jumps into the fountain. The water is spurting out of it according to some preprogrammed algorithm.
Daniel collects their things and walks up to her. He hears the waking birds slowly beginning their dawn
oratorio. The windows of the houses round about are all dark —they don't need to worry about anybody
watching them. And yet he still has a strange feeling and for a moment, he hesitates. But when this
nymph of his rises up from the water and he sees her beautiful breasts, he realizes that he has found
himselfin a three-dimensional remake of La Dolce Vita in which he is playing the main role. And though
the water is not very warm, their lovemaking soon has their whole bodies tingling with heat. So much
so that in the end, Daniel must revise his opinion of what is romantic.

Darts become their regular activity, the park their bedroom and the fountain their bathroom.

Translated by Jonathan Gresty



Simona Vinci (Taliansko)

Simona Vinci (1970) vystudovala sG¢asni
taliansku literatdru. Jej prvy romdn, O detoch
sa nic¢ nevie (1997), vyvolal vel'kd polemiku,
s nad$enim ho prijala ditatelskd verejnost
aj kritika a vysiel v pdtndstich krajindch,
okrem inych v USA, v Japonsku a v Cine. Je
autorkou zbierky poviedok V kaZzdom smere
tak ako laska (1999) a romanov Ako pred
matkami (2008), Brother and Sister (2004),
Miestnost' 6. 411 (2006), Okresnd cesta Tri
(2007) a Skaza (2007). Prekladad z anglictiny
a piSe aj cestovatelské reportdze.

V roku 2016 jej vysiel roman Prva pravda,
ktory ziskal mnoZstvo oceneni (Pozzale Luigi
Russo 2016, Premio Selezione Campiello

a Supervincitore Campiello 2016, Cena
Citta di Vigevano, Premio Volponi 2016)

a bol preloZeny aj do slovenciny. V roku 2017
vydala roméan Hovor, strach méj.

Stmona vincet
IT

Simona Vinci (Italy)

Simona Vinci (1970) was born in Milan and
studied modern literature at the University
of Bologna. In 1997, she published the novel
Dei bambini non si sa niente; in 2000, it

was awarded the Elsa Morante award for
best debut. The book was translated in 15
countries, among them China, Japan and

the USA; its English title is A Game We

Play. She is the author of the short-stories
collection In tutti i sensi come 'amore (1999)
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Hovor, strach magj
(Gryvok)

Na zadiatku bol strach. Strach z aut. Strach z vlakov. Strach z prisilného svetla. Z miest, kde bolo
privela l'udi, z tych, kde nebolo takmer nig, z miest uzavretych aj z tych privelmi otvorenych. Strach z ki-
nosél, z obchodov, z okienok na po&téich a z okienok v bankach. Strach z nezndmych, strach z pohladu
inych, zo vSetkych ostatnych, strach z telesného kontaktu, z telefonatov. Strach z povrazoy, stuziek,
opaskov, schodov, studni, noZov. Strach zo spolo¢nosti inych aj strach zo samoty.

Na miesto, kde som vtedy Zila, doliehalo prenikavé hGkanie malych noénych dravcov ukrytych v ko-
runach stromov.

V noci si peklo nasadzovalo najstrasnejsiu z masiek.

V noci, ked'v okolitych domoch zhasli véetky svetl4, stichli vSetky hlasy, ked'na ceste celkom zoslabol
8um osobnych 4ut aj nakladiakov.

V noci bol zvuk mojich vlastnych myslienok najsilnejsi zo véetkych zvukov: spladeny tlkot srdca, krv
duto Sumiaca v stiahnutych Zilach. V noci prichadzal zIy strach. Ako moZno pomenovat ten zvlastny
pocit, ktory nie je strach z nieGoho skuto&ného, konkrétneho, hmatatelného, ogividného, ale strach
iracionalny a naliehavy, o meni celé telo, cely srdcovocievny, respiraény a vazomotoricky systém na
vinu cyklénu a zaroveii na presny bod, kde sa zrodi zemetrasenie, na prvd iskru niivého poZiaru, na
najtemnejdiu priepast, strach, ktory je zadchvatom (zkosti alebo, edte horsie, zdchvatom paniky? Ako
mozno pomenovat dojem, Ze Slovek pada, riti sa do bezodnej prazdnoty a v8etko v fiom exploduje, Ze
prichadza o rozum, Ze sa ocita na pokraji smrti. Tento pocit sa vel'mi podobéa pocitu pri infarkte. Nie
nahodou sa vadsina l'udi pri zachvate Gzkosti a paniky pokd3a ihned'volat zAchranku alebo utekat na
pohotovost v presvedéeni, Ze ide 0 mozgov( prihodu, o infarkt alebo o nejaké iné problémy so srdcom.

No ja som to neurobila.

Dlho som nikomu nié nepovedala.

Byvala som s priatel'kou, ktora pre pracovné povinnosti nebola cely defi doma, a kazda z nés si Zila
vlastny zZivot. Alebo lepsie, ja nie. V tom obdobi som bola (citila som sa, ¢o je niekedy to isté) odside-
na na nebytie. Alebo na bytie nelmerne intenzivne. Mnohoraké, rozdrobené, ohlugujice. Moje mozné
Zivoty do mia naréZali ako naloZené vozidla Zenice sa rychlostou 130 kilometrov za hodinu a ja som
zakaZzdym explodovala. Rozsypala som sa na marne kisky. A tak som sa rano ¢o rano vyberala von
a prechadzala som sa medzi kamiénmi. Zdalo sa mi lahSie riskovat skuto&ny smrtiaci naraz, skutoé-
no expléziu. Usilie o zaradenie sa je pre mia porovnatelné so smrtou, ale ta rozdavena priepast, to
bolo &o? Mala som tridsattri rokov a nevedela som, kto vlastne som. Veder som poloZila hlavu na van-
k{8, ale spanok neprichadzal. Ale ved;, vravela som si, problémy s nespavostou si mala vlastne vZdy, aj
v detstve, a nikdy si sa ich nezbavila. Spanok znamené opustit sa, poddat, a ty sa opustit nevie§, ani
poddat. Od istého veku som si pri zaspavani vzdy musela nejako vypomahat: kvapky, melatonin, trava.



AZ kym mi trava, v malych davkach nadrobena do tabaku, a vyluéne iba vecer, pred spanim, nezacala
spdsobovat nevol'nost, prudké bigenie srdca a privolavat Gzkostné myslienky. Tak som s tym prestala.
A vtedy sa to zadalo. Bol to abstak? VylGéené, pri takych davkach, moZno skdr psychologicky absték,
isté je, Ze som viac nespala. Ani s kvapkami. Srdce mi i§lo vyskogit z hrude, pchala som hlavu pod
vank{$ a hovorila som si: nie som nié, uZ ani neviem byt nid¢im a je mi pod psa, ale zakazdym, ked'sa
pokdsim byt nieéim, zakazdym, ked'nieéim aj som, ked'hram nejak{ postavu, ked'si zvolim nejaki rolu
a sUstredim sa, aby som ju o najlep$ie zahrala, ba priam stelesnila, zrazu mam pocit, Ze umieram.
V&etci mi uz mohli byt ukradnuti. Prazdne steny, ludia, oéi, city, pribehy. Zivot ma vy&erpaval. A véetka
ta ndmaha nestéla za to.

A tak som uvaZovala:

Tma? Je tu, na dosah.

Dymiaci krater? Na dosah.

MUtny mociar? Na dosah.

N6z, pradok na spanie, povraz, véetko na dosah.

Boli dni, ked'som bojazlivo zaZiarila, ale tief zostaval. Pomaly, len pomaly, len nafi nemysliet, na ten
tien, nech sa vypari ako vihka skvrna z latky.

Nedarilo sa mi to, napokon som vyhladala pomoc.

Urobila som to véas, aby potom nebolo prineskoro, vo chvili, ked'som si uvedomila, Ze jediné, na ¢o
myslim, je skutoCne uZ len samovrazda. Myslela som na fiu ustaviéne, bola to moja jedina Glava: keby
som bola mftva, utrpenie by sa skonéilo. ,Pokial' existujeme, smrt nie je pritomn4, a ked'pride, my uz
nie sme. Smrt sa teda netyka ani Zivych, ani mitvych, pretoZe pri Zivych nie je pritomna a mftvi uz nie
s0 tu," napisal Epikiros zo Samu. A presne tam som sa chcela dostat: uZ nebyt tu. Neviem, do ma
naozaj zadrzalo a potom prin(tilo vyhladat niekoho, kto by mi pomohol, teda zatelefonovat, dohod-
nit si termin a ist. Bola to psychiatriéka. Zena. Neviem presne, pre¢o som sa neobratila na Centrum
dusevného zdravia, psychiatrickd ambulanciu v naSom mestecku, vlastne viem to velmi dobre: lebo
ako mnohi, naozaj mnohi ini som sa hanbila za to, ¢o sa so mnou robi, a nechcela som, aby sa o tom
niekto dozvedel. Zvoncek pri dverach sGkromného bytu vzbudzuje mensi strach ako zvoncek pri dve-
rach ambulancie. A potom, plati$, a to ta upokojuje: ak platig, znamena to, Ze buded mat narok na tie
najlep8ie mozné sluzby a nikto ta nebude posudzovat a nikto sa o tebe nedozvie. PravdaZe, ak si to
mézes dovolit.

Priniesla som vel'ké obete, aby som si mohla po&as tych siedmich rokov platit sedenia. V prvych me-
siacoch sa nié nedialo. Dalej som sa citila pod psa. Chce to éas a mne sa zdalo, Ze uZ nijaky nemam,
defi 8o defi som rozmyslala o tom, Ze chcem umriet, a hanbila som sa za to, lebo som nemala nijaky
dévod, pre ktory by som si to mala Zelat. Iste, skongil sa jeden vztah, dal&i sa zadal a hned'sa rozsypal
pri ndraze na od&ividnost vlastnej nemoZnosti. Bol tu aj sm{tok, uZ dost davny, ale pre mia sa dalej
obnovoval defi Go defi, defi ¢o defi, spolu s pocitom viny, o z neho vyplyval. Jedla som jeden banan den-
ne. Nié viac. Chcela som byt chuda. Chcela som zmiznit. Poziadala som svoju doktorku, aby mi nieGo
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predpisala a ona na moje dlhé naliehanie poslala k psychiatrovi, s ktorym spolupracovala. Psychiater
mivenoval hodinu svojho éasu. Hovorili sme o vySetreniach, ktorym som sa podrobovala, o zAchvatoch
0zkosti, o strachu. Spominam si, Ze som v jeho pohlade viac raz zachytila zablesk irénie. Nakoniec
vzal zo stola blok s receptami a s perom v ruke, tesne nad papierom, povedal: ,Ja vam teda nejaké tie
psychofarmaka predpiSem, ale ste naozaj pripravena na eventualitu, Ze by ste mohli za tri mesiace
desat kil pribrat?"

Odpoved'je, myslim, jasna.

Vysla som z tej ambulancie s listodkom, predpisal mi tabletky ademetiononinu na tri dvadsatdfiové
cykly a tabletky multivitaminového integratora. Stop. Trafil presne: uz davnejsie som mala rozbehnut(
terapiu a skutodnost, Ze som sedenia nikdy nevynechévala, jasne dokazovala moju vél'u zvladnut stav
depresie, v akom som sa ocitla. Iste, bola to 0zkostné reaktivna depresia — definiciu som viac-menej
vypadila z mojej psychiatriéky po rokoch dotieravych otazok, pretoZe som sa potrebovala zadefinovat,
onéalepkovat, presne vediet, kym som sa stala - a tento druh depresie, spajany so smitkom alebo
s niedim, 6o je ako smUtok preZivané, no nedari sa to identifikovat, je podobny cyklotymii: prudko sa
striedajice vykyvy nalady a moznost prijimat nerozvaZne rozhodnutia. Urobila som ich dost. A zapla-
tila vysokU cenu. PokraGovala som v sedeniach. Prestala som, trochu predéasne, lebo mam v povahe
skongit, ked'skongit chcem, v tomto som dost drsna. Mala som &tastie? Myslim, Ze dno. V istom bode,
ani nie po roku a pol po tom, ako som zagala s terapiou, som poZiadala o trojtyZdiové prerusenie. V jini
ma jeden priatel, novinar, pozval do New Yorku, kde absolvoval st4z na Columbia University. Mal pre-
najaty byt na brehu Hudson River. V New Yorku som nikdy nebola, trpela som zachvatmi paniky, mala
som rozbehnut( terapiu. Co by poradila logika? Komukol'vek.

Jedného diia som sa rozhodla, objednala som si letenku, kUpila §katul'u nikotinovych naplasti a vybra-
la sa do Spojenych §tatov. Z letu si ni¢ nepamatam, ni¢. Viem len, Ze trval osem hodin bez medziprista-
tia, Ze som sa na letisku nestratila, k odletovej brane som prisla naéas, mala som pri sebe potrebné
papiere a tak alebo onak som sa dostala do ciela. Ur&ite mi pomohol iPod, verny druh mojich najhorsich
rokov, ktory pocas celého letu tocil slucku s pesnickami Sama Cookea, The Man Who Invented Soul.
Na druhy defi po prilete som sa s priatelom vybrala na Union Square, $iel tam na prednasku a ja som
mala v Gmysle, Ze tam zostanem s nim a potom sa vratime spolu. LenZe pri kdve v Barnes and Noble
mi R. stréil do ruky karti¢ku na metro, mapku Manhattanu, kartu pre verejné telefony (nemala som
pouZitelny mobil) a listok s adresou bytu a svojim telefénnym &islom. Zakyval mi a povedal: ,Cau, ve-
Ger sa uvidime." Hotovo. Stala som v nezndmom meste: v Meste. Nebotyéné mrakodrapy, oslepujice
svetlo, v8ade bzuéala klimatizacia, l'udia boli vel'ki a tuéni, akysi zachmUreni a oduti, orientaény sys-
tém v uliciach hotova noéna mora, teda pre mia. NastGUpila som na autobus oznaceny ako M1, chcela
som sa vrétit a zaliezt do bytu, no cestou sa Gosi stalo. Sedela som ako na ihlach, do krajnosti napata,
aby som nepremeskala zastavku, celd som sa triasla a modlila sa, prosim, prosim, daj, aby to neprislo
teraz, nie teraz, nie teraz, ale zrazu som sa zadala potit, tazko sa mi dychalo, zavrela som ogi, vzapati



som ich otvorila a pozrela som sa okolo seba: sami bojovnici, muZi aj Zeny, vSetci bez Stipky strachu,
pripraveni postavit sa Zivotu tvarou v tvar, zatial o ja som sa zosypéavala, menila sa na kdpku popola.
Zena po mojej pravici, neskutoéne &ierna, mi poloZila ruku na plece, dvihla som pohlad a pozrela jej
do o¢i. ,Volam sa Mary," povedala, ,a som zdravotna sestra." Hovorila pravdu? Zbadala som, Ze pod
dZinsovou bundou mé zeleny nemocniény plast, pravdepodobne jej skonéila zmena a zabudla si ho
vyzliect, alebo mala naponéhlo, netugim. No v obrovskych o&iach tej Zeny som &osi objavila, zachytny
bod, aky mi celé mesiace, celé roky unikal, osi, o ma uz nikdy nemalo opustit: zistila som, Ze ludské
bytosti sa méZu stretnit, aj ked'sa nepoznaji, Ze déverovat niekomu a zverit sa mu je takmer vzdy to
jediné, 8o ma zmysel urobit. Rozpustila som sa v hnedej vihkosti jej pohladu, povedala som jej dakujem
a ona mi na mapke ukéazala moju zastavku a naznadila mi, ked'som mala vystipit, a ja som vystipila
a pridla aZ k brane so spravnym &islom, nastipila som do vytahu, vystipila na spradvnom poschodi
a nasla spravne dvere, zavrela som ich za sebou a hodila som sa na divan a viac som sa nepohla a ani
nezazala svetlo. Zostala som tam cely deii a hladela na Hudson River, aZ do veéera, v hlbokom mieri
s vesmirom. V tomto je ta finta, magia: nezatvaraj, otvor. Neskryvaj sa, ukaz sa. Nemlg, vyjadri sa. Ak
dostanes strach, Ziadaj o pomoc.

Na druhy def som otvorila dvere, privolala si vytah, vy$la som z domu a potom na ulicu.

Pravdaze, pribeh mojej depresie a mdjho strachu sa tym neskonéil — pribeh depresie a pribeh strachu
sa mozno nekonéi nikdy — ale uréite sa zacala nova kapitola.

Z talianciny preloZil Stanislav Vallo
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Parla, mia paura
(estratto)

E cominciata con la paura. Paura delle automobili. Paura dei treni. Paura delle luci troppo forti. Dei
luoghi troppo affollati, di quelli troppo vuoti, di quelli troppo chiusi e di quelli troppo aperti. Paura dei
cinema, dei supermercati, delle poste, delle banche. Paura degli sconosciuti, paura dello sguardo degli
altri, di ogni altro, paura del contatto fisico, delle telefonate. Paura di corde, lacci, cinture, scale, pozzi,
coltelli. Paura di stare con gli altri e paura di restare da sola. Nel posto in cui vivevo allora arrivava il
richiamo lacerante dei piccoli rapaci notturni nascosti tra i rami degli alberi.

Di notte, I'inferno indossava la maschera peggiore.

Di notte, quando nelle case intorno si spegnevano tutte le luci, tutte le voci, quando sulla strada il
fruscio delle automobili e dei camion si assottigliava.

Di notte, il suono dei miei stessi pensieri era il piG forte di tutti: il battito del cuore fuori tempo, il san-
gue che raschia sordo dentro le vene ristrette. Di notte arrivava la paura cattiva. Come si fa a definire
quella particolare paura — che non é la paura di qualcosa di reale, concreto, riscontrabile, evidente,
ma una paura irrazionale e pervasiva che fa del corpo, del sistema cardiocircolatorio, respiratorio e
vasomotorio I'onda del ciclone, il punto preciso da cui ha origine un terremoto, il cuore di un incendio
spaventoso, |'abisso piG nero - che & |'attacco di ansia e peggio ancora I'attacco di panico? Impressio-
ne di cadere, di precipitare in un vuoto infinito, di esplodere, di impazzire, di essere sul punto di morire.
La sensazione somiglia a quella di un infarto. Non a caso, la maggior parte delle persone colpite da
attacchi d'ansia o di panico la prima cosa che cerca di fare & chiamare un'ambulanza oppure correre al
pronto soccorso, convinta di avere un infarto, un ictus, o comunque problemi cardiaci.

lo perd non I'ho fatto.

Per molto tempo non ho detto niente a nessuno. Vivevo con un'amica che lavorava fuori tutto il giorno
e ognuna conduceva la sua esistenza. O meglio, io no. In quel momento ero (mi sentivo, che é la stessa
cosa, a volte) condannata a una non-esistenza. O a un'esistenza eccessiva. Multipla, rifratta, alluci-
nante. Le mie vite possibili mi si schiantavano addosso alla velocita d'impatto di un mezzo pesante
che corre a 130 km/h e io esplodevo. Mi disintegravo. Cosi la mattina uscivo e andavo a camminare
in mezzo ai camion. Mi sembrava piG facile rischiare davvero un urto mortale, una deflagrazione. Le
definizioni per me sono paragonabili alla morte, ma questo abisso spalancato cos’era? Avevo trentat-
re anni e non sapevo chi ero. Mettevo la testa sul cuscino la sera e il sonno non arrivava. In fondo, mi
dicevo, hai sempre avuto problemi d’insonnia, anche da ragazzina, e non te ne sei mai liberata. Il sonno
& abbandono, resa, e tu non sai abbandonarti e nemmeno arrenderti. Per dormire, da una certa eta in
avanti, ho sempre avuto bisogno di un aiuto: goccine, melatonina, erba. Finché I'erba, in dosi modeste,
sbriciolata in mezzo al tabacco, ed esclusivamente la sera, prima di dormire, non ha iniziato a farmi
venire nausea, tachicardia e pensieri angoscianti. Allora ho smesso. E in quel momento & cominciata.



Era astinenza? Impossibile, a quelle dosi, forse solo astinenza psicologica, tant'é che non dormivo
piG. Neanche con le gocce. |l cuore mi scoppiava nel petto, mettevo la testa sotto il cuscino e pensavo:
non sono niente, non riesco pil a essere niente e sto male, ma ogni volta che provo a essere qualcosa,
ogni volta che sono qualcosa, che interpreto una parte, scelgo un ruolo, mi concentro per recitarlo al
meglio, anzi, incarnarlo, mi sembra di morire.

Me ne fregavo ormai di tutti. Pareti lisce, le persone, gli occhi, i sentimenti, le storie. La vita era fati-
cosa. E tutta quella fatica non valeva la pena.

E allora pensavo:

Il buio, a un passo.

Il cratere fumante, a un passo.

Lo stagno torbido, a un passo.

Il coltello, il sonnifero, la corda, a un passo. Certi giorni, con quanta timidezza, splendevo,

ma I'ombra era li. Piano piano, arrivare a non pensarci, a quell’'ombra, a farla svaporare come un alone
umido sulla stoffa.

Non ci sono riuscita, ho cercato aiuto.

L'ho fatto prima che fosse troppo tardi, nel momento in cui mi sono resa conto che ormai I'unica cosa
alla quale pensavo davvero era il suicidio. Ci pensavo costantemente, era il mio unico sollievo: sarei
morta, la sofferenza sarebbe finita. «Quando noi viviamo la morte non c¢'é, quando c¢'é lei, non ci siamo
noi. Non & nulla né per i vivi né per i morti. Per i vivi non ¢’é, i morti non sono pid», scriveva Epicuro. Ed
era proprio li che volevo arrivare: a non esserci pii. Non so cosa mi abbia veramente trattenuta, poi
spinta a cercare qualcuno che mi potesse aiutare, a telefonare, prendere un appuntamento e andare.
Era una psicoanalista. Una donna. Non so con esattezza perché non mi sono rivolta al Centro di salute
mentale del mio paese, anzi, lo so benissimo: perché come tanti, tantissimi, provavo vergogna di cio
che mi stava capitando e non volevo che qualcuno venisse a saperlo. Un campanello accanto alla porta
di un appartamento privato fa meno paura di un ambulatorio medico. E poi paghi, e quel gesto ti rassi-
cura: se paghi vuol dire che avrai diritto al servizio migliore possibile e non verrai giudicato e nessuno
lo sapra. Se puoi permettertelo, certo.

Ho fatto grandi sacrifici per pagarmi le sedute in quei sette anni. Nei primi mesi non succedeva niente.
Continuavo a stare male. Ci vuole del tempo e a me sembrava di non averlo, quel tempo, ogni giorno
pensavo che volevo morire e mi vergognavo perché non c'era un vero motivo per cui dovessi desiderar-
lo. Si, era finita una storia d’amore, ne era cominciata un'altra, che si era schiantata contro I'evidenza
della sua impossibilita. C'era un lutto, ormai lontano nel tempo, ma che continuava a ripetersi, per
me, ogni singolo giorno, insieme al senso di colpa che ne derivava. Mangiavo una banana al giorno. E
basta. Volevo essere magra. Volevo sparire. Chiesi dei farmaci alla mia dottoressa e lei, dopo molte
insistenze, mi mando da uno psichiatra con il quale collaborava. Lo psichiatra mi dedico un’ora del suo
tempo. Parlammo dell’analisi che stavo facendo, degli attacchi d'ansia, della paura. Ricordo che nel
suo sguardo notai pi0 volte dei lampi di ironia. Alla fine della chiacchierata prese in mano il blocco delle
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ricette, rimase con la penna sollevata a mezz'aria e disse: «lo glieli prescrivo anche, gli psicofarmaci,
ma lei davvero é pronta all'eventualita di ingrassare dieci chili in tre mesi?»

La risposta mi pare evidente.

Uscii da quello studio con un foglietto che prescriveva compresse di ademetionina per tre cicli di venti
giorni e compresse di integratore multivitaminico. Stop. Aveva centrato il punto: stavo gia facendo
un percorso di psicoanalisi e il fatto che andassi a tutte le sedute senza mai saltare gia diceva della
mia volonta di affrontare lo stato depressivo nel quale mi trovavo. Certo, la mia era una depressione
ansiosa reattiva — definizione che pi0 o meno strappai alla mia psicoanalista dopo anni di domande
sfiancanti, perché io avevo bisogno di definirmi, di appiccicarmi un’etichetta, di sapere chi ero diven-
tata — e quel tipo di depressione — associata a un lutto o a qualcosa che viene vissuto come tale e che
non si riesce a elaborare — assomiglia un po’ alla ciclotimia: fasi alterne ravvicinate di alti e bassi e
possibilita di fare scelte avventate. Ne ho fatte. Ne ho pagato il prezzo. Ho continuato ad andare alle
sedute. Ho smesso, anticipando di un poco i tempi, perché & nel mio carattere chiudere quando decido
di chiudere, non ho molta grazia, in questo. Sono stata fortunata? Credo di si. A un certo punto, dopo
meno di un anno e mezzo da quando era cominciata |'analisi, chiesi una pausa di tre settimane. Nel
mese di giugno, un amico giornalista mi aveva invitata a New York dove stava facendo un corso alla
Columbia University. Aveva preso in affitto un appartamento affacciato sull’Hudson River. Non ero
mai stata a New York, soffrivo di attacchi di panico, stavo seguendo un percorso di psicoanalisi. Cosa
avrebbe detto, la logica, a chiunque?

Decisi il giorno, prenotai il biglietto aereo, comprai una scatola di cerotti alla nicotina e partii per gli
Stati Uniti. Non ricordo nulla di quel viaggio in aereo, nulla. So solo che erano otto ore di volo diretto,
che non mi persi in aeroporto, arrivai al gate puntuale, avevo con me i documenti necessari e in un
modo o nell'altro giunsi a destinazione. Di sicuro mi aiuto I'iPod, fedele compagno dei miei anni peg-
giori, che per tutta la durata del viaggio, quando possibile, mandd in loop una playlist con le canzoni di
Sam Cooke, The Man Who Invented Soul.

La mattina dopo il mio arrivo accompagnai il mio amico a Union Square, doveva andare a lezione e pen-
savo vi avrei assistito e sarei tornata indietro assieme a lui. Invece, dopo un caffe alla Barnes & No-
ble, R. mi mise in mano una card per la metro, una piantina di Manhattan, una scheda telefonica per
i telefoni pubblici (non avevo un cellulare adeguato alla bisogna) e un foglietto con sopra scritto I'in-
dirizzo di casa e il suo numero di telefono. Poi mi fece ciao ciao con la mano e mi disse, «A stasera.
Boom. Ero in mezzo a una citta sconosciuta: La Citta. | grattacieli erano infiniti, la luce accecante,
I'aria condizionata a palla dappertutto, la gente era grande grossa e con un aspetto coriaceo ed ef-
ficiente, il sistema toponomastico, per me, un incubo. Presi un bus che si chiamava M1 per tornare
a rintanarmi in casa, ma durante il tragitto successe qualcosa. Stavo seduta con tuttii sensi all'erta
per non sbagliare fermata e intanto avevo brividi e pregavo, per favore, fa' che non arrivi adesso, non
ora, non ora, ma cominciai a sudare, a tremare, a sentirmi mancare il respiro, chiusi gli occhi, li riaprii e
mi guardai attorno: guerrieri femmine e maschi, senza paura, determinati a fendere la vita di slancio,



mentre io mi disintegravo e diventavo un pugno di cenere; di fianco a me, a destra, una donna alta e
nerissima mi posd una mano sul braccio, alzai gli occhi a incontrare i suoi. «Mi chiamo Mary, - dis-
se, — sono un'infermiera». Era vero? Vidi che sotto il giubbottino di jeans portava un camice verde da
ospedale, probabilmente aveva finito il turno e si era dimenticata di toglierlo, oppure aveva fretta, che
ne so. Dentro gli occhi enormi di quella donna io pero trovai qualcosa, un appiglio che mi sfuggiva da
mesi, anni, qualcosa che non mi avrebbe mai pii abbandonata: scoprii che gli esseri umani possono
incontrarsi anche se non si conoscono, che fidarsi e affidarsi &€ quasi sempre |'unica cosa sensata da
fare. Mi sciolsi nel bruno liquido del suo sguardo e le dissi grazie e lei mi indico la fermata sulla mappa
e mi fece segno quando dovevo scendere e io scesi e arrivai fino al portone del palazzo con il numero
giusto, presi I'ascensore, salii al piano giusto e trovai la porta giusta, me la chiusi alle spalle e mi
lasciai cadere sul divano senza pi0 muovermi né accendere la luce. Rimasi li tutto il giorno a guardare
I'Hudson River, fino a sera, in pace con |'universo. Ecco il trucco, la magia: non chiudere, apri. Non
nasconderti, mostrati. Non tacere, esprimiti. Se hai paura, chiedi aiuto.

Il giorno dopo, aprii la porta, chiamai I'ascensore, scesi in strada e uscii dal palazzo.

La storia della mia depressione e della mia paura non era finita, naturalmente - la storia della depres-
sione e quella della paura forse non finiscono mai del tutto -, ma era cominciato un capitolo nuovo.
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