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Kato Dzavachisviliova (Gruzinsko / Georgia)

narodend 1979 v Tbilisi, gruzinska poetka a publicistka. Autorka Siestich bdsnickych zbierok: Od teba

ku mne (2008), Nalavo (2010), Kukla (2011), Zdmeno (2012), Uspdvanka pre muZov (2015) a Mama povedala,
Ze (2019) a knihy eseji Dva hrnéeky (2015). Za svoju tvorbu ziskala niekolko gruzinskych literdrnych cien,
bola tc¢astnickou mnohgch literdrnych festivalov, okrem iného aj na Slovensku (Ars Poetica 2013 a Mesiac
autorského Citania 2017). Jej bdsne boli preloZené do rustiny, anglictiny, nemciny, litovciny a slovenciny,
kniZne vysiel v roku 2019 vijber z jej poézie v ukrajincine. Zije a tvori v Thilisi.

a poet, a publicist, born in 1979 in Tbilisi, Georgia. DZavachisvili is the author of six poetic volumes (“From You
to Me”, 2008, SAARI Pbl; “On the Left”, 2010, SAUNDJE Pbl; “Pupa”, 2071, SAUNDJE Pbl; “Deputy Name”,
2012, SAUNDJE Pbl, “A Lullaby for Males” - 2015, INTELEKTI Pbl. “Mother told, that” - 2020 INTELEKTI Pbl,)
and a book of essays (“Two Cup” 2015, INTELEKTI Pbl) and the prize-winner and nominee of many Georgian
literary competitions. Her poems are translated into English, Arab, German, Slovak, Lithuanian, Swedish,
Czech, Polish, Ukrainian, French and Russian languages, and included in various anthologies and almanacs. She
worked on the materials of the Democratic Republic of Georgia and is one of the compilers of the encyclopedia
~Democratic Republic of Georgia 1918-21".

Kato Dzavachisviliova
GE



Dobrota

Raz som predstieral, Ze som dobry, a urobil som z ¢loveka svojho dlznika.
Raz som predstieral, Ze som dobry, a zaviazal som si ¢loveka dlhom.
Urobil som dlznika z takého cloveka, ktory si dobrotu nezaslizil.
Kupil som si ¢loveka a navZzdy som z neho urobil dobrého dlznika.
Clovek chodil a dakoval mi.

Clovek chodil a preklinal ma.

Clovek chodil a moja dobrota ho prenasledovala.

Ja som chodil a vlacil na pleciach dlh ¢loveka.

Ja som chodil a svoju dobrotu dulovej farby som si nosil so sebou.
Sli sme ja a ten ¢lovek a obaja sme si navzajom boli diZnf:

On mi bol dlZny moju dobrotu.

Jajemu nedostatok dobroty.

Raz moja dobrota ¢loveka unavila a on si vypichol oci.

Clovek chodil od mira k mdru a hladal ma.

Clovek chodil od mdra k miru a utekal predo mnou.

Clovek chodil a hladal cudzi dIh vinom €loveku.

Ja som chodil a unavovalo ma to.

Ja som chodil a nedokézal som zabudnt.

Ja som chodil a robil som dlznikov z dalSich ludi.
Pochopil som:

preco priatel mojho priatela chodi so sklonenou hlavou.
Vie, Ze prave Clovek je tou najvacsou slabostou, a boji sa.
Stoji a boji sa.

Boji sa a chodi.

Boji sa aspi.

Pochopil som.

Preco ludia utekajd pred vlastnymi slabostami.

Vedia, Ze dobro je niekedy tym najvacsim zlom, a boja sa.
Boja sa samych seba, lebo odovzdali svoju dusu milosrdenstvu,
a nachadzaju dtocisko v cudzej bezmocnej dobrote.

Raz ma nasiel jednooky a ja som vratil dlh.
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Suseda

Moja suseda mala ovisnuté prsia.

Mala ovisnuté prsia a Styri deti.

Mala cervenym rizom namalované pery a ovisnuté prsia.
Sedela a tie nestastné prsia jej viseli po pés;

td moja suseda pozberala svoje prsia ako sfiiknuté baldny,
zastrcila siich do takzvanej podprsenky,

tazko vzdychla a pred vietkymi na dvore tahala cigaretu.
Fajcila cigarety bez filtra a mala ZIté prsty.

VSetci susedia si o nej Suskali.

Hovorili, Ze sa kdesi vlaci po nociach, nemd v sebe kiska hanby.
Ma Styri deti a kade ju Certi nosia.

Ze si tie deti nezasluzi.

Ak je to slusnd Zena, tak potom kde ma muza.

Mala som osem rokov, a ked som ju videla, o¢i sa mi zaokruhlili
ako gombiky.

Mala som osem rokov a bala som sa jej deti.

Vraveli, aké deti uZz ona mohla vychovat,

len ¢i vobec vie, s kym ich ma.

Vraveli, Ze z jej deti vyrastd taki ako ona.

Raz som sa ocitla doma u Zeny s ovisnutymi prsami.

Lopta ndm zaletela na balkén tej Zeny so Styrmi detmi a ja som $la k nim.
Moja suseda sedela a plakala.

Sedela a plakala, td moja suseda.

Lopta praskla a ja som si myslela, Ze preto place.

Plakala tymi ovisnutymi prsami.

Zltymi prstami si trela oci a plakala.

Mala som osem rokov a zahanbila som sa.

Myslela som si, Ze moja suseda place nad prasknutou loptou.
Potom sa prestahovali.

Prestahovali sa a ja som pochopila:

moja suseda bola balén.

Prasknuty balén

vypusteny vo sviatok.

Z ruskych prekladov preloZila Ivana Kupkovd



A Neighbour

My neighbot’s breasts were bagging down.

She had four children and had breasts were bagging down.

Wore red lipstick and her breasts were bagging down.

Sat and these poor tits nearly touched her thighs.

This neighbor of mine would collect her tits, like burst balloons,

Would pull them back in her so called brassiere,

Give out a sigh and smoke a cigarette right in the garden.

She smoked it without filter and had fingers all yellowed.

Had her fingers all yellowed and smoked fag without filter, my neighbor.

All the neighborhood talked about her.

Drags somewhere all night, the shameless thing, they'd say.

Her four children are crying at home and where she drags herself, they'd say.

She was unworthy of children, they'd say.

If she’s a decent woman where the hell is her husband, they’d say.

I was eight years old and at the sight of her my eyes would go round like buttons out of fear.
I was eight years old and | was afraid of her children.

How could she bring up the children,

Does she know at least where she’s got them from, they'd say.

Her children will end up being like her, they'd say.

Once | found myself at the home of my bagged-breasted neighbor.

Our ball ended up on the balcony of the mother with four sons so | found myself there.
My neighbor was sitting and crying.

She was sitting and crying, my neighbor.

The burst ball lay in her room and she was crying.

My neighbor was crying with deflated breasts.

My neighbor was passing her yellowed fingers on her eyes and was crying.

I was eight years old and | felt shame.

I thought she was crying over the burst ball.

Then they moved.

They moved and | realized:
My neighbor was a balloon,

n



A carnival balloon
Sent out to fly, punctured.

The Meadows

They lay into one another.

Got lost and lay in.

Shaved their heads and lay in.

They grazed through the meadow and lay in.

They lay in and touched the bellies blown with pea soup.

An ox passed by and carried the grazed meadows along with it.

The ox passed by and they curdled milk across the meadow.

The ox stretched and someone stopped time.

| sat by the most cityish of the gates and peeped.

I had the most cityish of the profiles and with my hands dipped in dung
Was daubing the walls of my own house.

I had the most cityish eloquence and my hair dipped in piss

Lay loose on my shoulders.

They lay in the coziness of a city garden and did not see me.

The ox carried me here and there.

The ox walked over me and the goat-chafers off his tail

Fell on my tongue with unspoken words.

I moved myself and nipped inside.

| cracked the goat-chafers and nipped inside.

They felt nothing.

They lay for nine months and for nine months | waited for myself.

Their bellies filled with pea soup for nine months and for nine months I famished.
For nine months their hands stroked their bellies and for nine months | was going deaf.
I got bored.

I scraped and scraped their patience.

| scraped and scraped their love.

| scraped with my fingers and

| asked the birth for the most oxygenless birth.

They accepted and cut my nose off.

| got breathless and tied theirs to me.



Here, an ashtray: my ear.
Grandma is making a sweetmeat of nut.

I moved out of the shadow of my eyes and dipped a bread.

I scraped and scraped these eyes.
I scraped and scraped.

How can you possibly betray me,

You whom | have already betrayed and
How can you run out of me,

Me who have hardly even started and

How can you possible love me

Since | have already gathered so much love
| swell like a balloon,

While you take me for a kite,

And to me, cuddled in my body,

Wave your hand.

As for me,

| stand beneath every human weakness and
Paint the meadows on my shaved head.

What is this ghoulish imp you dreamt
By the night of my conception, mother.
How could you fail to hide the eyes

To look at my father.

Translated By Irakli Jolbaia
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Roébert Gal (Slovensko / Slovakia)

je aforista, filozof a prozaik, narodeny v Bratislave a Zijiici v Cechdch (viac na www.robert-gal.com).
Jeho najnovsia kniha Traktdt (Skalnd ruZa, 2021) je volne inSpirovand myslenim Ludwiga Wittgensteina,
a Zdnrovo sa pohybuje na pomedzi filozofie a poézie.

is a Slovak writer and editor living in Prague. His writing brings together philosophy, poetry, and prose to
create experimental forms that draw on literary traditions while subverting the expectations of language and
genre. Four of Gdl's books have been translated from Slovak into English and published with highly regarded
presses like Dalkey Archive and Twisted Spoon. His new book, Tractatus, recently published in Slovak by Skalnd
ruZa, is, as the name indicates, influenced by Wittgenstein, whose Tractatus was released exactly one hundred
years ago. (more on www.robert-gal.com)

Rabert Gal
SK



Traktat (Gryvok)

6.1

Nadsenie je Casto dblezitejSie ako pravda, ale rovnako ako
pravda je bud moje alebo tvoje, z coho vyplyva problém

s jeho prenosnostou. Komunikovat nadsenie je preto
ambivalentnym aktom s vedlajsim d6sledkom zhnusenia,
podobnému zhnuseniu z pravdy, ktor( z nejakého dovodu
nemdame potrebu poznat.

6.2

Ak sa nepravdy triestia o hromadu pravd, potom sa aj
pravdy triestia o hromadu neprédvd. Ktoré triestenie si
vybrat?

6.3

V pripade, Ze zlo je len nedostatkom dobra, znamena to, Ze
kazdy ludsky nedostatok m6Zzeme vysvetlovat ako nieco zIé.
Morélne hladisko prevazi nad hladiskom faktickym, ktorym
je ten Ci onen celok - napriklad ¢loveka - zloZeny z toho ¢i
onoho mnoZstva casti, ktory by dokazal byt celkom aj

v pripade, Ze niektora z jeho Casti bud vypadne, alebo sa ani
nevyskytne.

6.4
Dobro nie je liecitelné, pretoZe je liekom.

71

Upriamit pozornost na nieco znamend upriamit pozornost
na to, o sa uzZ pozornosti priamo netyka. Takto je nieco, ¢o
pozndvame, niec¢im, ¢o je iné ako to, Co sme doteraz poznali
- alebo aspon to, ¢o sme si ako poznané dokazali
predstavit. A v tomto zmysle je sama predstavivost tym
najvacsim obmedzenim, ktoré stvisi priamo s vedomim ako
s niec¢im, ¢o je nielen aktivne ¢inné, ale aj aktivne pricinné.
Vo sne ziadna predstavivost ani pricinnost nie je. Je pre

nds oslobodenim v tom, Ze vSetky udalosti, ktoré v iom
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prebiehajd, m6Zu prebiehat aj mimo pravidiel obvyklého
priebehu v ¢ase. S pouZzitim ¢asu sa k nim sice m6Zeme
vratit, ale s vedomim, Ze ¢as nikdy nie je viac ako umely -

a nie Gplne nevyhnutny - produkt niec¢ieho vedomia, ktoré sa
v konkrétnom Case (ktory je jeho sii¢astou) mébze
nachddzat, ale vZdy iba zhodou okolnosti.

yall
Ak ma byt pravda moznostou, tak sa do skutocnosti
nejakym spésobom musi vnutit.

7.2

Spomenul si na spoluziaka zo strednej Skoly, ako nahana
okolo dvora krivajiceho potkana, sdm krivajdci a s tehlou
v ruke. Potkan je schovany pod spodkom auta. SpoluZiaci,
ktori pribehli, sa ho snaZia odldkat na iné miesto. Potkan
premysla, ¢o urobit. Vystrci hlavu a pomaly aj celé telicko.
Nenapadne mu, aké nebezpedie je priamo nad nim. A tehla
padne - vnitornosti potkana vystrieknu von. SpoluZiak si
neskor kipi korytnacku, aby ju vlastny pancier ochranil
proti takym, aky bol kedysi aj on. Ked mu zomrela, nahle
sa rozhodol, Ze odide aj on z tohto sveta, a zastrelil sa.

81

Dojem vzdy stoji a pada na omyle, a preto je irelevantny.

A najirelevantnejsi je vtedy, ked mame pravdu, presnejsie
povedané, ked mame dojem, Ze mame pravdu, a na zdklade
tejto pravdy nasytenej dojmom sa sprdvame, akoby dojem,
ktory mame, bol, naopak, nasyteny pravdou. Vtedy
nielenze vsetko, o je uz spojené, rozrusujeme, ale aj
naopak znova spajame - a ked hovorim ,vSetko”, myslim
tym vsetko spojitelné, ako aj vSetko nespojitelné. A potom
je otdzka, ako oddelit nejakd ¢ast zo spojeného celku, ak
ide o celok, ktory je pospajany z nespojitelného.



8.2

Neschopnost robit kompromisy je sama kompromisom -
kompromisom s moznostou toho ¢i onoho kompromisu.
Kompromisu, ktorého moznost sa z neschopnosti (robit
kompromisy) stdva nemoznostou tejto moznosti, teda
nemoznostou. Z najmenej mozného tak dokdZzeme vytvorit
jedine nutné a mylne ho povazovat za nami vybrand jednu
z moznosti.

8.3

Zakuklenost je stav, ktory ¢aka, o vypukne skor. Ale
neptrivolava to. Predstavuje si to. DokéZe si to vobec
predstavit? A Co iné eSte robi? Nie je zakuklenost tak
trochu aj priznakom trvalej aktivity? V kazdom pripade je
vytrvald. Otézkou je, do akej miery je vytrvalost sama
¢innostou a kto je arbitrom, ktory to rozhodne. Je mozné to
vobec rozhodniit?

8.31
Pri¢ina na rozdiel od dévodu ma vzdy svoje opodstatnenie.

17
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Excerpt from “Tractatus”

6.1

Enthusiasm is frequently more important than truth,

but, just like a truth, it's either mine or thine, which

leads into the problem of its transmissibility.
Communicating enthusiasm is, then, an ambivalent act
with the side effect of a disgust similar to disgust that we
get from a truth that, for whatever reason, we haven't
needed to know.

6.2

If untruths shatter against a heap of truths, so too do
truths shatter against a heap of untruths. Which
shattering should we go for?

6.3

In the event that evil is merely a shortcoming of good,
this means that we can explain any human shortcoming
as something evil. The moral viewpoint outweighs the
factual viewpoint according to which this or that unit—
for instance a man—is made up of this or that many
parts and would be quite capable of being a unit even in
the event that one of the parts goes missing, or hadn't
been there in the first place.

6.4
Good cannot be medicated because it is a medicament.

71

Directing one’s attention to something means directing
attention towards something that no longer has any
direct bearing on attention. In this sense, something that
we are coming to know is something different from
anything we have known hitherto—or at least anything
we have been able to imagine as known. And in this
regard imagination itself is the greatest limiting factor,



associated directly with the consciousness as something
that is not only active, but also actively causal. In sleep
there is no imagination, or causality. For us, it is
liberation in the sense that all events that take place in it
can do so unconstrained by the rules that usually govern
a story in time. With the application of time we may
indeed be able to go back to it, but safe in the awareness
that time is never more than an artificial—and not
entirely inescapable—product of someone’s awareness,
which may be present on a specific time plane (inherent
to that awareness), but only ever by coincidence.

711
If the truth is meant to be a possibility, then by some
means it has to be imposed upon reality.

7.2

He recalls his classmate at middle school chasing a
limping rat around the yard, the lad himself limping and
clutching a brick. The rat had taken refuge under a car.
More classmates ran up to try to lure the rat to another
spot. The rat wondered what to do. It poked its head out,
then, slowly, its whole body. It has no inkling of the
danger directly above it. And down came the brick—the
rat’s entrails spurted out. Latet, his classmate bought a
tortoise so that, having its own armour plating, it would
be protected against the kind of which he, too, was one.
When it went and died on him, he promptly decided that
he, too, would depart this world, and he shot himself.

81

An impression stands and falls by an error, hence it is
irrelevant. And it is at its most irrelevant when we are
right, or more precisely, when we have the impression of
being right and, our sense of being right fed by that
impression, we act as if the impression we have were,

19
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conversely, fed by our being right. At that moment, not
only are we disaggregating everything that has been

aggregated, but also, and conversely, we are re-
aggregating it—and when | say ‘everything’, | mean all

things that can, and also all things that cannot be
aggregated. And that raises the question of how to
separate off some part of an aggregated whole if the latter
has been aggregated out of the unaggregable.

8.2

The inability to compromise is itself a compromise—a
compromise between the possibility of one compromise or
another. A compromise, the possibility of which
becomes—from that inability (to compromise)—the
impossibility of that possibility, hence impossible. Thus
out of the least possible we are apt to create the only
thing necessary, and then delude ourselves that it had
been but one of the options and that it was we who made
the choice.

8.3

Cocoonment is a condition of waiting to see what will pop
up first. But it doesn’t cause it. It tries to imagine it. But
can it really imagine it at all? And what else does it do? Is
cocoonment not also, in some sense, a symptom of
enduring activity? At any event, it has durability. The
question is the extent to which endurance is itself an
activity, and who is the arbiter to judge that. Can it be
arbitrated at all?

8.31
Unlike a cause, a reason always has its justification.

Translated from Slovak by David Short



Ivana Gibova (Slovensko / Slovakia)

narodend 1985, vystudovala odbor Slovensky jazyk a literattra na FF PU. Debutovala zbierkou poviedok
Usadenina (2013), ktord ako rukopis vyhrala v sitazi Debut 2011 a po vydani zvitazila v ankete Debut roka.
Niektoré poviedky z knihy Usadenina boli preloZené do nemciny a anglictiny. Novela Bordeline (2014) sa stala
predlohou pre rovnomennd inscendciu divadla Stoka a praZského divadla Nekroteatro. V roku 2016 vydala knihu
Barbora, boch G katarzia, ktord bola nominovand na cenu Anasoft litera 2017; ziskala cenu René Anasoft litera
gymnazistov a bola nominovand na Cenu Jdna Johanidesa za najlepsiu prozaickd knihu autora do 35 rokov.

Text v preklade do Ceského jazyka pod ndzvom Barbora, buch a katarze (2018) vydalo ostravské vydavatelstvo
Protimluv. Na cenu Anasoft litera je nominovand aj jej zatial poslednd kniha, komixovo-poviedkovy text Eklektik
Bastard (2020).

was born in 1985, studied Slovak language and literature. She won several Slovak literary competitions, e.g.
the Debut 2011 award. 2013 saw the publication of her short story collection Usadenina (The Sediment). Next
she published an ego- document, the novella Bordeline (2074), where she describes the story of a young woman
with a borderline personality disorder. Based on this, a stage production of the same name was presented

in the one-and-only Stoka Theatre. The novella Barbora, Boch G Katarzia (Barbora, Goad G Cathatsis, 2016)
was among the ten finalists of the Anasoft Litera Award 2017. Her most recent book is Eklektik Bastard (Drewo
a sad, 2020) is also shortlisted for Anasoft Litera.

Ivana Gibova
SK



Kapitola, v ktorej sa prvy raz objavia jogurty
a sladké likériky

Stale mam desat a stdle chodim do Stvrtej bé, CiZe stéle este nie je do mna ten Richvalsky, zato
Garajcikova sa prave v gatkach prechddza po byte a ja pozeram na jej obrovské bradavky. Potom si
oblecie Zupan a poinformuje ma, Ze neviem umyvat riad. Neberiem to osobne, ale aj tak ma serie,
lebo tym vlastne obvifiuje moju Anetku z toho, Ze nie je schopna naucit desatro¢né decko umyvat
riad, nehovoriac o tom, Ze Garajcikova to vyvodila z pozorovania, Ze som kazdd vidlicku umyvala oso-
bitne, a nie tak, ako bolo podla nej spravne, teda vSetky naraz nedbalo hubkou napenit a vsetky naraz
pod priddom vody opldchnut. Keby som nebola zakriknuté dieta a keby som mala ten rozum, ¢o mam
teraz, poslala by som ju uz vtedy do zadku a vysvetlila jej, Ze ja to robim takto, pretoZe som precizny
pedant so zmyslom pre detail a tomuto diletantskému pristupu nech uci svoju Zuzanku. Navyse toto
nie je Garajcikovej prvé faux pas, to sa odohralo zhruba rok predtym, ked ma vzala spolu so Zuzou na
vylet so svojimi Studentmi a v mojej pritomnosti kolegyni povedala, Ze ju o to poziadala Anetka, ¢o
bola, samozrejme, blbost. Asi si myslela, Ze ked md niekto desat rokov, je automaticky bud' hluchy,
alebo slabomyselny. Okrem toho - to Zuza Zobronila a prosila ma, aby som tam $la s fiou, lebo ona
sa tam bude pri starsich detoch nudit, a ta jej mater ma este isla k Anetke vypytat. Skratka, ak som
nieco v detstve neznasala, tak to, Ze niekto krivdil mojej Anetke, o dokazuje uz len ta skutocnost, Ze
si tieto bezvyznamné somariny pamatam dodnes.

Garajcikova bola matka mojej spoluZiacky Zuzy a v detstve som ju neskopala asi len preto, Ze sme sa
s jej dcérou, kym bola stara v robote, u nich hrali na doktorky, pod ¢im si treba predstavit presne to
blbé klisé, ktoré si bezne Clovek predstavi, ked sa povie, Ze sa deti hrali na doktorov. Zvycajne sice
ide zrejme o deti rozdielnych pohlavi, ale nebudme detailisti. Okrem toho mala stard Garajcikova
doma fascinujlice mnozstvo mejkapu, rizov a ocnych tiefiov a s niektorymi vyradenymi sa nam do-
volila hrat; jasnd vec, Ze ked nebola doma, hrali sme sa aj s nevyradenymi. Hry na doktorky, tieto
Garajcikovej mejkapy, jej bradavky a flase s alkoholom na priruénych stolikoch v obyvacke boli Styri
dovody, kvéli ktorym som k Zuze chodila, pretoZe ja som doma nemala vlastni izbu, moja Anetka sa
nikdy nemalovala, nikdy nepila alkohol a nikdy po byte nechodila s holymi kozami. Garajcikova bola
slobodna matka, na Obchodnej akadémii ucila slovencinu a jej otec bol nejaky rusndcky papalds zo
Svidnika, ktory Zuzanke ako spravny dedko kupil vSetko, ¢o chcela. Ja som nemala ani len dedka, uz
ked sme pri tom, ani nikoho, kto by mi kipil vSetko, lebo mdj Jarko bol Sofér a moja Anetka kuchérka
v materskej 8kole a mdj Tomasko chodil do pecialnej triedy, lebo sa narodil po Cernobyli a mal LMD,
Cize lahkid mozgovi disfunkciu, vtedy sa tomu tak neelegantne hovorilo, dnes sa tomu elegantne ho-
vori hyperaktivita, ADHD, dyslexia, dysgrafia a €o ja viem eSte ako, nuz taka my sme boli rodinka, no
ale byvala s nami eSte Babicka, lepSie povedané, my sme byvali s fiou, v Babickinom byte na sidlisku,
v paneldku oproti Skole, ihrisku a Garajcikovej. VZdy som sa hanbila pozvat si k ndm kamaratky, lebo
nas byt bol Siroko-daleko tym najodpornejsSim miestom v celom Malomeste, a to preto, lebo v iom



vladla Babicka, a nie rodicia, ako bolo zvykom v normalnych malomestskych rodindch. A tu niekde by
sme mozno mohli hladat aj korene mojej fascinacie bradavkami starej Garajcikovej a vobec Garajci-
kovou samotnou, lebo napriek tomu, Ze som ju z duse nezndsala a povazovala som ju za vymachlend
kundu, nieco ma nej predsa len pritahovalo a to nieco bolo to, Ze to bola drzd mrcha schopna otvorit
si hubu, schopna bez hanby sa promenadovat naha po byte pred kamaratkami svojej dcéry, schopnd
nechat sa po stolikoch v gycovej obyvacke povalovat ordindrne flase s likérikmi a po veceroch sa
kurvit so Zenatymi muzmi, zatial Co jej Zuzanka spala u babky a dedka alebo u nés v nasej s bra-
tom zdielanej hnusnej detskej izbe, no strucne povedané, bola Gplne ind nez Anetka, bola schopnd
ovlddat vlastni domacnost a vlastny Zivot. Aby som pravdu povedala, u nds v rodine sa riad nikdy
neumyval prilis dokladne, skor naopak. Ja jedind z celej rodiny som sa snazila tento neduh odstranit
a ja jedind som kazdy kus priboru umyvala osobitne, ale to Garaj¢ikovd nemusi vediet a ani nevie,
takZe ma opravnene Stve, Ze si mdj spésob umyvania dovoluje komentovat. Vlastne mi nevedomky
vravi ,rob to lajdacky ako ja“, ¢im sa v mojich ociach dokonale degraduje. A este aj tym, samozrejme,
Ze jej povodnym zamerom bolo cez moju akoZe neschopnost akoZe ponizit moju matku. Keby stara
Garajcikova vedela, ako u nds po umyti vyzerd kuchynsky riad, asi by si radSej bolestivo zahryzla do
jazyka. Vobec keby Garajcikova kedy bola u nas v kuchyni, asi by si odhryzla jazyk kompletne. Z prasta-
rej rozbitej kuchynskej linky sa odlupovali kusy cervenej tapety, ale Babic¢ka v tom nevidela problém,
vSak bola stdle funk¢nd. Linka aj Babicka. Vlastne v celom byte bol z tychto dévodov stary nabytok,
mozno s vynimkou mojej a Tomasovej postele. Na parketdch tazké vzorované koberce so strapcami
a vSade, ale skutocCne vSade boli rozprestreté, pohodené, poloZené alebo len tak mrdnuté koZusiny
z rdznych zvierat - uZ vieme preco, aj Richvalsky vie, ale eSte stdle nemam jedendast. No skratka - Ba-
bicka vobec mala v doméacnosti hlavné slovo a to bude mozZno aj jeden z dévodov, preco sa z Jarka
o niekol'ko rokov neskor stane alkoholik a preco Anetka bola, je a aj po cely zvysSok Zivota bude tou
najsubmisivnejSou bytostou vo vesmire.

V nasej triede, asi ako v kazdej inej triede v devatdesiatom piatom roku, sa deti delili na tie z lepSich
rodin a tie druhé deti. M6Zeme héadat, v ktorej skupine som bola. V Tomasovej triede také nefungova-
lo, ¢o som mu trochu aj zdvidela, tam boli iba tie LMD pripady a aj tych bolo zo desat, takZe tam sa to
tak nebralo, tam sa tvdrili, Ze akoZe do takej triedy sa ani deti z lepSich rodin nedostdvajd. Vtedy este
nikto nechyroval o nejakej integracii, nijakd malomestskd sabinovskd mliekaren nevyrabala jogurty
Integracik, vtedy mohol byt tak maximalne Separatacik, lebo vtedy to tak proste chodilo.

Richvalsky aj Zuza Garajcikova boli z tych lepSich rodin, so mnou sa kamaratili len zo ziStnych dovo-
dov; Richvalsky preto, Ze teda potom uz konecne bol ten rok devatdesiatsest a uz sme boli piata bé
aja uz som mala ndbeh na potrebu prvej podprsenky, Zuza preto, lebo sme mali tie hry na doktorky,
ale hlavne preto, Ze som bola vzdy mudrejsia a ona pri mne chcela sediet v lavici, aby mohla opisovat.
Skola vobec v mojom Zivote bola samostatnd kategéria, na prvom stupni som bola stradne snaZiva
bifloska, také to dievcatko, ¢o nikto nechce mat za spoluZiacku, ¢o vela ita, cez prestavku samo od
seba utiera tabulu a ked' pani ucitelka musi odist z triedy, presne na toto diev¢atko pozrie a povie:
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Magduska, ddvaj pozor! Kto bude vyruSovat, toho zapi$ na tabulu. A Magduska, samozrejme, presne
to aj urobila, jedno Stastie, Ze vtedy eSte neexistovala Sikana, na prvom stupni aspon, ak teda si len
pod Sikanou nepredstavujeme, Ze sa dievCatku vysmievaji za jeho smiesSne odevy a volaji ho Jele-
nica. LenZe potom prisla piata bé, devatdesiaty Siesty rok, druhy stupen, nutnost prvej podprsenky,
Richvalského precitnutie, mdj prvy frajer Peto Stroncer z 5smej cé a v neposlednom rade v tom roku
do malomestskej skoly prisiel aj Kovalcik, novy slovencinar a fyzikar, ktorého aktivna slobodna matka
Garajcikova zbalila este pred polro¢nym vysvedcenim, ¢im sa vsetko zvrtlo.

Text je sticastou pripravovaného romdnu Babicka®©, vznik ktorého z verejnych zdrojov formou
Stipendia podporil Fond na podporu umenia.



Eklektik Bastard

“Let’s get down to some work,” Kristina’s colleague sighed. The main story that day was about some
TV host and cocaine. Kristina has never had a telly and wasn’t acquainted with the host, unlike with
cocaine, which she shared with Dan Nekonecny this morning, but that was beside the point. She
wrote the article, made herself some coffee, went to get a protein bar, had a cigarette, bumped into
the good-looking graphic designer but they didn't talk. Keycard, turnstile, twelfth floor, eleventh
floor, she ate the protein bar, threw up the protein bar in the toilets, and popped two pieces of
chewing gum into her mouth. The hot graphic designer brought in the typeset double-page spread
on cocaine, Kristina immersed herselfin work, if one can speak of immersion in this context, and ten
minutes later she took the spread back: “Here’s your cocaine,” she joked, the hot graphic designer
smiled and so did all the adjacent, ugly, graphic designers, it gave Kristina’s confidence a boost, she
was as proud of herself as when she managed her first joke in Spanish, although that was a long time
ago, in a previous life, when she was still working from home, but who cares, that life was miles away
now, someone else might be living it now, or maybe she'd never lived it either, maybe her life was
being lived by five different people independently of each other without any of them even knowing
it, maybe all this was just parallel realities, simulations or hallucinations, in one of which her name
was Simona, in another it was Kristina, Natasa in the third, Maja Mrazova in the fourth and Roman’s
brother in the fifth.

Around seven she went to make herself her umpteenth cup of coffee and when she got back to her
office, instead of the text editor her computer screen announced “the trust relationship between
the user and the domain failed.” Right, so even the domain has sussed it out now that this user is a
despicable alcoholic and a loser, Kristina thought, before ringing IT and popping three pieces of gum,
to be on the safe side. The IT guy came, did a few clicks and explained what had caused the problem:
"My colleague has deleted you from the system, ha-ha.” Kristina asked when her keycard would be
reprogrammed. “We're on it,” he said.

“Is that supposed to be a compliment, you're the prettiest woman around here?” Kristina looked
around the pub, mostly blokes, she and Roman’s brother, plus one other woman, an obvious alcoho-
lic, over fifty.

“...I'll let you know when we're somewhere this is a compliment.”

"So, any news of Karel Gott's death yet?”

“Still nothing.”

“Did you hear that thing going around the net about this woman who phoned to complain that her
neighbour was attacking her through the walls with a microwave? It really happened. She said the
neighbour systematically attacked her throat, teeth and head.”

"But who did she ring about it?”
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“Don’t know. The electricity company | think.”

“Hm."”

“Two, four... or six years ago a beaver bit someone in the thigh and the bite was so deep that the man
bled to death! A beaver! A fucking beaver! In the aorta. | don’t know if the aorta is in the thigh, but
a beaver!!”

“Bollocks.”

“No, it's true.”

“Know this joke?”

you look

like you're

wearing a
tuxeodo.
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“Ha-ha. Very funny.”

“So?"

“You speak English?”

“Nah. This joke is all. Know what? | think | have Tourette’s.”

"What makes you think so?”

“I went to the supermarket at lunchtime today, and as | was queueing up to pay | realized | forgot to
get some bread, | said ‘fuck’ in my head, but the woman behind me gave me a horrid look, so | must
have said it out aloud.”

“And did you go and get the bread?”

“Nah.”

“So you don't just have Tourette's, you're also nuts.”

“Closing time, drink up.”



“But we haven't finished our drinks.”

“So what?”

“Can | borrow this one? I'll bring it back.”

"Yeah, right. Go on then, take it.”

“That’s a great alarm clock you have.”

“I know. | wouldn’t manage without it in this inclement weather.”
“Where did you get that word from?”

“You coming?”

“Yeah, I'm running late anyway.”
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You won't believe it, it's inclement out there.

Shower. Listerine. Public transport. Bauhaus. Boys from xxxxxxxx. The Office Block.

“Well done, you're really conscientious. | was ten minutes late and got a dirty look from my boss.”
“I wouldn’t have made it either if | had to start work at nine.”

Keycard. Turnstile. Lift.

“Is your lipstick non-smudge? | noticed this morning that one half of my face wasn't red.”

"Did we kiss last night?”

"We did, and we will again now, not just when we're hammered.”

“That doesn’t count. There's still alcohol in our system.”

Third floor. Twelfth. Eleventh.

A page. A typeset page. A cigarette. Another page. The hot graphic designer. A cigarette. A page.
Coffee. Atypeset page. A protein bar. A cigarette. A page. Toilet. Waiting for news of Karel dying. Karel
didn't die. Ten o'clock. Company taxi. Address of the pub.
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Four days passed and this is what Kristina learned about working for a corporation: she hadn't turned
up sober once but for some inexplicable reason her boss had never noticed. If they breathalyzed her
at any point she'd get fired straight away, but even though she thought it was pretty obvious what
state she was in, day in, day out, they never did. She also realized that apart from her thoroughly
disturbed colleague with darkness in her heart, with whom she shared an office but whose name
she still didn't know, the only people she registered were the hot graphic designer and her botoxed
boss. Her corporate handbag still stank, she'd run out of Listerine and seemed to have spent more
on drinkin the past week than she was going to be paid at the end of the month. Today was the first
time she plucked up the courage to enter the kitchen when someone else was there, specifically in
the lunch hour. It was fruit day, the last five apples from the ...xxx.......... chain lay scattered on the
counter. Kristina was too embarrassed to take one, she generally found it hard to understand why
her employer should encourage her to eat fruit, and besides, that day she'd actually brought her own
lunch, complete with her own orange that she was now not going to eat out of sheer spite. The hot
graphic designer was in the kitchen, by now Kristina knew that he rode a motorbike, smoked and had
tried cocaine at least once. Next to him was her botoxed boss with her bad manners, incapable of re-
turning a greeting and an editor - the boss addressed her as “Svetlana” - an overweight woman who
was evidently also unhappy with her life, as Kristina noticed that her lunch consisted of a single free-
of-everything RAW bar. She didn't recognize any of the people sitting at the other table, probably
sports editors. As she was taking her lunch out of the fridge, Kristina thought hard about where she
should eat it. Her colleague with the darkness in her heart was having her lunch in the office, she was
avoiding the kitchen on principle, she avoided people in general. Staying in the kitchen was clearly
not the ideal option, it even crossed Kristina’s mind that she should skip lunch altogether and go for
a cig instead, but she was hungry because all she’d done the previous day was drink and apart from
her morning Listerine she hadn't eaten anything. For a moment she toyed with the idea of eating her
lunch in the toilet but she was gripped by anxiety when she realized that if she kept herself to herself
like that, twenty years from now she would end up like her colleague, keeping budgies or canaries,
spending her holidays on the balcony and having air con installed in her flat. Kristina decided that the
nearest table was her best bet: at least she knew the hot graphic designer.

“I've brought your glass back...”
“Thanks, you're great!”

"You should have more trust in people.”

“If you knew the kind of people that come here... Can | get you something?”

“Yes, actually. But you're right. People are idiots. A quadruple Jack please.”

“Know what? How about we try turning up at work sober sometime?” suggested Kristina.

“Count me out,” said Roman’s brother.



“Have you totally lost it? You're working for a tabloid paper and want to turn up sober? You're out of
your mind,” said Magda. “You know Ivana, don't you? Her...”

“Yeah, yeah, the one with a boyfriend who looks like someone or other, | know, he got used to it.
The world’s not such a bad place if even alcoholics can get a job... The only thing is, it drives up your
consumption of Listerine. But it just pisses me off that I’'m spending half my day doing fuck all. My
only activity is nursing my hangover. If | had something to do | might not have to spend every night
drinking, you know, or maybe if | didnt spend every night drinking maybe | wouldn't mind not doing
anything, I'd be happy to play mahjong on the computer instead of sitting here philosophizing. But |
want to do something meaningful!”

“But you are, aren’t you? You're earning a salary.”

“For five hours of real work and doing nothing for the remaining seven hours

except smoking, drinking coffee and playing solitaire on the computer!”

"You really think it's any different in other companies? That something supposedly meaningful is go-
ing on there? Look at me! I spend hours every day standing by the photocopier or printing something
out, and the next few hours shredding it to create the impression of working. Sometimes | go to the
marketing cupboard and shuffle the awards around... My job title should be ‘printer and shreddet’.
You think your colleague plays mahjong because she enjoys it? Are you crazy? She just sits there
clicking and staring at the screen so it looks like she’s working. You should find something to keep
yourself busy, too.”

From Slovak original translated by Julia and Peter Sherwood
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Salome, Leylina mama, bola stihla Zena s vyraznou tvarou a vasniva baletnd maniacka. Narodila sa
v Tbilisi ako dcéra vojnovych hrdinov, otec bol generdlom sovietskej armddy a matka prvou bojovou
pilotkou v druhej svetovej vojne. To znamenalo, Ze rodina bola privilegovana - potraviny im dokonca
aj v ¢asoch potravinovych listkov dovazali priamo do domu, dovolenkovali v Style ¢lenov arméady, mali
pristup k dovozovému tovaru, auto, telefén - a predovsetkym mali styky. Salomini rodicia sa vedeli
postarat o svojich stidruhov v Moskve balikmi s domacou nakladanou zeleninou, marmeladami, gru-
zinskym vinom, suSenym ovocim, azerbajdzanskym kavidarom Beluga, orechmi, arménskym koriakom
a v mede macanymi sladkostami, za ¢o ich bohato odmenili.

Salomina vychova bola prisna a chlapcenskd, pricom sa déraz klddol na hodnoty, ktoré pochddzali
z predvojnovych Cias. Salome sa ucila chodit vzpriamene, zaobchéddzat so zbrariami a Soférovat. Ucila
sa po franctzsky, rusky a gruzinsky a tiez tancovat a hrat na klaviti.

V dvadsiatich sa vydala do jednej z najstarsich umeleckych rodin Azerbajdzanskej sovietskej socia-
listickej republiky - jej manzel bol maliar, svokra herecka a vo zvySnom pribuzenstve sa objavovali
dzezovi muzikanti, maliari plagdtov a dirigenti. VyStudovala dejiny umenia a bola jednou z najatrak-
tivnejsich zien v Baku.

Salome nebola len pekn3, ale krdasna takym spésobom, ktory nepripidstal pochybnosti, vyZadovala
bezvyhradni pozornost a pripravovala bezsenné noci. Ak Salome vstipila do hociktorej spolo¢nos-
ti, zavladol nepokoj. Pre ¢o nedokazala mat pochopenie, bola nedisciplinovanost: tuk na bokoch,
naftiknuté bruchd, ovisnuté nadlaktia, pletené pancuchace k jemnym latkam, spalena Spicka nosa,
necistoty na pokoZzke. Salome sa ale tiez naucila neupozoriiovat inych na vlastné chyby.

Salomina dcéra mala dostat takisto dobré vzdelanie, a preto Leyla uz v ranom veku navstevovala ho-
diny klavira a baletu. KedZe ucitelka hudby do nej nevkladala prilis velké nadeje, rozhodla sa Salome
urobit zo svojej dcéry balerinu. Jedna z prvych Leylinych spomienok bola spomienka na tancovanie,
ako stoji v obyvacke ich domu a je si odrazu vedoma svojho dychu a hudby. Vtedy mala tri roky.
Salomine vychovné metddy vsak boli sporné. ManZelstvo sa ocitlo v krize a ona bola stastn4, ked od
nej opatrovatelka drzala dcéru bokom. Ak si napriek tomu cas pre Leylu nasla, nechcela ho premérnit
a nechala sa detailne informovat o pokrokoch v balete, telefonovala s ucitelkami a nezabudla im pra-
videlne posielat kvety a franctzske parfumy. Ucitelky boli pre riu nie¢im, ¢o bolo ako zdzrakom mozné
dostat pod kontroluy, ¢o sa jej s manZelom a dcérou nedarilo.

Salome sa domnievala, Ze ju manZel pravidelne podvédza. Ona ho takisto pravidelne opustala s hlas-
nymi scénami plnymi patosu. Ustavi¢ne putovala medzi bytom svojich rodi¢ov v Tbilisi a manZelovych
v Baku. Samozrejme, dozicila si aj vylety do inych bytov, najma do spalni sldvnych hudobnikov a ma-
liarov - Salome bola predsa len mizou celej juhokaukazskej kultirnej oblasti.
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Ked po viacerych tyZdrioch Salome znovu uvidela svoju dcéru, prepadli ju vycitky svedomia a kécovito
sa pokusala dobehnlit strateny Cas. Zapletala Leyle vrkoce, vozila ju na balet, stavala sedemrocni
dcéru na védhu a zhotovovala prisne diétne plany. Chlieb a sladkosti boli zakdzané, ako aj sirupy a ob-
hryzanie si nechtov. Skratka, Salome chcela z Leyly vychovat zodpovedni sovietsku bytost.

Leyla matkinu dobrd vélu bojkotovala, ulievala sa z baletu, napchdavala sa kola¢mi a opakovane sa
pokusala utiect z domu, na ¢o jej Salome pohrozila, Ze ju stréi do detského domova. Leyla ale tanec
milovala a skuto¢ne mala talent. To bolo nieco, o vedeli vSetci okrem Leyly, lebo sa v tichosti dohodli
na tom, Ze to dievcatu nepovedia.

Leylina prva ucitelka baletu, vysokd Zena, na bruchu trochu pribratd a neporiadne odfarbend na
blond, svoje Ziacky predovsetkym ucila, Ze balet nie je povolanie pre slabochov. Leylu vychovavali
tak, aby dokazala viac nez ostatni. Pevna vola sa postupne stala podstatou jej osobnosti.

Ako desatrocna zloZila Leyla prijimacie pohovory na Choreograficky institut, ktory patril k Bol$ému
teatru. Vedela presne, ¢o robi. Bol$oj bol doslova ruskym Statnym znakom. Céri urobili z tanecni-
kov a elévov prislusnikov imperialnej rodiny a ZSSR z nich zase urobilo ndstroj propagandy. Hlasenia
o tspechoch ansdmbla na kapitalistickom Zapade sa ¢&itali ako vojnové spravy Cervenej armady po
bit-ke o Stalingrad. Leyla ich vSetky poznala. O to sa Salome prezieravo postarala.

Cela rodina letela do Moskvy, a hoci podla kalendara mala byt jar, v ruskom hlavnom meste bolo
nelprosne chladno. Leyla po prvy raz vo svojom Zivote byvala v hoteli. Dva dni mohla jest zmrzlinu
a bliny. Otec jej ukéazal Cervené namestie a Leninovo mauzéleum a neskér s fiou zadiel do Gorkého
parku, kde poctivo vyskisali vSetky kolotoce. Pritom jej rozprdval o tom, Ze na svete neexistuje ni¢ vy-
znamnejSie ako Bol$oj - divadlo starsie a bohatsie na tradicie ako celé USA, dvakrat vyhorelo a znovu
ho postavili, jeden raz takmer nanovo, zatial ¢o ruski vojaci hladovali v krymskej vojne.

Co sa Leyle najviac vrylo do pamiti, boli po meste roztrisené psy. Ked sa ochladilo alebo za&al padat
sneh s dazdom, psy usli do podchodov a jeden o druhého sa ohrievali.

Nasledujtci den ju mama zaviedla do Institidtu, kde sa Leyla vyzliekla az do nohaviciek a pred komi-
siou musela predvadzat r6zne pozicie. V miestnosti bolo hortico a vzduch bol vydychany, zo stien
opaddvala omietka. Pachlo to tam detskym potom a strachom. Leyla sa ¢udovala portrétom pre fiu
vtedy eSte neznamych baletnych majstrov a takmer identickym bielym bavinenym nohavickam a vr-
ko¢om dievcat. Starsi muz so zltkastymi fizmi jej ohmatal svaly a skdsal, ako velmi dokaze ohnit
chrbat. Clenovia komisie si robili poznamky.

Veler idla celd rodina do Bol$ého teatra. Budova Leylu vystrasila - obrovské stipy pri vchode, mra-
mot, Avant Foyet, kristalové lustre v Grand Foyer a obrovské zrkadld, v ktorych sa dala skontrolovat
postava. Leyla uZ vtedy vedela, Ze zrkadla neklam, ked' sa do nich ¢lovek nauci spravne pozerat. Otec
mal obleceny oblek, mama biely koZuch a diamanty. V tej chvili Leyla pochopila, Ze jej mame zélezi



predovsetkym na tom, ako pdsobi, a Ze v jej Zivote je tou najnespolahlivejSou konstantou. Balet,
naopak, jedinou spolahlivou.

Vedla nej sedela Ziacka Bol$ého s mamou. Dievca bolo o pér rokov starsie ako Leyla a vyzeralo uZ ako
hotovd balerina. Chrbat vzpriameny, telo chudé a dlhé, ako aj koncatiny a biely krk. Hoci nebolo zvlast
pekné, vyzarovalo pokoj a sebaistotu.

Ked sa zodvihla tazkd opona, Leyla mala pocit, Ze jej prestalo bit srdce. Tancovali Labutie jazero, Ley-
lin otec sa sklonil k dcére, ukédzal na Odettu a o Cosi hlasnejsie povedal: ,Jedného diia bude z teba tiez
balerina.” Mama druhého dievcata sa hlasno zasmiala. Leyla sa od hanby zacervenala.

Podla Leylinho ndzoru bolo iréniou to, Ze matkino vyhraZanie, Ze ju dé prec, sa stalo pravdou v oka-
mihu, ked dosiahla presne to, ¢o od nej vsetci ocakavali: spolu s ostatnymi dvadsiatimi deviatimi
dievcatami, z ktorych v priebehu nasledujicich rokov viac nez polovicu vyradili, ju vybrali pre baletnd
kariéru. Hned zacne Studovat na Choreografickom institite a byvat v interndte, ktory k nemu prisli-
cha. Oizbu sa bude delit s Nastou, starSim dievéatom z Ukrajiny, s mnoZstvom pieh a svetlozelenymi
ocami.

Leylino telo fungovalo dokonale, mala idedlnu stavbu tela baleriny, mald hlavu, dlhy krk, Stihle konca-
tiny a Gtlu Zenskd siluetu. A to najdéleZitejSie: Leyla bola zavisla od pohybu.

Clenovia komisie Salome vysvetlili, e dcéra sice disponuje dobrymi predpokladmi, no zriedka sa nie-
komu podari naplnit prisluby detstva. Zdalo sa v3ak, Ze Leyla je Coraz lepSia - ako jedind z ich triedy
mohla tancovat snehovd vlocku v Luskacikovi. Rodicia pricestovali z Baku, urobili fotky do rodinného
albumu a opat odcestovali, pricom sa vo foyeri hlasno pohddali. No Leyla si z toho ni¢ nerobila, preto-
Ze konecne tancovala pred publikom. Teraz vedela, Ze po ni¢om inom nikdy netizila.

Uryvok z romdnu Prdvna nejasnost jedného manZelstva.

Z nem¢iny preloZila Paulina Cuhovd
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Spélne

krok, krok, vzruch, krok, zapis, krok, keep & save, keep & send & burn
we will be moved by it. be it, even if it kills
malé smrti, staré obrysy
dvakrat zomriet, aby si vstala a tvorila nové zaciatky, povedal
ak smrt je len plynulej$im stavom bytia
kto vo mne este plava a v kom sa mihne moja zila?
konare tvojich koncov sa do mna roztiekli na pni Arpanetu
v dychu Dablice, v nohach taZoba, na ugiach miligramy rytmu a tep
ako Stvrtd generacia najstarsich dcér s dvoma dcérami
otvoris dlan, vzduch ti pravdu vyloZi a vezme
Co ta nezabije, prepustilimit hybnosti
kobaltovd modra ako cievy ciest
nerodila som po jazde na motorke ako moja babka, ja som tancovala
odi, palicka, pali¢ka, oci, Zzmurk a buch, osemdesiatro¢na pani na prechode
aj striedanie rol je proces: cez defi matky, v noci umelkyne
zmyjes jednu, namydli$ druhd, oddelene
ani hladanie strateného Casu sa vypatim sil nevyrovna starostlivosti o deti
ked' sa zapecU nervy a procesory, aj pusy treba uchovat
Zeny si nepriddvam, samy naskakujid do kosika
check out, nezabudli ste na niec¢o?
dakujem pekne za také dary
v metre verse o vzdialenych perach
na Karldku ponuka: orali¢ek, mlady pane, ddme?
stiahni okienko pod Satami, oproti Gsmev Elisky Krdsnohorskej
vystupil, objal na 3 sekundy, nastipil
ked ludia ¢akajd v rade i na kus kolaca
makejte chlapi, rozpadd se to
a ty pouZzivas jazyk, akoby som ti robil orgazmus, a pritom hryzol bradavky
zazitkové odseky, zazZitkova bolest, kam dociahnu prahy?
si disruptivny prvok v rodine, lebo hladas slobodu, ako aj ja
kedy sa uZ vratis z pracky?
takova komedie, jako je laska, nebyla nikdy pro mné, koté
povie pred Riegracmi, a teraz podme do novych dejstiev




Strnadliky

mozem darovat len polovi¢né mnozstvo krvi
sebe verzus ostatnym
analdgie k satiu spolo¢nosti
tiché zaruky, posily, difas
ddfala si v posuny, zmeny, nové doby, nové porozumenia
dufala si, nddych a vydych, nadych a vydych, nadych a prazdno
sladké spavé nevedomia, zabudn(t a povstat z koberca
nalistovat, prisunut, potopit sa
ako vo sne, na ktory si uz dadvno zabudla
nakradnuté zbierky rozkosSe z textu pridia v Zilach
vsetko ma aj tak svoj chod, ktorému nevies Celit
Cakanie je teraz, je nové teraz
uz ani nevies, ¢i slova maju svoju formu
a ludia dole sa stale len vitaji
dobry den a u vas ¢o nové?
este chcem pisat a chcem sa rozpravat
36 otazka, otazka, odpoved, za fiou ticho
ostdva protestovat a chciet byt vypocuta
postoj, krok, za nim pssst
na stene oblaky a ¢ipka
odtlacky prstov v hemisférach
ti pouceni z minulosti
veria v nové nadeje
u nds postvirus priniesol dalSie poklesy
vytféanie znamend, Ze len vyssie vyskakujes
vraj sme sa v tychto drioch zabudli ¢ervenat
a spektakl je len tizbou spolo¢nosti po spanku, podla Deborda
chodi$ za mnou, ale vyzera to, akoby som ja chodila za tebou
a ked konecne postavim ¢as na domdcu vahu, zistim, Ze schudol
tak si kone¢ne podme lahndt
pred pahltnostou sveta ma spanok este stale Sancu
menej nez osem, viac nez pat
ako si ustelies, s takymi sa zobudis
masova synchronizdcia vedomia a pamati

¢o neviem, to neprezradim



ked nevibruje, spim
nebudme ako strnddliky jazvecie pocas migracie
letia sedem dni bez oddychu a skiima ich armada
kazdodenny Zivot, kazdodenny Zivot, kaZdodenny Zivot, kazdodenny Zivot, kaZdodenny
znamend moznost doplnit slovo Zivot
mama, neviem preco ty mas vela dévodov na nervy
privinies si dieta, zaspievas, zaplaces nad svetom
privinies si dieta, zaspievas
zaspievas
ked oni spia
tak ty
ked oni spia
tak ty
ked oni spia
tebe oCi vyschnd a len sa uistis, Ze
dalsim pravidlom sa aj tak ni¢ nevyriesi
na vylete v Los Angeles na mria Zena v hrdze zakricala:
ona mala byt mftva
ona mala byt mrtva
ja som len nesla na zelend
kazdy den Zivota je navyse
migrujuce strnadliky uz klopud na okno
ato, po om tlzZis, je
doplnit slovo na konci riadka
ndjst percento zmyslu
ktoré by zdomu vyslo na ulicu
z ulice do mesta, z mesta do Statu
ktoré by nas pokrylo ako dych spiacich deti
a ten tvoj
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Bedrooms

step, step, thrill, step, write, step, keep & save, keep & send & burn
we will be moved by it. be it, even if it kills
little deaths, old shapes
to die twice then rise again and start making new beginnings, he said
if death is just a smoother state of being
who floats in me still, in whom does my vein flicker?
the twigs of your endings seeped into me on the Arpanet stump
She-Devil in my breath, heaviness in my legs, milligrams of rhythm and beat in my ears
the fourth in a row of eldest daughters with two daughters each
you open your palm, the air does a reading then takes your truth away
that which doesn’t kill you discharges the limits of momentum
cobalt blue like the color of road veins
didn’t give birth hopping off a motorbike like my granny did, | danced
eyes, cane, cane, eyes, a blink and a thud, an eighty-year-old lady at a crossing
switching roles is a process too, mothers by day, artists by night
38 you wash one then soap up the other, separately
not even digging in search of lost time costs as much energy as child-rearing
when nerves and CPUs burn to a crisp, mouths on mouths need keeping as well
not adding women, they jump into the basket of their own accord
continue to check-out, you forgot something?
well thanks a lot for these mighty gifts
in the subway lines about distant lips
an offer at the Karlovo square: blowjob, young man, you wanna?
roll down the window underneath your clothes while Eliska Krdsnohorska smiles across the street
gets out, a three-second hug, getsin
when people queue for a stupid piece of cake
get a move on, guys, it's falling apart
and you use your language like | was making you come and nibbled on your nipples
line breaks with a twist, pain with a twist, how far do these thresholds extend?
you're the disruptive element in the family, you want freedom, like me
when will you return from the washing machine?
this comedy called love has never been for me, baby
he says by Riegrovy sady and we're off to new acts

Translated by Olga Pek



Sparrows

I can only donate halfthe amount of blood
to yourself versus to others
analogies to the sucking of society
silent guarantees, supports, you hope
you hoped for shifts, changes, new times, new understandings
you hoped, inhale and exhale, inhale and exhale, inhale and emptiness
sweet sleeping unconsciousness, to forget and rise from a carpet
to thumb, to pull, to immerse
asin a dream you had long since forgotten
stolen collections of textual bliss flow in your veins
everything still has its course, which you can't face
waiting is now, is the new now
you don't even know if words have their form anymore
and the people downstairs are still just welcoming each other
hello and what’s new with you?
I want to write and to talk
question, question, answet, silence behind it 39
what remains is to protest and wanting to be heard
attitude, step, behind it hushshsh
clouds and lace on the wall
fingerprints in the hemispheres
those who learnt from the past
believe in new hopes
postvirus brought here just further declines
sticking out means you just jump higher
it is said that we forgot to blush these days
and the spectacle is just society’s wish for sleep, according to Debord
you follow me, but it looks as if | followed you
and when [ finally put time on our home scale, | find out that it has lost its weight
so let’s finally lie down
sleep still has its chance against a world ‘s gluttony
less than eight, more than five
as you make your bed, with those you wake up
a mass synchronization of consciousness and memory
what | don’t know, | won't reveal



when it doesn’t vibrate, | sleep
let’s not be like white-crowned sparrows during migration

they fly for seven days without rest and are examined by the army

everyday life, everyday life, everyday life, everyday life, everyday life, everyday

means the ability to complete the word life
mom, | don’t know why you have loads of reasons for nerves
you cuddle your baby, you sing, you cry over the world
you cuddle your baby, you sing
you sing
when they sleep
you
when they sleep
you
when they sleep
your eyes dry up and you just become aware that
another rule still doesn't solve anything
on a trip to Los Angeles, a woman shouted at me in horror:
she should have been dead
40 she should have been dead
I just didn't cross at a green light
every day of life is extra
migrating sparrows are already knocking on your window
and you just desire to
add a word at the end of the line
find a percent of meaning
that would go from your house to a street
from a street to a city, from a city to a state
that would cover us like the breath of sleeping children
and yours

Translated by Zuzana Husdrovd
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Ludmila

Popoludni sa ukryla v malej tesnej chodbicke pred zruSenou ambulanciou rehabilitacie. Mala toho
chodenia uz dost. Ze €akdrer sa dé otvorit, na to prisla uz ddvnejsie. Na dverdch z chodby je infor-
macia o rehabilitdcii preciarknutd a je tam népis ,zrusené”, takze nikto nemd dévod vstupovat sem
z chodby. V malej miestnosti je staré kreslo, Ludmila mala také kedysi ddvno v obyvacke: strohé rovné
Iinie na dvoch malych drevenych nozickach, kupovali ho s muzom niekedy v sedemdesiatych rokoch
a vtedy sa z neho tesili ako mali. To ich bolo CistejSie, ktovie, kde je dnes. Pravidelne ho tepovala,
a ked' uz bolo trochu obdraté, kipila nan pekny potah, nechcela sa ho vzdat. Teraz ju tu pockalo, len
v inej farbe. Odhdna myslienky na ich byt. V duchu vie prejst z jedného kita do druhého. Myslela si,
Ze syn to trochu vynovi, a aj ked pocitala s tym, Ze niektoré veci vyhodi, myslela si, Ze ked raz k nemu
pride na navstevu, bude sa tam stale citit ako doma. Nikdy si nepredstavovala, Ze na dverach bude
vymeneny zamok a uz tam nebude ich meno.

V penziéne mala v izbe podobné kreslo, ibaZe nizsie a zle sa jej z neho vstavalo, preto ho pouzivala
na odkladanie Siat.

Prv neZ sa pohodIne usadi do kresla, odstavi v kite vozik. Potom si natiahne nohy, este keby si ich
mala na ¢o vylozit. V krajnom pripade nepotrebuje ani postel, vie driemat aj posediacky. Lebo lezat je
dobre, vtedy celé telo oddychuie, ale vjej veku poleziacky vieli¢o boli - rameno, bedrovy kib, tazko sa
vstdva. A ona v noci aj tak zle spava. NavysSe v polohe leZmo sa jej v hlave zacina virit nezastavitelna
metelica myslienok, spomienok, starych aj novych. Ked'si pohodlne sadne do kresla, aspon zadrie-
me. Na chvilu nevie o svete a o sebe, a to je dobre. Posediacky sa jej skor zasniva nieco pekné ako
poleziacky, takZe ju v noci neobleje pot zo strachu. Lebo td neurcitl hrozu z nejasného sna pociti,
len ked tuho zaspi, a to sa jej v kresle nikdy nepodari. Aj tak sa jej obcas v polospanku miesaju tvére
z bezného dna v poliklinike so spomienkami z detstva. Vybavia sa jej vSetky krivdy, zacne sa lutovat,
potom si to zakdZe, nepomdha ani ruzenec, ma taky maly v podobe prsteria, skor ho len tak kriti na
prste a premysla. Je tieZ pravda, Ze v sede jej niekedy za¢nu trochu tépnut nohy a obcas aj ruky od
zapastia. Ale rano nimi pohybe a je dobre. Oproti no¢nym moram to nic nie je. Po ¢ase si vymyslela
takd fintu, Ze vozik oprie o stenu, kreslo si prisunie tak, aby dociahla, a nohy si vyloZi na spodni
priecku, vyssie nedociahne. V penzidne predsa len citila pri sebe nejakych ludi, aj ked na nich frflala,
ale boli tam. Tu nie je nikto, len ludia na chodbe. Potrebuje ich citit, preto cez der chodi a posedava
medzi anonymnymi postavami, aby tu nebola ako vo vazeni na samotke. A potom jej zas dobre padne
oddychnut si tu, v kumbdliku.

AZ sa poliklinika vyprazdni a budovu zamknd, presunie sa na zdchod a poumyva sa. Teraz vSak poho-
dine sedi v makkom kresle. Najskor si trochu zdriemne a naberie silu. V Gloznom kosiku na voziku ma
flasku vody, tri bandny, dva roZzky a nejakd nétierku. Natiahne si opuchnuté nohy, pomali¢ky opatrne
si ich rukami po jednej vylozi na vozik. Mala by si na zdchode v umyvadle aj vymenit ponozky a tieto
si preprat, tak isto aj nohavicky. Snad tam bude tekuté mydlo na ruky, to Gplne staci. V tejto malej



miestnosti je aj radidtor, kdria naplno, tu si potom porozklada prepraté veci. Lebo nerada by smrdela
natolko, aby ju odtialto vyhnali.

Dnes sa jej mozno bude snivat nieco pekné. V hlave jej viria vyjavy z dnesného dna strdveného na
chodbach polikliniky. Ani ich neodhdna, nie st nebezpecné. Ale ¢asto sa jej sniva s muZom. Vtedy sa
vZzdy zlakne. Jeho pritomnost v snoch nie je aZ taka Ziaduca. Niekedy jej nieco hovori, a ked sa zobudi,
nie je vystrasena ani znechutend, lebo aj vo sne vie, Ze uz nad nou nema takd moc.

V tichej prekdrenej ¢akarni pred zruSenou ordinaciou sa jej vyplavuji z pamati pokusy ako preZit den
v teple a suchu pred ré6znymi ambulanciami. Dopoludnia sedela na krajnom sedadle pred rontgeno-
logickou ambulanciou. Pacienti a pacientky sa hldsili pri okienku, dostévali ¢islo, sestra z dveri oproti
ich postupne volala dovnitra a oni potom zasa ¢akali na vysledky. Bolo tam rusno. Ona sedela trochu
bokom, celkom na kraji lavice v ¢akdrni, aby sa vyhla otazkam, ale aj tak sa jej obcas niekto vltdne
alebo nervézne spytal, ¢i ¢akd na sono alebo na ¢islo pri okienku. Zakazdym len s ismevom pokrdtila
hlavou. Ludia chodili hore-dolu, posedavali, sestra vyvoldvala meng, niekto vosiel dovnitra, niekto
von, dalsi stéli v rade pred okienkom na vysledky. VacSinou sa ponahlali, aby boli ¢o najskér prec.
Potom sa na chvilu chodba vyprazdnila, od vytahu prisla akdsi Zena a ¢itala oznamy na dverach. Ne-
vsimla si okienko, v ktorom sa treba najprv zahldsit. Rozhliadala sa po chodbe, zadivala sa na Ludmilu
a dost ostro sa jej spytala, ¢i €aka na réntgen. Ludmila sa bezbranne usmiala: ,Nie, ne¢akam.” Zena
si sadla vedla nej a Ludmila jej vysvetlila, Ze sa najprv treba zahldsit tu - a ukazala k okienku. ,Aha.
Dakujem.” Zena sa skiimavo zahladela na Ludmilu, a potom sa postavila k okienku. Ludmila si po-
myslela, Ze by tu uZz mohla aj vypomahat. Ked Zena o chvilu odchadzala uZ zrontgenovang, privetivo
sa na Ludmilu usmiala a veselo pozdravila: ,Dovidenia!” Ludmila odzdravila a po hrudi sa jej rozlialo
prijemné teplo. Bol to najkrajsi moment celého dfia a teraz sa jej prehrdva pod zavretymi vieckami.
0Od rdna bola odhodland len nezii¢astnene pozorovat ludské hemzenie, a napokon pomohla pri orien-
tacii. Uvedomuije si, Ze by sa nemala stat maskotom polikliniky, ¢im nendpadnejsia bude, tym dlhsie
tu moze prebyvat. Nastastie, na rontgen nikto nechodi denne ani tyZdenne. No aj tak potom neskér
popoludni, ked pred rontgenom zopér udi pribudlo, radSej presla do inej chodby a sadla si pred dve-
re, kde ich bolo len zopdér. Z dveri vysla sestra a spytala sa, ¢i ¢aka na vySetrenie. Ludmila pokrdtila
hlavou. A potrebujete nieco? Nie, dakujem, odpovedala. Sestra sa na fiu skdimavo pozrela a vrétila sa
do ordindcie. Ludmila pomaly vstala a pobrala sa dalej. Za chrbtom eSte pocula opadtovné otvorenie
dveri. Zrejme sa ta sestra iSla znovu pozriet, ¢i tam este sedi. Ludmila sa radSej neobzrela.

Teraz sedi v tichu svojho kumbdlu a je vdacnd, Ze ju nikto nevyhana. Zadrieme. Sedi s Marienou pri
kave. SU u nej kuchyni alebo u Ludmily doma? Svetlo je neurcité, je den? Rano? Vecer? Je to umelé
svetlo? Mariena upiekla kold¢. Alebo ho kupila cestou v bufete? Kde vlastne si? Tu v poliklinike. Ako
to, Ze sem za fou prisla? Ten kolac vyzeral taky jednoduchy, ale dobry. Mala nan chut. Sama uZ nepe-
&ie, vietko jej pada z rik, bolia ju kiby na rukdch. Mariena jej nie¢o vysvetluje, ale ¢o to je? Tak rada
by si dala z toho koldca a Mariena ho stéle nekrdja. To sa na fiu nepodob3, vzdy bola ldskava. Ludmila
zrazu vie, Ze Mariena uZ nezije. Ale nie, len niekam odisla a dlho sa neozvala. Preco si sa neozvala? Ako
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si ma mohla nechat vtom, Ze neviem, kde si? Ludmila citi prival Stastia, Ze sa Mariena vratila a potom
znovu mysli na ten kola¢. A zarovef sa tesi, Ze s tu spolu. Co jej to len hovori? Tak nastojivo. Tyka
sa to Petra? Jej prace? Keby ju len mohla pocut. Je to hlucha predstava. Ludmila sa Mariene snazi
odcitat z pier, ale marne. Naciahne sa za kold¢om a Mariena sa nahle rozplace. A vtedy sa zobudila.
Sedi stfpnutd na stolicke, sama, v tme. Ani kola¢, ani Mariena. UZ nikdy. Preco len zomrela? Ako sa to
mohlo stat? Ani nevedela, ako vybavit pohreb, pomohli jej nejaké Marienine kolegyne. Vraj ju zrazilo
auto. No dobre, ale to nie je len tak. To sa predsa vySetruje, hlada sa vinnik. Ako to vlastne bolo? Ni¢
sa nedozvedela. A nemala za kym ist.



A Woman of No Worth
Ludmila

Later in the afternoon she holes up in a small, narrow passageway outside the disused rehab clinic.
She is tired of walking around. She chanced upon this waiting room some time ago and knew that it
was left unlocked. The hours on the rehab clinic’s door have been crossed out, and the word “Can-
celled” added to give no one any reason for coming here. There’s an old armchair in the small room,
like one Ludmila used to have in her living room: straight, austere lines on thin wooden legs; she
had bought it with her husband back in the 1970s and they were happy as punch with it at the time.
Theirs was cleaner. Goodness knows where it's ended up. She used to sponge it down regularly with
a stain cleaner and when it started to look a bit shabby, she bought a nice cover for it as she couldn’t
bear to part with it. Now she found it waiting for her here, only in a different colour. She chases away
thoughts of her old flat. In her mind’s eye she still sees herself walking from one end of the flat to the
other. She hoped her son might give it a lick of paint, and even though she knew he would throw out
some of her stuff, she thought she'd still feel at home if she ever went to see him. She never imagined
that the lock on the front door would be changed, and their name would no longer be up there.
There was a similar armchair in the boarding house, except that it was lower and she found it hard to
get up from it, so she used it for storing her clothes.

Before she snuggles into the armchait, she pushes her walking frame aside. Then she stretches out
her legs, the only thing that's missing is somewhere to put her feet up. If things come to the worst,
she can manage without a bed, she can doze sitting upright. But it’s better to lie down, that way the
whole body gets some rest, although at her age lying down gives her all sorts of aches and pains - in
her shoulder, in her hip - and getting up is hard. And she doesn’t sleep well at night anyway. On top
of that, when she’s horizontal a ceaseless blizzard of thoughts and memories, old and new, begins to
whirl around her head. But seated comfortably in the armchair, she can at least doze off. Forgetting
about the world and about herself for a while: that's a great relief. Also, in the sitting position it is
more likely that she will dream of something nice than when she’s lying down, and then she doesn’t
wake up drenched in sweat from fear. For the vague horror brought about by her hazy dreams comes
only when she falls fast asleep, and that never happens in the armchair. Even so, when she’s dozing
off, the faces she’s seen during an ordinary day in hospital sometimes mingle with her childhood me-
mories. Every wrong she has suffered in her lifetime comes back to haunt her, she starts feeling sorry
for herself, and she has to forbid herself from feeling that way, but even her rosary is of no help. She
has a tiny one on her ring, which she just twists around as she thinks. Admittedly, sometimes her feet
go numb in the seated position, and sometimes her hands do as well. But once she’s exercised them
a bit in the morning she’s fine again. It's nothing compared to the nightmares. After some conside-
rable time, she has come up with the following ploy: she pushes the walking frame against the wall,
brings the armchair close enough to be able to reach and puts her feet up on its lower rung - that's
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as high as she can manage. When she lived in the boarding house, at least she felt the presence of
other people; even though she grumbled about them, they were there. Here there is no one, except
for the people milling about in the corridors. She feels a need for their presence, and that is why she
spends her days wandering around or sitting next to anonymous figures, otherwise she'd be here like
in solitary. But when the day ends, it is a relief to find some rest here, in this cubbyhole.

Once the hospital has emptied out and the building has been locked, she will make her way to the
toilet to have a wash. But for now, she is comfortable sitting in the soft armchair. In a minute she will
take a little nap to gather strength. In the storage space of her walking frame she keeps a bottle of
water, three bananas, two bread rolls and a spread of some kind. Very slowly she stretches out her
swollen legs, using her hands to place them onto the rollator carefully, one at a time. She ought to
put on clean socks in the toilet and wash the pair she’s wearing in the wash basin, her knickers too.
With a bit of luck she may find some liquid hand soap there, that will do her fine. There's a radiator
in this small room, the heating is on full throttle, she will be able to spread out her clean underwear
here to dry. She must make sure she doesn’t smell so bad as to be hounded out of this place.

Maybe she’ll dream of something nice tonight. The scenes from this day, spent in the hospital’s corri-
dors, are swirling around her head. She doesn’t need to chase them away, they’re not dangerous. But
her dreams often feature her husband. His presence in her dreams is not really desirable. Sometimes
he's telling her something but when she wakes up, she is not frightened or annoyed because even in
her dream she knows that he no longer has much power over her.

As she sitsin the quiet overheated waiting room outside the disused premises, memories float to the
surface of the effort she has had to make to survive another day somewhere dry and warm, outside
various doctors’ surgeries. In the morning she managed to get the last free seat outside the X-ray
Department. Patients would checkin at a window, receive a number, a nurse would emerge from the
door across the corridor and call out names one at a time; afterwards they would come out and wait
for their result. It was very busy. She was sitting slightly to one side of the waiting room, at the very
edge of a bench to avoid being asked any questions, but someone would nevertheless come up to
her every now and then and ask, now kindly, now sounding irritated, if she was waiting for a scan or
a number. She would just smile and shake her head. People walked up and down, or sat around, the
nurse would call out names, someone would go in, someone else would come out, others queued up
for their results. Most were in a hurry, keen to get out of there as soon as possible. At one point the
corridor emptied out for a while, a woman emerged from the lift and started to study the notices
on the door. She didn't spot the check-in counter. She surveyed the corridor, looked at Ludmila and
asked her, quite sharply, whether she was waiting for an X-ray. She just gave a helpless smile: “No, I'm
not waiting.” The woman took a seat and Ludmila pointed to the check-in counter, explaining that
she needed to go there first and register. The woman gave her a questioning look and went over to
the counter. It crossed Ludmila’s mind that she has become something of an assistant here. A short
while later, as the woman was leaving after her X-ray, she turned to her with a warm smile and a che-



erful “bye”. Ludmila returned the greeting and a pleasant warmth spread inside her breast. This was
the nicest moment of her day, and now it kept replaying beneath her closed eyelids. Ever since she'd
got up this morning, she was determined to remain a disinterested observer of the hustle and bustle,
and there she was, helping to orient someone. She knows she can’t allow herselfto turn into a hospi-
tal mascot: the less conspicuous she is the longer she will be able to shelter here. Fortunately, people
don't go for an X-ray every day or even every week. Nevertheless, once a biggish crowd gathered
outside the X-ray clinic, Ludmila decided to move to another corridor and found a seat outside a door
where fewer people were waiting. A nurse came out and asked if she was waiting to be seen. Ludmila
shook her hand. Oh, and can I help you somehow? No, thanks, she said. The nurse gave her an inqui-
sitive look and went back. Ludmila slowly got up and shuffled off. She heard the door open behind
her. It must have been the nurse checking if she was still there. Ludmila didn't risk turning around.
Now she is enjoying the peace and quiet of her cubbyhole, feeling grateful that no one is chasing her
away. She dozes off. She is having a cup of coffee with Mariena. Are they in her kitchen or at Ludmila’s
house? The light is indeterminate: is it daytime? Morning? Evening? Is it artificial light? Mariena has
made a cake. Or did she buy it at the hospital café on her way here? Where are they anyway? They're
here, at the hospital! How come Mariena has come to see her here? The cake looked simple but de-
licious. She would love to try a piece. She is no longer able to bake, things keep tumbling from her
hands, the joints in her arms ache. Mariena is explaining something, but what? She would very much
love to try the cake but Mariena hasn't cut it yet. This is not like her, she’s always been very kind.
Suddenly, Ludmila remembers that Mariena is no longer alive. No, that can’t be right, she’s just gone
away and hasn’'t been in touch for a long time. How could you have left me like this, without letting
me know where you are? Ludmila feels a surge of happiness at Mariena'’s return, then her thoughts
come back to the cake. She is, at the same time, happy that they're together again. What is it she’s
telling her? And with such urgency. Is it to do with Peter? With her job? If only she could hear her. But
the image is mute. Ludmila tries, but fails to lip read from Mariena’s lips. As she reaches for the cake,
Mariena suddenly bursts into tears. This is the point where she wakes up. She is sitting in the arm-
chairin the dark, all numb, all alone. There’s no cake and no Mariena. And there will never be. Why did
she have to die? How could it happen? Ludmila didn’t even know how to arrange the funeral; some
of the women who worked with Mariena had to help her. They said a car had run her over. That may
be true but then something ought to have been done about it. An investigation should have been
launched, the perpetrator found. How did it happen? She wasn't able to find out anything. Nor did
she know who to ask.

From the Slovak original translated by Julia Sherwood
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Predposledny raz, ¢o ma vystrelili z dela

Predposledny raz ma vystrelili z dela vtedy, ked Odélia odiSla so synom. Pracoval som ako distic klie-
tok v rumunskom cirkuse, ktory prave dorazil do mesta. Levie klietky som mal hotové za polhodinu,
rovnako aj medvedie, ale tie slonie boli no¢na mora. Bolel ma chrbat a cely svet smrdel od hovna.
Mal som zniceny Zivot a smrad hovna sa k nemu hodil. Citil som, Ze potrebujem pauzu. Vyhliadol som
si miesto v rohu z vonkajSej strany klietky a usilal som si cigaretu. Ani som si predtym ruky neumyl.
Po par Slukoch som za sebou zacul malé strojené zakaslanie. Riaditel cirkusu. Volal sa 1Zo a cirkus
vyhral v kartdch. Stary Rumun, pévodny majitel cirkusu, mal tri krdlovné, ale IZo mal Styri. Rozpraval
mi ten pribeh v dert m6jho nastupu do préce. ,Kto potrebuje Stastie, ked vie podvadzat?” povedal
a Zzmurkol na mna. Bol som presvedceny, Ze mi IZo vynad3, lebo som si dal pocas prace prestavku, ale
vObec nevyzeral nahnevane.

,Povedz,” vravi mi, ,chces si [ahko zarobit tisicovku?” Prikyvol som a on pokracoval: ,Prave som bol
v karavane u IStvana, nasej [udskej delovej gule, a je Gplne namol. Nepodarilo sa mi ho zobudit a jeho
vystup zacina o Stvrthodinu...” Otvorend IZova dlari nakreslila vo vzduchu drahu strely, ktora mi jeho
trpasli¢imi prstami dopadla na celo: ,Dam ti tisicovku v hotovosti, ked to zariho vezmes.”

»ESte nikdy ma nevystrelili z dela,” opacil som a znovu si potiahol z cigarety.

JIsteZe ano,” tvrdil IZo, ,ked ta opustila Zena, ked' ti tvoj syn povedal, Ze ta uz nechce vidiet, lebo si
nula, ked'ti utiekol tu¢ny kocir. Pochop, aby si bol [udskou delovou gulou, nemusis byt ohybny, svizny
ani silny, iba dostato¢ne osamely a nestastny.”

,Nie som osamely,” namietol som.

.Naozaj?" zachichotal sa I70. ,Tak povedz, a sex vynechaj, kedy naposledy sa na teba niektord usmiala?”
Pred predstavenim ma obliekli do striebornej kombinézy. Spytal som sa starého klauna s obrovskym
cervenym nosom, Ci by som nemal dostat nejaké instrukcie, kym ma vystrelia. ,DoleZité je,” zamrm-
lal, ,uvolnit telo. Alebo ho napnt, jedno z toho. Nepamé&tdm sa presne. A tieZ treba dbat na to, aby
delo bolo namierené priamo dopredu a neminulo ciel.”

LA to je vSetko?” opytal som sa. Aj v striebornej kombinéze som smrdel slonim trusom. Riaditel cir-
kusu prisiel a potlapkal ma po pleci. ,Pamataj,” povedal mi, ,hned, ako ta vystrelia na ciel, vratis sa
na scénu, usmejes sa a poklonis. A keby ta, boZechran, nieco bolelo alebo dokonca budes mat cCosi
zlomené, musis to zadrzat vo vnitri, zamaskovat, aby to divaci nezbadali.”

Obecenstvo vyzeralo velmi Stastne. Tlieskalo klaunom, ktori ma tlacili do Ustia dela, a sekundu pred-
tym, nez zapalili rozbusku, sa ma vysoky klaun s kvetom, Co striekal vodu, spytal: ,Si si isty, Ze do toho
ides? Mas poslednd Sancu si to rozmysliet.” Prikyvol som a on povedal: ,Vies, Ze IStvan, nasa byvald
delova gula, je prave hospitalizovany v nemocnici s dvandstimi zlomenymi rebrami?”

.Nie,” nesthlasil som, ,je iba trochu opity. Spi vo svojom karavane.”

~on

«Ako myslis,” vzdychol si klaun so striekajdcim kvetom a zapalil zapalku.
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Spatne musim priznat, Ze delo bolo namierené v prilis ostrom uhle. Namiesto toho, aby som zasiahol
ciel, vyletel som nahor, pretrhol som natiahnutd stanovi plachtu a letel som plynule k nebu, vysoko
vysoko, tesne pod vrstvu Ciernych mrakov, ktord ho zakryvala. Letel som ponad opustené drive-in
kino, kam sme s Odéliou kedysi chodili na filmy; ponad ihrisko, kde sa ponevieralo par majitelov psov
so Suchotajdcimi igelitovymi vreckami, a bol tam aj maly Max, prave sa hral s loptou, a ked som letel
ponad neho, zdvihol zrak, usmial sa a zamdval mi na pozdrav. Na kraji Jarkonskej ulice, za smetnymi
koSmi amerického velvyslanectva, som zazrel Tigra, mojho tu¢ného koclra, ako sa snazi ulovit holu-
ba. O par sekiind, ked som pristél vo vode, sa histka [udi na plazZi postavila a zatlieskali mi, a ked som
vysiel zmora, mladé dievca s piercingom v nose mi podalo svoj uterdk a usmialo sa na mna.

Ked som sa vrétil na cirkusové nadvorie, mal som eSte mokré oblecenie a vsetko vokol uZ bolo pono-
rené do tmy. Stan bol prazdny a uprostred neho, vedla dela, z ktorého ma vystrelili, sedel IZo a pocital
peniaze v pokladni.

,Minul si ciel,” reptal, ,a nevratil si sa na klafianie, ako sme sa dohodli. Strhavam ti za to Styristo
Sekelov.” Podal mi par skrkvanych bankoviek, a ked pochopil, Ze si ich nevezmem, uprel na mna svoj
neoblomny vychodoeurdpsky pohlad a povedal: 0 Co ti ide, Clovele? Ber alebo nechaj tak!”

,Kasli na peniaze, 1Zo,” Zmurkol som nariho a prikrocil som k ustiu dela, ,urob kamoSovi laskavost
avystrel' ma znova.”

Z hebrejského origindlu preloZili Silvia Singer a Michal Vik



Fly Already

PT. sees him first. We're on our way to the park to play ball when he suddenly says, “Daddy, look!”
His head is tilted back and he’s squinting hard to see something far above me, and before | can even
begin to imagine an alien spaceship or a piano about to fall on our heads, my gut tells me that so-
mething really bad is happening here. But when | turn to see what PT. is looking at, all | notice is an
ugly, four-story building covered in plaster and air conditioners, as if it had some kind of skin disease.
The sun is sitting directly on it, slightly blinding me, and as I'm trying to get a better angle, | hear PT.
say, “He wants to fly.” Now | can see a guy in a white button-down shirt standing on the roof railing
looking straight at me, and behind me, PT. whispers, “Is he a superhero?”

But instead of answering him, | shout at the guy, “Don't do it!”

The guy stares at me and doesn’t answer. | shout at him again, “Don’t do it, please! Whatever brought
you up there must seem like something you'll never get over, but believe me, you will. If you jump
now, you'll leave this world with that dead-end feeling. That'll be your last memory of life. Not family,
not love—only defeat. But if you stay, | swear to you by everything | hold dear that your pain will start
to fade, and in a few years, the only thing left will be a weird story you tell people over a beer. A story
about how you once wanted to jump off a roof and some guy standing below shouted atyou...”
"What?” the guy on the roof yells back at me, pointing at his ear. He probably can't hear me be-
cause of the noise coming from the road. Or maybe it isn’t the noise, because | heard his “What?”
perfectly well. Maybe he's just hard of hearing. PT., who's hugging my thighs without being able to
encircle them completely, as if | were some kind of giant baobab tree, yells at the guy, “Do you have
superpowers?” but the guy points at his ear again as if to say he can’t hear, and shouts, “I'm sick of
it! Enough! How much can I take?” PT. shouts back at him, as if they were having the most ordinary
conversation in the world, “Come on, fly already!” And I'm starting to feel that stress, the stress that
comes with knowing that it's all on you.

I have it a lot at work. With the family too, but less. Like what happened on the way to Lake Kinneret,
when | tried to brake and the tires locked. The car started to skid along the road and | said to myself,
“Either you fix this or it's all over.” That time, driving to the Dead Sea, | didn't fix it, and Liat, the only
one not buckled in, died, and | was left alone with the kids. PT. was two and barely knew how to
speak, but Amit never stopped asking me, “When is Mommy coming back? When is Mommy coming
back?” and I'm talking about after the funeral. He was eight then, an age when you're supposed to
understand what it means when someone dies, but he kept asking. And even without the constant,
annoying questions, | knew that everything was my fault and wanted to end it all. Just like the guy
on the roof. But here | am today, walking without crutches, living with Simona, a good dad. | want to
tell the guy on the roof all about it, | want to tell him that | know exactly how he feels right now, and
that if he doesn't flatten himself like a pizza on the sidewalk, it'll pass. | know what I'm talking about,
because no one on this blue planet was as miserable as | was. He just has to get down from there and
give himself a week. A month. Even a yeat, if necessary.
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But how can you say all that to a half-deaf guy? Meanwhile, PT. pulls my hand and says, “He’s not
going to fly today anyway, Daddy, let’s go to the park before it gets dark.” But | stay where | am and
shout as loudly as | can, “People die like flies all the time, even without killing themselves. Don't do
it! Please don't do it!” The guy on the roof nods—it looks like this time, he heard something—and
shouts back at me, “How did you know? How did you know she died?” Someone always dies, | want
to yell back at him. Always. If not her, then someone else. But that won't get him down from there,
soinstead | shout, “There’s a kid here,” and point at PT., “he doesn’t need to see this.” Then PT. yells,

"

“Yes | do! Yes | do! Come on and fly already, before it gets dark!” It's December, and it really does get
dark early.

If he jumps, that'll be on my conscience too. Irena the psychologist at the clinic will give me that
“after you I'm going home” look of hers and say, “You're not responsible for everyone. You have to get
that into your head.” And I'll nod, because | know that the session ends in two minutes and she has
to pick up her daughter from day care, but it won't change anything because I'll have to carry that

"

half-deaf guy on my back, along with Liat and Amit's glass eye. | have to save him. “Wait there for me
I scream as loudly as | can. “I'm coming up to talk to you!”

“I can’t go on without her. | can’t!” he shouts back. “Wait a minute,” | yell, and say to P.T., “Come on,
sweetie, let's go up to the roof.” PT. gives an adorable shake of his head, the way he always does right
before he sticks the knife in, and says, “If he flies, we can see better from here.”

"Hewon'tfly,” I say, “not today. Let’s go up there just for a minute. Daddy has to tell the man something.”
But PT. persists. “So yell from here.” His arm slips out of my grasp and he throws himself down on the

Iu

ground, the way he likes to do to Simona and me at the mall. “Let’s race to the roof,” I say. “If we get

there without stopping, PT. and Daddy get ice cream as a prize.”

"

“Ice cream now,” PT. wails, rolling around on the sidewalk, “ice cream now!” | have no time for this
crap. | pick him up. He squirms and screams, but | ignore it and start running toward the building.
“What happened to the kid,” | hear the guy shout from the roof. | don’t answer and race into the
building. Maybe his curiosity will stop him for now. Maybe it'll keep him from jumping long enough
for me to get up to the roof.

The kid is heavy. It's hard to climb all those stairs when you're holding a five-and-a-half-year-old kid
in your arms, especially one who doesn’t want to go up the stairs. By the third floor, I'm completely
out of breath. A fat redhead who must have heard PT.'s screams opens her door a crack and asks who
I’'m looking for, but I ignore her and keep climbing. Even if | want to say something to her, | don't have
enough airin my lungs.

“No one lives upstairs,” she shouts after me, “it’s just the roof.” When she says “roof,” her shrill voice
breaks and PT.yells back at her in a tear-filled voice, “Ice cream now! Now!” | don’t have a free hand to
push open the door that should lead outside—my arms are full of P.T., who doesn't stop flailing—so
| kick it as hard as | can. The roof is empty. The guy who was on the railing a minute ago isn't there
anymore. He didn’t wait for us. Didn’t wait to find out why the kid was screaming.



"He flew,” PT. sobs, "he flew and because of you we didn’t see anything!” | start walking toward the
railing. Maybe he changed his mind and went back into the building, | try to tell myself. But | don't
believe it. | know he’s down there, his body sprawled on the sidewalk at an unnatural angle. | know it,
and | have a kid in my arms who absolutely should not see that because it'll traumatize him for the
rest of his life, and he’s already been through enough. But my legs take me to the edge of the roof.
It's like scratching a wound, like ordering another shot of Chivas when you know you've already had
too much to drink, like driving a car when you know you're tired, so tired.

Now that we're right at the railing, we start to feel the height. PT. stops crying and | can hear both
of us panting and the ambulance siren in the distance. It seems to be asking me, “Why? Why do you
need to see it? You think it'll change anything? Make anyone feel better?” Suddenly, the redhead’s
shrill voice commands me from behind, “Put him down!” | turn around, not really understanding
what she wants. “Put me down,” PT. shouts too. It always gets him going when a stranger butts in.
"He’s just a kid,” the redhead keeps saying, but her voice is suddenly cracked and soft. She’s on the
verge of tears. The sound of the siren is getting closer and the redhead starts walking toward me. “I
know you're suffering,” she says, “I know that everything is so hard. | know, believe me.” There's so
much pain in her voice that even PT. stops flailing and stares at her, mesmetrized. “Look at me,” she
whispers, “fat, alone. | had a child once too. You know what it is to lose a child? Do you have any idea
of what you're about to do?” Still in my arms, PT. hugs me tight. “Look at what a sweet child he is,”
she says, already close to us, her thick hand stroking PT.’s hair.

“There was a man here,” PT. says, fixing his huge green eyes, Liat's eyes, on her. “There was a man
here, but now he flew away. And because of Daddy, we didn’t see him.” The siren stops right under us
and | take another step toward the railing, but the redhead’s sweaty hand grabs mine—"Don‘t do it,”
she says, “please, don‘t do it.”

PT. has a scoop of vanillain a plastic cup. | order pistachio and chocolate chip in a cone. The redhead
asks for a chocolate milk shake. All the tables in the ice cream parlor are filthy, so | clean one for us.
PT. insists on tasting the milkshake and she lets him. She's called Liat too. It's a common name. She
doesn’t know about our Liat, about the accident; she doesn’t know anything about us. And | don't
know anything about her. Except that she lost her kid. When we left the building, they were putting
the guy’s body into the ambulance. Luckily, it was covered with a white sheet. One less image of a cor-
pse in my mind. The ice cream is too sweet for me, but PT. and the redhead look happy. With his cone
in one hand, he reaches out for her milkshake with the other. | don’t know why he always does that;
after all, he's still eating his ice cream, why does he need more? | open my mouth to say something to
him, but the redhead signals that it's okay and gives him her almost empty cup. Her son’s dead, my
wife’s dead, the guy on the roofis dead. “He’s so cute,” she whispers as PT. strains to suck up the last
drop of milkshake in the paper cup. He really is cute.

Translated by Sondra Silverston
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Pavel Kolmac¢ka (Ceska republika / Czech Republic)

sa narodil v roku 1962. Vystudoval elektrotechniku a religionistiku, ndboZenstvi archaickgch kultur

a pfirodnich ndrodd. Pracoval jako asistent v pramyslovém podniku, oSetfovatel, pfekladatel, redaktor, ucitel,
v soucasné dobé€ se Zivi kniznimi pfeklady, vijukou cizich jazykd, pastevectvim a vcelafstvim. Publikovat

zacal v osmdesdtijch letech v samizdatu, mimo jiné ve sborniku Bdsné in margine (1989) spole¢né s Ewaldem
Murrerem, Bohdanem Chlibcem a Miroslavem Salavou. Samostatné vydal bdsnické sbitky VIdl za mnou smésny
Sos (KDM a Vijtvarnd spolecnost KRUH, 1994, druhé vyddni Kalich, 1996), Vidél si, Ze jsi (Petrov, 1998), More
(Tridda, 2010), Wittgenstein bije Zdka (Tridda, 2014) a Zivot lidi, zvitat, rostlin, véel (Tridda 2018), denikovou
prézu Jedna véta (Revolver Revue, 2012) a romdn Stopy za obzor (Tridda, 2006).

was born in 1962. He studied Electrical Engineering and Religious Studies. He has worked as an assistant in an
industrial firm, a hospital orderly, a translator, editor, teacher; at present he makes a living translating books
and keeping bees. He started publishing samizdat editions in the 1980s, including the collection Bdsné (Poetry,
1989) with Eweald Murret, Bohdan Chlibec and Miroslav Salava. He has published his own poetry collections
Vldl za mnou smésnyg Sos (Ridiculous Tails Billowed Behind Me, 1994), Vidél jsi, Ze jsi (You Saw That You Were.
1998), More (Sea, 20170) Wittgenstein bije Zdka (Wittgenstein Beats a Pupil, 2074) and Zivot lidi, zvitat, rostlin,
vCel (Life of People, Animals, Plants, Bees, 2018), the prose diary Jedna véta (One Sentence, 201) and the novel
Stopy za obzor (Traces over Horizon, 2006).

Pavel Kolmacka
CZ



, 1O nebylo alergii, tati, nebyla to véc ndhody nebo vady. Ta noha se mi nastavila

uvnitf. Mdm vas rad, ale nemohu dal zit tady.”

.Ajesté tohle jsem vam chtél napsat:
Na dnesek se mi zdalo,

Ze se nas dim rozpadd a droli
ndpory Casu, Zivl(, chatrani,

tolik jsem se o vés bal, tati,

tolik jsem na vas myslil

a myslim na vas i ted,

chtél bych byt s vami.”

(Vichr v téch dnech vyvratil kfidlo vrat.
Nikomu neubliZilo,

spadlo v prijezdu

na baliky slamy.)

Dzip u vcelnice na kopci,
daleko od lidf,

se uz ani nehne,

nezakasl3,

shofel mu startér.

Krajina,

ticho,

krater.

Dzip u vcelnice na kopci,
daleko od lidi,

se uz ani nehne,
nezakasla,

shorel mu startér.

Krajina,
ticho,

krater.
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Privezli jsme tatu. chodr po domé, po zahrad§,
nemluvi. UZ nechce nic budovat, zasévat, myslet na budouci ¢as.
UZ se jen diva.

Vecer se rozhovofi, vypravi o otci, o matce, o matciné

otci, o détskych bolestech a hrach, je velmi soustfedén

vjiné dobé.

Pohlédne na nas: ,Kde jsem ted?”
Ukéze na Janu: A ona?”
Po chvili: ,PatFi k tobé&?”

Narodit se, nadychnout, okusit vé¢né.
Otepluje se, hucf

kvetouci bily strom.

Slibuje t¥esné.

Jako bychom tu uz nékdy byli.
Ta voda v sevieni svahd, stén.

MoZnd jsme na konci, skoro v cili,

zbyva jen pfebéhnout po mosté.

Jsem tak rdda, Ze jsi pfisel, synku. Tady fikali, Ze jsi umfel.

Kdo? Prece ty hlasy, které slySim. Poslouchej! Ted mluvi! Jak to, Ze je neslysis? Jsou zfetelné, jako
kdyZz mluvis ty.

Nedovedes si pfedstavit, co jsem vytrpéla. Puklo mi srdce., proto mé pfivezli. Krev mi st¥ikala z hru-
di jek z prasklého potrubi, byl to gejzir. Davali mi inflzi, a ja slysela, jak na de mnou kFi¢i: Zastavte
to! Zastavte to! Je uz pfece mrtva! A nékdo jiny namital: Jesté se nadechla! Nevzdavejme to!

Dycha! Nedychd! Dycha! Je jesté Zije!

Bylo to strasné.

Méla jsem v sobé sedm antén, témi mé sledovali. VSechny mi je ted sice vyoperovali, vidis, itak mé
sleduiji, i tak si mné povidaji.

Je toho moc na ¢lovéka. Musim si jit zas lehnout. Po prascich jsem malatna.

Ale podivej, ten park za oknem! Ty stromy! Ty pfenddherné kefe! Ta zelend trava!
Nemohu se vynadivat! AZ se ve mné vSechno svira! Takova krasa.”



,Jt was no allergy, dad, it was no matter of coincidence or defect.
It was a leg inside that tripped me.
I love you, but | can’t go on living here.”

“And | also wanted to write you this:

Last night | dreamed

that our house was falling apart and crumbling
from the ravages of time, the elements, decay,
| was so worried about you, dad,

I was thinking about you so much

and I'm thinking about you now, too,

I would like to be with you.”

(Strong winds those days tore off the side of the gate.
It didnt hurt anyone,

it fell into the driveway

on bales of straw.)
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Jeep at the bee-hives on the hill

far from people

it won't budge again,
it won't turn over,
starter’s burnt.

Countryside,
silence,
crater.

We brought dad over. He walks around the house, around the garden, not speaking.
He doesn’t want to build anything anymore, sow, think about the future. Now he just watches.

In the evening he starts to speak, talking about his father, his mother, about his mother’s father,
about childhood pains and games, he is very concentrated in another time.
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He looks at us: “Where am | now?”
He points at Jane: “And her?”
A moment later: “She belong to you?”

Be born, inhale, taste eternity.
It's warming up, the white
blossoming tree is buzzing,
promising cherries.

As if we had been here once before:
That water in the grip of slopes, walls.

Maybe we've reached the end, almost at the goal,

now just to run over the bridge.

“I'm so glad you've come, my son. Here they were saying you'd died. Who? You know, those voices |
hear. Listen! They're speaking now! As clear as when you speak.

You cannot imagine what | have suffered. My heart burst, that's why they brought me in. Blood was
spurting from my chest like from a busted pipe. They gave me an infusion, and | heard them shou-
ting over me: Stop it! Stop it! She’s already dead anyway! And someone else argued: She's still bre-
athing! Let's keep going! She’s breathing! She’s not breathing! She’s breathing! She’s still alive!

It was horrible.

| had seven antennas inside me, they observed me with them. They cut them all out of me, as you
see, but they watch me anyway, even now they’re talking about me.

It's a lot for a person. | have to go lie down again.

The pills make me dizzy.

But look, that park out the window! Those trees! Those glorious bushes! The green grass!

| cant stop looking at it! Until I'm all seized up inside!

Such beauty.”

From Czech originals translated by Nathan Fields
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Tep

Tvoja rada je bez kritického komentdra
Evokuije isty druh atmosféry

Je schopna vyjadrit vnitro veci
Mimovolne, a teda Gprimne

Prichddzam na miesto pravdy
Priestory st zaplnené

Slova v nezndmom jazyku mi unikajd

Nedokazem zachytit jeho tep

Dial6g

Nepovedal si prilis mnoho,

povedal si dost.

Si pripraveny ocitnit sa na zaciatku?
Bolest discipliny je inad ako bolest vycitiek.

Tento presny, konkrétny, pravdivy detail

zahfna Cast v celku,

ukazuje celok v Casti.

Povedal som ti prilis mnoho.
Nepovedal som ti dost.



Vzlet

Oslobodend od casu

piSem na mdr sveta

Vsetko prichddza Cisto a konkrétne
Je to zvlastna chvila

Vystupujem z privatneho do kolektivneho sna

trvalého hladu a smadu

Toto nie je pad
nijaky koniec

Treba len objasnit si¢asné alibi
a uskutocnit zatial

neznamy

bezpodmienecny

¢in

Izba

Namalovana na bielo
ta vita svojou pristupnostou

Caka na ml¢anie rana,
ked' sa vyriesi smerovanie tvojej prdzdnoty

Vo svojej podstate je
vodou

obmyvajlicou tvoj ostrov
Bez publika
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Cest la vie

Nahoda:

Jej vlastnostou je nikdy sa neopakovat v chronologickom poradi.
Hovoria tomu Zivot.

Hovoria tomu: Tak to je.

Slobodne a otvorene,
bez strachu,
v urcitej frekvencii zvyku.

Volne a pritom pevne.

Vsetko sa naucis v danej chvili,
vsetko pochopis neskor.

Stretol si uz archetyp?
Prihovorila sa ti tvojimi vlastnymi slovami?



Pulse

Your advice is not a negative one
It evokes a certain type of atmosphere

Itis able to express the very matter
Involutarily and honestly

I am coming to the place of truth
Every spot is taken

The words in the unknown language
are vanishing

| can’t feel its pulse

Dialogue

You haven’t said too much
you said enough

Are you ready to start from the square one?

The pain of discipline is unlike to the pain of remorse.

This perfect, specific, true detail

Includes a detail in the whole
shows the whole in the detail.

| have said too much.
| haven 't said enough.
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Take off

Saved from the means of time
I am writing on the wall of the world

All comes to me pure and distinct
Itis a special moment

| get off from the private into collective dream
of permanent hunger and thirst

This is not a fall

No final end

I only need to clarify current alibi
and implement

an unknown

unconditional

act

A Room

Covered in white
is welcoming you with its receptiveness

It has been waiting for silence of the morning
when your void addiction is finally unravelled

In its essence

it is made of water

washing the shores of your island
with zero spectators



Clest la vie

An accident:

It’s quality is: never to occur twice in the linear order.

They say: that is life.
They say: C'est la vie.

It comes as
Free and open
with no fear

with certain frequency of habit:

easy and tight
at the same time

You will learn everything at the given moment
You will understand all of that later

Have you met an archetype?
Has she spoken to you with your own words?

Translated by Daniela Kovdcikovd
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¢aka nés otvorené more

plava tu kamen ta ryba bez vesiel
viny sa ¢erenim kandla chvejd
vichrica svisti sta desivy sen

ani sa otocit pri ceste sadnut
ani sa nedotkndt nechytit ni¢
vsetko je hladké a makké jak nohy
nohy ¢o nimi zem nepospinis

~
=

len dym sa dviha k nebesiam
tam ktosi je je ktosi tam

~
=

zhorela svieca prestala hriat
v tme zhasla nesvieti nechodi viac

na piesen sviece tien tancoval ticho

vsetci vSak zomreli nezostal nikto

verte Ci neverte vdzne

obloha zosttpila na zem

a zrazu boli stipit na hviezdy na stélice

krikom plasit vrabce a mysliet si Ze hviezdy su klince

~
=

rozskocili sa lopticky na vSetky strany
mozno to nie su lopticky ale len vrany
roznofarebné bez n6h a zobdkov bez kridel
ja by som Cosi takéto len tazko vymyslel

~
=

bez nas je leto krdsne
kvety znejd zvucne zvoldvaju
noty skacu z kondra na konar ¢i snietku
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ajedna sprave spadla
rovno zo snietky na vtaciu klietku

tvoj svet je zahaleny do bielych Skvin
severné svetlo osocuje no¢nd tmu
zvon akosi Zalostne prosi o zmilovanie

bi kol'ko chces ale jazyk povie len tolko

~
=

otvdram dvere a tie sl zavreté
prah ml¢i ako vSetko ¢o

je medzi tu a tam

smradlavy dym sa vinie k nebesiam
ajaja stojim

odrdZzam sa tu v sivom skle
azanimvtme tam ktosi je

mozno on nie je ja

vdm mozno

moZnoZe vam

nik nikdy ni¢ neporozprava
tak smutno smutno bude vdm
ako keby vas prehltla krava

priSiel ¢as

na stole

ni¢ nezostalo

len prézdna skatulka

(len Skatulka s kostami ¢asu)

~
=

vsetko preslo
zostalo
len

... kolko



dalsia zasoba Casu

sa minula

biele medvede sa rozutekali
bez stopy

v mori zmizli ryby

hodiny nepotrebuju rucicky
ruci¢ky nepotrebujud ruky
chaluhy sa zacali tahat k oblohe
chceli ndjst vyssi zmysel

vSetko sa pomiesalo v Sialenstve
je ztoho hmyriaca sa masa
mravce bez mraveniska
modlitba bez urcenia

srdce bez tlkotu

puncovy Grad bez zlata

Zivot bez cudzej bolesti

pole bez cesti¢iek v iom

prave Sustavo preleteli kacky
nado mnou

to je skvelé vzduch je Cisty a vlasy tiez

hromady
prazdnych tanierov
nikdy nevideli
stopy jedla
neskriabaliich noze
nepichali vidlicky
st Cisté a dokonalé

~
=

v mlakach nie je ani kvapka oblohy
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In a forsaken hamlet

at the margin of the universe
someone lit up the candles
chilly souls

were gathering around them

every day

grey apples

fall on us
someone

high above us
forgot to patch
his holey pockets

~
=

a balloon burst over the altar
a golden coin fell

and lit up the candles

no one has ever

smiled here

alegless old man is kneeling
ayoung birch is licking off his tears
a snake is dreaming peacefully
in an old saint’s eye

waiting for its own

awakening

~
=

o!

if only

if only

(6}

was not so round



tears are falling down a tree

a child is crying in the nest
older day by day

drops of pitch

are dancing on his wings
tomorrow the child will awake
flies up

tomorrow it will vanish

~
=

someone’s fingers

are drumming on a tree
We can hear the sound
of a bell

We can hear the day

of the late evening

that's the late autumn
drumming with its fingers
on the head on a prophet

prayers cross through the eye
of a needle

with which angels are mending
broken windows

and thus

on their kneels

protect the world

against draught

of the universe

~
=

golden fish

are swimming up the stream
heavy logs over them

carry the sun in the basement
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some ancient birds

lit candles

are sitting down on the bank
and lead a sad

choir

hunchbacked hags

walking over golden fish

are bowing to the buried sun

~
=

a forgotten egg

is waiting for a touch
but there is no one
to unbutton

and set

the warm fingers free

~
=

I will stand at the verge

of my time

proud birds will pass by with their bayonets

up to the sky

leaving red scratches after them

on the earth

and bloodstained letters on the sky
birds will pass by again silently

on their wings

painting the scratches of time over
forbidding the movement

of hands in the neighbouring forest
but who will forbid the movement
of letters on the birds’ crossways?

Translated by Maridn Andricik
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Patos

Vtak z rodiny kormoranov, so zretelnou gulou
na drovni hltanu. Zravy. Rychlo plava.

Odkial sa berd knihy?

Knihy sa beri z renty, uteSuje Baska.
Knihy sa beri

s knih; s radom cislic koluje
novd osdbka.

Mohla by si vycestovat na Stipendium.
Mohla by som - ist za pracou do Luxemburgu.

Cakal by ma tam mrazeny $penét, lesy a zakrtizkovani Franctizi.
O poctivej praci uz nechcem ani pocut.

Portos

Priestor ozivuju: kvetindce, dobrodruZzstva, pastely.
Mna oZivuji: hormény, filmy, muzi.
Ni¢ neospravedIni nasilie.

No nasilie sa ospravedIiiuje samo -
ako kazda mlada jednotka, odkedy je to mozZné.
Stalo sa moznym.

Svaté hovno

Ktoré sme importovali zo zahranicia,
aby sme vyzerali krajSie - V ktorom sa nemdzeme prezerat,

Neskor boli redakéné kontakty.
Darek Foks: Co robi spojka



lebo sa v iom neodrazaju ¢rty na toskanskej terakote a novej simonelle.
Ktoré nemozno prezerat, lebo pohlcuji jeho tvar,

zatemnené oknd a tmavé vyklady. - Ktoré nevieme chytit ako mola,
rozgniavit jeho larvy,
a dokazat si, ¢o sme si predtym nedokazovali.

Ktoré nepoznd slova inak, iba zabezpeéené vydychom, a to nie st dobré filtre.

Ktoré sa nelepia k nasim slovam, ale k nasim rukdm
(V ¢om, pravdaZe, pripominaju dieta).

Ktoré sme importovali zo zahranicia, aby sme vyzerali krajsie.

Kultdra po rozvode

MoZno si to predstavit napriklad takto: jeme zemiaky a slané maslo,
stéle pokracuiju pridlhé prazdniny v Lotrinsku.

Miestne kostoly ma zaujimaji ovela viac
ako miestni muzi.

MoZno by si radila tak ako predtym -
dodrZiavat nejaké terminy, prispdsobit ich kohosi o¢akdvaniam.

(Francesca, opalené dievca z jachtarskeho druZstva,
radila postavit sa na vahu kazdé rano)

Preckaju najcitlivejsi
Zltkavé ovce. Chlapci obrasteni Stetinami. Chlapci, €o siich oholilj,

napriek tomu, Ze nedavno si na ne zvykli. VSetci obyvatelia severnych oblasti.
Urcitd cast z juznych.

Nikto z roztrZitych.
Mozno niekto zo zvedavcov. (Pochybujem.)

Nijaké vtaky, ¢o serl vapno. Urcite nie Zeny, ktoré sa doteraz zdobili pierkami.
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Ramienko

Jednotlivé basne treba publikovat. Viem, Ze zo mnia hovori Elena Ceaucescu, a nie
prijemng, citliva Polka.

Polky st citlivé, lebo dostévaju lekcie tohto umenia tym najlepsim spésobom:
pravidelne a bez varovania.
Spoza okna je u nds kadejako. Ale dnu - poukladané.

(zo zbierky Szaber, 2014)

Demokracia, harmoénia obchodov

Coraz menej si pamatam: kavu drahsiu ako zvycajne,

bali¢ek orechov, Start z primestského

letiska. Ze niekomu nevychadzaji obchody, Ze Zeny

muzom berd, ¢o im zverili.

Do nového domova som pozvala: pridelend pracu, kolegyriu, minulost, na nej plombu.
Aty na to: Akceptujem vSetky tvoje ndpady a hosti.

InSpektori kniZocky

Budu chciet volty.
To ni¢, zachrdnia ma tvoji ludia.
Jeden Clovek. Okuliarnik, zasran.

(Zo zb. Kord, 2017)

Rozmery

Dvaja Briti sa skldnajd nad pavikom.
Jeden by chcel hned - medzinarodnd kariéru. Druhy - mentolku Halls.

Dnes v noci si sa ma pokusal zbavit



eSte neZ som zaspala. Bolo to prechodné. (Jeden z priechodov pod mestom
ma v nazve prirastok, rastie
vo fragmentoch). Maso paviika je z vaty. Som zvedav3, ¢i bude stacit na tampdn.

Histéria telefénnych budok

Musim povedat, Ze som si ta vzala so sebou,

[ahsie sa zviniem

pred spankom, ako medeny kabel. Ulahcujes pocivanie: krty, plafény, kominy
liehovaru.

Nie kominy - sprchy.

Vdaka tebe chodim

na stanicu a vdaka tebe nechodim.

Vedu tu nehybné tabulky.

Ide o toto: odolnost vlastného materidlu.

(Zo zb. Karapaks, 2020)

Prelozil Karol Chmel
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Spoils

Some women advise, before you go, to collect what's scattered.
Pajamas. Plums, yellow and small like forbidden babies.
Slippers in a pattern that pleases the eye, not gaudy.

But - don't collect the abandoned
at the scene of a crash. Don't lay them by. Give them a year
to sober up.

If a year's too little, you can double it. Not at their request.

(The results are clear jars that hold both fruit and vinegar)

Only Fragile Left Alive

Yellowish sheep. Guys covered in bristle. Guys with it shaved,
contrary to recent custom. All inhabitants of the northern counties.
Part of the southern ones.

None of the forgetful.
Maybe one of the curious. (I doubt it)
No birds that shit lime. For sure, no women, who till now flaunted feathers.

If we eat asparagus

That means Poland'’s thinning out.

(Population)
There's more of something else. (An unexpected rash of long-legged girls)

If we eat asparagus, that means from 1, it's May. You can’t eat peaches.
In the blood, no flow of stress hormones.
But probably others.



Kalos

A body fragment.
(There's no body but in fragments, the doctor traced on my sick note)

Can we see?
(You can, the kids agree)

Looking at it, their faces touch their fingers.
You prefer to turn round? But that's like baulking

at paying into the PTA fund, PA system in the auditorium, and the field
scattered with clinker.

(Kids don't want to fuck anything up and don't have to)

Translated from Polish original by David Malcolm

79



Eva Maliti Franova (Slovensko / Slovakia)

narodend 1953, prozaicka a dramaticka, literdrna historicka a kriticka, prekladatelka. Debutovala knihou
noviel Krpaty vrch (1994). Vydala zbierku poviedok Pod jazdeckou sochou (2011), romdn Kustédi//Arianina
kniha (2017, v ¢eskom preklade Arianina ztracend kniha, 2020), romdn O prijemngch pocitoch (2021). Autorka
tspesnych divadelngch hier (Krcheri Nesmrtelng, Jaskynnd panna, Hra nevedomia a dalSie), vydanyjch knizne
(Hry, 2007). Napisala vedecké diela: Symbolizmus ako princip videnia (1996, v nemeckom preklade 2014),
Tabuizovand prekladatelka Zora Jesenskd (2008), Andrej Belyj/celistvost v mnohosti (2018).

Na konte md viaceré preklady z ruskej a osetskej literatiry: zbornik dramatiky ruského symbolizmu Ruskd
symbolistickd drdma/Viaceslav Ivanov, Fiodor Sologub, Alexander Blok (1997), romdny Peterburg (2001, 2003,
2020) a Strieborny holub (2018) ruského spisovatela Andreja Belého, antoldgia osetskej prézy VeZe rozprdvaji
(1989), prerozprdvanie osetskych bdji o nartskijch hrdinoch Nartsky epos (1983, 2018).

(1953) is a novelist, playwright, translator, literary historian and critic. She debuted with the book of novelettes
titled Krpaty vrch (A Tiny Little Hill, 1994). She has published the collection of short stories Pod jazdeckou
sochou (Under the Equestrian Statue, 2071) and two novels; Kustédi//Arianina kniha (Custodians//Ariana’s
book, 2017, also translated into Czech as Arianina ztracend kniha, 2020) and O prijemngch pocitoch (About
Pleasant Feelings, 2021). She is the author of numerous successful plays, including Krcheri Nesmrtelny (Krcheri
the Immortal), Jaskynnd panna (The Cave Virgin), Hra nevedomia (The Play of the Unconscious) etc., which
have been staged in Slovak theatres (Slovak Chamber Theatre, Martin; Slovak National Theatre, Bratislava;
Alexander Dukhnovych Theatre, PreSov; Studio 12, Bratislava) and abroad (Immigrant’s Theatre, New York,
USA; Komedie Theatre, Prague, Czech republic; New Drama Theatre, Perm, Russia), along with being published
in a book form under the title Hry (Plays, 2007). She has written multiple scientific works: Symbolizmus

ako princip videnia (Symbolism as a Principle of Vision, 1996, also published in German, 2014), Tabuizovand
prekladatelka Zora Jesenskd (The Taboo Translator Zora Jesenskd, 2008), Andrej Belyj/celistvost (v) mnohosti
(Andrei Bely/Wholeness in/of Plurality, 2018).

She is the author of several translations from Russian and Ossetian literature: a Russian symbolist drama
collection Ruskd symbolistickd drdma (1997) by Vyacheslav Ivanov, Fyodor Sologub and Alexander Blok, novels
Peterburg (2001, 2003, 2020) and Strieborny holub (The Silver Pigeon, 2018) by the Russian writer Andrei
Bely, an anthology of Ossetian prose VeZe rozprdvaiji (Towers Talk, 1989) and a retelling of Ossetian myths
about Nart heroes (The Nart Epos, 1983, 2018).

Eva Maliti Franova
SK



O prijemnych pocitoch

(aryvok)

Zacula mily dievéensky hlas, prihovéral sa jej vo francizstine, hoci zdaleka nie dokonalej:
»Bon jour, madame fille d'un comte. Tak sa tesim!”

+Aj ja sa tesim,” odpovedala Louise milému hlasu. V duchu sa usmiala. Vedela, Ze to je Grétka, asi
SestnastroCnd slecna, s ktorou sa uz niekol'kokrat stretli u jej rodicov Sonnenfeldovcoy, ale aj inokedy.
Grétka mala v Skole francizstinu a bolo prijemné si s fiou po franctzsky pokonverzovat, mala ,rozvia-
zany” jazyk. Otocila hlavu k ohrade, odkial prichadzal hlas a kde sa rozprestierala sonnenfeldovska
chmelnica. Grétka mala na zvinenych vlasoch klobdcik. Divala sa na fiu Skdrou medzi dvomi kolmi.
,Dobré rdno, Grétka. Kde ste sa tu vzali, ako to, Ze nespite? Alebo... Grétka, ved vy mate predsa skolu!”
,SU prazdniny. Dnes bola ¢udna noc, najprv dusno, maminka na noc zatial nedovoli otvarat okna.
A ked som si to svoje nadrdnom otvorila, celkom ma prebralo Cvirikanie vrabcov. Akoby niekto pustil
naplno radio. Vysla som von a vidim, Ze je to tu stokrat krajSie nez doma v posteli. Teraz vsak vyspe-
vujid iné vtaciky, takyto krasny spev je pre mna ako balzam na dusu,” dodala s nddychom sebalttosti.
Vam treba balzam, Grétka? Co to hovorite?”

.Ni¢, pani gréfka. A nemusite mi vykat, predtym ste mi tykali. Pani gréfka, mam v dusi chaos.”

,Ale z Coho?”

»Tym vds nebudem zataZovat...”

.Prepdcte... prepdc, ak som bola dotierava...”

.To vobec,” pokritila Grétka hlavou. ,Smiem preliezt za vami, pani gréfka? Tu je jedno také miesto...”
Chcela dievcatu asporni poradit, aby do parku voslo cez branu, ktord bola celkom blizko, ale Grétka
sa uz nedala zastavit, prehodila nohu cez ohradu a zoskocila medzi kriky. V prechadzke pokracovali
spolocne.

Do tejto chvile si vychutnavala moZnost zahlbit sa do vlastnych myslienok, zaoberat sa sebou a svo-
jim dielom, v duchu si planovat dnesny program a zadroven preskakovat k romanovému deju. Dodr-
Ziavala zdsadu vyhybat sa predpoludnim komunikéacii so svojim okolim, aby sa nerozpfchli myslienky,
ktoré drZala pokope silnou koncentraciou. VSetko to bolo v okamihu pre¢, Grétka v nej rozvirila udr-
ziavanu hladinu pokoja, celou svojou bytostou ddvala najavo, Ze sa chysta na velky prehovor.
,Dobre, Grétka, tak vrav. Co sa stalo? Co je to za chaos v tvojej mladuckej dugi?”

Grétka akoby ¢akala prave na tuto otdzku.

»Pani gréfka, smiem vam to porozpravat? Nechcela by som vas obtaZovat...”

».Samozrejme, Ze smies, Grétka, ak mam, pravdaZe, tvoju déveru...”

Grétka sa zohla a odtrhla z rasiacej travicky drobny Stvorlistok.

,Tu mate pre Stastie, pani gréfka. Vy ho ddvate vsade, aj do knihy, ¢o ste venovali maminke, ste taky
nakreslili.”

LAch, Stvorlistok! To je milé...” poteSila sa Louise. ,Tak spusti, Grétka. Z coho je ten chaos?”
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JViete, pani grofka, ja som zaltibena.”

,Zaltibena?!”

Louise pocitila zvlastnu radost zo zaltGbenosti mladého dievcata. Na td svoju ¢asto spominala, bola
tou najkrajSou spomienkou, lebo patrila k mladosti, ked'je ¢lovek zallibeny stale. Rozpamatala sa aj
na to, ako si predsavzala, Ze laska uz bude len jej spomienkou, avsak Paul dokazal jej predsavzatie zru-
Sit. Ldbila ho.,,No ale... o je na tom zlé?” za¢udovala sa nahlas. ,Laska je predsa nddherna. Je to ten
najlepsi dovod pre radost, nie pre chaos v dusi...” Upokojovala dievca, nechcela ho, o sa tyka lasky,
obrat oiltzie. S ismevom sa opytala: ,A smiem vediet, ¢i pozndm toho Stastlivca?”

,Neviem, Ci je aZ taky Stastny. Asi ho nepoznate, ved ani ja ho eSte nepoznam, osobne ho nepozndm,
zatial' sme spolu nikdy nehovorili. Chodi do chlapéenského gymnazia a ja do dievéenského. No obcas
sa vidime. Ale predtym, ked sme sa prechadzali po Skolskom dvore, ten mame spolocny, tak sme sa
na seba divali. On na mna pozeral tak uprene, az som nevedela, ¢o so sebou.”

Pacila sa jej Grétkina bezprostrednost, s poteSenim sa vcitovala do jej tizobného stZenia. To vSetko
zazila, kedysi ddvno, ked bola sama dievca. A predstavila si svoju Alexandru, aj ona mozno preziva
nie¢o podobné...

,Dobre, no a ten chaos?”

,Lebo sa vsetko domotalo, pani gréfka. Vy ste spisovatelka, viete vela o Zivote, vsetkému rozumiete,
mohli by ste mi poradit...”

«Myslis, ako Celit chaosu? Najprv musim vediet, ¢o sa stalo.”

Grétka zacala zloZito vykladat, ako sa s chlapcom na seba pozerali a on sa kazdy deri na fiu dival ¢oraz
ndstojcivejsie, az kym sa nezverila spoluziacke. A vtedy sa ukazalo, Ze prave ta spoluZiacka, dokonca
kamardtka sa s nim za Grétkinym chrbtom niekolkokrat stretla, Co Grétke prezradila ind spoluziacka.
A nielen to, musela mu nieco cudné povedat, Grétka v3ak netusi, ¢o by to mohlo byt. No chlapec
teraz na fu hladi ina¢, s akymsi chladom, dokonca aZ s nenavistou... Louise z Grétkinho rozpravania
usudila, Ze pojde zrejme o libostnu intrigu. Dotycna kamaratka, ktora mala vsetky informécie, Grétku
ociernila, mozno mu povedala, Ze nie je jedinym objektom jej tizZob, ktovie... Ale nechcela dievca este
viac znepokojit a radSej ni¢ nekomentovala.

LAk je to laska,” povedala zmierlivo, ,len tak sa nevypari do vzduchu.”

A hned'si zacala vycitat trochu drsny obrat vo vete, v ktorej lasku prirovnala k pare... No zdalo sa, Ze
Grétka si ni¢ nevsimla, tvarila sa povzbudene a vyzvala Louise, aby jej porozpradvala o romane, ktory
pise. UZ vedela, Ze titul je Postel' s nebesami.

e u

.Dobre, Grétka, ja ti budem radit v Idske a ty mne v pisani,” povedala Louise.



Transformations
(The extract)

That late evening, almost night in fact, they were waiting at the bus stop under the bridge for the
last bus. There were six of them. A group of four young people standing under the only neon street
light that was working, casting its cold, pale light into the surrounding darkness, where a little way
off a middle-aged couple, man and wife, were sitting at either end of a bench. All of them, including
the two on the bench, were sipping something to drink. The young people were in high spirits, no
doubt they had just emerged from one of Bratislava's cheery pubs hidden somewhere underground,
and the married couple were really tipsy, slumped on the bench in a state of stupor to which they had
been driven not only by alcohol, but also by a difficult decision that would seriously affect their lives.
The state they were in matched that of the darkened city, which looked as in wartime, for there were
no other lamps lit far and wide. The city was so bent on saving that not even an enemy bomber flying
overhead would realize it was a town. In the darkened town, however, people felt strangely safe living
their secret lives. Only the foursome playing around under the only neon lamp might make a good
target for the crew of the military aircraft.

There was something strange about the young people. It's not quite true to say they were standing
under the lamp; they were not standing, but running about excitedly, flitting here and there, attrac-
ted to the neon light. With arms and legs shooting in all directions, it looked as if they were flying.
Like incarnated flies or night moths. And one thing was even stranger. All this time nothing was
said, not a word uttered, but the husband and wife, accustomed to perceiving with their ears, heard
something, a sound, a buzzing or humming, like that of an electric pylon in a silent forest in winter.
However, they only agreed on this later; that time under the bridge they were listening attentively
without saying a word and in their tense concentration their stupor slowly slipped away. In actual
fact they did not hear anything, that was not possible; they just registered it subliminally by means
of reflexes, as if they had a bat’s sensors on their heads. That night they were unusually perceptive,
like blind bats about to fly off into the darkness. Not blind in fact, for they were not blind. They im-
mediately checked their bat-like perceptions with their ordinary human eyesight and independent
of each other realized that the four were dumb or maybe even deaf mutes. That was why they were
so highly charged and lively, far livelier than other people. And they began to understand them, even
without words.

After all, they too were dumb. Following the terrible row that had broken out between them in the
pub on the subject of divorce, they had stopped speaking to each other. They were deaf as well,
quite deafto the demands of the other. They sat next to each other, deaf and dumb, deep misunder-
standing in their heads and a dearth of love in their hearts. At the bus stop, however, they had both
unexpectedly begun to be fascinated by the group of four. It was made up of two pairs, a tall, slim
young man with an equally slim partner and a thickset, shorter man with a plumpish young woman.
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It appeared that she was the one causing this restless vibration, this strange tension among the four.
Because in their restlessness was tension, it seemed to emit a charge that spreading around them
like that of high voltage power pylons. The girl whirled around, vibrating her pretty little curved body,
prancing from place to place on her short legs and lightly touching her companions, making all of
them vibrate together in the same rhythm. The couple on the bench became even more alert. It was
clear that the buxom girl wanted something very much and she wanted it more and more; she esca-
lated the vibration, dragging the other three into the vortex of her desire and they circled around her
as if she, and not the neon lamp, was the main source of light. She drove them faster and faster as if
what she wanted had to be achieved before the arrival of the last bus. All this in absolute silence, in
total muteness. Although the man and the woman had the gift of speech, they were so angry with
each other they had stopped using it. But the same question haunted both their minds: ,What is it
that young woman wants so very much?”

And the plump young woman really did want something. She was putting her heart and soul, every
bit of her, into showing that she wanted something and that she must get it now. She smiled provo-
catively, completely soundlessly, rolled her eyes, stretched and shook herself, licked her lips and lo-
oked ecstatic every time she touched one of the men. The two on the bench observed in wonder her
transparent provocation. Then maybe thanks to the alcohol they had drunk, their wonder turned to
admiration, they became more cheerful, but each separately. They suddenly felt a sort of unexpected
pleasure in living, but blinded by hard feelings they didn't know what to do with it. They preferred
to remain curious: would the plump girl get what she so much wanted? Both of them thought it was
just sex, but after a while they realized that she wanted something more. In the end they guessed
what it was. The young woman had contrived a daring plan, she wanted an exchange, an ordinary
exchange of partners; it's the fashion nowadays, swingers is what they call it. However, the plump
girl probably didn't know that, because she had just contrived it in her own head. The four under the
neon lamp were to be mutually unfaithful, because that was her idea. The plump girl as a director of
life, as a little God. Her rare straightforwardness amazed the man and woman on the bench, but they
immediately realized that in a world without words everything has to be far more straightforward
than with us. That is why the deaf and dumb are usually beautiful and they have clear, smooth faces.
They are not shackled by speech and they needn’t pretend at all. The martied couple were silent at
that moment too, but they could hardly be called beautiful. Their faces were still twisted in anger, an
anger that shackled everything pleasant within them.

Trasnslated by Heather Trebatickd



Guillaume Métayer (Francidzsko / France)

narodil sa v PariZi v roku 1972, je vedecky pracovnik v CNRS, bdsnik a prekladatel. Okrem pisania poézie
(naposledy Libre jeu/Volnd hra, Caractéres 2017, s predslovom Michela Deguyho) a kritickgch eseji (napriklad
Nietzsche et Voltaire/Nietzsche a Voltaire, Flammarion 2071, alebo o preklade A comme Babel / A ako Babylon,
s predslovom Marca de Launay, La Rumeur libre, 2020) prekladd z madarciny sticasnych bdsnikov

a spisovatelov (Istvdn Kemény, Krisztina Tdth...), ale aj modernistickgch a romantickgch autorov (Gyula Kridy,
Attila Jozsef, Sdndor Petdfi...), takisto prekladd z nemciny (Franz Kafka, zobrané bdsne Friedricha Nietzscheho,
sti¢asnd rakuska poézia...) a zo slovin&iny (Ales Steger). Je Elenom redakéného vijboru Easopisov PoGSie a Place
de la Sorbonne. Na parizskej Sorbone vedie aj ateliér bdsnického pisania.

was born in Paris in 1972. He is a researcher at CNRS, a poet and a translator. Aside from writing poetry (his
most recent book being Libre jeu / Free Play, Caractéres 2017, foreword by Michel Deguy) and critical essays
(e.g. Nietzsche et Voltaire / Nietzsche and Voltaire, Flammarion 2071, A comme Babel / A like Babylon,

La Rumeur libre, 2020), he also translates. From Hungarian, he translates not only contemporary writers and
poets (e.g. Istvdn Kemény, Krisztina Téth), but also modernists and romantics (e.g. Gyula Kridy, Attila Jézsef,
Sdndor Petdfi). He also translates from German (Franz Kafka, the collected poems of Friedrich Nietzsche,
contemporary Austrian poetry, and more) and from Slovenian (Ales Steger). He is a member of the editorial
committee of the magazines PoGSie and Place de la Sorbonne. He also teaches poetic writing at the Sorbonne.

Guillaume Métayer
Fr



Piesky

Vsetky piesky sveta zrazu ustdpili.

A zarezy sveta sa tym vyrovnali.
Najdavnejsie zmatky sa porozpletali,
tie prvé uviazli, prvé skameneli.

Vsetky piesky sveta zrazu ustdpili.

Zozadu sa roji dobytok aj levy,
dlha procesia jazdcov i pesiakov,
nekoneény zdstup nehybnych sa zjavil,

ked piesky sveta nakoniec ustdpili,

spod zeme nekonecny dav sa vyliahol,
celd zem sa hemZi ludskymi telami,
kaZdy sa prebudil, kazdy sa posilnil,

z piesocného spanku naraz sa vymanil.

~
~

Vsetci zlozZili zbrane, odkedy padol cas.

Cinska princezna z 20. storocia sa znova stretne s pribuznymi zo 17,
dovolia jej prekrocit hranicu a zoznamit sa s predkami.
Ti, ¢o si mysleli, Ze vzisli z ni¢oho, konecne spoznaj
otcov, rytierov z armady Velkého Krala,

i bratancov na babylonskom dvore.

A vsetci si m6Zu rozpravat o meandroch casu,

ked ho smu zrazu vyrovnat

a sledovat ho ako Zilkovanie listov

alebo ruky, ked' sa ku vSetkému opat prilozi!

Mdr, o ktory sa cely Zivot opierali,

konecne odhali tajnd strbinu,



pohrebni miestnost, kde sedi prvy z rodu.
Dlazdice odstidené napadanym pieskom

k prasklindm vnutri krypt, sa odsunu

a tisickam deti vratia rodicov,

ich rodicov z Egypta aj Grécka. Dnes

je kazdy znova na poriadku,

zlociny splatené, paste uvolnené,

cez vSetky oceany si kazdy gratuluje,

vsetci vSade chodia, opat sa vracaju, pribytok nachadzaju
v hordch aj na dundch,

neveriac vlastnym ociam, Ze naozaj nastal zlom
a velky vietor ich pozvolna zachranil pred ¢asom.

Mladého

Seminar vzdy musi predchddzat bazénu. Jedna, vraj, nerovnovaha na desat rokov, vybalansovat jedno
pochybenie potrva tridsat. Zdmok sa stava tdborom. Ked' uZ je chvilkové dobrodruZstvo v kalendari,
premeni sa na rdhanie a ist dalej po autach je idedl. Zachrénia to jedine Michéle Morgan s Jeanom
Gabinom, za sekundu, za rok: bezuzdny potlesk. Podunajské hrozna su prili$ zelené, croissanty prisu-
ché, kostymy s nevkusne blyskavym lemom. SInko vo velknihe prehrdva, nadlho, v pretlacani rukou,
pretoZe rovny strih vlasov je pat rokov pozadu, rosettské dosky na rusky spdsob nikto nerozIisti, imo-
bilizér na volante by mohol byt na krku, a ¢lovek sa aj tak nezoznamuje v miestnostiach z katalégu.
Pococuranteho si treba predstavit mladého.

Pozdiz

Jedného diia som sa rozhodol ist pozdiz. Sledovat rie¢ny tok ulic na vietkych bulvéroch okrihleho
stroja. Urobit si, s rukou vo vrecku, z ramena oblicik. Strcit si do dst flasu s cumlom, opustit skeptic-
ké soptenie a kumulus. Sadndt si k holubom, nétit si Newtonov zékon posirovanymi o¢ami. Pohfdat
vlastnym krikom. Styridsat rokov sa plavit popri pobreZi. Nadigiel ¢as zistit, kto nakreslil pismena do
rosy. Zvolit si td najstrasidelnejsiu hypotézu, pridat sa k pridu. UZ nemetat.

Z francuzstiny preloZila Mdria Ferencuhovd

87



88

Sands

All of the sands in the world have been swept over

And all of the trenches have been levelled

The oldest submerged are cleared

The oldest mud-logged the greatest petrified

All of the sands in the whole world have receded

Behind them the oxen the lions re-emerge

The stream of riders and pedestrians

Of motionless figures, an innumerable troop swelled its ranks
When the sands of China receded

The innumerable subterranean passages are revealed

The earth, all mankind’s, is at last disentangled

Each is woken, each is refreshed

From the sand’s deep sleep each is delivered

A wind has infiltrated the dungeons of the earth

The underground North Wind has blown five thousand years
Shackles are worn and fetters are fallen

Statues and men

Have been liberated

Since then

The twentieth-century Chinese princess rediscovers the seventh century relations
Each has given up arms since time itself'is fallen

Each may cross the border and meet and greet ancestors

Each who believed himself born of nothing discovers himself anew
Father cavalrymen in the Great King's army

Or cousins at the Babylonian court

And they tell tales to one another of the meanders of time

Now that they can lay it down flat

And trace its veins like on a leaf

Like on a hand that join up everywhere !

The wall they leaned against their whole lives over

At last revealed itself a secret passage

From the death chamber where grandfather works.



The slabs, condemned by falls of sands,

Into the fissures of hypogea, while flowing,
Have restored relatives to thousands of infants,
Their ancestors from Egypt or from Greece. For
Since time is deceased everyone is in season,
Crimes erased and fists freed

Mutual congratulations span the oceans

People come and go accommodation found all over
In the mountains and in the dunes

No one quite believing that’s all it took

That the wind could slowly rescue us from time.

Translated by Siofra Pierce
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Jana Micenkova (Slovensko / Slovakia)

narodend 1980, vystudovala odbor scendtistika a dramaturgia na FAMU v Prahe. Za svoju divadelnd hru
Nekrogames ziskala Cenu slovenského literdrneho fondu za najlepsi dramaticky text (2013) a cenu pre mladych
dramatikov VEJK AP (2012). Debutovala zbierkou poviedok Sladky Zivot (2018), ktord bola nominovand na
cenu Anasoft litera. Za dramaticky text Rekonstrukcia pripadu Janko Rybdrik ziskala 2. miesto v stitaZi DRAMA
(2019). Jej dalsi dramaticky text Mindfuck vysiel v zborniku st¢asnijch dramatickijch textov GREEN DRAMA
(2020). Jej druhd kniha je psychologicky romdn Krv je len voda (2021), ktory sa venuje analyze vzniku ndsilného
¢inu a rozkladu dysfunkcnej rodiny.

(1980), first studied Slovak Language and Literature in PreSov and then Scriptwriting and Dramaturgy

in Prague, where she founded the independent Nekroteatro (www.nekroteatro.cz) ensemble in 2013. She has
been the theatre’s director ever since. Her play Nekrogames won the Slovak Literary Fund awatrd for the Best
Dramatic Text of 2013, as well as the VEJK AP 2012 young dramatists’ award. Her story with the same title won
the ‘Poviedka 2012" short story competition. Her novella NajkrajSie roky (The Most Beautiful Years) won the
special jury prize in the DEBUT 2012 literary competition. The collection of short stories Sladky Zivot (Sweet Life,
2017) is her full-length prose debut, and the book Krv je len voda (Blood Is Just Water, 2021) is her first novel.

Jana Micenkova
SK



Uryvok z romdanu Krv je len voda

Matka si predstavuje, ¢o vSetko sa v blizkej budicnosti (ked uz s nimi Otakar B. hru naskidsa), bude
pisat v divadelnych kritikdach: Zndma herecka opat dokazala svoj talent... Odmicala sa, aby sa vynorila
s novym eldnom... Jej precizny herecky vykon a remeselnd dokonalost je nieco, ¢o sticasnému diva-
delnému svetu chybalo... Na scénu sa vrétila skuto¢na DIVA... alebo Diva opét zaZiarila!

Bude sa, samozrejme, hovorit aj o Romanovi, ktory jej bude nélezite vdacény, ved mozno ho potom
tiez angaZuju vo velkom divadle... O to viac ju bude zboZriovat. Potom budd uz len so smiechom spo-
minat na minulost v trdpnom divadielku Pampadam, no a vo findle sa s Romanom daji dohromady!
Ano, vietko chce ¢&as, je rozhodne lepsie chodit s hercom neZ s reZisérom. Lebo Zit s hercom, to st
nekoneéné diskusie o postavach. Zit s hercom, to je vinko v posteli a debaty nad textom aZ do réna.
Zit s hercom, to st bohémske vecierky pre reZisérov, dramaturgov, scénografov a dalSich hercov. Zit
s hercom, to je sex vasnivy ako na javisku, zaroven vzajomna licta a pochopenie boZzského poslania!
Matka si predstavuje, ako s Romanom sedi v ich spoloénej kuchyni, pijd vino z kristalovych poharov,
diskutuijd, milujd sa a jedia pizzu z krabice. (Lebo na varenie a iné zbytoc¢nosti nie je predsa ¢as, také
hlGposti sa vich GZasnej domacnosti nepestujd!)

V osudny den premiéry sa matka citi ako superman. Mohla by upiect kola¢, dnes zvladne vsetko, byt
uZitocnd pre domdacnost aj pre kultirno-umeleckd obec. Vytvori akési cesto, nejakd mika, nejaké
vajce, olej, ¢i cukor, ¢i €o... samotné hladanie danych ingrediencii je vyCerpavajlce. Keby sa v kuchyni
aspon trochu vyznala, keby ten debil-otec oznacoval, kde je ¢o uloZené! Matka zlepi dohromady akdsi
hmotu, po chvili ju to prestane bavit. Co to bol za stupidny napad? Teraz neméze piect, treba vyberat
Saty na premiéru. Cesto necha ist svojou cestou a hlada vhodn( rébu. Musi sa obliect tak, aby zaujala,
ale zéroven, aby nebola zbyto¢ne ndpadnd. Toto predsa nie je jej premiéra (ta este len pride), ale zjav
musi byt prinajmensom originalny, kedZe urcite budu aj fotky v novindch.

Matka vyhadzuje zo skrine kusy Satstva, ale ma pocit, Ze v handrach, v ktorych kedysi Ziarila, momen-
talne pdsobi ako sekacova 8lapka. Ano, aZ takd je sebakritickd, Zatnik ju oraz viac znervéziiuje, po
kaZzdom jednom kuse odevu si matka zapéli cigaretku. ESteZe je na oknéch tolko popolnikov, vdaka
nej tu o popolniky nie je ntidza! Co by si bez matky doméacnost pocala, popol by odklepavali do obalov
od jogurtov, ale vdaka nej sa tu odklepava skutocne na drovni!

Kolko hodin ubehne medzi plnymi popolnikmi a nepouzitelnym Satnikom? Vela. BliZi sa vecer, bliZi
sa ¢as premiéry, na ktord horko-tazko zohnala dve vstupenky, na ktorej oslovia Otakara B., aby s nimi
naskisal hru,ktord potom vyhrd vsetky divadelné ceny a po ktorej sa stani tspesnymi hercami, mi-
lencami, partnermi...

Momentalne vSak nie je schopna ani ndjst vhodné Saty, takze musi prist na pomoc otec, ktory ju nor-
malne irituje uZ len svojou existenciou, ale dnes, vtomto chaose, jej otec pride vhod.

Myslis, Ze mi viac seknd tieto Saty, alebo tie cervené?”

LAV ktorych sa citis najlepsie?”
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,Cojaviem... tieto st mi tesné a v tychto si pripadam tak... nijako.”

.Tak si proste oble¢ dzZinsy a tricko... Dnes uz v divadle nejaké réby nikto neriesi...”

Otec ma pravdu. Tak ¢o tu matka celé hodiny Saskuje? Otec je (zasny, ked z neho vylezie nieco, ¢o ma
hlavu a patu, vtedy by si moZno aj on od nej zasliZil pusu ¢i objatie. Matka vSak nema ¢as venovat sa
komparzistom, vytfca sa pred zrkadlom. Musi uznat, Ze stdle ma svoje kizlo, tento pldder a tamten
riz, matka je kost, postavu ma skveld, par vrasok sa da vzdy nejako zahladit, teraz uz bude stacit len
charizma a Otakar B. jej bude zobat z ruky!

,Pristane ti to...” povie komparzista otec a matka sa nafnho lahodne usmeje, lebo ona sa vie podelit
o svoj lismev s kazdym, dokonca aj s otcom, hoci ten to hned poserie hltpymi otazkami:

,Co to je tu za cesto? Ty nieco pecie§?”

Matka mu vysvetluje, Ze zacala robit cesto, ale uz nestiha dokoncit. Otec hundre, Ze ¢o keby on nedo-
koncoval pracu, kupoval len polovi¢né ndkupy, nechdval neuvarené obedy... Toto ona

skuto¢ne nebude pocivat, ma chut ho poslat do riti, ale zisti, Ze si nevie zapnit nahrdelnik. Poziada
Klaru, ktora sa akurdt vhod zjavila na scéne, kazdy tu dnes musi byt matke k dispozicii!

A potom otca vyfakuije, Ze je ako pokazena gramofénova platia, ktord uz treba vymenit alebo vy-
hodit z okna! Matka je pevne odhodlana (to si vSak necha pre seba), Ze tito jeho obohrant Standar-
du Coskoro vymeni za nddhernl ,romanovskid symféniu”, takze jej vlastne otcovo kuvikanie pripada
smiedne. Coskoro bude vyslobodend z tejto domacnostil

A akurat, ako na zavolanie, vold Roman. Spravy st vSak zIé. Roman na premiéru nemdZe, musi ostat
doma s detmi, vraj na to tGplne zabudol a jeho pipka chce ist vecer s kamoskami. Roman sa v teleféne
ospravedInuje, odporica, aby Sla na premiéru sama. Matka by najradsej hodila telefén o stenu, ale
len silno pohne krkom. Zabudla, Ze sa jej Kldra snazZi zapnut ndhrdelnik, ktory sa roztrhne a koraliky sa
rozkotilaji po celom byte, presne ako matkine plany. Kto za toto vSetko méze?!

,Si tplne neschopnd, do riti, ja sa na to vyseriem..Vietko vzdy poseries!”

Matka uz vie, na kom si vybije svoju zlost. Na kom inom, nez na tychto dvoch komparzistoch, ktorf
maju celozivotny podiel na jej smole a ani nedokdzu zapndt ndhrdelnik, ktory pre matku znamena
tak vela!

,Dostala som ho ako darcek po premiére Hamleta! A ty to proste roztrhnes! Tu sa neda na nikoho
spolahnit, do riti!”

Matka sa vyjadruje narekom, ktory je horsi nez ozajstny plac¢. Md vyskdsané, Ze tento narek vzbudzuje
u posluchécov zlutovanie a hlavne pocity viny.

Funguije to: otec sa plazi po zemi a zbiera koraliky, Kldra sa ospravedIfiuje. Matka moze spokojne
odist. Asponi tu, v priestore trojizbového bytu, vzbudila dostato¢ni pozornost a pocit vlastnej dole-
Zitosti.



Excerpt from a novel The Blood Is Only a Water

Mother imagines all the things that will shortly (once Otakar B. has finished rehearsing the play with
them) appear in theater reviews:

The famous actress has done it again... She had put her career on hold only to re-emerge with re-
newed élan... Her exacting performance and the perfection of her craft are what we've been missing
in contemporary theater... The stage has witnessed the return of a true DIVA... or... The star shines
again!

They will, of course, also mention Roman, who will be suitably grateful. He might subsequently get
castin a large theater... Which would make him adore her all the more. And tAfterwardshen the two
of them will laugh at their past lives in the Pampadam amateur theater group, until finally, she and
Roman will become lovers!

Yes, everything in its time, but it's definitely better to date an actor than to live with a director.
Because living with an actor, that means endless talks about characters. Living with an actor, that's
wine in bed and discussing the text until dawn. Living with an actor, that's bohemian parties with
directors, script editors, set designers and other actors. Living with an actor, the sex is as passionate
as if it were on the stage, but with mutual respect and a shared understanding of the divine calling!
Mother imagines sitting with Roman in their kitchen, drinking wine from crystal glasses, talking, ma-
king love, eating pizza from a box. (Because there is no time for cooking, no such nonsense in their
magnificent household!)

On the fateful day of the premiere, mother feels like a Ssuperman. She could bake a cake, today she
can could do anything, she can could be useful in the home as well as to the cultural and artistic
community at large. She assembles a dough of sorts, with some flour, some egg, oil, or sugar, or
something... The search for ingredients is exhausting in and of itself. If only she knew her way about
the kitchen, if only the idiot Father had labeledlabelled things! Mother concocts a sticky mess and
soon loses interest. What a stupid idea. She can’t bake now,now; she needs to choose her outfit for
the premiere. She leaves the dough to its own devices and starts looking for a gown. She must be
dressed to draw attention, but not too much. It isn't her premiere, after all (that is yet to come).
Nonetheless, she must at least cut a striking figure, for there’e will surely be pictures in the papers.
Mother pulls articles of clothing from the wardrobe but the rags she used to shine in now make her
feel like a bargain basement whore. Yes, that is the extent of her self-criticism. Her wardrobe makes
her ever more anxious, following each piece of clothing with the lighting of a new cigarette. It's a
good thing there are so many ashtrays scattered around the apartment, it isand it's thanks to her
that there is no shortage of ashtrays! What would they do without Mother! The household would be
forced to flick ashes into yoghurt tubs, but thanks to her, they flick in style!

How many hours has she spent between the full ashtrays and the useless wardrobe? Many. The eve-
ning of the premiere approaches; the premiere for which she procured two tickets, with great diffi-
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culty; the premiere where they will approach Otakar B. and ask him to direct their play, which will
then win all the theater prizes and make them successful actors, lovers, partners...

Right now, however, she can’t even find a good dress, so Father must come to her aid. Normally, his
mere existence irritates her, but today, in the chaos, he has his uses.

"Do you think I look better in this dress, or in the red one?”

"Which are you most comfortable in?”

“I don't know... This one is too tight and this one makes me feel so... nondescript.”

“Just wear jeans and a tee shirt... Nobody cares about formalities in the theater anymore.”

Father is right. Why has she wasted all these hours? Father is amazing when he manages to say so-
mething that makes sense. In these moments, he might even deserve a kiss and a hug. But Mother
has no time for the extras; she twirls in front of the mirror. She is still attractive, if she says so herself.
Some make-up, some lipstick, Mother is a fox, her figure is amazing, the few wrinkles can always be
camouflaged, she has charisma and Otakar B. will be eating out of her hand!

“You look nice..."” says Father, the extra, and Mother gives him a delicious smile, because she is willing
to share her smile with everyone, even Father, even though he immediately ruins everything with
stupid follow-up questions:

"What is this, dough? Are you baking?”

Mother explains that she started making the dough but had no time to finish. Father grumbles, he
wonders what would happen if he didn't finish work, if he only brought halfthe shopping, left dinners
uncooked... She does not need to listen to this, she feels like telling him to fuck off, but she realizes
that she can't close the clasp of her necklace. She asks Klara, who has providentially appeared on the
scene. Everyone must be fully at Mother’s disposal today!

And then she does tell Father to fuck off, she says he sounds like a broken record that should be
changed, or thrown out the window. Mother is determined (but she keeps this to herself) to replace
this worn-out standard with the wonderful “"Roman symphony” as soon as possible, so she is finding
Father's bleating funny, more than anything. Soon, she will be liberated from this household!

And then, as if he knew, a call from Roman. He has bad news. Roman can’t go to the premiere, he has
to watch the kids, he’d completely forgotten and his bimbo wife is going out with friends. Roman
apologizes, suggests she attend alone. Mother feels like smashing the phone against the wall, but
instead yanks her head. She forgot that Klara has been trying to do up her necklace; it breaks and the
beads roll away on the floor, ruined like Mother’s plans. Who is to blame for all this?!

"You're useless, fuck this! You always ruin everything!”

Mother knows who will bear the brunt of her anger; who else but these two extras. Their whole lives
are at fault for her bad luck! They can’t even do up a necklace, one that means so much to Mother!
“It was a present on the opening night of Hamlet! And you broke it! | cant rely on anyone, fuck!”
Mother communicates in wails that are worse than actual crying. She’s tested it, the wails induce
sympathy and, most importantly, a sense of guilt.



It works: Father is on his knees, picking up the beads; Klara is apologizing. Mother can leave in peace.
Here, in the three rooms of the apartment, at least, she has commanded enough attention to feed
her sense of importance.

Trasnslated by Nina Rozdobudkovd
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Dominika Morav¢ikova (Slovensko / Slovakia)

pochddza zo Stre¢na. Od oktébra 2019 je doktorandkou Ustavu hudebni védy na FF UK v Prahe a $tuduje
hudobné vzdeldvanie rdmskych deti na Slovensku. V roku 2019 sa stala lauredtkou sutaZi Poviedka a Bdsne
SK/CZ. V roku 2020 absolvovala tvorivé rezidencie Kina Usmev v Kosiciach a TROJICA AIR v Banskej Stiavnici.
V tom istom roku vydala debutovti zbierku bdsni Deti Hamelnu vo vydavatelstve Skalnd ruZa. Eseje a recenzie
publikovala v periodikdch Kapitdl, Glosoldlia a Vina. V rokoch 2020 a 2021 je ¢lenkou poroty esejistickej stitazZe
Cena Maxe Broda. Momentdlne pracuje na prozaickom debute.

Dominika Moravcikovd was born in Strecno. Since October 2019, she has been a PhD student at the Institute of
Musicology at the Chatles University in Prague, studying musical education of the Roma children in Slovakia. In
2019, she won the literary competitions Poviedka (Short Story) and Bdsne SK/CZ (Poems SK/CZ). In 2020, she
was the recipient of the creative residencies Kino Usmev in Kosice and TROJICA AIR in Banskd Stiavnica. Her
debut poetry collection Deti Hamelnu / The Children of Hamelm came out the same year (published by Skalnd
ruza). Her essays and reviews have been published in the magazines Kapitdl, Glosoldlia and Vina. In 2020 and
2021, she has been a member of the jury of the essay contest The Max Brod Prize. She is currently working on
her prosaic debut.

Dominika Moravcikova
SK



vstup do atmosféry

strdvila som noc sledovanim drahy ¢inskej rakety.
(X 53 - Dlhy pochod)

ked konecne spadla do Indického ocednu,

ako bolo predpovedané ¢inskou vlddou

mohla som ist konecne spat:

nebol krater, nebola koZa, ani sutiny, ale predsa,
raketa sa rdtila prilis rychlo, kazdy okamih

sposoboval rozdiel stoviek kilometrov, do dvoch hodin
raketa obkrutila celd Zem, a takto krizila niekolko dni, nieco také
sa absoldtne neda ovladnut, taka rychlost

predsa nasobi vsetko, ¢o nemame pod kontrolou...

,nema cenu kvdli tomu prebdiet noc,”
pisali v ten vecer americké média, ,mame vacsie problémy,
verte mi,” povedal ktorysi expert,

,moZete vyjst z bunkrov,” pisalo sa v Mindte po minite

o piatej rdno mojho Casu. ,raketa uz vstipila do zemskej atmosféry
a zrejme spadla do Indického ocednu

nedaleko Malediv.”

pokusila som sa zaspat

so svetlom na tvdri -

ponorom Casti hlavy
do hrobky z morskej soli

a zapélenych dkrytov

kde princovia z ¢elade ihlovitych
koliSu v bruchach

smotanové vajicka

a cudzia noc sa nekonc¢i
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Operacia LightCube

zavesit objekt do nebies.

z urcitého hladiska vZdy ide len o rozmerné
kamene alebo pribytky

s vnitornou kostou - gravitaénym polom
alebo bez neho.

prave dnes v noci

presiel okolo Zeme
nepriatelsky zloZeny meteorit -
chcel by byt ako planéty so zrejmou trasou
a planetarnou druZinou
(sen mnohych)

v tom istom Case Studenti nemenovanej univerzity
presadili dalsi antropocentricky startup

tentoraz s nazvom LightCube, ktory prispeje

k zaneseniu oblohy umelym svetlom

ked' sa najblizsie preberies, celd obloha
bude premenena na hru

nendjdes surové miesto

na jej sietnici - makké, riedke, Zeravé.

zd3d sa, Ze sa uz nemame kam skryt -
ty sa radsej skry predo mnou, LightCube.

krdlom bude ten, kto ako prvy
nezasvieti



dejiny robotiky

vyrobili sme robota, ktory

dokaze performovat radikalnu empatiu a lasku
Cistého kompaktného robotika umiestnime
do rohu miestnosti za kvetind¢ s bonsajom
neozve sa, pokym nebude povolany

antialergické robotca je iplne bezpec¢né na pouZivanie
pre deti aj [udi na spektre.

milujeme svojho robota menom laska

pred spanim vyhodime do kosa féliu, v ktorej bol
pri transporte zabaleny

poprosime ho, aby nds zobudil

o siedmej rdno : zajtra bude prijemnych
dvadsatdva stupniov, odveti

usneme s vedomim, Ze nad nami bdie

na celostenové okna
ndm pre pokojny spanok premietne
zaplavovy dazd'
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Zoltan Németh (Slovensko / Slovakia)

narodeny v Novych Zdmkoch v roku 1970, madarsky bdsnik, literdrny kritik a historik slovenského pévodu Zijuici
vo Varsave. Profesor na Varsavskej univerzite, redaktor literdrneho casopisu Irodalmi Szemle, podpredseda
literdrneho spolku Bdzis. Medzi jeho najddleZitejSie zbierky bdsni patria: A perverzié méltdsdga (Distojnost
perverzie, 2002), Kunstkamera (2014), Allati férj (Zvieraci manzel, 2016), Tektonika (Tektonika, 2027).

born in Nove Zamky (1970), is a Hungarian poet, literary historian and literary critic from Slovakia living in
Warsaw. Professor at the University of Warsaw, editor of the literary review Irodalmi Szemle, co-chair of the

literary society Bdzis. His most important volumes of poems are: A perverzié méltdsdga (Dignity of Perversion,
2002), Kunstkamera (2014), Allati férj (Animal Husband, 2016), Tektonika (Tectonics, 2027).

Zoltan Németh
SK



Kunstkamera

111.4.

Tri Slapaje psa krivajliceho v snehu.
Utek bez krvi, bez chlpov.
Fantémové bolesti, ostty, tvrdy lad.
Zoderie paty do krvi.

Kam vedie Stvrtd Slapaj?

3.7.2.5.

Bozkavali sme sa.

Ako keby sme z oboch stran
cmdlali

Ziletku.

111.3.

Na plote sedi vrabec.
Kymaca sa.

ESte sa ani nebriezdi.
Suchy kasel spoza okna.
Nepocut ho.

773.3.

Rodila na tri etapy:
vnitornosti, kosti

a svaly.

Potom na Sijacom stole
zhotovila pre seba
dieta.

9.9.2.6.

Odhodené Zenské saty
uz Styri roky previsaju
z kuchynského stola.
Da sa vypocitat,

kol'ko rokov potrva,




kym spadni na nehybnd
stolicku.

3.2.2.2.

Zabil som otca, matku,
syna a svoje dcéry. NoZom.
Ale jedného z nich som
ubil dazdnikom.

6.1.1.4.

Otec mi pritlacil hlavu k horicemu asfaltu,
sestra po nej presla nakladiakom.

Na druhy den ma prijali na univerzitu.

6.1.1.5.
V dome vymurovanom z ludskych tiel Zili
moj starsi brat
a dobry imysel.
102
3.2.3.3.
Dusa, po okraj naplnend telom.
To, ¢o zostane na dne pohidra,
zide sa smrti.

5110
Matka ma zatlacila spat do rodidiel
a prenechala ma méjmu osudu.

7.8.31.
Biele figtirky na bielych Stvorcekoch,
Cierne figlrky na Ciernych Stvorcekoch.

Turnaj moze zacat.

7.8.3.2.

Biele figlrky na jednej strane.
Cierne figlirky na druhej strane.
Turnaj moze zacat.



7.8.3.3.
Sachovnica, bez figirok.
Turnaj moZe zacat.

7.8.3.4.
Sachovnica.

Dvaja hraci:

bez odi, st,
nosov,

zubov,

rak, noh.

Turnaj moZe zacat.

7.8.3.5.

V Zalddku mu
roztvoril Sachovnicu.
Turnaj moZe zacat.

7.8.3.6.

Sachovnica vyryta do jeho dlani.
Na nej figtrky.

Jedna ruka proti druhej.

Turnaj mozZe zacat.

2117
Pil krv
z lebky svojho syna:
no pritom nacuval.

7.3

Precestoval svet,

ba nasiel ti jedind vetu,

ktoré este nikdy nikto nenapisal.
Vznikol z nej rodinny roman.

Z madarského origindlu preloZil Peter Macsovszky
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The Polish Tongue

The Polish tongue’s perfectness is perfectness

guided by consonants with calloused hands,

and like the woman's breast, steamy, heaving, flowing, full,
all but bursting from stiff, glinting armor,

sometimes a wailing vowel spills out.

Do you feel it pressed against the armot,

that most desirable flesh? Iron and woman’s breast,

iron and woman’s silky hair, armor’s iron and clitoris.

This is the Polish tongue. Perfect. Dead tongue.

Tongue of the dead. The Polish tongue needs no

mouth, needs no movements of the mouth,

the Polish tongue, with naught a quiver of narrow mouth,
finds its way into the air, bitten through by the teeth,
poor Polish tongue, cut to pieces by the tongue,

pharynx tenses, grinded by the uvulas,

no tongue can or is able to endure

suffering like the Polish tongue. And we know:

suffering is at the same time the peak of perfection.
When the heavy, polished iron armor

cuts into the woman's breast, and on the snow-white skin
bloody cuts appear: this is the Polish tongue.

This is precisely why the Polish tongue is not only
perfect, not only the most perfect tongue,

but also the most erotic. | want to lick

the Polish tongue! To free from the armor

the woman's swelling, gasping, tender, snow-white breast,
to free from the armor the Polish tongue,

to kiss, to lick, to bathe my face in it.

The paradox of the Polish tongue is this: if freed,

itis no longer the Polish tongue. If the wound heals,

itis no longer Polish. If it does not wail from behind
motionless razor-edged mouths: the Polish disappears.
Enduring, unslaked craving,

cruel eroticism and woman with rent breast

who never gives herself over: this is the Polish tongue.



The ideal time for the Polish tongue

is four in the morning, cold, foggy, and damp

autumn land: only then, only once, on harsh autumn land

canyou strip it of the armor. Then the body

gives itself over, and yours at last is the white flesh and torn, bleeding,
snow-white skin. Thus it propagates: on dew drops of autumn’s fog
spreads forth the Polish tongue, and never does it die.

The Spanish Tongue

Vast sails snap on the seafaring ship:

this is the Spanish tongue, this snapping, the murmuring of the wind,
the wind snatching at the sail, this is in fact why the Spanish tongue
came into being, to cut sizzling into the sail,

and to drive the ship onward, every ship driven onward by

the Spanish tongue, just as the sailors spoke Spanish,

the caravel doubled in speed, all but shoved forward

by the Spanish tongue, the Spanish tongue drove the ship.

What is the Spanish tongue? The surging sea, the childish laughter
of the wind tumbling over the cresting waves, the swelling sails,

we could say, which set off into the infinite, the wind’s

whispering over the sail, this simple rustling sound,

unstoppable, this is why you cannot quit the Spanish tongue,

when it begins, the Spanish tongue has no end,

the Spanish tongue is perpetuum mobile which casts the ships
beyond even America, the fleet of caravels thrusts into America’s
lands, plows into the Appalachian Plateau, cuts through

the great Sioux steppe, into the Californian mountains, and drives on,
onward, all the way to the Moon, cuts it in two, the fleet of ships
holding its course ever onward with its incredible engine

which is the Spanish tongue, in fact, what's more, the entire ship

is the Spanish tongue, it had only to find a form for itself,

for the tongue is more helpless than the bridal veil,

more helpless than the maidenhead, reminiscent of the finest moments

of tender flesh, more helpless than the air we cannot see,
well, the Spanish tongue played on this helplessness, it cut across
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the Atlantic Ocean, and the next moment had shot out

into the cosmos, split in two, leaving bleeding stars

behind, wailing mothers and abandoned children,

but the Spanish tongue’s sails wipe away the tears, and we see

all the sailors standing there on deck, captain and crew,

they speak and they speak, it flows, almost brims over, the Spanish tongue,
it takes flight from the deck, clutches at the sail,

and the ship doubles in speed, what a wonder that we invented

the Spanish tongue, rejoice the captain, helmsman, and crew,

what a wonder that we have this tongue, they say, and these words

propel the ship onward with renewed strength, yes, it's a strong tongue this,
and yet still light, sighing, and yet still unstoppable, tireless,

it wipes the tears, it continues onward, immortal.

Translated by Austin Wagner



Ivica Prtenjaca (Chorvatsko / Croatia)

sa narodil v roku 1969 v chorvdtskej Rijeke. Od svojich pétndstich rokov pracoval napriklad ako zberac poplatkov
za plyn, predavac zmrzliny, robotnik na stavbe Ci hasicsky technik. Vystudoval Juhosldvsky jazyk a literatdru

na Univerzite v Rijeke. Po tom, ¢o vyhodil priblizne pdt stoviek bdsni, zacal pracovat na rukopise Pisanje oslobada
(Pisanie oslobodzuje), ktory vysiel v roku 1999. Nasledovali bdsnické zbierky Yves (2007), Nitko ne govori hrvatski
(Nikto nerozprdva po chorvdtsky, 2002), Uzimaj sve Sto te smiruje (Zober vSetko, o ta upokojuje, 2006),
Okrutnost (Krutost, 2010), za ktoré ziskal Cenu DobriSa Cesari¢ (2001), Cenu Kiklop (2006) ¢i medzindrodnu
Cenu Risto Ratkovica (2009). Od roku 2010 do roku 2020 mal desatroc¢nd prestdvku od poézie, pocas ktorej
vydal prézy Dobro je, lijepo je (To je v poriadku, to je fajn, 2006), Tiho Rusenje (Tiché biranie, 2017) a Pliva¢
(Plavec, 2020). Jeho najiispesnejSia novela Brdo (2015) bola preloZend do anglictiny. Okrem pisania Ivica tieZ
moderuje rozhlasové programy Moj izbor (Moja volba) and Metafora (Metafora), Cita a propaguje zndmych

aj zacinajticich domdcich i zahrani¢nijch bdsnikov a poetky. Zohrdva klticovi tlohu pri vyhladdvani novijch
bdsnickgch hlasov pre Cenu Goran pre mladgch bdsnikov, medzi lauredtov a lauredtky ktorej patria napriklad
dnes uZ etablované mend ako Miljenko Jergovié, Ivana BodroZi¢, Anka Zagar ¢i Monika Herceg.

was born in 1969 in Rijeka, Croatia. He has been working since he was 15 yeats old, e.g. as a gas bill collector,
ice-cream delivery man, construction worker, fire extinguisher technician. He studied Yugoslav Language and
Literature at the University of Rijeka. After discarding roughly five hundred poems, he started working on his
manuscript for Pisanje oslobada (Writing Sets Us Free) published in 1999. Soon followed poetry collections Yves
(2007), Nitko ne govori hrvatski (Nobody Speaks Croatian, 2002), Uzimaj sve $to te smiruje (Take Everything
That Calms You, 2006), Okrutnost (Cruelty, 2010), for which he received the Dobrisa Cesari¢ Award (2007),
Kiklop Award (2006), and the international Risto Ratkovi¢ Award (2009). From 2010 to 2020, he took a break
from poetry, publishing novels Dobro je, lijepo je (It's Alright, It's Nice, 2006), Tiho Rusenje (Silent Demolition,

2017), and Plivac (The Swimmet, 2020). His most acclaimed novel Brdo was translated into English as

The Hill (2015). Alongside writing, Ivica has been hosting radio programs Moj izbor (My Choice) and Metafora
(Metaphor), reading and promoting established and emerging national and international poets. He has a major
role in finding new poetic voices for the Goran for Young Poets Award, whose recipients include now acclaimed
poets such as Miljenko Jergovi¢, Ivana BodroZi¢, Anka Zagar, and Monika Herceg.

Ivica Prtenjaca
HR



Ticho a jeho ceruzky

Ticho

ajeho ceruzky

na strane obratenej k sinku

pod okruhliakom sa skryva kobylka
a ¢aka, kym ju vystrasim

moje sandale odolavaji bodkam
odolavajud zastdvkam v ¢iarkach, hoci aj kratkym
gniavi ich vdha majho tela

nemaju viac vlastné

tiene

len priehlbiny v skale, ktora sa sIni
a pokiisa sa ma zapisat tiefimi
tenkych noziciek jednej kobylky
td teraz skace cez moje oko

apal

vynimku

bezmocné popoludiiajsie prianie
vziat do ruky kamen

ceruzku Ci

uhlik, okrdhly ako brusko dietata
smiutok.

Cudzie poludnie

Na pontdne v pristave
sa po mojom boku
prechddza Lemmy

z Motorheadu

vlasy mu viaznu v listoch ananasu

ktory mu trci z batohu

v Zabkach sa mu kiZu prsty a mnou otrasie
ndval strachu

Ze spadne do vody.



More je plytké

v zrkadlovom obraze hladiny

sa blystia pismena z jeho tricka, tvoriace slovo
Bolzano.

Lemmy si nechal potetovat

stehno, zvysok ma na rukach.

Ma vlidne oci, dIhé vlasy a na temene
plesinu, akoby sa ¢osi vtom mozgu
pod nim vatilo.

Lemmy, hovorim mu

naco ten ananas

tie listy, ktoré ta zradzaju.

Naco ta prechddzka po lodi, to zalievanie vedrom z
bieleho plastu a

naco sa opierat o motor, bubnovat
prstami po streche kabiny,

naco ten dnik do lesa.

Zablesk strachu

sa napokon

zdvihol ponad to vsetko a

tupo zasiahol okrihle telo

mesiaca v splne,

lvica,

a naco toto

ked' sa vokol nas plazi dalsie

nevinné a cudzie

letné poludnie.

Box

Dlho som boxoval v plani.

Rukami udieral, presne a tvrdo, do vzduchu, prachu i okoloiddcich.
Dlho som stél v pustatine a poskakoval na jednom mieste,

Idmal tiene, ktoré narazali na moju straz.

Bol som rychly a silny, dobre som pracoval s nohami, Sikovne som sa

uhybal a, ¢o je najdolezitejsSie, bol som nelnavny.
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Neobzeral som sa, hladel som len vpred, cez uz rozpadnuté rukavice.
Vedel som, ako slnko na obzore zastihnit v tak zranitelnom stave
tak slabé, Ze som potom

ako besny, pastami bodal do jeho rany

za sprievodu svojho hlasného dychu. Tak hlasného, az som si

celd plan celkom podmanil.

Zvuk sa odrazal od kovovych o&f hviezd, a ja som ich tikol

v dlhych nocnych stbojoch, takmer naslepo

vrtel som sa ako akysi pavik

uprostred plane

metal rukami

pretrhol ti gumu v dstach

jednym jedinym vykrikom.

Dlho som boxoval v plani, bol som rychly a ohromne vytrvaly.

Dlho.

Ked' sa tam vSak z nicoho nic objavili mravce, tie Cierne, nemilosrdné mravce
a zacali Splhat po mojich lytkach a stehnach,

ked mi zatemnili slabiny a hladali si cesticky pomedzi rebra
vedel som, Ze prisiel ¢as ukazat, ¢o vo mne je,

Ze musim udierat silnejsie, Ze mi ¢oskoro otazeju ruky, Ze
povolim v obrane a necham ten necakany, neznamy zazrak
vyhrat.

Dlho som boxoval v pléni, s pastami na konci sveta

s kf¢om v tvéri aj napriek bezsennym nociam, a teraz
podvihnem ruky, a ony uz jedia rukavice.

Z chorvdtskych origindlov preloZila Ludmila Cervend



Silence and Its Pencils

Silence

and its pencils

on the side facing the sun

there’s a hopper under the stone
waiting for me to frighten it

my sandals resist every impression
resist getting stuck in slips, no matter how
subtle

my sandals are weary of my weight
bearing no more

shadows

only hollows in the sun-bathing stone
trying to write me in shadows

cast by the slender limbs of a single hopper
hopping through my eye

through the sunstroke

the anomaly

helpless afternoon desire

to pick up a rock

a pencil or

a sorrow

as round as a child’s belly.

Someone Else’s Noon

On the pontoon pier, in the marina

Lemmy from Motorhead

passes me by

his hair brushes against pineapple leaves
sticking out of his backpack

his toes slip out of his flip-flops and the dread
of him falling

washes over me.

The letters on his t-shirt spelling out
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Bolzano

glisten in the reflection

of the shallow sea.

Lemmy tattooed

on his thigh, the rest on his arms.

Kind eyes, long hair and a bald patch at the back
of his head, as if something in that brain of his
is boiling.

Lemmy, | tell him

what's with the pineapple

those leaves that give you away.

Why do you prance on the boat, splash the bucket
of white plastic and

why do you lean against the engine, fingers
tapping on the cabin,

why escape into the woods.

The flash of fear

surges over everything

in the end

and crashes against the round body

of the full moon,

lvica,

what’s with all this

as another summer noon

innocent and someone else’s

steals over us.

Boxing

For long I boxed in the plain.

My jabs accurate and hard against the air and the rain, the dust and the passers-by.
For long | stood jumping up and down in one place in the desert,

breaking the shadows slamming into my guard.

| was strong and fast, swift on my feet, deft

at dodging them, and, most of all, | was relentless.

I did not look back, only ahead, my gloves



already falling apart.

| used to catch the sun on the horizon so crushed

so weak that | stabbed

my fists into its wound like a raving madman

my breaths loud, so loud that the entire

plain became mine.

The sound bounced off the stars’ metal eyes, | was beating them too
in the long night rounds, landing random blows

spinning like a spider

in the middle of the plain

swinging

a single scream tearing

that gum in my mouth.

For long | boxed in the plain, fast and shockingly firm.

For long.

But when the ants, those black, cruel ants appeared out of nowhere and began crawling up my
calves and thighs,

then painted my groin black, swarming my ribs

| knew | had to step up,

strike harder, because my arms would soon grow heavy, my guard
would drop and I'd give in to that sudden and strange

wonder.

For long | boxed in the plain, my fists at the world’s end,

a sleepless twitch on my face, and now

| put my arms up, and the ants are already gnawing at the gloves.
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Ferdinand Schmaitz (Rakdsko / Austria)

bdsnik, spisovatel, esejista. Patri k popredngm predstavitelom linie rakuskej experimentdlnej poézie, ktord

sa hldsi k odkazu bdsnikov a tvorcov Wiener Gruppe (Viedenskej skupiny). Debutoval v roku 1977 bdsnickou
zbierkou Uplny beh, ktord obsahuje i jeho kresby. Odvtedy publikoval mnoZstvo knih a zbierok, k tgm

z poslednigch rokov patria: Bdsnenie pre vSetkich, Viedenské predndsky k Ernstovi Jandlovi (2013), Pocutelny
ohen. orfické skice (2016), Poetické eseje (2016). V rokoch 2012 aZ 2020 viedol na Univerzite dZitkového
umenia vo Viedni Institut umenia jazyka. Za svoje bdsnické diela a literdrnu cinnost dostal viaceré ocenenia
a vyznamenania, spomenieme aspon niektoré: V roku 1999 cenu Christine Lavant, v roku 2004 prestiznu
Traklovu cenu, v roku 2006 cenu H. C. Artmanna, v roku 2009 vyznamnd Cenu Ernsta Jandla a v roku 2070
Literdrnu cenu mesta Viederi.

is a poet and a prose and essay writer. He is a renown representative of the Austrian experimental poetry that
follows in the footsteps of the Wiener Gruppe. In 1977, he debuted with the poetry collection A Complete Run,
which he also illustrated. Since then, he has written and published many books, some of the more recent ones
are Poetry for Everyone, Ernst Jandl Viennese Lectures (2013), and Poetic Essays (2016). Between 2012 and
2020, he was the head of the Institute of the Art of Language at the University of Applied Arts. His writing
received many accolades and awards, e.g. The Christine Lavant Prize in 1999, the prestigious Trakl Prize

in 2004, the H. C. Hartmann Prize in 2006, the Ernst Jandl Award in 2009, and the Literary Prize of Vienna
in 2010.

Ferdinand Schmatz
AU



Sen, uviaznuty

mas to svoje, telo, kto sa pyta mna,

mna v mori ako ryby na svojej vlastnej udici,

som nepevne zviazany, hryztc lanko v tstach

chcem sa ¢im dalej tym viac odrhnit z

hdku k narastajdcej zmene, citim sa ako vtaca, trepotajlice sa v rytme
vysvihnem sa s kridlom trosku vyssie, fliter

pti chytani vin mi penf na tstogkach,

ano, komare pristéli v zobaku,

dobre zavoniané, zamracené, pri vineni si

rozvazujem koncatiny tam dolu, trastc sa

iba, bez odevu odpustte nahy, moj priestor v ostychu
ma riadi z hora Gplne nadol,

nenachadzam Ziadnu vinu dolu v pade

let tam seba v blesku nezne prizndva

vedie mi prady

st to, kridla sa pohybuji vo vyske nad pieskom
rozsypané vo vetre oko jablko dvihat vysoko

bez piesne hlipy spanok trilku po ruke

odteraz ma vol3, beZat, zoSliapnem miesto

zrazu dalsi uder, plachtim ako vtdk, v hojdant,

bez miznutia v oku, breh z vody, voda z brehu

v lete, pondhlam sa zavolat nasim, kadial sa ide dlho
nevadi, zrazu vSetko je rovnaké v rovnakom buracajlci odpocinok,
kde piesok pokryje vsetky (idy, stromy vo vnitrozemf
prindsaju ovocie, more les je vhodny pre mocné

kridla zelend tu sa zbiera do peria, zanoti

Co sa za vieCkami rozprestiera po Sirokej horizontéle,

ako, torzo z torz, a uz je to krasne telo

plytvanie tela bez hranic, ¢o méZze priputat zem

citim, mam, noha, pata, pohlad do bdrok

rozbehnt sa bez tela ist hlIboko s vinami stena je

bolest tlzba spaluje znamenie Stetcom mokry betén ruka
(nezobudim sa, ale pozriem)
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Zrazu

Zrazu sa najde nieco, o ¢o sa mozno prichytit, aby sa
dalo vzniest,

alebo, najst klinec, kladivko, k tomu.

potom 3vih, silou, volny, ako sa $lachy natahujd

a premyslanie vzpiera, protireCit.

... vo vzduchu, plny napatia, vo svojom lesku kvety
zaklanaja hlavicky.

pritomné kvitne, volne sa pritom skryva

dalo by sa povedat: ked pucik zabudne svoj

p6vod, ¢im bol, aby sa stal,

kde pévod predvadza svoj zmysel a vonku ho rdzne potvrdzuje
ale skryty?:

zubrienka je zvlastny tvor a namiesto ziabier, ktoré
sa nedaju najst, ma vodné mechdriky,

ktoré uvedu respiracny tok do pohybu, ktory

je potom pozorovatelny, ked sa nad nich sklonime

a smejeme sa

d-dnu do mléky, a von, naraz sa tesne

oproti sebe nechat zrkadlit v tvojom procese, ktory je rozum,
ano rozum, a zblnkot mechdrikov, ktory je dychanim
zubrienky, nepohne sa?

urobit si svoje?

(podla stirnera)
na ¢om stojim v prachu, vir, oblaky pred o¢ami,
zbieram, ni¢, potrebujem Cosi na rezanie aby som
sa dostal k zakladom, kvéli ktorym stojim rozumiet,
¢o td strana nazvala cechom, dévod preco nas
dat dokopy, kto, k oblakom, bankarom,
ziadna vec¢nost nemoZe zostat otvorend, budi pritomné,
koniec a prichod, prichadza odpustenie
kazda obloha vonku je tienom v oku, buble,



tak sa Zenieme ako nasi vlastni straZcovia, prach oblakov prec

do nds v ja okolo ja, ddvaji nam konkrétne moje,

prezivame dokola v zrniecku hviezdy nachadzajdc rychlo prehltnuté
hroty Skriabu chodidlg, dole sa tvéri daleko od hodu,

piesok nedrzi moje veci prilis dobre je tu drzadlo

mierne miestne kolisanie, bublajci praskne mechdr noha

za nohou na vrchu v podnebi v papulke sa tiez navysuju

vzajomne zuby, aby sa vyrecni ukdzali ako pokrodilf

majstri, rychli beZci za kaZzdych okolnosti, ak sa vyskytnd prekazky,
tak iba vlastné, ak st trdmy za vieCkami, dobre, tak snivame prec,
Co prekdza, je pocukrované jemne zabalené napchané dnu
vlastné vrecko plné omrviniek, na nerozoznanie

od pody bez krajiny, ano som panom hradu na piesku

bez polohy, ale rychlo, presko¢im to prebehnem to

tak rychlo medzitym rozhor¢im sa nad morom von nahor k zemi, ktora
sa sformuje hore nakratko stréim hlavu do piesku,

vytiahnem zastrcku, aby mnou pretekal Suchot

prepatia, zasuvky st nabité z plaze,

preskocim ponad ne, najblizsi skok ma trochu poreze

na koZzi,

je to dobre moje dobro

méam to, som, vidim to, dno, bolelo to, pred tym

prostriedok rozpusta

prostriedok rozpusta, ¢o spociatku pridilo,

potom vyschlo, zamieSané tak bez nd mahy

to stlpa, ¢o tak velmi spadlo, chladné

v tiekach zhodne sa znovu vracajlice a zastavuijlce,
aby nas zodvihlo, oddali mi teba,

¢o mohla byt ruka. staci, Ziadne omrvinky

plné v klase pre kvety a pre piesok

Je tu plaz v roztapani

privazujic kazdej viny Gder, aby mohol zdielat

klas na zrnkd k podanym
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prstom rinticim sa cez dlane okraj

obsahuje vo vndtri lisajniky, roztapajdce sa vrchy
lad vyZaruje zdola nahor

v piesku

Z nemeckého origindlu preloZila Terézia Klasovd



Repulsive, ego

of,
who is more encumbered then gets kummeled up
not to bring something to full term
to let buds for example

blossom without unfolding

again and again being faithful
demands being beautiful -

roses and gardens are a torture
better to travel away

complain away the place

of word and distinctions

so the custom

once again the | repelling the you
we play through a cycle of genders
expounded the light going on

the spade slices

your feathers and mine

it is not proper

one doesn't just break off

what trains the | (speaks)

a rather, quickly

before the rift jumps open -

the I falls over again, for instance
whether it is from cumbering grief or a consequence of Kummel
- sorrows call for heaven -

so it may be meagre rum'’s fault

us by the hearth (earthed)

wholly fire and water

we drink it somewhat warmer

on a cold stomach -

although it's dear

the fame (the fumbling)

turns out in any case

to be blown away like the litter
from the branch swept-clean

119



without an el (“I")

we stand by the spot

our hands on the trunk

the fruit is obsolete

aholein the salamander

the | (without an “I”, once again)
the fear is not even properly over
- washed by all sauces:

let's stew the roses in it

*not only literally, either

Pentecost

talking in tongues it screws itself
in, what wants to be at one,
on the note, script -

120 so it licks itself up to you in flames,

what splashes, and echoes above

as the impetus of many tones,

so it gives voice to what, rushing

forms all the skies, up the wall of sound -

where language flows weeping

through the skin of the throat

of the mentioned babblers,

soaked through to the breach,

split

(now the book) -

yes, in this way they govern the whole,

a part for salvation, but it does not illuminate

the foundation in the light

of the lambent flames, so clearly

what reasons -

for now nothing burns

with proper brightness,

what was lit goes out,



dispirited now it just opens

its gate mouthwise - to inform -
and lures with bells

to a festival, that lights something up,
but no longer shapes anything,
but generates income:

what was soothing speech becomes stale,
in the smoke of images words lie
fallow

(in custom) -

then they whir loose,

what was Now is not glad

- down under -

even at itself,

because it getsinto a puzzle

and understands nothing

(what is, is set down in writing) -
enacted it remains

alien,

unreadable and sweetens

the sense of grapes in the Then
afterwards (is a when):

cut off from its own

by the stock of a strange tongue
it opens the one and the other

- deaf -

and so expounds the whole
again and lets it down

so that the gloss is inarticulate

Translated by Brian Dorsey
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[Kniha svedkov beatovych]

1.

Ked opusti otca a matku, chlapec sa utiahne do lesa, aby nasiel strom, ktory ho prijme do bdtlaviny.
Dusa mu prechodi kondrmi a spozna ticho koreriov, o kaZzdom z listov vie, ktory je plachetnicou
severdka, ktory kompou rocnych obdobi. Ak sa od hojnosti lesa ponori do rastlinného sna, musi ho
zanechat, lebo tarbava dusa nezacuje slova bubnov.

V lese nic nerastie samo pre seba. Nieco rastie sInku, iné vo vetre, nie¢o iné od mrmlania dazda

a nieco spieva, aby mohlo patrit cervom. Najstastnejsi je ten, kto v rastlinnom Zivote ndjde pokoj,
lebo jedind kvapka jeho potu moze priniest tlavu smadnym v rusnej péde. No ten, koho krv
nedokdze spomalit na rychlost Stiav, nech pociva ich slova a nech sa neopije radostou prvej cesty.

[Ubo¢ia]
.

Vyzujem si topanky, znovu sa u¢im chodit. Lesny humus pod nohami sa hmyri Zivo¢ichmi. Ako

prenikaju korene mojich chodidiel do vlaznej Ciernej zeme, aj zvedava poda zacne hmatkat smerom
nahor. Nohy mi brnia, v lone sa mi hromadi krv. Spustim sa na Styri, po zdpastia sa ponorim do
Ciernozeme. Otvaraju sa predo mnou cesty v lesnej trdve, vidim chodniky vysliapané zverou.
Priklusam ku kmenu vzpinajlceho sa buka. Jeho korene pokryté machom stoja slobodne na kraji
koryta. Ohyby tu ma jemné, Zenské. VyzleCiem si Saty. Strasie ma od nadhery, ako za¢nem dychat
celym povrchom tela.

[Kniha svedkov beatovych]

1.4.

V Case bezuzdnych zaplay, ked sa horné vody premieSavaju so spodnymi, sa daji preskakovat
horizonty. BeZec sa pri orientacii rozhliada na Styri strany, hlada brezy, ktoré mu budd pri skoku
pomahat. KedZe v tajge sl brezy Casté, tieto si oznaci v mysli. Brezy erpajl svoju silu zo zeme,
rovnovaha sil stromu stojaceho vo vode sa narusi, energia sa ststredi do ¢asti kmena pod vodou.
Kéra jemne fluoreskuije, voda vrha husté prstence okolo kmena. BeZec sa spusti na Styri, ponoreny
po lakte, po kolend vo vode. Ked zo vSetkych Styroch strén citi prstence energie vibrujlcej
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v stromoch a tusi, Ze rakety severnej rise fléry sd pripravené na odstrel uz tisice rokov, tajga pod
nim sa divoko pohne a nastane chvila skoku.

[Uboéia]
V.

Zalidkom citim lenivé basy plavajiice medzi stromami. Hranica pokoZky modro prebleskuje

v dialke. Neviem, odkedy tancujem, ale ked' sa na okamih vynorim na povrch ako potdpac, v o¢iach
okolostojacich vidim, ako sa lesknem. Moja chrbtica zacala zit samostatny Zivot, konc¢atinami mi
hybe energia $pirdlovych pohybov. VInové pohyby vzbudzuiji tizbu po zjednotenfi a prebddzaji
tlzbu po vineni. Prostrednictvom pohybov vidiet do komunity tiel. Stojim uprostred lesa chrbtic.

[Ludia z preludov]

1.2

Ako kaZd4 planéta, aj Prva Zem mala svojich kozmonautov. Zili v ihli¢natych lesoch obratenych k nebu,
v blizkosti turbiny. VSetci sme ich potomkovia, genetické rakety, ktoré boli vystrelené preto, aby

sme sa odputali z gravitacnej studne ludského tela a volne sa pohybovali medzi Zivoc¢ichmi vesmiru.
Kontinenty, tieto ohromné ulitnaté obojZivelniky, sa tak isto chcid oddelit od svojich zakladov, ako

sa chct odtrhnit od zeme ich symbionti, vegetacie s viaknami, vyénelkami, konarmia koncatinami
smerujlcimi nahor, ked' za sebou zanechaju svet gravitdcie. Kazda planéta si vysniva svojich vesmirnych
cestovatelov. Pre lode Prvej Zeme boli predlohou obri ihlicnanov, pretoZe dusa cestujtcich nasla pokoj
v Cistych letokruhoch stromov. Nas, ktorych vyslali smerom k beztvarej existencii, formovali podla
meteoru, ktorého tvar oziarila nebo, pred tym, ako by ho jeho uvolnena tarcha zatemnila.

[Ludia z preludov]
V.2
Existuje meteor, ktory sa rozstiepil a jeho kusy sa rozsypali. Niekde je jeden meteor neporuseny

a druhy v kusoch. Takéto dva meteory su aj vo mne a ti, ktori toto pocuju, ich maji v sebe tiez. Je to
ako meteor, ktory sa rozstiepil a jeho kusy sa rozsypali. Niekde je meteor, ktory smeruje k ndm. Mam



v sebe jeden taky meteor. Sme ako meteor v kusoch. Su kusy, ktoré toto pocuju. Je to ako meteor,
ktory znova pospdjali. Existuje meteor, ktory sa rozstiepil a ma neposkodené kusy. Mdm v sebe
trhlinu, a ti, ktori toto pocujd, ju majd v sebe tiez. Existuje meteor, ktory je ako ti, ¢o toto pocuj.
Niekde je neposkodeny meteot, ale je aj trhlina. Je to ako meteor, ktory sa rozstiepil a jeho kusy
ozili. Existuje meteor, ktory sa rozstiepil a existuje meteor, ktory smeruje k ndm. Madm v sebe nieco
neposkvrnené a ti, ktori toto pocujd, to maju v sebe tiez.

Z madarského origindlu do slovenciny preloZila Lenka Nagyovd
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The Book of the Beat’s Witnesses

11.4.

Those who know what we're turning behind our horns, know why we long to be beyond ourselves,
how many homes we had before Earth. They know the foreign form standing guard on the borders
of species and they know the individuals’ borders, the veiled tremble of the teeth, claws, muscles,
the tremble of the predator and the sacrifice, and the trembling thighs of the one who bears the
sacrifice. They know in what form to appear on the borders, so we accept the alien among us, in
what form, so the landbound escape to the water, the waterbound to the seabed, and us beyond
the opening skies. And they can guess which beings we yearn for, because they see and bring to
pass our dreams, handed down since the beginning, with which we people our villages, and they
send them to us one at a time, to all of us, and in the form of a single apparition, to the whole flock.

The Book of the Beat’s Witnesses

I11.9.

By the time the eiders have washed into the ever whiter sunsets, two sleep beneath the breasts’
gongs. The eiders’ song is carried back and cried anew by the wires, the winds, the evacuees in
flight and the beggars driven-off. They cry of the ecstasy of migration, of the strength in formation,
of one side they cannot miss, and the other calling on them to do just that. They cry that the
murmurs of salt water and of fresh water differ, that the murmur can be heard along the roads and
overgrowing forest paths, that the mountains to the south are lighter and float higher. They cry
that the wind and the soul are not sacred, but their power turns the turbines of the pine-woods, the
dawns and dawn'’s cathedrals, and they cry that where two sleep, the last to wake awaits those yet
to fall asleep.

The Book of the Beat's Witnesses

1.4.

When the time of uncontrollable flooding comes, and the high waters mix with the low, the horizon
leap will become possible. Keeping the four directions in view for orientation, the leaper searches
for birch trees, marker posts for the act of leaping. Since they are common in the taiga, it's those



the leaper takes note of. Birch trees suck their strength out of the earth, and when the tree isin
water, its balance of strength breaks down, and the energy concentrates in the section of the trunk
underwater. The bark delicately fluoresces, the water casts quick rings around the trunk. The leaper
gets down on all fours, the water reaching the elbows and knees. When the leaper can feel the rings
of vibrating energy in the trees in all four directions, and suspects the rockets of the northern flora
empire have been ready for launch for millennia, underfoot the taiga gives a fierce start, and the
time has come to leap.

Translated by Owen Good
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Cerna

bojim se, ze odejdes

a jesté vic se bojim, Ze se prestanu bat, Ze odejdes
na tvé némé zpravy se uzZ ani nevzepfu

tvé doteky mé nerozechvéji

pfestanu s tebou smlouvat

z trhu pfinesu rybu a jen dvé rajcata

propadnu se bez tvého zavinéni

ztrati$ vstupenku do soukromych dramat
netrhnes oponou ja se nevysvlecu

nebudes mé sledovat ve sprse a odmitat moje doteky
tvé zprdvy mé prestanou protinat

kalich se rozpli vedvi a ztrati lesk

prestanes nosit barvu mych dni

pfijdou malifi do naseho bytu a ja jim povim do oci
jste tu Spatné, uz tu nebydli, zemrel

odneste leseni, je tu smutek, zavirdme

dobéhnu je na schodech - jen jestli nemate ¢ernou
po Cerné ted touZim

PFijdes a roztrhas vlastni parte

budes lamentovat nad cernyma sténama

kvétiny co jsi mi pfinesl spusti$ na mych vlasech do ulice
Pak se kratce obejmeme v kuchyni, kterd ziistala bila
feknes: musim zas jit cely svét se chvéje v ocekavani
moje stopy budou jesté tydny temné

protoZe jsem vyslapal az na strop ve tvém podkrovi

do tvéFe zemé se zapiSe kazdy dotek

z(stanu s ¢ernym bytem

pockravanyma dlanéma, tvou vini v pefinach

a po tom vSem, po tom vSem

jako po vélce prondsim sama sebe do dalsiho dne
v podpazi, osycham ze zdrcujici néhy




letadlo

vxo

pry jsou tvd umélecka dila jako Snilirky s kordlky
a mazlit se s tebou je jako mazlit se s bodldkem
jsme soucdsti skupiny, kterd spolecné prepne
mobily do modu letadlo alespori na par hodin
vzlétame z bazin a hleddme v oblacich své vlastni modré z nebe
odevzdej se snu tak hluboko aZ veskeré pochyby roztaji
pr¥echdzi$ mi pfed ocima z ¢erné do bile
neda se s tim uz nic udélat jsem v zajeti tvého uménf
ticha, odmérenosti, syceni a méfeni ¢asu
nechténé stala jsi se mou priivodkyni snem
na baru zmatené gestikulujeme a pfejeme si byt vyslySeni
jako alfasamice smecku svoldvas nds stékanim
hledis nam do oci pfimhourené
sdilime soumrak i svitdni intimita jako Cernd feka
lechtdam ji jen Spickou palce u nohy
Pteji si aby ses preze mé prelil jako zdplava drobnych koralkd
130 a vlastné to délas vsemi témi pokyny
splyvdm s tvym kynutim, pfeslapovdnim, nalomenym hlasem, ocekavanim
Cim vic se otvirdm tim vic lepim, zaplétdm se
kdyz odtahujes svoji dlan se leskne ¢erstvou smolou
to vSe délas abys mé polécil nebo mnou jen prozenes
dalsi Sipku nebo Sip
hra na safespace ve svété zdviZzenych obocf
bejvali jsme sarkasticky

Zakladam nikam

upatlané stranky, unavené padesatniky

co jim uZ svét nelezi u nohou

krivé nohy, chlupaté nohy, nohy do o

Septani o tlustnych stehnech, pét typl bficha

bFicho ze stresu, bficho z hormon, bficho z matefstvi
bficho z alkoholu, dortikové bficho

vSechna ma bficha spojte se



skalpelem pfesné vyfezaddm madonnu

z povyslé kize tficetiletého postévacku

sex sales, prodal mne i tebe

boubelaté idei, prepychu, barokni klenby

v uzonkych chodbickach zaklesnuta tak na dotek
chtéj mé hladit o¢ima

télo kterés nemiloval nesud
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Black

| am scared that you'll leave me

Even more, | am scared that I'll stop being scared that you'll leave me
Your silent messages won't stir nothing in me

Your touches won't make me shiver

Ill stop bargaining with you

I'll only bring one fish and two tomatoes back from the market

I'll sink and it won’t be your fault

You'll lose the ticket for my private dramas

You won't jerk back the curtain I won’t undress

You won't watch me in the shower and refuse my touches

Your messages will stop cutting through me

The chalice will break in two and lose its shine

You'll stop wearing the color of my days

The painters will come to our flat and | will say it to their faces

You have the wrong address, he doesn't live here anymore, he has died
Take away the scaffolding, we are in mourning, we are closing

I'll catch them on the stairs - do you have black by any chance

I long for black now

You'll come late and rip up your funeral card

You'll bemoan the black walls

And slide the flowers you brought me to the street on my hair
Then, we'll share a brief hug in the kitchen which stayed white
You'll say: | must go again, the whole world is shaking with anticipation
My traces will stay dark for weeks

Because | have climbed to the ceiling of your attic

Every touch will be noted down on the face of the earth

I'll stay with the black flat

Scratched hands, your scent on the bedsheets

And when this is over, when it is over

Like after a war, | carry myself over to the next day

My armpits drying off from the crushing tenderness



After I Came Out

A day after | came out (it was unintentional)
My face is on the front page of a tabloid
And an American nun pleads:

Tell your stories.

A fortnight after | came out (it was scary)
I am going to a music festival

And in the Bludnik park, | can hear

All my old friends whispering.

A month after | came out (it was dark)

I am doing lines in London

And finally, a sky appears over the clouds
With waiter the magician.

Half a year after | came out (it was misused)

| am retelling my story

And, for the first and the last time, | can see
The face of the man who runs my newspaper.

Seven months after | came out (it was isolated)
I am in love with resurrected houses

I have a roof for all the injustices

| am sleepingin a squat.

Eight months after | came out (it was tragic)
I am sitting on my balcony

Watching the paracetamol melt

Instead of death, | swallow antidepressants.

Avyear after | came out (it was ridiculous)
Surrounded by tender mountains

I am living the same romantic utopia
with an armful of flowers, St. John's Wort.
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Avyear and a half after | came out
Christmas lights all around

I am kissing my first lesbian love
The priest begs me to be quiet.

Twenty months after | came out
| am the commonest of all.

Translated by Frantiska Schormovd
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Ako sa mate?

Ako v rodine siedma

ni¢ netusiaca generdcia privedie na svet
flakaté babatko s tvarou leva,

ako na Cerstvo natretej stene domu
predsa prerazi obscénne grafity,

ako z domceka vyjde poloblazniva
olizujlica sa starena zapachajica moc¢om
a stolicou sledovat poZiar,

ako z letargickej opicej tvére hladi
neoblomny, nepremozitelny um.
uzavrety v cudzom tela na cely Zivot,
tak sa na teba z tvdre tvojich priatelov
sprisahanecky zablysne smrt.

Ak sa v takychto chvilach pozries spét,

na druhy pohlad tam uZ nikoho niet.

Niekto poslal starenu prec,

dom znovu natreli, novorodenca

previezli a viac o nom nehovoria,

opica sa Skrabe, ukazuje napuchnuty zadok.
Ako sa mate? pytas sa, pricom

nie¢o duni hlasom autobusov v zdkrutéch,
huciacich vedeni, metra chodiaceho

pod zemou. A ¢oraz hlasnejSie

hovorite: mohli by sme sa uz raz zist,

a potom sa v prekrikovanom hluku jeden z vas
skor ¢i neskor pozrie na hodinky.



Pes

Zdal sa byt ¢iernou hrudou zeme, kopou snehu
spadnutou z kopca pri odmaku.

Stmievalo sa, nebolo vidiet z krajiny nic,

len olovent zem, oblok bol zahmleny,

ako sme sa blizili, zdalo sa, akoby sa hybal,

akoby nejaky kabat dvihal ruky,

tien stopara pohodeny na kraji cesty,

po ktorom prechddza pohlad reflektorov.

Tu sa zablysol, potom zmizol, ale

vSetci zaradom ho obchadzali,

zacCala som hladiet na obrubniky, Ze kde je,

a zrazu tam bol. Ako ponaérajlce sa telo,

prednd noha sa opierala v blate,

akoby sa pohynala, nufak drzal vo vzduchu,
horna cast pozorovala. Ale za nou som videla
rozprestierajlici sa spodok rozmliazdeny na kasu.
Zadna noha vytfcajlca z krvavej srsti

sa mykala v rovhomernom, bolestnom takte,
polka psa sedela, mal otvorend papulu,

avidela som mu v oCiach, Ze uz videl vSetko.
Zakricala som, stoj, stiahni sa,

prosila som, zachran ho, udri ho, hocico,

alebo nech ide za nami konecne niekto

kto ho prejde. Ale ¢o treba robit?!

Co mam robit? - zvysil si hlas,

¢o odo mna chces?! No povedz, ¢o odo miia chces?
Chcela som, aby si zastal a nenechal ho tam,
ked'si ho uz nasiel, bud ho zdvihni alebo zabi.
Pes bol cely tyZzden potom s nami.

Mysleli sme na to, Ze by bolo predsa lepsie doma.
Ako by sme to boli my, kto ho sotil na cestu,

a museli sa mu neustéle vyhybat slovami.

No predsa som musela tuzit po tom, aby si sa vecer

nado mna sklonil: sledovala som tvoje napinajtice sa rameno,

pokisala som sa nemysliet na telo,
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ako sa tam opiera na kraji priekopy,

na ten rytmicky pohyb, pricom

ti oci hladia do dialky a neodpovedaijd,

a kolko, kolko strasnych odrieknutf

je aj vtom, akym spésobom s niekym spis,

ako sa pytas, povedz, ¢o odo mnia chces,

pricom udieras do volantu a ani na ma nepozries,
a ponad tvoje plece vidim v slabom dazdi
mokntcu krajinu a krvavi zimnu oblohu.

Z madarského origindlu preloZila Lenka Nagyovd
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How are you all?

It's the way the unsuspecting seventh
generation of the family gives birth

to the lion-faced, skin-blotched infant,

the way the obscene graffiti still shows
through the freshly painted outside wall,

the way your shit- and piss-smelling half-
demented granny emerges from the outhouse
and sticks her finger into the soup bowl,

the way, behind that lethargic monkey-mask,
locked for eternity into an alien body,

death flashes across your friend'’s face

in one stubborn, momentary fellow expression.

Were you to turn round for another look
you'd find they were all gone. Somebody
would have sent your granny home, the house
would have been repainted and the new born
carted off and never mentioned again,

the monkey simply scratching and showing
its swollen buttocks. How are you, you'd ask
over the steady grumble of buses at the bend,
the hum of electric cables and the light boom

of the tube train under your feet. And, ever louder,
you'd shout to each other you must get together

until one of you, faced with that wall of noise,
sooner or later steals a glance at her watch.
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Dog

It seemed no more than a clump of earth in the thaw,
a snowball that had rolled down a steep slope.

The day was darkening, nothing to see at all

just fields like tin, the windscreen part steamed up,
but as we neared it seemed vaguely to shift

like a heavy coat raising a loose sleeve,

a ditched hitchhiker’s shade thumbing a lift

in the brief glare of the passing headlights’ weave.

It was there one moment, gone the next. Each car

in the queue steered well clear of the thing

but I looked out for it on the hard verge

and suddenly there it was again. It seemed to sink
like a body, its two near legs in sludge

asif about to run, its nose held to the air,

its upper part attent. But behind | saw

its lower half, wrecked to a pulp. And there,

from its blood-clotted coat, stuck its back leg

that to a regular, agonising pulse kept kicking;

mouth wide open, it sat there, a half-dog

though I could tell from its eyes that it saw everything.
| cried out, Stop! draw up at the side

of the road. | begged you to save it or kill it now,
anything, let the cars behind us provide

an ending. But what can | do? What? Just how

should I end it? And so your voice grew sharp.

What do you want of me? What is it you want? Tell me!
| wanted you not to leave it, | wanted you to stop.
Once you found it you should look after it or kill it.

A week we tended the dog, because we thought

at least it's better off home with us giving it attention,
as if it were we ourselves who had hit it and left it out
in the road, a fact we had somehow not to mention.
But | could still not help wanting you wrapped

about me at night: | watched your muscular arm
trying not to think of the body that lay propped



in the roadside ditch, of the leg beating like a drum

while your eyes were focused somewhere far away

but did not answer; about the constant fury

and resignation involved in even love-making, and the way
you asked me just what it was that | wanted you to do,
striking the steering wheel over and over again,

and not once looking directly at me ,while |

watched as beyond your shoulder rain beat down,
soaking fields under a bloodshot winter sky.

Translated by George Szirtes
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Otec

Je matkou s piatimi bradavkami

na kazdej ruke, z ktorych netecie mlieko.
Ziadne naboZenstvo (ani obskirne posmrtné ritudly
drogovych dealerov z Mexiko City)

ho neuctievaji ako bohyriu plodnosti.

Jeho podobizen nevisi nad domdacimi oltarmi,
neklaci ako matka, alebo teta

pri viano¢nom stromceku, nie:

on, otec, zostava v pozadi

(v bocnej lodi alebo vyklenku)

vedomia dietata,

ktoré je stredom toho jeho.

(Niekto predsa musi urobit fotky.

Ked kazdy z najuzsieho kruhu rodiny

(najprv Zeny a deti,

potom pes, potom macka,

korytnacky, morské prasiatko,

byvaly, byvala byvalého atd...)

uz dlho sedia v zachrannom ¢lne,
najdeme jeho, otca,

este v aute (cestou domov),

alebo v kréme (cestou domov)

alebo na schodisku (vyndsa odpadky)
alebo uz hodiny, (dni?[ tyzdne?!])

na zdchode (so Sportovou prilohou novin)
alebo moZno i tu, na parapete-

kde sa on, s pohladom plnym zavisti

na vsetkych, ktori mu sposobuijui bolest
(bezdetnych tam vonku)

vyslovi modlitbu k sebe,

zaznie do prazdna.
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Matka

Je otcom, ktory ta nikdy neopusti.
Kto jej ublizi (otec, stirodenci, ty sam, atd..)
nikdy mu neodpustis.

Kazda bésen pre fiu

zostdva fragmentom,

v kazdej piesni, ktor jej spievas,
chyba jej hlas.

Jej ruka je medovy chlieb,

ktory ta rano ldka z perin,

a usmieva sa na teba

-neskar, pri ranajkach-

ked odhryzas prst za prstom.

Na dne jej brucha

(v ktorom Sumf

kolektivne pramore)

na teba ¢aka 16zko-

jedného dna, ked tebe (aj tebe!)
velky lovec Nibixiktuq

zabodne faklu do krku

uvidis ho znovu.

Let LH2344

Videl si? V ¢erstvom snehu
pokryvka oblakov pod nami

st ti, ktori sa neboja padu,

v Sirokych oblikoch, Gzkej stope
po celej oblohe krizom krazom

jazdia na lyZiach... To ich tiez vedie
sem nahor- kde vSetky tie vykriky
zospodu, z kopca (,z hibky?")
nemoZzu zniet inak ako

1

,hop! hop! hop! hop! hop



Zakazdym pri koseni travy

sniva o tom, Ze sa dostane von
smerom k ¢inZiaku,

obecnému byvaniu alebo paneldku,
kde ¢loveka neposudzujd podla

toho, mysli si, preklinajic kosacku,

ako ma pokoseny travnik.

Ako privilegovani vlastne s(,

napadne mu vzdy, mysli tym, dalej pri
kazdom koseni, ti- ako ich nazyva-
Jtakzvani neprivilegovani”.

Predstavuje si ich pred televizorom,
zaspdvajlic alebo s pivom v posteli.
Rovnaké slnko, ktoré ho trapi, kresli tam,
konkrétne, vjeho dennom sne,

v istotne zafajéenom vzduchu za
istotne Spinavym oknom

ilizie z velmi, velmi timenej

Zltej, ktord je este krajsSia ako farba piva
alebo ZItd samotného sInka.

Milujd sa, pomysli si, v tejto

Zltej, milujd sa pri fotografii z

PariZa a otvorenom balicku
Chesterfieldiek- ni¢ im nie je tak cudzie
ako zaoberat sa vyskou strihu

a padu alebo podobnymi slovami ako
vertikutdcia, irdnia, poézia.

Z nemeckého origindlu preloZilaTerézia Klasovd
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For one I knew

Like all my autobiographical poems/ this one too is
aimed at someone /| in reality have never met

Only his crooked-shuffled shoes /| knew, and how it is
to arrive in a city where it's raining / with a suitcase made of paper

And to have nothing in your belly but longing / for a peaceful
room, cheap red wine / cigarettes, the symphonies of Brahms and

a typewriter that still bears up / for one more night ....
Of all the typewriters in hell / yours was the hottest

that one against which, even someone like you, must unleash his fingers
as quick as possible / that’s probably why you hacked at it

as if your back alley-boxer fists / hit the keys, punched
flames out of them / at least | would often imagine that

You were a poet, | / a boy, but not too young for this
kind of fire, today I/ still tend his nests under soaking paper

Grand Father Language

The armored car of the harvest-division
rolled through our village yesterday morning.

The corn stood four kilometers north.
They slaughtered the stalks, mowed them down.

Around evening silence ruled again,
so to speak, on the battlefield: Peace -

the word, for which the world language of war
I must write in, lacks images.



The Sunflowers

The sunflowers: radiation-sick.

Over the whole summer

they cradled their rank in front of the village.
Held out their heads,

when from the east, day after day,
the fireball climbed, the flash of light came ...

Under the mushroom clouds, the sour rain
the sunflowers: gravely contaminated.

And all that just for a bit of oil.

Climatologists

Whether both of us will really immigrate
into one another
ever again
like the Scots pine
to Scotland after the ice age

the other day—even the climatologists
of our only exospherically
regarded predictable planets
are not so certain, both of them.

Translated by Greg Nissan for Versopolis
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mysSlienkova hra pokrocilého leta

budme niekym inym, vynachadzajme priestory,
schddzky prstov, ponorné lesy alebo

liky z vinitého plechu: to nas na isty Cas
zamestnd - ako partia koreSpondenéného snehu
proti zanovitej horicave, pokym hru neprerusi
vlazny stit Achillovho mesiaca

v novoobjavenom znameni pohdra na Sampanské.

septembrovy album

|

september, povies a urobis vagne gesto
smerom k menlivému chamelednovi oblohy,
ktory sa so simrakom odfarbuje.

uvolnené stehy, odpoviem pohladom

na ovisajlci dialkovy kabel,
vyzdobeny ¢akajdcimi lastovickami.

Il
na like zdhradnici sCesdvajl leto
na jednu kopu.

pozvolna. ale priskoro, namietnes.

ved baly slamy eSte nespasli
vsetky polia.

1
o dva dni neskér je jesen, hmla
stiera krajine prvy mraz

z Cela.



hovoris, Ze v koncatindch
mozno pozorovat migrénu. mlcim,
nesustredeny.

v noci potom bez slova vytiahnes z vrecka
ruku pInd augusta.

[\

sInec¢né dni tvoria ojedinelé jazera
v tomto obdobi. babim letom
krazia lisaje, tvoj hlas

ich zaopatruje mimikou.

\%
este ti chyba zopar zvukoy,
hovoris, vetrone, plachetnice,
suSiaca sa bielizen na balkénoch
a hluk utekajiceho zajaca,
150 ako aj - uz viem -
pichlava ndmietka jeza.

\i

ked prisli jesenné vichrice, povies,
prelistovali stromy, akoby nieco hladali.
mozno Strajkokazov, usmejem sa,

v starych odboroch listia.

VIl

aj duly padnt za obet

tvojim ociam, oblé hracky
ptislusnych pier:

len obstojny je ich pokus

o imitaciu sInka uprostred leta.
prejavis im sucit

taky plstnaty ako ich kordna.



VI

je teraz nacase
ponechat si posledné
listy kalendara a urobit
z nich nabrezia, aby sa
pomyselna rieka
nestratila.

IX

napokon existuiju aj také miesta, ktoré s uz len
oznacujucimi. bez ndroku

na svoje vlastné dejiny. napriklad more:
zosliapany koberec. naslepo

hladali viny kdpajtce sa akty

na pldzi. marne,

ale neltdtostne.

X

rozmary zimy? -

zastup topolov putuje popri rieke
do nasledujiceho mesiaca.

pre Sian Lang

Z nemeckého origindlu preloZila Nora RuZickovd

decembrova poznamka

opisujem dni ako pocit snehu

na perdch. ni¢ sa nedeje, povies,
alebo len malo: ak by som uviazol

v zavejoch nekonecnej knihy,

svet by zostal napriek tomu na dosah.
priblizne ako leto.
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Alpine Interference I

go through the ravine, where also waves break

clear white like burning magnesium, slices of Macintosh
consequence of China

gravely to the corners of a form of smile

which, pressure-drop, almost corresponds to the line
of a coral-reef.

down there where the slide of scree becomes a secret you expressed

in twosome like Crusoe.

trust your tongue, spiracle above the glacier
so the wild animals can get used to you early in the season.

tree-trunks with something like beaver-fur coating them.
tree-trunks of something.

in the valley, it seems that settlement (as if | understand its worth)
must take place in opacity. now it has to be released from the inner organs.

dragonflies, plummeted so many meters away from the truth
such was your interiority.

or the crickets, not shining from the city.

like the resin scent chirps, like a rockface confronts you with its tundra.
the wonderful barcode of firneedles
(spruce, pine, hemlock, larch).

if neonicotinoids also from carnivores are found in that creek’s brine,
study, with various Mirabelle plums, the developing fog
and commit.

set aside a mountain: market it
as “to-be-weighed” start-up-marginalization:
pure weightlessness



through the whole panorama all the way to the illuminative hospital
where your act is flattened by the century’s best dandelion

fluff.

your mind in gorge moraines, corn-snow kettle, climbing tide-flat-clutter. your mind
in poison venation marsh on the edges withal polyethylene ferment.

your mind in non-site snow-crust. in high-forest, also high-asphalt.

your mind in hip-cloudage, scent-crunch. high-melt.

your mind in “dissolving”, abraded as still frost-room,
road-kill, still grumbling, after the explosions in your mind
in sun-domes, in “going through gorges head-on”

where sphinxes hatch again.

potential meteorological spent-beginning.
finding respite on the designated drops.
this is the beginning | dance to, where Sherpas wander

to distort Eden. to refuel. 153

three horses is the park.
heightened to emotion a field with great snow brought over land and hand.
representative for all, who saw this.

go through the ravine, an enclave in extracellular space
and scream, scream-time, scream at time with the forest.

| stay. | stay conceptual. | stay conceptually unattached.
molecularly composed solitude.

scare away the hurricanes, the contrails

are black.

and gloss over several flight-thoughts

on their insides, so that they are twenty-three kinds of animal.
take the horizon onto



yourself, and give the ravens some
Cambria back.
(and growth-noise qua the transhumant alpine pastures of this year’s hay-coloured plateaus.)

how should we proceed? river-course, hoarfrost, glowing-temples?
I think it's okay when things become mountains at some point
when leaves and forward motion totally lose their alphabet to you.
that way you can say we fought all the time

to dab at the newly bestowed wasteland.

sod, rockslide shimmer, dispersion of the abyss, daisy-forget-me-nots,

the pleasant rage alongside distracting plants.

step to step the up-to-date illumination of the central star

in morning, phoenix-moment like the biotope baring itself deep inside you.

is the earth hollow, the ground? or is magma inside things?
in the squirrels who have left the path?

154 is magma in the new-moon-nights that spill over the pass?

in the paint-peeling shrine corners. such magma, does it reside

in gentian? in rope-teams, which mark the perhaps-hollow edges of oceans?

it turned out that every ridge was as if freshly poured.

that your pathsformed inhumed landscape - arcadias neither for just some one
man nor femme

to reach the summit: your spontaneous mutation,

attracting lightning bolts.

water off-take is necessary, and devil’s claws in Diana’s Tree vale,
silver-sheep’s-burr-pillow-growth full of widow-flowers,

rock jasmine (for lovers of trough culture). was that your rough combe
in the thorn tower? does your Sahel zone have build-up in it?

the fields were whispered: meadowsweet and over the years softly stabilized.
they were joined by a glistening twittering, crossed off as repeatedly lasting.
but above them the sky of the grueling fruits the broadcasting tower



for all quotidian dolphins. you can train off the fins for me there,
spot the dodos removed from existence.

I have the recipe for this new glacial district. oil-soaked and alkaline.
it too should be contained in the interference:

under snow of the four-hundred-point font.

under all manifestations, are said to be cryptogam femto-organisms
or reverse primatized beings.

under currents, even pearl. preying on your mind.

under those which you should approach from below,

in accordance with the exile instructions.

under a deluge of the areas you highlighted yourself.

under all the signs that we provoked under us,

to say to you: we are not so free as to leaf it like that.

so you don't step onto the protected areas.

with the quiet murmur, with your bare soles in the float-grit.
the grit of everything, which can be found there.

was ever found.

Translation Lisa Robertson with Bradley Schmidt
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