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Balla (Slovensko / Slovakia)

narodenyj 1967, Zije na Slovensku v Novijch Zdmkoch, kde pracuje na Urade prdce, socidlnych veci a rodiny.
Vydal knihy Leptokaria (1996), Outsideria (1997), Gravidita (2000), Tichy kdt (2001), Unglik (2003),

De la Cruz (2005, nomindcia na cenu Anasoft Litera), Cudzi (2008), V mene otca (2071, cena Anasoft Litera),
Oko (2072, nomindcia na cenu Anasoft Litera), Velkd ldska (2015, nomindcia na cenu Anasoft Litera), Je mftvy
(2018), Medzi ruinami (2021, nomindcia na cenu Anasoft Litera). Viaceré jeho knihy boli preloZené do r6znych
eurdpskych jazykov, vysli napriklad v Holandsku, Anglicku, Rakdsku, Francizsku, Polsku, Slovinsku, Chorvdtsku,
Ceskej republike, Madarsku.

was born 1967. One of the most original writers on the Slovak literary scene, Balla is famous for his absurd
stories about lonely, alienated and strange individuals incapable of relationships with other human beings.
Although his outlook could be labeled pessimistic, his fiction is not devoid of humor. In 1996 he won the Ivan
Krasko Prize for his first collection of short stories, Leptokaria. In 2071 he published V mene otca (In the Name
of the Father), a novella with autobiographical elements that was awarded the prestigious Anasoft Litera Prize
the following year. In 2015 he published another novella, Velkd Idska (Big Love). His latest novel is called Medzi
ruinami (Among the Ruins, 2021). In 2021, a selection of the author’s selection of short stories celebrating his
literary debut 25 years ago, entitled 25 x Balla came out. Despite being the recipient of several important
literary prizes, Balla lives outside the limelight in the small town of Nové Zdmky, where, like Franz Kafka,

he works as a public official at the local Labor Office.

Balla
SK



Medzi ruinami

(dryvok z romanu)

Skor ako doktora omrzel Zivot, omrzel ho Zivot doktora. Uprostred toho ¢udného roku sa rozhodol,
Ze sa stane spisovatelom. Preco nie? Najprv zatizil byt literdrnym kritikom, ale prislo mu z toho zle.
Potom sa ukazalo, Ze zle mu je z vodky, piva a analgetik. V tom Case sa zaroven rozhodol, Ze chce mat
dieta s istou mladou Zenou. Ona to pokladala za prechodné vzplanutie, v histérii bolo takych vzplanuti
vela. Jeho myslienka ju vSak predsa len zaujala, ale zaujala by ju aj hocijaka ind, o myslienky mala nddzu.
Ked'vas to prejde, pan kolega, oznamila mu, nastant bezné dni a ohen vyhasne, hoci druhd moznost je,
Ze sa to vyvinie do lasky, v optimalnom pripade, ale ja uz na lasku neverim, lebo som sa velmi sklamala.
Posielal jej spravy a ona to znasala.

Mohol ich posielat inej, ale ind by neodpovedala.

Urcite k nej nemal byt Gprimny, stacilo sa len cvicit vo formulovani viet a pitani pozornosti mladej
Citatelky. Ani na to vSak nebola spravny objekt, pretoze byt jeho Citatelkou pokladala za povinnost,
véZzila si starSieho kolegu, $lo teda vylu¢ne o cosi ako zdvorilti odpoved na pozdrav, bola to ¢itatelka
- mucenicka a to ju ndtilo pravidelne a uznanlivo reagovat na spravy, ktorym nerozumela aj preto,
lebo ich posielal v delitiu.

Psychiatrickd prax ho u? nenapliiala, prechodne ho napliialo pisanie. Spravy posielal mobilom, ale
prézu zacal pisat perom. Velki spisovatelia pouzivaji pero ako kedysi, v zlatom veku literatdry, vyjad-
rili sa niektori velki spisovatelia. On ako psychiater mal pochopit, Ze si robia prcu. Lenze on bol psy-

chiater uz iba lavou zadnou. Rukopis mal rovnako ako myslenie poznaceny dlhodobym pitim, takze
pisal necitatelne a tesil sa, ako pribeh vztahu-nevztahu k istej mladej Zene prekrica, nadinterpretuje,
falzifikuje, cifruje, zdobi, tesil sa, ako ten pribeh presvetluje, ako ho maluje, ako mu vymiena okn3,
ako mu muruje jadro, tGivod, zaver, ale hlavne detski izbu.

Vztah-nevztah ho rozvratil.

To posielanie sprav.

To formulovanie.

To malovanie a murovanie.

Lenze uz predtym bol rozvrateny.

Ale teraz aspon citil, Ze esSte Zije.

To by vsak citil, aj keby sa porezal.

Neraz sa mu zdalo, Ze na jeho mieste v ordinacii sedi uZ len opar Sialenstva, cloud, ako sa vravi. Ten
sa vznasal aj nad jeho stolom v kaviarni a niektori Stamgasti parkrat zavolali ¢asnicku, lebo mali po-
dozrenie, Ze tam ktosi fajci.

Nefajcil.

Sedel a uvazoval.

V pribehu teda bude velky svetly byt.
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Za pribehovou stenou bude na ulici huc¢at pribehovy bager.

Ked sa postava nakloni z balkéna, spozoruje papierovych ukrajinskych robotnikov v pracovnoprav-
nom vztahu s lokdlnou papierovou stavebnou firmou, vedenou lokdlnym papierovym podvodnikom,
ktorého ani hysterické zachvaty a profesionalna advokatska kanceldria nezachrania pred pobytom
v papierovej base.

Z terasy kaviarne, kde pisal, videl Feleslegi skutoc¢né stromy a zrazu mu prislo lGto este aj tych stromov.
Bol precitliveny. Hocikedy sa rozplakal. A dojimalo ho, Ze je dojaty a place. Uz davno nemohol kvéli
placu chodit do kina, preto bol ndteny pozerat televiziu. Bol sém so svojou televiznou maniou a pla-
¢om a jeho pismo bolo prakticky necitatelné uz aj preto, Ze mal permanentne zaslzené oci. Rukopis
kazdé rdno po prepitej noci skenoval a posielal desiatim Studentkam literatdry na fakultu v krajskom
meste. V priamej zavislosti od interpretacného lGstenia jeho ¢arbanic tam vznikalo zakazdym desat
rozli¢nych textov. Presné rozlistenie znakov a naznakov znakov bolo pre ne takmer nemozné. Dievca-
td s vaZnymi tvdrami prepisovali skeny do wordovych dokumentoy, ale vzhladom na necitatelnost jeho
pisma kazda ¢itala a pisala iné dielo. Kazda rozpoznavala znaky po svojom, tym najnejasnejsim prisu-
dzovala vlastnd verziu jasnosti, nejednoznacnym vlastni verziu jednoznacnosti, absurdnym vlastny
racionalny zmysel. Doldmané a spotvorené znaky a symboly sa vdaka ich intuicii stavali fungujdcimi
znakmi a symbolmi, ktoré ¢osi naozaj znacili a symbolizovali, hoci pévodne, v neskorom no¢nom case
ich vzniku, vzhladom na pocet autorom vypitych piv a vodiek a prehltnutych tabletiek neznamenali v6-
bec nic alebo znamenali Cosi, ¢o nemalo Ziadny stvis s pévodne zamyslanym pribehom vztahu k istej
mladej Zene, ten pribeh sa uz davno rozsypal na poviedky s divergujicimi dejovymi a najma nedejovy-
mi liniami. Aktom interpretacie na fakulte v krajskom meste sa rozochveny, rozmazany, alkoholom roz-
moceny autorsky zdmer starniceho psychiatra spojil so zdravym zmyslom Studentiek pre jednoduchy
dej jednoduchych poviedok v Style priemernych slovenskych autorov, v pripade niektorych Studentiek
dokonca s presahom na zahraniénd konzumn beletriu. Studentky v znakoch a ich zhlukoch videli aj
drobné domyselné kresby, ad hoc vznikajlce pohotové ilustracie, okolo ktorych plynuli rovnako poho-
tové svieZe vety, hoci pévodne, v prepitej noci svojho vzniku, to bol blabot o inave, pomalosti, odkvita-
ni a umierani, aj ked's prekvapivo a doslova umelo resuscitovanou tragikomickou myslienkou na dieta:
mala ho porodit istd mlada Zena na zdklade pohlavného styku so spisovatelom, ktory sa prestaval hrat
na psychiatra, s psychiatrom, ktory sa zacinal hrat na spisovatela.

Z kazdej povodne necitatelne nacmdranej, zle fungujdcej poviedky vznikalo desat origindlnych, mla-
distvostou dychajlcich kratkych Gtvarov.

Mohlo ich byt viac, lenZe vyssi pocet pricetnych Studentiek literatlry nezohnal.

Studenti ho nezaujimali.

Studenti literatdry boli psychicki stroskotanci ako on.

Studenti literatdry boli psychicky zlikvidovani tudentkami.

Studenti by k jeho mysleniu ni¢ nepridali.

Studenti by jeho necitatelné texty vedeli preéitat absolitne presne.



Before the breakup

Misa discovered something in the flat.

It was behind the TV set in the corner of the living room. But later in the evening when she phoned
Jano, who had left on a business trip a few days earlier, she made no mention of her discovery. Why
make him worry? He had other things to worry about out there in that Asian metropolis. Or maybe
he didn't? Doubt started gnawing at her: only the other night she'd dreamt of her husband in karaoke
bars and the things he was getting up to with sluts; though they might go by a different, more posh
name in those parts - Misa couldn’t remember the precise word - she was quite sure they were just
sluts, engaging in slutty practices.

After the routine call was over she sat in the kitchen until late at night, and as the light of a small
lamp above the freezer illuminated her hands and fingers, and long shadows crept along the floor
and the opposite wall, Misa wondered why this had to happen to her, of all people. Actually, not just
to her, to Jano as well - but Jano didn’t have an inkling of it. Or did he? Was he lying in a hotel bed
somewhere with an inkling? Was he on the twentieth or thirtieth floor of a skyscraper, in the middle
of negotiations, with an inkling?

Misa had grown up in a family where nothing ever appeared behind the TV set. Her parents had never
even mentioned such a possibility to her, though they were happy to discuss in her presence the pet-
ty scandals involving their neighbours or people at work. But perhaps they’'d had it in their bedroom
too. Their daughter had never been allowed there. Could it have been in their bedroom? Did they take
it along when they went on holiday? On one of those trips they used to take, leaving their daughter
with her grandma in the country?

She went out into the hallway and called a friend from the landline, for she felt the need to discuss
this unexpected problem with somebody. A few sentences into the conversation she replied, baffled:
“You mean | should go and see a psychiatrist?”

"Of course. You've got to. What if you're just imagining it all?”

“You mean... hallucinating? You really think I'm hallucinating?”

“But what if it isn’t there at all? From what you're saying, it's almost the size of a wardrobe... Could
something like that even fit behind the TV set?”

“Sona, believe me, it's there!”

“I doubt it. Look, you know Dr Monty..."

“The one with the beard?”

“No, the one who goes to the Irish Pub.”

“Where does he usually sit?”

“Right at the back, under the speakers.”

“I don't know him at all.”

“Well, then you must know the other one, what's his name... help me out...”

n
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“You mean Dr Rathé?”

“Exactly.”

“But he's not a psychiatrist, he's a psychologist.”

"All right, all right, a psychologist might do for starters...”

"What do you mean, for starters? It's as big as a wardrobe and you're calling this starters?”

“I've already told you there’s no way it could be as big as a wardrobe. Just calm down. I'm sure
it's much, much smaller.”

“So how big do you think it is?”

“Let’s agree it's the size of a matchbox, at most. It's absolutely tiny.”

“Listen... How about you come and take a look?”

“That's out of the question. | can’t.”

"Why not? Do come! Please, help me!”

“But how? Is there really something wrong with you? What's this got to do with me? And anyway, I'm
in a complicated situation.”

“I don't understand.”

u n

"What is it? Can't you talk?”
"Erm..."

"All of a sudden. You can’t talk just when | need you to do me a favour. Can’t you even whisper?”

“I can do that. But what am | supposed to whisper? You'd better go and check again...”

“But I've been watching it the whole time. Actually... not the whole time, just now | was looking out
of the window... and... by the entrance to the hairdresser’s... you know where | mean...”

“Of course | do. By the entrance. So what's there?”

“Thereis...”

“Come on, what is it?”

“Nothing! Nothing at all! Don’t you understand? It's not there. It's only here, behind the TV. Why
don'tlimagine it's out there, too, if I'm only imagining it? Let me tell you why: because it justisn't out
there, only here. And you were lying.”

"How was | lying?”

“When you said you could only whisper. Right now you were so curious about what was there by the
entrance to the hairdresser’s that you started shouting. Out of curiosity. And the only reason you
found it so fascinating was because you have your hair done there yourself. So is the only time you're
willing to listen to me, without accusing me of being crazy, when it involves you, too?”

The phone call ended on a rather uneasy note.

Misa sat down at the kitchen table, picked up a mirror and examined the pale skin of her pale face.
It shone in the kitchen night. The eyes, the nose, the mouth, the corners of the mouth. Thoughtfully,
Misa went on to examine her shoulders, chest, and legs. It would have been almost impossible to dis-



tinguish the whole from other wholes of this kind. Or perhaps only sometimes, thanks to the clothes,
the situations in which they were discarded, by a particular whole’s way of being naked. Way of being
naked? Yes: see yourself for who you are! Step in front of the mirror, get to know yourself from the
outside, but intimately! Let the inside follow. Follow the inside!

Misa stood up and sat down again.

She was sitting on her backside in the kitchen again.

Jano came home a few days later, dropped his bags in the hall, took off his shoes, went to the
bathroom, had a shower, and, after thoroughly drying himself with a thick bath towel, headed for the
living room. She was waiting for him by the door. Thinking of the sluts and the karaoke. And also of
herself, her role. Was she supposed to float up into the sky, all dreamy-eyed and happy? Or should she
let barbiturates, medication, or a psychiatrist take care of everything? She stepped back a little to let
Jano pass. He sat down in the armchair and reached for the remote to switch on the TV. The flickering
blue light carved objects out of the dark.

That's when Jano spotted it.

It was moving slowly, and in this slowness Misa detected both a sinister threat and something abso-
lute. Jano didn't say anything. His face looked like a mask stretched on a rack of bone. Only when his
wife whispered hysterically to him did he respond, commenting that, in his view, it made the living
room even cosier than before, covering himself with his statement as though it were a precious Tibe-
tan rug. Misa ran out of the block and called Sofia on her mobile. She was panting:

“I know everything!”

“What do you know?”

“It's turned up at your place too! That's why you can't talk! It's watching you! It's listening to you!
It's growing!”

“Do you have nothing to say to that???”

“I told you | can't talk.”

“Well, whisper then.”

“It's turned up here too. But it was a long time ago. It's stopped growing now, although, | admit,
it's not getting any smaller either. We've got used to it. Just as it is. Look, | know how you feel. It's not
easy to come to terms with the new situation at first... But is it really new? OK, | know you hadn't
counted on it. You didn't expect it to... actualise quite like this. What woman would expect such
a thing? | was hoping it wouldn’t happen to you - to you and Jano. Last time you called, | thought
you might be exaggerating a little. Because in our place it didn’t grow quite so fast! Peto and | had
been together for six years by the time we first noticed it! But times have changed, the pace of life
is accelerating... | know I'm probably not putting it well, but the fact is, the world's got faster, so that
you and Jano... Even though you‘ve only been together for two years - it has been two years, hasn't
it? Or three? Anyway, for some reason it's happening faster. I'm being naive, aren’t I?”

13
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“Sona, | love you, you're my only friend. But why did you keep this of all things secret from me?”
“I'm telling you: | was hoping it wouldnt happen to you!”

“And what about your parents? At home, when you were growing up... Did they have a problem? You
know what | mean.”

"Of course. Nearly every family on our estate had it. | remember the Kropaces, they had to move out
because of it: it simply pushed them out of their flat. One morning it was sticking out into the hal-
Iway. Can you imagine how delicate the situation was? Real existing socialism, and there's something
sticking out of the door of your flat? And you and your children are having to sleep on the stairs? Well,
my parents took their children in for a few days, the kids stayed in my room, but | didn't like them,
they cried all the time. By the way, it eventually turned out to be a blessing in disguise for the Kropa-
Ces: it followed them everywhere; in the end they were staying in a workers’ dormitory in Smichov, in
Prague, but one night, after it caused a scandal by swelling up, making the whole house burst, waking
up halfthe city of a hundred spires, they took a radical step: emigration. Now they have a wonderful
life in the West, she’s living in Italy with the kids and he's somewhere in Switzerland. They split up as
soon as they crossed the border. Don't you get it? It was a question of life and death. But actually, in
cases like this, it's always a question of life and death.”

“But why did my mum never even hint at it?”

“That's what women are like: though we can see - right from the beginning, actually - how things
happen and how they're going to end, inevitably, we keep hoping... and making the same mistakes.
We just don't learn our lesson. Most of the time. Not even seeing the way that our own parents have
ended up prevents us from letting the same thing happen to us and our children. From their earliest
days we push them to do the same thing to their offspring when the time comes. It’s like some com-
pulsion, can’t you feel that?”

“Sona! | thought I was going round the bend!”

“That’s right. You are going round the bend, but nobody will notice you're mad. It's a collective mad-
ness. You're no different from anyone else. How do you diagnose madness if everyone is mad?”

Misa had no idea.

For weeks she just moped about the flat.

She could see it was watching her intently from behind the set. Or rather, not from behind but from
underneath the TV, which by now was hovering above it, swaying from side to side like a vacationer
on an air-mattress.

Misa stood on the balcony.

Misa leaned against the kitchen unit.

Misa even dreamt of going for a hike in the pure, unadulterated countryside.

And wherever she happened to be, she wondered what it was that she and Jano actually wanted
from each other. Wherever she might be she also wondered how she could get into the wardrobe
where she kept her large suitcase from before their marriage, because by now it was cluttering up
the whole room, blocking the way to the wardrobe. And in the most extreme moments, between the



thirteenth and fourteenth cigarette, between a wistful stare from the balcony down to the street
and at the skyscraper opposite - into the windows of prison cells similar to her own - between times
of calm resignation and quiet horror, in addition to other, more important and essential things, Misa
also thought that you need a partner to do up the clasp on your necklace, and that you need a nec-
klace to find a partner.

From Slovak translated by Julia & Peter Sherwood.
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Michel Faber (Velks Britdnia / Great Britain)

narodil sa v Holandsku, vyrdstol v Austrdlii, 23 rokov Zil v Skdtsku a teraz Zije v Anglicku. Je autorom romdnov
The Crimson Petal And The White (po Cesky vyslo ako Kvitek karminovy a bilg), Under The Skin (Pod koZou)

a The Book Of Strange New Things (Kniha zvldstnich novijch véci); poviedkovich zbierok Some Rain Must Fall
(Raz urcite zaprsi) a The Fahrenheit Twins (Fahrenheitova dvojcata), ako aj zbierky bdsni' s ndzvom Undying.
V roku 2020 vysiel jeho romdn pre mladsich citatelov D (A Tale Of Two Worlds). Momentdlne pracuje na knihe
o hudbe.

Dutch-born Michel Faber grew up in Australia, lived in Scotland for 23 years and now lives in England.

His books include the novels The Crimson Petal And The White, Under The Skin and The Book Of Strange New
Things, the short story collections Some Rain Must Fall and The Fahrenheit Twins and the poetry collection
Undying. A novel for younger readers, D (A Tale Of Two Worlds), was published in 2020. He is currently working
on a non-fiction book about music.

Michel Faber
GB



D (Pribeh dvoch svetov)

(dryvok z romanu)
1: Na zaciatok

Kazdé rano mala s prvym slnec¢nym lG¢om pocit, Ze je na nespravnom mieste bud'slnko, alebo ona,
alebo boli na nespravnych miestach slnko aj ona. Zobudila sa vo velkej makkej posteli, prikryta petri-
nou s usmiatymi zlatovlasymi princeznami, a cudné studené anglické sInko sa uz roztahovalo po izbe.
Povedala o tom svojej kamaratke Mariette a td povedala: ,To bude tym, Ze ti je smutno za svetlom
tam uvas.”

.U nds?” spytala sa Dhikilo.

,Tam odkialsi.”

,MoZno,” povedala Dhikilo. V skuto¢nosti si to nemyslela. Nemala Ziadne spomienky na miesto, od-
kial pochadzala a nikdy sa tam nevratila. Akoby ani neexistovalo.

Mariette, najlepsia kamaratka Dhikilo, prisla z Franctzska. Ani tam Dhikilo nebola, ale o jeho existen-
cii nebolo pochyb. Ludia ho neustdle navstevovali. Nachddzalo sa hned za prielivom. Pocas jasnych
dni dokonca vykukalo spoza ttesov pri Cawberi v podobe jemného oparu medzi strieborno-Sedou
vodou a modrou oblohou.

Eurépsky kontinent bol velmi blizko. Trajekty sa plavili hore-dolu od bielych ttesov Doveru k sotva
rozoznatelnému pristavu s ndzvom Calais a cestou mitiali Cawber. Pod morom viedol tunel pre aut3,
kamidny a dalSie vozidl3, spéjajici Anglicko so Sirym svetom. Pocas leta nim do Cawberu prichadzali
plné autobusy turistov. Autobusy zaparkovali vedla Sirokej Promenddy a franclzske rodiny sa pre-
chadzali pozdi? titesov, rozpravali sa po franctizsky a jedli anglické magkrty. Nemci, Japonci, Spanieli,
Taliani a Americania to isté. VSetci tito [udia prichddzali z poriadnych krajin, z krajin, o ktorych sa pi-
salo v novinach a ktorych politici si potriasali ruky s inymi politikmi, zatial ¢o ich pri tom fotografovali.
Fiona, daldia z priateliek Dhikilo, pochddzala zo Skétska, o bola tie? krajina, napriek tomu, %e na
vstup do nej nebolo treba zdolat more. Skétsky pévod bol super. O Skétsku kazdy pocul, a predsa
bolo aj so svojimi nddhernymi starobylymi horami a velkymi modernymi mestami daleko. Aj v telke
byvalo ¢asto. Dobra kombindacia.

Miesto, odkial pochddzala Dhikilo, nebolo nikdy v televizii a nikto o fiom nepocul. Obcas sice niekto
povedal, Ze o iom pocul, ale po chvili sa vzdy ukazalo, Ze vlastne myslel ind krajinu, ktorej meno len
znelo podobne.

,Nie som zo Somdlska,” hovorila. ,Som zo Somalilandu.”

Ludia na fiu pozerali neveriacky, akoby im prave oznamila, Ze je z Franctizskolandu alebo Australolan-
du. Akoby len Zartovala. Alebo sa opytali: ,Aky je v tom rozdiel?”

Nedokazala odpovedat, lebo vlastne nevedela.
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2: Letak s radami

Niektoré mena boli problematické a iné nie. Mena ako Gail, Sarah, Mariette, Lucy a Susan, dokonca aj
Siobhan boli v poriadku, ale ,Dhikilo’ bolo prilis neobvyklé a potrebovalo upravit. Kamaratky ju volali
Dicky. Zopdr dalSich dievcat ju volalo Dick a ona si nebola istd, ¢i ju tym chcu urazit.

Dhikilo obc¢as nevedela vyhodnotit, ¢i sa k nej ostatné dievcata spravaju priatelsky, alebo nie. Kratko
po tom, ako nastupila na osemroc¢né gymnazium, dostala letdk s radami, ako si poradit so Sikanou.
Este si ho nestihla ani precitat, ked jej starsie dievéa menom Kim schvélne nastriekalo do vlasov le-
pidlo. Dhikilo prave drzala v ruke tazkd bichlu na dejepis a tou tresla Kim do Cela tak silno, Ze dievca
padlo na chrbat, pricom zhodilo aj niekol'ko svojich kamosiek. Bola to velmi zla reakcia a mohla skon-
¢it poskodenim mozgu (ako jej neskér vysvetlila $tudijnd poradkynia). Ani v letdku, ktory si Dhikilo
doma konecne precitala, sa zrdZanie tyranov k zemi nespominalo.

V kazdom pripade jej uz potom nikto nerobil zle. Pokial sa teda neratala prezyvka,Dick’ a mensi pocet
kamaratok, nez mali bezné Ziacky. Vyratala si to. Najpopularnejsie dievcata mali 13 - 14 kamosiek,
s ktorymi travili Cas, zatial' o najmenej populdrne deckd mali nula. Priemer bol 7 (priemer sa ucili
na matike). Dhikilo mala tri kamaratky. Aritmeticky vzaté ju to zaradovalo do spodného percentilu
popularnosti.

Ale to bolo v poriadku. S troma sa dalo pracovat. Ludia boli zvlad$tni a uz len premyslat o nich bolo
obcas namahavé.

3: Laascanood

Posledné miesto, kde Dhikilo Zila predtym, neZ priSla na juzné pobreZie Anglicka, bolo mesto s néa-
zvom Laascanood. Znelo ako napoj z jedalneho listka v reStaurdcii na Blizkom vychode, ktory by ¢lo-
vek rdd vyskdsal, ale potom sa zlakol, Ze by mu nechutil, a namiesto neho si radsej objednal Pepsi.

S mestom ju spajala dlha dramaticka historka, ale vSetko bolo akési zmatené a zahmlené, pretoZe
v tom case nemala ani rok a viaceré dospelé postavy, ktoré v nej vystupovali, sa dnes uz nedali
zohnat.

V skratke iSlo o to, Ze zdrila vojna, jej rodicia sa rozisli a ona ostala s otcom, ktory ju mal stéle na ru-
kach. Lenze medzi Somalilandom a Puntlandom sa bojovalo a otec rozhodol, Ze pre fiu bude lepsie,
ak s nim dalej nepdjde. Tak sa jej vzdal a skdr ako sa nazdala, ocitla sa v mestecku s ndzvom Cawber-
on-Sands.

Ked ostatné dievcata hovorili o svojom detstve, ich rozprivanie bolo pIné detailov a pribehy sa roz-
vijali a rozvijali aZ nabrali rozmery, ktoré by stacili na knihu. Musela si priznat, Ze jej pribeh bol hrozne
kratky a obsahoval vela dier. Asi vtedy mala davat lepsi pozor.



LenzZe bola babétko a tie vela spia, zvyCajne so zavretymi o¢ami. Kazdy den kracala Dhikilo zo Skoly
domov po Promendde a videla mladé matky tlaciace kociky so sladko spiacimi babatkami. Nerusil ich
Skrekot cajok ani silny vietor. Naberali energiu a oddalovali den, kedy si budd musiet sadnit a Celit
problémom.

Pred pér rokmi, ked mala Dhikilo jedendst, jej mama povedala, Ze jej matka je mftva. Teda Ruth,
anglickd mama, jej ozndmila, Ze jej pdvodna mama zomrela. Dhikilo nevedela, ako by na to mala
zareagovat.

»Kolko mala rokov?” opytala sa.

JTridsatjeden,” povedala jej anglickd mama. ,Tu sa to piSe.” V ruke drzala oficidlnu spravu.

.To nie je vela,” povedala Dhikilo po chvili. ,Bola chora?”

Ruth hladela na list papiera a mracila sa. ,Nepisu.”

A otec?”

Ruth na fiu zhovievavo pozrela. ,Mysli$ tvojho otca zo Somalilandu?”

+Ano,” potvrdila Dhikilo.

Anglickd mama sa usmiala, na tvari sa jej zracili komplikované a nevysvetlitelné znalosti dospelych.
,Obdvam sa, Ze je stale pan Zahadny.” Tak nazyvala pévodného otca Dhikilo: pdn Zdhadny. Nikto ne-
tusil, ¢o sa s nim stalo po tom, ako Dhikilo hodil do narucia jednej sestricky.

Anglicky otec nebol vobec zahadny. Vo vedlajsej izbe ¢ital knihu o byvalom politikovi, $alku ¢aju mal
poloZent na operadle gauéa a volal sa Malcolm. Malcolm Bentley. Co z jeho adoptivnej dcéry robilo
Dhikilo Bentleyovdi. Alebo, ked mala obcas chut rozpisat sa, napriklad na skolskom zosite, Dhikilo
Saxardiid Samawada Bentleyovd.

Z anglického origindlu preloZila Mdria Modrovich.
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1: To Begin With

The first ray of light each morning always made her feel the sun was in the wrong place, or she was in
the wrong place, or both. She would wake in her big soft bed, under a duvet decorated with smiling
blonde princesses, and the cold English light would already be busy filling up the room, looking weird.
She told her friend Mariette about this, and Mariette said, “It must be because you're missing the
light back home.”

“"Home?" said Dhikilo.

“Where you're from.”

“I suppose so," said Dhikilo. But she didn't suppose so, really. She had no memories of where she was
from, and she'd never been back there. It didn't even exist.

Mariette, Dhikilo’s best friend, came from France. Dhikilo hadn’t been there either, but it existed for
sure. People went there all the time. It was just across the channel. On clear days, peering out over
the cliffs at Cawber, she could even see it. It was a subtle haze between the silvery grey of the water
and the blue of the sky.

The continent of Europe was very near. Ferries sailed back and forth from the white cliffs of Dover
to a vaguely visible port called Calais, passing Cawber on the way through. Under the sea, there was
a tunnel for cars, lorries and other vehicles, connecting England to the world beyond. During the
summer, it brought busloads of tourists to visit Cawber. The buses would park next to the avenue
called The Promenade, and whole families of French people would walk along the cliffside, speaking
their language, eating English snacks. Germans and Japanese and Spaniards and Italians and Ameri-
cans too. All these people came from proper countries, countries that got mentioned in newspapers
and had politicians who shook other politicians’ hands while photographers took pictures.

Fiona, one of Dhikilo's other pals, came from Scotland, which was also a country, even though you
didn’t have to cross the sea to get there. It was cool to come from Scotland. Everybody had heard
of it yet it was far away with magnificent ancient mountains and big modern cities and it was on TV
quite often. A good combination.

The place Dhikilo came from was never on TV and nobody had heard of it. Sometimes people would
say they'd heard of it but after a while she would realise that they really meant another country who-
se name sounded similar but wasn't it.

“I'm not from Somalia,” she would say. “I'm from Somaliland.”

People would look at her disbelievingly, as if she'd just told them that she came from Franceland or
Australialand. Like she was just being silly. Or they would ask: “What's the difference?”

And she couldn’t answer, because she didn’t really know.



2: A Leaflet With Advice

Some names were a problem to have and others weren’t. Names like Gail and Sarah and Mariette and
Lucy and Susan and even Siobhan were OK, but ‘Dhikilo” was too unusual and needed tweaking. Her
friends called her Dicky. A few of the other girls called her Dick and she wasn’t sure if they meant it
to be insulting.

Dhikilo sometimes had trouble figuring out if the other girls were being friendly to her or not. Not
long after starting at secondary school, she'd been given a leaflet with advice about how to cope with
bullying. She hadnt yet got around to reading it when an older girl called Kim squirted glue in her hair
on purpose. Dhikilo had a book in her hands at the time, a big heavy one about history, and she hit
the older girl on the forehead with it so hard that Kim fell over backwards and knocked over several
of her chums. It was a very bad thing to do and it could have caused brain damage (as her Guidance
Teacher explained later) and when Dhikilo got home she read the leaflet about bullying and had to
admit that the suggestions in it didn't include knocking your tormentors flat.

Anyway, nobody bullied Dhikilo after that. Unless you counted being called ‘Dick’ and not having as
many friends as the average girl at the school. She'd done the maths on this. The most popular gitls
had 13 to 14 pals they hung about with, and the least popular girls had zero, while 7 was the median
(she'd learned that word in Maths class). Dhikilo had three. Arithmetically speaking, that put her in
the bottom percentile of befriendedness.

But that was OK. Three was plenty to be getting on with. People were so strange and sometimes you
got tired just thinking about them.

3: Laascaanood

The last place Dhikilo lived before being relocated to the south coast of England was a town called
Laascaanood, which sounded like a drink on a Middle Eastern restaurant menu that you think you
might try but then you get worried you won't like it and order a Pepsi instead.

There was a big dramatic story attached to her and Laascaanood, but it was all quite confused and
hazy because she'd been less than a year old at the time and there were various adults involved who
were all unavailable now.

Basically, there was a war on and her parents had split up and she was being carried around by her
father but there was fighting between Somaliland and Puntland, and her father decided she would
be better off not going where he was going. So he gave her away and before she knew it she was in
Cawber-on-Sands.
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When other girls talked about their early life, there were usually loads of details and the story went
on and on until it grew big enough to fill a book. Her own story was awfully short, she had to admit,
and there were quite a few holes and gaps in it. She should maybe have kept her eyes open and paid
more attention at the time.

But she was only a baby then, and babies slept a lot and usually had their eyes closed. Each day as
Dhikilo walked home from school along The Promenade, she would see the young mothers trundling
their prams, and the babies would be adorably asleep even when the seagulls were screeching and
the wind was fierce. They were charging their energy, postponing the day when they had to sit up
and deal with stuff.

When Dhikilo was eleven, just a couple of years ago, her Mum told her that her mother was dead.
Thatis, Ruth, her English Mum, gave her the news that her original Mum had died. Dhikilo had trouble
thinking of the right thing to say.

"How old was she?” she asked.

“Thirty-one,” said her English Mum. “It says here.” She was holding a piece of official paper with the
news printed on it.

“That's not very old,” said Dhikilo, after a long pause. “Was she sick?”

Ruth stared at the piece of paper and frowned. “It doesn’t say.”

“What about Dad?”

Ruth looked at her indulgently. “You mean your Somaliland Dad?”

“Yes,"” said Dhikilo.

Her English Mum smiled, her face all complicated with knowledge about grownups that couldn’t be
explained. “Still the Mystery Man, I'm afraid.” That was how she often referred to Dhikilo's original
father: the Mystery Man. Nobody seemed to know what had become of him after he'd tossed Dhikilo
through the air into the arms of a nurse.

By contrast, Dhikilo’s English Dad was not a mystery man at all. He was in the next room reading
abookabout a retired politician, with a mug of tea balanced on the arm of the sofa, and his name was
Malcolm, Malcolm Bentley. Which made his adopted daughter Dhikilo Bentley. Or sometimes, if she
was in the mood to write a nice long line at the top of her school jotter, Dhikilo Saxardiid Samawada
Bentley.
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Pribehy o duchoch

(Gryvok z romanu)

Anne potme naclva zvukom steny, o ktoru si opiera hlavu. V stene to pracuje, akoby sa murivo presku-
povalo, pomaly a neodbytne. Anne sa najprv posadi na posteli, potom na jej okraj. Je tGiplne bdela.
Prsty na nohach sa dreva dotknu skér neZ ich bruska a pata. Anne vojde do obyvacky. Uprostred noci
uz ziadne elektricky a ani autd nechodia. Ak niekto chodi popti stendch domu, jeho kroky si tiché.
V kuchyni sedi Thomas. Nerozsvecuj, povie, ked Anne vkroci na prah, ktory zapraska, akoby sa nieco
zlomilo. Posadi sa do kresla, ktoré ktosi oddialil od stola, otocend k Thomasovi. Zlozi si ruky do lona,
pravi v lavej, dlane otocené nahor. Nejasny pohyb pred Thomasovou tvarou, vie, Ze si rukou prikryva
Usta a bradu a pritom sa nadychuje. Ako dlho sme uZ v tomto byte, pyta sa Thomas. Patnast rokov,
povie Anne a vie, Ze to nie je pravda. Dvadsat, povie Thomas. Dvadsat rokov. Mala si tridsat, hovori.
Ano, sthlasi Anne, aj ty. Dvadsat rokov, povie Thomas, prechadzat kazdy defi tymi istymi dverami,
zakaZdym na td istd ulicu. Dvadsat rokov pouzivame tu istl kdpelfiu. Sa ludia, ozndmi Thomas, ktori
sa stahuji kazdé dva roky. Neviem, povie Anne, & to pomdze. Co sa zmeni, ked bude$ kazdy den
vychaddzat na td istd, ibaZze ind ulicu? Thomas mlci. Mas, samozrejme, pravdu, povie. Nic. Anne po-
hybuje prstami na pravej ruke, zovrie ich v past a opét roztvori. Tam, kde sedi Thomas, je teraz tma
priepustnejsia. Otocil hlavu k oknu. Popravde, skonstatuje, sme nudni malomestiaci. Malomestiaci,
zopakuje Anne, kto by povedal nieco také? Poztie sa na Thomasovu postavu. Vystrie sa a vytrasie ruku
oproti oknu, ale Anne ju predsa zbadala, tvar, mladd Zenu, posmievacni a zvedavi. Dievca. Chees sa
odstahovat? spyta sa Anne. Thomas sa postavil. Je neskoro, oznami. Je polnoc, povie Anne. Thomas
stoji pred fou, ale moZno sa myli. V tejto hustej tme tazko rozoznat, ¢o je telo a ¢o tief. Povedz mi, ¢o
chces, povie Anne. Nepocuje zapraskat prah dveri, musel ho prekrocit. Ked Anne vstane a odchddza

z kuchyne, uz tam nie je.

[.]

Na poludnie zasla Anne do bistra a zjedla toast so Saldtom a kozim syrom. PretoZe nemala chut vratit
meniami najavo, Ze sa vracia do prace. Povzdych pri vstavani, obcas stiahnutie lopatiek na chrbte.
Prikyvnutie ako vyzva smerom k druhému, suchy tén hlasu, rozhodnost v pohyboch, ktoré im poma-
hajui prekondvat tnavu. Anne sa na nich diva, pozoruje ruky, ktoré sa velmi prirodzene pohybuiji vo
vreckdch na nohaviciach alebo v kabelke. Anne pozna svojraznost tohto pohybu, pozna ho z vlastnych
rak. Pri hre na klaviri musia ruky ziskat takd nezavislost, aZ si ju ¢lovek prestane uvedomovat, ale i tak
vzdy reaguje na ich ¢innost. Ked' ludia z bistra odidu, spomalia krok, sklonia hlavu, aby sa pozreli na
telefén, ktory ruka vytahuje z tadky a podava im ho. Teraz je Anne v bistre sama. Casnik stoji za ba-
rom, krk ohnuty. Anne vidi cesticku v hnedych vlasoch, prava ruka sa pohybuje, aj on musi mat pred



sebou telefén. Chvilu pock3, ¢isijuvsimne, napokon vyberie z periazenky bankovku a obledie si kabat.
Bankovku poloZi na bar a povie, Ze takto je to v poriadku. Pockajte, len okamih, povie ¢asnik, ale Anne
sa uz otocila a odisla z bistra. Ked' pride do bytu, v kuchyni sedi Thomas. Anne sa postavi chrbtom
k spordku, akoby sa on opierala. Odpadlo mi niekolko schédzok, povie Thomas. Anne prikyvne a spyta
sa, ¢i mu ma urobit kavu. Ked pred neho postavi salku a naleje mu kdvu, Thomas sa podakuje a dotkne
sa jej predlaktia. Je to staré gesto, ktoré uZ pre Anne nie je doverné. Posadi sa oproti nemu. Zasa si
zle spal? Thomas prikyvne. Oprel sa o operadlo a drzi telefén pred sebou. Prepac, povie, len chvilku.
S tym telefénom si uz ako moji Ziaci, odveti Anne. Smartfénom, skonstatuje Thomas. Pousmeje sa
a ani nezodvihne zrak. Anne sa diva, ako sa mu prsty pohybuji po obrazovke. V teleféne sa isto na-
chddzaji spravy. A tiez fotografie. Thomas niekolkokrat tukne na obrazovku. Anne by mohla vystriet
ruku, nahnit sa ponad st6l a natiahnut sa za telefénom. St v iom spoloc¢né vikendy, radostné ocaka-
vania a vycitky, upokojovania, priania sladkych snov, nezné men3, telefénne cislo, moZno adresa. Vo
vnutri telefénu je dievéa. Thomasove prsty sa pohybuiju rychlo, piSe. Anne sa mu z prstov pozrie na
tvar. Pokozku pod o¢ami ma matnd, hnedastej farby, ktord sa objavi, ked dlhsi ¢as malo spal. Thomas
zakazdym, ked pride, donesie spolu s telefénom do bytu aj dievca. Telefén je tréjsky kon, ktorého
Thomas musi stale strazit. Keby tuho spal, dievca by otvorilo telefén a pod riskom tmy dobylo byt.
Anne vidi tvdr diev¢ata pred sebou, posmievacnt a zvedavi. Thomas dokédze bez spanku vydrzat dlho,
no raz musi zaspat. Anne sa postavi, vezme mu $alku a polozi ju do umyvadla. Pockaj, povie, eSte som
tam trochu mal, no Anne uZ pustila vodu. Prepac, odveti, Thomas mévne rukou. V poslednom case
pije aj tak prilis vela kavy.

Z nemeckého origindlu preloZila Paulina S. Cuhovd.
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Ghost Story

(excerpt from a novel)

In the dark, Anne listens to sounds in the wall next to which her head lay. Something is going on in
there, as if the bricks are being rearranged, slowly and doggedly. Anne sits up and swings her legs
over the side of the bed. She is wide awake. First, she feels the wood floor with her toes, followed
by the balls of her feet, then her heels. Anne goes into the living room. In the middle of the night
none of the streetcars are running and no cars drive past. When someone walks along the wall of
the building, his footsteps make no sound. Thomas is sitting in the kitchen. Don’t turn on the light,
he says when Anne steps on the door sill, which cracks with the sound of something breaking apart.
She sits, facing Thomas, on a chair that has been pushed away from the table. She lays her hands on
her lap, the left holding the right, palms facing the ceiling. A shadowy movement passes in front of
Thomas' face. She knows he is placing a hand over his mouth and chin and breathing in. How long
have we been in this apartment? Thomas asks. Fifteen years, Anne says, and knows that’s wrong.
Twenty, Thomas says. Twenty years. You were thirty, he says. Yes, Anne says, so were you. Twenty
years, Thomas says, going out the same door every day, always onto the same street. We've been
using the same bathroom for twenty years. Some people move every two years, Thomas says. I'm
not sure that would help, Anne replies. What would change if you went out onto a different same
street every day? Thomas remains silent. You're right, of course, he says, nothing. Anne moves the
fingers of her right hand, balls them into a fist and lets them fall open again. The darkness where
Thomas is sitting has grown more transparent. He has turned his face toward the window. The truth
is, we're boring and bourgeois. Bourgeois, Anne repeats, who says things like that? She looks at
Thomas’ shape in the darkness. He straightens up and shakes one of his arms toward the window,
but Anne saw it, a face, a young woman, mocking and curious. A girl. Do you want to move out? Anne
asks. Thomas is standing. It's late, he says. It's the middle of the night, Anne says. Thomas stands
in front of her, but maybe she’s mistaken. In this darkness it's impossible to tell what is a body and
what a shadow. Tell me what you want, Anne says. She doesn't hear the door sill crack. He must have
stepped over it. When Anne stands up and leaves the kitchen, he's gone.

[..]

At lunchtime, Anne went to a bistro and had toast with goat cheese and salad. Since she doesn't want
to go back to her apartment, she orders an espresso and watches the other diners. Most of them give
off little signals that they're going back to work. A sigh as they stand up, sometimes a contraction
of their shoulder blades. A kind of challenging nod to someone, a drier tone, a determination in
their movements to overcome tiredness. Anne watches them go. She looks at their hands, which
move about naturally in trouser pockets or handbags. Anne recognizes the independence of the



movement, she knows it from her own hands. When playing the piano, your hands have to develop
an autonomy that is so great you're no longer even aware of them, and yet you constantly have to
react to what they do. After leaving the bistro, the people slow their steps and lower their heads to
look at the phones their hands have pulled from their pockets or purses. Anne is now the only guest.
The waiter stands behind the bar, his head down. Anne looks at the part in his brown hair. His right
arm moves, he must have a telephone in front of him, too. She waits a while for him to look up and
finally takes out a bill from her wallet and puts on her coat. She puts the bill on the counter and says,
keep the change. Wait a moment, the waiter says, but Anne has already turned away and she leaves
the bistro. When she gets back to the apartment, Thomas s in the kitchen. A few of his appointments
were cancelled, Thomas tells her. Anne nods and asks if she should make coffee. When she places
a cup before him and pours some coffee, Thomas thanks her and strokes her upper arm. It's an old
gesture that has become unfamiliar. She sits across from him. Did he not sleep well? Thomas nods.
He leans back, holding his phone. I'm sorry, he says, this will be quick. You're just like my students
with your phone, Anne says. Smartphone, Thomas corrects her. He smiles faintly without looking up.
Anne watches his fingers move across the screen. There are messages in the phone. Photographs,
too. Thomas taps the screen a few times. Anne could lean over the table and reach for the phone. In
it there are weekends he and the girl spent together, anticipations and recriminations, reassurances,
wishes for sweet dreams, nicknames, a telephone number, an address perhaps. The girl is in the
phone. Thomas' fingers move quickly. He's typing. Anne raises her eyes from his fingers to his face.
The skin under his eyes is dull and has the brownish shade that always sets in when he hasn’t slept
enough for an extended period of time. With his phone, Thomas brings the gitl into the apartment
every time he comes home. The telephone is a Trojan horse that Thomas has to watch constantly. If
he were to fall into a deep sleep, the girl would open the secret door and take over the apartment
under cover of darkness. Anne pictures the girl’s face, mocking and curious. Thomas can get by
without sleep for a long time, but at some point he does have to sleep. Anne stands up and takes his
cup to the sink. Wait, he says, there’s still some left, but Anne has already poured water in it. Sorry,
she says. Thomas waves her apology away. He drinks too much coffee anyway these days.

From German translated by Tess Lewis.
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Vzbura morskych zZivoc¢ichov

(dryvok z romanu)

Z vedeckého pohladu sa Luise narodila do dobrej doby. Ked'17.10. 2006 v Baltskom mori po prvy raz
spozorovali rebrovku dravd, esSte pisala doktorskd pracu. Odrazu bol o jej vyskum velky zdujem, lebo
o rebrovke dravej, vSeobecne o rebrovkdch, sa nic¢ nevedelo. Ako sa rozmnoZuje Mnemiopsis leyidi?
Preco svieti? A ¢o ked'sa skutocne rebrovky ako prvé oddelili z rodostromu Zivych organizmov, ako sa
vyvijalo ich zmyslové a gravita¢né vnimanie a samostatny nervovy systém? A ako ten systém vyzeral?
To znamena - ako by mohol eSte vyzerat inak nez ten, ktory sme poznali, z ktorého sme vychadzali,
a dal by sa vobec odvodit zonoho ndm znameho systému? Stéla rebrovka drava na zaciatku evolicie,
alebo na jej konci? Zmenila by zdsadne ekosystém? Ako sa dostala do Baltského mora? Ako mohla

preZit v Spinavej pobreznej vode? Bola skutocne nesmrtelna? Preco svietila?

Luise sedela pred akvariami v pivnici institdtu, kam sa dalo dostat len boénymi schodmi pri vyta-
hu. V tme, za tazkymi dverami, vlasy zvinené od vihkého tepla. Hukot pristrojov na tUpravu vody ako
v podbrusi lode. Luise pipetou vytiahla planktén, vstrekla ho do vody, pipetu vratila na mald tacku
poloZent v lone. Sledovala planktén, ako za sebou vo vode taha vlakna. Medzitym sa jej podarilo
dosiahnut, Ze rebrovka drava v laboratérnych akvériach preZila. Ale hoci sa v moti rozmnoZovala este
skor, nez vobec dorastla, v akvaridch sa mnozit jednoducho nechcela. Luise ju kémila, vymienala vodu,
regulovala teplotu a podiel soli, no rebrovky umierali a Luise sa pritom na ne divala. Alebo nasledujdci
den prisla skoro rdno do pivnice a v akvariach bola uz len voda, akoby v nich rebrovky nikdy neboli.
Akoby ich Luise nikdy nevylovila z mora, nikdy predtym ich na vyskumnej lodi nekfmila plankténom,
nikdy ich vo vedre neniesla z pristavu do pivnice a potom ich celé tyZdne nepozorovala, aby pochopi-
la, o a kolko potrebuji, akoby nikdy neexistovala ani Luise. Zmizla spolu s rebrovkami a nezanechala
jedinu stopu. Od tych cias, ked sa zhodlo na tom, Ze by sa rebrovka dravd mohla rozsirovat v Sever-
nieco vzali a ona uZ len preslapovala na mieste, kym ostatni ovladli odbor, ale aj pocit, Ze tam vonku
uz davno existovala pritomnost, dnesok, na ktorom sa vsetci ostatni zhodli v akejsi tajnej dohode,
dnesok, s ktorym ona uz nemala uz nic spolocné.

Ma3s tridsatdva a doktordt, povedal Simon.
Co este chces, vravel Ben.

Tvoje stale miesto na institdte by som chcel, namietal Ali.
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Jediné, s kym mas nejaky vztah, su tie tvoje rebrovky, vyhldsil Juri.
Stale jej vravievali, Ze je nevdacnd, a ona to nikdy nepoprela.

Luise opat zodvihla pipetu, znovu nakvapkala planktén do vody. Oprela sa dozadu. Rebrovkam aspon
neddva mend a nikdy ich nenazyva zlatuckymi alebo peknymi, ako to robia jej kolegovia, odpovedala
neddvno Jurimu na jeho balkéne. PretoZe to spdsobuje posun perspektiv, ktory je nebezpecny a ktory
sa vlastne zacal uz usadzovanim sa, ked' uz viac ¢lovek neZil s prirodou, ale Zil z nej, hovoril Juri. Ja
viem, ja viem. Filozofi to neskor rozniesli dalej a, samozrejme, eSte horsi boli krestania, ti z ¢loveka
urobili bytost podobni Bohu, ktorad si ma podrobit zvieratd. No na konci sa ¢lovek zvierata iba bal
a prave preto tvrdil, Ze sa na neho domdce zviera zaltbene pozera, povedal Juri, nie je to tak? Naklonil
sa k nej ponad st6l. Coho sa potom tak boji$, Luise? Chcem vediet, preco si u mia este nikdy nepres-
pala a preco je nieco z teba vzdy niekde inde alebo v inej dobe. Neviem, neviem. Luise sa pozrela na
druhd stranu ulice. Park, [udia v oranZovom svetle pouli¢nych lamp. Pytala sa, kto z nich v noci p6jde
spat sdm, kto sa bude mat fajn a kto od druhych chce len ich ¢as. Nechape, v ¢om je vtip, chcela po-
vedat Jurimu, totiZ, Ze Casom sa Clovek stal v kolobehu pritody Gplne zbyto¢nym, no napriek tomu si
mysli, Ze je nenahraditelny. Si nahraditelny tak, ako som nahraditelnd ja, to chcela Jurimu povedat,
ale Juri nicomu o miznuti nerozumel.

Bublanie pridového cerpadla. Polypovce sa vo vode takmer nedali rozoznat. Vyzeralo to, akoby vodu
lemovalo len svetlo lampy. Luise zhasla, odisla z institdtu, aj vonku bola noc, a tak vysla z tmy pivnice
do tmy sveta. Doma sa o spanok postarali zvuky z inych bytov. Zena so psom o poschodie vy3sie do
neskorej noci este vysavala kdty v spélni a prestvala skrifiu. Niekto zo Studentského bytu vedla si
kliestikmi cvakal nechty, sused z druhej strany si [ahol vedla nej a stiahol jej prikryvku.

Do &iernej miestnosti sa prihnali prizraky. Ziarivé mlie¢ne bytosti, také neZné, sotva rozoznatelné od
spanku. Plavali k sebe. Stretli sa. Preklapali sa do seba, cez seba, tisicrocia. Narastali do gigantického
tela. Svetlo bolo ¢oraz hustejsie. Coraz bel3ie, temer oslepujico biele, bolestivo biele.

Z nemeckého origindlu preloZila Paulina S. Cuhovd.



An Uprising of Sea Creatures

(excerpt from a novel)

When speaking about her work, Luisa had, in recent years, constructed for herself a womb-like cave.
Although its contents, that is the findings of her research, constituted highly pessimistic prognoses
for the future, they had a calming and salutary effect on Luisa. Even now, as she walked up and
down in front of the students in the lecture theater in the basement of the institute, they helped her
feel where she was, made her conscious of the fact she was pressing her shoulder blades together
as she stood before a group of people, lecturing them on her research: this was where she felt at
home. Like most of her colleagues, over time, she had shed all ties to her birthplace like a winter
pelt, except for an accent that occasionally dwelled overly long on vowels, but otherwise did not
betray a particular place of origin. She and her colleagues never spoke about the Christmas holidays
they spent elsewhere, or about small-town customs and dalliances. Here in the institute, they led an
island existence. They felt no bond to a particular city or region, only to their work and whatever they
were trying to prove at any specific moment. Luisa wanted to be someone people remembered. She
was an island. Her work was a cave on that island. Luisa was anisland, and a cave on that island in the
world was her world.

The thin heels of her shoes clicked crisply across the glossy floor of the lecture theater. As when you
broke off the handle of a fine, delicately patterned porcelain cup: something broke loose, burst open
with every step, and was amplified as sound in the room. The dimmed lecture theater, lit solely by the
projector and the whites of the eyes of the freshmen, which radiated from their faces as though they
were glowing from within. They still knew nothing of short-term contracts and furtive glances from
male colleagues, or about unfinished papers, whose publication receded further and further into the
future. They didn't ever ask for clarification if Luisa’s argumentation grew fuzzy. They still assumed
a truth in science independent of funding and patrons. All they knew was that, back in the day, Luisa
had been one of the best.

Luisa looked into their faces and wondered what clever thoughts had recently been going through
their heads. What they had eaten before class. Who they were sleeping with, and whether they
had that certain something that was connected in some way to how carefully they packed their
notepad away in their backpack and whether they occasionally lit a candle in the evening just for
themselves. That student there, who never took her jacket off during the lecture. Last week, her
hair had been long and dark. Now it was blond and shorter with a fringe that framed her face. Was
she brokenhearted? Had someone left her? Did she want to take leave of herself, or had she perhaps
really discovered something in that blond hair that suited her better? Luisa didn't understand this
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tendency people had to metamorphose. Wasn't it already challenging enough to go to bed in the
evening as the same person you were at the start of the day?

The relationship between people and animals functions only on the basis of fear, Luisa said.

Even if you consider the history of the sea walnut, it is, first and foremost, a story of fear, as humans
tell it, she said as she clicked up and down in front of the students, attempting now to leave
everything extraneous behind - the weather, their first names, her upcoming appointment with the
director of the institute. It is, of course, true that the greatest danger for our oceans is not posed
by species extinction but by the species that proliferate explosively, she said. But if we view the sea
walnut's proliferation only as a problem to be overcome, then we overlook the fact that it is humans
themselves who, since the advent of international commodity trading, have brought the sea walnut
into different waters in the ballast tanks of their ships. In its new habitats, the sea walnut has no
natural predators. What is more, the oceans are warm, fished out, and acidic, she said, and the sea
walnut can reproduce excellently.

Now a hand is up:
But why didn't she use the term invasive species? He still didn't fully understand that.

Luisa stopped and tried in the dark to find the head that went with the hand. She had noticed
him during previous lectures, when he had almost made her stumble as she spoke: a completely
unremarkable face. She had never seen anything quite so bland and ordinary, anything so in keeping
with the norm.

A good question, she said. What do you think, then?

He shrugged.

You could maybe have said that his eyes were memorable, Luisa thought to herself. His eyes may
have receded into their sockets in a particular way, or the symmetry of his cheekbones and eyebrows
may have been somewhat striking, or the section around his chin pleasantly soft. But as she studied
him, she could see that there was nothing remarkable about these features either. After the lecture,
she would pass him hundreds of times or never at all. She turned around and made her way back to
lectern.

Then give it some thought!

Luisa placed her hands on the plastic surface next to the computer keyboard. She immediately felt
uncomfortable. That feeling again of having simply borrowed words, as though they didn’t belong to
her, and then, as she uttered them, the shock that it was, in fact, she herself who was standing in the



lecture theater, speaking to students, who had no choice but to attribute the words to the body in
front of them.

Would one of you like to help your colleague out?

Luisa was standing between the screen and the projector, and could sense the colors on her face. No
one raised their hand or attempted to say a word, or even the start of a word. What an awful place
high school was, she thought. The vast majority really did arrive at college with stunted brains.

The fact is that people encroach much more on the habitats of animals than the other way around,
Luisa said, trying again gingerly with the borrowed words. So we don’t want to designate creatures as
invasive if it has been proven that they don't move voluntarily into new ecosystems, but are brought
there by people. And, you know, if we look behind the fear, she said, if we don’t term the sea walnut
invasive, or even predatory or bellicose, then we may be able to learn from it how we ourselves might
adapt to the worst living conditions, indeed how we can not only survive in them but can thrive.
She clicked the small remote in her hand. Then she turned around and watched the screen behind
her along with the students. From a distant reality bubble, a transparent, luminous figure burst
through the wall onto the black background. Something within Luisa calmed down. There:

A floating lantern with wide, delicate wings.

A transparent plastic bag lost at sea.

A delicate string of lights in a clear night, touched lightly by the wind.

Or: a moving x-ray image. A pear-shaped form with a milky surface with thin thread-like markings. At
the edges and in the center, thick, rib-like lines shone brightly. They also pulsated, flashed, flickered,
reported, raised the alarm. And in the center, where it was growing increasingly bright, the light
getting more and more dense, spectral colors raced wildly up and down.

Mnemiopsis leidyi, said Luisa. The sea walnut. The most dangerous predator in the world.

Alantern, a string of light, a flickering robot.

English translation by Anne Stokes.
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Prijimaci pohovor

,Sle¢na, povedzte ndm nieco o sebe.”

,To sa naozaj volate Eszter? Viete, Ze to je biblické meno?”

.Vasa mama mala iba dvadsat, ked vdas porodila? Tym by sme sa, sle¢na, velmi nechvilili, aj ked vasa
mama musi byt tym padom este stale celkom pekn4, ale o miesto sa uchddzate vy, nie vasa mama.”
,Po narodeni ste plakali? To ale, sle¢na, nie je ni¢ origindlne.”

,Ze vas v §kolke nemali radi? LenZe z nds umelcov v $kdlke nemali radi nikoho, sle¢na.”

.AZe aj v Skole vas Sikanovali? LenZe z nds umelcov v Skole Sikanovali kaZdého, sle¢na.”

A Ze mate zIé skdsenosti s muzmi? Sle¢na, lenze my sme vSetci muZzi.”

»Slecna, pacia sa nam vase rozdielne ponozky a kaSmirovy puléver.”

»Slecna, a o méte pod tym pulévrom?”

»Slecna, a tdto knihu ste ilustrovali vy? A vObec, naco sa potom este hlasite na umeleckd skolu, ked'
uZ mate za sebou takéto dspechy?”

A ked neskoncite ako najlepsia zo vSetkych Géastnikov, aj tak na Skolu nastipite? A nebudete sa po-
tom hanbit, ak nebudete ani pocas Stidia najlepsia? A nebudete sa potom pocas stddia hanbit, ked
bude mat vasa spolubyvajica dokonalé telo a rozbehnuty biznis, a vasa rit bude rozkysnutd a vrecko-
vé vam budd davat rodicia?”

»Slecna, a podakujete sa potom vasim rodicom?”

»~Aha, napiSete o nich poviedku.”

.Niekolko poviedok!”

»Slecna, a naco sa hlasite na umeleckd skolu, ked aj tak chcete byt spisovatelkou?”

,Aha, to sa neda studovat.”

«~Aha, Ze najlepsi spisovatelia su aj tak ti, ktori ni¢ podobné literatire nevyStudovali. Sle¢na, mate
Stastie, Ze sme tu len my, ktori nie sme ani spisovatelia, ani sme ni¢ podobné literatire nevystudovali,
a Ze tento vas vyrok nebudeme Sirit...”

»A este feministky, samozrejme! To je dobré, Ze feministky!”

,Slecna, ale u nds vyucujd iba muzi, naozaj sa chcete venovat feminizmu? To uz potom radsej odpo-
rdcame td literatdru.”

»Sle¢na, a na akej vystave ste boliv poslednom c¢ase?”

,Aha, na Feminist fatale v Kunsthalle.”

»Slecna, pacia sa nam vase rozdielne ponozky, kaSmirovy sveter a privesok sykorky, aky je to material,
to je 3D tlaciaren?”

,BohuZial, 3D tlaciaren na nasej Skole nemame, paradoxne, kvoli sochdrom, ti produkujd pri praci
s drevom a sadrou obrovské mnoZstvo prachu, a 3D tlaciaren musi byt v bezprasnom prostredi.”
,Slecna, ale to nikomu nehovorte, Ze nasa skola nema 3D tlaciaren.”

LA viete nam vymenovat aspon troch sicasnych grafikov?”
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+Ano, grafikov, nie graficky.”
,Vy budete volit prezidentku, Ze, slecna?”
,NuZ, aj my, a to sme vSetci muZzi.”
,Ale tuto Michal je skuto¢ny feminista! Vsak, Michal?”
»Ale Michal vds prvé dva roky nebude udit nic.”
L+Avlastne ani potom, Ze, Miso?”
»Slecna, a viete, ktord dalSia Slovenka mala podobny osud, teda Ze vystudovala umeleckd skolu
a skonéila ako spisovatelka? Ze neviete? To je smutné, to sa ndm uZ a? tak nepacia vase rozdielne
ponozky a kasmirovy puléver.”
,Ale keby ste pod nim ni¢ nemali...”
,To by ndm o vas povedalo vela.”

1"

,Viac nez Cokolvek, ¢o sme vds doteraz nechali povedat



Tato izba sa neda zjest

A hlavne ten sp6sob komunikacie, ten ma serie, Ze nikdy ni¢ poriadne nepreberieme, mne sa uz
nechce tvarit, Ze sa nic nestalo, aj ked mi celé dni nedviha a potom sa ozve, Ze akoZe nic¢, tu som,
milacik, ako sa mas, milacik, prides mi vyfajcit, milacik, dobre, nesmej sa, ja viem, Ze tak by to nikdy
nepovedal, ale rozumies, niekedy ani nemdm chut to zdvihnit, lenZe zdroveri nemam chut ani sa
natahovat, chapes, len nech je vSetko okej, aj ked teda neviem, ako to dalej bude, v Zivote a tak, aj to
celé s nasimi, cely Cas sa tvaria, Ze o nicom nevedia, ale ja viem, Ze vedia, Ze to uZ vzdali alebo je im
aspon jasné, Ze by to bol koniec, keby mu nieco urobili, akoZe medzi mnou a nimi, otec by mu urcite
rdd rozmlatil hubu, ale namiesto toho mi proste povedal, Ze serie na to, Ze si aj tak urobim podla
seba, ato je pravda avies, jaich teraz velmi [ibim za to, Ze vedia, Ze si aj tak urobim podla seba, takze
by som rada urobila aj ja nieco pre nich, doriti, ty si uz dopila?

A napriklad mi nevadi ani to, Ze sa na verejnosti musime tvérit, Ze sa ani nepozndme, ved je mi na
grcanie, ked vidim tie dvojice, ako sa na ulici oblizuj, uréite by som nechcela, aby mi niekto na verejnosti
strkal jazyk do hrdla.

Ale inak teraz naozaj sekd dobrotu, jednoducho poslicha, aj ked bola doma jeho dcéra, tak sme boli
normalne v kontakte, no dobre, povedal mi, aby som mu nepisala rdno, lebo to je podozrivé, ale iba
cez den, ved to si pamatas, vtedy sme boli u teba doma, ked susedova macka ulovila toho holuba,
to bolo brutélne, ako ho tam roztrhala priamo na dvore, ona si asi 0 nas mysli, Ze si nevieme ulovit
vlastné, tak ndm ulovila, to je starostlivost, to je sekanie dobroty, no a vtedy mi Ivan povedal, Ze mu
mdm pisat cez den, ale ved pohoda, mne to Ziaden problém nerobi. A inak mu jeho dcéra doniesla
taky bohovsky parfém, lebo ona teraz v Madride robi manazérku v sieti parfumérii, a ten parfém je
teda brutdlny, ako keby sa natrel medom, inak aj ma v zloZzeni med, ten parfém, a eSte mu doniesla
kopu vzoriek, aj damske, tie dal mne, lebo ved ¢o s nimi bude robit, jeho dcéra sa chcela poradit, Ze
teda ktory si kipit, ale ten, ¢o doniesla jemu, ten je najlepsi, Gplné afrodiziakum, aj tie moje vzorky
st dobré, ale moc ich neméZem pouZivat, chdpes, doma ich schovdvam v zasuvke ako vsetky veci od
neho, iba svietnik, ¢o sme spolu vyrobili, mam vyloZeny, lebo to bolo eSte predtym, ako nasi na vSetko
prisli, ten si neviimaju, takZze ten mam vyloZeny, vies, na tej policke, kde mam aj védzu, ¢o si mi dala
na narodeniny, a vSetky také prkotinky z vyletov, z Londyna, Pariza, z tdborov, lebo inak by som asi
nacisto zabudla, Ze som bola aj niekde inde ako pri iom, ten parfém, ten je proste bomba.

No a odkedy som mu teda pisala iba cez den, tak sa upokojil, GpInd pohoda, to ma tesi, lebo predtym
to bolo hrozné, ked tu bola jeho dcéra, tej mohol povedat aj o tej svojej Magde ¢i ako sa volala, ale
uz teda srat na to, ved uz s fiou nie je, teda, nikdy sme o tom nehovorili, ale kedy by to stihal, ved je
v kuse so mnou.
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A minule som mu poslala poviedku a povedal, Ze sa mu velmi paci, ale Ze naco st v tom tie nadavky, no
je kokot nadavka? Podla mna nie, tam to nebolo vtakom vyzname, ale jednoducho ako pomenovanie,
ako toinak povies, penis, to je ako u uroldga, a vtak, vtak som pouZila v odseku predtym, takze chépes,
Silvi, synonyma, prepac, ak ta tym nudim, ale ked sme uz pri tom, nieCo podobné riesi aj Esterhazy,
to je taky madarsky spisovatel, inak hrozne sexy, ale o to nejde, slovom, on toto v jednej knihe riesi,
ale s jebanim, nie s penismi.

Ale, nieco mi hovor, chces mu nieco pekné v posteli povedat, no ako to povie$, nemdzes mu
povedat, Ze aky mas pekny kokot, ani aky mas pekny penis, to je presne ako u uroléga, ale Co iné
mas povedat?

Nieco mi hovor, tplne najhorsie st zdrobneniny, s tym nepochodis, to by mi ho aj bolo lito, ¢o ak si
potom bude mysliet, Ze ho ma malého, a preto ta zdrobnenina, a pritom chces len vyjadrit lasku!

Javiem, nieco mi hovor, potom skon¢is ako ja a povies totalnu pi¢ovinu a skonéi to Gjebom, ale inak
aj to je romantické, ked sa pritom smejete.

No, nie¢o mi hovor, a vies Co eSte neznasam, ked sa to snazia zakryt a povedia to tak, Ze akoze
pohladkaj ma, ale pritom nemyslia ich, ale proste tam, ale potom to znie, ako keby boli jeden velky
kokot!
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of the Poviedka competition (2008, 2017, 2018). She completed a six-month research stay in Georgia and

as a Fulbright Scholar at Chapman University in California. Based on her research stay in the USA, she

created a two-part audio-documentary for Czech Radio, Magnified Heart. She is the author of several audio-
documentaries for slovak radio. In 2020, she published her debut collection of short-stories, Unicorns, for which
she received René Anasoft Litera Prize - the prize voted by high school students and the prestigious Anasoft
Litera Award 2021.

Barbora Hrinova
SK




Saturnov navrat

(dryvok z poviedky z knihy JednoroZce)

Kedysi bolo celkom samozrejmé, Ze po sobote nasleduje nedela, ale uz dlho Zije v nerozliSenom toku
dni, v ktorom je kazdy potencidlne pracovny. Pamataj, aby si den sviatocny svatil, prebehne jej hlavou
kacirska myslienka. V Mitnom sa nesmie v nedelu ani prstom pohndt. Nieto eSte pomahat niekomu
k rozvodu.

Zajtrajsie hodiny vyplni inak: pospi si do desiatej a potom zavolad Vandu do mesta. Daju si prijemny
brunch. Potom sa vybert za Klarou. Snad' uz bude zotavena a nikoho nezhodi zo sedla. Ak by prsa-
lo, ma ndhradny program: vlastivedna vychddzka. Na sieti koluje zaujimavy event: bohatstvo malieb
frantiskdnskeho kostola. Tam pozdvihne svoju mysel. Ked uz nie v mesite, ako to moze urobit Kristina
v Dubaji, tak aspon v katolickom svatostanku v Bratislave. Potom p6jdu s Vandou do podniku na po-
hér vina. Ozndmi jej, Ze zabukovala ten Pariz.

Z vychadzky sa vrati s celou flaSou omsového vina. Stoji nacaté na kuchynskej linke. O jedenastej
vecer zaklope na dvere mojej izby.

,Dalej.”

Oprie sa o zarubnu, v ruke ma dalsi naliaty pohar. Na sebe pyZamo s Medvedikom PU a v ociach ra-
dostny vyraz.

,Synakova povedala, Ze zaplati.”

,Kto je Synakovéd?”

Jedna ztych, ¢o nam dlzia. Kurucz bol nevrly, ale hodil nejaky datum. Horvath mi nebral, tak som mu
nahrala vyre¢ny odkaz.”

Okolo hlavy jej viria vlasy uvolnené z copu.

V pondelok vobec nezaregistrujem, kedy prisla domov. Musela necujne privriet vchodové dvere. Do
vecera nevychddza zo svojej izby. St obkolesené tichom, zapochybujem, ¢i tam vobec je. Okolo sied-
mej to uz nevydrzim, musim si zapalit. Romana sedi meravo v kresle v upratanej izbe.

.Nejdes na balkén?” opytam sa.

Pokrti hlavou.

,Stalo sa nieco?”

DlhSie je ticho, az nakoniec pootvori pery.

,Dala mi vypoved. Okamzitd.”

Najblizsie dni ju na byte takmer nestretdvam. Nic si nevari, nerozprava, nesprchuje sa.
Pripravujem si v kuchyni ¢aj, ked nahle vyjde z izby. Zastane uprostred miestnosti ako re¢nik na Fo-
rum Romanum:



,Nasi stari rodicia prezili vojnu, rodicia student vojnu. Netreba z toho robit velkd vec. Rozposlala som
pat Zivotopisov. Jeden aj do Berlina.”

Zakazdym, ked nasledujdci tyzden prechddzam potichu cez jej izbu, spi. Nechcem ju rusit, cigy si za-
¢nem zapalovat u seba z okna. Po niekolkych drioch k nej predsa len nakuknem. Zacinam mat obavy.
LeZi na boku, sleduje ma letargickym pohladom.

+Nechces ¢islo na mdjho psycholéga?” opytam sa.

.To je ten jediny dévod, kvdli ktorému vychadzas z bytu?”

Uvedomim si, Ze vlastne dno.

»~Musi to byt carodejnik. Vyskisam.”

Netusim, ¢i sa mu ozvala. Niekam sa na dve hodiny vytratila. MoZno len bola vysypat smeti na opac-
nom konci mesta.

Prekvapi ma rézne zaklopanie na dvere mojej izby. Prelaknem sa, ¢i v zamysleni nezabudla zamknut
a do bytu nevosiel cudzi ¢lovek. Ale je to ona. Ucesand, pekne oblecend, odhodlana. V ruke ma ele-
gantny kufrik na kolieskach. Napadne mi, Ze sa jej ozvali z toho Berlina.

»1des na pohovor? Gratulujem!”

,dem domov. K nasim. Neviem na ako dlho. Poliala by si mi zatial kvety?”

S radostou, pomyslim si a kvety zalievam po troskdch kaZzdy den. Po troskach sa aj osmelujem. Prelo-
zim jazdecké nohavice a sadnem si do jej kresla. Lahnem si do jej postele. Na chrbte, s rozpazenymi
rukami sa zadivam na strop. Struktira popraskanej omietky je ind ako u mia. Pripomina rozstrapka-
ny, nervézny blesk. Rozmyslam, ¢i ju to nejako ovplyviiuje, podobne ako ¢iary na dlani.

Pristavim sa pti vyklenku s cennostami. Vedla brosne je pohodeny ttly album s rodinnymi snimkami.
Niektoré su este Ciernobiele. Dve dievéatd. Asi so sestrou. Sedi medzi podobnymi chlapcami na san-
kach. Asi bratia. Vyskytuju sa aj na lavici pred domom. Svadobna fotka mamy a otca, pan a pani OlSov-
ski. Romanin pociatok. Dvojro¢na tzkostlivo zviera Ciesi koleno. Asi mamine alebo krstnej mamy. Na
dalSej ako vytiahnuta vysmiata tinedzerka poddva nieco svojej starkej. Na stolicke sedi vrdskava Zzena
v Satke a kroji, obycajna dedinskd babka. Romana je zrejme prva vo svojej rodine s vysokoskolskym
diplomom. Ale moZno ju predbehol otec. Zenichovi na svadobnej fotke pripiem aprobdciu telesna
vychova - zemepis.

Spisovatel musi o svojej postave rozmyslat viac, nez by toho bola schopnd ona sama. Spomeniem si
na eseje Milana Kunderu, zalejem vres a hned sa citim menej previnilo.
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Vo vlaku civie z okna na krajinu, ktord nechavaji za sebou. Pripomina jej to, Ze aj v Zivote clva. Nikdy
si cestu do Mitneho prilis neuvedomovala. VZdy iba tie do Bratislavy. Za nejakym cielom. Zapis na
vysoku Skolu, skisky, promdcia. Pohovor do zamestnania, nastup k Doktorovi, kde bol kazdy jeden
pripad vyzvou. Klice od prvého podnajmu, ten pocit vitazstva, ked na Azalkovej 8 zloZila svoje
krabice. A nechala internaty za sebou.

Dnesna cesta je dokaz, Ze vsetky predoslé kilometre boli zbyto¢né. Akoby sa na horolezeckej stene
vySkriabala len po isty bod a pustila sa. Jej skuto¢né urcenie sa odohrdva v smere Bratislava - Trnava
- Leopoldov - Piestany - atakdalej - Kralovany, kam ju pride vyzdvihn(t otec. PretoZe do Mdtneho,
samozrejme, ani osobny vlak nechodi. Celou cestou budid v jeho sedemndstroc¢nej felicii mlcat.
PretoZe otec bude sklamany az tak, Ze sa jej ni¢ neopyta. ZéleZi mu sice na tom, aby sa doma zjavovala
tesne pred Vianocami, ale takto nezmyselne v polovici novembra, to bude pre neho katastrofa.



Saturn’s Return

(excerpt from short-story)

It used to be obvious that Sunday comes after Saturday but she has long been living in an indistin-
guishable flow of days in which each one is potentially a work day. Remember to honor every holiday,
the heretical thought crosses her mind. In Midtna you can't move a finger on a Sunday. Not to men-
tion help anyone with a divorce.

She will spend tomorrow differently: sleep until ten and then call Vanda to go out. They will have
a pleasant brunch. They will go see Klara. Hopefully she will have recovered and won't throw anyone
off the saddle. If it rains there is an interesting event she stumbled upon on the web - Bratislava
Secret: Black Madonna. She will lift her spirits with her. If not in a mosque, how Kristina can do it in
Dubai, then in a catholic shrine in Bratislava. Then they will go and have a glass of wine in an estab-
lishment with Vanda. She will announce to her that she has booked Paris.

She returns from the outing with an entire bottle of sacramental wine. It stands on the kitchen coun-
ter, already started. At eleven she knocks on my door. “Come in.” She leans against the doorframe
with a glass of wine in hand. She has Winnie the Pooh pyjamas on and a joyful expression.
"Synakova said she'd pay.”

"Who is Synakova”

“One of those who owe us. Kuruc was unpleasant but mentioned some date. Horvath didn't pick up
so | left a long message.”

Hair loosened from her ponytail is swirling around her head.

On Monday | don't register at all when she came home. She must have closed the entrance door si-
lently. She does not come out of her room until the evening. | am doubtful she is even there. At seven
| can’t stand it anymore and have a smoke. Romana is sitting stiffly in the armchair in the cleaned
up room.

“Want to go to the balcony?”

She shakes her head.

"Did something happen?”

She is silent for a long moment until she finally parts her lips.
“She fired me. Effective immediately”

The following days | don’t meet her around the flat at all. She doesn’t cook, doesn’t speak, doesn't

shower.
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| am preparing tea in the kitchen when she suddenly exits the room. She stops in the middle of the
room like a speaker at the Forum Romanum.

“Our grandparents survived the war, our parents the cold war. No need to make this a bigissue. I sent
out five CVs. One to Berlin.”

The following week, every time | silently pass through her room, she is sleeping. | dont want to
disturb her, | started smoking out my window. After a couple days | go in and take a peek anyway.
| am starting to have concerns. She is lying on her side, lethargically observing me.

“Do you want the number for my psychologist?” I ask.

“Is that the only reason you leave the flat?”

| realize that it’s true.

“He has to be a wizard. I'll try it.”

I don't know if she contacted him. She disappeared somewhere for two hours. Maybe she just went
to take out the trash to the other end of town.

An abrupt knocking on the door surprises me. | get a bit scared that in her absentmindedness she
forgot to lock the door and some stranger came in. But it is her. Combed, nicely dressed, determined.
She is holding an elegant suitcase on wheels. It occurs to me that she got a response from Berlin.
"Are you going to an interview? Congratulations!”

“I am going home, to my parents. | don’t know for how long. Could you water the flowers for me in
the meantime?”

From Slovak translated by Barbora Hrinovd.



Olena Husejnova (Ukrajina / Ukraine)

(1979) je ukrajinskd poetka. Jej volné verse sd intenzivne autobiografické a zaoberaijii sa pamdtou, poznatkami,
tizkostou, hranicami nddeje a reality a nezvratnou povahou skisenosti. Olenina poézia chce oslobodit Zenské
pisanie od boja proti patriarchdlnym Struktdram jazyka tym, Ze vytvdra vlastné teritdrid, na ktorych neplatia
muZské pravidld — od dievcenskej izby po celé mesto. Jej prvd bdsnickd zbierka, Vidkrutyi Raider (v slovenskom
preklade Spiatocny listok), vysla v roku 2012 a zaradila sa medzi top 10 knih Ukrajinského kniZného veltrhu

a medzi 20 titulov vybrangch Lvovskgm vydavatelskgm forom. Jej druhd kniha Superheroi (Superhrdinovia)
vysla v roku 2076 a bola vyhldsend za najlepsiu ilustrovand knihu roka. V roku 2017 prezentovala Huseinova
svoje bdsne na medzindrodnom literdrnom festivale Authors’ Reading Month. Jej poézia bola okrem slovenciny
preloZend aj do anglictiny, polstiny, Cestiny, rustiny a litovciny. Pracuje ako rozhlasovd moderdtorka

a producentka pre Ukrajinsky rozhlas, a vysiela naZivo pre rozhlasovi verziu ukrajinského 24-hodinového
spravodajského maratdnu.

(1979) is a Ukrainian poet, whose intensely autobiographical free verses explore memory, knowledge, anxiety,
the boundaries of hope and reality, and irreversibility of experience. Olena’s poetry aims at freeing women'’s
writing from fighting patriarchal structures of language and does so by creating territories of one’s own where
men'’s laws do not apply - from a girl’s room to an entire city. Olena’s first book of poetry, Vidkrutyi Raider
(Open Rider), was published in 2012 and immediately impressed: it ranked in top 10 books of the “Ukrainian
Book Arsenal Fair”, and placed in the top 20 of the Lviv Publishers’ Forum. Olena’s second book of poetry
Superheroi (Superheroes) was published in 2016. The Ukrainian Book Arsenal fair voted it as the best illustrated
book of the year. Currently she is working as radio host and radio producer on Public Broadcasting Company of
Ukraine and as a live host in the 24-hour The United News Marathon (radio version).

Olena Husejnova
UA




Valentine

Bola taka Cistd ako dieta.

Bude prevliekat nit uchom ihly

na prvykrat.

Bude pisat na Twitteri, Ze spravy zo Syrie
st den Co den strasnejsie.

Zavola si kamaratky na pyZamovd pérty
a kym budd piect vanilkové keksy,
zaspi na gauci.

V spanku bude pocut, ako klebetia

o jej disneyovskych svetroch,

o jej platonickych laskach,

bude chodit na vylety s velkym psom,
takym sivym ako severné leto,

bude sa s nim delit o svoju desiatu

a zverovat sa s tym, o com mlcala na pyzamovej party.
Vsetko bude mat tak, ako ma byt -
priesvitné dlane, modré oci, detské hry.
Anie je to vlastne, doCerta, jedno, aka bude?
Kreslim okolo nej kriedovy kruh:

- Zostan

na poslednom poschodi vysokého domu
dalekého mesta.

Hojdaj sa, ako v detskej koliske.
Bozkavaj svoje priehlavky z ropy.

Pravy, lavy.



1993. maj.

Bol taky vlak -

dymiaci a dlhy.

Pachol zatuchnutou postelou,
ciernym cajom.

Viezol si savom.

Okno naproti

medzi bo¢nymi |6Zkami -
hornym a dolnym -

sa Cernelo ako papula
niekoho, kto si necistil zuby.
»A Co ak zrazu,” pomyslel si,
,Prave teraz zacnd strielat
a trafia okno

medzi bo¢nymi |6Zkami -
hornym a dolnym.

Tam za oknom v poli

zacénd strielat

niec¢im

vysoko presnym

alebo nie velmi vysoko presnym -
a trafia.

Co potom bude

medzi bo¢nymi 16zkami -
hornym a dolnym?”

Ale v poli

nebolo nic.

Alebo nikto.

Alebo si si nestihol vS§imndat
ani jeho, ani jeho

zbrane.

Vlak siel dalej,

dymiaci a dlhy,

kolajnice

ho uspavali,
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okno zatvaralo svoju papulu
medzi bo¢nymi 16zkami -
hornym a dolnym.

A tvoje oci sa zatvdrali.

Na povrchu

1

nezdrzZiavaj sa

v meste, kde mizne voda.
nezdrZiavaj sa

na ulici, kde nezostali susedia.
nezostdvaj

v dome, v ktorom sa drZi vsetko
z domu, na ktorom sa drzi vsetko.
utekaj ako prvy

nepouzivaj slovo ,utekat”
prekracuj hranicu akoby si ju naozaj videl
meskaj

rok, alebo radsej dva

vynechaj masaker v Kielcoch.
stihni premiéru bikin.

nesleduj jej kariéru

jej cigarety a tabletky

nehovor s fiou o vode

nevrav jej Ze je cudzia

a nedotykaj sa jej vlasov

Zltych ako seno

nepredstavuj si Ze st to vlasy
Rity Mase Aliny

a dalsich dvadsiatich piatich

a dalSich tristoStyridsiatich

a dalsich Styristotroch

a dalSich styristodesiatich



2

iba v marci

iba vo februari

na Usvite

mozes si zobrat
sladké mlieko

do glazovanej misky
nasypat

cukor sol' s6du vanilku
rozbit vajcia

hustne hustne

peclie sa azZ sa robi korka
iba vo februdri

iba v marci

3

Pane nasich bylin a vetrov

ndjdi pre mojich priatelov

v kufroch ich dut

vo vreckach ich

kufrov zbalenych za pol hodiny
svadobnd fotku starého otca a starej mamy,
ktori sa stihli zobrat v septembri 1939,
alpakové lyzice

vyCistené az k striebornému lesku,
hidazepam

cokolddku Olenka

pas, sobasny list,

vojenskd knizku,

mak, pamat,

snehovd ariu.

Pane vSetkych ciest a stahovani
ndjdi pre cudzich ludfi

bezpecnd cestu, zeleny koridor,

vo vlaku 16zZko

(a ked sa nepodari, tak leZzadlo)
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Cistl vodu, teplé jedlo,

(a ked sa nepodati, tak studené)
urob ich neviditelnymi, ked'ich hladajd cudzi ludia
urob ich velkymi, ked ich hladam ja
pomahaj, aby sa dovolali

prindsaj spravy

pracuj bez prestdvky.

Pane mojej abecedy

zachran mojich métvych

zapi$ich mend

v ukrajincine.

Z ukrajinskych origindlov preloZil Valerij Kupka.



Valentine

She'll be bright, bright as a child.

She'll pull the thread to the eye of a needle

on the first try.

She’ll post on Twitter about the news from Syria,
getting scarier by the day.

She’ll call her friends on a pajama party,

and while they bake vanilla cupcakes,

she falls asleep on the couch.

While napping, she can hear

how they are gossiping

about her Disney sweaters,

her platonic loves.

She'll go hiking with a big dog

as grey as Nordic summer.

Will share with him sandwiches

and what she was silent about at the pajama party.

She'll be all right -

with her

transparent palms, blue eyes, children games.
But what the hell is the difference, what she will be?
I'm drawing a chalk circle around her:

- Stay

on the last floor of the tall house

in a distant city.

Swing, as if in a baby cradle.

Kiss your oil metatarsals.

One right, one left.
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1993. May

There was such a train -

long one and dusty.

It was breathing the fusty sheets,
Black tea.

You rode that train.

The opposite window

Between the side berths -
Upper, lower -

Blackened as mouth

of someone who did not brush his teeth.

«But what if, - you thought, -
They'll start shooting now.
And hit the window

Between the side berths -
Upper, lower.

Outside the window, in the field
They'll start shooting

From something
High-precision

Or even not at all -

and hit.

What happens then

Between the side berths -
Upper, lower?»

But there, in the field,

was nothing.

Or no one.

Or you didn’t make it to notice
Neither him, nor his
Weapon.

The train went on,

Cradled by

The track,

Dusty and long.



The window has closed its mouth
Between the side berths

Upper, lower.

And your eyes have closed.

On the surface

1
don't stay too long

in the city, from where the water is disappearing.

don't stay too long

on the street where are no neighbors left.
don't stay too long

in the house that has room for everything.
from the house that holds everything on
run away first.

don't use the words ,run away”

cross the border as if you can actually see it.

come late

for a year, or better for two.

skip the massacre in Kielce.

make time for the bikini premiere.
don't follow her career

her cigarettes and medications
don't talk to her about the water
don't call her alien

don't touch her hair

yellow as hay

don’t imagine this is the hair of
Rita, Masha, Alina

and twenty-five more

and three hundred and forty more
and four hundred and three more
and four hundred and ten more
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only in march
only in february

at the dawn

you can gather
sweet milk

into an enamel bowl
add

sugar salt soda vanilla
break eggs
thickens thickens
baking till the crust
only in february
only in march

3

Lord of our grasses and winds

find for my friends

in the trunks of their cars

in the pockets of their

suitcases packed in half an hour

the wedding photo of their grannies,
who managed to marry in August 1939,
copper-nickel spoons MHL,

polished to a silver sheen,

hydazepam

“Olenka” chocolate,

passport, marriage certificate,

military ID,

poppy, memoty,

snow part.

Lord of all the routes and relocations
find for strangers

a safe road, a green corridor, a place in a compartment,
(and if it doesn’t work out, in a platzkart)
clean water, hot food,



(and if it doesn't work, then cold one)

make them invisible when strangers are searching for them
make them big enough when I’'m searching for them

help to get them on the phone

deliver messages

work without weekends.

Lord of my alphabet

save my dead

write down their names

in Ukrainian.

From Ukrainian translated by Khrystia Leshchuk.
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Jana Karsaiova (Taliansko / Italy)

narodend roku 1978 v Bratislave, herecka a autorka, Zila v Prahe, Rime a Verone, od roku 2002 pésobi v Taliansku,
kde vedie divadelné dielne a piSe. Jej prvotina Divorzio di velluto (Zamatovy rozvod) je jedngm z dvandstich
kandiddtov na taliansku literdrnu cenu Strega 2022.

was born in 1978 in Bratislava. Actress and author, lived in Prague, Rome and Verona, has been working in Italy

since 2002, where she runs theater workshops and writes. Her first novel Divorzio di velluto (Velvet Divorce)
is one of the twelve candidates for the Strega 2022 Italian literary prize.

Jana Karsaiova
IT



Zamatovy rozvod

(dryvok z romanu)

Ked vosla do Bratislavy, premkol ju ako vzdy pocit, Ze je to posledny raz, nevenovala mu pozornost
a automaticky sa riadila smerovkami s oznacenim Dibravka, jej Stvrt.

Z auta zaregistrovala dva nové noc¢né kluby, diev€atd na pitacoch slubovali zabavu a diskrétnost.
Ked bola malg, v jednej z tych budov kaZzdy utorok prehravala stupnice, skor nez sa pustila do Chopi-
novych alebo Bachovych prelidii.

Po faloSnom téne ju pani ucitelka Csakova udrela pravitkom po dlani zospodu smerom hore, ruka jej
vyletela do vzduchu ako vystrasené vtaca. Pri hodindch klavira sa naucila znasat bolest bez mihnu-
tia oka.

Nad domom na konci starej Dibravky sa tycil ¢inZiak a vrhal ho do ve¢ného tiefia, spomedzi stien
prenikala zvucka televiznych novin o dvadsat nula nula. Mama otvorila dvere, pozrela na fiu, potom
pozrela za jej chrbat, akoby este niekoho hladala. Katarina sa usmiala a mama ju objala: bolo z nej
citit rozotrety cesnak. Objatie neopéatovala, jedna ruka zostdvala zakvacena v drzadle kufra, druha
visela pri boku. Mama sa odtiahla, povedala: ,Pod, zohrejem ti veceru,” a vosla dnu. Otec sa zjavil vo
dverdch kipelne, polozil jej ruku na plece, drzal ju tam dlhsie nez zvycajne, Katarina vtiahla nozdra-
mi vzduch a z otca nebolo citit nic.

,Si stéle krajsia a krajsia! P6jdes so mnou?” opytal sa otec na druhy der.

Mal na sebe hrubt zimn vetrovku, ktord Katarina na nom este nikdy nevidela, moZzno mamina ini-
ciativa. Na hlave mal ¢iernu Siltovku, vrch hlavy mu nechavala odkryty. Zopakoval: ,P6jdes so mnou?”
Katarina mu pozrela do o¢i, potom prikyvla a zakri¢ala smerom ku kuchyni ,my ideme.” Vysla za nim
von, chodnik bol mokry, posypany hrubymi krystalikmi soli.

,Kam ideme?” opytala sa Katarina.

Jozefvystrel ruku, ukazal jej zItd sietovku, ona sa nanho usmiala, pocitila chut pritisndt sa k nemu.
Na ,terase” uvidela nové obchody. V ¢ase komunizmu bola ,terasa” obchodné centrum s potravi-
nami na prizemi. Po roku 1989 centrum podelili na mnoZzstvo malych prevéddzok. Teraz sa to volalo
Jednota, stit prekryval takmer cely népis ,Potraviny” vyryty v Sedej omietke.

Rad bol dlhy, Jozef Zmurkol na dcéru: ,Neboj sa, vyberieme si poriadne velkého.”

Dve deti hibili jamky v piesku mokrom po sneZeni z uplynulych dni, ?ena s obrovskym bruchom se-
dela na lavicke a pozerala na ne. Jedno zacrelo lopatkou prihlboko, a ked' ju prudko vytiahlo, obsah
vyprskol druhému priamo do tvare. Reakcia pridla okamZite. Zena nie€o zavréala a deti hned prestali.
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Postupovali v rade, pomalé krociky, stopy tych pred nimi. Katarina vedela ¢akat v radoch, naucila sa
to v detstve, rady boli na vSetko: na mlieko, na chlieb, na topanky, u doktora, v rade sa ¢akalo aj na
to, aby deti v $kole mohli vyjst cez prestavku na chodbu.

G

,Stastné a veselé Vianoce
,Stastné a veselé aj vdm, pan profesor!”

Chlap, ktory predaval ryby, v zelenej zéstere zaspinenej od krvi a rybacich Supin, sa zaskeril na Joze-
fa. Otec si napravil Siltovku na hlave, mal ju teraz eSte va¢Smi nakrivo ako predtym, a obrétil sa k nej.
,Chceme nejakého vacsieho, vsak, Katka?”

Katarina chvilu pozerala do obrovského suda, potom ukazala na jeden z chrbtov pri okraji.

Chlapik ponoril sietku, stacil mu jediny pohyb a znovu ju vytiahol aj s velkym a ligotavym kaprom.
Hodil ho do cedidla na véhe, rucicka sa rozkyvala:

,Styri kila, pan profesor!”

Jozef spokojne zopakoval: ,Styri kila!”

Katarina si pomyslela, Ze tolko by mohol vazit novorodenec.

Predavac sa opytal, ¢i ho chct Zivého, a zabalil ho do novin. Teraz kapry predavali aj vyCistené a na-

porciované, ale mama sa drZala tradicie. Kapor zakotvil v okach Jozefovej sietovky.

Doma Katarina viac rdz oplachla vanu v kiipelni a pokdsila sa odstranit najvacsie Skvrny zoschnutou
Spongiou: ,Daj ho tam.”

Jozef poloZil kapra na dno, vybalil ho z novinového papiera, zastrcil Stupel a pustil vodu. Prid do-
padal na Zltkastd stenu. Katarina sa posadila na okraj, ako to robila, ked bola malg, ponorila ruku
do studenej vody a dotkla sa ryby. Kapor sa nehybal, len otvaral papulku a velkymi ddskami naberal
vzduch. Zdalo sa jej, Ze vidi malé prsteky, ktoré sa ho dotykali, ktoré ho pohladzali, ktoré nanho
Spliechali vodu, Ze pocuje vyskanie a smiech. Zdalo sa jej, Ze na hlave citi otcovo pohladkanie.
,Necham ti ho na chvilu,” povedal otec, vysSiel z kiipelne a zavrel dvere.

Katarina zostala pri kaprovi. Dotkla sa ho prstami a hned'zacal plavat hore-dolu po vani. Vytiahla
ruku a pozerala nafho.

Ked mama otvorila dvere a povedala: ,Je Cas,” Katarina klacala pri vani a opierala sa laktami o kraj.
Mama vytiahla Stopel, vystrela sa a prikazala Jozefovi, aby jej rybu priniesol do kuchyne. Otec poc-
kal, kym voda klesne, a chytil kapra, ktory sa metal ako hladny novorodenec, do utierky na riad.

Z kuchyne bolo pocut tupy Gder, potom dalsi a eSte aj treti. Otec vysiel s utierkou v ruke, Katarina sa
nanho usmiala, on pokr¢il plecami.

Z talianskeho origindlu preloZil Stanislav Vallo.



Istvan Kemény (Madarsko / Hungary)

madarsky bdsnik a prozaik, narodeny v Budapesti v roku 1961. Jeho prvd zbierka poézie vysla v roku 1984.
Je autorom viacerych knih poézie, eseji, ako aj dvoch romdnov. Jeho bdsne boli publikované vo viacerych
zahranic¢nych antoldgidch. Samostatné bdsnickeé zbierky mu vysli v nemeckom, franciizskom, Spanielskom,
polskom a rumunskom preklade. Jeho tvorba ziskala v Madarsku viacero oceneni.

poet and writer born in 1961 in Budapest. He completed Hungarian studies and History at ELTE Budapest
University, graduating in 1990. He taught creative writing at ELTE Budapest University, at JATE University of
Szeged and at Pdzmdny Péter University. He also worked as a TV series writer. His first volume of poems was
published in 1984. He has written several Hungarian books (poems, novels, essays) and his poems have been
included in international anthologies. His poetry was published abroad: in German, French, Bulgarian, Spanish,
Polish, Romanian. He also wrote two novels; one of them was published in Vienna. Kemény received several
literary prizes for his poems, novels and essays in Hungary. His latest book, a selection of new poems, was
published by the Magvetd in 2021.

Istvan Kemény
HU



Vers$ kralovnej z detstva

Krasou leva sa kochas pokojne
cez mreZe rovnako ako

zdrvujlcou silou citov v basni.

Nadej

Videl som to celé a vedel som, Ze stojim na kopci,
detaily potichu zuneli tam dole,

tu hore teraz nechybal ani jeden.

Sem hore som sa prisSiel pytat, no vestica

Sla domov k synovi v hortickach.

Otdzku som sotil do priepasti,
skackavo sa stratila, hoci bola velka:
pozostatok nerozbitného skla!

Len moje srdce sa potichu pytalo:
mila krv, kamZe sa dnes prejdeme?

Predtym by som bol v rozpakoch,

lebo odtialto vedie cesta uz len nadol,
atam az boh nechodi.

Ale teraz tu bol a neskdr ma aj odprevadil:
bez slova sme $li dolu dvaja.

Ale to bude az na konci a ja tu len tak stojim,

a citim, Ze sa zacnem smiat:

ako som sa stal natolko osamelym,

aZeje to Gplne nemozné a len nedorozumenie,
ale inak to uz nikdy nebude.



Plast

Plast tu zrazu len tak bol,

hoci ho nikto nevynasiel.

Vymyslelo ho aspon sto nemeckych vedcov
s u¢esanymi bradami alebo ani jeden.
Plast nemal Ziadnych rodicov,

vyrastal v Gstavoch.

Nikdy ho nikto naozaj nelubil,

bol slaby, l[ahky a smrdel,

ked horel. Pouzivali sme ho ako tasku,
ako balén, na takmer vsetko,

ale nezastali sme sa ho, ked mu nadévali.
Z pomsty nikdy neutiekol,

len sa na nds Skeril z krikov a ked'

sa v Sere zdal byt lebkou,

zahanbil aj samu smrt.

Araz, raz sa stalo... ale akosi sa nikdy

ni¢ nestalo.
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Nil (Nilus)

Ak si uz aj ty bol raz Nil, na smrt
unavena rieka v Egypte,
prebudil si sa na Sesttisic
kilometrov dlhej Smyklavke,
pariac sa a bez prikryvky
v jedno takmer uplynulé popoludnie
medzi dvoma Sustiacimi brehmi,
¢o si robil, kde si bol v noci,
s kym, v akych dazdoch, aké
flakaté, pasikované, Supinaté
zvery ta pili a pastali
do teba krv, ako
si sa dostal domov a
kolkykrat to uz robis -
tak vies, Ze si veru
Nil v Egypte a ty si
Nil v Egypte, teda
uz nebudes mat viac pritokov,
o dazdi ani nesnivaij,
sInko ta susfi a [utuje,
vietor ta susi a [utuje,
datle ta susia a lutuj,
len pust je prekvapena
tebou ako kazdé rano,
Nil, Nil, a ty este Zijes?
ale potom sa aj ona nad teba
povznesie a rozhordci sa,
takze ak vidis, Ze niet pochyb,
opat je zteba Nil,
voda, kde voda nemd miesto,
takto vznikla rieka, takto je rieka,
takto je dobre ta rieka, nebude predsa lepsia,
tak si teraz predstav, Ze
si naposledy Nil v Egypte,
a teraz za zamysli, Nil,



¢o si zac,
¢o vsetko si,
rieka-pustovnik vyhnany do samoty,
silnd, odolnd, asketicka rieka,
spolahliva, trpezliva rieka,
dobry rodic,
vychoval si drie¢ne a pracovité Zeny, muZov
a zivych ich podnes, tych,
ktori ta milujd, vaZia si ta a majd v dcte,
upokoj sa, Nil,
odviedol si si pracu,
tes sa aspon trochu,
lebo teraz uz
ostanes Nilom:
vydrziSaz posland vodu
uz sa viac nevyparis
vzdy znova necakané
prekvapenie jednordzova

zazrak

Z madarskych origindlov preloZila Lenka Nagyovd.

nahoda
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Struggle with Substance

The moon, for examle, is only a jewel,
around dusk, on the pine tree, for me. But
only if no dew covers its branches.

The moon, for example, is only a jewel.

And of course the pine tree is also a jewel
and not inferior at all. And man is the one
who can wear it - -

but, after all, it’s only a pine tree.

Finally, the man is also a jewel

with his real love themes,

standing either as an ideal, or a doorman.
Of course. The man is only a jewel.

But...

| wrote this when | was desperate

and scooped jewels from under my nails - -
it seemed outside a cat was crying - -
inside | preparing my first sermon

From Hungarian translated by Gdbor Gyukics and Michael Castro.

Grand Monologue

The French will come to rule us once again
And splendid knightly orders be persuaded
To follow in the train of yet another

Lousy king towards the Holy Land,

Though he, en route, will stop to fight a battle
One would have thought impossible to lose

In whitch they, and their enemies, all die -
And what shall issue forth from this on earth



To greet the daylight? Well, there was a storm
Last night, with rain, and then on Tuesday what
The forecast said would happen, happened, and
The French returned to rule us once again.

When we say ‘French’, we really mean the past,
The Gothic, Ancien Régime, the Terror,

Each of which, unparagoned in its style,
Epitomised uniquely a modality

Humans lived and died in. Nevertheless

By Gothic, Ancien Régime and Terror,

We also mean the Church, the Courtly Gardens
And the atrocious gas chambers - although

One day these things will also be forgotten,

And that will simply be that, and then suddenly,
The churches, courtly gardens and gas-chambers
Will turn alike into a sort of warm

Sunday afternoon in a quiet house

Sequestered far away up the Po Valley

With a monkish-looking jalopy in the courtyard
And the year 1938 will be no more

Than the year Mother was born, and the ladle
Used for serving at lunch fell in the bowl

And vanished in the bouillon several minutes
Meanwhile a longish afternoon’s expected
Though with no more omens, things having gone
Quiet for a change on that front nor shall we
Start trembling if, the whole night long, the foliage
Of our health keeps rustling in the west wind

For we have been changed backinto a forest
And all that’s left inside the house is the droning
Of a vacant screen instead of the sea and

Nel mezzo del cammin di nostra vita

A big dark yawning alley gapes and nothingness.

From Hungarian translated by George G6mdéri, Richard Burns and David Hill.
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Hana Lundiakova (Ceska republika / Czech Republic)

(1978) sa narodila v severovijchodngch Sudetdch v Broumove, ktorg je obklopeny zalesnengmi kopcami

a tyci sa nad nim benediktinsky kidstor. Spisovatelka a songwriterka je na nezdvislej hudobnej scéne zndma
pod pseudonymom Stinka. Vydala ocefiované knihy Vrhnout, Cernyj Klarus a Imago Ty trubko (nomindcia na
Magnezia Litera, Ceskd kniha roku). Jej nezamenitelny barbarsky, animdliny, slobodomyselny, magicky $tyl
pisania se premieta aj do jej piesni, ktoré vysli na albumoch Krrrva!, Bido, ¢au, Neviridtko. S whitmanidnom
Ondrejem Skovajsou spolupracovala na preklade Listov trdvy Walta Whitmana. PreloZila romdn Aram
slovenského klavirneho virtuéza Adama Strdriavského. V roku 2021 vysla jej Stvrtd kniha, provokativny romdn
Co je ti do toho. Aktudlne pripravuje knihu poviedok Planetky, scéndr k filmu a venuje se malbe. Celé jej dielo sa
vyznacuje solitérnostou a tazko ho zaradit do urcitého pridu.

(1978) is an author and song writer who performs under the alias Stinka. Her books Vrhnout, Cernyj Klarus and
Imago Ty trubko were well received and nominated for prestigious literary prizes (Magnezia Litera, Czech Book
of the Year). Her unique, barbarian, animalistic, freethinking, magical style of writing translates into the songs
on her albums Krrrva!, Bido, ¢au, Neviridtko. She has collaborated with whitmanian Ondrej Skovajsa on the
translation of Walt Whitman’s Leaves of Grass. In 2021 her fourth book, the provocative novel Co je ti do toho
(None of Your Business) was published. She is currently working on a short-stories collection titled Planetky
(Small Planets). She is also writing a screenplay and painting.

Hana Lundiakova
CZ



Hyena

(dryvok z novely)

Po noci strdvené v nonstopech nemdZu svou fakultni kdvu ani vidét. Uvafim si silny earl grey

a zapalim cigaretu. Oteviu okno a pozoruji chvéni koruny stromu. Vedle jmeli se usadil krkavec.
Veliky a krasny. Ted kdyby koule jmeli udélala chramst a ve vtefiné jej seZrala, viibec bych se nedivil.
Tipnu cigdro v puli a schovdam si je. Usednu k rozdélané praci. Tento student mi pfiSel vzdycky
zajimavy. Ctu se zajmem. OvéFuji vypocty. Na chlast nemam ani pomysleni. P¥esné ten druh
kocoviny, kdy je mi snesitelng, byt mam v ocich Ziletky: dob¥e ti tak.

Krui mi v b¥iSe. Sjedu proto vytahem do pfizemi a v bufetu si koupim t¥i rohliky a 200 grami
vlasského saldtu. Vystaci mi to na cely den.

Laduji se s chuti. Polovinu mdm jiz v sob€, kdyZ nékdo klepe. To nebude Krejza. Zni to ost¥eji.
LDale!”

Do mistnosti vklouzne patka vedouciho katedry.

+Adame, stav se po svaciné u mne, prosim, potfebuji s tebou mluvit.”

JJisté,” spolknu majonézové sousto a citim kazdy milimetr téla, jimz sklouzava do zaludku.

Co zase chce, Glum jeden odporny? Vskutku mne bavi poslouchat ty kecy! Hazi jmény svétové
uznavanych védct, jako by to byla jeho poletujici patka, na ¢em jejich kariéry zdviseji. Dostal se s tim
vysoko. Kracejici manifestace neupfimnosti.

No nic, doZvykdm a jdu za nim do jeho kanclu. Klusdkova zfejmé Zalovala.

,Posad' se, Adame, prosim, budu stru¢ny!” pokyvne patkou k prazdné zidli.

,Dékuji, mam dnes jesté hodné prace.”

LVEFim! ... Podiv, Adame, vim, Ze to nem3as jednoduché, jak to Fici pregnantné...” pochoduje
mistnosti sem a tam.

~Nemam proti tobé osobné nic. ... Pochop, Ze jsme tu spolu proto, abych ti pomohl... Jednoduse...
Domnivam se, Ze tvé sebehodnoceni je ponékud, ehm... jak bych to... nizké. Jednoduse, Adame,
pfipadd mi, Ze jako profesor naseho dstavu bys mél vystupovat sebevédoméji! ... Jak bych to? ...

| studenti si jiz véimaji, ehm, jistého poklesu... u tebe... a evaluace tomu odpovida. ... VSechno jde
mnohem rychleji kupfedu, neZ si mysli§... i studenti jsou nyni rychlejsi... Reknéme, Ze mohu jeété
semestr dva tfi pockat. Pak budu muset, a¢ nerad, jednat. Adame, vZzdyt jsme pratelé a musime si
pomahat... KIi¢ je... sdm dobfe vis... ve tvém... se-be-vé-do-mi. SE-BE-védom{.”

Zirdam na toho pochodujiciho mladého curdka jako manicka na svazdka. Nejsem mocen slova.
Beztak mne ke slovu nepustil. Rudy jsem az na koulich.

,Dobfe, ja bych tedy Sel. Ahoj!”

Podé mi ruku. Nepfijmu ji. Co bychom také stvrzovali.

Jsem zraly na vyprostovaka. Kretén!
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Zkurvené sebevédomi! Co to kurva je? Nizké sebehodnoceni, nizké evaluace! Co tim chce Fici?
Kretén jeden. Co si 0 sobé ten blbecek mysli! To si pfecetl v néjaké p¥irucce! Nesahd mi ani po
kotniky. Nebo sahad? Ne, tedy ano! Ten debilek mi na né saha. Slizce. Ohmatava mou achilovku a mne
se to skutecné velice dotyka. Nesnasim tu jeho zkurvenou péci. Pozve si mne na koberecek, jebe
mne, a pfitom z toho déla dobrocinnost. A pravda je kdesi jinde!

Sam jsem ho sem dostal, protozZe jsem se v ném zprvu vidél. AvSak to je pry¢! A... A... ted? Ne, to
neni on! Ne, to nejsem ja! Ne, to opravdu nejsme my! Jaké nizké sebehodnoceni? Jaké ponicené
sebevédomi? Eh, jak ten si sere do huby! Vymetd kluby, kam chodi pouze nactiletf, zlatd mladez,
lchylaci a zoufalci, podvadi manZelku se studentkami, Stdva mu tece z nohavice, a mné bude
vyklddat o malém... Curdku!

Nejradéji bych ho pfidrzel pod kohoutkem a pustil mu na tu jeho palici plnou fezanky studenou
vodu. Vypadd jako kokot, s tim blond pficeskem. Nemohu pochopit, jak se nékdo na takto vysokém
postu mize takto nejapné stylizovat. Vzdyt on uz vypada jako Caryfuk, jak mu ta blond plesatici
hlava prosvitd vtom peroxidovém armagedonu. A vousky ofiuniané od barbéra. Alespon Ze chlupy
na bradé, tu mli¢akovou fidinu, si nechal Sedivé. Mohl z ného za pér let byt ddstojny Gandalf Bily.
Avsak takto... je zného Glum. Ne, on prosté musi co ¢trnact dni sedét u lazebnika! Mohl by si
zachovat tva¥, to by ho ovsem predcasné zesedivéni nesmélo tolik srat! Smésné pokoleni! | viastni
zené nechal napustit botox, kam se dalo, véetné mozku! Proc si lidé takto ubliZuiji, pro¢? Nerozumim
soucasnému svétu. V tom ma ostatné pravdu. Nerozumim. Ani zbla.

No a co! Tak mam malé sebevédomi a roztékam se, fyzicky i psychosomaticky, oblékam se z roku
jedna dvé a mam mastny tenoulinky culik. Beztak to mam jiz odmalicka. No a co! Tak mam maly
klacik! Co je vdm do toho, debilkové od barbéra! Aspori jsem si s tim svym citlivym prckem za ten
zivot uzil néco srandy! Timto svym pidizvikovym klacikem jsem podepsal Chartu, zatimco vy jste
chodili po houbach, vy nutrie! Ja nejsem Zadny pizduch, vy nebesky Citelni vychcanci! A jsem tady
stdle i proto, Ze jsem se na rozdil od vas na tomhle sméSném buzerplacu Zivota jesté ani jedinkrat
nepodélal. Nebo ano? Nikolivék, panové! Tak mi, prosim, jdéte s témi svymi cennymi radami

a motivacnimi hecaty, laskave, k sipku.

Jak by se ti, Glume, libilo, kdybychom spolu osaméli, dva kohouti u ledového kohoutu? Jako tehdy
v koupelné s mym malym bratrem.

s vz

Ne, zlo se nepfevlékd za dobro, milasku! Ne, zlo ma jiz zdélky prihledné Zabry jako mlada lybiskal!

Ne, zlo zapéachg, ale ty budes stale délat, ze Si¥i viini pomnének.
yu

,PFiddm ti teplou, neboj, pfiddm
,Prosim, pust mé!”

»Né, vydrz, neubéhla ani minuta!”
,Déleeeej, pust mé, uz to palil”

.Nekecej, jak to miZe palit, poustim jenom studenou vodu!”

,Prosim, to strasné pali. Nezvladnu tfi minuty!”



LZvladnes, ja zvladl deset.”

LAle sis ten proud reguloval sam.”
,Kdepak. Teklo mi to jako tobé.”
,Bracha, boli to, mé pust!”

,Jesté mas minutu, vydrz. Minuta do konce.”

»~Hrozné to boli! Pfidej teplou... mé okamzité pust.”

,Dobre, pfidam teplou.”

,Pridal jsi to?”

,Co?”

.Teplou vodu! Déleej! Sifiiim. Neciiitim nic. Necitim hlavu! Pust mé, iiiiim, mé pust, hajzle!”
,Jesté pdl minuty, jsi hrdina! Pl minuty a mas osobni rekord.”

sr00 G

»-- Silené boli... fifimh... necitim hlavu!” chvél se po téle, jeZ jsem pevné drzel v kravaté, a plakal.
Jeho horké slzy se marné misily s ledovym proudem, ktery neprestaval rozfezavat jeho malou lebku.
Stopky na plastovych digitdlkdch jsem nesledoval od prvni minuty. Netusim, jak dlouho jsem jej
trapil. Nehodlal jsem to zastavit, dokud mne to bavilo.

,Boli, nebo nic necitis? Pokud si neumis vybrat... vyplyva z toho, Ze miZzes dalsi minutu.”

,Necitim hlavu, pFe...st...af, hla..va... mi... upadne... hlava! ...hajzle! [iiiim t& na kolenou.”

Povolil jsem. Mala lebka se svezla po hrané umyvadla a sklouzla na kachliky. LeZel na zemi, Stkal,
schouleny ve fetalni poloze. Chvéjicimi se pazemi objimal svou zmacenou promodralou merunu na

ragby. Na okamzik jsem se zastydél. Pocitil jsem strach. Strach o néj, strach o sebe. Proud ledové

vody, zdalo se, vypalil mu do tyla malou plesinu. Vzal jsem jej za pazi a odryl uplakanou fialovou tvafr.

Byla to tvaF starce. Ulekl jsem se, Ze jsem jej zabil, a tak jsem do ného instinktivné kopl, aniZ bych
védél, co délam.

!u !II

,Omluv se!” zachrcel jsem. ,Délej

.Ty se omluy, tohle... bylo naposled. VSechno... jim feknu! Vechno!”
,Drz hubu. Omluv se!”

,Za co, za co? ... prosim... nech mé... nech mé...
,Omluv se mi za toho hajzla!”
.Za kterého, o ¢em... to mluvis!”

,Debile, tys mi Fekl hajzle, omluv se!”

1"

,Hajzle
,Omluv se mi, prober se, blbecku!”
,Promint”

,Nahlas!”

G

,Promin

G

,Promin, bracho! Zopakuj to!” pfikazal jsem mu.
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»Promin, bracho!” otevrel bolesti semknuta kukadla a vzhlédl ke mné opuchlyma Zabima oc¢ima.
V bélmu Cerstva vysivka popraskanych rudych Zilek. Krev se mi divoce rozpulzovala ve spancich.
Tehdy jsem poprvé v Zivoté zapochyboval, 7e ze mne bude Clovék, Nékdo. Do té doby jsem si byl
jist, Ze mi staci jediné zrnko pisku a vytvoFim z néj novy svét. Ten den jsem zapochyboval, Ze jsem
spravny. Jako kdyby mne zfalSovali.

Boze, vzdyt prece dité nelze zfalSovat!

Treba jsem prototyp! Prvni zfalSovany muz na svété.



Helen Mort (Velka Britania / Great Britain)

poetka a prozaicka z Velkej Britdnie. Je pdtndsobnou vitazkou ceny pre mladych bdsnikov Foyle Young Poets,

v roku 2007 ziskala ocenenie Eric Gregory Award a v roku 2008 cenu Young Writer Prize. Jej zbierka Division
Street (vyd. Chatto G Windus) bola nominovand na ocenenie Costa Book Awards a na Cenu T.S. Elliota.

Jej druhd zbierka No Map Could Show Them bola nominovand na Literdrnu cenu Banff Mountain v Kanade.

Vo vydavatelstve Tall Lighthouse jej vysli dve krdtke zbierky. Jej prvy romdn Black Car Burning vydal Random
House v roku 2019. V roku 2018 bola Stipendistkou Krdlovskej literdrnej spolocnosti. UCi tvorivé pisanie

na Manchester Metropolitan University. Jej najnovsia bdsnickd zbierka The Illustrated Woman vysla v roku 2022
vo vydavatelstve Chatto & Windus.

poet and novelist from the United Kingdom. She is a five-times winner of the Foyle Young Poets award, received
an Eric Gregory Award from The Society of Authors in 2007, and won the Manchester Poetry Prize Young Writer
Prize in 2008. Her collection Division Street is published by Chatto & Windus and was shortlisted for the Costa
Book Awards and the T.S. Eliot Prize. Her second collection No Map Could Show Them was shortlisted for the
Banff Mountain Literature Award in Canada. She has published two pamphlets with Tall Lighthouse press.
Helen’s first novel Black Car Burning was published by Random House in April 2019. In June 2018 she was
elected Fellow of the Royal Society of Literature. She lectures in creative writing at Manchester Metropolitan
University. Her latest poetry collection is The Illustrated Woman (Chatto & Windus, 2022).
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Vytratit sa (Miznuci bod)

Alej stromov.
Alej holych, striebornych stromov, ktoré sa nikdy nedotknd.
Vecer kvoli nim klesa na kolend, aby cez ne preklizol ako cez tunel,

Cerstvy dazd si obliekajd ako rukavicu
a kondre pred sebou drzia roztrasene, akoby to boli ruky poffkané cudzou krvou.

Naklonené aleje stromov
opité este za svitania
snivaju o svojich novych menach: promenady stromov, armady bledych stromov.

Nie. Aleje stromov pod alejami no¢ného vzduchu.
Usporiadané a udrZiavané aleje viniace sa dolu k Sablonu ako rozpustené vlasy,
ako slovo ¢o ti kize po jazyku

allée, venir so zlym prizvukom

slovd, ktoré takmer pocujes

ked ti Sepkam pri lici, Sepkdm do ucha a zatvaram oci

ked's tebou krd¢am alejami namalovanych stromov

olejomalbou v tieni, ktord som si zaramovala a teraz ju drzim v naruci
akoby tie vymyslené stromy cakali, az do nich vstipis.

Aleje stromov.
Aleje topolov a lip. Dlhy, olemovany rok, alej po ktorej ta vidim kracat.
Aidem za tebou, aj ked sa k tebe nemozZem pribliZit.

Dobre znama plaz

Tato Stiddia skimala zoznamovacie metédy muzov
voci Zzenam leZiacim na dobre znamej plézi.

Tieto Zeny Citali (dobre zname)
leZiac na svojich plochych bruchéch



niektorym na krizoch svietilo
napadné tetovanie. Na dobre zndmej plazi

sa zeny venovali ¢itaniu

(plocho, na ich dobre zndmych bruchach)

muZi obvykle skor oslovovali
zeny s viditelnymi tetovaniami

nie kvoli tomu, Ze by také Zeny
boli atraktivnejsie, ale pretozZe

tieto Zeny
(dobre zndme ¢itanim na svojich krizoch)

pretoZe verili, Ze potetované Zeny
(muzi dobre znami, Zeny lezZiace
na svojich plochych bruchach)

pretoze verili, ze
potetované Zeny

budu pristupnejsie sexu
(dobre znamemu, viditelne svietiacemu
na ich krizoch)

pristupnejsie sexu
na prvom rande
nez ich nepokreslené naprotivky.

Zdroj: Psychology Today: What People Really Think About Women With Tattoos
(Psychology Today: Co si ludia naozaj myslia o Zendch s tetovaniami)
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Pokreslena Zena

Zéaznam o koZi obete odhalil,

Ze bola celkom pokrytd tetovaniami:
nie ako mapa, o pokryva terén

ale ako rieka pokryvajlica kamene.

Dokonca aj vnatro usi

dokonca aj pysky ohanbia, aj

vycnelky na zadnych zuboch. Ved to ani
nie je mozné. Ako keby

chcela zabranit tomu, aby sa jej
dotklo cokolvek iné.
Nebola vysoka. Nemala ani Siroké ramena.

Jej Gsta boli pravdepodobne malé,
ale urcit presné Crty bolo tazké,
tetovania mala vedla seba

velmi nahusto.

Da sa povedat, Ze sa navrhla sama.
Najpdsobivejsim kiskom bol kori

tyCiaci sa na jej chrbte

stojaci na zadnych nohdach, para syciaca z nozdier.

Ked' ju prvykrat prezeral sidny lekar

tvrdil, Ze pocul nejaky hluk - akoby padal velky strom
rachot a potom zrychlovanie

akoby sa odniekial ozyvalo dunenie kopyt.

Alfie

O ¢om som ti eSte nepovedala?
Uz si pocul o brezach Zeleznych
a o rozvaznom lete jastrabice
nad mojou hlavou



na prechadzke neslic ta v sebe

sa mi zazdalo, Ze ty a ja sme ako babka

o sa kolise na zelenom kopci a Ze

td jastrabica nas ovlada striebornymi povrazkami.

Avies$ aj o tom, ako mi v noci

tvoj kopanec a tvoj stisk rozochveje brucho
o lahkosti tvojich novych kosti,

o tom, ako vo mne bolestivo rasties.

MoéZem ti povedat o tvojom otcovi
pocujes ho, ale este nevidis.

Tak napriklad, jeho ramena

sl ako paprade a teply piesok

a ma odi svojho otca

strihdm ho nakrétko v ¢ervenej kuchyni
a pritom sa jemne dotykam jeho usi.
Slova sa mi uZ od Gnavy minuli

atak len do ticha otvorim dvere
a porozpravam ti to melddiou
ktord som raz zapocula v no¢nom dazdi

a nikdy sa ju nenaucila naspamat.

Z anglickych origindlov preloZila Tereza Hladkd.

Vanishing Point

Avenues of trees.
Avenues of hairless, silver trees that never touch. Avenues
that bring the evening to its knees, stooping to enter their tunnel,

trees that wear new rain
like a transparent glove, or hold their branches shakily
in front of them like hands, spotted with someone else’s blood.
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Avenues of trees
that lean, still drunk at dawn, dreaming
new names for themselves: parades of trees, armies of pale trees.

No. Avenues of trees
under avenues of night air. Planned, tended avenues
curling down the hill to Sablon like loosed hair, like a word on your tongue

allée, venir, the accent
wrong, a language you can almost hear
when | breathe against your cheek, breathe in your ear, and shut my eyes

go down with you through
avenues of painted trees, trees oiled in shadow, framed
and held, imaginary trees that wait as if you could enter them.

Avenues of trees.
Avenues of poplar, lime. The long, lined year, the avenue
| watch you walking down and follow you and can’t get near.

A Well-known Beach

This study examined the approach behaviour of men
to women lying on a well-known beach.

The women were reading, (well-known)
lying flat on their stomachs

some with a tattoo prominently displayed
on their lower backs. On a well-known beach,

women were reading, (flat
on their well-known stomachs)

some with a tattoo on their lower backs,
some without. On a well-known beach



men were more likely to approach
the women with visible tattoos

not because they found them
to be more attractive but because

the women (well-known reading
on their lower backs) because

they believed the tattooed women
(the men well-known, the women lying

on their flat stomachs)
but because they believed the tattooed women

would be more likely to have sex
(well-known prominently displayed

on their lower backs)
more likely to have sex

on the first date
than their clear-skinned counterparts.

Source: Psychology Today: What People Really Think About Women With Tattoos

The Illustrated Woman

An inventory of the subject’s skin

found that she was completely covered:
not as a map covers the terrain

but as a river covers its stones.
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Yes, even the insides of her ears
even her labia, even the ridges
of her back teeth. We know this
to be impossible. It is as if

she wanted to leave no room
for anything to touch her.
She was not tall. Nor was she
broad across the shoulders.

Her mouth may have been small
but singling out her facial features
was difficult, such was the density
of the ink that joined them.

You might say she designed herself.
Amongst the most impressive

was a horse standing on its hind legs,
rearing on her back, nostrils steaming.

When he first examined her, the coroner
reports he heard a noise, as if a great tree
had fallen, a crash and then a quickening,
something not unlike the thunder of hooves.

Alfie

What new thing can | say to you?
Nothing about the iron birch trees
and nothing about the steady hand
of the hawk that flew above me

as | walked, carrying you inside,
until | thought we were a puppet
wobbling on the green hill, she

the master, twitching silver strings.



Nothing about the tremor of my belly
at night when you kick or grasp,

the lightness of your new bones,

the growing ache of you. I can say

something about your father

who you hear and never see.

Say, for instance, that his shoulders
are bracken and warm sand

that his eyes are his father’s,

that I cut his hair close in the red
kitchen, touching his ears lightly.

But my language is tired, so | give you

the silence of an open door,

or speak to you like something I heard
once in the pattern of night rain

and never learned how to repeat.
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Viliam Nadaskay (Slovensko / Slovakia)

(1994) pracuje v Ustave slovenskej literatiry Slovenskej akadémie vied, kde ziskal aj doktorskyj titul za prdcu

o slovenskej poézii socialistického realizmu. Vysli mu bdsnické zbierky Vynechany spoj (2018) a Zmyslov
zbavovany (2021), obe vo vydavatelstve Drewo a srd. Venuje sa aj literdrnej kritike, bol spolueditorom antoldgie
literdrnej kritiky Kritickd rocenka v rokoch 2019 - 2021. Je redaktorom internetového literdrneho Casopisu
Platforma pre literatdru a vgskum.

(1994) works at the Institute of Slovak Literature of the Slovak Academy of Sciences where he earned a PhD
for his thesis on Slovak socialist realist poetry. He is the author of the poetry collections Vynechany spoj

(The Missing Link; 2018) and Zmyslov zbavovany (Growing Senseless; 2021), published by Drewo a srd. He also
reviews contemporary literature and he was a co-editor of the anthology of literary criticism Kritickd rocenka
(Critical Yearbook) from 2019 to 2021. He is the editor of the online literary magazine Platforma pre literatiiru
a vyskum (Platform for Literature and Research).

Viliam Nadaskay
SK



Mravenisko

kto iny by mal vediet
co je Zivy organizmus
ak nie ty

Urban

ty
o si ako maly
stlpil bosou nohou

do mraveniska

dodnes

ked sa bezhlavo

prechddzas po byte

citis hlinu a tie miniatdrne teld

medzi prstami

Simulacia
povol skrutky na stolicke
a sadni si

neda sa to nazvat existencialnou situaciou
ale tie nepatrné pohyby dreva
predsa len ¢osi znamenaju

ked' zaCujes praskanie
vychutnaj si ten zlomok
sekundy



82

Detox

na brehu zamenitelnej rieky
pretekajicej stredom zamenitelného mesta
stoji naha silueta

vnori svoje telo do zelenej

hnedej

Ciernej

niekedy Cervenej a niekedy modrej
hladiny

vykipe sa v svite nemého pozorovatela

vykipe sa v asfalte te¢liicom celym jeho Zivotom
vykipe sa v igelitove]j perine

v tenzidoch olejoch amoniakoch

tazkych kovoch siniciach plastoch

aby prekryl vSetku svoju Spinu
Spinou vacsou a civilizovanejSou

znovu na brehu

s dokonale vyleStenym svedomim
stlpi na vyplavené mftve dojca

a rozmaze si ho po chodidle

Transplantdcia

Pan doktor, upokojte sa, spolu na nieco prideme.
Podme na to vylu¢ovacou metédou:

bez lavej nohy by som nebol, kto som. Pravi oZeliem, nikdy som pre fiu nenasiel vhodné
vyuZitie. Ruky si zoberte, dno, aj pravd, ale nech sa nedostane tam, kam nema.

Penis nie, ten mi jediny pripomina, Ze som sa vébec nemenil.

Vnutorné organy berte vsetky, okrem criev, tie mi zabezpecovali jedinid skuto¢ne moju vec.

Mozog s obcianskym preukazom naloZte do formaldehydu - st pozoruhodné a chcem,

aby ich kaZdy videl objektivne.



Vy, pan doktor, tomu nemate Sancu porozumiet, s vasim bielym plastom bez jedinej Smuhy,
so stetoskopom, ktory ste si nikdy ani len neskdsili priloZit na brucho, s vasimi injekciami

a detskym katikom.

Dalej: zuby, ale aj s tym kiiskom zaseknutého misa, ulozte do Easovej kapsuly, spolu

s kladivkom zo stredného ucha a so stehennou kostou, v tejto chvili si totiZ neviem
predstavit podstatnejsie veci. Ostatné kosti a svaly pomelte a poslite spat do obehu.

Veru, velka krasa, pan doktor, vidiet obsah svojho tela ako na konzerve od pastéty. Nebojte
sa, uz som kedysi citil Spendlik pod nechtom, pozndm vyznam slov nahle

a bezdévodne.

Ked pridem o tyzden, naozaj vas prosim, zaCnime.

Pocestni

Zacalo sa to tvojou mackou, priatelu, dvojtyZzdiiovou, malou a ¢iernou.

Jej dvaja stirodenci sa kib¢ili, matka sa mi otierala o nohy - a ono rozlepovalo o¢i, chrcalo,
laby si schovalo pod telo. Bolo jasné, kto ma navrch.

Pokracovalo to na ceste za Trnavou - liska roztatd napoly, hlava vyvratend. Na celné sklo mi
prsali muchy a ja som difal v mikrospanok. 83
Neuveris, ale neprestalo to - o par kilometrov dalej som zmasakroval dva hlodavce, ktoré
tupo zamreli v lavom pruhu. Posledné, ¢o videli, boli eSpézetka a svetlo z lacnej ziarovky.
Po anglicky sa volaju roadkill, akoby za to mohla cesta. Po slovensky nijak, akoby za to
nemohol nik.

Priatelu, povedz, ked sme spolu vcera kracali po ulici, navzdjom si smrdeli, hladni a
bezcielni, videl si aj ty na obzore to ozrutné koleso?

Alebo som otvaral Gsta nadarmo?

Udrzatelni

Narodeni hlavou napred a po kolend vo vSetkom. UZ by sme sa mohli naucit, Ze prichddzame

s prilis vyraznymi Zilami, piesfiou na perdch, a urcite nie v mieri.

Vystojime si rad k pokladni, bude ndm spocitany kazdy jeden ¢iarovy kéd. Rozbehneme sa

s igelitovymi rukavicami do domovov, na plaze, do barov, niekto to uz zacvaka.

Rozliat sa v mori, pokryt sa pieskom a krémom na poznavacom vylete do vasho geta. Vratit

sa ako znovusplodeni. Dopriat si plnymi diskami, Zit na pIné obratky. Mali sme pravo trochu si oko-
renit Zivot, vravia.



84

Preco teda Stipu jazyky aj nas?

Chramy horia, chmary sa stahuji, mladeZ pochoduje, staroba hoduje. Niet kam sa schovat -

klac¢ime uprostred hlavného tahu cez tato Stvrt, mladd, no historickd, dynamickd, no stabilnd, Zi-
votom prekypujicu, no mftvolne tichd. Niekto to urobit musi, a ja neviem, koho sa spytat, ¢i sa to
vSetko nedalo inak.

Nuz, boli tu odzité aj horsie Zivoty, tak mi dovolte aspon par slov na rozltcku.

An Anthill

who else ought to know
what a living organism is
if not you

Urban

you

who as a little boy
stepped barefoot into
an anthill

to this day

when you frantically

pace around your apartment

you feel the soil and the minuscule bodies

between the toes

Wayfarers

It began with your cat, my friend, she was two weeks old, small and black.

Her two siblings were play-fighting, their mother nuzzled against my legs, and she just lay

there, trying to open her eyes, grunting, hiding the paws underneath her body. It was clear who's the
boss.

It continued on the road outside of Trnava - a fox crushed in half, its head tilted backwards.

It was raining flies onto my windshield and | hoped for a microsleep.

You won't believe me, but it wouldn’t end - a few kilometres further | obliterated two



rodents, stupidly frozen up in the left lane. The last thing they saw was my license plate and a cheap
lightbulb.

In English, they’re roadkill, as if the road was to blame. In Slovak, they’re nothing, as if no

one was to blame.

Say, my friend, yesterday, when we walked side by side down the street, mutually smelly,

hungry and aimless, did you see the giant wheel on the horizon as well?

Or was | opening my mouth in vain?

The Sustainable

Born head first and knee-deep in it all. We should probably know by now

that we come with pronounced veins and a song in our hearts and definitely not in peace.

We will wait in the checkout line and every single bar code will be scanned and added. Plastic
gloves still on, we will run off to our homes, to the beaches and bars, someone’s bound to pay the bill.
Spill into the sea, cover the bodies with sand and sunscreen on a trip to your local

ghetto. Come back as having been conceived again. Maximum enjoyment, living at full speed. We had
the right to spice up our lives a bit, they say.

Why do our tongues burn as well then? 85
Temples on fire, skies so dire, the youth marching, the old indulging. Nowhere to hide - we

are kneeling down in the middle of the main road that runs through this neighbourhood, young yet

historical, dynamic yet stable, bursting with life yet deadly silent. Someone’s got to do it and | don't

know who to ask whether there was another way.

Alas, worse lives had been lived here, at least allow me a few parting words.

From Slovak translated by Viliam Nddaskay.



Radoslav Rochallyi (Slovensko / Slovakia)

narodeny v roku 1980 v Bardejove. Studoval filozofiu na Filozofickej fakulte PU. V rokoch 2005 - 2009 $tudoval
a ukoncil postgradudlne stidium. V rokoch 2012 aZ 2014 Studoval a ukoncil MBA Stidium na PraZskej pobocke
LIGS University. Neskér sa dovzdeldval Stidiom matematiky pre strojové ucenie na Imperial College London.
Ndsledne tieZ Studoval Typografiu na PNCA (Pacific Northwest College of Art) a aktudlne ukoncil semestrdiny
akademicky kurz kresby na Pratt Institute.

Do oblasti jeho tvorby patri najmd filozofia, vizudlne umenie a poézia. Rochallyi vyuZiva matematicky jazyk
ako organizacny princip a zdroveri pouZiva matematické symboly na popis intonacného zdpisu alebo

na definovanie réznych typov Specifikdcii, ktorgch sémantiku je jednoduchsie alebo efektivneSie vyjadrit

v neslovnej podobe.

born in 1980 in Bardejov, has studied philosophy at the Faculty of Arts, University of PreSov. He completed
his MBA studies at the Prague branch of LIGS University. He later studied mathematics for machine learning
at Imperial College London and typography at the Pacific Northwest College of Art (PNCA). He recently
completed a semester-long academic drawing course at the Pratt Institute. His work includes mainly
philosophy, visual arts, and poetry. Rochallyi uses mathematical language as an organizational principle and
at the same time uses mathematical symbols to describe intonation notation, or to define various types of
specifications whose semantics are easier or more effective to express in non-verbal form.
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humanitarian pause for humanitarian purposes
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Heavenly laws made me laugh

I'm anointed poison I can't say anything about the world I booed

X =
I have a golden mouth I deceive myself as the arranger of my life  myself

cognition has killed my dreams® = and then

I dress in my own truth ..., —oo < just a lie < ©

a\ crooked\ smile

oo [ o0 © 1/2
f Poor in Spirit_xzdx = f the naked_xzdxf stripped truth_yzdy]

—0o0
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Poetry =1.618033988749...

Phi Q)]

Beauty blooms like a fish 6)

Stink m

from the head it annoys the soul. (8)
(0)

| bite my 3)

own words, and 3)

they want to move forward, so | write (9)
on the walls, that it's time to burn (8)
bridges, just all bridges must burn (8)
After all, even though she  (7)

stand on the tongue (4)

of death, she still believes that will see (9)
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Alexandra Salmela (Finsko / Finland)

(1980) sa narodila v Bratislave, kde na VSMU vystudovala divadelnd dramaturgiu; neskdr absolvovala fincinu
na FF UK v Prahe. Momentdlne sidli vo Finsku, Zije a tvori vo finCine a v slovencine. Jej prvy romdn 27 eli
Kuolema tekee taiteilijan (27 ¢ize Smrt robi umelca) ziskal Cenu dennika Helsingin Sanomat za finsky

debut roka (2010), Kultirnu cenu Kalleho Kaihariho a bol nominovany na finsku literdrnu cenu Finlandia.

V slovenskom preklade (Salmela & Zilinskd) bol zas nominovany na cenu Anasoft Litera, rovnako ako aj jej
druhy romdn Antihrdina (2017), ktory figuroval i na shortliste Ceny Akademie SciFi, Fantasy a Hororu. Treti,
epizodicky romdn 56, oletan (56, ¢i?) jej vysiel vo Finsku na jeseri 2021. Salmela piSe i pre deti, dlhodobo
spolupracuije s ilustrdtorkou Martinou Matlovicovou (Zirafia mama a iné priery, Strom, Fantazmagorickj
kamardt). Do literdrnej i rozhlasovej podoby prepisala prvé dve série populdrneho animovaného seridlu Mimi
a Liza od tvorivého tandemu Katarina Kerekesovd a Katarina Moldkovd. PrileZitostne sa venuje prekladu, drdme
a performativnym umeniam. Zaujimaijd ju hranice vSemoZngch druhov, presuny fyzické i dusevné a jazyk. Jej
diela boli v celku ¢i fragmentdrne publikované v tucte jazykov od finciny po ¢instinu, od ddnciny po taliancinu.

(1980) a Finnish-Slovak writer based in Tampere, Finland, who lives and writes both in Slovak and Finnish. She
was born in Bratislava, where she graduated from Academy of Music and Dramatic Arts in theatre dramaturgy,
later she received her second MA in finnish language and literature from The Chatles’ University in Prague. Her
first novel, 27 or death makes an artist (2010), won the Helsingin Sanomat Debut of the Year Prize and Kaihari
Prize, and was nominated for the Finlandia and Anasoft Litera Prize (slovak translation Salmela G Zilinskd).
Anasoft Litera nomination went also to her second novel Antihero, which was shortlisted for The Prize of The
Academy of Sci-Fi, Fantasy and Horror. Her third, episodical novel 56, or? came out in 2021. Currently, Salmela
works on her fourth, two-part novel The Estranged Body, in which she continues examining the possibilities

of visual form as means of literary expression. In her work for children, Salmela has long cooperated with the
illustrator Martina Matlovicovd (Giraffe Mum, The tree, The Fantastickle Friend) and transformed two initial
series of the popular TV-series Mimi and Liza into literary and radio play form. Occasionally she is involved with
translation, drama and performing arts. She is interested in borders of all kinds, journeys both physical and
mental, as well as language. Her works, whole or in excerpts, have been translated and published in a dozen of
languages from finnish to chinese, from danish to italian.

Alexandra Salmela
FIN



Margaréta (laska z cesta)

(aryvok)

Chladnicka sa bliZila k zenovému stavu, kisok droZzdia sa v nej vynikajico vynimal. Bolo ho treba
nejako spotrebovat, i najmensie plytvanie musi byt eliminované. Plus, nieco jest treba. Margaréta
preZivala oschnuty kisok hrusky. Dostala chut piect chlieb, chlieb je zdkladom Zivota, rovnako ako
sol a ldska. Isty kamarat-basnik zasSiel dokonca tak daleko, Ze lasku romanticky prirovnal k cestu,
ktoré tiez rastie, nabera na objeme, donekonecna, ale k tomu sa Margaréta postavila s rezervou: aj
s laskou, aj s cestom mala skisenosti, ktoré svedcdili o riziku ich splasnutia. Aj tak, chlieb, okrdhly,
teply a vonavy... Chlieb je zazrak. Ale na chlieb treba ¢akat pridlho (tak ako na zazrak, ako na lasku). Aj
keby na cesto zamiesila ihned, skér nez na druhy defi by nevykyslo, sprdvne cesto potrebuje ¢as (tak
ako laska!), neda sa urychlit, neda sa mu rozkazovat. Aj hrusky uz dosli, hlad by bol neznesitelny. A tak
sa Margaréta rozhodla upiect pizzu (pravi neapolskd!), za istych okolnosti je to rychlejsie neZ chlieb
(dokonca ivdomdacich podmienkach!) a pizza je v kone¢nom désledku tieZ chlieb, tak povedal Drahy
a Drahy bol do veci zasvateny takpovediac od kolisky.

Chef Davide z tutoridlneho videa bol chutny, rozpraval rychlo a vela sa usmieval, zardbal cesto na
desat pizz (liter vody si pyta cca 1,6 - 1,7 kila extra hladkej mdky (00), presné mnoZstvo sa nikdy
nedd odhadnit dopredu, na zaciatok je teda najlepsSie nasypat do tradicného dreveného vélova kilo
muky a vedla naliat liter vody, sol (50 gramov) treba vzdy rozpustit vo vode, droZdie (2 g) treba vzdy
rozdrobit do muky, sol a droZzdie nesmd nikdy, pozor! NIKDY!!! prist do priameho kontaktu), pretoze
na juhu si rodiny velké a hlu¢né a [udia jedia radi a velQ, ale pre osameld Zenu, ktora sa prakticky Zivi
hruskami, je desat pizz relativne dost, a tak Margaréta strihla mnoZstvo surovin na polovicu, na chvilu
sa zamyslela (deti sa vratia domov, deti 2 ks, Margaréta 1 ks, pizza 5 - 7 ks), a nakoniec za pomoci
kalkulacky zredukovala Davideho recept na tretinu. CiZe: 333 ml vody, cca 533 - 566 g miiky, 16,66 g
soli a 0,666 g droZdia.

Sakra, to fakt, nula celd Sestsestsest gramu drozdia? Povedzme, Ze nula celd sedem.

Margarétina digitdlna kuchynskd vdha véazi suroviny az do hmotnosti pat kilogramov, ale len
s presnostou na jeden gram. Napriek tomu, Ze hrudka drozdia na vaZiacej podlozke uZ podla
Margarétinho hrubého odhadu isty objem nadobudla, displej neprestajne ukazoval okrthlu nulu.
Margaréta sa vykaslala na neddveryhodny krdm a vratila sa k osved¢enému meraniu od oka. Nasypala
do misy zhruba polovicu otvoreného balenia miky ([1 kg - nieco] : cca 2), vedla vzniknutého kopca
naliala maly krigel (~ 0,33 I) ako-tak vlaznej vody, do ktorej zamie3ala primerané mnoZstvo soli,
a potom do muky zacala drobit droZdie, bolo l[ahucké a hebucké, bola slast Zmolit ho medzi prstami,
urcite nebude na skodu dat ho trosku viac ako predpokladanych nula celd SestSestsest gramu, cesto
aspon lepSie vykysne, okrem toho by ho zvysil fakt trapny bobok, moc maly na opatovné uskladnenie,
plus drozdie nebolo lplne Cerstvé, jeho Gcinok nie nevyhnutne stopercentny. Margaréta poctivo
zmie$ala suroviny, pridala par lyzic cukru (~ 6,66 g) a tri cvrky olivového oleja (~ 16,66 g Cize 18,51
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ml, EVO!) (pozor! vysSie zmienené prisady sa priddvajd az po tom, ¢o st uz zakladné ingrediencie
zmie$ané a JEDINE v domacich podmienkach, pretoze kedZe v beznej domacej rire nie je mozné
dosiahnut teplotu poZadovanych 430 °C, pizzu je nutné piect namiesto tradi¢nej 0,5 min (= 30 s) aZ
5 -6 min, ¢o je doba, za ktord by cesto mohlo neZiaduco vyschniit), hodila masu na pracovni dosku
azazdalasajej byt prilis hutng, preto pridala kvapku vody a dala sa cesto miesit energickymi pohybmi,
tak ako intruoval chef Davide (e3te kvapku), 20 min, potom nasledovala 20 min fdza odpocinku pod
drevenym vélovom (= pod kovovou misou) a hla, uZ za tento kratky ¢as cesto stihlo slubne podrast,
Margaréta ho spokojne rozdelila na tri gulatucké bochniky (v pripade potreby prepolitelné) a na Sest
(osem) hodin ich Supla kysnut pod misu.
Sest az osem hodin je relativne dIhd doba na opieranie sa o kuchynsky pult a surfovanie po strankach
s receptami. Cosi také neprichddzalo do tivahy. Navy3e, Margaréte sa v poslednom ¢ase alarmuijtico
zhorsil zrak. Margaréta si popretahovala Siju a vyhliadla z okna. Neprsalo, to by sa oplatilo vyuZit.
Cesto si doma poradi aj samo, bez Margarétinej rusivej pritomnosti aj lepSie nakysne. Margarétine
myslienky prekypuijlce ldskou st dostatocne intenzivne, kysnutie dokdZu podporovat aj na dialku.
Jedlo pripravené s laskou chuti najlahodnejsie, Margarétino cesto bude ako laska, bude to laska.
Margaréta kracala exosvetom, mysliac na cesto a na lasku, zbierajlic zelené ratolesti a kvietky,
registrujic hniezdiace vtactvo.
Vylet sa natiahol.
Cesto netrpezlivo ¢akalo na pracovnej doske. Margaréte sa zamatril ndaznak pohybu pod misou, také
podrazdené mykanie, akoby sa cesto bolo snaZilo vyslobodit spod kovovej kupoly a dostat sa k nej,
vrhn(t sa jej do narucia. Into my arms, rozoznelo sa Margaréte v hlave, ani ona sa uz nevedela dockat,
Margaréta strcila kyticu do vazy, bol to dar cestu, atmosféra bola nabitd elektrinou ako na prvom
rande, nie, bolo to ako opatovné stretnutie so starou laskou, takou, ktorej vonu a chut si ¢lovek este
pamatd a terazje v napati, Ciich eSte rozozn3, i nevyprchalina nepoznanie. Margaréta zavrela viecka.
Uchopila misu do chvejlcich sa rik a zacala ju dvihat, pomaly pomalicky, mysliac na tri gulatucké,
nadherne vyformované, kompaktné a elastické bochnicky. Hmmmm... Voria bola zndma, dobre,
Margaréte sa prudko dvihala hrud, trosicku droZzdova, to Margaréta vedela odpustit, Margaréta bol
dobrd v odpustani, bola tolerantny ¢lovek. Margarétine pery sa zmyselne zospdilili, misa zacvendzala
v umyvadle, kov o kov, Margaréta otvorila oci, no tie nestihli uvidiet ni¢ - cesto sa na fiu vrhlo ako
Selma.
V tom vystupe nebolo nic tak, ako si to Margaréta predstavovala, nebola v iom ani Stipka lasky.
Cesto nebolo ani trochu také, aké byt malo, o akom Margaréta snivala, Svarna trojica okrihlych
pruznych bochnikov, tak ako, - - --- - to malo byt,, ,, , s vyrysovanymi tvarmi, pevné a kompaktné ako, ,,
také nadherne hladké a elastické, také, ,, nie prilis tiché, bez osobnosti, naopak - tak akurat Zivé, ale
bolo hnusné,
vyklul sa z neho taky ten pripad, ¢o hned napuci a rozkysne sa na nepoznanie, stalo sa z neho
(hnusné) gigantické neforemné Cosi, odporne mlandravé a (hnusné!) bez pevnej substancie, tak ako



Margarétine fantazie, pretekalo cez okraje misy, az ztoho Margarétu napinalo, a napriek vsetkej svojej
rosolovitej (hnusnej! hnusnej!) traslavosti a nechutnej rozpliznutej beztvarosti sa spravalo agresivne,
zaltocCilo a mackalo a mlatilo a manglovalo a dusilo Margarétu, a ¢im viac Margaréta prosila, Nie,
prosim ta, prestan!, o to nendsytnejsie ju do seba vcucavalo, takZe prvotny Sok sa zmenil na strach,
ktory Margarétu dohnal k vykrikom Pomédc Pomgloglogloglo a potom uZ ni¢, pretoze lepkavé
rozteCené cesto jej zapchalo Usta i vSetky ostatné dutiny a Margaréte napadlo, Ze ak by z nejakého
nevysvetlitelného dévodu bola do cesta namiesto oleja pridala maslo, vdaka vaésim molekuldm
jeho lipidov by teraz mohla dychat dlhsie. Ale takéto dumky ,keby bolo keby, boli by sme v nebi”
boli vskutku zbyto&né. Co sa stalo, u? sa neodstane, a naopak. Margaréta sa topila v riedkom ceste.
Av tej surrealisticky posobiacej situdcii jej znenazdajky doslo, Ze ak je ldska ako cesto, po niecom tak
dusivom ani trochu netuzi

a rozhodla sa, Ze ak z tejto prekérnej situdcie
vyviazne Ziva, nabudlce bude venovat Specidlnu pozornost deleniu a deleniu delenia a vsetky
suroviny si navazi poctivo, v prvom rade drozdie, a v ziadnom pripade sa neuchyli k improvizaciam,
naopak: bude otrocky dodrZiavat postup fotoreceptu, ¢ize
1. kocka drozdia na pat platkov,
2. jeden platok na pat tyciniek
3. jedna tycinka na pat kociek
4. jedna kocka na pét pasikov
5. jeden pasik na pat hrudiek
6. a tak dalej
7. a tak dalej

a nebude to Ziadna hipstercina, ale rovnako
podstatny a nevyhnutny tGkon ako Stiepenie vlasu ¢i, v Margarétinom pripade, skor brisenie Ciarky,
takd zadbava, ,, mozgovy telocvik, ,,, .., ,, . ,, .., Mozog potrebuje kyslik a Margaréta tinikovi dierku
zreality, potrebuje robit nieco rukami,, Stiepit drozdie na atémy, oslobodzuje to mozog od prehnaného
uvaZovania. A tociac sa v tom kolotoci alogickych myslienok, dusiac sa cestom, postrehla Margaréta
v ceste vlas, vlastny, nepolamany, no s rozstiepenym koncom.

Z finskeho origindlu preloZila Alexandra Salmela.
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Margherita (lovedough)

(excerpt)

The fridge was approaching the state of zen with a lump of yeast wonderfully standing out on
display. It had to be consumed somehow, even the tiniest wastage must be eliminated. Moreover,
one needs to eat something. Margherita kept on chewing a piece of stale pear. She got the urge to
bake bread, after all, bread is the essence of life, just like salt and love. One of her friends, a poet, even
went as far as to compare love passionately to dough: dough also tends to grow, gaining in volume,
indefinitely, forever, however, Margherita took this sceptically and with reservations: she had been
familiar both with love and dough and the experience testified to the risk of both going flat. But
still - a loaf of bread, round, warm and fragrant... Bread is a miracle. But one needs to wait too long
for bread (just like for a miracle and just like for love). Even if she kneaded for dough immediately,
it would not rise properly sooner than the next day; the right dough needs time (just like love!), it
cannot be accelerated, it cannot be bossed around. And she ran out of pears too, the hunger would
be unbearable. And so Margherita decided to bake a pizza (the true Neapolitan style!), under certain
circumstances it is faster than baking bread (even if homemade!) and after all, pizza is bread too, so
said her Dear and her Dear was initiated into the matter, so to say, from the cradle.

Chef Davide from the video tutorial was cute, talked quickly and smiled a lot as he was kneading
dough for ten pizzas (a litre of water needs about 1.6 - 1.7 kilos of extra smooth flour (00), the exact
amount can never be estimated in advance, so for starters, it is best to pour a kilo of flour into
a traditional wooden wash-tub and pour a litre of water next to it, salt (50 grams) always needs be
dissolved in water, yeast (2 grams) must always be crushed into the flour, salt and yeast must never
- beware! NEVER!!! come into direct contact), because down there in the South, the families are
large and noisy and people like to eat and eat a lot, but for a lonely woman who practically lives off
pears, ten pizzas are a relatively big deal, so Margherita cut the amount of the ingredients in half, she
reflected for a while (children come home, children 2 pcs, Margherita 1 pc, pizza 5 -7 pcs), and finally,
using a calculator, she reduced Davide’s recipe to a third. Thus: 333 ml of water, approx. 533 - 566 g
of flour, 16.66 g of salt and 0.666 g of yeast.

Damn it, really? Zero point six six six gram of yeast? Right, let’s say zero point seven.

Margherita’s digital kitchen scale weighs ingredients up to five kilograms, but only to the nearest
gram. Despite the fact that the lump of yeast on the weighing platform had already acquired
considerable volume according to Margherita’s rough estimate, the display continued to show one
round zero.

Margherita ditched the untrustworthy piece of junk and went back to the good old method of
measurement - the ballpark figure. She poured about half of the open flour pack ((1 kg - something)
: approx. 2) into the bowl, next to the newly-formed hill, she poured a small beer glass (~ 0.33 )
of sort-of lukewarm water, into which she mixed an adequate amount of salt and then began to



crumble the yeast into the flour, it was light and smooth, it was a delight to crush it between her
fingers, it certainly won't hurt to add a little more than the proposed zero point six six six of a gram,
at least the dough rises better, in addition, only an embarrassingly small knob would remain, too
small to be stored again plus the yeast was not exactly fresh, its effect might not necessarily be 100%.
Margherita diligently mixed the ingredients, added a few tablespoons of sugar (~ 6.66 g) and three
drizzles of olive oil (~ 16.66 g, that is, 18.51 ml, EVO!) (caution! the above-mentioned ingredients are
added only after the basic ingredients have already been mixed and ONLY when baking at home,
because in a typical domestic oven, it is not possible to reach the required temperature of 430 °C,
instead of the traditional 0.5 min (=30 s), the pizza must be baked for as long as 5-6 min, which is long
enough time for the dough to get undesirably dry), she threw the dough mass on the worktop and,
since it seemed to be too dense, she added a drop of water and she went on to knead the dough with
vigorous moves, as instructed by chef Davide (one more drop) for 20 min, followed by a 20 min rest
phase under the wooden wash-tub (= under a metal bowl) and, lo and behold, already in this short
time, the dough could puff up quite promisingly. Satisfied, Margherita divided it into three round
loaves (could be halved, if necessary) and slipped them under the bowl for six (eight) hours to rise.
Six to eight hours is a relatively long time to lean on the kitchen counter and browse websites with
recipes. Something like that was out of the question. In addition, Margherita’s vision has recently
deteriorated alarmingly. Margherita stretched her neck and looked out of the window. It wasn't
raining, a situation that could as well be exploited. The dough can handle itself at home, without
Margherita’s disturbing presence it may as well rise better. Margherita’s thoughts overflowing
with love are sufficiently intense, they can support the fermentation process even remotely. Food
prepared with love tastes most delicious, Margherita’s dough will be just like love, in fact, it will be
love.

Margherita was walking the outer world thinking of dough and love, picking green sprigs and
wildflowers, acknowledging the nesting birds.

The trip stretched out.

The dough waited impatiently on the worktop. Margherita thought she saw a hint of movement
under the bowl, some sort of irritated twitch, as if the dough was trying to free itself from the metal
dome and get to her, throw itself into her arms. ,Into my arms’, echoed through Margherita’s head,
and she couldn’t wait either, Margherita put the bouquet in the vase, it was a gift for the dough, the
atmosphere was charged with electricity, just like on a first date, no, actually, it was like reuniting
with an old love, the one whose smell and taste you still remember and now you are anxious, whether
you can recognize them at all, whether they have faded beyond recognition. Margherita closed
her eyelids. She grabbed the bowl in her trembling hands and began to lift it, slowly, super slowly,
thinking of three round, beautifully formed, compact, and elastic loaves. Mmmmm... The fragrance
was familiar, well, Margherita’s chest was rising sharply, it smelled a little yeasty, but Margherita
could forgive that, Margherita was good at forgiving, she was a tolerant person. Margherita’s lips
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pouted sensually, the bowl rattled in the sink, metal on metal, Margherita opened her eyes, but they
did not manage to detect anything - the dough threw itself at her like a beast.

There was nothing in that act that Margherita had imagined, not a trace of love in it.

The dough was not at all what it should have been, nothing that Margherita had dreamed of, a splen-
did trio of round elastic loaves, just like, - - --- - it should have been,, ,,, with sharply outlined shapes,
solid and compact as, ,, so wonderfully smooth and elastic, kind of, ,, not too quiet, devoid of perso-
nality, on the contrary - just alive but

it was disgusting, it turned out to be the case that immediately inflates and bloats beyond
recognition, it becomes a (disgusting) gigantic amorphic something, gruesomely flabby and (disgus-
ting!) without any solid substance, just like Margherita's fantasies, racing over the edges of the bowl,
even making Margherita nauseous, and despite all of its jelly-like (disgusting! disgusting!) wobbli-
ness and repugnant sloppy shapelessness, it actually acted aggressively, attacked and crushed and
thrashed and mangled and strangled Margherita, and the more Margherita begged, No, please, stop!,
the more greedily it sucked her into itself, so the initial shock turned into fear that drove Margherita
to screams of ,Help, Heelgagghglaghhlgagh’ and then nothing, because the sticky sprawling dough
blocked her mouth and all the other cavities and Margareta thought that if - for some inexplicable
reason - she had added butter into the dough instead of oil, the larger molecules of its lipids would
have enabled her to breathe a little longer now. But these idle thoughts But these idle thoughts, this
,what if’ wishful thinking, were indeed useless. What's done is done, and vice versa. Margherita was
drowningin the sloppy dough. And in that surreal situation, it suddenly occurred to her that if love is
like dough, she certainly has no desire for anything as suffocating.

and decided that if she escapes from this predica-
ment alive, next time she would pay special attention to dividing and the division of dividing and
weigh all the ingredients carefully, first of all yeast, and in no way will she resort to improvisations,
on the contrary: she would obediently follow the steps in the photo recipe, i.e.

1. a cube of yeast for five slices,
2. one slice for five sticks

3. one stick into five cubes

4. one cube into five strips

5. one strip into five lumps



6.and so on
7.and so on

and it will be no hipster swagger, but just as es-
sential and necessary action as splitting a strand of hair or, in Margherita’s case, rather grinding of
a comma, just some kind of fun activity, ,, brain exercise, ,,, ;.1 ., .., the brain needs oxygen and
Margherita needs a little rabbit hole to escape from reality, needs to do something with her hands,,
splitting yeast into atoms, it frees the brain from excessive deliberation. While spinning in that ca-
rousel of illogical thoughts, choking on the dough, Margherita spotted a strand of hair in the dough,
her own, unbroken, but with a split end.

From Slovak translated by Jakub Mindrik.
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Katarzyna Surmiak-Domanska (Polsko / Poland)

dlhorocnd reportérka Gazety Wyborczej, lektorka na Polskej Skole reportdZe, Clenka poroty ceny Ryszarda
Kapuscinského za literdrnu reportdz, clenka polského PEN klubu. Absolvovala romanistiku na Varsavskej
univerzite. K jej reportdZnym knihdm okrem ingch patria: Ku Klux Klan. Tady bydIi Idska (Absynt, 2017, Ceské
vydanie), ktorej vznik podnietilo autorkino stretnutie so sticasngmi clenmi klanu v americkom Arkansase,

a za ktord bola nominovand na prestiznu literdrnu cenu Niké, ¢i Zivotopisnd reportdZ Kieslowski v detaile
(Absynt, 2022), za ktorii ziskala cenu tyZdennika Teresy Torariskej. Jej poslednou knihou je Czystka (Cistka,
2021), v ktorej reflektuje polsko-ukrajinské vztahy poznacené volynskym masakrom, a za ktord bola
nominovand na cenu Angelus - literdrnu cenu strednej Eurdpy.

long-time reporter for Gazeta Wyborcza, tutor and lecturer with the Polish School of Reportage at the Institute
of Reportage, member of the jury of the Ryszard Kapuscinski Award for Literary Reportage, member of Polish
PEN Club. Graduating from the faculty of Romance Studies at Warsaw University. Her non-fiction books are
among others: Ku Klux Klan. Tu mieszka mitos¢ (KKK. Love lives here) - an effect of a visit in Arcansas, US

and meeting with contemporary Klansmen, and the biographical reportage Kieslowski. Zblizenie (Kieslowski.
Close-up) which earned her Newsweek’s Teresa Torarnska Award. Her latest book Czystka - a story of her
grandmother and father - survivors from the Volhynian purge in the 1940s, was published in 2021 and has been
just nominated for The ANGELUS Central European Literature Award.

Katarzyna Surmiak-Domanska
PL



KiesSlowski v detaile
(dryvok z knihy)

Absolventi PLTT sa stazujd, Ze si tazko hladaji pracu. VSade pocivaju, Ze su prekvalifikovani. Ak sa aj
v nejakom divadle uchytia, krivo sa na nich pozeraju kolegovia - obycajni remeselnici vyuceni iba na
vykondvanie dloh v divadle. Sticasna drama nepotrebuje krajcira, ktory spamati a do detailov vytvori
oblecenie Jidlia Cézara, alebo pomocného scénografa, ktory tak ako Kieslowski dokaze vymalovat
niekolko $tvorcovych metrov pozadim mora a neba. Skola nepripravuje na prax. Vzdeldva smerom,
ktory nikam nevedie.

Napokon, aj v samotnom lyceu Coraz zretelnejSie citit zdvan novych Cias. Ucitelka divadelnych dejin
Stefania Linowska zadd Studentom ulohu: navrhnite novy typ divadelného predstavenia. Krzysztof
vymysli divadlo odi. Divéci aj herci stoja blizko seba oddeleni zavesom. V zavese su dierky, vidiet cez
ne iba oci. Divdk ma emdcie odcitat z nich. Profesorke sa ten ndapad velmi paci. To pravdepodobne
zavazi, ked Kieslowského poveria tlohou pripravit umelecky program na maturitny vecierok.
Vymysli si parddiu vystupu Marcela Marceau, francizskeho mima, ktory v Polsku hraval ¢asto. Mim
chodi po lane. V dlohe lana - Krzysztof Kieslowski, dlhy a chudy; v roli mima - Janusz Skalski, nizky
a zavality. Skalski s palickou v rukach stipa po tele leZiacom na zemi. Obliekli si biele pyzamové no-
havice a kosSele, na ktoré namalovali pasiky a gombiky. Aj masky si pripravili sami: nabielili si tvére
a zaCiernili obo¢ia. Ziadne dekorécie.

A nie je lepSie stat sa reZisérom nez maliarom dekordcii? Divadelnym reZisérom, samozrejme. Na
divadelnd réziu vSak prijimaju iba tych, ktori maji ukoncend istu Skolu, a to ind.

.(...) pomyslel som si: preco si nevybrat filmovd réZiu ako cestu k tej divadelnej? ReZiroval by som tak
Ci tak.”

Film mal predstavovat prostriedok na dosiahnutie ciela. Co neznamens, Ze by ho vobec nezaujimal.
Filmova Skola v Lodzi od roku 1958 organizuije festivaly Skolskych filmovych etdd svojich Studentov.
Premietajl ich v kine Wiedza (Poznanie) v Paldci kultdry. Raz tam so Skalskym zasli, zapacilo sa im to,
a tak sa o rok vybrali znovu.

Po maturitnom vecierku sa Kysel za&ina pripravovat na prijimacky na Statnu filmovu a divadelnd $ko-
lu v Lodzi. Na prijimackéach treba prezentovat nejaké umelecké préace, a tak sa chopi pera. Okrem
inych vznikne poviedka Branka:

,Uprostred toho ndmestic¢ka, moZno trochu napravo, stoji branka. Normdlna futbalova branka. Z pev-
nych tyci, z ktorych sa odchylujd dva obliky v pohybe vdacného dievcata. Sietka, ktora tie obliky
prikryva, sa mozno trochu potrhala, ale zozadu vyzera este celkom obstojne. Pred brankou, ako sa
na futbalové ihrisko patri, je vyznacend jedendstka, jedendst metrov od branky skratka vidiet bod
namalovany bielym vapnom. A prdve z toho bodu treba strielat do branky. Vedla branky stoji bidka,
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v ktorej poZi€iavaju loptu. Poplatok nie je vysoky a poZicat si ju m6Ze kaZdy. Ludia si loptu beri vacsi-
nou na jednu strelu a iba vo vynimocnych, povedal by som krajnych pripadoch strielaju tri-, Styrikrat.
Lopty poZiciava stary dedko, veteran z jednej z vojen, invalid.

Prichddzajd sem ludia, ktori v kanceldridach a na dradoch nevybavili, ¢o chceli, ludia, ktori v obcho-
doch nedostali rukavice, ktorych okradli v kaviarfiach, ktorych vyhodili z price, do ktorych strcili
v elektrike, ktorych niekto opustil, ktori sa pohadali so Zenami a tie mali pravdu, ktorych zunovali
znami, ktorym utiekol posledny autobus a nezastavil im taxik. Ti vSetci si tu poZi¢iavaju loptu a vycha-
dzajd z domceka s loptou pevne uchopenou pod laktom. Kladu loptu na miesto vyznacené vapnom.
Odstupia o niekol'ko krokov a dlho hladia na gulatd loptu. Potom odhaduji vzdialenost, odmeriavaju
si rozbeh. Koncentrovane zrychluji. Na mieste z celej sily kopni do lopty. Brdna je skonsStruovana
tak, Ze sa do nej neda netrafit. Samocinné, elektronické zariadenie. Rozbehnuti jedenastkari letia
k branke a chytaju loptu, ktori odnasaju invalidovi. Stary veteran sa radostne usmieva a prihlddza si
dIhé biele vlasy.

V meste panuje pokoj.”

... atiez par basni:
Cesty

Na veénych potulkdch nachddzame stéle nové trasy,

cesty zamotané ako myslienky a skutky.

V otazke, kadial naozaj ist, pocut strach pred tretou moznostou,
moct si vybrat cestu, moct sa vratit, to je ¢lovek.

Cesty sa zriect nemozno, kamsi sa ist musi. (...)

Maturitnd zloZka je hotova, staci uz len zmaturovat. A stane sa také nestastie, Ze tesne pred matu-
ritou ho vyhodia z interndtu v Dekanke, lebo v izbe skladoval rozlozend motorku a zababral postel
olejom. Posiela na Ministerstvo kultlry sestru, aby uprosila nejakého délezitého riaditela, nech mu
dovolia ostat. Ona urcite lahSie obmakci muzské srdce dradnika. Ewa sa velmi snaZzi, ale nepodari sa
jej to. Ma hrozné vy¢itky svedomia, Ze brata sklamala. Co robit? Krzysztof sa stahuje k mame, ktora sa
po otcovej smrti zabyvala v podndjme v dedinke Otrebusy pri VarSave.

5. jana 1962 ziskava Krzysztof maturitné vysvedcenie a titul divadelného technika v odbore maliar
dekordcii. Velmi dobré znamky ziska z nasledujdcich predmetov: spravanie, polstina, dejepis, nduka
o Polsku a sti¢asnom svete, matematika, chémia, telesnd vychova, dejiny divadla, divadelna technika,
dejiny umenia. Dobré okrem inych z bioldgie, geografie, fyziky, vojenskej pripravy. Dostatoéni ma
z rustiny a nemdiny.



Ide do LodZe, aby sa prvykrat pokdsil dostat na filmovi skolu. Nepodari sa mu to. V tom istom roku sa
Janusz Skalski nedostane na Akadémiu vytvarnych umeni. S Krzysztofom sa rozhodn, Ze si spolo¢ne
prenajmu izbu v Taliansku. Prida sa k nim Roman Filutowski, ktory sa hned' po Skole zamestnal ako
parochniar v Polskom divadle. Janusz a Krzysztof sa zatial nechct uchytit nikde, zabojujd o Stidium
na buddci rok.

V Taliansku stravili celd zimu 1962/1963, kedy vySe dvoch mesiacov silno mrzlo. Preto zatvorili vac-
Sinu skol, kin, divadiel a mdzef, obmedzila sa vyroba v tovédriach a v bytoch na dlhé hodiny vypinali
prad. Do nevelkejizby v podkrovi predvojnového murovaného domu sa $lo po tmavych schodoch. Pri
jednej stene stala poschodova postel zbitd z dosdk, pri stene oproti gauc a uprostred stol sliziaci
ako skrifia. ZvySok volného miesta zaberala Zelezna piecka, takmer nepouZzivand, pretoze nebolo ¢im
kdrit, a vedro s vodou, najcastejSie zamrznutou, pri nom miska. Lad sa musel rozbijat kladivom, pre-
sypat do misky, preniest na teplejSie miesto a pockat, kym sa roztopi.

Vecere vSak byvali kralovské: chlieb s mastou a horcicou, pretoZe Januszovi Skalskému sa pritrafila
pracav skladoch pre restauracné vagény Wars PKP.

Kysel zatial vymysla scendr filmovej etudy, ktord predstavi na dalSich prijimackach. Pred spanim im
rozprava o scenari a oni si vSetko starostlivo ukladaji do pamati, lebo v poviedke sa uvadzaji pokyny
aj pre nich. Predovsetkym musia zohnat kameru. Januszovi sa ju podari ziskat od spoluZiakovho otca,
aj s osemmilimetrovym pdsom. Musia pripravit scénu, teda vykopat jamu, lebo v klticovej scéne fil-
mu chce Kysel do jamy vloZit kartédnovi Skatulu a dovndtra vhodit dokumenty, fotografie, preukazy,
potvrdenia, diplomy - zatvorit veko a vSetko zasypat zemou. Film nesie titul Stratené il(zie a ma
predstavovat metafory rozéarovania zo Statneho lycea divadelnej techniky. Kysel chodi po scéne so
zositom, v ktorom md rozpisany zdber po zabere, a vyddva povely.

Objavi sa este jeden problém. Ovela vaznejsi - armada. No¢nd mora, ktord by mohla skrizit jeho
svetlé plany. No ak by sa hned aj nemali uskutocnit, predstava dvoch rokov strdvenych v munddre
KiesSlowského tak Ci tak desi. Zakladnu vojenski sluzbu vnima ako koniec vsetkého, ako nenahradi-
telnd stratu casu, peklo, po ktorom - to vie urcite - sa nebude vediet spamatat.

Pri prvej odvodovej komisii ho zachrani Cosi, na ¢o vobec nepomyslel. UkaZe sa, Ze pri vyske 181 centi-
metrov a vdhe 65 kilogramov mu do normalu chyba Sestndst kil. Podla zadvaznych noriem sa optimal-
na vaha vypocitava ako vyska v centimetroch minus sto. Pridelia ho do kategérie B - odklad. O rok sa
vSak pred komisiu musi postavit znova.

Po netspesnych prijimackach v LodZi sa teda zapiSe na dvojrocné pomaturitné pedagogické stidium
vo VarSave, do Gtociska vychovévajliceho ucitelov z ludi, ktori ako ucitelia vébec pracovat nechcd.
Chlapci sa tu skryvajd pred vojnou, dievcata z provinénych oblasti v Skole vidia mozZnost, ako sa uchy-
tit v hlavnom meste. Kie$lowski si vybera kresliarsku triedu, lebo tam sa da dostat najlahsie. Po nie-
kol'kych mesiacoch to vSak vzdava. Kreslenie mu nejde a ostatné predmety sa vyucuji na mizernej
drovni. Skola chrani pred vojnou, no zirovef znemoZfuje, aby sa ¢lovek po nej dostal na dalsie 5ti-
dium. Kieslowski sa rozhodne drZat sa napadu s prinizkou vahou. Ak ¢loveka za Sestndst kil chybajtcej
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véhy preradia do kategdrie B, kolko mu musi chybat, aby z B preskocil do kategérie D, teda dplne
neschopny vojenskej sluzby? Dvadsat kil? Dvadsatpat?

Po prvykrat sa presvedci o tom, Ze premoct slabost tela mu nerobi problémy. Zacina systematicky
chudniit. Coraz menej je a vela behava. Desat dni pred odvodovou komisiu ni¢ nejedol ani nepil, tak
to aspon tvrdi:

,Ukazalo sa, Ze sa to da. Nevypil som ani kvapku vody, ani kvapku vobec ni¢oho, nezjedol som ani hlt

e
I

celych desat dni.

Chodieva do kipelov Pod Messalkou, ktoré od roku 1910 neprerusene sidlia na dvore domu na Kra-
kovskom predmesti 16/18. Striedavo sauna a sprcha. Hortica para a studend voda. Aj tam mu robf
spoloc¢nost zostava Skalski a Filutowski, pretoZe kaZzdy vedel, Ze v kiipeloch Pod Messalkou sa streta-
vali homosexuali:

.Vsetci chlapi tam, samozrejme, chodievali holi. Odrazu sa ku mne priplietol nejaky drobny chlapik.
KedZe som tam chodieval kazdy alebo kazdy druhy den, vS§imol som si, Ze sa ten chlap pristiva stéle
blizSie ku mne. Mal som podozrenie, Ze je to nejaky buzerant. Pristival sa, pristval, aZ raz ku mne
jedného dna prisiel, postavil sa vedla mna, Stuchol do mna laktom, pozera na mnia a hovori: ,Chudy
kohut - dobry koht.” Vyslo najavo, Ze nejde o Ziadnu homosexualitu, iba Ze je chudy rovnako ako ja,
a preto sme skutocne fantasticki a, samozrejme, priatelia. Mohol mat tak patdesiat rokov. Chudy bol
naozaj ako trieska.”

PR

V den odvodu Kieslowski vazi styridsatosem kil. Chyba mu teda celych dvadsattri kil. Vojde do od-
vodovej miestnosti a ihned zamieri k vahe. ,Kam to idete?” pocuje. ,Vaha sa pokazila, podte sem.”

A tak sa skon¢il m6j pokus s chudnutim. Bohuzial, nijako mi nepomohol.”
Dostane odklad. Znova iba na rok.

Roman Filutowski ziskal pracu, ktord mu velmi vyhovuje. Janusz trie s Krzysztofom biedu iba zo so-
lidarity, kedykolvek sa mo6Ze vratit pod kridla rodi¢ov do Pruszkowa. Krzysztof sa nema kam vrétit.
Mama ho neuzivi. Hlavou rodiny je teraz on. Vie, Ze by mal pracovat, pomdhat mame a sestre, no
namiesto toho uteka pred vojnou ako idiot a neberie pracu vo svojej oblasti. Boji sa zapojit do ¢oho-
kolvek, ¢o by mu zhatilo Sancu, ked sa ndhle objavi. Ale ako by td Sanca mala vyzerat? Tym si je isty
Coraz mene;j.



Na skdsku do LodZe v jini 1963 uz ide bez nadsSenia. Film ho nepresvedcil, stratil vSak aj presvedcenie
o divadle. Nevie, ¢o sa deje s polskym divadlom, no citi, Ze Cosi sa pominulo:

.Po roku 1956 urcite doslo k istej explézii slobody. (...) Trvalo to niekolko rokov a niekedy v obdobi
1961-1962 to zacalo pohasinat. Uz vtedy sa mi divadlo azZ tak nepécilo. Uz som tak velmi netizil, aby
som sa stal divadelnym reZisérom. Vobec som sa nechcel stat reZisérom.”

Protokol komisie o prijimace]j skiske Krzysztofa Kieslowského z jina 1963. Znamky:
- prehlad o kinematografii 2-

- prehlad o literatire 3

- prehlad o sochérstve 3

- prehlad o televizii 3-

- hodnotenie predloZenych prac 2

- vyslednd zndmka zo skdsky 2-

VYSLEDKY Z VYBEROVEHO KURZU

1. diskusia o filme 2-

2. figurdlno-predmetovd kompozicia 4

3. scény 3-

4, pisomna adaptécia literdrneho textu 3 105
5. vytvarné cviCenia:

- farebna kompozicia 3-
- kresba 3-
- kresba zatisia 2-
6. fotografické cvicenia:
- kompozicia z4tiSia spojena s nastavenim zéberu 3-
- nastavenie a expozicia portrétu 3

7. vytvorenie scény podla opisu 3
strih 3
9. cudzie jazyky 4

Rozhodnutie komisie: neprijaty.

Z polského origindlu preloZil Miroslav Zumrik.
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Ku-Klux Klan - Love Lives Here

(excerpt from a book)

The next morning | had a message from Brian.

"Any plans for lunch? Can I invite you downtown for a pizza?”

I drive up to a small joint called the Brick Oven Pizza. A row of Harleys stand parked in front and inside
several podgy 50-year-olds in leather trousers are drinking beer around the bar. A few months ago
all they could“ve ordered here was coke. Not a single woman in sight so it was nice that Brian was
waiting for me at one of the tables.

It turns out that our rendezvous is about Hitler. Although somewhat indirectly.

"I probably sounded foolish when | said that I liked Hitler,” says Brian tentatively. “I figured it could
bother you a little. I know what your country went through during the war. | want you to know that
I am not belittling this...”

“That’s good of you to say so. | appreciate it.”

“It“sjust that here in the USA it“s a completely different situation. Hitler didn “t kill anybody here and
yet everywhere we have museums about the holocaust. They keep telling us how bad Hitler was and
what poor jerks the Jews were. Like there were no other tyrants or victims in the world. Communist
Stalin killed at least as many people during peace time and nobody knows anything about this here.
Just ask some of those guys at the bar if they “ve heard of Stalin. They Il say: ‘Stalin? Don “t know the
guy.’ But they feed us Hitler from Kindergarten onwards.”

“l understand.”

“I’'m glad. What do you want to drink? Coffee, coke?”

“Coke.”

Brian beckons a waiter energetically with his finger. We order pizza and a tray of sauces.

"And now I would like to move on,” continues Brian, “to another bunch of innocents they keep wan-
ting us to pity, those Afro-Americans. And | remembered that two weeks ago, literally, we had a ser-
mon by a preacher from Louisiana. His name is Johnny Lee Clary. Ever hear of him?”

“I probably read something about him in the Harrison Daily Times,” | said, because I actually remem-
bered that Mayor Crockett’s secretary had recommended an article about someone Clary but | had
just skimmed through it.

"What a wanker! He was a member of the Ku-Klux-Klan for almost twenty years, even claims he was
an Imperial Wizard, then suddenly he betrayed the movement and became a passionate protector
of the blacks. He s a normal celebrity who’s made a career out of vilifying the Klan. Yet if it wasn’t
for the Klan he’d be a nobody. People go to his gatherings to pickup gossip about the Klan. We were
there with Billy Roper and about fifty people turned up. It made me feel sick. Clary made a complete
idiot out of himself. He made Thom Robbe look like an aggressive, dangerous guy and then began
pitying the blacks! That wasn 't preaching, that was a show! I looked around and the whole church



was crying. | couldn’t believe my eyes. | suddenly thought: ‘Shit! There are so many poor white fami-
liesin this country and all he can see is the misery of the blacks.” As | watched those sobbing people
| realised what an enormous feeling of guilt they must have. That big white guilt. How simple it is to
trigger it. Like a bomb. Just press a button and suddenly you have an army of people who are beside
themselves to do something for non-whites. To soothe their conscience. Like you were soothing
hungry stomachs!”

“Christ said: Love your neighbour as yourself.”

“Come on, drop that Marxist propaganda!”

The waiter brought our food. Apart from the pizza Brian ordered a side dish with several mini-pizzas,
clone versions of our main course. Opposite us, directly above a row of shiny coloured beer taps, was
a large monitor screening American football. Brian had taken a seat so that now and then he could
watch the game. We tucked into our feast. The pizza was excellent and the sauces dripped onto our
chins.

“Sometimes | feel guilty, too,” says Brian after a while. “You know when? | feel guilty during moments
like right now. When I’'m watching football on TV.”

“Then why do you watch it?”

“Because | love it!”

"Because American football glorifies blacks. Shows them up like Alpha males. Stronger. Smarter. You
look at our white bumblers, those cripples... and those black players running rings round them. Shit!
| sometimes wonder if they should be showing that on TV at all. What for?”

“You mean that seriously? Or are you suggesting something?”

“Seriously! Maybe they shouldn’t be showing stuff like that. People are watching football and the
next thing you have sympathy and admiration for the blacks.”

“You too?”

“Not me! But that’s only because | have a racial conscience. But are the others immune to this? I'm
not so sure. And what’s more, people know that you can’t fake things here. A black footballer is
better than a white one, period. Just look! In that game you all you can see are blacks. Our ones just
keep getting in the way.”

| look at the tangle of players but because they are all wearing helmets and tight suits, yellow or
blue,  am unable to distinguish the colour of their skin. From Brian s point of view this isn"t a game
between the yellows and the blues but between blacks and whites.

“That’s when | understand Hitler’s feelings. He had the same problem at the Berlin Olympics when
Jesse Owens, a black, beat the Germans. He won four gold medals! The only thing that makes me
happy is that sport is the only place where blacks are better than us.”

“And in music.”

“That don’t bother me none. I listen to country, Presley and a bit of Doors.”
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| try to imagine how tough it must have been for little Brian in their school changing room with his
black fellow pupils - although their written exercises were worse they beat them in physical competi-
tion which was more important for him. Maybe Brian and Billy wanted life to be like boxing. Everybo-
dy classified in a given category. In our age of globalisation they would like to chop the world up into
small compartments and fill them with people who are similar? Brian told me he would have nothing
against it if the USA disintegrated into countries or even more. Maybe as many states as there are
counties? Then you could have white states like Harrison or Boone and the blacks could set up their
kingdom of Detroit and the Mexicans a Republic of Arizona.

“But the moment they’d drive out the last white person you’d see everything collapsing around
them and they’d be wanting to stuff themselves into the states with all the whites, right?”, pleased
with his ironic comment.

He is the first person | have met in the Bible Belt who has been to Europe. He travelled there with
Tiffany just before Willy was born. They visited Germany, France, Holland and Italy. And concluded
that there was nothing all that special over there.

“We enjoyed Germany best. Hitler s bunkers, history and good beer. But the moment we hit France
it was terrible. | couldn 't believe how rude the French are. | was shocked. We Americans for instance
don’t know any foreign languages but most Europeans were able to speak English with us. But the
French? Tell me, what s their problem? In Paris, when you enter a shop to spend some money, eve-
ryone speaks beautiful English and treats you politely. But try asking a Frenchman on the street to
show you the way. Pull out your map and already he “s waving his hand, grumbling, and off he runs.”

“There you are, and an Arian to boot.”

“Ha ha ha! You “re right. An Arian to boot. And horrible food!”

Most of all he was surprised by European habits.

"I saw ab-nor-mal things there,” he whispers. Posters and ads with naked women, | mean, in their
underwear... people there in the streets, forgive me, | don’t want to offend you, but virtually doing
it...; you know what... well, maybe not sex, but kissing! That’s shocking, isn‘t it? They have condoms
on display in the shops, on show right beside the cashier. | saw condoms in souvenir shops where
children go. Jesus Christ! And blacks - they ‘ve got almost as many over there as we have here, if not
more.”

“Brian.”

"Yes?"

"Just had an idea. If | was black would you also let me interview you?”

He gives me a suspicious look.

“We have blacks in Poland too. We agreed on the internet. Just imagine... | would come to your place,
you“d open the door and there would be a black woman. What would you have done?”

“I' wouldn“t let you in.”

“How come?”



“Sorry, no. | certainly wouldn "t let you greet my son or talk to my wife.”
“Youre joking!”

“Can’tyou see, I’'m a racist! That’s no joking matter. | couldn’t let my son see me talking to a black
woman just like that. Thatit“s normal. She came, she chatted, she went away and everything’s fine.”
“But if | was cultivated and well mannered?”

“That would be even worse. We had a black lady visitor, gave her lunch and she played with our cat. If
she made a good impression on Willy he might think: ‘What’s so terrible about those blacks?"”

“A pizza in town wouldn’t be possible?”

Brian studies me closely as if trying to make sure that my face isin order.

“No, no way,” he interrupts me. “Sorry, let’s change the subject. | can feel my blood pressure going
up.”

So we switch to pop culture. And I hear what I’ve heard from them all: best actor John Wayne, Elvis
Presley best singer and nobody needs jazz. We barely touch on films. Brian hasn “t been to the cinema
for ages. There’s too much homosexuality and mixing of races in American movies. In real life you
never meet so many black pilots, computer programmers or NASA scientists like in Hollywood films.
Or so many dumb whites. Villains all speak with a Bible Belt accent and have blue eyes. Black men
fall in love with white women and the women love it. Even in family movies kids have mixed parents.
“So I guess you haven 't seem Django Unchained?”

"Yeah, | have seen Django. | was cutious what Mr Quentin Tarantino would tell us about the Ku-Klux-
Klan, attached to his Jewish leash. Typical anti-white movie.”

“But funny in places.”

“You probably mean terrible, infantile and propagandistic.”

“But the scene where they set off with bags on their heads with cut-out slits and they can’t see
anything...”

Brian takes a deep breath.

“Did you laugh or did you find it distasteful?”

“Well, this was one scene where maybe | did laugh,” he concedes. “But don ‘t tell anyone, please, OK?"

From Polish translated by Michael Havas.
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Platba zamietnuta

Uspech sa dostavi s upratanymi idedlmi,

ktorym sa podrobi aj najdivokejsia futuristicka predstava.

Kym okolité strany dospievaju, my trielime do cielovej rovinky

a neobzerdme sa pritom napravo ani nalavo. V tomto obdobi den ubieha
pomalsie, noc je bohatd akurat na archaické fosilie a my musime nakémit
tisice hektdrov pody, z ktorej sa zrodia buddici tvorcovia ekonomického rastu.
S nimi sa pribliZi aj milénium. Pripominam ti vSak, Ze pochddzame

z reSpektovaného rodu. Nasi predkovia si zakladali na poctivej argumentacii.

Do urcitého bodu som ddveroval ¢asu a jeho osamelému vyradovaniu
jednotlivych predmetov. Zvykol som dakovat za existenciu len tak do vetra,
neskdr som sa tomu venoval menej a menej. Bolo to eSte predtym,

nez sa pohyby trhov stali obstaroznymi relikviami. Z rozli¢nych variacif

si aj dnes dokdzeme vybrat td spravnu, v tvare vSeobecne dostupného ovocia
a s obyvatelmi, ktori nds zakazdym upozornia, Ze krd¢ame opacnym,

to jest zlym smerom. Spravajl sa, akoby sa ich nase problémy netykali,

hoci my sa s nimi borime rok ¢o rok, v marnej snahe dostat svojmu poslaniu.

Tak maj trpezlivost, prosim. Odpordcam ti vstipit do pracovného pomeru
v pondelok, ide o prosty a nekomplikovany den. Jeho sivou trivialitou

sa bez problémov predriblujes az do simrac¢ného konca.

Zo smiechu sa ¢lovek nenaje, na druhej strane to ani nikto neskusal.
TakZe ak chces byt priekopnikom, prosim, teraz mas prileZitost

predviest svoj talent. V tichom oc¢akédvani sa skor ¢i neskdr

dostavi korekcia, nase dialky sa vymaZzi a mozes vziat jed na to,

Ze vtom bude Gmysel a priprava na nieco este epickejsie,

na vyslovenie otdzky, ktora to celé uzavrie.
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Klima

O odplaveni sa rozhodlo za zavretymi dverami. Akoby sa stéle neujalo
rozdelenie na ,potom” a ,zatial nie”. Myty nas preZili.

Vecer sa pribliZil k zaverec¢nej piesni a stal sa hluchy k nasim potrebam.
Bolo naozaj ndrocné priznat si, Ze integracia zlyhala. OCakdvanie sa razom
sformatovalo a zostalo hlipe rojcenie.

Zdalo sa, Ze sme to ani nemohli byt my, kto premyslal

v podobnych vzorcoch. My sme predsa ti, ktori privolali noc

a skryvali sa v odleskoch pévodnych miestnosti. Vstupovali sme
do nich pocas spanku a snazili sa zistit, ¢i sluby uz dospeli

k zakladnému zdroju, kde sa aj sen zdal byt obycajnou flérou.

V nasich zameroch ndm snad mohol zabranit vrodeny cit pre materializmus,
nutkavy pocit, Ze musime prejst cez najblizsi vchod, bez ohladu na to,

aké boli vtom momente nase vzory a o com hovorili nase modlitby.

Utek do modernejgieho proroctva ndm staZovali ddvno vyhynuté stratégie
a dekady, ktoré mali prist a ktoré sme si tak dobre pamatali.

RieSenia sa stratili v aleji ovocnych stromov a oZijd az dlho po nasej smrti
na strankach ciernobielych komiksovych pribehov.



Po premietani sa zotmelo

Ostali mi este nejaké kisky zo vcerajsej oslavy. Vlastne ani prilis

nepripominala stretnutie po rokoch, skor konglomerat nazorov,

na ktoré sa nazeralo patricne osudovou optikou. Vtom prislo hldsenie,
Ze prave teraz prebiehajici dej je doleZitym okamihom v akomsi pribehu.

Velka porcia z neho sa podla vSetkého musela odohrat.

Hostia rozpacito postdvali a duny na obzore sa zatial necujne preskupovali.

Nemali odvahu vykrocit k neistému vysledku. Nedokazali prist
svhodnou alternativou a neustale sa pytali: Je to strasidelné?

Podobnymi vyrokmi vypliiali konverzaciu po&as celej vecere.
Teraz vSak bolo jasne vidiet, Ze ich sprdvy sa usadzuji

az niekde na periférii vSeobecného zdujmu. Pontkala sa moznost
zit tak ako doteraz a difat pri tom,

Ze sa nase bezprostredné okolie nezmeni na sklenik.

Napokon som vyslovil domnienku,

Ze prave periféria je v skutocnosti Zivsia a zaujimavejsia.

Netvarili sa dvakrat nadSene a mdmili odo mna dokazy.

To vSetko bola len zastupna cinnost. V skutoc¢nosti

sme nemali na vyber. A tak nds napokon zastihli prvé sinecné lice,
ktoré z okolitej sdgy vysali aj posledny ndznak déveryhodnosti.
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TJ Vjuga (Slovensko / Slovakia)

(1988) - prilezitostny site-specific performer, nie sexista, ale textista a hudobnik, neuchopitelné alter ego
skladatela a estetika Jiliusa Fujaka (*1966). Svoje texty (ktoré piSe, mimochodom, od narodenia) zacal
publikovat v ¢asopise Vina na prelome prvej a druhej dekddy tohto storocia, hudobne spolupracoval

so skladatelom a pesnickdrom Janom Boleslavom Kladivom (CD Klesajtice klenby, Hevhetia 2016), s gitaristom
Davidom Kollarom, akordeonistom Petrom Katinom, s bdsnikom Petrom Mil¢dkom a i. Redakéne spracoval prvy
intermedidlny e-book o komprovizdcii Compro.sk11 (CDextra, Vina 2012).

TJ v jeho mene odkazuje na implicitné alebo explicitné, prekérne hry so vSemoZngmi textami (ne)diskurzivneho
symbolizmu, ¢o rdd aplikuje na vSetko a na nic zdroveri. Na festivale odprezentuje formou situacnej a (non)
verbdlnej performancie svoj knizny debut Gestotexty (Vina & Drewo a srd, 2022).

(1988) - occasional site-specific performer, ,not a sexist but a textist and a musician,” the inscrutable alter
ego of composer and aesthetician Jilius Fujak (*1966). He started publishing his texts in the magazine Vina,
cooperated with the composer and songwriter Jdn Boleslav Kladivo (CD Klesajtice klenby/Decreasing Arches,
Hevhetia 2076), guitarist David Kollat, accordionist Peter Katina and poet Peter Milcdk, among othets.

He edited the first intermedia e-book on comprovisation Compro.sk11 (CDextra, Vina 2012).

TJ in his name refers to implicit or explicit games with all kinds of texts of (non)discursive symbolism, which
he likes to apply to everything and nothing at the same time. At the Novotvar festival, he will present his

book debut Gestotexty (Gesture-texts, Vina G Drewo a srd 2022) in the form of a situational and (non)verbal
performance.

TJ Vjuga
SK



Ontologicka sondaz revoltcie

Mark Rothko?
alebo Edgard Varese?
ruskd aVantgarda?
vs. VOSR?
tedria reLativity?
a ¢o zenovi pUtnici?
FauCaultov dispozitiv?
vari Derrldova diferdnce?

i Beckettova Absurdita?
!

Che GuevaRa?
nebodaj Véclav HavEI?
¢i skor Vzdor Magora Jirousa?
SOS vojnovych utecencov?
(ne) istota Ludwiga Wittgensteina?
vykUpenie Kristovou obetou?
John Cage:4°337"?
resp. synchroniclta Carla G. Junga?
aj past Juliana Assangea?
1

ano aj
+

k tomu

prechod

z nebytia

do bytia
a

naopak
I
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vRaj
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nevraaati
potom pride raj(?)
vraj naozaj

v
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vsak
visiif

hacik
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naozaj
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naozaj
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aj
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Za



Ontological Probing of the Revolution

Mark Rothko?
or Edgard Varese?
Russian aVantgarde?
vs. Great October SOcialist revolution?
theory of reLativity?
and what aboUt zen pilgrims?
FaucaulT’s dispositiv?
maybe Derrlda’s diferdnce?
Or Beckett’s

absurdNess?
1

Che GuevaRa?
even Vaclav HavEI?
or rather Vs. Magor Jirous  defiance?
SOS war refugees?
118 (un)certainty of Ludwig Wittgenstein?
redemption byJesUs sacrifice?
synchroniciTy of Carl G. Jung?
John Cage’s plece 4°3377?
as well prOtest fist

of Julian AssaNge?
!

yes, also
+
and to that
transition
from non-being
to being
and

back
|



supposEDEN

it
is
so
eeeeeeeeasy
to believe

that
everything
everything
will
turn
out
well

borrooooooowed
one
must be
exchanged

after all
what’s gooooooone
can never
come baaack

then comes Eden(?)
supposedly really

but
there
is
a
littttttttle
catch
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and
everyone

will

get
hooked

however
no
one
knows

when

one

last
time
then

really

supposEden

through
and
through
really
supposEden

suppos
Eden
and
a
so
?



re
al

From Slovak translated by TJ Vuga.
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