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MARCO BELOCCHI
TALIANSKO

Rezisér, herec, autor. Narodil sa v Rime, v roku
1960. Vystudoval Narodnu divadelnd akadémiu
,S. DAmico”. Styridsat rokov sa venuje divad-
lu, bol sticastou viac ako 150 predstaveni. Pise
proézu, poéziu a divadelné hry. Uverejnil knihy
poviedok Pribehy z inaksieho sveta (GPI, Terni
2008), za ktoré ziskal v tom istom roku 3. cenu
,La Clessidra“, a Zvldstne stretnutie rovnobeziek,
v spolupraci s Mariou Letiziou Avatovou (Cen-
tro-Studi Tindari-Patti, 2017); dalej poeticky
vyber Ndcvik nesmrtelnosti (Progetto Cultura,
Rim 2013), oceneny 1. cenou ,Trofeo Monterosi
dArgento”, 2016; dalej rozlicné divadelné tex-
ty, okrem inych historickd dramu Saul z Tarsu
(Progetto Cultura, Rim 2014) a Krdlovnd noci, 1.
miesto v ramci ,Efesto Citta di Catania“, 2016;
Eleonora D. - Mic¢ky (Progetto Cultura, Rim 2022);
Na strane Pildta (Lithos, Rim 2023). Zostavil bas-
nickd zbierku Roberta Belocchiho (1898 - 1977)
v rimskom néreci Er nonno feroviere (Stary otec
Zelezniciar, Enoteca Lett., Rim 2017). Je zara-
deny do mnohych antoldgif a ziskal, okrem
uz spomenutych, viaceré literdrne ocenenia,
napriklad 2. miesto v ,Delitti dautore, Lucca
2007, za poviedku Trojkrdlovd noc, a 2. miesto
v ,Senagalactica”, Senigallia 2013, za poviedku
REM-Projekt Artemidor. Od roku 2017 je riadite-
Tom literarnej ceny ,La Clessidra” (Presypacie
hodiny) a od roku 2019 vedie dve edicie (prézy
a poézie) v rimskom vydavatelstve Lithos. Od
roku 2023 vedie aj ediciu divadelnych textov.
Viac ako dvadsat rokov organizuje ¢itanie po-
ézie a sdm sa na nom zucastnuje. V roku 2013
bol tdcastnikom XI. roénika Medzindrodného
festivalu poézie Ars Poetica v Bratislave (Slo-
vensko). Je autorom viacerych kratkometraz-
nych filmov, poetickych klipov a book-trailerov.

MARCO BELOCCHI
ITALY

MARCO BELOCCHI is a director, actor and au-
thor. He was born in Rome in 1960 and complet-
ed his studies at the National Theater Academy
S. DAmico. He has been active in theater for
forty years and has participated in more than
150 performances. He writes prose, poetry and
theater plays. He published the short-stories
collection Stories from Another World (GPI, Terni
2008) and in collaboration with Maria Letizia
Avato, the collection A Strange Meeting of Paral-
lel Lines (Centro-Studi Tindari-Patti, 2017). His
poetry selection Immortality Training (Progetto
Cultura, Rome 2013) won the first prize of Tro-
feo Monterosi dArgento 2016. Among the many
texts he wrote for theater are the award-win-
ning historical drama Saul from Tarso (Progetto
Cultura, Rim 2014) and Queen of the Night or On
Pilate’s Side (Lithis, Rome 2023). He put togeth-
er the poetry collection of Roberto Belocchi:
Grandpa the Railroadman in Roman dialect. His
work has been included in many anthologies
and he is the recipient of numerous literary
awards. Since 2017 he has been the director of
the literary prize La Clessidra and since 2019
he has been in charge of two editions in the
Roman publishing house Lithos. Since 2023 he
has become the head of the theater plays edi-
tion. He has been organizing poetry readings
for over twenty years, as well as participating
as a performer. In 2013 he read at the poetry
festival Ars Poetica in Bratislava. He is the au-
thor of several short films, poetic videoclips
and book trailers.
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Nie som prefikany chytrdk, som basnik!
Ustavicne pozerdm dopredu

a piSem bez ciela a zdmeru.

Poézia chytractvu

nepridd mieru velkosti, rozplyva sa
nereaguje, nik ju nechyti.

Na 1zi chytractvo si pochutnava
Léka ho veény kompromis

vystatuje sa aj podklada

na mieru vSetkych okolnosti.

Poézia nehlada dkryt vo vezi

sama seba kontroluje,

je sebestacna,

vcas sa od ¢asu odkloni

a o krok ho predbehne.

Chytractvo rychlo

meni nazor

podla médy, podla vetra

a televizie.

Poézia pomaly

narusi stranku

hoblikom perom a pilnikom

najprv musi zoskriabat

ustipacné predsudky

zakuklené v svojich predstavach.
Prefikanost je prelietava pobehlica
ktord sa boji samoty a pazravo

si voli stastie za milenca,

po jednom sa Stverd hore

druhého ani nepozdravi

a ¢o sa jej zdrapit nepodari, odmietne.
Preto som rad$ej basnikom

a naivne sa Zeniem za jednym jasnym bodom
lebo chytrdkom sa necitim

a svet sa mi nepacdi,

a namiesto testamentu

postaci mi jediny vers,

vers§ bez zisku a bez postrannych timyslov
mozno nehanebny mozno undhleny
a neohrabany, ale chytrakom

v iom zanechdm ich

¢ierny uskrn obscénnej prefikanosti.



SIALENSTVO BASNIKOV

Na Mesiaci, vo flastickach

drzal Ludovico

Zdravy rozum, dévtipny a poddajny,
Erazmus ho ospieval

Platon ho pokladal za posvatny ohen.
Kto vsak je naozaj

Mudry ¢i Sialeny?

Ten, kto si slabikuje zivot

S pohladom na hodinky?

Alebo ten, kto sa pachti za peniazmi
Sexom a mocou ¢i velkou slavou?

Ci ten, kto m4a hlad po novinkach

A miluje televiziu,

Siete, google, twitter ¢i futbal?

Ten, kto sa oddava pohariku?

Co také robia? Nie su zli!

A potom su tu este lahostajni
Nerozhodni, apaticki, zbabeli a nevsimavi
Smutna zdhalCivost vsetkych hlupakov!
A my hladdme blazna?

Mozno mali pravdu predkovia

Ked potulnych spevdkov nazyvali blaznami,
Hudobnikov, umelcov a basnikov,

Ktori na oblohe vidia nddheru
Prelievaju slzy utrpenia a zozZieraju sa
Zaplaveni Sialenstvom hltposti.

STACI LEN CHVILA

Staci len chvila, aby sme boli stastni
Staci len chvila, aby sme boli zdrveni

Staci len chvila, aby sme sa spoznali
Staci len chvila, aby sme na seba zabudli

Staci len chvila, aby vznikol Zivot
Staci len chvila, aby sa zritil dom

Staci len chvila, aby sa ¢lovek zaltibil
Staci len chvila, aby ¢lovek zomrel



Chvila moézZe trvat hodinu, den

Aj ked v jednej hodine ¢i v jednom dni
St tisicky chvil

Len jedind sa rozvinie a zostane ve¢na

T4 chvila ma meno
Ta chvila ma pamit

T4 chvila oddeluje predtym od potom
T4 chvila oddeluje bytie od nebytia

Vecnost je chvila
Chvila je vecnost

A v podstate vSetko meni...
Staci len chvila

BIELY PRIESTOR

Smrt nie je nic iné

ako rychle

naruSenie kontinuity
pomlcka

deliaca dve protichodné dimenzie
a bola chyba

dat jej také surové
meno

lepsie by bolo

Biely Priestor

kde sa nic¢ nedeje

a Cas plynie naopak
kde chyba svetlo

a predsa tam nie je tma
kde sa ni¢ nezjavuje

a predsa jestvuje

iba priestor...

Biely



PORTRET KACIRA

Som rebel anarchista

Zaryty nepokojny

Melancholicky kacir

Vecne proti pradu.

Mam rad Zeny a vino

PiSem verse a recitujem ich do vetra

A Casto Zijem z ruky do tst

Takze ludom pripominam

Zahadné zakutia hmlistého povolania
Maégov, kniezat a este ndmesacnych
Samotarskeho bludného rytiera.

A ak zakotvim rovno v pekle

Néjdem tam vsetkych kacirov

Martina, Bruna, Ubertiho a Cavalcantiho
Oddédme sa bujarej veselosti

A zo zivota tohto sveta

Sa budeme smiat ako blazni, pekne z dialky,
zo Siesteho kruhu, o je uz trochu od ruky.

Z talianskeho origindlu prelozil Stanislav Vallo
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To non sono furbo sono un poeta!
E guardo fisso avanti senza sosta
oppure scrivo senza meta.

La poesia alla furbizia

non da misura, si dilegua

non risponde, nessuno la cattura.
Di menzogna l'altra si sazia
attratta al compromesso

si vanta, si conforma

opportuna in ogni nesso.

La poesia non rifugge in una torre
se a se stessa cauta nasce

di se stessa si contenta,

in tempo al tempo si difforma

e di un passo lo precorre.

E lesta la furbizia

a mutar dopinione

con le mode, col vento

la televisione.

E lenta la poesia

a scompigliar la pagina

con pialla penna e lima

deve prima raschiar via

beffardi pregiudizi

annidati in cio che immagina.

La furbizia e un’instabile puttana
che sola non sa stare e avidamente
si sceglie la fortuna per amante,
dell'uno si fa scala

quellaltro non saluta

e cio che non artiglia lo rifiuta.
Pertanto preferisco esser poeta

e candido inseguire un punto terso
che furbo non mi sento

e il mondo non mi piace,

quindi per testamento

mi bastera lasciare un verso

che non abbia profitto né scaltrezza
magari sconcio o forse senza pace
né destrezza, ma intanto

lascio ai furbi tutt'intero

quel ghigno nero doscena furbizia.
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LA FOLLIA DEI POETI

Raccolto in varie ampolle

teneva sulla luna Ludovico

11 senno suttile e molle,

Erasmo ne fe’ l'elogio

Platone lo ritenne sacro fuoco.

Ma chi possiam chiamare

Davvero saggio o folle?

Chi compita la vita

Guardando l'orologio?

O chi s'affanna ad inseguir

Denaro e sesso e potere o gran fama?
O forse chi s'informa e forse ama

Al solo riguardar la televisione

1 social, google, twitter o il pallone?
Chi passa il tempo a gustar aperitivi
Che male fanno? Non sono cattivi!
E poi ci son ancora indifferenti
Ignavi, abulici, vili e indolenti

l'ozio triste di tutti gl'ignoranti!

E noi cerchiamo il folle?

Forse ragione avevano gli antichi
Ch'ai giullari davano del pazzo

ai musici, agli artisti ed ai poeti

Che scrutano nel cielo la bellezza

e lacrime patiscono e si struggono
sommersi ormai da una folle sciocchezza.

SENZA PAURA

Ti bacero la bocca avvelenata

nel giorno che inclemente infuria il morbo
e delle lacrime suggero il veleno

che infido scivola tra i cigli occlusi

e il volto ti lambiro dal rogo

delle febbri dilaniato

e sul letto rorido ti riposero accanto
fra i malsani umori

del tuo corpo infetto

ancora memore d'impazienti smanie
o d'affettuose mischie.



Scaccero la paura dei finti amori
e gli anatemi dei parolai

fuori terro dall'uscio sacro,
salda sara la mano schietta

che ti dara ristoro e quiete,

e sara gioia il seguirti
nell'incerto ardore.

E se dovro per questo
sperperare il sangue mio
stillera di goccia in goccia

ma senza tema moriro damore.

BASTA UN ATTIMO

Basta un attimo per essere felici
Basta un attimo per essere affranti

Basta un attimo per conoscersi
Basta un attimo per dimenticarsi

Basta un attimo per concepire una vita
Basta un attimo perché una casa crolli

Basta un attimo per innamorarsi
Basta un attimo per morire

Un attimo puo durare un'ora, un giorno
Anche se in un'ora o in un giorno

Gli attimi sono migliaia

Uno solo si dilata e rimane eterno

Quellattimo ha un nome
Quell'attimo ha una memoria

Quell'attimo divide un prima da un dopo

Quellattimo divide l'essere dal non essere

Leternita é un attimo
Un attimo € un'eternita

E in fondo tutto cambia...
Basta un attimo
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LO SPAZIO BIANCO

Non ¢ altro la morte
che una rapida
soluzione di continuita
un tratto sospeso

che separa

due discordi dimensioni
e un errore e stato
assegnargli un nome
tanto crudo

meglio sarebbe

lo Spazio Bianco

dove nulla accade

e il tempo cambia segno
dove nulla luce

eppure non c'¢ buio
dove nulla appare
eppure esiste

solo spazio...

Bianco

RITRATTO D'ERETICO

To ribelle anarchico

Eretico impenitente

Inquieto malinconico

Sempre controcorrente.

Mi piace I'amore e il vino

Scrivo versi e 1i declamo al vento

E spesso vivo sul tavolato nudo

Si che rammenti per la gente
Novelle astruse dun mestiere vago
Di maghi, principi e ancor lunatici
D'un solitario cavaliere errante.

E se sbarchero all'inferno
Ritrovero tutti gli eretici

Martino, Bruno Uberti e Cavalcante
Staremo gagliardi e allegri

E del viver del mondo

Rideremo matti di lontano,

dal sesto cerchio, un po’ fuori mano.



GUILLAUME DECOURT
FRANCUZSKO

(1985). Klavirista a basnik. Detstvo stravil
v Izraeli, Nemecku a Belgicku, mladost v kraji
franctizskeho pohoria Centrdalny masiv, potom
zil v Mayotte a Novej Kaled6nii. Momentélne
pdsobi medzi PariZzom a Aténami. Vydal 12
knih, medzi nimi aj Un gratte-ciel, des gratte-ciel
(Lanskine, 2019); A 80 km de Monterey (£thalidés,
2021); Le Bonjour de Christopher Graham (£tha-
lidés, 2023) a Lundi propre, (La Table Ronde,
2023). Jeho bésne boli preloZzené do mnohych
jazykov. Spolupracuje s réznymi casopismi
a zlcastniuje sa ¢itani a festivalov vo Franctiz-
sku a v zahrani¢i.

GUILLAUME DECOURT
FRANCE

(1985). Pianist and a poet. He spent his child-
hood in Israel, Germany and Belgium; his ad-
olescence in the Massif Central; then lived in
Mayotte and New Caledonia. He now divides
his time between Paris and Athens. He has
published twelve books including Un gratte-
ciel, des gratte-ciel (Lanskine, 2019); A 80 km de
Monterey (£thalides, 2021); Le Bonjour de Christo-
pher Graham, (£thalidés, 2023) and Lundi propre
(La Table Ronde, 2023). His poems have been
translated into several languages. He collabo-
rates with many magazines and gives public
readings in various festivals in France and
abroad.




CIGANKA

Osem rokov krstné meno Albane

Spinavé nohy Ziarivy tsmev &ierne vlasy
Peknd ako mald cigdnka

Odkedy som prestal verit nemam

Komu povedat Ze som mohol mat

Dnes vecer podobné dievéa ako ty

Keby som sa menej venoval

Sebe samému a samotdrskym prechddzkam
Tu je voda aj v lete studena

Zostan pri brehu vypi si svoju limonadu

SPERK

Dom stryka Vassilisa tisic

Styristo metrov §tvorcovych vyhlad
Na more ¢ierny brazilsky mramor
»,Mozno sa nadjdu $tyri na svete” vravi

22 V rozochvenom hlase citim Ze je dojaty

Potom si pozrieme kaplnku

Postavent na konci visutej zahrady
Bude tam mat sob4s jeho dcéra Cybele
Malé psica Steka a olizuje lica

Je to ratlik a volaji ho Sperk

MONDENNOST

Niekedy stracam zmysel pre humor
Nemé&zem povedat kde kedy preco
Hovorim s ITudmi do omrze-

Nia usmievam sa mléim

Dal som do zélozne svoj tulec

Zo zivota mi zostdva dzbanik na lasku
Coraz zo&tichanejs{ pamitdm ako
Maly chlapec som bol v pohode

Ten ktory sa hojdaval po lesoch

Ktory dnes pretahuje vydaté Zeny



JEDNOSMERNY LISTOK

Ako som o polnoci krac¢al dolu ulicou Alésia
Myslel som na chlapika ktory na moste

V hmlistom Livorne stretol

Zenu oplakavajticu chlapa o ktorom
Nevedela takmer ni¢ mal som

Ovela viac Stastia ako ti traja

Sam v pustom PariZi som vedel

S pozitkom rozkrojit pomaran¢

Ako som sa to niekolko rokov ucil

Od jednej levice pri Egejskom mori

BUBU

Odrazu mam chut navliect sa

Do svojho bubu a tarbavo tancovat

Na Rachmaninovov koncert

Ty jedind mo6zes$ pochopit

Cim tento synkreticky pohyb

Moze zazehnat vSetky katastrofy

A tak ma nechaj navliect sa do mé6jho bubu
Tarbavo tancovat na Rachmaninovov
Koncert my nespime

Pomaly svita este je skoro

UVEA

Oslavy sviatku Waé boli v plnom pride
Chlapi roztlkali kokosové orechy

A Zeny bujaro tancovali

VInili sa v misiondrskych rébach
Ukrizovany Kristus bol ¢ierny a pekny
Bola tam voda vzduch obloha zem
Vsetci sme spali v chatréi vonku
Spieval hlas a nie a nie skonc¢it

Mdam v sebe 1ldsku ¢o nechce umriet
Vsetko akoby §lo samo od seba

23
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KAROSERIA

Netusim preco dnes rdno myslim

Na Patrika ktory mal v Mamudzu

Malt autodieliiu hned vedla nas
- Prave sa potlkam po ndmesti Monge -
Bol Kenlan syn velmi vyznamnej
Osobnosti usiel zo svojej krajiny

Z nejasnych dévodov ja som mal dvadsat
Hral som sa v tropickom dazdi

Na tvrdasa on vravel: ,Musi$ mi verit

Maj sa na pozore pred ludmi z ¢iernej Afriky”

URIEKNUTY

Napodobnujem filmovych hrdinov

Je to zlozvyk drobna nerest

Kazdé rano na sposob prelidia

Spievam: ,Mo0zZe topiaci sa chlapik
Zachranit iného chlapika, ktory sa topi?”
Potom sa idem prejst do pristavu

Stary ozran sa ma pyta ¢i

Ma pohryzol mftvy srsen

Vela ludi tu nevidiet

Ale napriek urieknutiu som v poriadku

KAZUAR

Stvrtok dvadsiaty piaty jun dvetisic dvadsat
Tridsat stupiiov v tieni plavam cez
Zverinec v Jardin des Plantes

Sprevadza ma priatelka feministka

Nie aby elegantne udrela po pysku

Ciernu pumu mojou fialovou rukavikou
Ako v Barbeyho texte

Ale aby uvidela smutného kazudara

Na vajickach svojej polyandrickej samice
Ktora si uz hladd iného samca



MAKAK

Hral som makaka s levim chvostom

V izbach s rokokovym ornamentom

S mladymi hanblivymi mamickami

Ktoré sa rady opijali kokosovym rumom
Somrali na Jamesa Bonda bésnili o Roccovi
A pohors$ovali sa nad muZskou
Nadradenostou ale naplno sa oddavali
Najprisnej$im macistickym ritudlom

A potom sa Uberom pobrali

Vybrat deti zo zdkladnej Skoly

LAMA GUANAKO

Drzim si ta u seba moja guanako

V byte je to zakdzané

Ale ja to uZ mam na haku mama
Usila si si pekné karako

Nikomu tak bltizka nepristane vecer
Ta pocujem chriakat do umyvadla

Co by som bol bez teba moja guanako
Len osamoteny drobny dradnik

Len biedny korektor bestsellerov

Len tarbavy potapac z Acapulca

DAVNE DRAMY

Pani Kurkulovej prave prislo

Nevolno rychlo vejar

Pre pani Kurkulovid ,Uhnite! Urobte miesto
Ticho prosim budte tam tichsie

A nestojte tu ¢o ste hluchy?

Nech ndm prinesu vedierko s ladom

Nase Iibostné pribehy zostarli ni¢

Nie je ako za Cézara alebo za Mingovcov
Ona si ticho Somre Ze v buildings

Sa nadalej odohrdvaji davne dramy
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KALABRIJCAN

Nepokladdm sa za Casanovu aj ked
Som zbalil babu z Kaldbrie

Bolo to véera uz sa nepamatam

Cierne o¢i chlpaté podpazusia

Telo slané ako nosic¢ka vody ¢o pri sexe
Priraza ako ked tl¢ies kalamara
Vravela mi stryko Carmelo

Ta prijme ako vlastné dieta

V Reggiu ho vSetci poznaju

Videl pochovéavat ludi zaziva

TRAPENIE

Netreba hovorit o svojom trapeni
Treba ho uspat vo vlastnom

Vnttri ako ked sa hodi plachta

Na klietku s kanarikom v tej chvili
Prestane spievat nastala

No¢nd hodina za bieleho diia rob ¢o
Chces no ked klietku zasa odkryjeme
Bude spievat este krajsie naozaj
Netreba hovorit o svojom trapeni
Netreba na to pouzivat re¢

Z francizskeho origindlu prelozil Stanislav Vallo



BAGELS

I'm not Christopher Newman
We don't talk about it anymore
I discovered it the other night
I understood it at once

While I had decided

to open a bagel enterprise
and get into business
once and for all

I'm not Christopher Newman
who calls himself poorly talented
for the art of doing nothing

who does not run after his train

And yet never misses it

who does not feel things

but is felt by them

who never gets tired of things

HAUTE COUTURE

I will bring for us
two baseball jerseys
those of the Red Sox
in particular

I was told it was
the best team

the baseball jerseys
the most refined

We will put them on
and hand in hand

we will walk around
in the streets of Paris

Goodbye place Dauphine
hello Starbucks Coffee

I love life

I like money

27
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ROUND TRIP

We stayed in a bungalow

in Santa Barbara you told me
“I have never seen a humming bird”

and you've gone to do I don't know what

Hardly were you gone

that a hummingbird appeared
still, a long time, a long time

in front of a flower on the terrace

I did not photograph him

still, a long time, a long time

in front of a flower on the terrace
he went away when you came back

I told you, “You missed the hummingbird
the West Coast hummingbird

the hummingbird of Santa Barbara

our hummingbird”

Translated by Laurel Fine

THE BWENIS

From the veranda at the “cent villas”
You can see the bangas made of red clay
Sweating bwenis in saluvas

With binoculars their fat brest

Moving

Ewa

And the fatter the more beautiful

And the more beautiful the more enticing
And when they carry a baby on their back
The baby looks so tiny

Really

Ewa



But you must see them at the market place
When they are slumping

Stretching leggs pulled apart

As if they were looking at you

With scorn

Ewa

TIRED YOUNG MAN

So I am no more at Gan
That who is not circumcised

I am but from nowhere
All this is no more precise

My youth I hung it once
At the top of a baobab tree

On Sakouli beach

Translated by Walter Ruhlmann
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MATEUSZ GORNIAK MATEUSZ GORNIAK
POLSKO POLAND

(1996). Spisovatel, dramatik a filmovy kritik, (1996). Author, playwright and film critic. Au-
autor knih ,Trash Story” (Halart, 2022) a ,Dwie  thor of ,Trash Story” (Halart, 2022) and ,Dwie
powiesci ruchu” (Filtry, 2023). Jeho divadelnd powiesci ruchu” (Filtry, 2023). Editor of ,Ston-
tvorba bola uvedena napriklad vo varsavskom  er Polski’, published in ,Kino”, ,Nowy Napis”,

Nowy Teatr alebo v Teatr Dramatyczny im. Jer- ,Dwutygodnik” among others. His theatre work
was shown in Warsaw’s Nowy Teatr or in Te-

atr Dramatyczny im. Jerzego Szaniawskiego
in Walbrzych.

zego Szaniawskiego vo Walbrzych.



DVA AKCNE ROMANY

LENIVE OKO

Som Lenivé Oko. Narodil som sa, ked do mna narazilo auto. Awarakadawara, awaraka-
dawara - poznate td pesnicku? Bol som fialovy bicykel a pospevoval som si Awarakadawa-
ra, awarakadawara. Skora jesen, akési popoludnie. Mama sa starala o moje rumenné lica

a vonavé Satstvo, a ja som to mal v riti a radSej som chodil zafdlany, vbiehal do mléak, vrtal si
v nose, lezal na parapete, jedol papier, lestil si paroh v najhnusnejsich hajzloch, spal cez deni
a uzival si v noci. Nebol som si celkom isty, ¢o zo mna vyrastie, ale pamatam sa, Ze som sa

o to vobec nestaral. Zato som mal priam extaticky blizko k objektivom a reflektorom, ktoré
az slintaji pri pohlade na mna, taky som pys$ny chuj a pirat.

No prave vtedy som bol bicykel. Bezna jazda po ulici. Nuda. Rychlost: Styridsat kilometrov
za hodinu. Jeho, strieborného mondea. Ni¢ sexy, ale zbavi. USiel som vtedy niekde inde,
narodil som sa, ked do mna narazilo auto.

Bolo to také krasne, také slow a redlne, a citil som konecne vlastni krv, svoje kosti a mozog.
Reflektory, objektivy. Ja ako fialovy bicykel a to celkom pekné strieborné mondeo. Celny

ndaraz. Bicykel ma katapultuje: letim na sklo, rozbijam si rypdk, od tej chvile som Lenivé Oko.

Bezna jazda po okoli. Nuda. A potom, rychlostou Styridsat kilometrov za hodinu, sa ti pre-
mietne osud. Presne takto vyzerala moja cesta. T4, ktord ma doviedla k tomu, Ze je zo mna
Lenivé Oko.

Za tou cestou sa objavili dalsie. A dalSie. A vSetky tie cesty sa vyznacovali mnoZstvom
rozvetveni. Logika mutdcie. Cesticky unikali pred cestou, za trasou bol chodnik, a v8etko to
krasne osvetlené, predsa reflektory, objektivy.

Lenivé Oko je byt na ceste.

Byt na ceste je oslava nestdlosti, sviatok rychlosti, svetla, hypndzy, ménie.

Lenivé Oko s tym vSetkym diluje.

Len ¢o som sa narodil, vedel som, Ze je ¢as vydat sa na cestu.

Toto vSetko tu je pribeh o ceste. A eSte o Iludoch a neludoch, Co tiiZia a Zent sa, a menia sa
na tresk alebo praskot.
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CLOVEK S KAMEROU
Kamera ma vyliec¢ila z nendvisti ku skutoc¢nosti.

Bol som totdlne strateny. Bol vtedy marec alebo december. Prave som sa pozeral na Jarny
pribeh, lebo mi tak prikazoval mdj filmovy kalenddrik. Je tam takd scéna: kamera precha-
dza slnecnou, zelenou alejou a hra k tomu krasna hudba. Jednoducho. V hrdinkinom vnttri
to vrie. Hudba. Cesta kamery priestorom. Krajina, pohyb, celd t4 hra svetiel.

A prave vtedy som si uvedomil, Ze sa musim na svet pozerat cez kameru, Ze Lenivé Oko chce
byt nie¢im inym, novym, pojebanym, Ze kamera ma vylieCi z nenavisti ku skuto¢nosti, Ze
ma do nej nanovo ponori a odprevadi na dalSiu cestu.

A tak som zlozil slub Jeanne, jari a Rohmerovi, Ze sa uz vyddvam na cestu, aby som sa stal
Clovekom s Kamerou.

Chvilu som sa spamétaval. Zil som vtedy velmi $pecificky Zivot, akdsi ¢ast miia sa brrila.
Zivot bol niekde inde.

Nenasiel som este skutocnost a z ¢asu sa stdval huspeninovy dezert.

Pamitdm sa, bol to april alebo november. Stdl som pod sprchou. A pocitil som to, to nieco.
A rychlo som vybehol, zavinul sa do osusky a hned som sa niou velmi dékladne vyutieral, tu
a tam az do krvi, a potom som td osusku jebol kamsi do kiita, aby som si vzapéti obliekol
ndmornicke tricko a montérky, a vysiel von a §iel si zohnat kameru.

Zrekonstruovat sa. Stvorit sa nanovo.

Clovek s Kamerou.

Zadal sa svity mesiac. Zelenucko, ruZovucko a mikkicko. Zjavenia. Ciatocky prachu boli
Coraz dolezitejSie. Také krasne. Majestatne vo svojom padani, vo svojej frivolnosti. Naokolo

sa zjavilo mnozstvo novych farieb.

Zacal sa druhy svity mesiac. Ceremonie: v sivom, modrom a oranzovom. Zaujimali nas aj
dvere, zahrady a kiipelne.

Dal$ie svité mesiace: plece, na iom zimomriavky, tiZi po Kamere.
A konecne: s Kamerou sme nasli spolo¢ni stratégiu tykajicu sa ¢asu. Chceli sme mu dodat

plastickost, poddajnost. Vytvorili sme teériu, ktord mozno v Zivote uplatnit. Pojem elastic-
kosti. Pojem poryvu. A tak dalej.



Ako Clovek s Kamerou preZivame dobrodruZstva.

Napriklad cakdme na Blondiaka.

Blondiak je akoby niekto z Chaplinov.

Blondiak by sa mal objavit ndhle, v nejakej Skdre, ako nejaké srna.
Blondiaka mozno zaradit medzi anjelohlavych.

Blondiak sa nech4 nahamiat Clovekovi s Kamerou.

Bondiak rdd menf{ tices, make up a kostymy.

Blondiak vstal rano ranicko, zbehol po mlieko a Skatulku cigariet, no potom zablidil a pot-
¢al Iudi ako mumintroll, trpak a nestastnik.

DENNIK KRT 1

Mojim atribtitom je slintanie a voldm sa Krt. Nikdy sa mi nepodarilo k nikomu tak naozaj
prilnut a asi preto tu zaéinam pisat. TakzZe okrem slintania je mojou vlastnostou aj samo-
ta, nikdy som sa do nikoho nezalibila a s nikym sa nerozpravam, ale tancujem, no a este
slintdm.

Uz isty cas zijeme spolu s Muchou. Je fascinujica, vzdy som ttzila po suziti s niekym takym.
Ona je mudra. A navyse citliv4, vyborne plava a tancuje, nikdy som nemala takd milenku,
ani som o takych nepocula. Teda nie, raz ¢i dvakrat som mozno pocula, ale skoro ni¢, ked
som pocuvala takd strigu. No ale Mucha ma kopu dzasnych vlastnosti. Nikdy jej ich nezavi-
dim.

Mucha ma aj klobtik, najkraj$i na svete. Vyrobili sme ho spolo¢ne. Ja som vyhrabdvala mach,
vysklbala som ho ¢o najviac, a ona z neho robila také gul6cky. Potom sme ich pripeviiovali
na klobik, uz si nepamatdm ako. Ale je to naozaj najkrajsi klobik na svete, nasli sme nan aj

niekolko ndadhernych kvietkov, a potom este priveskov, briliantov a prstienkov.

S Muchou sme sa zozndmili najbeZnej$im spésobom na svete: moja smrt si sadla do jej tienia,
aby sa oprela, nadychala sa jej vesmiru. Bola som vtedy nekonven¢n4, i ked nestastnd. To
ma vzdy sprevadza, takato vlastnost. Vyhrabavala som sa vtedy zo solidnych sraciek, mohlo
to byt v zime. Nemohla som uz vydrzat doma a zacala som sa tilat po lese. Blidila som
kadejakych miestach, a ona akurat kricala.
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Preco ju teda nemdzem Iibit? Libit tak naozaj, stratit sa niekde v nej a prist o ti svoju
samotu. Som strasne silnd, viem, ale moja samota je eSte silnejSia. M6j zZivot je zdpas s nou
a vecné prehravanie. Azda o to ide. No aj ten zdpas je krdsny, a prehrdvanie zase nie je cel-
kom najhorsie. DokaZem to robit naozaj majestatne. Spalovat sa, s tou mojou samotou, vo
vecnom zapase a slineni.

Co dnes budeme robit? Ona citi, Ze musi odplavat. Alebo z4jst na bahnisko. Ja neviem, ¢o
citim, preto sem piSem. Dennicek mdj milovany.

DENNIK KRT 2

Vstavame ako zvycCajne zavcasu a robime nddychy vydychy hvizdy lomozy piskoty vyzobka-
vanie kotkoddkanie popfdzanie bzukotanie trkotanie vytie, vytie a pobiehanie.

My to takto vzdy, od rdna, hned, len ¢o jedna vstane a zobudi druhd. Dnes som sa prva
zobudila ja a hned som vedela, Ze je to nejaky mimoriadny def. Samozrejme mi to povedal
vesmir, my s Muchou sme na ttto problematiku $pecialistky, sme s kozmickymi branami,
jazykmi a vSetkym ostatnym v stdlom spojeni. Tie spojenia st nasim spolo¢nym vlastnic-
tvom s Muchou, to treba este dolozit, kym sa pdjde dalej. A mozno eSte toto: jej chalipka je
postavena tak, Ze tie spojenia ulahcuje, osvetluje.

Dalej je akt, mohlo by sa zdat, neodévodnenej krutosti. Nastdva okamih tteku. Krt kruto
zradza, lebo musi, lebo je sama zradena.

Bol to taky zadblesk, naozaj bolestivy. Chvila ako tie, v ktorych citiS, Ze sa ti znudili vSetky
tie pesnicky. Citila som sa vtedy zradena Muchou, ktorej choreografia akoby mi slubovala
plynuly pohyb. Zradena Chalipkou, sama sebou, Krtom. Zraden4 - to bola pdka na moju
samotu. Kamsi sa to podelo, bitka a slina.

Okrem slintania, samoty a tancovania je mojim atribtitom aj zakopavanie. Uzasne dobré sd
na to paziry, moje pazury, to je extdza. No a ked tamtd chvila dohasla a zorientovala som sa,
Co sa stalo a ¢im po tom vSetkom som, dala som sa dohromady a zacala som kopat. Ona sa
mohla iba prizerat, jednu kratku chvilocku. Zmizla som jej, a ona ma nemohla zachytit, lebo
ma4 iné vlastnost nez Krt. Mohla sa na mna pozerat len chvilocku, méj akt, mohlo by sa zdat,
neodovodnenej krutosti, mo6j den zrady.

Teraz sa zvitam niekde inde. Zakopavam. Dnes sa budem vélat v srackach, a potom si zabe-
ham. Slina a bitka, robota rytia, svité muky. Tu vasa bestia Krt, dobrd noc.

PreloZil Karol Chmel



KLAUDIA GUZAK
SLOVENSKO

Klaudia Guzak, sa narodila v roku 1989 v Ri-
mavskej Sobote. Je poetka, vytvarnicka, tatér-
ka. V sticasnosti Zije, tvori a pracuje v Bristole.
Od detstva velmi rada sniva. Dolezitou sicas-
tou jej tvorby je surrealizmus. Vytvarné ume-
nie Studovala v Nitre. Neskor ju uchvatili aj iné
odvetvia tzitkového umenia ako textil, Sitie
a vySivanie. V sticasnosti tvorf ilustracie, gra-
fiky a pocitacové grafiky. Je velkou fanisickou
stikromnych mytolégif a genderovej neutrality.
Jej umenie je pretkané vlastnou sikromnou
mytolégiou: Zastava a rozlicné podoby Zastavy
(Zastava-1 alebo Zastava-{i). Jej postavy st ne-
raz genderovo neutrdlni ludia alebo iné tvory.
Zucastnila sa samostatnych a skupinovych
vystav na Slovensku, v Madarsku, respektive
v Anglicku. Jej prva zbierka s ndzvom Francia
film vysla v roku 2023 vo vydavatelstve Kal-
ligram.

KLAUDIA GUZAK
SLOVAKIA

Klaudia Guzdk was born in 1989 in Rimavska

Sobota. She is a poet, artist and tattoo artist.
She currently lives and works in Bristol.Since

childhood, she hasloved to dream. Surrealism

is an important part of her work. She studied

fine arts in Nitra. Later she was fascinated by

other branches of applied arts such as textiles,
sewing and embroidery. Currently she creates

illustrations, graphic art and computer graph-
ics. She is a big fan of private mythologies

and gender neutrality. Her art is interwoven
with her own private mythology: the Zastava
and the different forms of Zastava (Zastava-i
or ZasStava-ti). Her characters are often gen-
der-neutral humans or other creatures. She

has participated in solo and group exhibitions

in Slovakia, Hungary and England, respective-
ly. Her first collection entitled Francia Film was

published in 2023 by Kalligram.




ZASTAVA-1
PRVY SPEV: ZRODENIE

Pomaly ti hrabnem do vlasov,

a do brazd, ktoré vytvaraji moje prsty
nasypem semiacka.

Semiacka paradajok,

semiacCka pomarancovnika,

semiacka miest a semiacka aut.

A potom na jar,

ked vyklicia prvé priesady,

sa dobre zasmejeme, ako blbo ti vyzera hlava
a ze v8ak si mal ist eSte véas

k tomu kadernikovi?

Teraz je to uz jedno,
paradajky sa zidu na ranajky,
pomaranc k tequile.

Je vSeobecne zndme, Ze mesta sa rodia dlho,
v auguste dokoncia Zastava-i,
mesto, ktoré mas na hlave.

O devat mesiacov neskér sa narodi prvé dieta
(mesta, ktoré mas na hlave)
mesta ZaStava-i.

Z prachu mu us$ijem drobnd, ba aZ mikroskopickd
plienku
a z macacich fizov mu ustrikujem prikryvku.

DRUHY SPEV: ZIVOT NA TVOJEJ HLAVE

Potom pridu ostatni.

Jeden druhého plienkujd,
pozbieraju si paradajky a pomarance
a ty povies, ze tak to ma byt.

Potom vytnt stromy,
postavia velké mrakodrapy,
hlasno spievaju, eSte hlasnejsie tribia.



A ja uz sotva vidim tvoju tvar
zakrytd oblakmi a starostami.
Zatvoris sa do izby.

Niekedy nazriem a vidim,

Ze sedi$ uprostred izby

ako meditujici Budha.

TRETI SPEV: ZANIK SVETA

Jednu noc sa mi ako proroctvo
zjavia hrdzavé noZnice
v hornej zdsuvke pisacieho stola.

Na druhy den ta viackrat navstivim,
zoberiem ti jest,

prihovaram sa ti,

1o je to zbytocné.

Tvar mas pod smogom ustarostend.

V izbe je nddherné pritmie,

ked ti po pramenoch Sirokych ako prst
ostriham vlasy.

Obyvatelia Zastava-i s krikom utekajq,
no nemaji kam.

Ked izba stichne

tvoje telo sa zvali,

rozviri prach

(uz rok sa tu nevysavalo),

zaspis.

STVRTY SPEV: ONEN SVET

Na druhy den sa zobudi$ oddychnuty,

zje$ ranajky, no paradajky odsunie$ nabok.

Potom uZ nikdy viac nebudes jest

ani pomarance, ani paradajky,

a nikdy viac nespomenie$

Zastava-i.

No naplnis si plica vyfukovym plynom, ak popri nds prejde auto
a po nociach poctavas pri otvorenom okne ruch mesta.
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Odvtedy ti strihdm vlasy ja.

Pri korienkoch este vidno stopy niekdajsej civilizacie.
Kosti obyvatelov

pomaly sprachnivejd,

vSetko zarastie mach,

domy sa zritia

a auta zhrdzaveju.

A nikdy nehovorime o tom,
ze bol taky rok,

ked sme boli bohovia

a ja som zo ziarlivosti
znicila celd civilizaciu.

KAVA

rdno pil kdvu bez cukru a mlieka

volal ju suchd kava

vtedy mal vzdy velké plany na ten den a do zivota
a ked skongil

do kuchynskej utierky som zabalila

jeho, drobucku salku,

stdl, kuchynu

a celd chvilu som odloZila na zajtrajsi den

Prelozila Lenka Nagyovd



ZASTAVA-1
CANTO I: THE CREATION

I slowly dig into your hair,

and in the grooves traced by my fingers
I scatter seeds.

Tomato seeds,

orange tree seeds,

city seeds, car seeds.

Then in the spring,

when the first sprouts emerge,

we have a good laugh at how silly your head looks,
and hey, shouldn't you have

gone to the barber in time?

It doesn't matter now,
tomatoes go well with breakfast,
oranges with tequila.

It is known that cities take a long time to be born,
ZaStava-i, the city on your head,
will be finished by August.

Nine months later Zastava-i
(the city on your head)
births its first child.

From dust I stitch for it tiny, entirely microscopic
diapers,
and from cat whiskers I weave it a blanket.

CANTO II: LIFE ON YOUR HEAD

Then come the others.

They change each other’s diapers,

harvest the tomatoes and oranges for themselves,
and you, you say this is the way of things.

Then they cut down the trees,
construct great skyscrapers,
loudly singing, and even more loudly whistling.
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I can now hardly see your face
for the clouds and the worry.

You lock yourself in your room.
Sometimes I open the door and see
you sitting in the room’s center
like the meditating Buddha.

CANTO III: THE DESTRUCTION OF THE WORLD

One night, like a prophecy,
they appear in my dream, in the top drawer of the desk, a rusty
pair of scissors.

The next day I visit you often,
1 bring you food,

Itry to speak to you,

but it's no use.

Your face is burdened beneath the smog.
The room is bathed in beautiful twilight
when snip by snip,

I cut your hair.

The ZasStava-i residents flee screaming,
but there’s nowhere to go.

When the room quiets down

your body tumbles,

thuds into the dust

(it's been a year since it was vacuumed),
you fall asleep.

CANTO IV: THE AFTERLIFE

The next day you awake refreshed,

you eat your breakfast, but shove aside the tomato.

After this you never again

eat either oranges or tomatoes,

and you never again make mention

of Zastava-i.

But you fill your lungs, with exhaust if a car is passing us by,

and every night at the open window you listen to the sounds of the city.



After this I cut your hair.

The roots still show traces of the former civilization.

They slowly crumble,

the residents’ bones,

moss overgrows everything,
the houses collapse,

and the cars rust.

And we never talk about it,
how that was the year

we were Gods,

and I, out of jealousy,

destroyed an entire civilization.

Translated by Austin Wagner
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MARIANNA GYURASZ
SLOVENSKO

Marianna Gyurdsz sa narodila v Komdrne
v roku 1991, v roku 2005 sa prestahovala do
hlavného mesta Slovenska. Pisaniu sa zacala
venovat eSte v Komarne, no toto zoznamova-
nie sa s pisanim bol pomaly proces, seriéz-
nej$im sa stal az po rokoch, ked zacala chodit
do spisovatelskych tdborov. Vtedy zacala pub-
likovat, sibeZne s tym absolvovala stidium
v odbore molekuldrna biolégia na Univerzite
Komenského v Bratislave. Svoju dizertacnd
pracu obhdjila v roku 2018. Medzitym bola na
vedeckom pobyte vo Viedni a v Budapesti. V st-
Casnosti zije v Budapesti, piSe poéziu a prézu,
pdsobi v oblasti vedeckého marketingu. Jej tex-
ty vysli okrem iného v ¢asopisoch Kalligram,
Irodalmi Szemle, Pannon Tiikor, Prae, Szkho-
lion, v antolégidch Lehetnék Barki a Természe-
tes Vadsag, tieZ v denniku Uj Sz6, na webovych
strankach Apokrif on-line, Contextus a dunszt.
sk. Jej prva basnicka zbierka s ndzvom Mdr nem
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MESTO BABIK
(ALEBO PANPSYCHISTA)

Hovorila som o tom, Ze som tieZ ako evolicia

alebo ako syntéza ohniviek dedi¢nej retaze:

tak ako ony dokdzem sa postvat iba jednym smerom.

St odbocky, ktoré niekam vedu

a neraz Ustia v slepej ulicke.

Myslim, Ze v zdsade tvoria mapu mesta.

Na hlavnej ulici vyklad, vo vyklade babika, babika ma na klobiku maslu,
babiky aj v dome nad hlavnou ulicou,

béabiky v §ikatoroch,

béabiky vo farebnych parochniach s vlasmi, ktorym sa rozdvojuji konce.
Ked sa mesto zaludiiuje, aj babiky si v mnohych ohladoch mapami mesta,
raz niekam vedd, inokedy sud slepymi ulickami,

odbociek je netirekom.

Predstavujem si,

Ze aj v nds prebyva pomerne vela mens$ich bébik,

v ulickdch vzdusnic a masivnejsich tepien,

v zdkutiach myelinovych obalov,

v ststave klzkych criev,

a vo vnutri v nich eSte drobnej$ie, uz nehmatatelné babiky.

My saraz

nauc¢ime medzi sebou zhovarat

a klast si otdzky.

Vtedy sa opytam,

dokedy mi este bude rast hréa nad stehennou tepnou,

a ony zase, kolko sekiind budi drzat pokope bunkové blany, ked zomriem.

PrelozZila Eva Andrejédkovd

APOTHEOSIS?

Pri prvom raze akoby ta posadol méj nikdy neexistujici ucitel baletu,
tak mi stiska$ plecia a hladi$ priamo do oci,

a hovoris, Ze inak to robim dobre, len by som mala

trochu ubrat.

Akoby aj tvoja tvar bola ndhle bubon z kozZe, ktory napina

prilis utiahnuty drdol, no kto by sa uz na teba odvazil zdvihnit ruku.
Pod lopatkami mdm napnuté pazire (objimem sa, no nev§imnem si to),
a na chvilu som si istd, Ze ma chce$ naucit lietat.
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Nasledujtci tyzden mi rozpravas o tom,

ako mam prerezat na dvoje zrnko hrachu, ako by boli atémové jadra,

a ako mam rozstiepit mrkvu na také tenké platky, aby som ich podobne ako svetlo
mohla prevliect naraz ockami dvoch ihiel (vtedy je to skor vinenie nez Castice).

Nasledujtca lekcia od teba: odteraz mozem pisat len o ¢innostiach

na konci leta, ktoré mozno robit iba na kipalisku,

no v ziadnom pripade nemoézem vdychnut denne viac ako pat centimetrov kubickych
z vOne hranoliek smaziacich sa v oleji.

Ak mi to uz ide lahko a popoludni okolo Stvrtej sa uz takmer citim ako plazova lopta,
mozem zacat pracovat na tom, aby som zabudla,

Ze existencia ma ind formu ako

byt plazovou loptou.

A ked na to uz zabudnem,

nemusis mi davat viac lekeif,

lebo vSetci dobre vieme, Ze pldzové lopty uz
nikto ni¢ nenaudi.

Prelozila Lenka Nagyovd

MARUSKA

Niektori ludia, uznajme, majd hlavu ¢udného tvaru,

chytis$ sa pridu vlastnych myslienok v kaviarni pri nohe Kolosu,
dokazali ich totiZ priviest na svet iba nasilim:

pomocou vakua alebo kliestami,

drziac im hlavu vykmadsali ich do chilostivej situacie,

v ktorej sa napriek vlastnym timyslom ocitli

a odkial Ziadna cesta tteku nie je jednoducha.

Takto ich rozlisujes,

rozprévas, usmievajic sa na casnika (ktory ti pontka zmrzlinu po madarsky, hoci vyslov-

nost

ma hrubt a neprijemnt),

tie okrihle hlavy, ktorym pristane kazdy tces a vSetko
im ide s takou lahkostou, az krv vrie v zilach,

pozdravy aj rozlicky,

a zastup hlav s vydutymi spankami, alebo ploché hlavy,
ktoré v Soku po prichode este

celé tyzdne nehybne lezali na malych tvrdych matracoch,
rozpravat sa naucili neskoro a nezrozumitelne,



odvtedy sa ¢asto zamotavajui do vlastnych viet a ten,

komu ich adresujt, sa na ne pozera prinajmensom zacudovane.

Zahladis sa na Kolos, takto zdola, akoby si sa mu chcela pozriet pod sukiiu,
medzitym podvedome kréis ti svoju;

nepohodlné slne¢né okuliare si nasadi§ navrch hlavy,

sledujem ¢ierne tasky, ¢o mas namalované pod ocami

a ¢iernu farbu na spankoch, ktora robi tvoje celo takym dzkym,

akoby hovorilo, vnitri som priestrannejsie,

a naraz mi len zide na um, ako méze$ ¢agnikovi zavidiet,

ze hovori tvojim rodnym jazykom tak nemozne a tazkopadne.

Nevyslovim nahlas, Ze nech pri tomto stole odznie ¢okolvek,

nikoho z nds to nestavia do dobrého svetla,

posledny hlt Aperolu pijes s vyrazom, akoby ti objednavky prislo trochu liito,
ale vSetko je tu také drahé a vSetko treba vyprazdnit.

Prelozila Eva Andrejcdkovd

VYTAZOK

Ked vstipil, rozpadol sa mi drdol:

bolo to znamenie.

Povedali mi vopred, Ze mi dajd znamenie.

neotocila som sa, len som sa usmievala,

lebo som vedela, lebo mi povedali vopred, Ze budem vediet a vtedy som uz vedela,

ze priblizne sedem rokov, dva mesiace a styri dni budeme tvorit jeden par.

Len priblizne, lebo nase pojmy o tom sa budd trochu 1isit.

Dom s hypotékou na predmesti - dve pochované domdce zvierata - a jeden novy Zivota-
schopny ludsky tvor - dva zni¢ené nervové systémy:

Tolko vlozime do siedmich rokov.

Potom zijeme dlho bez tismevu - rodicovské zdruzenia na striedacku - diskusia o takzva-
nom prave na navstevy,

potom pokojnejsie vody - nové ticesy - vyrazit si von - krizky - do izby vojdd inf,

no o tom uz nedostanem znamenie,

vlasy ostrihané nakratko sa ani nepohnd.

Niekedy sa o nich rozpravame,

ked o veciach, ktoré sa uz nezvratne naveky tykaji nas oboch,

kym tento pojem plati, aspo1l dovtedy,

a nové myslienky, opat osvietenia, o ktorych by sa dalo inde, predsa je to tu najjednoduchsie,
tak volne prechadzaju,

aj toto ndm ostane do konca.

Potom namiesto rodicovskych zdruzeni holorozhovor, tu sa uz zideme,

ked je koniec, dohodneme sa, Ze sme ocakavali elegantnejsiu technolégiu,
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nieco, co ndm umozni napriklad aj objatie vnticat,

alebo pohladkat chrbat zvieratiek.

Ja budem mat macku, mohutnt calico,

mily geneticky zdzrak, o ktorom som tolko hovorila.

Neskor sa obraz kazi, preto si pozeram vela starych, ked mi to ¢as dovoli,
vtedy uz sama,

obrazy su niekedy vlhké,

ten najmil§i nim ostane navzdy,

vtedy, ked sa mi drdol.

Prelozila Lenka Nagyovd



CITY OF DOLLS (OR THE PANPSYCHIST)

I spoke of how I too am like evolution,
or like the synthesis of hereditary chains:
like them, but I am only able to progress in one direction.

There are branchings which lead somewhere,
other times I turn down a dead end.
It is, I believe, essentially a city map.

On the main street a storefront, in the storefront a doll, on the doll's bonnet a bow,

dolls in houses even, over the main street,
dolls in alleyways,

dolls in colorful wigs with split ends.

As they proliferate, the dolls too are in many ways maps of the city,
here leading somewhere, there to a dead end,
the branchings are many.

Iimagine that
inside of them there live many scaled-down dolls,
on the streets of the respiratory system and more massive arteries,

in the myelin sheath sleeves,
in the slippery intestinal tract,
and inside them even smaller, by now undiscernible dolls.

Someday all of us
will learn to speak with one another,
and we will pose our questions.

I will ask
how long the lump over my femoral artery is going to keep growing,
they will ask how many seconds the cell walls will hold up after I die.

MARUSKA

The reason some people’s heads are shaped so funny,

your thought process trundles along in the café at the foot of the Colossus,
is that they could only be brought into the world with violence:

with vacuum or forceps,
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gripped by their heads and wrenched into that awkward position
they had no intention of being in,
and from which no escape route is easy.

That's how you tell them apart,

you inform the waiter with a smile (who offers ice cream in Hungarian, though his pronunciation
is course and ungainly),

the roundheads who can wear any hairstyle, and to whom everything comes
with such blood-boiling ease,

greetings and even goodbyes,

and the armies of concave-templed or flatheads

who, following the shock of their arrival,

lay immobile for weeks on their hard little mattresses,

learned to speak both later and unintelligibly,

and ever since regularly muck up their sentences, at best

getting strange looks from the ones the words were for.

You gaze up at the Colossus from down low, like you're trying to see up its skirt,

unconsciously crumpling your own as you do;

you've pushed your hapless sunglasses to the top of your head,

Ilook at the black bags hanging beneath your eyes,

and at the dark makeup smeared onto your temples which makes your forehead seem so thin,
as if trying to say: I'm more spacious from within,

and suddenly I realize you might envy the waiter

for how he speaks your mother tongue, so clumsy and cumbersome.

I don't say it out loud, but whatever is heard at this table

will cast neither of us in a good light,

you gulp down the last of your Aperol with a look on your face that says you already regret your
order,

but everything is so expensive here, and you have to drink it.

Translated by Austin Wagner
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POCITOVO CHLADNEJSIE
(POVIEDKA Z KNIHY POCITOVO CHLADNEJSIE)

Hladkal mi tvar. On bol hore, vtdka mal vo mne, popritom mi hladkal tvar. Hore-dole, hore-dole,
hore-dole. Ako keby ma objimal cudzinec, ten by mi takto hladkal chrbat. Nevedel, ¢o by mal
robit s rukami. Co chcem, aby nimi robil. Nech mi nehladka4 tvér, rad$ej nech mi uchopi zadok.
Ma rad, ked mu zaborim nechty do chrbta, nech ho to boli, aj mu tecie krv. Silnejsie, povedal,
este silnejsie. ESte som jeho telo tak dobre nepoznala. Bila som sa, Ze mu zaSkrabnem do
znamienka. Musela som si nechat narast nechty, aby to dostato¢ne bolelo.

Stipim na odstiknuty necht. Pichd ma do chodidla, zohnem sa, je z ukazovédka alebo
z prostrednika. Hodim ho do kosa. Ked nieco vyhodim, musim si umyt ruky. Mam popras-
kanu kozu na rukach, mala by som pouzivat iné mydlo. Nejaké slabSie, no potom mam pocit,
Ze nie som dost ¢istd. Umyjem si zuby, kefku postavim vedla druhej. Potrebujem novd, tito
pouzivam uz Styri mesiace. Hovor{ sa, Ze ju treba vymenit kazdé tri mesiace. Pouzivam ju
od aprila, tak to je uz takmer piat. S Lukdcsom sme §li na nakup, kipili sme zelend a modra
kefku. Extra makké, tie st dobré, povedal, zuby sa nimi daji umyt poriadne, je to, akoby sme
zdroven pouzivali aj zubnt nit. Stali sme na autobusovej zastavke, ¢akali na autobus, triaslo
ma od zimy. Na april bolo velmi chladno, ja som mala na sebe len tenky jarny kabat, on mal
puléver. Ako ti méze byt takad zima, pytal sa, Sichal mi ramen4d, povedz si, Ze ti nie je zima. Ja
si obleCiem vzdy o jednu vrstvu oblecenia menej, treba si zvykntit na zimu. Hovoril mi takéto
veci a §ichal mi pritom ramen4, niekedy mi dychol na krk. Vtedy mi preslo teplo celym telom.

Mala by som prat. Prehrabavam sa v skrini, ale neviem ndjst ani jedno normadlne tric¢ko.
Nepotrebujem nic extra, len obycajné, Cisté tricko, nejdem prilis daleko, rychlo to vybavim.
Nijdem jedno, na ktoré mi povedal Lukacs, preco ho nepouzivam na spanie. Akoby bolo
vytahané, hoci je len oversized. Je také schvédlne, vysvetlovala som mu. To je jedno, vyzer3,
akoby bolo vytahané. Vratim ho do skrine, oble¢iem si tricko zo vcera, to je dobré, ovoniam
sa, citim len dezodorant. Potrebujem kabat, fiika vietor.

Prievan takmer zabuchne dvere. Bojim sa, Ze ak by ich zabuchol, zo zdmky by vyskocil
§rob. Takmer zhodim kvety susedy, ktoré si naukladané pri mojich dverach. Kvetinacov je
tolko, Ze muskaty mam esSte aj na rohozke. O pér tyzdiiov ich vezme dnu do bytu. Iba ja viem,
ze kvety, ktoré ma teraz na balkdéne, nie su Zivé. Celd zimu budd rovnako zelené, Cervené
a ruzové. Moj balkoén je prazdny. Lukacs mi doniesol pettiniu a begéniu, nech si ich vylozim,
budd pekné. Zabudla som ich polievat, vyschli, obe som pred dvoma tyzdiiami vyhodila aj
s kvetindcom.

Idem obchadzkou okolo parku. Sadnem si na lavicku, neddvno vymenili lavicky aj plot,
do opierky este nikto nevyryl svoje meno. Na ihrisku sa jedna mama hojd4 so synom. Nie je
tu dalsie dieta, nie je tu dalsi rodic. Som sama, nedoniesla som si so sebou dieta. Ak by som
si doniesla, mohlo sediet na druhom konci hojdacky, mamicka by nemusela kolenom tlacit
sedadlo nadol. S Lukdcsom by sme mali pekné dieta, zdedilo by jeho modré o¢i, m6j nos a aj
jemu by §lo pismeno R tazko. Pri hrade je stard brana, krdka na nej ¢ierna vrana. Ja ani ne-
chcem dieta. Lukdacs sa objavi pri vchode do parku. Ide na bicykli, zastane pri mne, a ty, pyta
sa. Nejde ani cez vchod do parku, ale cez boénid branku, vSimnem si ho az vtedy, ked je vedla
mna. A ¢o ty tu? Ani nie cez bo¢nud branku, v skuto¢nosti ani nevojde dnu, len prejde popri



parku a ani sa nepozrie dnu, neuvidi, Ze som tam. Ze tu sedim na lavicke, je jeseni, tedie mi
z nosa a nemdam pri sebe vreckovku. Predsa nevstanem, lebo ¢o ak. Byva tu o dve ulice dale;j.
Ak si ma v§imne, musim si vymysliet, ¢o mu poviem. Poviem mu, Ze som pris§la na rande. Nie,
poviem, Ze sa mam stretnit s kamaratkou, s ktorou kamaratkou, no s Katou, byva tu nedaleko.
Novéa kamaratka, preto ju nepoznas.

Nedaleko od parku je drogéria. Vojdem dnu, pri pokladni niet nikoho, teraz by som mohla
vziat jeden ddzdnik, no vietor by mi ho aj tak vykrutil z ruky. Vezmem si kosik, vydam sa
smerom k tstnej hygiene. Minule bola tistna hygiena este tu a teraz je tu uz starostlivot o telo,
ovoniavam telové mlieka. Hladdm zubnt kefku, medzitym ndjdem mydl4, potom dezodoranty.
Aj panske su tu oproti ddmskym. Ovoniam jeden s voriou mora, no nevonia ako more, ale ako
Lukacs. More takto nevonia, od mora budem mat slané dsta, pokozku s jemnou voniou bahna
a rybaciny. Taka je morska voda: sland, bahnistad a rybacia. Lukdcsova vona je ind, takd ako
tento dezodorant. Kym hladdm zubné kefky, viackrat prejdem popri panskych dezodoran-
toch, vtedy vzdy ovoniam more. Neviem, ¢i nenachddzam kefky preto, lebo ich skryli, v tejto
drogérii mozno ani nemaji zubné kefky, alebo ich neviem néjst naschval, aby som mohla
ovonat dezodorant. Uplynie aj polhodina, kym ich ndjdem. Hladam, ale extra makkd nema-
jd. Ja potrebujem extra makkid. Pomdzem vam, pyta sa predavacka. Dievca okolo dvadsiatky,
plavé vlasy jej siahaji po plecia. Devit z desiatich Iudi by o nej povedalo, Ze je peknd. Desiaty
len z trucu nie, no v skutocnosti je peknd aj podla neho, mozno trochu nudna. Aj Lukacsovi
by sa isto pacila, ak by ju zbadal na ulici, otocil by sa za fiou. Byva blizko, lahko by sa mohli
zoznamit. Skoc¢i si sem po zubndu kefku, aj on sa spyta, kde st, nevie ich najst. Dievéa mu to
povie, usmejd sa na seba. Hladdm zubné kefky, odpoviem dievcatu. Ale nie takéto, ja potre-
bujem takd, co je extra mdakka. Ma ¢ierne balenie. Aha, hovori, zohne sa, z najspodnejsieho
radu vytiahne moju extra makkd kefku.

Prefr¢i popri mne modry bicykel, urcite je to on. Stojim na autobusovej zastavke, kvoli
stavbe posunuli tabulu o Sestdesiat metrov dalej. Doteraz som si ani nevs§imla, ako vela
cyklistov chodi po meste. Nahdnaju ich autobusy. Na kazdom modrom bicykli je on, ma ind
¢iapku, ma iny kabat, to je jedno, je to on, ide do prace, ide do CBA, darmo mu hovorim, Ze
je najdrahsia, pokladnicky ho tam maju rady. Je to on, ide sa s niekym stretniit, s dievéatom,
preto sa tak pondhla, lebo nechce meskat. Neznasa meskat, radsSej je tam o péat, desat mintt
skor, stojiv zime. Aj teraz urcite niekde postava, o osem mintt dve hodiny, dohodli sa na druhdj,
rande sa nezvyke dohodnit na §tvrt, ani na pol velmi, skér na celd. Postdva a jedno dievca
v cervenom kabdte mu pripomenie mna. Alebo franctizsky buldog, ako k nemu pribehnem
a pohladkdm ho. Alebo nejaka voma, oto¢i sa za fiou. Postdva a nieCo mu pripomenie miia,
ale nie som tam. Ak mu zidem na um, nikdy tam nie som. Ak mi zide na um, nikdy tu nie
je. A také neexistuje, aby mi nenapadol. Pozerdm na $paky na ceste. Musim sa postavit tam,
kde je viac §pakov, tam sa otvoria dvere autobusu, povedal. Stojim tam, pozerdm na §paky.
Je tu zdkaz fajcit, predsa je zastavka plna ohorkov. Pocitam, pat, Sest, sedem, kedysi fajcil aj
Lukdacs. Prestal kvoli mne, neznasala som ten smrad, nebola som ochotnd bozkavat sa s nim.
Teraz myslim opit na Lukdcsove tsta, aky pekny je ten drobny rez pod jeho spodnou perou.
Spaky, musim poéitat, sedem, osem, devit, desiaty uZ nie je, aj Lukdcs hovori, osem, devit,
desat, jedenast, poc¢ita znamienka na mojom chrbte. Dostane sa po tridsatdva, dovtedy som
ani nevedela, Ze m4am na chrbte tridsatdva znamienok.
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Nastipim na autobus, je tam, sedi v dvojke. Nie, stoji v ohybe, prekvapi sa, Ze som tam.
Ani nezvykol chodit autobusom, pozriem von oknom, popri autobuse prejde modry bicykel, je
to on, kyva, ukazuje mi, aby som vysttipila, chce sa so mnou rozpravat. Na najblizsej zastavke
vystipim, ma na sebe puléver, ktory odo mna dostal na Vianoce. Predsa to spolu skiisme zno-
va, hovori, eSte raz, naposledy. Mohli by sme to skisit, lebo to bolo fajn. Chybam mu, vela na
minia mysli. Nepoviem, Ze aj ja naftho vela myslim, odpoviem len tolko, Ze ani neviem. Zac¢ne
ma presviedcat, aké to bolo fajn, nech sa len zamyslim, aZz po dovolenku v Chorvatsku to bolo
fajn. Tvarim sa, akoby som rozmyslala. Napokon poviem, Ze okej. Skisme to.

Pri SukoSane nie je pieskova plaz. Po Strku sa neda ist boso, neoplati sa prestriet ani ute-
rak, skaly st ostré a pichlavé. Nie je tu vela Iudi, v Zadare je ovela viac turistov, tito dedinu
tak nepoznajd. Voda prudko kles3, treba davat pozor. Ked sme vos§li do mora, museli sme
si obut gumené topanky, aby nds nepopichali morski jezkovia. Ak ma pichne, dostanem ho-
ricku, mozem lezat v izbe s oddelenymi 16Zkami, ktoré sa nedaji prisuntit k sebe. Spali sme
v mojej posteli pre jedného, td je pri okne. Ak neodtiahneme zdvesy, akoby bolo vidiet more,
rozpijajica sa temnota na spodku oblohy. Na jeho posteli sme mali len oblecenie. Na zabradlie
balkéna sme polozili vyschntit uteraky, svoje plavky som nevylozila, tie som rozprestrela na
jednu zo skrini vnttri. Lukacs sa nad tym usmial, oble¢iem si ich na plaz, ale nenechdam ich
na balkéne, podla neho v tom nie je Ziadna logika.

Z 6smich dni bol jeden den cesta. Na Siesty defi ma pichol morsky jezko, dostala som ho-
ricku, museli som st na ubytovanie. Celé popoludnie som lezala v posteli, Lukacs povedal, Ze
nemd rad, ked mdm hortcku, vtedy vela rozpravam. Myslim si, Ze som vtipnd, ale nie. Mam si
radSej pospat, povedal a isiel na pldaz s Madarmi, ktori byvali v susednej izbe. Do vecera sa ani
nevratil. Na druhy dent mi uz bolo lepsie. N4s ubytovatel hovoril, Ze na svitani, ak vyjdeme na
blizky kopec, ¢o je takd dvadsatmintitova prechadzka, mézeme vidiet vychod slnka. Musime
sito pozriet, tych dvadsat mintit stoji za to. Presvedc¢ila som Lukécsa, aby sme posledné rano
vstali skor, aby sme si §li pozriet vychod slnka, ja som zo vcerajS§ka predsa ni¢ nemala. Na
druhy den nadranom, ked zazvonil telefén, nebol ochotny vstat. Chod ty, ja si eSte pospim,
povedal. Ale no tak, nerob, ved to je hlavné, aby sme §li spolu. Ja teraz nejdem nikam. Lukécs,
no tak. Neotravuj uz, ty nebudes dnes Soférovat. Obula som si topanky a §la som sama. Dvadsat
mintt sa zdalo skor ako tridsat, hoci som bola taka rozcilend, Ze som §la dvakrat tak rychlo
ako zvycajne. Na kopci postavali dvaja-traja Iudia, nechcela som sa rozpravat ani s jednym
z nich. Stali sme a ¢akali. O pol hodiny sme uz vedeli, Ze tu dnes vychod slnka nebude, cely
horizont pokryvali birkové mracnd, cely den prsalo. Oblaky boli sivé ako more.

Uz dva mesiace som Lukdcsa nevidela. Vystiipim z autobusu, pokiisam sa spomentit si,
kedy som ho videla naposledy. Pamatam si rozchod, paméatdm si aj slova, ale jeho si nepama-
tdm, ¢o mal na sebe, aké bolo poradie udalosti. Neviem si spomentt ani na jeho tvar, viem,
aké ma oc¢i, aky méa jeho nos ohyb, aké ma tsta, ale jeho tvar si neviem vybavit. Jeho vonu
som citila v byte eSte dlho po tom, ako odiSiel. Kedykolvek som vsttipila do predizby, bola tam.
Zastala som a zhlboka sa nadychovala, po niekolkych hlbokych nddychoch sa vona stratila.
Stipim na list zo stromu, poSmykne sa mi na nom opatok. Lukacs stoji v brane, cakd na mna.
Lukdacs sedi na schodoch pred dverami, ¢akd na mna. Lukacs sedi na gauci, eSte ma pri sebe
ndhradny kld¢. Zastanem v predizbe, zhlboka dycham. Z plynomera mi do nosa udrie slabd
vona plynu, vraj si ale nemusim robit starosti, inik plynu nezaznamenali. Musim prijat, Ze



v predizbe niekedy smrdi plyn, ale to ni¢ neznamena. Nerobim si starosti. Ak by byt vybuchol
ajaby som bola doma, Lukéacsovi by dala moja mama isto vediet a on by sa zrtil, plakal by ako
dieta. Chcem, aby plakal. Predstavim si, Ze place, nikdy som ho nevidela plakat. Ked placem,
hlava mi celd ocervenie, Cervenl pominie len po niekolkych hodinach, z o¢i az na druhy den.
Ludia dva dni okamzite vedia, ked sa na mma pozri, Ze som plakala. Vyberiem extra makkud
kefku. Signal, soft, 998 forintov. Polozim ju vedla druhej kefky a stard vyhodim.

Prelozila Lenka Nagyovd
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CERASELA
FROM THE BOOK RATHER COOL FOR THE TIME OF THE YEAR

I was still thinking about the movie the next morning. The woman's face in deep despair, the
oppressive mood. Hi, Anna, one of my colleagues greets me in front of the building with a ciga-
rette between his fingers. I wave back. I go through the main entrance and try to figure out what
I'll say to Cerasela. It was great, too feeble. In the elevator, it occurs to me to pretend I didn't
like the movie. By the time I sit down at my desk, I don't like either of those ideas. I turn on my
computer, it starts up slowly, the icons appear slowly on the screen. It bothers me more today
than usual. I want to tell her that I saw the movie. I'm looking for her on the internal contact
list, but she’s offline. It's 9:07 and she hasn't signed in yet, she must be late, the bus didn't come.
Then I remember that in Romania it's 10:07, not 9:07. By now it's 10:08. She didn't mention that
she was going on holiday. Perhaps she got sick, or there’s some problem with her son. Radu is
often sick, last time he had a bellyache. He always has a bellyache when he doesn't want to go to
school. On those occasions, Cerasela works from home. She’s very conscientious, she changes
her location on Chat to “Working from home” rather than “Business Park, Building A, Bucharest.”
1 think it's more likely that she got sick, and if she doesn't check in from home, she may even
have a fever. Once she told me that she can't tolerate fevers, she ends up in bed whenever her
temperature is only a little bit elevated.

I open Chat History, and, indeed, she didn't mention anything. I scroll back, they went to the
movies the day before yesterday, Radu spilled his popcorn by the cashier. He was given another
box for free. It happened to me as well, I replied, and recounted how once, despite watching the
lights at the edge of the stairs,  made a wrong step, and popcorn spilled everywhere. I drink the
last gulp of my coffee and go to the kitchen. Ever since the coffee machine was removed, I've used
instant. Some of my colleagues switched to the coffee downstairs, but it has a bitter aftertaste.
I don't know what causes it or what it reminds me of. I rinse my mug, fill it with water, and go
back to my desk.

Cerasela and I warmed to each other a couple of months ago when we worked together for
a week on one of the international projects. The first thing I did each morning was to put a red
flag on her work-related emails. I replied to every one of them, one after the other, or forwarded
the question. Cerasela is my Romanian contact, she handles the international side. We'd worked
together before, but during that project, we chatted every day. It was a huge project involving
several hundred HP machines. We needed to get price quotes from local business partners. We
laughed a lot—how easy all this would be if I could talk directly to the third-party—but the rule is
that we can only communicate within the company. Cerasela had to play the mailman between
me and the business partner. I'm not allowed to use names, that'’s another rule. Once I leave the
building, I'm not allowed to name any of my clients.

At the beginning we wrote the usual things to each other during work. How are you, I am
fine, Have a lovely weekend, Same to you, things like that. Later we wrote to each other when we
were tired or needed a coffee break, chatted about how well we'd slept the night before, the movies
we saw, the books we read. It was she who recommended the movies Child’s Pose and Graduation.
I went to see Graduation a couple of weeks ago. I liked it. I can't imagine what a mother’s love
is like, I wrote to Cerasela after. She replied that she couldn’t have imagined it either because it



was not possible. I recommended On Body and Soul, the movie with deer in it. She liked it. She
once saw a deer in the Cluj zoo when she was a child. Her family was still living in Cluj; they
moved when she was fourteen. For a long time, she used to say that they were going home when
she and her family visited her grandmother in Cluj. In the zoo the deer stood far away from the
fence, but she would've liked to pat his back. She imagined that his hair would be silky, strong
but silky.

I sign into Facebook, enter her name in the search bar. I know it's unnecessary, but I check
it every now and then. She’s not on. She told me that there were two types of people in the world:
those who were on Facebook and those who weren't. It's out of spite that she's not on, because
everyone else is. Even she laughed at this, but she didn't want to register no matter how much
I prodded her. I spread my shawl across my back, the air conditioner is blowing cold air on me.

We exchange pictures via Chat. Hers are mostly of her son, Radu at Rosu Lake, Radu in the
Godeanu Mountains, Radu eating ice-cream. She never mentions her husband, and I don't ask.
I mostly show her photos of our family vacations. Mom, Dad and I often go to Bibione. I send her
beach photos. Cerasela loves the sea and always asks me to send more. She has never been to
the Adriatic. One of the pictures shows the three of us sitting on a ship. Cerasela says that I look
a lot like my dad. A lot of people mention that, sometimes even in front of my mom, who gets
peeved by this.

One of my colleagues behind me is talking to a man from India. She turns the speakerphone
up so high that even I can hear the man's voice. He speaks so fast that it's hard to understand
him. I don’t know what Cerasela’s voice sounds like. Whether her spoken English is clear or has
astrong accent. I don't know what type of accents Romanians have, Cerasela doesn't like to phone.
My pronunciation is very good, I'm told, I articulate well. For some reason English is easier for
me. Sometimes I realize that I'm thinking in English about what to pick up at the store, sentences
come to me in English in my mind and sometimes I speak in English to my mom and dad. They
stare at me a bit longer than usual, then I quickly repeat it in Hungarian. Last week, I talked to
Aleksey. The Russians like to phone, they pronounce my name as Annya, the English say Ann-ah.
Cerasela liked the diminutive and called me Ani from the beginning. At first this was strange. No
one, except my parents and my friend Adé€l, calls me Ani, even though Ilike it. People are afraid
to use diminutives.

I go downstairs to buy lunch. Today's menu is stuffed crépes and cauliflower soup. I ask for
it to go and take it upstairs to the third floor. It's 11:45, no one is in the kitchen that early. I like
the silence before lunch. There is stirring in the corridor, but it's quiet in the kitchen, only the
fridge hums softly. I sit down at the table farthest from the door, I always sit here. In a couple of
minutes, two of my colleagues arrive. They don't normally eat this early, but they have a meeting
at 12:30. They ask if they can join me. I nod and move over a bit. One sits down across from me,
the other beside me. He can'’t open his soup container, the heat made the cover stick. He doesn't
have long fingernails to pry it open. I should ask if I could help, I have long nails and could open it
in a second. I don't ask. It takes him minutes to remove the top. By that time my other colleague
has finished half of his breaded pork cutlet. The topic is the lunar eclipse due this evening. One
of them says it'll be cloudy, just like now and points out the window. The other says it'll clear
up, and that he’s angry because someone took his unopened yoghurt from the fridge and ate it.
We figure out together what to put on on a note to post on the fridge door. Wr-r-rite dear amigo,
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Isay. My colleague nods and writes on top: Dear Amigo. Where will you watch the lunar eclipse?
he asks. I d-d-don't know yeh-eh-et. Y-you, y-y you? He waits patiently and then replies, In the
Philosophers’ Garden. I remember Cerasela, perhaps she’s available by now. G-g good-bye, I say,
get up and put my plate in the dishwasher. I fill my mug with water and go back to my desk. My
screen saver is on, colorful bubbles bounce around. I move the mouse and sign in. Cerasela is
still offline.

I look up Liviu, the person who usually fills in for Cerasela. Hi, Liviu, how are you? A few
minutes pass before he replies, Hey, Anna. Then I write, Do you know if Cerasela will be available
today? No, he replies, she will not. Yesterday was her last day. I ask if he means the last day before
her holiday. No, he replies, and tells me it was her last day at work because she moved to Cluj.
Thank you for the info, I write, then close the conversation. In the Romanian movie Child's Pose,
amother does everything in her power to prevent her son from going to prison after he ran over
and Kkilled a child. I write an email to Cerasela. I tell her now I can imagine what it must be like
to be a mother. An error message appears right away: User profile is inactive. The chat window
opens, it's Liviu. He asks me to send the new projects to him from now on. OK, sure, I reply, and
say goodbye. La revedere.

Translated from the Hungarian by Mavietta Morry and Walter Burgess.
The story was first published in English in Exchanges literary journal.



MILA HAUGOVA
SLOVENSKO

(1942). K basnickym zbierkam, ktoré mali pod-
statny vyznam v jej tvorbe, patria: Premenlivy
povrch, Cisté dni, Praldska, Ddma s jednoroZcom,
Kridlatd Zena, Zavretd zdhrada (veci), Atlas piesku,
Pomald lukostrelkytia, Plant room... Cetonia aurata,
canti..amove, Srna pozerajica na poldrku, naposle-
dy Z vastlinstva a Dokonalé€ zvieranie. Venovala sa
sticasne autobiografickej tvorbe: Zrkadlo dovniit-
ra, Turdé drevo detstva, Pisat ako dijchat, Archivy
priestorov. Jej basnické zbierky boli prelozené
do angli¢tiny, nemciny, franctizstiny, rusti-
ny, slovin¢iny. Naposledy vyslo v anglickom
preklade: Eternal Traffic, v nemeckom prekla-
de Zwischen zwei Leeren. ZicCastnila sa zahra-
ni¢nych reziden¢nych pobytov: v Raktisku
v Kremse, v Nemecku v Berline a Edenkobene,
v USA IWP v Iowe, VySehradské stipendium
v Budapesti. Za svoju basnicki tvorbu ziskala
mnohé ocenenia, okrem iného prestiznu cenu
Dominika Tatarku 2014. V roku 2020 Eurépsku
Cenu Vilenica za literatiru. V roku 2023 oce-
nenie od prezidentky Pribinov kriz druhého
stupnia a Cenu Nadéacie Tatra banky. Vo svojej
poézii sa venuje hlavne hlbokému skimaniu
Iudskej duse, srdca a rozumu, tomu, ¢o pre-
bieha v nasom Zivote medzi muZom a Zenou,
medzi matkou a dcérou a celou retazou vzta-
hov toho v§etkého okolo. PiSe o tom, ako vsSetci
spolu k sebe patrime: rastliny, zvieratd, Iudia,
hviezdy... pisanim pomaha scelovat rany sveta.

MILA HAUGOVA
SLOVAKIA

(1942). The poetry collections that have been
essential to her work include The Shifting Sur-
face, Pure Days, Praldska, The Lady with the Unicorn,
The Winged Woman, The Closed Garden (speeches),
Atlas of Sand, The Slow Archer, Plant Room... Ce-
tonia aurata, canti..amore, The Deer Staring at
the Polaris, and most recently From the Plant
Room and The Petfect Beast. At the same time,
she has devoted herself to autobiographical
work: The Mirror Inside, The Hardwood of Child-
hood, Writing as Breathing, Archives of Space. Her
poetry collections have been translated into
English, German, French, Russian and Slove-
nian. Most recently published in English trans-
lation is Eternal Traffic, in German translation
is Zwischen zwei Leeren. She has participated
in residencies abroad: in Krems, Austria; Ber-
lin and Edenkoben, Germany; IWP, Iowa, USA;
Visegrad Fellowship, Budapest, Hungary. She
has received numerous awards for her poet-
1y, including the prestigious Dominik Tatarka
Prize 2014, in 2020 the European Vilenica Prize
for Literature and in 2023 the President’s Pri-
bina Cross of the Second Degree and the Ta-
tra Bank Foundation Prize. In her poetry, she
devotes herself to a deep exploration of the
human soul, heart and mind, what goes on
in our lives between a man and a woman, be-
tween a mother and a daughter and the whole
chain of relationships that surrounds it all.
She writes about how we all belong together:
plants, animals, people, stars... writing helps
to heal the wounds of the world.
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DORMI 4

Zahada nasho prichodu na to isté miesto.

Pocuvajica izba. Nad tebou (divorasttica askétka).

Na kozus$inovej like s izkymi vechodmi do deformovaného
Kruhu. Vkladali sme sa do seba vkladali sme do seba ttizby

A nedokonalosti nasho dovtedajsieho Zivota.

V Klagenfurte na stanici si v novembri 1999 polozil

Ruku na okno vlaku. Osem hodin som sa viezla s tvojou stopou.
A teraz hovoris, Ze telo ni¢ neznamena.

A vzdy znova pridenie sedimentacia sebavznietivé slovd —

DORMI 6

Weifiensee

Otvorend kovova brana. Zattland zver hladd mne urcend zimu.
Holandski korc¢uliari v otvorenej elipse Bieleho jazera.
Pozorujes hruby lad

S ostrou stopou. Pri bozku si poranime tsta.

Optstame vlastné teritérid. Mizneme v rasticej jazve.

Precizny a preto nepresny

Opis. Tvar pod ladom stemnie ked na nu polozim ruky.

Bolis ked si sen.

DORMI 9

Zjavenie v nddhernej zahrade kde vSetko zodpoveda
Predstave; éervené a biele kvety; dula a jablone
Symbidza neexistujiiceho s tuSenym v naslednosti

A hierarchii pamaiti Si na prvom mieste

Cokolvek ti poviem bude logikou srdca (raison de coeur)
Doékazom zjemnenej skisenosti.

Byt dvaja.

Medzi.

*k%

... chcem aby si vedel Ze si milovany
a nie si sdm: plynutie: krdsa intervalovych
vztahov: zaviaz mi o¢i plavaj so mnou



v tom istom jazere (nech je spolo¢ny tizky ¢ln)
Nedovol c¢asu prestat dychat Ked
kobaltovy mesiac a svetlom roztlmend rieka
zovrie /zavrie sa vo mne srdce: ¢o milujem mam
nechat volne plynit Ak sa ku mne (znova) vrati
bude mi patrit navidy = Ni¢ neumiera
Len na chvilu A znovu sa objavi
... akoby teplo bolo iba z priprav... na spdnok na zimu...

FRAGMENTY JEDNEJ RECI LASKY

Fragmenty jednej reci lasky

cez priezor zvinutej izby

mlie¢ne sklo, muselin zahyb
nezného pohybu (bolestivy) ty
ako ides$ cez prah cez stenu svetla
cez dvere a oknd; mlie¢ne sklo

s gravirou nechtov (chrbat)
dejiny vSetkych nasich (mojich)
zachovanych pokoziek 1lasky
vertikdlny palimpsest; smrtelné

hovorenie

cez
neha je slovom od Boha
FRAGMENTY MIZNUCEHO

TERORU DETSTVA (RECI)

Fragmenty mizntceho teroru detstva (reci)

Zena ktord pozn4s. Krajina v dennom

svetle. Tie no¢né sny (lahké no¢né mory)

uz nechces. Len tie svetld. Ked si sa vratila

z detského do nechceného sveta. Porcelan

a politdra (pretreta kyanidovou votiou

marhulovych semien). Vzdy zo sna len

kratko zobudend: »Kde si zase bola? Hol

voltal?« Povie§ len. Tam. Tu. Doma. Kym

v lese smiitili za tebou maliny

z koze zvlecené mladé hady drobné kuny.
Ako za tteky prestat trestat?
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PRIESVITNOST I.

Lebo

Lebo este Zijeme v tomto rozvratenom svete

v bezhrani¢nej zime. nekon¢i sa a nikdy nezacina,

ale mozno ako predtym, ked sme sa milovali zasvieti okno.

a v okne sa mihne hlava jelefia hladajiceho svoju jeleniu lan,
ktord sme zabili ked sa necakane vynorila z hmly v priekope
zasvietila ako biela Ziara na ceste, potom len tupy dder a pad.
spat do priekopy, ani si mi nedovolil pozriet sa na fiu.
predstavujem si ju ako lezala v lesku podvecerného svetla

na bielom snehu, bez kvapky krvi. povedal si. bez kvapky krvi.
jestvuje jediny mur, ktory ma od nej oddelil, jedina zdhrada,

do ktorej vzdy pride, presnd krivka jej pAdu zodpovedd nasim
srdciam, tak velmi sme sa nepoznali, vzdy bude zlahka kracat
k zdhrade, k tej zahrade v ktorej ¢akam, zakutrana do svojho
smittku z dvojndsobnej straty, bol treti januar, vecer pol Siestej,
mohli sme neprist na toto stretnutie? kto ma (nés) vyslobodi

z toho okamihu, mala som zomriet ja, vrhla sa k oknu na mojej
strane, ¢o to malo znamenat? vlcie travy hlboko dychajice

pod snehom, kto nds tam poslal prave vtedy ked chcela prejst cez
cestu, ktord ona a jej predkovia poznali veky. naproti ceste zritena
Sopa. zlomena ohrada, detska tizkost a smttok.

PRIESVITNOST II.

Som biela hmla

Som biela hmla napliiajiica tdolie.

blidiace temné zviera, placem aby uz nikto nezomrel.
nepotrebujem odvahu k smrti ale k zivotu.

aby sme predisli nedorozumeniu.

tu je pric¢ina, jeden muz prestal vnimat jednu Zenu.

ty mna. ako sa to stalo opytam sa.

nezadrzatelne sme sa zacali menit, jeden na druhého.
jeden do druhého, uz som nevedela

¢i milujem ja alebo ty. ruky ktoré ma objimali boli (jeho)
moje. ruky ktorymi som ho objimala

boli (moje) jeho. aj dsta. aj ismev, aj podoba, aj spanok.
aj laska, aj nenavist za to Ze sa vieme.

pozndme, aj za to Ze sa ne-vieme ne-pozndme a nie sme taki
aki sme chceli byt jeden pre druhého

od zaciatku mysticki Anjeli, hostia



nevedome privitani v dome a treti Anjel
drzal nad nami kamenndu oblohu.

CANTO TRISTE

V d-moll: teraz vidim zimnu zdhradu

s hustym sriefiom na dulovniku a Zltou psou biidou
a s Domenicom Scarlattim a jeho sondtami

so vSetkymi cestami ktoré vedd do zdhrady

s nonymi vystrelmi na neviditeIné

Tichom dotknuté zvierata

V albume sa zbieraji nezname fotografie snov:
visim na jednej ruke na schodoch vlaku

bez lokomotivy: vagén sa odpoji a mne sa podari prejst
dovnitra a vziat si svoju po kupé rozhadzant batoZinu
je tam aj ukradnutd blizka z jedného starého sna...
Cela sna sa zatvori so vSetkym tym ¢im nie som

v spomalenom negative rdna sa otvara rano

a tento riadok predvidenia do spadnutého hniezda
kamera stile zaostava za skuto¢nym...

Samota bez ndzvu znovunastavenie vyznamov

cez drevené schody na povalu hore a dolu

noc¢né vlaky, pokozka zvuku vytviara meni sa
Zostdva vlak cez zdivocené vody osméza

rastliny svetla na ktoré zabudne farba

Kvety z jaskyn tekuté zrkadld méjové litanie...
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PLANT ROOM III

Je dobré s tebou oddychnut si od bytia
odtrhnit sa od dtokov duse.

Smrt nie je. Silen ty.
Co je pre mna este ni¢im
Je pre teba uz vsetko.
Z ladu vytrhnuty obraz:
Nadychat tam tvar.
Tad. Mraz.
Srien.
Ruza.
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DORMI 4

The mystery of our arrival at the same place.

A listening room. Over you (a wild-growing ascetic).

On a furry meadow with narrow entrances to a warped

Circle. We enter ourselves we enter desire in ourselves

And the imperfections of our more than gone lives.

In Klagenfurt at the station in November 1999 he placed

His hand on the window of the train. Eight hours I'd borne your track.
And now you say that the body means nothing.

And again and again the sedimentation of self-combusting words flowing -

DORMI 6

Weissensee

An open metal gate. Stray animals seek a winter meant for me.

Dutch skaters on the White Lakes’s open ellipse.

You observe the rough ice

With its sharp track. We wound our mouths with a kiss.

We abandon our own territories. We vanish in the growing scar.

A precise and therefore inaccurate

Description. Under the ice your face darkens when I take it in my hands.
You hurt when you are dream.

DORMI 9

Revelation in a beautiful garden where everything answers
Expectation; red and white flowers; quince and apple trees
Symbiosis nonexistent with no intimation of consequence
And hierarchy recalls Thou art in the first place

Anything I say will be the logic of the heart (raison de coeur)
With proof from refining experience.

Being two.

Between.

... I want you to know that you are beloved

and you're not alone: flowing: the beauty of the interval
between two: bind my eyes swim with me
in this same lake (let it be a mutual narrow boat)
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Do not let time stop breathing when
the cobalt moon and the darkened river
clasp / close my heart with light: what I love I have
to let flow freely If he (again) returns to me
he will belong to me forever Nothing dies
Only for a moment And again appears

... as if the heat was only preparation ... for sleep for winter ...

FRAGMENTS OF THE ONE LANGUAGE OF LOVE

Fragments of the one language of love
through a vizor an entwined room
milky glass, muslin fold
tender movement (painful) thou
as you pass over the threshold through a wall of light
through door and windows; milky glass
with gravure fingernails (your back)
the history of all our (my)
preserved complexions of love
vertical palimpsest; fatal
speaking

through

tender is the word of God

FRAGMENTS OF A VANISHING
CHILDHOOD TERROR (SPEECH)

Fragments of a vanishing childhood terror (speech)

A woman you know. The landscape in day

light. These nocturnal dreams (painless nightmares)

you haven't wanted. Only these lights. When you returned
from childhood into an undesired world. Porcelain

and polish (she chafes the cyanide scent

of apricot seeds). From a dream she always only

wakes briefly, ,Where were you again?” Hol

voltal? “ You just say. There. Here. At home. While

in the woods they mourned for you raspberries
skins shed from young snakes little pine martens.

How to stop being punished for running away?



TRANSLUCENCY I.

Because

Because we still live in this world torn apart

a limitless winter, neither beginning nor ending.

but perhaps as before, when we make love the window illuminates.

and in the window a stag’s head flashes in search of the doe

we killed when she unexpectedly emerged from the mist in a ditch

a shining white glow on the road, then a dull thud and crash.

back into the ditch, nor would you let me look at her.

I imagine her lying in the glitter of the early evening light

in the white snow, without a drop of blood, you said, without a drop of blood.
there is a single wall that separated me from her, a single garden,

to which she always comes, the exact curve of her fall answers to our

hearts, so much we didn‘t know, will always walk lightly

to the garden, the garden in which I wait, coiling into my

sorrow for the double loss, the third of January, half past five in the evening,
couldn’t we have not come to this meeting? Who delivered me (us)

from that moment, I had to die myself, rushed to the window on my

side, what does it mean? wolf grass deep breathing

under the snow, who sent us exactly there when she wished to cross

the road which she and her ancestors had known through the ages.

across the road a caved-in shed. broken fence, children’s anxiety and sadness.

TRANSLUCENCY II.

I am white fog

I am white fog filling a valley.

A dark stray animal that weeps so that no-one should die.
I don’t need the courage to die, but to live.

so we don't foresee misunderstanding.

There is a reason. a man stopped perceiving a woman.

you me. How did it happen I ask.

inexorably, we have begun to change, one in the other.

one into the other, I don‘t know

whether I have loved or you. the hands which have embraced me are (his)
mine. the hands with which I've embraced him

are (mine) his. and mouth. and smile. and shape. and sleep.
and love. and hate for what we knew.

we know, also from this we can’t not know and we aren't as
we've wanted to be there for one another
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from the beginning Mystical Angels, guests
unknowingly welcome in the house and the third angel
has held above us a stony sky.

CANTO TRISTE

In D Minor: Now I see the winter garden

dense hoarfrost on the quince tree and yellow kennel

and with Domenico Scarlatti and his sonatas

with all roads which lead to the garden

with night shots in the invisible

silence caressing the animals

In the album, unknown photos collected from dreams:
I'm hanging with one hand on the steps of a train
without a locomotive: a carriage is disconnected and I just manage
to enter and gather my luggage strewn over the couchette
There’s also a shirt stolen from one of the old dreams ...
The cell of dreams closes with more of everything of what I'm not
in a slowed negative of morning, morning opens

and this line of foresight into a tumbled nest

the camera still lagging behind the real ...

Loneliness untitled resetting meanings

through the wooden stairs to the attic up and down

night trains, the complexion of sound creates varies

The train remains through wild water, osmosis

the light of plants in which colour forgets

The litany of May liquidly mirrors flowers from caves ...



PLANT ROOM III

It is good to relax with you from being
torn away from assaults on the soul.

Death is not. You are only you.
What it is for me nothing more
Has been for you yet everything.

An image torn from the ice:
Breathing a face there.
Ice. Rime.
Hoarfrost.
Rose.
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KAPITOLA 13: OLYMPIK

V poslednej sezdne, ¢o Senece este $éfoval Cézar Fontaine, sa zo vSetkého §iril pach rozkladu:
z timu, z klubu, z trénera samotného. Klub viedol vySe Sest rokov, pocas nich si ziskal vernost
a re$pekt prelietavych fanisikov, ktori dokazali byt lojdlni az do chvile, ked sa z nich oddanost
zrazu vytratila. V tom case v§ak uz jeho pokrkvany kabat a smutné o¢i stelesniovali nepokoj
suzujtci cely Stadién. Nebolo mozné v kalendari zakrizkovat presny zaciatok tipadku klubu,
ale v priebehu niekolkych sob6t si patnasttisic fantisikov hromadne uvedomilo, Ze uz videlo
a prekuklo vSetky Cézarove triky. Napriek vSeobecnej laske k muZovi samotnému vedeli, Ze
ich tim tahda ku dnu. To, ¢o pre ich maly klub dokazal spravit, bolo jednoznaéne zazracné, no
Cézarovo premyslanie uz bolo predvidatelné a ostatni tréneri dokazali prilis jednoducho odhalit
naivné taktiky, ktorych sa pevne drzal. Jeho neurotickd rec tela na bo¢nej ¢iare prezradzala
muZa, ¢o bol prili§ hlboko ponoreny do neistoty o sebe samom a nemohol premyslat jasne.

Panenka sa snazil byt v tych ¢asoch pre svojho trénera oporou a pozval ho na veceru do
ich nového domu. Cézar sibol s Lauren vzdy blizky a v jednoduchom sposobe, akym si dokazal
podmanit trojroénd Marie-Thérése, sa dal zazriet zablesk muza, ktorym raz bol. Jeho zvycajna
schopnost plynulo konverzovat na akikolvek tému sa zmrstila na tizky okruh opakujicich sa
tvah, ktorymi sa snazil rozlisknut problém tej prekliatej sezény, stdle dookola preberal stra-
tégiu, akoby hladal vypdlent Ziarovku na $ntre vianoc¢nych svetielok. Ked odchadzal, Lauren,
ktorej lasku a vernost od seba nebolo mozné rozoznat, sa s nim rozpravala v aute, Panenka
ich nepocul, pravdepodobne pontikala slovd nddeje a podpory muZzovi uviaznutému v osamelej
velkosti. Potom sa ponorila do Panenkovho ndrucia, plnd zialu, ¢o v nas vzbudzuje pohlad na
utrpenie tych, ktorych Iibime.

Pred zaciatkom sezény fantsikovia klubu Seneca prechddzali ukazovakmi po rozpise
zdpasov na nasledujici rok, predpokladali, Ze bude ndrocny, a ked zazreli, Ze posledny duel
odohraji na domacom poli proti Olympiku, zaprisahdvali sa Bohu, nech sa postard, aby mali
dovtedy postup isty. Prave o tom zapase sa celd sezdénu rozpravalo najviac a dlho sa zdalo, Ze
napokon vobec nezavazi, lebo Seneca bude dovtedy tiplne odpisana. Ale forma timu sa pocas
marca a aprila ustélila na dostatocne dobrej tirovni - ich posledny zapas tak bol vyznamny
tym najnebezpecnejsim spésobom.

Hoci $porty sa do histérie, pochopitelne, zapisuji ako sled vitazstiev, skutoc¢na skiisenost
trpiacich futbalovych fantisikov spoc¢iva v tom, Ze neexistuje napinavejsia udalost nez posledny
zdpas sezdny. To je den, ked do seba narazia vSetky narativne obliky; ked dusevna sila ziska
néskok pred talentom a schopnostami; ked mo6zu byt dobré timy v hre o trofeje porazené
outsidermi; ked hraci, ktori uz nemaju pre ¢o hrat, ndjdu motivaciu s chutou odopriet inému
klubu maly podiel na tispechoch sezény; ked si nemoznosti aritmetiky konec¢ne zratané. vV ten
posledny den sezény Cézara Fontaina bolo jasné, Ze remiza alebo vyhra zaisti Senece preZitie a,
¢o bolo doblezitejsie, zabrani siperiacemu Olympiku ziskat ligovy titul. Akykolvek horsi vysledok
by Senece privodil zatratenie.

Noc pred zdpasom leZal Panenka v posteli vedla Lauren, lice mala opreté o jeho okriihle
plece, Marie-Thérese spala vo vedlajsej izbe. V tych ¢asoch nosieval okolo krku privesok s drob-
nym krizikom, daréek spred rokov od Lauren, ateistky. Vzdy ho pobozkal, ked strelil gél, maly
zablesk emécie, ktory mal dobre posobit na domadcich fantsikov. Lauren sa roztrzito hrala s pri-
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veskom, pokym jej jemne nestisol prsty a nepovedal ,staci”. A tak lezali mlcky a zamyslene, az
nakoniec Lauren zadriemala a Panenka este dalsiu hodinu aj dlhSie precitoval, ako sa jeho tela
zmocnuje napatie, a kontroloval, ¢i je jeho chladné, zabijacké stistredenie pripravené, svalmi
mu prudili drobné vinky adrenalinu. Skiimajtc svoje telo - pokojné, schopné a prichystané -,
opit sa zamyslel nad Lauren hrajtcou sa s jeho krizZikom. Vzdy tesne predtym, ako otvoril
Usta, nastala chvila, ked vedel, ¢o ide urobit, a mohol tomu zabranit, no i tak spravil vedomé
rozhodnutie: odtiahol sa od nej, vybral si odstup, nie blizkost. Preco to robil? Nikdy si nebol
isty. Tieto jeho zlyhania ju zanechdavali v pochybnostiach o sebe samej a v hladani viny vo
vlastnych nevinnych ¢inoch. A to len preto, aby uspokojil akisi zvieraciu temnotu vo vlastnom
vnutri. Ako tak lezal a kontroloval stav svojho tela, na chvilu sa nad tymito vecami zamyslel.

Réno v den zdpasu sa Panenka drzal diétneho rozpisu a kazdodennej rutiny. VSetci hraci
dorazili na Stadién skor, aby dostali masaz a s timom sa prichystali na zapas. Nerobili sa Ziadne
rozhovory pre médid, iba Cézar poskytol jedno interview, v ktorom znel stistredene a presved-
¢ivo. Pocas rozcvicky sa tim zdal byt pripraveny. Mladsi hraci inStinktivne porozumeli, Ze vo
futbale sa skiisenosti nedajd naberat postupne. Mazaci ako Panenka rozpoznali zndmy pocit
zmien v nastaveni tela: zvySend citlivost na vnemy a docasnd triezvost emécii. Ony naberd
svoj vlastny smer, ked to celé prepukne.

Pred zdpasom sa Cézar potichu rozpraval s kazdym hrdcom osamote, aby mu, po prvé,
pripomenul to najdélezitejsie, Co musi spravit, a po druhé to, ¢o robit nema. Slov4 volil opatr-
ne. Upozornil ich na nebezpecenstva navalu adrenalinu: ak sa nechaju zldkat pribojom lacnej
energie, o dvadsat mintt uz budd telesne aj dusevne vystaveni. Cézar spomenul aj svoju filo-
zofiu. Casto vravieval, Ze preZitie zavisi od toho, &i v sebe ¢lovek dokaze néjst miesto, kde sidli
duch vzneseného pokoja, ale aj schopnost hrat radostne tvarou v tvar najodludstujicejsiemu
tlaku. Vravel, Ze strach sa rodi z popierania. Boja sa, Ze prehraji a vypadndj, a tak tito moznost
potlacaji; klamd si o jej existencii. A to je chyba. Pokorit strach, a naozaj pouzil slovo pokorit,
mozno len tak, Ze sa spriama pozriete na vSetky moznosti a prijmete ich jestvovanie. Iba hrag¢,
ktory prekona strach a prekona sam seba, dokazZe tito hru hrat, povedal. Prehra tim, ktory
svoje myslenie nedokéaze odpitat od moznych chyb roztrisenych po ihrisku.

Kym sa Senece podarilo najst rytmus, bolo Panenkovi jasné, Ze nemajt Sancu udrzat krok
s Olympikom. To by im musela byt dopriata vacsia porcia Stastia, nez si zaslizili. Po prvej polho-
dine zapasu viedol Olympik o dva gély a Panenka az na ihrisko pocul, ako hostujtci fanisikovia
oslavuju tchvatni moznost, zZe prvykrat v Zivote ziskaji ligovy titul. Panenkovi sa nedarilo.
Bol neustéle obsadeny v strednom poli a nedokézal sa dostat k lopte. Olympik sa zjavne dobre
pripravil a vedel, Ze rdd unikd, aby spracoval prihravky, tak na nom boli hraéi zaveseni. No
Seneca ziskala nezasliiZzent prilezitost: brankar Olympiku pustil loptu, ¢o k brane priletela zo
$pekulantského priameho kopu, a stacilo ju zblizka dotukntt. Mali byt zdecimovani, ale ked
po polcase hraci klubu Seneca kracali tunelom z ihriska, boli nabiti novou energiou.

V 8atni bol Cézar pokojny a myslel jasne. Vysvetlil im, ¢o sa deje a aké zmeny treba spravit
v strednom pasme, aby sa to zlepsilo. Panenka mal déraznejsie tlacit dopredu a ostatni dostali
za tlohu kryt ho. Zafungovalo to a Panenka sa v prvych desiatich minttach druhého polcasu
dostaval k lopte CastejSie a mohol udavat rytmus hry. Olympik pésobil menej sebaisto, ked
Seneca tolko dtocila. Panenka sa osmelil, prihrdval presne, vzdy, ked sa rozhliadol okolo, bolo
komu posuntit loptu a mal pocit, Ze mu nohy a pltica vydrzia donekonecna.



Ten incident bol jednoduchy. Panenka stal na okraji pokutového tizemia a v§imol si, Ze
obranca pred nim sa nahrbil nezvyc¢ajne nizko a dal Panenkovi moznost, aby ho obkluckoval.
Ako sa obranca zohynal, upazil §ir§ie, nez mal. Panenka podlozil loptu palcom na nohe a poslal
ju oblic¢ikom priamo do vystretej ruky obrancu. Penalta bola vyntitena a §kandal6zna, ale pla-
tila. Rozhodcu okamZite obkolesili hrac¢i Olympiku a dobiedzali dotiho, on ustupujtic vytiahol
zItd kartu, ukazoval ju jednému hracovi po druhom, no protesty neutichali. Trvalo niekolko
minut, kym zmatok pominul, do Panenku zatial drgali a Stuchali laktami, odkracal radsej prec¢
s rukami zdvihnutymi nad hlavu - som v tom nevinne. Hrac¢i Olympiku nanho kricali, Ze je
podvodnik a zbabelec a r6zne iné nadavky, ktoré na hanbu svojim matkam pouzivaju futbalisti
na ihrisku.

Panenka si loptu umiestnil sim. Nebol sice zvyCajnym strelcom pokutovych kopov, ale
situdcia sa tak vyvrbila a Cézar jeho vysadu potvrdil jednoduchym zdvihnutim ukazovaka.
Pokutova znacka bola po hadke hracov Olympiku s rozhodcom do$liapan4, ale Panenka si
dédval nacas a s loptou sa hral, kym si nebol isty, Ze sa nepohne z miesta. Skontroloval, ¢i je
zem naokolo pevn4, aby vedel, Ze jeho stojnd noha bude v bezpeci. Rozhodca bol zhovievavy
k strelcovej pozornosti k detailom a nev§imal si staznosti protihra¢ov Olympiku ani snahu ich
brankéra vyviest Panenku z rovnovahy rincavym kopanim do tyce brany.

Panenka zastal pred oblikom pokutového tizemia, ¢im naznacil dlhy rozbeh a rozhod-
nutie stavit na silu. Kym ¢akal na rozhodcu, vedome sa natiahol po krizik na krku a pobozkal
ho. Medzi zapiskanim a rozbehom nastal kratky moment, ked si doprial sladky zavan istoty
a bleskovo uprel pohlad na svoju prirodzent stranu. Rozbeh mu vy§iel akurat presne, zasunul
§picku nohy pod stred lopty a vytvoril dokonaly kontakt, loptu poslal baletnym obliikom rovno
do stredu branky vo vyske hrude.

No brankar Olympiku sa prekvapivo nehodil instinktivne do strany.

Lopta k nemu ladne doplachtila a odrazila sa mu od hrude.

V zdpase uz nepadli ziadne dal$ie gély. Seneca prepadla a stravila dal$ich dvadsatpat rokov
mimo najvyssej ligy. Olympik vyhral svoj prvy titul prave na ihrisku najtrpkejsich rivalow.

Prelozila Ema MojZisovd Cicelovd
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CHAPTER 13: OLYMPIK

Cesar Fontaine's last season in charge of Seneca there was a falling-apart feeling about everything:

the team, the club, the man. He had spent over six years in charge, during which time he had

earned the fidelity and respect of the fickle Seneca fans, who were known for being loyal right up

to the point when they weren't. But now, his crumpled trench coat and deep sad eyes had come

to personify the worry that haunted the stadium. There was no single moment during the season
that could be circled on the calendar as the start of the decline, but over a pattern of Saturdays,
Seneca’s 15,000 fans had come to the collective realisation that they had seen, and seen through,
all of Cesar’s tricks. Despite their love for the man, he was taking their team down. What he had
performed for such a small club was indeed miraculous, but Cesar’s thinking was now too rea-
dable, and other coaches found it all too easy to break down the naive tactics that he persisted
with. His erratic body language on the touchline was that of a man who had disappeared too far
into his own self-doubt to think clearly.

Panenka tried to be a support to his coach during that time and invited him to dinner at
their new house. Cesar had always been close to Lauren and in his easy charm with Marie-Thé-
rése, who was now aged three, they could still see glimpses of the great man whose gifts were so
clearly slipping away. His usual fluency on subjects of all kinds was contracting into a narrow
cycle of repetitive thoughts as he attempted to solve the problem of that cursed season by going
over and over his strategy obsessively, as though trying to find the one blown bulb in a string
of Christmas lights. As he was leaving, Lauren, whose loyalty and love were indistinguishable,
spoke to him at his car, out of Panenka’s earshot, offering words of hope and support probably,
to a man left orphaned by his solitary greatness. She sank into Panenka’s arms afterwards, full
of the grief that is woken inside us from seeing those we care about suffer.

Before the season had started, Seneca fans had run their fingers down the fixture list in
what they had expected to be a difficult year and, on seeing that their final game would be at
home against Olympik, had been imploring the Gods to ensure that they would already be safe
by then. It had been the game they had talked about most all season, and for a time it seemed
like it would be irrelevant, as Seneca had looked condemned for much of the year. But their form
during March and April had been good enough to make the last game meaningful in the most
dangerous way possible.

While sporting drama is understandably recorded in history as a portrait of victories, the
true experience of suffering football fans is that there is no more epic occasion than the last
game of the season. It is a day when narrative arcs crash into each other; when talent and ability
give way to mental fortitude; when teams competing for trophies come undone by those facing
failure; when players with nothing to play for find the motivation to deny with relish another
club’s small share in that season’s success; and it is when the impossibilities of arithmetic are
definitively reckoned. On that final day of Cesar Fontaine’s season it was clear that a draw or
better for Seneca would ensure their survival and, more importantly, deny their rivals Olympik
the league title. Anything less and Seneca would be relegated.

On the night before the match, Panenka was in bed beside Lauren, her cheek on his roun-
ded shoulder, Marie-Thérese asleep in the room next door. Back in those days he wore a little
crucifix around his neck, a gift Lauren, an atheist, had given him years before. He liked to kiss it



whenever he scored, a little affectation that he thought looked good in front of the home crowd.
Lauren played with it absent-mindedly until he squeezed her fingers lightly and said ‘don't.” So
they lay there quietly, preoccupied, until she eventually drifted off and he spent another hour
or more feeling the focus overcome his body, checking that the pure, dead concentration was
ready, the little pulses of adrenalin released into his system as he did so. And as he checked his
body - relaxed and fit and ready - he thought again about Lauren playing with the crucifix. There
was always this flash of awareness just before he spoke to her, a moment when he knew what he
was about to do and could avert it, but nevertheless made a conscious decision to withhold from
her; to choose distance over intimacy. Why did he do that? He was never sure. It was a failure of
spirit that would send her to sleep doubting herself and finding fault in her own faultless actions.
All in order to satisfy some animal darkness of his. As he lay there, checking his body’s state of
preparation, he allowed himself a moment to wonder about these things.

On the morning of the match Panenka stuck to his diet sheet and his usual routine. They
arrived at the stadium early for a massage and to prepare as a team. There were no interviews
apart from those given by Cesar in which he was focussed and articulate. In the warm-up, the
team looked ready. The younger players understood instinctively that in football, it's not possible
to gain experience gradually. Those who, like Panenka, had been around a little longer, recogni-
sed the familiar adjustment in the body’s chemistry: the heightened sensory awareness and the
temporary sobriety in the emotions that would take their own course once the first sweat was
broken.

Before the game, Cesar had spoken to each player quietly and separately to remind them
first, of the most important thing they must do, then secondly, the thing they must not do. Cesar
chose his words carefully. He reminded them about the dangers of adrenalin dump: that if they
were seduced by the surge of cheap energy they would find themselves physically and mentally
spent after twenty minutes. Cesar also put his philosophy to good use. He had often said that
survival depended on finding a place within themselves where resided both the genius of subli-
me calm and the ability to play joyfully in the face of the most dehumanising pressure. He said
that fear came from denial. They were afraid to lose and get relegated so they had talked away
that possibility; lied to themselves about its existence. This was a mistake. To vanquish fear, and
vanquish was the word he had used, he said you must look at each of the possibilities squarely
and accept that it exists. It is the player who goes beyond his fear and beyond himself who will
unlock this game, he said. The losing team would be the one that thinks of the latent mistakes
that lie littered about the pitch.

Before Seneca had the chance to find their rhythm, it was already clear to Panenka that
they wouldn't have the pace to match Olympik. They would need to tap a larger portion of the
day’s luck than they deserved. Within the first half an hour Olympik were already two goals up,
and from the pitch he could hear the visiting fans already celebrating the glorious possibility of
securing the first league title of their lifetime. Panenka had struggled. He was overrun in midfield
and couldn't find time on the ball. Olympik had obviously done their preparation and knew that
he liked to drop off to collect passes, so they man-marked him. But Seneca got an undeserved
break: a ball floated in from a speculative free kick was spilled by the Olympik goalkeeper and
poked in from close range. They deserved to be finished but instead found themselves galvanised
as they went back down the tunnel at half time.
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In the dressing room, Cesar was relaxed and clear thinking. He explained to them what had

happened and how he was making a change in midfield to fix it. Panenka was asked to push on
a little and given cover for doing so. It worked, and in the first ten minutes of the second half
Panenka saw more of the ball and was able to set the pace a little. Olympik looked less certain of
themselves when they were chasing the game. Panenka had become more confident, his passes
were landing, he had options whenever he looked up, and his legs and lungs felt like they could
go on forever.
It was a simple incident. Panenka was at the edge of the box and noticed the defender had
hunched unusually low in front of him, inviting Panenka to pass him. As the player stooped, he
moved his arms out wider than he should have in order to direct his teammate. Panenka put his
toe under the ball and scooped it against the outstretched arm. The penalty was contrived and
outrageous, but it was given. The referee was surrounded by Olympik players and was forced to
back-pedal, drawing out his yellow card which he flashed at one player and then another, though
it did little to deter their protests. It took several minutes for the chaos to subside, during which
Panenka was pushed and elbowed, but he walked away with his hands held aloft in innocence.
The Olympik players called him a cheat and a coward and other names that are used on football
pitches to the shame of the players’ mothers.

Panenka placed the ball himself. He was not the regular penalty taker but the situation was
of his making, and Cesar affirmed that prerogative with a simple wave of his index finger. The
penalty spot was chewed up as the Olympik players had dragged their studs across it during the
dispute with the referee, but Panenka took his time and settled the ball down until he was happy
that it wouldn’t move. He checked that the ground was firm either side of the spot, to make sure
his standing foot would be secure. The referee indulged this attention to detail, disregarding the
complaints of the Olympik players, and the attempts by their goalkeeper to psych Panenka out
by clanging his studs against the post.

Panenka stood outside the D of the box, signalling a lengthy run and a decision to go for
power. Waiting for the referee, he made a conscious gesture to reach for and kiss his crucifix.
Between the whistle and the start of the run there was a half-moment when he indulged a sweet
surge of certainty as he briefly gave the eyes to shoot to his natural side. His run peaked just right,
as he dinked his toe under the centre of the ball and made perfect contact to chip in a balletic
arc towards the centre of the goal at chest height.

But Olympik’s goalkeeper, uncharacteristically, had not moved early.

The ball floated meekly into his chest.

There were no more goals. Seneca were relegated and spent the next twenty-five years out-
side the top division. Olympik had won their first league title in living memory, at the ground
of their bitterest rivals.
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MORAVSKE POLE ZVE SE TATO ZEME, BITEVNI POLE, JEZ BYS POHLEDAL

Vlak mifi k Vidni vychodnim cipem Weinviertelu. Tahle oblast Dolnich Rakous se jmenuje
po vinu, ale kdyz jsem tudy jela poprvé, prislo mi, ze tu vinatstvi nic moc nepfipomina. Kam
jsem z vlaku dohlédla, prostirala se podél feky Moravy jen jednotvarna rovina. JenZe tenkrat
byla mlha a ja jsem nevidéla, Ze po pravé strané se v ddlce nad pomoravskou niZinou uz za-
¢inaji zvedat obla navrsi.

Zdejsi kraj od roku 1839 protina trat Severni drdahy cisate Ferdinanda, kterd kousek po
kousku $plhala od Vidné k severu, pfes Moravu a Slezsko aZ do Polska. Mél se po ni vozit hlavné
dobytek a stil, ale pozdéji tudy putovalo ostravské uhli a vyrobky z vitkovickych huti. A pak také
lidé. Ve druhé poloviné devatendctého stoleti byla Severni drdha hlavni trasou pfistéhovalct
z Moravy, Slezska a HaliCe a jeji konec¢na stanice, nddrazi Kaiser Ferdinands-Nordbahnhof,
jejich vstupnibranou do Vidné. Prvni, co v honosné hale Severniho nddrazi spatftili, byla mra-
morova socha Salomona Rothschilda, duchovniho otce a hlavniho investora Severni drahy,
a zaroven majitele Vitkovickych Zelezaren, které stavbé dodavaly materidl. Pfedstavuju si, Ze
zidovsky bankét z Frankfurtu, ktery byl vyznamenan dédi¢nym titulem barona, ztélesnoval
nové prichozim ptislib nekonecnych moznosti dunajské metropole, tak jako za ocednem
kynula pfistéhovalcim na uvitanou Socha Svobody. Ve Vidni bylo tenkrat mozné vsecko.

Dnes je slunecno a fouka. Kdyz se bo¢ni vitr opfe do vlaku, je to citit i slySet. Pravé jsme
minuli méstecko Jedenspeigen a blizime se k obci Diirnkrut. U nés je znaméjsi jako Suché
Kruty. Vlevo za fekou uz je Slovensko, ale ja se upfené divim z okna na opac¢nou stranu. V téch-
hle mistech se totiz méla odehrat slavnd bitva na Moravském poli. Kdyz jsme se o ni ve skole
ucili, predstavovala jsem si, Ze Moravské pole je néjaky lan kdesi na Moravé. Sama proto dbam,
abych zdkim hned na zacatku jasné vysvétlila, ze ve skutecnosti lezi v Rakousku a nenazyva
se podle Moravské zemé, ale podle toku, ktery zdejsi rovinu za tisicilet{ vytvaroval. Reka
Morava se tady jmenuje March a Moravské pole se némecky fekne Marchfeld. Diky blizkosti
slovanskych sousedt a spole¢né minulosti ma spousta zdej$ich obef také Ceskd a slovenska
jména. Jako pravé Suché Kruty, u nichz se v 1été roku 1278 strhla ona osudnd bitva. MZouram
do polf a snazim se zachytit skoro osm set let starou historii na pocest té, ktera tudy jezdi-
vala ptred vic nez stoletim. Kolébavé vlacky tu tehdy stavély na kazdém nddrazi, i v Suchych
Krutech. ,Kdyz prtvod¢i hldsil Diirnkrut, vyhlédala jsem na obé strany z oken, v kterém to
asi misté chudacek Premysl Otakar padl. Rudolfu Habsburkovi jsem nemohla odpustit jeho
smrt,” vzpominala v pamétech na své videnské cesty, a ja se ted rozhliZim stejné jako ona.
Vlastné tudy dnes jedu hlavné kvali ni.

Jako kdyby mi strojvedouci cetl myslenky, zpomali a vlak zabrzdi. Vitr po holém poli
prohdni loniské listi. Tam na téch pahorcich vpravo asi tenkrat vyckavala vojska a s rykem
se titila dolti na neptitele. Dnes tam jako bélostni bojovnici stoji v pevném Siku obii vétrné
turbiny a toc¢i vrtulemi, jako kdyby mdachaly zbranémi. Co by si o téch stihlych vétrnicich
pomyslela mé predchtidkyné, kterd znala jen bachraty vétrny mlyn z horndckého KuZelova
ajejiz vlak cestou do Vidné jesté nepohdnéla elektfina z obnovitelnych zdrojd, ale uhli a para?

Jmenovala se Katefina, a kdyz po téhle trati jela poprvé, ducha Pfemysla OtakaraII., jehoz
zdejsi pordzka preduréila budouci déjiny znacéné ¢asti Evropy, nejspis jesté nevyhlizela. Bylo
ji totiZ teprve osm let a o Pfemyslovcich toho zatim moc nevédéla. Do Vidné ji vezla starsi



sestra, do nemocnice. A kdyz se malad Katetina vracela zpatky na Moravu, ptivaZzela si s sebou
dom1 velikou mrkaci pannu.

Kromé obycejnych lidi cestujicich do Vidné a Dolnich Rakous za praci, obchodem nebo
novym zivobytim vozila Severni draha i vojaky: po Zeleznici se vypravovali do bitev prusko-ra-
kouské valky i na srbskou a italskou frontu prvni svétové valky. To tenkrat jesté stdvala nova
budova Severniho nadrazi, Wien Nordbahnhof, ve v§i své nddhete, s dvouramennymi schodisti,
sloupovim, kiistdlovymi lustry a zdobenymi stropy s Zebrovymi klenbami. Nadrazni budovy
byly vykladnimi skiinémi podunajské monarchie a tahle byla ta nejvétsi a nejnadhernéjsi ze
vSech. A mramorovy Salomon Mayer, svobodny pan z Rothschildu, tu Zehnal véem pfichozim
bez rozdilu viry a ztélesnioval jejich videnisky sen.

Jenze Stastné Casy, kdy se zidovsky pristéhovalec mohl stat rakouskym Slechticem a mag-
natem, uz nemeély dlouho trvat. Po anslusu byla socha z nddrazi odklizena do muzea a vidensti
7idé z kone&né stanice Rothschildovy drahy prchali do Ceskoslovenska a d4l. V pritbéhu vélky
pak byli élenové spolecenstvi, které se tolik zaslouzilo o bohatstvi, sldvu a dusi metropole,
odvlékani do koncentra¢nich a vyhlazovacich tdborti, a to i ze Severniho nddrazi. Osvétim je
jednou z historickych stanic Severni drahy.

Na Severni nadrazi prijizdéla ze Slovacka i Katefina. Co vim, naposledy tu vystupovala
v roce 1932, to mramorovy Salomon Rothschild jesté kynul cestujicim a netusil, Ze vystavné
nadrazi ma pied sebou jen par desitek let. Byvala vstupni brdna z Moravy, Slezska a Halice,
poskozend bombardovanim a délostfeleckou palbou, nadobro ztratila smysl existence ve chvi-
li, kdy dfive nepostradatelnou Severni drahu piehradila Zelezna opona. V roce 1965 budovu
strhli - pfesné sto let od jejtho dokonceni. Definitivné tak zmizel svédek velké ceské, polské
a zidovské emigrace do vzkvétajici Vidné. Zvraty dvacatého stoleti prezila v zavétii depozitdra
jediné socha Salomona Rothschilda. A na velkolepé nadrazi Nordbahnhof dnes upomina jen
tuctova ulice Nordbahnstrasse.

Vlak uz mezitim zase nabral rychlost a odpoc¢itdva poslednich par desitek kilometrt do
cile. Od hranic uz jsme projeli obcemi Pernital, RanSpurk, Cdhnov, Stfezenice, Piilepa, Ni-
drspelk a Suché Kruty a cekaji nds jesté Magrsdorf, Congr, Husnik a Némecky Ogrin. Tyhle
nazvy tu asi uz nikdo nepouziva, stejné jako hlavni stanice severné od statni hranice nikdo
nenazyva Lundenburg, Goding, Altstadt, Prerau, Leipnik, Olmiitz, Weisskirchen, Ostrau a Oder-
berg. Dvojjazyénych pojmenovani je na Moravském poli jako naseto. Néktera znéji cesky, jako
Doln{ Opatov, Skarohlid, Cistéjov, Vrbovec, Hrddek, Frdama nebo Cistrov, a jind maji ndzvuk
slovenstiny, jako Vemprisko, Hruby Endesdorf, Senava, Rozvrtiidk, Losej, Horisej, Bratisej, Gu-
$tatin, BratStatin, Senkarka, Limisdorf a Poturno. V téch mésteckach se mozn4 jesté tu a tam
najdou domy, které pomdhal stavét Katefinin tatinek jako mlady zednik a pozdéji jako polir.

NezZ definitivné opustime Moravské pole, nesmim zapomenout jesté na jednu véc. Na
samém jeho jihu, skoro az pti Dunaji, stoji zamek Eckartsau neboli Krcov. Pravé tam se s Ra-
kouskem loucil posledni Habsburk, ktery impériu vladl. Odtud se cisat Karel I. a jeho manzelka
Zita odebrali v roce 1919 do nedobrovolného vyhnanstvi. Co na Moravském poli kdysi davno
zacalo, také tam symbolicky skon¢ilo.
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A THEORY OF STRANGENESS
1. ON COMMUNICATION, SLOPING STREETS, AND MIDLIFE CRISES

I looked around the century-old buildings I'd passed on my way to work countless times before.
Nearly black at the bottom and getting progressively lighter with each additional storey, their
facades were indisputable proof that noxious fumes keep close to the ground. I held my breath sub-
consciously. For years now, this street, as well as the surrounding ones, had been almost completely
void of any permanent inhabitants. The stores on the ground floor either stood empty or changed
dodgy tenants faster than a chameleon changes colors. Not a stick of greenery within sight; just
grime and more grime. And amidst all that, the Institute for Interdisciplinary Human Research.

The traffic lights started clicking frantically and turned green. I crossed the street toward
the metal front door - a relic of the 1970s that clashed with the Neo-Renaissance frontage.
The closer I got the more I felt repelled by it. After ten years of spending every working day in
this place, sometimes even weekends and vacations, I had developed a deep aversion to the
building and everything it stood for. It was by this front door that would have been much more
appropriate in a Communist-era prefab high-rise, with an aluminum handle and a grimy pane
of wire mesh glass, that my disgust manifested itself most. My hand must have pressed a dent
into the metal over the years.

Ibreathed in the last gulp of foul air from the street and entered the darkened hallway. The
smell inside had not changed for years: a mixture of the outside smog, mustiness and damp,
cigarette smoke permeating the porter’s cubicle (the non-smoking rule was generally disregarded,
if there even was one), and instant coffee. Only the grainy, flickering, monochrome screen of
the ancient portable television had been replaced by the steadier glow of a newer model.

Like every morning, I greeted the porter, Mr. Koznar, also known around here as Hook
because he only had one arm. He had been a porter here as long as anyone in the institute
could remember. Under his tenure, the institute had had ten different directors, changed its
name five times, and had been closed down and reestablished twice, depending on the current
political climate.

The institute’s librarian, Valerie Hauserova, was another such constant. Looking at her,
few would realize that the mousy sixty-something in a white nylon lab coat was actually the
most educated and highest-qualified person within these walls. In fact, she once used to be
the head of the institute. But then, just before the end of her tenure, she resigned, completely
out of the blue. She terminated all of her research, shredded all her files, and moved both her
few remaining possessions and her humble self to a tiny office with a much worse view and
furnishings than her previous one.

It turned out she had resigned for personal reasons. Her son, an only child and a very pre-
cocious young man, had been declared missing shortly before that. He had never been found.
She never said a word about it, and after a few failed attempts to coax it out of her, people
stopped asking. She always arrived first, long before seven, and locked up the library precisely
at three oclock in the afternoon. The rest of the employees routinely grumbled about these
opening hours, which tended not to overlap with their usual work schedule, but no amount of
complaining had yet managed to change the situation. Sometimes I stopped by, usually when
I didn't feel motivated enough to work.



“Would you like some green tea?” she called with her raspy smoker’s voice when she saw me
in the doorway. “The water’s still hot.”

I was baffled. I'd never seen Valerie eat or drink anything even approaching a healthy diet.
She was deeply resentful toward all sorts of new-fangled stuff. She usually went through several
strong Turkish coffees a day, an awful swill made of cheap ground coffee and boiling water with
the dregs left in the cup, and two lumps of sugar. She noticed my surprise and pointed to a
steaming glass full of some deep green liquid.

“A shot of peppermint liqueur with hot water. I think I might be coming down with some-
thing,” she explained. “Don’t tell me you've never tried it, Ada.”

Knowing Valerie, I was pretty sure shed just made the recipe up. Then I realized that besides
breakfast, I'd also skipped brushing my teeth. Hot water with peppermint liqueur might actually
work better than toothpaste.

“Would you like some sugar with that?” Valerie asked. I shook my head. “I'm going out for
a quick fag. You can go with me if you want,” she offered.

The bleak librarian’s office opened onto a terrace right next to the library. The terrace over-
looked the street, which was certainly no scenic view, but for a heavy smoker of Valerie's caliber
it was a true blessing.

We sat at a dusty table and warmed our hands on glasses of the venomous-looking beverage.
Long lines of vehicles trailed below us, spurred onward by the regularly changing stoplights: the
peristaltic movement of traffic. The cars moved in long strips, each movement propelling them
from one traffic light to the next and stopping again. And again. The foul fumes produced by
the vehicles lent even more support to the intestinal analogy. Inhaling and releasing additional
smoke of one’s own volition seemed almost wasteful. Or perhaps it was the other way around:
surrounded by all this hopeless pollution, did inhaling a few more carcinogenic substances really
matter?

“Any news on Robert?” Valerie asked after a moment.

“No, nothing.”

“No news is good news, I guess,” she said. Then she fell silent again.

Just a few months back, Robert was still my so-called significant other. When I met him I'd
had just about enough of all those intellectuals who couldn’t put up a shelf if it crawled up a wall
on its own. And so I found a man who hadn't even graduated high school but who acted like an
adult, who was brawny and muscular, had his own company and his own car and couldn't care
less about my two PhDs. I learned to live with his uncomplicated masculinity, persuading myself
that this was what real life was like, that repressing myself would make me a better person and
turn me into a grown-up woman. On weekends, I cooked wholesome traditional meals while he
watched sports on TV; I wiped up yellow splotches around the toilet; and secretly put earplugs
in at night so I could sleep through his snoring. I got used to him, even learned to love him, and
I sort of started to count on him being there. The last time I saw him he was printing out some
document on the home printer. I was not snooping, really; I just sort of happened upon it. It
was a criminal record certificate. A brand-new, squeaky clean criminal record certificate. A fake
one, of course. I knew he was on probation. I only learned about all those other convictions and
debt recovery notices much later. By then Robert was on the run, having made off with all of
his possessions, and some of mine too. I had no idea which country he was now hiding in from
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extradition. I knew I'd never get back the money he'd borrowed from me for various bad invest-
ments. Just as I knew I'd never see him again. I was actually glad he was gone. What I could not
forgive myself for was my willingness to turn myself inside out, to force myself to conform, both
to him and to convention.

All T had left of him was a few holes in the wall, and another gaping hole where my trust
in others used to be. I would have very much liked to make him compensate me for life wasted.
“Everything that’s happening now is just a prequel to all the miracles that are bound to come,”
Valerie tried to persuade me back then. So far I was still waiting.

We looked down onto the busy street. Cars, people, goods and ideas, all of it constantly trav-
eling from place to place. When this constant communication was interrupted, it spelled trouble.
That's what my therapist used to say when she tried to make me talk about my problems.

“The only thing that actually manages to stay here is the grime,” I remarked, pointing down
onto the street. “Look at that corner store over there. How many times has it changed tenants
over the last few years? And now it's closed down again.”

“Well, it’s just like the vascular system, honey,” said Valerie, puffing on her cigarette. “This
is a diseased artery, full of toxic stuff that clogs it. Like cholesterol crystals. And once all that
settles in, it only attracts more nasty things. That's why we only have sex shops, pawn shops and
slot machine bars around here. Filth attracts filth,” she finished, blowing out smoke.

“These dodgy places tend to gravitate to streets that slope downhill, have you noticed?” I
mused. “As long as a street is on level ground, there are bakeries, cafés, stationery stores, butch-
er shops... But as soon as it starts going down, you get all those makeshift corner stores, bars,
goodwill shops, wedding dress rentals and junk shops.”

Valerie gave it some thought. “I guess people don't like to walk up- or downhill. Both cus-
tomers and store owners, I mean. That makes rents cheaper. So if you need to open a place as
soon as you can to make some quick money with minimal investment, it's much easier to find
one in a bad location.”

“Or perhaps it's because all the good things succumb to gravity,” I suggested. “The quality
stuff either stays up on top, or flows all the way down. Only the really slimy and sleazy things
manage to cling to the slopes, for a while at least.”

Valerie patted my shoulder indulgently.

“Perhaps I could suggest it at today’s meeting,” I said, and gave her a wink. “Do we have
anyone specializing in anthropological geography? It would make for a good research topic.
‘Sociopathological Phenomena in Relation to Uneven Urban Terrain.” Sounds dumb enough to
attract some grant money, don't you think?”

Valerie laughed so hard she had a coughing fit. Unfortunately, I wasn't feeling so cheerful
myself. My own research had been going nowhere for some time and no matter what I did, I
remained resolutely stuck. “All right, I'd better get going,” I said, and got up to leave. “Thanks for
the green tea.”

“You're welcome,” Valerie said. “Hang in there.”

How often had I heard those words lately? How often had I said them myself? Is there a
specific point in life when friends start parting with a “hang in there” rather than a simple “bye’
or “take care”? Or was I simply so overwhelmed by my current misery that I saw trouble wherever
I looked? Perhaps the notorious midlife crisis had decided to show up way before I'd actually
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managed to acquire all that wisdom and wealth that was supposed to come with middle age.
You can act young and dress young, you can try to put off adulthood and all its obligations and
commitments as hard as you can, but you can't really trick time. My list of losses was constantly
growing.

()
7. ON THE BRISTOL STOOL CHART, HISTORICAL LEGACY,
AND WEEKEND HOMES

The Bristol Stool Chart is a practical medical tool designed to help patients and physicians
diagnose various intestinal disorders. It depicts, in a very colorful and lifelike manner, seven
categories of human feces, from rock-hard pellets to brown sludge. When I first glimpsed the
Bristol Stool Chart, a sense of profound peace fell upon me. Here was incontrovertible proof
that in this one aspect, all human beings were truly equal, and that I myself was unquestion-
ably human. Whatever we might drop into the toilet bowl every day, however exceptional,
uniquely unpleasant or relieving we might believe the products of our effort to be, billions
of others are experiencing the same relief or disappointment staring at the content of their
privies as we are. Number one on the chart are dry, crusty black chestnuts. Number two:
lumps compressed into a single, sausage-like object, sort of like an oblong blackberry. Third
on the chart is a firm, solid piece of shit, with slight cracks on the surface. Number four is
a long, smooth, perfectly streamlined excrement. Five comes out as soft, sticky blobs. Six:
mushy, ragged pieces. And finally, number seven, one shitload of a diarrhea.

Ibought a poster of the Bristol Stool Chart in England, and gave it as a birthday present
to Ales Drlik, who was the most meticulous person about his excretions that I knew. Every
single morning, at 08:05 precisely, he could now dutifully compare his toilet creations with
the standard prototypes. I'd long stopped noticing the poster, but visitors tended to find it
unnerving. Perhaps I should take it down.

If you happen to manage number two, three or four, which make the use of toilet paper
a mere formality, it brings you a certain sense of happiness. I flushed down a perfect three,
said hi to the daddy longlegs hiding behind the toilet bowl, and congratulated myself for a
day well started. It might, after all, turn out to be the only satisfying feat of the day. My di-
ary for today contained a single ominous entry: “Boss’s birthday.” There would be a party in
the institute this afternoon. It was the boss’s fiftieth, so attendance was strictly mandatory.
For occasions like this, I could thankfully delve into my father’s remaining reserves of the
bribes hed received from his patients. Even in his decline, he'd retained enough good sense
to distribute the more valuable commodities, like vintage wine and spirits, among his family,
and only laid out the utter crap in the clinic’s hallway. A bottle of decent whiskey, still in its
original box, would make an adequate enough gift for my superior.

Brushing my teeth, I recalled the dream I'd had last night. In it, I found myself at a
huge mansion, owned by a modern-day but conservative aristocratic family. The door to the
courtyard was covered with thick metal sheets. I was tapping at the door with some kind of
crowbar. “Don't do that!” the lady of the house kept yelling at me. I found a hollow spot un-
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der the metal sheet and pried it off with the crowbar. Skillfully hidden within the door was
a unicycle with a white saddle, the kind that clowns in a circus use. “Who were you trying to
prevent from becoming whatever they wanted?” I called. An ancient convertible pulled up
next to me, driven by a corpulent gentleman in his sixties. “What do you mean, who were we
trying to prevent?” And I realized that it was actually this respectable aristocrat who'd once
wanted to become a circus performer but, bound by strict family traditions, he'd buried his
dreams himself.

Whatever the dream was supposed to mean, I had no intention of telling Ale§ about it.
Walking past the Dancing House, I experimentally graded a few tourists (all of them fives or
lower) and continued uphill along Resslova Street. The street may have looked like it had been
there forever, but in fact it had only been built a little over a century ago. It used to end right
below the Church of St. Cyril and Methodius, and then there were only houses, all the way
down to the river. Some of my favorite locations were on my way to work, like Charles Square:
a park so pointless that it had become a popular spot for the homeless to hang out. Years of
empirical observation had resulted in my discovery that most homeless men had very thick
hair. Luxuriant, almost. My test group was so large that bias or error was practically impossi-
ble. Baldies numbered less than one percent. What to make of this, though? Did harsh living
conditions somehow prevent hair loss? Was it some sort of secondary hirsutism, caused by
living out in the open? Was the gene for thick hair somehow responsible for asocial tendencies
as well? Considering the amount of money that goes into developing various men’s hair loss
treatment products, it might be a topic worth researching. The results could both help detect
people prone to homelessness and cure baldness, if it actually turned out that hair thickness
was related to lifestyle choices. It could become a veritable goldmine. What kind of hair did
Kaspar have now, by the way? Lost in all these musings, I finally made it to work.

The third most important person in the Institute for Interdisciplinary Human Research,
after Hook the porter and Valerie the librarian, was Marcela Bohackova, manager of the direc-
tor’s office. Complex systems always tend to be governed by secretaries. An office manager has
far more real power than the institution’s executive officers. She gets to decide all the small,
everyday things. She can easily manipulate her boss’ decisions, or she can even decide for him;
and she has some dirt on practically everyone. Marcela’s favorite activities included ordering,
purchasing, organizing, reporting, and bossing people around. It's people like Marcela, with
their insistence on following rules and enforcing them whether or not they actually make
sense, who are responsible for systems becoming increasingly bureaucratic and byzantine.
Marcela was ecstatic whenever she could give vent to creativity amidst her mostly routine
duties, and the boss's birthday party was an ideal opportunity. I couldn’t help but notice that
she'd had her hair done, her heels were a good inch higher than usual and her make-up far
less conservative. She stomped down the hallway, whispering something into her phone,
covering her mouth with her hand and looking very secretive. I decided I wouldn't even try
to guess what kind of surprise she had in store for the boss. I disappeared in my office as fast
as I could, firmly determined to make some progress today. I opened a file named NOTES: a
hodgepodge of thoughts and ideas related to my current research topic - mutual affinity and
attraction based on appearance. I went through them one by one.

— Does mutual attraction happen in the subcortex, or in the higher brain structures?



— Similarity to dogs? Some dog breeds can't stand one another even without previous
experience of any kind.

— DNA comparison: could people who like each other come from the same tribe?

Next on the list was the link to a recent American study that had managed to identify
two specific genes allegedly responsible for people’s ability to establish friendships. Carriers
of one of the genes tended to gravitate toward one another, whereas carriers of the other kept
their distance. The lead author came up with the groundbreaking idea that perhaps those
genes were the reason why we tend to like or dislike people at first sight for no good reason
at all. “We often feel instinctive aversion or attraction toward people without knowing where
it comes from,” said a quote I'd copied from the summary. Groundbreaking indeed. However,
the study also offered a hypothesis that said genes could manifest in certain physical features
that people may instinctively recognize. That actually made some sense.

I felt a wave of indignation swell up inside me. The more I thought about it the more I
believed that mutual attraction and dislike had nothing to do with genes or experience, but
that some kind of metaphysics was actually involved. Sadly, the idea of carrying good or bad
karma from previous lives would get me nowhere in academia, even if I was convinced that
it was imprinted in our genes as much as in our horoscopes. Analyzing mutual compatibility
based on natal charts would be much more fun than DNA sequencing. As a diagnostic meth-
od, it was probably precise enough for my needs, and much faster. I don't belong here at all, I
thought, and switched tabs to a news website.

A fully loaded truck whose driver lost control of the vehicle crashed in the town of
Mohelnice in the Sumperk region this afternoon. No one was injured in the accident. “The
truck’s brakes failed, the vehicle veered out of the emergency lane into the opposite direction
and entered the town. Thankfully, the driver managed to steer the truck loaded with bottled
mineral water enough to avoid hitting people and other vehicles, and the truck eventually
came to a stop in one of the townspeople’s garden,” said a Sumperk police officer.

I raised my head and spotted Ivan Mrazek, one of my coworkers, coming through the
door. A sudden thought entered my mind.

“Hey, Ivan, where did you say you were from?” I called to him.

“A little town near Sumperk. Why?”

“Oh, I was just wondering,” I said vaguely.

Mrdazek took off his jacket, washed his hands and started putting on hand cream. More
than ever, I saw him as a kindred spirit. “Ivan,” I said, “don’t you ever feel like all this is com-
pletely pointless? I mean, working here, in the institute. What we do. Like all of this research
is absolutely ridiculous?”

Mrézek kept meticulously rubbing cream into his fingers, one by one. “Look,” he said,
adopting the patient tone usually reserved for small children, “it's quite possible that our
research might not yield any useful results. But someone actually has to discover that, no? I
don't really think about it. I found my little niche in this world, and someone is actually pay-
ing me for it. Doesn't this prove my capability? Survival of the fittest and all that? I've come
out on top of my competitors, I've secured my place on the labor market, so I have more than
justified my existence,” he concluded with a self-satisfied smile, as if it were actually some
kind of a coup.
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“Don't you ever regret that were not doing anything of real value?” I asked. “Like... mining
coal, healing people?”

“If you were a coalminer, youd be blaming yourself for destroying the environment. As
a doctor, you'd have to heal anyone, even someone like Hitler if he were fatally ill. Healthcare
costs a fortune and everyone is going to die anyway. There's one unquestionable upside to our
work: we're not harming anyone or anything. And as long as the government keeps paying us
for it, we're going to do what we're expected to do. We can't be all that useless after all, if they
can spare the cash to support us.”

Perhaps Ivan was right in his pragmatism. Or he simply didn't have so much self-doubt.
Or he did, but would never admit it.

I spent the rest of the morning updating our database of respondents and volunteer
participants, in case I might need to call them at some point.

Lunch break finally came and saved me from my toil. As a little girl, back in school, T used
to stare out of the window and daydream about walking through the Prague morning, fresh
and dewy and empty of people, which it actually was back then. In my mind, I would wander
through the abandoned courtyards of the Prague Castle, stand by the river and take in all the
sights. Whenever I actually found myself out of school on weekdays, the world outside, which
was normally forbidden to me, seemed somehow different, intoxicating. These days, the city
was crowded even on weekdays and no longer seemed so magical; but stuck here at work, the
idea still held its charm. Today, however, it actually made me pause. I was an adult, I didn't
answer to anyone but myself, and yet I wasn't free to come and go as I pleased. I was confined
to the same place day after day, I had to clock in and clock out, and I was not allowed more
than five weeks of freedom a year. Lunch break was a welcome opportunity to escape, if only
for a little while. Was this the adult world we had once dreamed of? How come nobody could
see how absurd it all was? How could we have let this happen?

Out in the grimy, smelly street, I breathed in my freedom. I felt a strange pull toward
Wenceslas Square. It was nothing but a blatant display of commercialism these days, but I
still somehow associated it with freedom and fun. As a young girl from a housing estate on
the outskirts of the city, I used to go down there with my girlfriends after school, just to walk
and look around, dressed to the nines and smelling of spray deodorant smuggled in from West
Germany. Sometimes I could still smell it there.

Halfway down the square I turned into a shopping arcade and bought an ice cream sundae
in a wafer cone: first time ever I actually had ice cream for lunch. Real whipping cream, fruit
sherbet, slices of banana and caramel nut topping: it tasted exactly as it used to, twenty years
ago. The familiar taste was comforting and invigorating. I savored the sundae, walking slowly
past shop windows. As I passed a McDonald’s, I gasped so loud I nearly choked on a piece of
nut. Sitting at a window table was Valerie. It was a shock to see someone so resistant to all
things fashionable and consumerist sipping Coke with a straw and munching on French fries.
I finished my wafer and walked in. What on earth was she doing here, I asked. To my surprise,
she gave me a straight answer. Kaspar used to come here, she explained; he would sit right at
this table, watching out the window. She was trying to figure out what it was he might have
been watching. This was probably the first time I heard her willingly mention her missing son,
and I was so perplexed I wasn't able to say another word. Valerie quickly changed the subject.



“Come on, let me show you something,” she said.

We walked out of the restaurant, passing a group of junkies with their dogs, arguing loudly
by the metro entrance. Toothless men in filthy clothes hobbled back and forth. A girl with
the skin of an old woman was poking the sores on her forearms. Her dyed hair was showing a
good two inches of roots. We passed the statue of St. Wenceslas and went down Ve Smeckach
Street. It was a dodgy place that anyone would be sensible to avoid, notorious for its brothels,
shady music halls, sleazy nightclubs and other tourist traps. The street was gloomy, not a tree
or a strip of grass in sight. The popular theater located here was the only light amid all this
doom and gloom.

“You can tell this is a zone of evil just by looking at it,” I said, noting the sloping
ground. “Aptly said,” she agreed. “I was thinking about what you said the other day, about the
pathogenic zones. This street’s had a bad reputation since the Middle Ages. The name sup-
posedly comes from the expression smek hacé, which means ‘he took off his pants.’ It might
only be a legend, but still, it tells you something, doesn't it? Merchants might have come here
to take a leak, or for a little romp.”

We passed another sleazy brothel. A few moments later, Valerie stopped by a pinkpainted
building. The sign over the door said Hostel. Kitchen odors wafted to us from the passageway.

“Have a look at this,” she said, pointing at a plaque right above the door.

“Nikola Tesla, Serbian scientist, stayed in this house in the years 1880-1881," I read out
loud. I'd had no idea Tesla ever came to Prague, let alone stayed here for any length of time.

“He studied here, at the technical university, but he wasn't happy. He struggled with the
Czech version of Austrian bureaucracy.” That seemed like a petty reason to dislike Prague,
which was then a beautiful city in its prime. But then I realized that someone as perceptive
as Tesla could never have been happy living in a place like this.

“It must have been a torture, staying here,” said Valerie. “Nowadays we would say that the
street has a bad vibe to it. But there are many of these ancient zones of evil’ in this city.” She
had obviously given this some thought. “Look over there,” she went on, pointing back toward
Wenceslas Square. “There, on the other side. Opletalova Street. It's been there for ages. In the
fourteenth century, they used to call it Chudobice, ‘a place of the poor.” And what is it known
as today?”

“Sherwood!” I blurted out, remembering the nickname awarded to the park near the Main
Station. In the early 1990s, it had been overrun by countless unsavory characters, mostly former
convicts whod been freed by the president’s amnesty. It had remained a refuge for vagrants,
junkies and criminals ever since. The former “Place of the Poor” was still frequented by the
needy and the destitute.

“And right next to it,” Valerie continued, “we have the Petschek Palace, former
headquarters of the German Gestapo. And across the street is the seat of the Communist party.
A real twilight zone. Or take Bartoloméjska Street,” she went on. “In the Middle Ages, it was
full of whorehouses and sleazy taverns. And then, under communism, a seat of the secret
police, where they interrogated and tortured suspected dissidents. I hate that street. All that
evil still seems to be hanging in the air.”

“Perhaps people should actually study the historical maps of the city before they decide
to move in somewhere,” I said with a smirk. Or before they decided to invest in property,
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I thought. Ales might find this useful for that start-up of his. He could provide client consul-
tations on the historical legacy of various Prague locations. Rich people actually tend to be
open-minded about the supernatural. At least that was what Sylva told me; and unlike me she
actually knew some millionaires.

Translated by Lucie Mikolajkovd
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TIEN JELENA

Lesom sa rozlahne ostry zvukovy signadl, na bitinku zaznie klaksén ohlasujtici koniec smeny. Potom
opat ticho, robotnici akoby sa vyparili, bez slova sa striedaju pri pilach. Jato¢nd pistol denne
skoncuje s dvanastimi kusmi hovidzieho, o§ipané omdmia oxidom uhli¢itym. Na dopravnik
ich zakvacia dolu hlavou. Niektoré kusy sa usmievaji, mozno sa im aj nieco sniva, pricom ich
prebodni. Necitia ni¢, ak by sme ich nezarezali, zobudili by sa a zili by dalej, vyjadril sa vedici
zdvodu pre oblastny dennik. Pred vikuovym zariadenim na odsavanie krvi stoja usmievajtci sa
tuéni muzi. V rukach drZia noZnice, pasku pred nimi napinaji dievcatd v minisukniach. Starosta
hovoril o humanizme. Myslim si, Ze je v zaujme nds vSetkych, aby sme zarezdvali Stastné zvierata.

Do dediny sa spustim po zelenom trojuholniku. Na jednom tseku ide cesta popri starom cin-
torine. Na beténovom plote st grafity a Strbiny, medzi hustymi krikmi kopy zeminy, polamané
ndhrobné kamene, vyvalené drevené krize. Priroda znovu rekultivuje seba samu. V tieni sa
mlaky, mokré skvrny, ktoré nikdy nevyschnd. Hmyria sa v nich drobné Zivocichy, Zubrienky
alebo Cervy, neviem. Hybu sa bezcielne, nervézne sebou §klbd. Miso vystresovanych osipanych
sa trhd, je vodnaté, bez farby, dennd kapacita modernizovaného bitinku je dvestopatdesiat
prasiat. ESte vzdy sa vo mne ozyva zvuk klaksénu, hoci je ticho, pod nohami mi chrapstia len
kamienky. Od obchodu po posledny dom vysypali chodnik kameiimi. Vidim na iom matrac z
alpaky. Horeznacky sme na nom prevalovali, pokisali sme sa na iom umiestnit tak, aby nés
kamienky netlacili do chrbta. More sa vlnilo, krém na opalovanie krém nam stekal po tvari.
More je nekonecéné, hovorila Dorka z polospanku. Omamene sme lezali v suchej hortcave, vo
vlastnej priehlbine.

Vietor odfukuje z lesa vonu bittinku. Krmivo, vykaly, krv, rozklad, benzinové vypary, dezinfekény
prostriedok, vo vzduchu sa miesa vSetko. Robi poumyva terasu, vyvetra obchod. Na jazere sa
jemne prevaluji viny. Po chodniku si vykraduje labut, potom sa néhle odrazi od brehu. Udery
jej kridel pocut aZ sem. Dorka pozbierala v zatoke za sicok kamienkov. Jeden darovala aj mne,
po pohrebe som ho nasiel v krabici so spomienkami. Sedela na skaldch, chodidl4 si namocila
do vody, polovala na kamienky. Prezerala si ich ako malé dievéatko. Dedincania sa strachovali o
hladinu vody. Bez jazera domy stracali na svojej hodnote, nie Ze by ktokolvek tizil odtialto odist.
Zivot je véade rovnaky, hovorili v obchode, medzi sebou. Robi poétiva talianske disko&ldgre, pri
fajceni bubnuje po stole, lasciatemi cantare con la chitarra in mano. Kazdy vie, Ze v Hrdzavej
liske nikdy nebudd hrat rockové sldgre zndme zo svadieb a mat mlieko bez lakt6zy.

Kokos je i meni najdraZi. Predavac nieco tukal do mojho telefénu, potom mi ho pridrzal. Super,
odpovedala som mu, na to som nepotreboval prekladac. Pokisala som davat prizvuk tam, kde
som to pocula od Chorvatov. Na boku stanku sa slnili tu¢né jasterice, nerusil ich sum stroja.
Predavac sa usmieval, dostali sme od neho za hrst jahod. Lepili sme sa od cukrovej vaty, palicku
sme davali tej druhej. Dorka mi v ten deni darovala kamienok, lezi tu na stole. Je biely, takmer
svieti, vyzera skoro ako vajce. Hod{ sa k tebe, povedala, no darmo som sa jej pytala, neprezra-
dila mi preco.



Dnes som si prezrela fotky uz tretikrit. Znovu a znovu si predstavujem samu seba na fotkach,
takmer som uz tam vedla teba. Stojim vedla zamrznutého Deda Mraza, vlasy mi pokryl sneh,
z brady mi visia cenctile. Som drobny chrobak v tvojej usianke, vSade ta sprevadzam. Vrana
¢ierna na elektrickom stlpe. Zardmovany svity obraz. ZozZltnutd Pravda, leskntici sa samovar,
plechovy hrncek v okennom rame. Zaclona s mastnymi flakmi natiahnutd na klince, elektricky
varic poloZeny na tehlach. N6z, ktorym ¢istis$ ryby. Ryba stiahnuta z koze, krvacajtica. Dve oné
bulvy v plechovom vedre.

Vidim ta. Po tyZdni ta znovu vidim. Mas strnuld tvar, tsta pootvorené, nehybes sa, no pocujem
tvoj hlas. Podla primara nebola pri vedomi, netrpela, len zaspala. Pohreb bude o dva tyzdne, u
nich, v dedine. Obraz je trhany, potom sa konecne vyjasni, usmievas sa, napravas si salku ¢aju.
Este ni¢ nevieme. Nech ta to nemrzi, nemozes za to, uz roky si sa chystala na tito cestu. Potom
ma vezme$ na dovolenku. Zahrada je v poriadku, vysadila som $Salat, vsade rastie medvedi cesnak.
Videla som fotky, denne si ich prezriem viackrat. Mohla by si poslat o sebe viac. Za Attilovym
chrbtom st portréty Zien. Baculaté tvare, orientdlne ¢rty, dreveny rdm zaveseny $pagatom na
klinec. Mozno len usiel. Si jediny clovek, ktory tam chodi, a nie taky, ktory chce odtial odist.
Attila sa usmieva, ale eSte sa mu neodvazim povedat o jelefiovi.

Vanilia lezi schiilend v mojom lone. Nemam srdce sa pohntt, hoci by som si rada uvarila ¢aj.
Attila prave hovoril o Olge, ked sa videohovor prerusil. Neustdle sa mu pokisam dovolat spit,
nemdam v§ak signdl. S mamou sme boli v poslednom roku na vyske, ked som sa s nim zoznamila.
Pytala som si od neho drobné do automatu na kdvu. Dovtedy som uz zistila, Ze u¢i na katedre
etnolégie. Ja som mala dvadsatstyri, jemu som tipovala Styridsat, to sa eSte da. Zachytila som
niekolko jeho tryvkov viet na chodbe, zapamaitala som si jeho hlas, neuveritelne hlboky bas.
Mierne Sedivé d1hé vlasy si ddval za usi. Chodil na Sibir do kmena Chantov, to rozdiichalo fan-
tdziu kazdého. Pred automatom sa dusoval, Ze nema pri sebe peniaze, no nejaké si vypytal od
vratnika. Citila som, Ze som na dobrej ceste.

Snivalo sa mi, Ze otec Zije znovu s nami. Ziji s mamou v chatréi, zvara voliéru pre sliepky, po-
strekuje, kala drevo, z komina sa dymi. Nemali komin, no v mojom sne 4no. Mamu nevidim, no
viem, Ze je tam. Hladim na chatr¢ z okna, neopovazim sa odtiahnut zaclonu, aby ma otec nezba-
dal. Zelené kratasy, tmavomodré tenisky, holy slachovity trup, tmavohneda pokozka spalend od
slnka, to je mo6j otec. Hrozim sa toho, Ze sa raz vydd smerom k domu. Teba nevidim, no viem,
ze si niekde tam a ochrdni$§ ma. Attila utrdpene hladi do kamery, niekolko sekind ml¢ime. V
pozadi si noze, dosky na krdjanie, umelohmotné misy. V kuchyni je lepsi signdl. Prehodim cez
seba Attilov Zupan. Ked na mna dolahne strach, skryjem sa do Zupana. Viem, Ze je to detinské,
no je taky makky a teply. Citim v fiom tvoju voniu. Tu je devit a u vas je uz polnoc. Dobrd noc
aj tebe, no predtym este povedz moje meno.

Z madarského origindlu prelozila Lenka Nagyovd
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BELATHATATLAN TAJ/UNFATHOMABLE LANDSCAPE
II. THE BELCH OF BLACK DIESEL FUMES

(Dory's father)
1 only put on this protective gown ten minutes ago and already I'm sweating. Rubber gloves, over-
shoes, mask: I feel I'm stewing inside a plastic bag. Last night I didn’t even notice my daughter was
not alone on this ward. Machines, monitors, cables trailing everywhere, metal cupboards, beds,
on the beds patients, on the patients plaster casts, sterile gauze, swathes of bandages. Facing the
beds the nurses’ station, on the windows venetian blinds. By Dory a half-drawn curtain: yesterday
I didn't even notice any curtains, only Dory and the tubes inserted in her mouth and the bags dan-
gling from the IV stand. It's a miracle she survived the accident, yet now she seems to be just asleep.
That it's a miracle she survived I heard from the nurses whispering among themselves, because
all T was actually told was that no one but the consultant was allowed to say anything. No one but
the consultant, the matron repeated the mantra, returning to her seat behind the counter, where
her face couldn’t be seen and I heard only her tapping away at the computer. I pull up a chair to
Dory's bed and sit down, waiting for her to wake up. Csilla, too, should be sitting here beside me.
When she left for ever, she asked me not to see her off at the airport, or ever to look for her again.
In her place I'd have said the same thing. Dory’s eyes followed the plane as it rose into the sky. Now
here she lies, eyes closed, on a hospital bed. She can't see, or hear, or speak, or feel, or think. I touch
her arm and stroke it gently. Her skin is as smooth as when she was a child. Just as smooth and as
warm to the touch. I can feel it even through the rubber gloves as I caress it with my fingertips. My
favourite spots were the soles of her feet, with their little pillows of flesh, and the folds of her arms
and legs. She even had little pads under her arms. Now she is thin and her soles have shrivelled up.
The person on the next bed gives a groan: a chubby fellow in his fifties, he tries to sit up, but all his
efforts are in vain, he doesn't have the strength. The bandages wrapped around his feet are soaked
through and the blood is dripping onto the bedsheet. If only Dory had suffered nothing worse than
broken limbs, the odd broken rib - anything but a brain injury. I stroke the soft down on her wizened
arms. Nothing has changed, except that she happens to be unconscious and can't breathe unaided.
When she got back from the airport, all she said was that they'd wept, she and her mother
had both wept. After that she stared at the sky until the very last vapour trail had evaporated and
nothing remained to be seen, a nothing that Dory continued to stare at for several minutes longer.
She was nineteen at the time, now she is twenty-three. She works at a shelter for the homeless,
lives in Budapest's eighth district, likes doing yoga, going on day trips or for a spin in her car, and
she’s constantly listening to music. All this I told the consultant, though I don't know why he was
grilling me about such things. The nurses start whispering again but though I strain to hear them,
there’s as much noise here as in a factory, what with all the beepings and scrabblings and slamming
of doors. Csilla really ought to be sitting here with me, but I've no idea what's happened to her, what
she's up to, or where she's living these days. After she got into all that esoteric stuff, Dory remained
the only link between us. Before, at least I had her address, and could also get in touch with her over
the internet. Meanwhile the man with the bleeding legs is clinging to the bedpost for dear life. The
nurses form a ring and one of them draws the curtain around his bed. I remain alone with Dory: at
last, no one can see us. I bend down to her face and kiss her brow through the mask, but nothing
happens, she just stays lying there, motionless and silent.



(DORY, IN A COMA)

This is a freesia.

Its fragrant bouquet is so delicate, it makes me tingle

all over, its heat envelops me, protects me.

As if someone were caressing my hair.

On the stem of the freesia slender, sword-shaped leaves.

At the stalks’ ends funnel-shaped flowers.

Bunches of freesias in the plastic tubs trail over the railings.
Orange-coloured wire-mesh glass on the balcony.

The freesia smells like honey, it's silky to the touch.
Someone is caressing my hair.

The pungent smell of disinfectant.

Saturdays I have to scrub the floor.

My fingers go all pruney, the skin starts flaking off.

I'm kneeling on the cold stone floor.

It's hard scraping the dirt out of the cracks.

I scrub and scrub, turning this way and that,

skin peels off my knees. The sloughed-off pieces

I throw into the mop bucket.

I watch them slowly sink into the dirty water.

The froth sloshes over onto the floor, a river overflowing its banks,
sweeping breadcrumbs and bits of bacon with it.

The door threshold plate is the dam, beyond the dam the sea.
I don't know the sea, a place I don't have to mop up.

The door opens, my grandma puts down her wicker basket.

Chunks of bark and earth crumble off the logs onto the stone floor.

On my knees, I watch my grandma, and then go back to scrubbing.
The floor has to be gleaming bright after dark.
It must glitter when we switch off the kitchen light.

Something'’s burning, there's the smell of burning in the air.
The fluorescent light is hissing and spitting.

The tube’s slowly fizzling out.

The boys yell as they chase each other around.

They're fighting with plastic swords.

They pretend they are light sabres.

We laugh at them.

We hear their death-rattle as night falls.

We're sitting in the living room, the window’s open.
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The crickets are chirping, the goats bleating.

The TV set’s buzzing away, tiny bugs circle the chandelier.

A moth is stranded between the ceramic hood and the light bulb.
Its wings flap and whirr.

Something’s buzzing, something’s pinging, something’s sizzling.
The moth slowly burns to death.

We turn off the lights.

Silence, darkness; we sleep.

My grandma and grandpa are also sleeping.

I must wake up.

Sunlight filters into the room through the curtains.

The heat suffuses me, caresses me.

The smell of freshly ground coffee in the flat.

It pervades the corridors, my room, the balcony.

It billows on, towards the parade of shops.

Mother, I must wake up.

You can't see the coffee cloud. My mug's steaming.

The granules dissolve in the hot milk.

The hot chocolate in the bunny mug swirls around as it's stirred.
I lick the spoon clean.

I put the soft toy up on the table.

The doggie starts up a conversation with the bunny.
Hiya, bunnykins, I'm Robi, says the toy doggie.

Hiya, Robi, the bunny replies.

The sandwich-maker makes a ticking noise.

It's counting down the time.

Mother, I must wake up.

Mother cracks open the eggs.

The smell of coffee floods the kitchen.

We're off to the funfair today.

I do several quick claps, mother smiles.

Her smile caresses my cheek.

Someone seems to be stroking me.

Someone’s stroking my hair.

Mother stands up from the table.

She pulls out the drawers, rummages among the cutlery.
The knives and forks clatter; she takes out a frying pan.
The pan makes a scraping noise as she puts it on the hob.
The kitchen cupboard door bangs shut as the magnets meet.
The sandwich maker’s timer is ticking away, I must wake up.



(ZSOFI)

Today I'm going to spend the whole day in bed. The little clock shows a quarter past ten, so
it's nine-fifteen. I should've put the hands back a week ago, but I always forget, and whenever
it does occur to me, I don't feel like doing it. Today I'm going to do nothing at all, just lie in bed.
I promised the girls that in the evening I'd go shopping with them to the mall, but I don't have the
strength now and I won't in the evening either. There are lead weights where my limbs should be,
I'm like an enormous straw dolly that's drenched through and being slowly swallowed up by the
mattress. I'll message them later to say I don't feel like meeting up with anyone, I'm just going
to stay here, in bed. Here. In bed.

Today's shift was endless, though it was no different from usual: twelve hours spent down with
the machines. Sometimes the time flies, at other times it seems that it'll never end. I didn't sleep
much, but I did have dreams, that I remember: when I wake up I write everything down in a red
notebook. I met some strange, dwarf-like creatures in the woods. I tried to ask them questions but
couldn’t make out what they said. Their language was unfamiliar to me, though it was a human
language. Perhaps they couldn't even understand each other: one of them kept tapping his foot
angrily, another shook his head, a third spread his arms out wide. Then they ran off into bushes,
scampering away over the dunes, and disappeared from sight. I leaf through the red notebook
my brother gave me last Christmas: in this I'm writing down my dreams. It's starting to fill up.

It's Wednesday today, because the rubbish truck makes a deafening noise as it screeches to a halt
in front of the building. Mrs Virag is standing out in the street in her raincoat, though the sun
is shining. I draw the curtains aside so that I can see the lad who a couple of weeks ago dropped
a letter through my letter-box. The lad delicately lifts the bin and uses his knee to ease it down
from the kerb. Beads of sweat glisten on his brow. My brother read the letter straight away and
still hasn't given it to me. Mrs Virdg’s mouth is in motion: she’s constantly talking, but the lad
pretends not to hear. I've been doing likewise for some time, even though I'm fond of her because
when we were little she always gave us ice cream and gummy bears. Were naughty. My brother
says that what the lad wrote in the letter was stuff and nonsense, and even drew little hearts all
over it, which is such a lame thing to do, and a binman had no business writing to me anyway.
As the dustcart trundles away, Mrs Virdg waves it off, the lad hangs on to the grip. Mother always
waves back to Mrs Virag. I kept asking my brother for the letter, but he simply won't let me have
it. He may be lying and just wanting to hurt me, because it may not be a love letter at all, but
I can'’t be sure because we haven't been on speaking terms for a while.

Translated by Peter Sherwood
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tri postavy stipaju
bielym tboc¢im

nie je to sneh
len preziarend suchd trava

z tela vykizla vdha
ako v rychlosti

zostava vSak na mieste

st prilis nizko
nemoze povedat, Ze kracaju

nemozZe povedat, Ze stoji

dé sa to nazvat pohybom?

2.
ostré vrcholy smrekov

nie je to sneh

len holé drevo

vo vyske

v ktorej sa prehnal vietor
ako obrovska rotujica vlocka

bol posledny rok zbytocny?

lyziarku takmer zasiahol
padajici dron

tesne pred nami zletel premoceny konar

padol na auto
preliacenie na kapote
ihned zacalo zdruzovat
kvapky

do jazera sa zrtil strom
kondare primfzaji k ladu
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krehké ihlicnaté spojenectvo
¢o vSetko nepocujeme?

les sa roztopi

v hmle

v lade ako posledné svietia

diery
korene vyliezaju z hladiny

ostré boje, ktoré nevidime
snehové vlocky sa nakoniec rozplynid na vode
3.

oteplenie sa d4 merat
pachmi

dvandst stupniov vonia
neroztopené zvysky orientacie

pohojdavame sa
kyvame hlavami

je to vetrom?

tlkot
len v ovela pomalSom tempe

nevnimame
kyvame sa

rozopiname si gombiky
prestupujeme z nohy na nohu

a priebezne udrziavame hladinu
opadavaju z ndas kusy obleCenia

nevnimame sa
kyvame telami



mohli by sme st spat

ale mozeme aj zostat

bdeli?

povedzme, Ze nie celkom zmrazeni

méame ¢as

zajtrajSok nebude iny
o nieco zahmlenejsi
rozdiel nespozndme

kyvame sa

v tupych ndrazoch
pohojddvame trupmi

v pomalom tempe

ale stdle do rytmu

obcas sa pridrziavame konarov

sekunda po sekunde
mintta po mintte

skidsame chut vetra

chytdme vlocky

ponarame zranené jazyky

vyplasene sa mihaji pod Cerstvou priehladnou Skrupinou
sneh povoluje pod vlhkym teplym tlakom

pride jeho ¢as

robime to
lebo ¢o iné
¢o iné by sme robili

ak budeme mat Stastie
zaspime

ak budeme mat Stastie
neroztopime sa, ked o¢i

pod povrchom prestand kmitat
mihat sa

v zrychlenom pohybe
nespomenieme si
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4.

tri postavy kracaji hore kopcom
alebo dve?

stratil sa niekto vo svetle?
(je teplé alebo studené?)

v hibke jasu zavibrovala sprava
na ktord sme necakali

(je dobra alebo zl4?)

nie je to sprava
je to zablidend neaktudlna ponuka

vysli sme na vrch
sedeli sme na skale

v chladnom zavetri
v nehybnosti a tichu
sme prestali dychat
a zacali sme vnimat
tlkot srdca

kazdy svojho
hluc¢nost vlastného krvného obehu
teraz sme

vzdialené ropné plosiny
obrovské tazné zariadenia

chovné stanice pre tisicky mikroorganizmov

obrie turistické rezorty

nech sa vam dari dobre

nech vas napliia pokoj a mier
nech ste plni 1ldsky a ldskavosti
nech ste stastni



som vasim domovom
vas§im ekosystémom
vasou vlastou

vasim polis

vasou podou

vasim pribytkom

niektori ste mojimi hostami
pricestovali ste z velkych dialok
enjoy and have fun

citte sa u mna ako doma

¢aka vés este dlha dobrodruzna cesta
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KRAJINA MATIEK
(URYVOK)

Sviatok vsetkych svitych pripadol toho roku na pondelok, takZe mali pred sebou cely predlZeny
vikend. Pocasie hlasili svieZe a jasné, preto si na nedelu napldnovali bicyklovy vylet do Odorice.
Edita uz mohla ist sama, Agnes mala este sediet na nosici. Cielom bol polovnicky posed, kde si
chceli dopriat §iro¢izny vyhlad na krajinu a oblozené chleby s ¢ajom. Vyrazili hned rdno, kedze
sa v tom obdobi stmievalo uZ zav¢asu a oni nechceli premarnit ani okamih toho plytkého je-
senného svetla. Cesta nebola ndro¢nd, no i tak museli robit casté zastavky, lebo dievéatam bolo
treba cikat, Ede sa zoSmykla topanka, raz im bolo teplo, potom zima, nevlddali do kopca... Irma
si celd td organizaciu uzivala ako kipelnt procediru. Pozvolna, nendsilne, s pozornostou obra-
tenou vzdy k tomu priaznivému. Hodovala na zdplave detailov - stebld Zihlavy, potok, svetelné
prasiatko a oni Styria. Oni Styria, to bol leitmotiv celého jej bytia poslednych par rokov. Krasnych,
radostnych rokov. V tom case uz zase ucila, dokonca jej zverili triednictvo, prvi B, no to vSetko
sa dialo len popri, na okraji mohutného rodinného krbu, ktory s Vladom tak usilovne, stebielko
za stebielkom budovali. Boli dokonale zohrani. Ona odbalila Agnes roztek, on nac¢iahol ruku po
zbytocny servitok a vsunul si ho do vrecka, on si nahodil na chrbét ruksak, ona mu ho zazipso-
vala, on sa nadychol, ona vydychla, ona vydychla, on sa nadychol.

,M0j boZe, akd krasa... aka nadhera,” vyslovila hore na posede a nebolo v tom nic prikrasle-
ného.

Vlado jej stisol ruku. Aby jej doprial ¢as na rozjimanie, vytiahol mapu a bavil deti tym, Ze
im ukazoval, ktory kopec sa ako vold. Tamto je Jastraby vrch a tam zase Hnilec. Naozaj Hnilec?
Aké smiesne meno. A vazne je hnily? Tak trochu vazne, ako kazdy kopec na jesenl. Preco? Preco
je na jesen kazdy kopec hnilec? Lebo listie, ktoré popadalo na zem, hnije. Flitdj, tak ja teda po
zemi chodit nebudem! A ¢o budes, lietat? Co si tululum? Kde si videl, aby deti lietali? Vezmes
ma na kona. Krasa, nddhera! Knisali sa na starom posede niekolko metrov nad zemou, volne
zaveseni medzi nebom a zemou.

Cestou naspit dostal Vlado defekt. Prehodili sedacku na Irmin bicykel a Agnes si presadla.
Aj tak museli ist teraz krokom, lebo Vlado kracal peso. Dievcata zacali byt mrncavé. To, ¢o ich
cestou sem nadchynalo, sa im teraz zdalo otravné a nudné. Ani Irme sa uz okolie nezdalo také
malebné ako predtym. Ako daleko to este maji domov? Tak Styri kilometre, odhadom. Styri kilo-
metre napes$o, s dvomi nespokojnymi detmi nie je mdlo ani odhadom. A navySe sa zacalo zmra-
kat. Po pol hodinke uz nemuseli o predzvesti dazda vobec uvazovat, rozprsalo sa. Irma natiahla
diev¢atam Sustiakové bundicky, ktoré po par mintitach premokli durchom-durch. Uz sa nesnazili
dazdu uniknit, nebolo ako. Mokli. Edita sa rozfiiukala a vyhrazala sa, Ze uz nikdy s nimi nikam
nepodjde, vezme si svoju ovecku a odide z domu. Irma sa ju najskor snazila rozptylit otdzkami, no
nebola to prijemna konverzacia. Edita len omielala svoje a Irme dochddzala vynaliezavost. Vlado
stichol. Ako vzdy, ked iSlo do tuhého, prestal hovorit a len robil. Krac¢al, rozrazal ostatnym cestu.
Nic¢ iné sa v tom lejaku aj tak robit nedalo. Agnes nechcela sediet v nosici, chcela byt na rukach.
Ked ju Irma odmietla zobrat, rozvrieskala sa na plné hrdlo. Napokon sa Vlado podujal, Ze dcéru
jednou rukou ponesie a druhou bude navigovat bicykel. Bola to kalvaria. No ani v najhor§om,
ked uz vSetkym dochddzali sily, si nezifali. Akdsi neviditelnd prilnavost jedného k druhému im
poskytovala pristresie. Najskromnejsie, no najitulnejsie na svete. Ich stikromnt mastal.
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Nikto neochorel. Na druhy deti sa hned popoludni vybrali vSetci na cintorin. Cestou sa
zastavili u rodicov, aby zo zdhrady odrezali chryzantémy. Irma vybrala tie drobné s fialovymi
kvietkami. Atmosféru dusic¢iek mala rada. VSetko sa spomalilo, zvlacnelo, ako ked zo stromu
vyvrie Zivica. Len sa do toho neponorit prili§ hlboko, stac¢i nacriet skraja. Frantiska navarila
punc. Posadali si do kuchyne a opéjali sa tou horkastou tekutinou, ktord dokonale pasovala
k sladkosti diia. Dievcata vybehli na dvor nahanat sliepky a Vlado s Ondrejom sa pobrali riesit
nejaky technicky zddrhel s domom. Irma zostala s matkou sama. Vstala, Ze umyje riad, no
Frantiska ju zadrzala.

,Posed este. Ved nemusime hned skakat, nie?”

Starne, pomyslela si Irma, pretoZe sa to na robotnt Frantisku vobec nepodobalo. Mala
unavené viecka. Linia, ktora jej kedysi obrubovala o¢i, teraz previsala az do bielka ako zaclonka.
Raz ho tplne zastrie, napadlo jej, no bez tizkosti, ldskavo. To robia tie dusic¢ky, ospravedliiovala
sa Irma sama pred sebou.

,M4s sa dobre, dcérenka?” pohladila dcéru otdzkou.

Nie vy, nie oni ako rodina, ale ona. Irma prikyvla intenzivne a minimalisticky. Bala sa, aby
to Stastie, ktoré bolo na nej vidiet, ndhodou neodplasila. Franti§ka sa usmiala a potom mlcky
vstala, aby im obom naliala po este po Salke.

,Radost nepride len tak sama od seba, treba ju pozvat,” oznamovala Frantiska, ked im
hrdlo posteklila zli¢enina hydroxylovej skupiny naviazanej na uhlik.

oA ty? Ty si ju pozvala?” chcela vediet tentoraz Irma.

Franti$ka hodila ramenom a zadivala sa Sikmo pred seba.

,Velakrat. Ale moje pozvanky pre 1iu asi nie st dost fajnové.”

,To mi nehovor! Mne si sa vzdy zdala spokojnda. Uviazana k robote, to hej, ale spokojna.”

,Ved som aj bola,” usmiala sa Frantiska. ,Ako to len §lo. Ale radost je Cosi iné.”

,Nenahovaras si, ndhodou, nie¢o?”

»Aj to je mozné. Ale ¢lovek pozna tien, ked mu sedi na plticach.”

Irma sa zrazu prelakla.

,Mami? Tebe nieco je?”

,Nie, nie tak som to myslela. Len...”

,Len!”

,Ze ked ta daco boli, vies presne, aké by to bolo, keby nebolelo. Snivas o tom, predstavujes
si... A tak je to aj s radostou.”

,A teba ¢o takého boli?”

Frantiska si odfrkla a so smiechom sa zahnala.

,Jaj, dusa moja, cely zivot!”

,Nezahovdaraj, mami. Myslim to vazne.”

Aj Franti§ka zvaznela. Zamyslela sa.

,Najviac...” listovala v duchu neviditelnym albumom, ktory im zobral oher, ,asi Margita.

Jej blazniva sestra Margita. Ale potom, ¢o sa narodil Stano, sa v Toryskach vsetko obra-
tilo k lepsiemu. Margita ozila. Pomali¢ky, pozvolna zacala opit privykat zivotu. Najskor len
piekla. Chlieb, kolace... Kym bola Anna s malym u lekdra, Margita nechala na stole svoj hortici
vytvor. Pla¢ dietata ju tahal z postele a proti jej voli ju nitil k ¢innosti. Dokdzala ho postrazit,
najskor len par mintt, v postielke, no ¢asom ho vzala aj na ruky, pohojdala, zabavila. Stano
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vyvreskoval a ona mu spievala, a ked nepomohlo ani to, ohriala mu mlieko. Anna zistila, Ze
za ten €as, ¢o ich nechala samych, sa nestala Ziadna katastrofa, prave naopak, dieta spokojne
driemalo v postielke s Margitinym prstom tuho zovretym v pasticke. Osmelila sa, zacala ich
nechdvat samych Castejsie, Castejsie si odskocila, odbehla na ndkup, na tirad a Margita prirastala
k Stanovi volou. Nechcela byt viac na tarchu, chcela prispievat. Nasla si pracu v pekarni, len
takd tretinovd, ale pracu. Uviazala si Satku na zatylku, podviazala ovisnutd hlavu a odstrihla
padak. Vstala z mftvych.

,Preboha, preco zase Margita? Ved s tou uz sa vSetko napravilo, nie?”

,Vsetko nie. VZdy je nieco, Co sa zvysi,” odkaslala si Franti§ka a postavila prazdnu $alku
do drezu.

,No, hddam to umyjeme. Co povies?”
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LAND OF MOTHERS
(EXCERPT)

All Saints’ Day fell on a Monday this year, so they had a whole long weekend ahead of them. The
weather was reported to be crisp and clear, so they planned a bike trip to Odorica for Sunday.
Edith could now go on her own, Agnes was still to sit on the carrier. The destination was a deer
stand, where they wanted to revel in a wide view of the countryside and some sandwiches and
tea. They set off first thing in the morning, as it was getting dark early at that time of year, and
they didn’t want to waste a moment of that shallow autumn light. The journey was not difficult,
but they still had to make frequent stops, for the girls had to pee, Eda’s shoes slipped, they were
warm, then cold, and they couldn’t manage uphill... Irma enjoyed the whole situation like a spa
treatment. Slowly, non-violently, with attention always turned to the positive. She feasted on the
flood of details - the stalks of nettles, the stream, the reflected lights, and the four of them. The
four of them, that had been the leitmotif of her entire existence for the last few years.

Beautiful, joyous years. By then she was teaching again, she had even been entrusted with
a classroom, first B, but all this was happening on the side, on the edge of the massive hearth
and home that she and Vlado had been building so diligently, stalk by stalk. They were perfectly
synchronized. She unwrapped Agnes’s roll, and he reached for a spare napkin and slipped it into
his pocket, he slung his backpack onto his back, she zipped it up, he breathed in, she breathed
out, she breathed out, he breathed in.

,My God, what a beauty... what a beauty,” she said up on the deer stand, and there was
nothing embellished about it.

Vlado squeezed her hand. To give her time to contemplate, he pulled out a map and enter-
tained the children by showing them the names of the hills. There is Jastraby vrch and there is
Hnilec. Is it really Hnilec? What a hilarious name. And is it really rotten? Kind of seriously, like
every hill in autumn. Why? Why is every hill rotten in autumn? Because the leaves that have
fallen to the ground are rotting. Ew, I'm not walking on the ground then! What are you gonna
do, fly? What are you, a dummy? Where have you seen children fly? You're gonna carry me on
shoulders. Beautiful, beautiful! They were swaying on an old deer stand a few feet off the ground,
loosely hanging between heaven and earth.

On the way back, Vlado got a flat tire. They swapped the carrier to Irma’s bike and Agnes
changed seats. Even so, they had to walk now because Vlado was on foot. The girls were getting
grumpy.

What had excited them on the way here now seemed annoying and boring. Even to Irma, the
surroundings didn‘t seem as picturesque as before. How much farther is it to home? About four
kilometers, estimated. Four kilometers on foot, with two annoyed children, was not a short
distance even by estimation. And besides, it was starting to get cloudy. After half an hour they
didn‘t have to think about the expectation of the rain, it had started to drizzle. Irma put the
girls’ windbreakers on, which after a few minutes were drenched through-and-through. They
didn't try to escape the rain anymore, there was no way. They were getting wet. Edith sniffled
and threatened never to go anywhere with them again, to take her toy sheep and leave the house.
Irma tried to distract her with questions at first, but it was not a pleasant conversation. Edith
was just insisting on her plan, and Irma was running out of resourcefulness. Vlado fell silent.



As he always did when the going got tough, he stopped talking and just did what was needed.
He walked, making a path for the others. There was nothing else to do in the downpour anyway.
Agnes didn‘t want to sit in the carrier, she wanted to be carried in the arms. When Irma refused
to take her, she started to wail. Finally, Vlado agreed to carry his daughter with one arm and
navigate the bicycle with the other. It was a rough ride. But even at their worst, when everyone
was running out of strength, they didn‘t despair. A kind of invisible clinging of one to the other
sheltered them. The most humble, but the most snug in the world. Their private stable.

No one got sick. The next day they all together went to the cemetery first thing in the
afternoon. On the way, they stopped at their parents’ house to cut chrysanthemums from the
garden. Irma picked the tiny ones with purple flowers. She liked the atmosphere of All Saints’
Day. Everything slowed down, softened like resin trickling from a tree. Just don‘t dive too deep
into it, just touch the surface. FrantiSka made the punch. They sat down in the kitchen and
drank the bitter beverage, which perfectly matched the sweetness of the day. The girls ran out
into the yard to chase the chickens, and Vlado and Ondrej went off to deal with some technical
hitch with the house. Irma was left alone with her mother. She got up to wash the dishes, but
Frantiska stopped her.

,Sit for a while. We don’t have to jump right away, do we?”

She’s getting old, Irma thought, because this didn't seem like hard-working Frantigka at all.
Her eyelids were tired. The line that had once rimmed her eyes now sagged down to the whites
like a curtain. It'd cover it up completely one day, she thought, but without anxiety, kindly. That's
the doing of All Saints’ Day, Irma apologized to herself.

,Are you well, my daughter?” She caressed her daughter with that question.

Not all of you, not them as a family, but her. Irma nodded intensely and minimally. She was
afraid she might accidentally scare away the happiness that was visible on her. Frantiska smiled,
then silently stood up to pour them both another cup.

,Joy doesn't just come by itself, you have to invite it,” FrantiS§ka announced, as a compound
of a hydroxyl group bound to carbon tickled their throats.

»And you? Did you invite it?” Irma wanted to know this time.

FrantiSka shrugged and stared sideways.

,Many times. But I guess my invitations aren’t fancy enough for it.”

,Don't tell me that! You‘ve always seemed content to me. Bound to the work, sure, but con-
tent.”

,Indeed I was,” smiled Frantiska. ,As much as I could. But joy is something else.”
,Aren‘t you, by any chance, making something up?”
,That’s also possible. But one knows a shadow when it sits on one’s lungs.”
Irma was suddenly startled.
,Mom? Is something wrong with you?”
,No, that’s not what I meant. I just...”
Just!”
»That when something hurts you, you know exactly what it would be like if it didn't hurt.
You dream about it, you imagine it... And so it is with joy.”
,And what’s hurting you?”
Frantiska snorted, laughing.
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»,Gee, my soul, all my life!”

,Don't change the subject, mom. I'm serious.”

Frantiska grew serious, too. She mused.

»Most of all...” she mentally leafed through the invisible scrapbook the fire had taken from
them, ,Margita, I guess.”

Her crazy sister Margita. But after Stano had been born, everything had taken a turn for the
better in Torisky. Margita came to life. Slowly, gradually, she began to get used to life again. At
first, she was just baking. Bread, cakes... While Anna and the baby were at the doctor’s, Margita
left her hot creation on the table. The baby’s crying dragged her out of bed and forced her to
act against her will. She was able to watch over him, at first only for a few minutes, in his crib,
but in time she took him in her arms, rocked him, and cheer him. Stano wailed and she sang
to him, and when even that didn't help, she warmed his milk. Anna found that no disaster had
happened in the time she had left them alone, on the contrary, the baby was dozing peacefully
in his crib with Margit’s finger clenched tightly in his fist. She grew bolder, began to leave them
alone more often, went on errands more frequently, ran to the grocery store, to the office, and
Margita grew closer to Stano by will. She didn‘t want to be a burden anymore, she wanted to
contribute. She found a job at the bakery, only part-time, but a job. She tied a scarf at the nape
of her neck, anchored her drooping head, and cut off her parachute. She rose from the dead.

,For God’s sake, why Margit again? After all, everything’s been fixed with her, hasn't it?”

L+Everything hasn‘t. There’s always something left,” Frantis§ka cleared her throat and set her
106  empty cup in the sink.
,Well, T guess we'll wash it. What do you say?”

Prelozila Paula Richterovd
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ZAZRAKY

DOM
Cérdoba, 1969

Bédbo smrdi od cigariet. Len ¢o Maria vezme mald Carmen na ruky, zaciti, Ze nevonia ako
ostatné babatka. Dcéra tetinej susedy obcas pachne od cibule, aj ked sa to jej matka snazi za-
maskovat vofiavkou. Naproti tomu chlapcek z Mariinho domu - vlastne z domu, kde pracuje,
opravi sa Maria, pretoZe Ziadny jej dom neexistuje -, ktory sa narodil par mesiacov pred jej
dcérou, vonia akosi sladko. Maria nevie presne opisat ako, lebo podobnt voniu nikdy predtym
necitila, ale teraz ju nachddza aj v obchodoch a kaviarniach. Susedina dcérka sa popoludni
hréava s hrncami a chlapcekov Zivot plynie medzi postielkou a ohrddkou v obyvacke. Carmen
sa tieZ prestiva po byte, zo spdlne ku kuchynskému stolu, kde seddva babka a berie si ju na
ruky. Maria si uvedomdi, Ze cigaretovy pach asi stvisi s jej rodinou. Mama chodf faj¢it do ku-
chyne, otec faj¢i na kazdom kroku a ma podozrenie, Ze brat Chico zacal faj¢it v spalni, lebo je
presvedceny, Ze si to nikto nev§imne. Carmen smrdi od cigariet. Maria si mozno pomysli, Ze
dcéra skratka pachne dvojizbovou domacnostou, ale asi premysla najma nad tym, aké ¢udné
je spat vedla ne;j.

Carmen pred par tyzdfiami osldvila rok a Maria sa vratila domov prvykrat, odkedy odisla.
V autobuse si v duchu nacvicovala slovd, akymi opiSe Siroké madridské ulice, aj odmlky, aby
nespomenula casti mesta, ku ktorym sa podla stryka s tetou nesmie ani len priblizit. Skiisala
nadviazat rozhovor so Zenou na vedlajSom sedadle, o pocasi a o rozdieloch medzi tymi dvoma
mestami - bulvare, pochybné stvrte -, ale prisediaca odpovedala len mumlanim, jednoslabic-
nymi slovami a prazdnymi frazami. Maria sa desila hluchého ¢asu, potrebovala ho nie¢im
vyplnit. Podchvilou driemala a medzitym sledovala, ako sa menia farby krajiny: ¢im juznejsie,
tym viac jej tahala o¢i zIta vyprahnuta zem.

Pocas dcérinho poobedného spanku si Maria chcela zdriemnut, no cely ¢as lezi na boku
s otvorenymi oCami a uprene sleduje, ako mala dycha. Z dlhej chvile hlad4 a nachadza svoje
Crty v Carmeninej tvari. Pamatala si jemné ruky, ale to, Ze po nej zdedila $irokid sdnku, zdroj
tolkych komplexov, si nepamatala. Carmen este len zac¢inaju rast vlasy - ¢ierne po otcovi - a mé
ich tak malo a takych jemnych, Ze ju Maria radSej nehladka po hlave, aby jej ich nedolamala.
Je mens§ia, nez si Maria myslela - ovela mensia nez chlapcek z domu - a este stdle jej nesplaslo
brusko.

Zhodnoti, Ze snehobielu plet zdedila po matke, a nie je tazké si predstavit, ako sa jej zacni
rysovat zily na rukach a na hrudi, ked bude mat o par rokov menej ako teraz Maria. Kiezby
mala Carmen viac Stastia.

Pamitala si Carmen takd mald, Ze sa jej akurat vosla do narucia; teraz ju nosi opretd
o bedrd, lebo ruky uz nevladzu. O mnoho rokov sa Maria pousmeje nad tym, ako si pamat
vytvara vlastni fikciu: ¢o sa do nej nezaryje, lebo sa nam to zda bezvyznamné alebo to ne-
spliia nase o¢akdvania, nahradi tym, ¢o by sme chceli, aby sa stalo. Cez defi var{, upratuje,
zehli a poslicha, ale v noci sa venuje spomienkam. Pred spanim si v hlave premieta podorys
rodi¢ovského domu: vchadza sa do malej predsiene s ve§iakovou stenou, nalavo je rodicov-
ska spdlna - postel s drevenym celom, takmer vzdy stiahnuté rolety - a napravo detska izba,



o ktort sa delila so sestrou Soledad a bratom Chicom, a eSte predtym s najstar§imi siroden-
cami. Krizom cez predsieni sa vchddza do kuchyne s velkym stolom a odtial na nddvorie so
zdchodom. Najprv to bola len diera v zemi, v rohu viselo vedro plné vody, nezabudni najprv
splachnut a potom nabrat vodu pre toho, kto pride po tebe. Marfinu stard postel rozmonto-
vali a jej miesto zabrala detska postielka: ta istd, v ktorej spavali jej synovci, teraz uz takmer
dospeli, aj jej mladsi brat. Zazmuri o¢i a dovoli si opravit niektoré situdcie: nenastipi do toho
autobusu, neodzdravi toho pana, nevojde do toho domu.

Marii sa cnie aj za fotografiami, ktoré si nevzala do Madridu; tvare sa jej vytrdcajd z pa-
mati a teraz zda sa jej, Ze by si ich bola lepsie uchovala. Do kufra si zbalila stard fotku, na
ktorej je so sestrou a s otcom na nddvori rodi¢ovského domu, ob¢as sa zabava tym, Ze Studuje
flaky na stenach, ktoré na ¢iernobielej snimke viac vyniknid. Par mesiacov po tom, ¢o odisla
do Madridu, jej mama poslala list, ktory nadiktovala Chicovi. Pousmiala sa nad tym, ako sa
tthladné pismo z prvych riadkov zrychluje v druhom odseku a pri pozdrave uz je tiplne nefo-
remné. Mama poslala aj fotku: jeden zo synovcov na nej pézuje s narodeninovou tortou, Chico
starostlivo drzi v lone Carmen, nezne jej podopiera hlavicku a na nos jej natiera slahacku.
Marfa si ju dala na no¢ny stolik. Predpokladala, Ze presne preto jej ju poslali. Ona si ju vsak
vystavila, aby upozornila tetu: nech ju nemyli, Ze kazdy den poslusne vstdva skoro rdno a po
névrate z prace navari veceru alebo umyje kiipeliiu. T4 fotka prezrddza pravdu.

Ked sa mala zobudi, Marfa sa jej zadiva do oc¢i: dvoch ¢iernych Spendlikovych hlaviciek.
Carmen sa zamrvi a Maria zareaguje: posadi sa na kraj postele a odtial nakika do postielky.
Chlapcovi z domu sa zvykne ligkat, so susedkinou dcérou sa obcas jasi, ale Carmen, vlastna
dcéra je jej cudzia. Carmen sa pohne, akoby sa chcela posadit: pomyka nozickami, najprv
zlahka, a ked nepride odpoved, kopance zosilneji, mava ruc¢ickami a snazi sa Mariu uputat.
T4 napokon vstane, podide k postielke, vezme dcéru na ruky - zaciti cigarety - a pritili si ju.
Mald na jej nezZné gesto nereaguje: prestala kopat, ale natahuje pravi ricku. Maria si mysli,
ze Carmen asi ukazuje na zodratého plySdka v rohu izby. Naplni ju to hrdostou: dojme ju
predstava, Ze Carmen je takd inteligentnad, Ze zalovila v pamati a nasla ju medzi spomienkami,
a zaroven taka zreld, Ze sa mame snazi ukazat svoje hracky. Naozaj je to tak? Alebo si Maria
do babatka len projektuje svoje predstavy? Maria sa naciahne po plysdka a podd ho Carmen,
ktoru stdle drzi na rukdach, no mald ho rdzne odtlac¢i. Neplace, nekrici, ale stdle raznejsie
gestikuluje. Maria jej chyti lavi rdcku a polozi si ju na hrud; pomenuje sa ,mama“ a zopakuje
,mama”, aj ked vie, Ze Carmen ju povazuje za dal§iu neznamu tetu. Dievcatko dalej natahuje
pravu ricku a Maria stdle nechape, o jej ukazuje.

- Co si prosi§, Carmen?

Carmen zjavne Mariinym slovdm nerozumie a Maria zasa nerozumie jej gestdm. Mala
by niekoho zavolat na pomoc? Chico sa vrati z prace az vecer. Maria predpokladd, Ze otec lezi
v posteli, mama sedi v kuchyni a Soledad oproti nej $ije. Co by mohla chciet jej dcéra? Babitko
natiahne rdcku a ukaze na nizky Siroky bieliznik. Prvy Suplik vraj patri Carmen, dalSie dva
Chicovi, dva pod nimi st Soledadine a v najspodnejSom ponechali par Mariinych veci. Kedysi
tam mala uloZené oblecenie, zdpisnik a Siroky umelohmotny naramok, ktory nasla na ulici
a obcas ho nosila. Naramok vyhodila a zvysok si zbalila do kufra. Ale teraz spat k babatku:
babatko ukazuje na bieliznik, na ktorom ju mama - teda Mariina mama a Carmenina babicka

- rano prebalovala.
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Maria pochopi svoj omyl: Carmen sa nedomaha nehy ani pozornosti, ale rutiny. Vyzaduje
si, aby ju po poobednajSom spanku niekto vzal na ruky, vybral z postielky a polozil na pro-
vizérny prebalovaci pult. Je jej jedno, kto to spravi: ¢i mamina matka, mamin brat, mamina
sestra alebo sama mama. Dnes sa o niu stard Maria, ale ked sa vrati do Madridu, postara sa
niekto iny a Carmen to opat mlcky prijme. Carmen sa cudzich udi neboji. Zvykla si zaspavat
na rukéch tetusiek od susedov, ¢o k nim chodia na kus reci, a tak sa nezlakne ani cudzej tety,
¢o opakuje slovo mama, objima ju a podava jej plySového medveda. Na osuske sa Carmen
prestane mykat, nadvihne nohy - ako kazdy den a kazdych par hodin - a mrn¢i, lebo Maria
preskocila nejaky krok v obvyklom postupe. Ked Maria usidi, Ze mala je uz ¢istd a podari sa
jej zalepit plienku, polozi ju spat do postielky a lahne si do bratovej postele. Kym zavrie o¢i,
Marii sa zd4, Ze Carmen - detské telicko, co lezi rovnobezne s jej dospelym telom a tieZ sa
snazi zaspat - ju pozoruje.

Prelozila Barbara Sigmundovd
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THE WONDERS

HOME
Cérdoba, 1969

THE BABY SMELLS of cigarettes. The first thing Maria notices when she picks Carmen up is that
she doesn't smell anything like the other babies. The neighbors’ daughter, in the apartment next
to her aunt and uncle’s, sometimes smells like onions, though the mother tries to cover it up
with perfume; but the little boy at her place—the place where she works, Maria catches herself,
not her own place, there’s no such thing—is a few months older than her daughter, and he has
a sweet scent. It's hard for Maria to explain—what is “a sweet scent”?—since shed never come
across anything like it, but now she picks it out in shops, in cafés. The neighbors’ daughter plays
with the pots and pans in the afternoon, and the boy divides his time between the crib and the
portable playpen in the living room; Carmen has her own way of moving through the house, from
the bedroom to the arms of her grandmother, who sits at the big table. Maria realizes maybe
the smell of cigarettes has something to do with her family. Her mother smokes in the kitchen;
her father smokes constantly; and she suspects that her brother Chico has taken to smoking
in the bedroom, trusting he won't be found out. Carmen smells of cigarettes; maybe it feels to
Maria like her daughter smells of that two-bedroom house, or maybe it's just the strangeness of
sleeping there next to her.

Carmen turned one a few weeks ago, and Maria is home for the first time since she moved
away: on the bus, she rehearsed the words she would use to describe the wide streets of Madrid,
the gaps she would insert in place of the neighborhoods her aunt and uncle had implored her
to avoid. She tried to strike up a conversation with the woman in the seat next to hers, talked
about the weather and th differences between the two cities—the avenues, the areas people tell
you to stay away from—but in return Maria got gibberish, monosyllables, one cliché or another.
Downtime frightened her; she needed to fill it somehow. She fell asleep at points, or watched
the landscape changing color: the coarse yellow soil looked more and more scorched the farther
south they went.

While her daughter naps, Maria tries to rest, but she only gets as far as lying down on her
side, eyes open, gaze fixed on the rise and fall of her chest. She whiles the time away looking for
her features in Carmen’s. She had remembered the soft little hands, but she'd forgotten all about
that uneven chin—she has such a complex about her own. Carmen barely has any hair—it's brown,
like her father's— and the little she has is so fine that Marfa tries to avoid touching it, afraid that
it might disintegrate. She's smaller than Maria thought—much smaller than the boy she takes
care of—and her belly is still swollen. She accepts that the very pale skin must have come from
her mother’s side, and she has no trouble imagining her a few years younger than Maria is now,
veins showing through on her arms and her chest. She wishes Carmen better luck.

In her memory, the entire length of her daughter fits in her open arms; she’s too big for
that nowadays, and Marfa carries her on one hip instead. It's funny, Maria will think many years
from now, how memory generates its own fictions: how what hasn't stayed with us, because we
think it insignificant or because it doesn't align with our expectations, gets filled in with what we
wish had happened instead. During the day, she cooks and cleans and irons and follows orders,
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but she sets nighttime aside for memory. Before she falls asleep, she takes herself back to her
parents’ house, its layout: when you go inside, there’s the small entryway for hanging coats, her
parents’ room is on the left—the wooden headboard, the blinds almost always lowered. When
the house was turned over to them, there was a living room in that space, and it's not hard for
Maria to remember the hastily erected partitions. On the right is the room she shared with the
siblings closer to her in age, Soledad and Chico, and in earlier times, with the older ones. At the
back, the kitchen with the big table, and beyond that, the backyard and the toilet, which origi-
nally had been a hole in the ground—the weight of the bucket in the corner, full to the brim with
water, don't forget to empty it first and fill it up after for whoever comes next. They took apart
her bed, and the girl's crib now stands in its place: the same crib where her nieces, now nearly
teenagers, slept, where her little brother slept. Now, eyes closed, she allows herself to revise
certain moments: she doesn't get on that bus, doesn't say hello to that man, doesn't go inside
that house.

Maria wishes she had some of the photographs she chose not to bring along when she left
for Madrid, now that she's struggling to recall people’s faces clearly. She kept one old photo in
her suitcase—her with her dad and her sister, in the backyard—and she sometimes becomes
absorbed in the way the black and white of the image makes certain marks on the wall behind
them stand out. A few months after she got to Madrid, her mother sent a letter she had dictat-
ed to Chico: it made her laugh to see the careful handwriting of the first lines, accelerating in
the second paragraph, the misshapen calligraphy of Take care. Her mother had included one
other photograph: in it, one of her nephews was posing in front of a birthday cake, and as Chico
smeared Carmen’s nose with meringue, her mother sheltered the girl in her lap, cradling her
head tenderly. Maria put it on her nightstand. She guessed that was what they had sent it for.
But she put it there as a warning to her aunt: she shouldn't be fooled by her obedience. Sure, she
might jump out of bed at dawn, she might cook dinner or clean the bathrooms as soon as she
gets home from work, but the truth is in the photograph.

When the girl wakes up, Maria looks into Carmen’s eyes: two black pinheads. The baby
stretches, and Maria reacts: she sits up at the foot of the bed and cranes her neck to peer into
the crib. Maria has grown used to the way the boy in the house twists her arm, to joking around
with the neighbors’ daughter; but Carmen, being hers, seems made of different stuff. Carmen
shifts as if she wants to sit up: she shakes her legs, just a little at first, kicking when that doesn't
work; she waves her arms, casts around for Maria’s eyes. Finally, Maria stands and goes to the
crib, picks up her daughter—that cigarette smell—and gathers her in her arms. Her affection
induces no response in the girl. She's not kicking anymore, but she extends her little right arm.
Maria thinks Carmen must be pointing to a threadbare stuffed animal in the corner of the bed-
room. How proud she feels in that moment: Carmen is clever enough to access her memories
and locate herself within them, mature enough to try to show off her toys. Is that it? Is that
what's happening, or is Maria projecting something completely imaginary? Still holding Carmen,
Maria picks up the stuffed animal and hands it to her, but the girl smacks it away: there are no
tears, no shrieks, although the baby’s movements take on a brusqueness. Maria takes her little
left hand and places it on her chest. “Mommy,” she calls herself; “Mommy,” she repeats, though
she knows that to Carmen, she may as well be a stranger. Carmen continues reaching out her
right arm, pointing to something Maria doesn't see.



“What do you want, Carmen?”

Clearly, Carmen understands Maria’s words about as well as Marfa understands Carmen’s
gestures. Should she let someone know, ask for help? Chico will be working into the evening;
Maria imagines her father lying in bed, her mother sitting at one end of the kitchen table, Sole-
dad sewing at the other. What does her daughter need? The baby extends one arm; she points to
a chest of drawers, wide and low to the ground. They've explained to her that the top drawer is
Carmens, the two below that are Chico’s, the next two are Soledad’s, and at the bottom, they've
kept some things that belong to Maria. There was a time when her space was occupied by some
clothing, a notebook, a thick, old enamel bracelet she found in the street and wore a few times;
the bracelet shed thrown out, and the rest shed packed in her suitcase. But the baby, the baby
now: the baby points at the chest of drawers where her mother—Maria’s mother, Carmen’s grand-
mother—changes her diaper every morning.

Maria realizes her error: it's not affection or attention Carmen wants but routine. When
Carmen wakes from her nap, she demands that someone pick her up, take her out of the crib,
and lie her down on the improvised changing table. It doesn’t matter who: her mother’s mother,
her mother’s brother, her mother’s sister, or just her actual mother. Maria is doing it today, but
when she goes back to Madrid it could be anyone’s job, and Carmen will accept it with the same
silence. Carmen isn't afraid of strangers. She’s grown accustomed to meeting the night in the
arms of women who live on the street, who gather outside the front door. Nor is she afraid of
the unfamiliar woman who says “Mommy” over and over, and insists on holding her close, of-
fers her a stuffed animal. On the towel, Carmen stops moving around, lifts her legs a little—the
way she does several times every day—and whines because Maria has skipped some step in the
changing. When she considers the girl done, and succeeds in getting the diaper on, Maria puts
her back in the crib and lies down again on her brother’s bed. Before closing her eyes, Maria
has the sensation that Carmen—a tiny body stretched out alongside an adult one, both of them
searching for sleep—is watching her.

Translated by Lizzie Davis and Thomas Bunstead
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a publicista, momentalne Zije striedavo v obci
Zebegény v Madarsku a v Dunajskej Strede na
Slovensku. V rokoch 2013 - 2018 absolvoval
§tidium na katedre madarského jazyka a li-
teratiry na Filozofickej fakulte Univerzity Ko-
menského v Bratislave v odbore editorstvo. Od
roku 2018 pokracoval v §tidiu ako doktorand
katedry v Specializdcii literarna veda. Medzi
jeho vedecké zaujmy patri sicasnd madarska
literatiira a madarska literatira 20. storocia,
respektive Zivotné dielo Sindora Maraiho. V ro-
koch 2018 az 2022 pracoval ako redaktor rubri-
ky on-line kultirneho magazinu Dunszt. Popri
beletrii sa venuje tvorbe rozhovorov a podcas-
tov v oblasti kulttry, ako aj publikacii literar-
nych studif a kritik. Prvd samostatnd basnicka
zbierka mu vysla v roku 2020 vo vydavatelstve
Kalligram pod nazvom Vagy valami egészen mds.
Jedno z jeho diel vybrali do patjazycnej bas-
nickej zbierky Lines from Visegrad, ktora vysla
v roku 2022, respektive viacero jeho basni sa
nachddza v antoldgii s ndzvom Természetes
vadsdg, ktord vydal Bazis v roku 2023. V slo-
venskom jazyku st zatial dostupné jeho dve
lyrické diela v preklade Jitky Rozinovej na we-
bovej stranke Bazis - Madarského literarneho
a umeleckého spolku na Slovensku.

DAVID MELLAR
SLOVAKIA

(born 1992 in Podunajské Biskupice) is a poet
and publicist, currently living alternately in
Zebegény, Hungary and Dunajska Streda, Slo-
vakia. He graduated from the Department of
Hungarian Language and Literature at the
Faculty of Arts of Comenius University in Bra-
tislava, majoring in editing. Since 2018, he has
continued his studies as a PhD student at the
department, specializing in literary studies.
His research interests include contemporary
Hungarian literature and Hungarian literature
of the 20th century, specifically the life work of
Sandor Marai. From 2018 to 2022, he worked as
a column editor of the online cultural maga-
zine Dunszt. In addition to fiction, he produces
interviews and podcasts in the field of culture,
and publishes literary studies and reviews. His
first independent collection of poetry was pub-
lished in 2020 by Kalligram under the title Vagy
valami egészen mds. One of his works was select-
ed for the five-language poetry collection Lines
from Visegrad, published in 2022, and several of
his poems are included in the anthology Ter-
meészetes vadsdg, published by Bazis in 2023. In
the meantime, two of his lyrical works are avail-
able in Slovak in translation by Jitka Roznova
on the website of Bazis - the Hungarian Literary
and Artistic Association in Slovakia.



PLAMEN V HRDLE HLTACA OHNA

Ako sa stavia k telu tane¢nik baletu?

A ako fotograf alebo maliar? A

masér alebo lekar? Alebo basnik?

A ako §lapka? Pre koho je telo ¢im a ¢im nie je?

Co st pre telo tmavé Saty a ¢o nahé svetlo,

od nedostatku ktorého bude zranitelné a odhalené,
a surové a obscénne ako maso

v rukdch misiara? Co je dotyk pre slepého,

pre tanecnicu pri ty¢i alebo knaza, ked vklad4 hostiu
do tst dievcéata a prst sa mu nahodou dotkne
mikkého a vlhkého jazyka.

Co znameni4 telo pre zem: material na spracovanie,
ziviny alebo zbyto¢nu usadeninu, tarchu?

Cim je pre vodu, ak sa v nej rozpadne na drobné kusy,
pricom z tela vymadca sytoCervent tazbu.

Len so zakladnou bielou si nevie ¢o pocat. Ale je tam

ohen, prepychové travenie ohna sta dospievajtci chlapec:

staroba neurcuje hranice jeho chuti do jedla.

Co moze citit Iad, ked si sa ho takmer este ani
nedotkol, a predsa sa topi a bude z neho kvapkat pot?
Alebo sneh, ked ho vzrusene zviera$, no roztecie sa
uz v objati pred aktom.

Ako sa stavia k vlastnému telu masozrava rastlina,
ked ju naucia na vegetariansku stravu?

Co je ohei pre hltada plamefiov? Alebo skor:

¢o citi plamen, ked ho zhltnd, a hned potom vyvratia?

Prelozila Lenka Nagyovd

NEKONECNA KAPACITA

Stvorené preZije

stvoritela, vegetaridn
maisozravea, pridovy okruh
obeh krvi, protéza

kost, mikrocip

mozog.

A akasi neviditelna ruka podhodi
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- jedinym pohybom - celd rasu
Temnej Hmote, nech si s iou robf,
¢o chce, nech sa jej zmocni,
prehltne ju alebo sa s iou hra
a stravi ju len spolovice:
nech to rozkladajtice sa, organické,
pominutelné este Zije, nech su
zvy$§ky na okamih a navzdy.
Namiesto panoptika Iudskych tizob,
patolégie citov leziacich thorom
chémia vsetko zaplavujicich
gejzirov a supervulkanov.

Nech autor ostane

bez diela, rasa

bez genetiky, myslienka

bez slova, obrazotvornost

bez tvorcu. Nech ostane

energia nesmrtelnosti:
podvedoma erotika

geologickych procesov a sen
surovej inteligencie: neutichajtci
biely hluk prddiaci z ¢iernych dier:
nekonecna kapacita, s kone¢nou platnostou
anulujica minulost a budtdcnost.

VYTRHNUTY ZHLUK NERVOV

Nehovoria o tiom, lebo nechdpu,

ako méze byt jedinym cielom a zmyslom
devdtcentimetrovej casti ludského tela
prindSanie radosti, nefunkcnd rozkos.

Rozbijic jednotu tela,

devit centimetrov, z toho minimaélne Sest skrytych,

to je vSetko, ¢o z neho zostalo. Ako pupoc¢nd $nira muza,
zle napratana dovnitra, odumreté puto.

VysSe osemtisic navzdjom tesne posplietanych,
vytrhnutych nervovych zakonceni

v jedinom klbku. Osemtisic,

aby bol kazdy dotyk bolestivo

jednorazovy a hlboky. Kazdy, aj ten najmensi

vydych a nadych je hortdci a hmatatelny. Nech reakcia



pali. Nech ho zaplavia, zmacaji kvapky
vyzrazanej pary, nech vykizne

spod zdhybu dotykajticej sa koze,

nech ostane nehmotny, pozbaveny

slovného prejavu, neznesitelne blizko

k meditativnej erotike nebytia.

Ako sa Stetec mokry od farby dotkne

nahusto tkanej, citlivej latky, stigma dotyku
eSte dlho schne na pokozke; odtlacok spoteného

konceka prsta na huslovej strune, natiahnutej do prasknutia,

vydrzi dlho: vibruje, brni v nom

vzrusujlica moznost rozptylenia

oxytocinu, prolaktinu a endorfinu, no silnejtce

impulzy nie je kam prenasat, nervové vldkna

vybiehaji do prazdna, neexistuje systém, ktorého

by sa mohli zachytit, ani interpreta¢ny ramec,

je rezistentny na hmatatelné, obratné a chvilami nacisto
abstraktné metafory vlazného misa jazyka.

Osemtisic energiou nabitych, nepretrhnutelnych vldkien
sa vznasa v prazdnote ako vypitvany predmet

v laboratériu ¢i na vystave, s presnymi rozmermi,
poradovym ¢islom, v litri formalinu.

Skor jednosmernost pohybu: ¢ista zbozZnost uviaznuta

v modlitbe, ml¢anie, obeta,

kym neprecitne, vytrhnuty orgdn, mrtva

rozkos, citiaca estetika, surova troska sama osebe.

PreloZila Jitka RozZniovd
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FLAME ON THE FIRE EATER'S THROAT

What feels a ballerina toward the body?

What an artist or author? What feels the

masseuse or the surgeon? And what the poet?

What the whore? What is and is not the body, and for whom?
What is dark clothing to the body and what is naked light,
which one’s absence will leave it vulnerable, exposed,

and which will leave it raw and obscene, like meat

in the butcher’s hands? What is touch to the blind,

the pole dancer, or the priest when he places the wafer

in the girl's mouth, and his finger happens to brush

the soft wet tongue.

What is the body to the earth: material to be processed,
nourishment, or a deposit unnecessary and burdensome?
What to the water, when submerged and decomposing
the bright red of desire seeps from the body.
Only the basic white leaves it at a loss. But that’s where
the fire is, lavish digestion, like a teenage boy:

18 his appetite as yet unbounded by aging.
What feels the ice, when you've only just touched
it, and already it's sweating itself into perspiring drops?
Or the snow in your excited grip, set running already
in the pre-act embrace.

What feels the carnivorous plant toward its own body

after becoming accustomed to a vegetarian diet?

What the flame to the fire eater? Or perhaps instead:

what feels the flame when it is swallowed, but promptly thrown up?

EL ROI
Have I now seen the One who sees me?

To forbid is twofold:

of neither the other, nor yourself
can you catch a glimpse.

The other, in any case, vanishes
under the glance

in the steaming, seething fog,

or you dissolve in the fragile



yellow, when sight couples with
the mirror image.

Look from behind the eyelids as the other

flows through you. While barely perceptibly

you hold their hand, your hand. Look, as you would look
on yourself. Barely visible from a flower’s perspective.

Just don't look into the clear-watered one, just don't look back.

But the aesthetic’s desire, the spectacle’s perversion
glances back again and again. It opens its eyes
whether it wants to or not,

imagines itself a flower, the other a nothing.

UMBILICAL CAVITY

The empty virgin white offers itself, odorless

it miscarries. Untouched, what is at other times open
and awaiting pollination. Or there, the unable-to-fall
black: the shared time of this year’s and last’s possibility
on the branches. Next year, stuff already dead springs
from the bud-encoded withering. Unrecognizable,
unknown, and what is behind it, shapeless.

The ovulation process is product presentation.

Enough for a spectacle, impotent aesthetics.

And meanwhile the timeless sham-fertility rages

on the monitors: it wasn't today National Geographic became
a porn channel. The genetics of nature, untouched and pure:
alignment to patterns unfit for human consumption.

But infertile is not incapable of life, it's just model-

like, and what is behind it, aimless.

When the remains, the unfit, again win meaning:

the unreasonably thick, black milk flowing from

men's nipples. And one’s feet will again

play an indispensable role in their survival.

But the pruning of the young branch, the removal of the root
recalls the violent act of the abortion cut.

An unremarkable, routine knife movement, the embryo’s
amputation along split skin, to anaesthetize

and deprive the body of something half-finished.

There will be nothing to cram back into the umbilical cavity.
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The steaming aperture plundered, the cord cut,

the silent source of an age before memory, carrying
on itself the traces of unmistakable intervention.
And as far as it concerns men: forever functionless.
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LOUISE NEALON
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Studovala anglickd literattiru na Trinity Col-
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KARAVAN

Moj stryko Billy byva v karavane na like za mojim domom. Ked som prvy raz videla na ceste
iny karavan, pomyslela som si, Ze ho niekto uniesol, asi iné dieta. Az vtedy som sa dozvedela,
Ze karavany st urcené na presuny. Billyho karavan sa nikdy nikam nepresival. Stdl na beté-
novych tvarniciach hned vedla mna odo diia, ked som sa narodila.

Billyho som zvykla navstevovat v noci, ked som sa bala zaspat. Billy tvrdil, Ze zdomu médm
povolené vyjst, iba ak vidim zo svojho okna mesiac a ak mu donesiem zo zdhrady Zelania. V
noci po mojich 6smych narodenindch ma vyhlad na tlsty okrihly mesiac poslal okamzZite dole
schodmi a zo zadnych dveri, pod bosymi chodidlami som mala mokri trdvu, tfne na zZivom
plote po mne chniapali a za rukdvy pyzama ma tahali naspat.

Vedela som, kde sa dajui ndjst Zelania. Cely rdkos ich rastol blizko pri karavane, na druhej
strane zivého plota. Pooberala som ich jedno za druhym, tesilo ma tiché pukanie stonky a lep-
kava $tava na jej odtrhnutom konci, narazy jednej papernatej hlavicky do druhej. Zaclonila som
ich dlanou, akoby som chranila pred vetrom sviecku, davala som si pozor, aby som nestriasla
ani jedno pierko, nevyslala ho do noci.

Pri trhani som si v hlave zvftala slabiky: pti-pa-va, ptipava, pi-pa-va. V ten den, ale skor,
sme si to slovo na8li vo velkom slovniku, ktory mal Billy pod postelou, mi vysvetloval, ze
dandelion, anglicky vyraz pre ptipavu, pochddza z francizskeho - dents de lion - levie zuby.
Pipava sa rodila ako nieco pekné a jej okvetné listky boli ZIté a strapaté ako baletna suknicka.

122 ,Takto sa oblieka cez den, ale kvet sa nakoniec musi ulozit na spanok. Schradne, vyzera
unaveny, vyCerpany, a ked si uz myslis, Ze je s nim koniec,” Bily zdvihol past, ,bum, zmeni sa
na hodiny.” Vystrel prsty a spoza chrbta vycaril bielu pipavu podobntu cukrovej vate. ,Nafuca-
ny mesiacik. Celé svité prijimanie Zelani.” Dovolil mi sfiknut ich ako narodeninové sviecky.

,Sthvezdie snov.”

Billy zasol nad kyticou Zelani, ktorid som mu ponukla, ked otvoril dvere karavanu. Pozbie-
rala som ich, kolko som len vlddala, aby som natiho urobila dojem.

,Vedel som to,” povedal. ,Vedel som, Ze akurat na tvoje narodeniny vyjde mesiac.”

Do prazdneho zavaracieho pohara sme napustili vodu a sfiikli sme do nej vatové hlavky pipav,
az sa pierka vzna8ali na hladine ako malic¢ki plavci na chrbtoch. Zatvorila som veko pohdara a
potriasla som Zelaniami, nadchynala som sa, divala som sa, ako tancuji. Pohar sme nechali
na zvlhnutom $tése novin, presne za plastovym oknom karavanu.

Billy ohrial na plynovom vari¢i za rajnicku mlieka. Jeho kuchymia vyzerala ako hracka,
ktord som tuzia dostat na Vianoce. Zakazdym ma prekvapilo, Ze v skuto¢nosti funguje. Dovolil
mi mieSat mlieko, aZ kym nezovrelo a nevznikli na iom tenucké biele vrstvy kozky, ktord som
potom zberala chrbtom varechy. Nasypal do mlieka kakaovy prasok a ja som krizila varechou
stale dookola, azZ ma rozbolela ruka. Pariace sa hnedé mlieko sme preliali do termosky a vzali
sme si ho na strechu k pozorovaniu hviezd.

Plpavové semienka sa v pohari ponorili az o niekolko dni. Drzali sa hladiny, viseli zo
svojho vodného stropu, aZ sa napokon bud vzdali, alebo ich to prestalo bavit. Prave ked si uz
svet myslel, Ze je po nich, pod vodou sa objavili drobulinké zelené klicky ako rastlinné morské
panny, ktorym z nicoho ni¢ rastid chvostiky. Billy ma vtedy zavolal, nech sa pridem pokochat
tymi nezdolnymi drobcami, Zelaniami, ¢o odmietaji zahynt.



Dnes mdm osemnadst rokov. Klopem Billymu na dvere a som trochu nervézna. Uz ho
nezvyknem v noci navstevovat. Vonkajsia stena karavanu ma chladi na hdnkach. Na okrajoch
dverije gumené tesnenie ako na chladnicke. Zaborim do tej ¢vachtavej hmoty nechty a trosku
z nej vyrypnem. Trhé sa v podobe hladkého pasu ako vrstva tuku zo Sunky. Ozve sa Suchot pa-
piera a vrzgot krokov po dlazke. Billy otvori dvere a velmi sa usiluje nedat najavo prekvapenie,
Ze ma tam vidi.

,Nuz tak,” povie cestou naspit do svojho kresla.

,No Co, spiaca krdsavica,” oslovim ho. Dnes rdano nevstal na dojenie a musela som ho
zastupit.

,Hej, prepac.”

,A navySe na moje narodeniny,” zdoraznim.

,Doboha, fakt,” zasklabi sa. ,Zazrak, Ze ta svaty Jakub nenechal v leabe.”

,O nicom nevedel. Mama mu to zabudla povedat.”

,Sme otrasni. A ktoréZe to vlastne oslavujes? Sladkych Sestnast?”

,Otrasnych osemnast.”

PripiSem si malé vitazstvo, ked vidim, ako sa mu tvar sklada do pobaveného tskrnu. Po-
¢kam, kym sa mi obrati chrbtom pri naptstani vody do kanvice.

,Dnes mi pri§li papiere z vysokej,” poviem.

Zastavi te¢lcu vodu a znovu na mna pozrie. ,A to dnes?”

,Hej. Vzali ma na Trinity College. Na budtci tyZden nastupujem.”

Zatvari sa smutne. Potom mi oboma rukami pevne zovrie plecia a vzdychne. ,Doriti, fakt
som rad, Ze ti to vyslo.”

Vdaka.”

,Srat na c¢aj,” mavne rukou a rozziari sa. ,Srat na caj, radsej donesiem whisky.”

Pohrabe sa v komore. Taniere hrmoct, §tés misiek sa rovno prevrhne. Billy sa pokisi
kolenom napchat lavinu riadu naspat. Mam sto chuti to tu upratat, aby som mala ¢o robit, ale
on sa vzapati triumfilne vynori z komory s flaSou Jamesona.

,Vsetko najlepsie k narodkam, Debs,” povie mi.

,Vdaka.” Preberiem si od neho flasu, ako keby to bola prva cena v lotérii.

Obaja stojime a sme v rozpakoch. Fakt nechcem, aby to bol méj ndpad. Uz by som mala
byt dospeld. Uz nemdzem prosikat, aby sa nie¢o odohralo.

,Dnes v noci je jasna obloha,” povie navela.

LA svinska zima,” dodam.

,V komore je termofor, ak chces.” Billy vystrie ruku k dvierkam v strope a stiahne dole
skladaci rebrik, ¢o vedie na strechu. V baganciach vydupoce hore a za sebou vle¢ie spacak ako
dieta cestou do postele deku.

Dam zovriet vodu. Pozeraji na mnia rarohy v karavane. Dreveny model staroddvneho lie-
tadla visi nad postelou. Sedi na nom drobny muzicek ako na hojdacke, v ruke drzi dalekohlad.
Pokrstili sme ho Pierre, pretoze ma fizy.

Hortci gumeny termofor mi ohrieva ruky. Vyleziem po rebriku, beriem stupienky po
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dvoch, az kym mi no¢ny vietor neoveje tvar. Je to ako byt na lodi. Vlezieme do spacdkov ako do
kukiel a lahneme si na galvanizovany plech, ktory kryje Billyho domov. Strecha je pod mojimi
dlannami chladna a klzka. Mam pocit, Ze lezim na ladovej kryhe. Zadivame sa na oblohu, ako
keby len od nasich pohladov zaviselo, ¢i nespadne dolu.

Vyhlad zo strechy karavanu je to jediné, co sa nezmensuje, ¢im som starsia. Pocujeme
Suchot kravskych néh v trave. Domotkali sa k ndm, snoria a fiuchajd, su zvedavé, ¢o sa deje.
Vdychnem vlhky dusny pot karavanu, ktorym napdachol spacak. Billy zavana cigaretami a
naftou. Rukdvy bundy mu previsaji na vilnené prsty rukavic. Okolo st ma pichlavy zivy plot
zo strniska a ten mu siaha krizom cez licne kosti, spaja sa s vlasmi za usami.

,M4s pre mna pribeh,” povie Billy.

,Nechce sa mi rozpravat pribehy.”

»Ale chce,” povie. ,Ja vyberiem hviezdu.”

Predstieram, Ze ma to nenadchyna, len sa pohrdavam so zipsom na spacaku. Zasuniem si
za ucho pramienok vlasov a ¢akdm, ktord hviezda to bude.

,Vidis Severku?”

,Najjasnejsiu hviezdu na oblohe? Asi sotva.”

,Ale ona nie je najjasnejsia. Najjasnejsie svieti Sirius.”

,Vravel si mi, Ze Severka.”

,Tak som sa mylil.”

,To ma Sokuje.”

,Vidi§? Uz som ti ju niekedy ukazoval?”

,Len zo dvestokrat, Billy, ale vZdy si vravel, Ze je to najjasnejSia hviezda na oblohe.”

,Je druhd najjasnejsia.”

,»A mam akoze néjst ti druhd najjasnejsiu?”

»Je to td nedaleko dvojitého W.”

,Hej, viem, to je t4, ktord len vyzerd ako najjasnejsia... ale nie je.”

,Len pozeram, ¢i hovorime o tej istej. No doboha. Takze vidis tych pat hviezd, ktoré pri
nom vytvdarajui to §isi w?*

Prizmtrenymi ocami §kilim na oblohu, pokiisam sa spéjat body. Kedysi som sa tvarila,
ze vidim to, ¢i vidi Billy. Nezndsam, ked sa usilujem, div nevysko¢im z koZze, a aj tak ni¢ nero-
zozndm. Z mdjho pohladu je to ako ¢itat Braillovo pismo, akurat Ze st to svetld, ¢o svietia zo
vzdialenosti miliardy milidrd kilometrov. Je ich privela - ten ich dav, ¢o na mna civie, opatuje
mi pohlad, je hrozivy.

Cim som star8$ia, tym viac sa usilujem. Billy mi sihvezdia rozporciuje na obrazky a pribehy
a pomdha mi ich rozoznédvat. W patri eSte k tym Iah§im.

,Jasné, uz viem,” odpoviem. ,T4, o vyzera ako hojdacie kreslo.”

,No presne,” prisved¢i. Pozriem na jeho ukazovak vystrety nahor, spija hviezdy do hlad-
kych priamych linii. ,Kasiopeino kreslo.”

, Tl si pamatam.”

,Aha, dobre. Porozpravaj mi o nej.”

,Ved ten pribeh poznds, Billy,” zavrtim hlavou.

,Od teba som ho este nepocul.”

Vzdychnem, aby som ziskala trochu ¢asu. V mysli sa mi uz zhromazduja postavy.



,No hovor,” vyzve ma Billy.

,Kasiopeia bola v minulom Zivote krdlovnou - manzelkou kradla Kefea,” pustim sa do
vysvetlovania. ,Aj on je tam hore. Kasiopeia bola fakt typek. Peknd, ale Iudia ju povazovali za
¢udacku. Nosila rozpustené vlasy a stdle chodila bosa a Iudi to Sokovalo, pretoze od kralovnej
¢akali nieco iné. Porodila dcéru Andromedu a vychovala ju, aby mala rada a v ticte sama seba -
vtedy to bolo fest radikdlne. Jej slobodomyselnost si mylili s aroganciou. Rozchyrilo sa, Ze je to
taka hipicka, nie poriadna kralovnd, chodi si po svete bosa a ma rada samu seba a svoju dcéru
uci rovnakym spdsobom. Poseidén to nemienil tolerovat. Rozhodol sa, Ze ludom pripomenie,
Ze nemajud ¢o hrat hlavnu tlohu. Tak vyslal morskud obludu, aby znicila kralovstvo jej muza.
Kasiopeia dostala odkaz, Ze kralovstvo zachrani, iba ak obetuje svoju dcéru, a tak to urobila.
Pripttala Andromedu retazou ku skale na kraji titesu a nechala ju tam, nech zomrie.”

»Suka jedna,” zahresil Billy.

,No ¢o, nemala na vyber. Inak by obluda pozabijala vsetkych.”

,Kurva, ti Gréci boli Sibnuti. M6Zem hadat, ako to s Andromedou dopadlo?”

,Mobzes."

»Zachranil ju stato¢ny princ?”

,Samozrejme,” prikyvnem.

Billy mi poda flasu whisky. Napijem sa, popalim si hrdlo.

,Perzeus ti morskl obludu zabil, ked sa vracal z vypravy, na ktorej zahlusil Medtzu, a
Andromeda si ho z vda¢nosti musela zobrat,” poviem.

,Klasika. A ¢o sa stalo s Kasiopeiou?”

Ukézem hore na nu. ,Je tam, sedi si vo svojom hojdacom kresle. Poseidén ju k nemu
priviazal, takZe ked obieha okolo Severného poéluy, je hore nohami. Tréi v tom kresle a bude sa
v iom Kkrtit do konca ¢asu.”

,JeziSmaria,” zatpie Billy. ,Polovicu ¢asu byt dolu hlavou. To uZ potom asi ¢lovek vid{ svet
inak.”

,Ja by som akurat dostala zavrat.”

»Spociatku mozno, ale potom by si si na to hddam aj zvykla.”

,Vdaka, ja som spokojnd s gravitaciou.”

,AZ taka spokojnd, Ze bude v pohode, ak ta stré¢im z tejto strechy?”

Tak mi Stuchne do spacéka, Ze sa prekottlam a zvriesknem.

,Billy! Ty si chuj! To nie je smiesne!”

,Narodeninové stuchance sa ti nepacia?”

,Prestan,” zavréim, ale vnttri mi je teplo a milo. Myslim na svoj pribeh a este si ddm hlt
z flaSe. Uz prvy didsok whisky ma vyslal krizivym pohybom k oblohe.

Prelozila Marina Gdlisova
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THE CARAVAN

My uncle Billy lives in a caravan in a field at the back of my house. The first time I saw another
caravan on the road I thought that someone - another child - had kidnapped him on me. It was
only then that I learned caravans were meant to move. Billy’s caravan never went anywhere. It
was plonked on a bed of concrete blocks, right beside me from the day I was born.

I used to visit Billy at night when I was too afraid to go to sleep. Billy said that I was only
allowed out of the house if I could see the moon from my window and if I brought him wishes
from the garden. On the night of my eighth birthday, the sight of a round, fat moon sent me
straight down the stairs and out the back door, the wet grass on my bare feet, the thorns of the
hedge grabbing me, pulling me back by the sleeves of my pyjamas.

I knew where the wishes hung out. A coven of them grew close to the caravan on the other
side of the hedge. I picked them one by one, satisfied by the soft snap of stem and sticky juice
of severed end, the bump of one fluffy white head into another. I cupped my hand around them
as though protecting candles from the wind, careful not to knock off a single wisp of wish and
lose it to the night.

I twirled the syllables around my head as I collected them - dandelion, dandelion, dande-
lion. Earlier that day, we had looked up the word in the big dictionary underneath Billy’s bed. He
explained that it came from the French term - dentes de lion - lions’ teeth. He told me that the
dandelion began as a pretty thing and the petals of its skirt were pointy and yellow like a tutu.

“This is its daytime dress but the flower eventually needs to go to sleep. It withers and
looks tired and haggard and just when you think its time is up,” Billy held up his fist, “it turns
into a clock.” He uncurled his fingers and produced a white candy-floss dandelion from behind
his back. “A puff-ball moon. A holy communion of wishes.” He let me blow the wishes away like
birthday candles. “A constellation of dreams.”

Billy marveled at the bouquet of wishes I presented to him as he opened the caravan door.
I picked as many as I could find to impress him.

“Iknew it,” he said. “I just knew that the moon would come out for your birthday.”

We filled an empty jam jar with water and blew the cottony heads of the dandelions into it,
their feathers floating on the meniscus like tiny swimmers lying on their backs. I closed the lid
on the jar and shook the wishes, celebrating them, watching them dance. We left the jar on top
of a dank stack of newspapers to stare out of the caravan’s plastic window.

Billy heated a saucepan of milk on the hob of his gas cooker. His kitchen looked like a toy I hoped
to get for Christmas. It always surprised me when it worked in real life. He let me stir the milk
until it bubbled and formed little white sheets of skin that I pulled away with the back of a spoon.
He poured in the chocolate powder and I whisked the spoon around and around until my arm hurt.
We tipped the steaming brown stream into a flask and brought it up to the roof to watch the stars.

It took days for the dandelion seeds to fully submerge in the jar. They clung to the surface,
hanging from their ceiling of water until it seemed like they either gave up or got bored. Just
when the world thought they were goners, tiny little green shoots appeared like plant mermaids
growing tails underwater. Billy called me to come over and marvel at the stubborn little yokes,
the wishes that refused to die.



Today is my eighteenth birthday. I'm a bit nervous knocking on Billy's door. I don't really visit him
at night anymore. The outside of the caravan is cold against my knuckles. It has a lining of rubber
along the sides like a fridge door. I dig my nails into the squishiness and tear a bit away. It comes
off in a smooth strip like a sliver of fat off a ham. There is a shuffle of papers and the squeeze

of steps across the floor. Billy opens the door and tries his best not to seem surprised to see me.

“Alright,” he says, making his way back to his armchair.

“Sleeping Beauty,” I greet him. He didn't get up for milking this morning and I had to do it
for him.

“Yeah, sorry about that.”

“On my birthday and all,” I say.

“Oh fucking hell,” he grimaces. “It's a wonder St James didn't leave you in the leaba.”

“He didn't know. Mam forgot to tell him.”

“We're an awful shower. What one is it anyway? Sweet sixteen?”

“Egotistic eighteen.”
It's a small victory to see his face scrunch into an amused grin. I wait until he turns his back to
fill the kettle.

“The offers for college came out today.” I say.

He turns off the tap and turns back to me. “Was that today?”

“Yeah. I got into Trinity. I'm starting next week.”

He looks sad. Then he grips both hands on either sides of my shoulders and lets out a sigh.

“T'm fucking delighted for you.”
“Thanks.”
“Fuck the tea,” he says, waving the idea away. “Fuck the tea, I'll get the whiskey.”
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NA PRELOME APRILA A MAJA
(UKAZKA)

Dorazila do Huty prdve v momente, ked sa zazinali pouli¢né lampy. Bol pdst, takze v kréme
uprostred dediny bolo este o Cosi mrtvejsie ako obvykle. V§imla si, Ze dal§i dom za potokom
niekto zacal rekonstruovat. Mozno domaci, mozno priselci, ktori ho kipili na chalupu. Bolo
jej to jedno, tesila sa, Ze Huta neskapina, ale, naopak, pomaly oziva.

Brdna bola zavretd. Zastala, aby si ju otvorila, a potom pomaly zaparkovala uprostred dvora.
V oknéch sa nesvietilo. Z mastale bolo poc¢ut mékat kozy, akoby ich otec nenachoval. Dom bol
zamknuty. Zacala mat zld predtuchu.

Kuchynu nasla v stave, akoby sa v nej natacal dokument o vareni, pricom $éfkucharom je muz
tesne pred sedemdesiatkou s nendroénymi chutami. Filmarom sa vSak v nejakom momente
zaplnila pamitova karta v kamere. Na spordku bola panvica s cibulkou oprazenou na masti,
ktord uz stihla stuhntt. Na dienku nehybne lezali kisky pokrajaného $pekécika v tieni neo-
tvorenej konzervy paradajkového pretlaku. Vo velkom hrnci asi mala vriet voda na cestoviny,
no bola studend. Zaneta vedela, ¢o otca zastavilo v priprave vedere.

Nasla ho spiaceho na divdne v obyvacke. Nezobudil sa, ked vosla do miestnosti. AZ neskor, ked
sa vrétila od koz a zacala upratovat neporiadok v kuchyni.

- To si ty, Zanka? - zavolal na dcéru z postele.

- Ano, oci.

- To je dobre. To je dobre.

Prisla k nemu.

- Isiel som ti spravit veceru, ale zrazu ma opustili vSetky sily. UZ som to nedokazal, prepac¢ mi to.

- To nic¢, oci.

Na licach mu videla, Ze posledné dni pil. Jeho re¢ bola zastretd. Podobnu pocula, ked este
podsobila na protidrogovom a robili razie v baroch. Chlapci, ktori skombinovali chlast a herbu,
zneli ako teraz jej otec.

- Vela toho bolo tento tyZden. V utorok som bol poméct sadit krumple Smidovcom, potom tete
Hele, vie$ ktore;j?

- Viem, oci.

- A vCera sme u nas posadili...

- Preco si mi nedal vediet? Prisla by som ti poméct.

- Mas toho vela, ved ja to zvlidnem. ESte som chcel kus v dome vyriadit, reku, ak sa niekto
na Velkd noc zastavite, nech to tu volajako vyzera. Ale dneska, ked som na teba ¢akal, tak na
mna prisla taka slabost, - vysvetloval jej otec. Iiitost mu zadala tahat kitiky st nadol a Zaneta
vedela, Ze ak ni¢ nepovie, otec sa do par sekiind rozplace.

Nepovedala ni¢, nechala ho rozpravat.

- Aj som ti chcel nieco navarit, ked si mi napisala, ze prides. Nestihol som nakdupit, tak ti aspon
také tie moje Spagety spravim. Ale uz to neslo, musel som si ist lahnit. Nehnevaj sa.

- Nehnevam sa.

- Cely tyzden tu bolo zatiahnuté. V dome je vtedy takd tma, nemadm to rad. ESte v€era mi bolo
dobre, iba dnes rdno zase ta tizkost na mna prisla. Ani som ti ni¢ na vec¢eru nepripravil. Ne-
hnevaj sa.
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- Pospi si, oci.

Zanetin otec si znovu lahol na divan, zvalil sa na bok a schulil ako $tefia. Prikryla ho dekou,
dvere do kuchyne nechala pootvorené. Nepresla mintta a otec zacal vzlykat. Trvalo to iba
chvilu, kym vzlykot presiel do hlasného placu. Bol to ten typ nareku, ktory ked niekto pocuje
prvykrat, vydesi ho. Nie je v nom ani za mak veselosti, ako v placi z dojatia. Nie je katarzny
a absolitny, ako ked ¢lovek oplakdva umretého. Neuvoltiuje natolko ako plac od bolesti. Chyba
mu akykolvek dovod, na rozdiel od placu po tom, ¢o sa s nami rozisiel milovany partner a my
mame pocit nespravodlivosti a premdarnenej prileZitosti.

Toto bol celkom iny plaé. Ked ho Zaneta zaZila prvykrat, myslela si, Ze v otcovom vniitri oZilo
straslivé zviera, ktoré nie je z tohto sveta. Zbesilo mu vyziera plica, takze sa nedokaze nadych-
nut, prehryzava mu nervy, aby otec prestal citit, a zubiskami mu prepichlo srdce, v ktorom mal
zvy$ky viery, Ze to zvladne. Ale uz ich nem4, nezvlada to a citi, Ze zviera ho o chvilu vyzerie
celého. A on vydeseny na smrt kvili a vola o pomoc.

Hej, ten pla¢ ma asi najbliz§ie k pla¢u nad truhlou. Len na rozdiel od neho je v iom pocut aj
des a hrézu, lebo plactci vie, Ze je to on, kto v tej truhle lezi. A nikdy z nej nevstane, lebo po
smrti uz nic¢ nie je.

Trvalo to iba desat mintit, ¢iZe takmer veénost. Podtvajic otcov ndrek Zaneta citila Iitost, Ze
mu nedokaze pomdct, a hnev na seba, Ze mu nedala vediet skor, Zze pride. No vedela tiez, Ze
ked sa otec vyplace a este si pospi, polepsi sa mu. Aspon na chvilu, na par tyzdnov, dovtedy,
pokym sa mu k liekom na tzkost a na tlak neprimiesa Ititost, ktord bude chciet zahnat palenkou
a robotou do imoru. Potom nevyhnutne pride dalsi kolaps a na deti, na dva znovu upadne do
depresie. Vtedy nevyjde z domu, nezdvihne telefén. Kozy, ked uz sa ich mekot nebude dat po-
¢tvat, nachov4 suseda. Ak bude mat pocit, Ze s otcom je to velmi zlé, zavold Zanete, aby prisla.
Ked doplakal, zaspal. Zaneta zapla sporak, a ked sa uZ cibula zacala praZit, pridala k nej po-
krijany Spekacik a dve vajcia.

Cau, bracho. Pridete na sviatky? - poslala bratovi esemes spravu popritom, ako jedla.

Cau. Asi nie, zdrazeli lety, mala je chora. Otec sa ma ako?

Dobre.

To je dobre. A ty?

Dobre.

Neurobis si vylet do Dublinu?

Zdrazeli lety.

Vtipalka.

Pozdrav Sarah. Aj decka.

Dobre.

Cau.

Ked dojedla, mala pocit, Ze vsetko okolo nej je akési netiplné. Pocula otca z vedlajsej izby v span-
ku odfukovat. V mysli opat raz prechddzala zoznam ovdovenych zien v Hute a v blizkom okoli.
Premyslala o nieCom novom, v com by otec nasiel vi¢sie naplnenie. Zaprisahavala sa, Ze toto
leto ho uZ niekam zoberie na dovolenku. K moru, do kipelov, za bratom do Irska. Hocikam,
kde sa nebude citit taky osamely ako tu doma, obklopeny spomienkami.

Ty mas aspon na ¢o spominat, prihovorila sa mu v duchu. Zrazu sa citila hrozne stara. Akoby
otec bolo malé dieta a jej neostal uz nikto, kto by jej pomohol postarat sa o neho. Neprekvapil ju



ten pocit, zaZila ho uz predtym. Len mu vobec nerozumela, pretoZe realita bola presne opacna.
Ked po sebe umyvala riad, v mysli patrala, kam ju pred niou a pred sebou samym ukryl tento-
raz. Nebolo to tazké, uz zostdvalo len mélo miest, kde to eSte nesktsil. A vzdy ho prezradila
nedodslednost pri umiestiiovani okolitych veci na svoje miesto. V§imla si, ako roky nepouzivana
modra sklenend vaza odloZend na vrchu skrinky kuchynskej linky postdva nezvycajne blizko
steny. Natiahla sa za 1iou, opatrne, oboma rukami ju chytila za dno, kedZe predpokladala, ze
bude tazka, akoby bola plna vody. Zlozila ju a bez toho, aby sa pozerala dnu, z nej vytiahla do
polovice plnd pollitrovku péalenky.

Naliala si za jeden a bez rozmyslania ho do seba hodila. Naliala si aj druhy, ale nevypila ho
hned. Flasu vratila do vazy a ti odlozila na linku. Na retiazke na okraji Stamprlika zostali este
tri bublinky.

Mala by som to nejak vyrie§it. Musim, opakovala si v hlave. Druhy vypila pomalsie, na dvakrat
a vychutndvala si teplo, ktoré jej z tst prenikalo pomaly dole, do celého tela.
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IN LATE APRIL AND EARLY MAY
(EXCERPT)

She arrived in Huta just at the moment when they were lighting the street lamps. It was Lent,
so the pub in the middle of the village was slightly deader even than usual. Someone had begun
reconstructing another house beyond the stream. Possibly locals, possibly newcomers who
had bought it as a country cottage. No matter, she felt glad that Huta was not dying but, on the
contrary, slowly coming to life.

The gate was closed. She stopped to open it and then slowly parked in the courtyard. There
was no light in the windows. The goats could be heard bleating from the stall, as if her father
was not looking after them. The house was locked. She began to have a premonition of trouble.

She found the kitchen in a condition suggesting a documentary about cooking was being filmed
there, even if the head chef was a man nearing seventy with undemanding tastes. At some mo-
ment, however, the film-makers had found that the camera’s memory card was full. There was
a pan on the range with onion fried in grease, which was already beginning to congeal. Bits of
sliced knackwurst were lying on a chopping board, in the shadow of an unopened can of tomato
purée. A large pot contained water, presumably to be boiled for the pasta, but it was cold. Janet
knew what had halted her father in his preparation of supper.

She found him sleeping on the divan in the living room. He didn't wake when she entered the
room. Only afterwards, when shed returned from the goats and begun clearing up the mess in
the kitchen.

- That you, Jannie? - he called to his daughter from the bed.

- Yes, Dad.

- That's good. That's good.

She came in to him.

- Iwent to make supper for you, but Ilost all my strength of a sudden. I didn't manage it, forgive me.

- It's nothing, Dad.

From his cheeks she could see hed been drinking the last few days. His speech was slurred. She'd
heard similar speech while she was still working with the Drug Squad and making raids on bars.
Lads who combined booze and weed sounded like her father did now.

- There was a lot to do this week. On Tuesday I went to help the Smids plant their potatoes, then
Auntie Hela, you know the one?

-Ido, Dad.

- And yesterday we were planting here...

- Why didn't you let me know? I'd have come to help you.

- You've plenty to do, I mean, I was able for that. I wanted to sort things out a bit in the house too,
1 said to myself, if someone’s going to stop by for Easter, let it look in some kind of shape. But
today, when I was expecting you, this weakness came over me, - her father explained. Remorse
began pulling the corners of his mouth downwards, and Janet knew that if she said nothing, in
a few seconds her father would burst into tears.

She said nothing, she let him speak.

- I wanted to cook something for you, when you wrote to me that you were coming. I didn't ma-

nage to get to the shops, so I was going to make my spaghetti at least. But it didn't happen, I had



to go and lie down. Don't be angry.
- I'm not angry.
- All week it was overcast here. The house is so dark then, I don't like it. Yesterday I was still OK,
just today that wretchedness came upon me. Don't be angry.
- Go to sleep, Dad.

Janet’s father lay down again on the divan, rolled over on his hip and curled up like a hound.
She covered him with the quilt and left the door to the kitchen open. Not a minute had passed
when her father started sobbing. It took only a moment for the sobs to give way to loud weeping.
It was the kind of grief that when someone hears it for the first time, it appals them. Not even
a grain of cheerfulness there, such as emotional weeping has. It is not cathartic and absolute, as
when someone laments the dead. It is not as relieving as weeping because of pain. It lacks any
reason, in contrast to the weeping when a beloved partner has left us and we have a feeling of
injustice and wasted opportunity.

This was a totally different weeping. When Janet heard it for the first time, she thought that
some frightful animal which was not of this world had come to life within her father. It tore his
lungs with a fury such that he could not breathe; it gnawed his nerves till he ceased to feel; with
his fangs it pierced his heart, where he had the remnants of faith that he would overcome this.
But he has none of that any longer, he is not holding out, and he feels that in a while the animal
will devour him entirely. And terrified to death, he wails and cries out for help.

Yes, that weeping is probably closest to weeping over a coffin. But in contrast to that, one can
hear horror and menace in this weeping, because the one who weeps knows that the person lying
in that coffin is he. And he will never again rise from it, because there is nothing after death.

It lasted only ten minutes, which was almost an eternity. Listening to her father’s grief, Janet felt
remorse for not being able to help him, and anger with herself for not letting him know sooner
that she was coming. But she also knew that when her father had wept all his tears and then
fell asleep, it would make him feel better. For a while at least, for a few weeks, until such time as
remorse came, mixing in with his anti-depressants and his blood pressure pills, and he would
try to drive it away with brandy and by working himself to exhaustion. A further collapse would
inevitably come afterwards, and in a day or two he would fall into depression. Then he would
not leave his house, wouldn't lift the telephone. The woman next door would take care of the
goats, when it became unbearable to hear their bleating. If she had a feeling that Janet’s father
was in a very bad state, she'd ring Janet to come.

When he'd wept his fill, he fell asleep. Janet switched on the cooker and when the onions had
begun to fry, she added the sliced knackwurst and two eggs.

Ciao, bro. Are you coming for the holidays? - she sent her brother an SMS while she was eating.
Ciao. Probably not, flights have got dearer and the little one is sick. How's Dad?

Fine.

That's good. And you?

Fine.

You're not thinking of a break in Dublin?

Flights have got dearer.

Funny girl.

Greetings to Sarah. And the child.
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*%%

ked konecne odidem z Dvojtyzdennika
budem sa musiet odnaucit hovorit
a naucit preCesavat vlasy rukou

pripomentit si, ako pisat
bez bodkociarok
v amoku, v slzdch, v euférii

mliecne zuby vyplut vzdy so slinami

*

ked definitivne odidem z Dvojtyzdennika

kedZe

new way of describing self just dropped

as a non-practising intellectual

budem sa musiet odnaucit pisat a ¢itat
zabudntt par slov, par spomienok
zlikvidujem Specidlne_znaky txt

este chvilu pracujte pani pripdjajte texty
a tak este chvilu nahrddzam usilovne pomlcky spojovnikmi

vysla som z redakcie

presla popri stdnku, talianskom bare, restike Zivitel,

narazila na supermarket Mokpol

medzi regdlmi bez ladu a skladu na mna zmurkli cukriky Michalki

pri pokladnici Ukrajinka v strednm veku, ¢iZe tom mojom

neziada, aby som syr polozila do baliacej zény

zaplatim kartou, spytam sa na jej skvelé ndusnice (,vlastnd vyroba?
modurit?”)

poskytneme si navzajom obklady zo slov

*

Lidka nebola moja matka
mala iné ruky a témy

raz ma oslovila menom svojho syna
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zobralo ma to

ked mohla, pristupovala blizsie
obdas to bolo neprijemné

ale ja som s tym vyrovnana

akceptujem jej podporu

dokonca aj vymodlenie m6jho druhého poérodu
akceptujem velkd plySovd sliepku pre Lu

to Ze ho bozkavala, ked bol drobec

na sviatky mi strasne chybala, jej snaha byt tym,
koho potrebovala ona sama, ked bola mamou

ako to umieranie plynie

ako ten tazky dych zastal

ako to telo zmizlo

a nesedi na schodoch v Guzewe

a neprebera moje spravy

a v tito jar neupieklo velkono¢ného baranka

zostdavam bdiet pri nej
Lu sa spociatku hanbil pri pohlade na postel na kolieskach, vystrasil ma
mna zahanbila choroba

urobili sme jej miniGuzew v ¢repniku na balkéne, aby ho videla z postele
Michal sa naucil pichat injekcie
a robit dobrid kasu

zblizila sa, takZe to bolo bezpecné
aj pri kontakte

pracovala na sebe, regenerovala
chvilu sme sa poznali

pri tom zostdvam

MINISTERSTVO SPANKU TRICIE HERSEY

overujem si, ¢i eSte dokdZem pisat rukou
a nie Ze pismen3, ale slov4, a asi mi to celkom nejde

som si istd, o dokdzem namiesto toho
- utopit zlost v dychu
- prizmirit oci, pritiahnut lopatky
- vyriesit tajomstvo odretej pokozky

dokéazem aj kopu veci nerobit
nedviham hned mobil, nie hned



%

april
¢lnky motyle
sa prebudzaji k navratu

PreloZil Karol Chmel
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when I quit the magazine, eventually
T'll have to unlearn to speak
and learn to comb my hair with my palm

I'll recall how to write
without subleads
in amok, in tears, euphoric

I will shed primary teeth with a spit

*

when I finally leave the magazine

for
new way of describing self just dropped
as a non-practising intellectual

I'll have to unlearn how to write and read
forget few words, reclaim few others
delete special_signs.txt

just a few more minutes of Lady CMS
just one more recalcitrant hyphen replaced
dutifully with a dash

I went out of the office

passed the news-stand, italian bar, bakery
sweet Michatki would subtly twinkle from the
shelf as I entered the grocery shop

at the pay register, a middle aged Ukrainian
woman (my peer) does not request that the
cheese be placed in the packaging area

I'll pay by card, and ask about her lovely
earrings (“is it handmade? from clay?)

we'll wrap ourselves in bandages of words

*

Lidka was not my mother
she had different palms, threads

once she turned to me with her son’s surname



it angered me

she came quite close when she could,
which was uncomfortable at times,
but I don't hold to it

T hold to her support

or even to her praying for my second labour to
go well

to the big plushie chicken that she got for my
first son

to the avalanche of kisses she showered on
him when he was little

during the holidays I missed her so

all her efforts

to be the person, she herself needed, when
she was a mom of small children

how this dying ends

how this heavy breath stopped

how this body has vanished

and how is not seated on the steps of Guzew
and does not get my messages

and it didn't make a pie this spring

we kept vigil with her

at first Lu seemed embarrassed by the hospital
bed at her home

I was embarrassed by the sickness

we created a tiny pot Guzew for her on the
balcony, so that she can see it from her bed
Michal learned how to carry out injections
he has mastered the art of cooking nice
semolina porridge

she would come close, so it would be safe,
in touch

she worked on fixing herself

for a while we knew each other

to that I hold
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TRICIA HERSEY'S NAP MINISTRY

checking whether I can still handwrite
but not just like letters, but words
and most likely I can not

instead, I'm confident in that I can do:
- drown anger in my breath
- squint my eyes and drag my shoulder blades down
- solve the riddle of rumpled skin

I can also refrain from doing numerous things
I don't immediately answer the phone
Iletit ring

*

april

sailboat butterflies
awake ready to return



OK.
Ciao.

When shed finished eating, she had a feeling that everything around her was somehow incom-
plete. In the room alongside she heard her father snorting in his sleep. Mentally she ran once
more through the list of widowed women in Huta and the close vicinity. She was trying to think
of something new that her father could find more fulfilling. She swore that this summer shed
take him somewhere on holiday. To the sea, to the baths, to her brother in Ireland. Anywhere
that he wouldn't feel so lonely as here, hemmed in by his memories.

At least you've got something to remember, she said to him mentally. Suddenly she felt dreadfully
old. As if her father was a small child and she didn't have anyone who could help her care for
him. That feeling didn't surprise her, she had experienced it before. Only she did not understand
it at all, because reality was precisely the reverse.

When she'd washed the dishes after her meal, she tested her brains to think where he had hid-
den it from her and from himself this time round. It wasn't hard; there were only a few places
remaining that he hadn't yet tried. And always he was betrayed by his lack of thoroughness
in putting the surrounding things in their proper places. She noticed that the blue glass vase,
unused for years, stowed away on top of the kitchen cupboard, was positioned unusually close to
the wall. She reached for it, carefully, catching the base with both hands, because she assumed
it would be heavy, as though filled with water. Setting it down, without even looking inside she
drew forth a half-full half-litre of brandy.

She poured out a shot for one and without any pondering tossed it down. She poured a second,
but did not drink it immediately. The bottle she put back in the vase and stowed that away on
the kitchen unit. On the chain pattern at the edge of her shot glass there were still three rema-
ining bubbles.

I ought to sort it out somehow. I must, she repeated in her head. She drank the second tot more
slowly, second-time pace, and savoured the warmth that percolated from her mouth slowly down,
to her entire body.

Translated by John Minahane
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UNAVA MATERIALU
1

Do snéhu dopadl batoh a za nim kluk. Vecer. Na obzoru jas. Syrovy kus nebe vykrojeny v Sedi.
Dech je vidét. Kovovy plot jiskii mrazem. Jiskiii sténa z betonu. Za zdi fada skel, tabule svétla,
z4te panelového domu. Kluk rychle vstane, oklepe snih z kolen. Pfes kotou¢ ostnatého dratu
visi deka s erarnim ¢islem. VSechno tady ma svoje ¢islo, bleskne mu hlavou. Rozhlédne se, ba-
toh si hodi na zdda. V batohu ma triko, mydlo, sirky, niz, co ukradl v jidelné. V kapse peclivé
slozeny kus papiru, na ném jméno mésta kdesi na severu. Musi na sever. Nékde tam je bratr.
Ze vSeho nejdfiv musi sehnat telefon, nebo asponl mapu. Ne. Ze vSeho nejdfiv musi stahnout
deku z plotuy, jinak ho najdou. Taky kviili mrazu. Nikdy nezazil takovou zimu. Potfebuje deku,
aby nezmrznul.

Rve deku z plotu, ale hroty dratu se jen hloubéji a hloubéji protezavaji do vldken. Je to
marné. Nékde v dalce §tékne pes. Zatmi se mu pred o¢ima. Nechd deku byt. Bézi pry¢. Mizi mezi
stromy. Ruce poSkrdbané. Nékde si protrhl kazi. Otir4 si dlan snéhem. Saje ranu. Uvnitf dlané
tepe krev. UZ o ném védi? Deka visi pres plot, jesté se po ni ohlédne, ale neni ¢as. BéZi. Kolem
hlavy mu §lehaji vétve, kfivolaké praskliny ket proti nebi, vétve stromt suché z mrazu. Mohl
by je ldmat. VSechny by je uldmal, kdyby mél ¢as. Dupe do snéhu. Podjedou mu nohy, ale hned

vy,

zase vyskocCi, kopne do nejblizstho kmene a bézi d4dl. Nendvidi ty stromy, kolik mésicii na né
hledél skrz zamfiZovana okna toho domu, pozoroval, jak se zbavuji listi, jak stahuji mizu pod
zem, jak kfehnou. Neznal jejich jména, nikdy nevidél takové stromy, byly plné ptakd, které ze
samé bezmoci po ¢ase zacal nendvidét taky. Bézi skrz mrtvou travu, duté stonky bez mléka.
Nic tady nezije. I v lidech zZivot ustal. Zkazil se zevnitt a odumfel. V§im prosdkla apatie.

Musel se zastavit, aby popadl dech. Teprve ted mu doslo, jaky ma strach. Kolena a ruce
se mu tfdsly. Ohlédl se. V dalce jesté bylo vidét ten dim obehnany plotem. Zatil pod vecernim
nebem. Za chvili padne tma, zac¢ne dalsi noc v té vydychané hale. Povzdechy z neklidnych snfi.
Vidél vSechny ty mimovolné zaskuby svaltl, nechténé pohyby. Zebra tréici z téla jak z topeni.
Nékdo objim4d deku a zird do tmy. Nékdo spi. Télo se hybe, dycha, prijima potravu. Ale Zivot uz
v ném ustal. Nic tady neZije.

Prasklina v mracich na obzoru se zacelila. Nebe se slilo v jednolitou Sedivou masu, vypa-
dala jako vIny. Uz zapomneél, jak dlouho je na cesté. Kolik dnti, mésicti nebo snad let uplynulo,
nez vyrazili. Nic uz o tom necht€l védét. Mél papir s adresou, musi na sever. Musi najit bratra.
Znovu se rozbéhl. Najednou si vzpomnél, Ze kdysi béhal. Kdysi byl nejlepsi v celé §kole. Vytr-
valostni béZec. JenZe ta §kola, ani zem, po které béhal, uz neexistuji. Cary sportovnich drah
sypané bélostnym vdpnem odvanul vitr. Skolu béhem bombardovani prorostla prasklina od
sklepa az po stfechu - cely dim se s puknutim rozlomil a sesunul k zemi. V druhém patie do
prostoru tréelo umyvadlo chemické laboratote jako zub z obnaZené ddsné. Ziral na to umyvadlo
uzasle, neschopen pohybu, dokud ho nékdo neodvedl pry¢, doli, do podzemi. Strop sklepa se
tfasl, sypal se z néj prach.

Télo si pamatuje vic. Pamatuje si poctivéji. Nohy se opfely o terén. Bude§ zavodit, fekl
tenkrat kdosi. Budes... Spadl do snéhu, ale hned zase vyskocil. Nehty se zachytil ostré vrascité
kiry. Budes - fekl tenkrat kdosi. BéZel ze vSech sil. Dech mu postupné rozpumpoval celé télo.
Ledovy kyslik jako jehla projel nosem, rozvétvil se v plicich, s krvi se nalil do stehen a pazi.
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Videél své ruce, jak vystfeluji do mrazivého vzduchu, jak padaji ze zorného pole. Ohlédl se, nékde
v délce psi Stékot: deka, blesklo mu hlavou, uz ji nasli.

Les se zlomil. Zacal se svazovat. Dole vedla silnice. SlySel auto. Rudé body koncovych
svételmezi holymi vétvemi. Zarazil se o kmen stromu, sklonil hlavu, dychal, polknul. Rychle
se rozhlédl do vSech smeérii: les, silnice, les, stékot. Zvolil silnici. Neni ¢as myslet. Bézel dold
strani. Prodral se nizkym néletem. Slahouny stromt, hibety dlani. Vétve ho §vihaly do rukou,
ale pro mraz bolest necitil. Plot. VSude ploty, pomyslel si a vsunul prsty do draténych ok. Plot
se ttdsl, chrastil, jak se do néj zapiral nohama. Prsty mu mrzly, kov se lepil na bfi§ka. Konec¢né
se prehoupl na druhou stranu. Pustil se. Plot se odpruzil. Zvuk, jako kdyz se rozsype bedna
hiebikd. Dopadl do snéhu. Rychle vstal. Rozbéhl se. Pod botami se rozvrzal snih.

Silnice byla dél, nez myslel. Ztratil ji z dohledu. Stdl na asfaltové plose. Drobné holé pruty
ra$ici z betonovych spar, z puklin. Na zemi fady zasnézenych pneumatik. Mantinely, zatacky,
terénni nerovnosti. Zavodni draha, fekl si kluk. Rozhlédl se kolem. V betonové stavbé opodal
se rozsvitilo, vtefinu poté aredl ozatily reflektory na vysokych sloupech, kluk se ptikr¢il, ruce
instinktivné vylétly vzhiru, aby chrdnily hlavu. To svétlo mélo svou vahu. Citil ji v zddech.
V predklonu pfebéhl zavodni drahu a vklouzl mezi nizké stromky na druhé strané. Vétve se
zdvojily, halogen propaloval ledovy vzduch, vrstvil stiny stromt, zvyrazioval kazdy krystal
snéhu.

Pied budovu kdosi vyS$el a zatval do prostoru. Kluk zahlédl jen svétlem vykrojenou siluetu.
Muzsky hlas: né€kolikrat vykiikl jakési slovo. Car dechu se vznesl, protocil se ve vzduchu jako
vlajka. Kluk lehl do snéhu. Motor. Kdosi nastartoval motor. A dalsi svétlo. Zatici kuZel. Kluk
opatrné zvedl hlavu. V sedle ¢tytkolky stdl muz, stroj se pod nim kymadcel, jak kopiroval terénni
nerovnosti, ale muz vSechny vykyvy vyvazoval v kolenou. Zastavil uprostied zavodni drahy
a pohledem patral po aredlu. Snih byl udusany. Terénni pneumatiky na nékterych mistech vy-
oraly hlinu.Hledat stopy nemélo smysl.MuZz pomalu projizdél kolem, svétlo ze tmy vytrhavalo
celé koruny strom. Zlatisté svitly a znovu zapadly v temnoté. Kluk lezel pfitisknuty k zemi
a neodvaZzoval se pohnout. Svétlo nad nim projelo. Kazda vétévka se stala osou, neviditelnou
hiideli, od kazdé se tahly nekonecné pruhy stint, otacely se zprava doleva jako hodinové rucicky.
Kluk zavtel oci, zat svitilny nad nim na moment prodlela. Ale pak strhla stiny jako opraté do
strany, ke tmé, k dokonalé nicoté.

Zvuk motoru se konecné vzdalil a po chvili utichl dplné. Kdesi daleko vrzal snih pod téz-
kymi kroky. Kdesi daleko bouchly dvete a reflektory pohasly. Jen nékolik rudych bodt chladlo
na ¢erném nebi. Aredl se ponofil do tmy a naprostého ticha. Na nebi jiskfila cizi souhvézdi.
I hvézdy tu vypadaji jinak, pomyslel si kluk. Tt4sl se zimou. Je tfeba se hybat. To chvéni kolem
hvézd ho odmitalo nechat jit. To je zimou, uvédomil si, je tfeba jit. Zvedl se na vSechny ctyfi.
Vstal, opatrné oklepal snih. Kifovim prikréené dobéhl k dalsimu plotu.

Nikdy v Zivoté nevidél tolik plotd. Tolik dratu. Kdyz ho zadrzeli, jakdsi Zena mu tlustym
fixem napsala na ruku ¢islo. Tim ¢islem ho oslovovali dozorci. Jeho jméno tady nikdo neumél
vyslovit, tak mu ho sebrali tiplné. Ocitl se na misté, kterému tikali deten¢ni zatfizeni. Jak
zjistil, deten¢ni zatizeni se v nicem nelisi od vézeni. Snad jen v tom, Ze ve vézeni vétSina lidi
vi, pro¢ je tam zavfend. VSechny budovy byly pfeplnéné. Prvni dva meésice spal v plechové
boudé. Patnact nebo dvacet délnickych bunék, jedna vedle druhé, neprostupné semknuté,
postavené tak, aby mezi nimi vzniklo ¢tvercové prostranstvi. Dalo se sedét v boudé, nebo stat



uprostred ¢tverce. Nad ¢tvercem byl plot, draténa sit privarena k plechu. Nebylo kudy z toho
kotce utéct. Skrz plot bylo vidét vétve stromt - tenkrat jesté mély listi. Na plot sedali ptaci.
Nékdy v té dobé je zacal nenavidét. Zadratovanym prostorem se pohybovali lidé. Ale vétSina
z nich uz nezila. Vidél to v oc¢ich. T€la se hybala, ale uvniti byla tma. Vzali jim telefony, doklady,
pocitace. Nékolik kluki cvicilo s petlahvi plnou vody jako s ¢inkou, zvedali ji nahoru a dolf.
Sval s ¢islem se napinal a povoloval. Krev, ktera ho zivila, byla mrtva. Pak se télo povésilo do
prostoru. Zvedalo se a spoustélo, ruce sviraly oka drétu, tvar se pfi kazdém ptitahu pritiskla
na kovovou sit a zase klesla dolti. Ostatni postavali kolem, povzbuzovali, pocitali shyby. Ale
ani jeden z nich nevidél nicotu, kterd v tom mladém téle s kazdym pritahem silila. Ty Cerstvé
pruzné Slachy narostlé za t¥indct, za ¢trndct let. Paze zaseklé v dratu. Zaseklé v Case, ktery
se definitivné zkazil. Pohyb materidlu. Ztstali tady uZ jenom oni. UZ jen ti, co neméli kam jit.
Rodice mrtvi, nezvéstni, ztraceni nékde cestou - nebo uz ddvno, nékde tam, kde mizi bélostné
¢ary sportovnich drah, jako kdyZ se maze tabule, kde mizi htisté i s celymi aredly, kde se sport
stejné jako tolik jinych véci stdva najednou nécim zcela absurdnim. Pir smésnych kontaktt,
neexistujicich telefonnich ¢isel, uSmudlanych papirkd s adresami pribuznych. Kolem cely ten
chladny neptételsky kontinent, obehnany dvojitym plotem s Ziletkovym dratem.

Kluk sebéhl k silnici. Pfed kruhovym objezdem zastavilo ndkladni auto. V rudé zati brzdo-
vych svétel ptiskocil zezadu k navésu a vylezl na naraznik. Na kovové konstrukci byla napnuta
plachta, k bo¢nicim prikurtovana femeny. Rychle prohlédl jistici mechanismus. Kovové prezky
§ly snadno otevfit. Uvolnil femeny, a sotva otvorem proklouzl dovnitt, dalo se auto s rachotem
do pohybu.

N4évés byl prazdny. Plachtou prosvitalo kalné nazloutlé svétlo. Prostor se rozsvécoval
a pohasinal, jak kamion nabiral rychlost pod pouli¢nim osvétlenim jakési vesnice. Naposled
se rozzaril a potemnél iplné. Dno dunélo pti kazdé nerovnosti. Kluk mél pocit, Ze uvnitt mrz-
ne snad jesté vic nez venku. Sedl si na batoh, ramenem se opfel o plechovou bo¢nici, kolena
pritdhl k bradé a obejmul je rukama. Dychal na né€, aby se aspoii trochu zahtdl. Musel zatnout
zuby, protozZe mu zacaly drkotat. Auto ho odvazelo do tmy. Neznal smér. Netusil, kde presné
je, jak daleko jsou mésta. Potifeboval mésto. Jakékoliv mésto. Tam nebude tak ndpadny. M€l
papir s adresou. Posledni souradnice. Nékde na severu je bratr. Nékde tam na ného ceka.
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FROM MATERIAL FATIGUE
1

A knapsack landed in the snow, followed by a boy. Evening. Bright light on the horizon. A raw
piece of sky sliced out of the gray. You can see your breath. The metal fence sparkles with frost.
The wall of concrete sparkles too. Beyond the wall, a row of windowpanes, tablets of light, the
glow of a prefab block of flats. The boy quickly gets to his feet, brushes the snow from his knees.
Ablanket with an ID number hangs draped across the coil of barbed wire. Everything here has a
number, flashes through his mind. He glances around, throws the knapsack on his back. In it he
has a T-shirt, soap, matches, a knife he stole from the canteen. In his pocket, a carefully folded
piece of paper with the name of a city somewhere in the north. He needs to go north. Somewhere
up there is his brother. First of all, he needs to find a phone, or at least a map. No. First of all,
he needs to pull the blanket off the fence. Otherwise they’ll find him. Also because of the frost.
He's never felt that kind of cold before. He needs the blanket or he'll freeze.

He tries to yank it down, but the barbs on the wire just cut deeper into the fibers. It's no
use. A dog barks somewhere in the distance. Everything goes dark before his eyes. He leaves
the blanket. Runs away. Disappears into the trees. Hands covered with scratches. He's torn his
skin somewhere. Wipes his palm in the snow. Sucks the wound. Blood flows across his palm. Do
they know about him yet? He looks back again at the blanket draped over the fence, but there
isn't time. He runs. Branches whip past his head, twisted cracks in the bushes against the sky,
tree branches so dry from the cold he could break them. He could break them all off if he had
time. He stomps the snow. His feet go under, but he jumps right back out, kicks the nearest tree
trunk, runs on. He hates the trees. How many months did he spend looking at them through
the house’s barred windows, watching as they lost their leaves, pulling sap from underground,
turning brittle. He didn't know their names, had never seen that kind of trees, full of birds he
also came to hate, just out of sheer helplessness. He runs through dead grass, stems hollow, with
no milk. There is nothing living here. Even in people, life has ceased. Gone rotten from inside
and died. Everything drenched in apathy.

He had to stop to catch his breath. Only now did it hit him how scared he was. His knees and
hands were shaking. He looked back. The house, surrounded by the fence, was still visible in the
distance. Glowing under the evening sky. Soon darkness would fall, the start of another night in
that stuffy hall. The sighs of restless dreams. He could see all the muscle twitches, involuntary
movements. Ribs jutting out of bodies like radiators. Someone hugging a blanket, staring into the
dark. Someone asleep. Body moving, breathing, accepting food. But the life in it already ceased.
There is nothing living here.

The crack in the clouds on the horizon healed up, and the sky condensed into a monolithic
gray mass. It looked like waves. He no longer remembered how long he had been traveling. How
many days, months, even years, had gone by since they left. He didn't want to know. He had a
piece of paper with an address, needed to go north. Needed to find his brother. He broke into a
run again. Suddenly he remembered how he used to run. The best in his whole school. Long-dis-
tance. But the school, even the ground he ran on, no longer exist. Track lines drawn with white
lime blown away by the wind. The school had cracked open in the bombing, from the cellar all
the way up to the roof — the whole building snapped in two and collapsed to the ground. The



sink from the chemistry lab poked out of the third floor like an exposed tooth. He stared at the
sink in astonishment, unable to move, until somebody led him away, down, underground. The
cellar ceiling shook, sprinkling them with dust.

The body remembers more. Remembers more honestly. He leaned his legs against the
terrain. Youre going to run races, someone back then had said. Youre going to run . . . He fell
into the snow, but jumped right back up. Caught his fingernails on a sharp fold of bark. Youre
going to run, someone back then had said. He ran as hard as he could. Bit by bit pumping breath
through his body. Icy oxygen pierced his nose like a needle, branched into his lungs, poured into
his thighs and arms through his blood. He could see his hands shoot into the freezing air, fall
out of view. He looked back, a dog bark somewhere in the distance: The blanket, flashed through
his mind, they found it.

The forest broke. The terrain began to drop. A road led downhill. He heard a car. Red circles
of taillights through the naked branches. He came to a stop at a tree trunk, lowered his head,
breathing, swallowed. Took a quick look around in every direction: woods, road, woods, barking.
He chose the road. No time to think. He ran down the hillside. Forcing his way through the low
growth. Vines and runners, using the back of his hands. Branches lashed at his arms, but he was
too cold to feel pain. A fence. Fences everywhere, he thought. Inserted his fingers into the wire
mesh. The fence shook, rattled, as he leaned into it with his legs. His frozen fingertips stuck to
the metal. Finally, he swung himself across to the other side. Let go. The fence bounced back.
The sound like a box of nails pouring out on the ground. He landed in the snow. Quickly stood.
Took off running. The snow squeaked under his shoes.

The road was farther than he'd thought. Stretched out of sight. He stood on an asphalt sur-
face. Tiny bare twigs sprouting from the concrete joints, cracks. Rows of snow-covered tires on
the ground. Banks, curves, uneven terrain. A racetrack, the boy said to himself. He took in the
view. A light came on in a concrete structure a short way away, then floodlights on tall poles lit
up the entire site. The boy dropped to a crouch, hands instinctively flying up to protect his head.
The light had weight. He could feel it on his back. Bent forward, he dashed across the track and
slipped into the low trees on the other side. The branches doubled, halogen searing the icy air,
layering the trees’ shadows, highlighting every crystal of snow.

Someone walked out in front of the building and yelled into the open space. The boy could
only glimpse his profile outlined in light. A man’s voice: he shouted a word a few times. A wisp of
breath rose, curled in the air like a flag. The boy lay down in the snow. Engine. Someone starting
an engine. Then another light. Cone-shaped. The boy cautiously raised his head. A man stood
at the seat of a quad bike, the machine rocking beneath him, reflecting the uneven terrain, the
man balancing out all the ups and downs in his knees. He came to a stop in the middle of the
track and swept his gaze around the site. The snow had all been trodden down, the dirt dug up
by off-road tires in spots. No use trying to look for tracks. The man drove slowly around, the light
picking treetops out of the darkness. They flashed goldenly, then sank back into darkness. The
boy lay pressed against the ground. He didn't dare move as the light swept past above his head.
Every tree branch was an axle, an invisible shaft, with an endless series of shadows spreading out
from each one, rotating right to left like hands on a clock. The boy closed his eyes. The glare of
the lamp lingered above him a moment, but then tugged the shadows back like reins, sideways,
into the dark, the absolute nothingness.
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The sound of the engine finally receded and a short while later went completely silent. Far
away the snow creaked under heavy footsteps. Far away a door slammed and the floodlights
dimmed. Just a few deep-red spots cooling in the black sky. The site was plunged into darkness
and total silence. An unfamiliar constellation glittered in the sky. Even the stars look different
here, thought the boy. He shivered with cold. You need to move. The trembling around the stars
refused to let him go. It's the cold, he realized. You need to go. He rose to all fours. Stood, carefully
brushed off the snow. Ran crouched through the bushes to the next fence.

He had never seen so many fences in his life. So much wire. When they had detained him,
a woman wrote a number on his arm in fat marker. The guards called him by the number.
Nobody there knew how to say his name, so they just took it away from him. He had landed in
what was known as a detention facility. From what he could tell, it was no different from prison.
Except maybe that in prison most people know why they are locked up. All the buildings were
overcrowded. The first two months he slept in a metal shed. Fifteen or twenty container units,
squeezed in side by side, arranged so as to create a square space in between. You could sit in
your shed or stand in the middle of the square. Above the square was a fence, wire mesh welded
to sheet metal. A pen with no escape. Through the fence, there were tree branches visible — at
the time they still had leaves. Birds perched on the fence. It was sometime around then that he
began to hate them. People moved about the space inside the wires. But most of them were no
longer alive. He could see it in their eyes. Their bodies moved, but inside it was dark. They took
away their phones, ID papers, computers. Some of the boys exercised with water-filled plastic
bottles. Lifting them up and down like dumbbells, the muscle with the number on it tightening
and relaxing. The blood that fed it was dead. Then their bodies hung suspended in space. Rising
and lowering, hands clenching wire mesh, face pressed to metal with each pull-up, then sinking
down again. The others would stand around, encouraging them, counting reps. But not one of
them saw the nothingness in those young bodies growing stronger with every pull-up. The fresh,
flexible sinews developed over thirteen, fourteen years. Arms stuck in wire. Stuck in a time gone
rotten beyond repair. Material flow. They were the only ones left. The ones who had nowhere to
go. Parents dead, missing, lost somewhere along the way — or a long time ago, somewhere back
there, where the white lines of athletic tracks disappeared like a blackboard being erased, where
playing fields disappeared, whole sports arenas, where all of a sudden sport, like so many other
things, became totally absurd. A couple useless contacts, nonexistent phone numbers, smudged
pieces of paper with relatives” addresses. A whole cold and hostile continent around you, enclosed
inside a double fence with razor wire.

The boy ran down to the road. A truck stopped at the roundabout. In the red glow of the
brake lights he hopped onto the trailer and stood on the rear bumper. A tarp stretched across
the metal frame, held down by straps on either side. He quickly scanned the attachment mecha-
nism. The metal buckles were easy to open. He loosened the straps, and no sooner had he slipped
through the opening than the truck rattled into motion. The trailer was empty. A murky yellow
light shone through the tarp. The space turned light to dark and back as the truck passed under
the village streetlights, picking up speed. Then it lit up one last time and went totally dark. The
bottom thundered at every bump. It felt even more freezing in there than it had been outside.
The boy sat on his knapsack, leaned a shoulder against the metal side rail, pulled his knees to
his chin, and wrapped his arms around them. Breathed on his hands to warm them at least a



little. He had to clench his teeth to keep them from chattering. The truck carried him into the
dark. He didn't know which direction. He had no idea where he was, how far away the cities were.
He needed a city. Any city. He wouldn't stick out so much there. He had a piece of paper with
an address. Final coordinates. His brother was somewhere there in the north. Waiting for him
there.

2

They stood in a hall. Some sort of warehouse, sheets of metal, rust-eaten holes, oil and gasoline
stains on concrete. The man who had brought them had taken away all their luggage. In English
he told them he had to take their mobile phones, for safety reasons — one ring and all is lost, he
said, then disappeared. Someone else took over the group. A European man. Amir couldn't tell
what nationality. White skin speckled with birthmarks, tall, blond, dressed in coveralls. He had
a watch tattooed on his wrist. Very realistic-looking. He walked around with a tape measure in
his hand. Pulling it out, then letting it slide back into the case. Everyone was waiting for some-
thing. The man walked around the group without saying a word. Inspecting each of them, one by
one. Estimating weight, studying body structure, brown faces, black eyes, touching their arms.

There were twelve of them. Most barely adult young men around Amir’s age. His brother
was the youngest. Still a child, he realized when he looked at him: His brother stood next to him,
searching with his eyes, assessing the situation. He tried not to let on that he was afraid, but
Amir knew for sure he was. He swallowed as his throat tightened. The oldest in the group was
a slight, wiry man with several days’ stubble. He was one of those people whose age is hard to
guess. He might have been around forty, maybe less, or much more. His skin was dark, shriveled,
drawn. It looked thin as plastic. The steel-gray needles of the man's beard poked through his
skin, thrusting to the surface, emerging like a cat’s claws from the pads on its feet.

The European came to a stop in front of the small man: He stood silently facing the Arab.
Amir didn't know where the feeling came from, but he began to feel ashamed. Ashamed for the
man. The longer the European looked at the man, the more ashamed Amir felt. The feeling came
from the nerves behind his eyes and the top of his head, going down to his stomach and into
his thighs. It was physical, almost palpable. He felt ashamed for the man’s skin, for the beard
on his face, for his large-jointed hands, for the braid of veins that wound across the bones on
the back of his hands, for the blood that swelled the veins. It made him angry. The way he held
his body, the beard, the hands, and yes, even the way the blood streamed through them. Amir
could see a little vein jumping side to side around one of the bones. Seeing it, his shame slowly
changed to disgust. He hated the man for the way his body visibly drew attention to his origin.
He hated that he was like him. The man meanwhile was a nervous wreck: hunched under the
gaze that would not stop sizing him up, he lowered his head, staring at a point on the concrete
floor, lingering on a small crack in the filthy gray surface. He didn't dare take his eyes off of
it. The European with the watch tattoo absentmindedly pulled the tape measure out and let it
slide back in. The small man remained fixed on the crack, running his gaze from one end to
the other, back and forth, as if trying to make it deeper. He couldn't let it go. He was waiting for
what would come next. But nothing came next. The two men just stood there, motionless, and
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in the silence Amir heard the sound of dripping water. He couldn’t be certain, though: maybe
it wasn't water; maybe the watch, tattooed on the European man's white skin, had begun to tick.

Finally, the European released the small man from his gaze. He took a few steps toward
Amir, but didn't stop at him. He began to study his brother. Again he seemed dissatisfied with
something. There were remnants of displeasure in his eyes. Amir’s heart pounded. He glanced
over at the little man hunched beside him. He still couldn'’t take his eyes off the concrete, fixed
on his crack, but he seemed less agitated than before. Amir slid his eyes to his brother: His face
had turned ashen. He couldn't endure the man's gaze either. He wanted to wipe the sweat from
his forehead, but hesitated, arm awkwardly extended in space. Briefly he touched his fingertips
to his forehead, then immediately pulled his hand back, leaving it to hang helplessly at his side.
He may have wanted to do something with it — cup his other arm'’s elbow, hide it in his pocket

— but he did nothing. Just left it touching the seam on the side of his pants. Amir could see the
fingers shaking. The trembling spread into him, repeating itself inside of him. He noticed that
the hands on the European’s watch tattoo showed six hours, forty-eight minutes. He wondered
what that detail could mean in the life of the man. Nothing came to him.

Suddenly the wrist bone underneath the watch moved. The man released the catch and the
tape measure coiled back into its case with a metallic hiss. Something had started to happen.
The man turned. There was a loud rattle, every sound multiplied by the sheet metal walls, a gate
opening somewhere, the sound of an engine, a corner of the dark hall glowing red, taillights, red
flickers sliding across the aluminum beams piled along the walls. Two automobiles backed into
the hall. A small van followed by a passenger car. The tires squealed to a stop on the concrete.
The lights switched off, then the engines. A smell of oil hung in the air. The ratchet of a hand
brake amid the sudden silence, then — a sound like someone prying a rusty nail from wood —
the creaky hinge of an opening door.

A man in a vest with a company logo climbed out of the van. The man in the second car was
the one who had brought them here and taken away their luggage and phones. Amir glanced
into his face — delicate, with big lips and a big nose, and a strange softness, a simplicity about it.
Maybe that was why Amir had agreed the previous evening. Plus, someone had recommended
him: “They've got everything planned out. It's safer than going by boat.” You paid up front. Amir
lowered his eyes. He had given this man nearly all the money they had.

The men set to work. Amir watched the movement of the shoes — one worn pair of running
shoes, one pair of black dress shoes, one solid pair of ankle-high work boots, leather slightly
cracked in spots (those belonged to the tattooed watch). He remembered their way of walking

— the running shoes’ short, vigorous steps, the dress shoes striding bowlegged, the work boots’
stop-and-go, two steps, pause, soles clicking, three steps, pause, turn, step.

They took the first boy and loaded him in. The small hunched man with the stubble shuf-
fled in place, but didn't dare raise his head and look in that direction. Amir saw the work boots
leading the boys over to the van. Saw the hand with the wristwatch gripping a box cutter’s plas-
tic handle, slide the blade forward using his thumb, and in a single concentrated motion slice
open the side of a seat. The hand carefully removed the cover from the frame, exposing the
foam cushion and the cage of metal rods beneath that gave the seat its shape. The arms took
hold of the boy and maneuvered him into the cage. It all took place in silence, the only sound
breathing, an occasional squeak of metal, a rustling of fabric.



The boy remained silent, spooled up inside the cage, legs crumpled beneath him, arms
clamped tightly to his sides, head fit tightly into the frame of the driver’s headrest. Trapped in
the cage like some monstrous corset, unable to move, he stared wide-eyed straight ahead. “OK?”
someone asked. The boy nodded fearfully. They proceeded to wrap him in foam, his body bit
by bit disappearing beneath the layers of cushion. The hands secured the foam in place with
silver tape. Then pulled the cover back over the entire seat. Where his head was, they pierced
the cover with tiny holes so he could breathe. Someone took a big needle and black thread
and sewed the cover closed. The boy was gone. As if the car had swallowed him up. The hands
slammed the door shut and went for the next one.

Amir swallowed drily, catching his brother’s gaze. Eyes filled with uncertainty, so black
Amir thought they must be heavy, heavier than other people’s eyes. Amir answered the question
he saw in them with a slight nod — to reassure his brother, make it clear that everything was
all right, this was what they agreed, there was nothing to worry about. But then he ducked his
head, unable to bear the look in his brother’s eyes. He wiped his forehead.

Meanwhile the man with the watch had loaded up another boy. Another seat opened and
stuffed with a young, malleable body. Another pair of eyes gone, underneath a black cover. They
filled the car with bodies. Then again, the hand with the watch, six forty-eight: the time began
to take on a strange meaning. Amir was sure it must be something extremely important — a
wave of dizziness came over him, like when a boat pitches at sea, his head swam, he needed
time, just a bit more time. For the first time, he actually hesitated. He would have walked out
on the spot, there were other options, other ways, but then it hit him: they have money, they
have our money. He glanced over at the little man, now back in his crack again. Suddenly Amir
had a terrible urge to smash him, to break his disgusting unshaved jaw in two, he could feel the
blood rushing to the knuckles of his clenched fist, shove the man’s whole body into that stupid
crack of his, stuff him in there till there was nothing left of him. All of this ran through Amir’s
head in a hundredth of a second as the hands came for his brother. But when the man reached
him, he caught the look on Amir’s face and didn't touch his brother. Maybe because of that look,
because of what happened in his eyes, the hands pulled him out of line instead.

The European led him to the smaller of the two cars. That's good, Amir thought, they won't
be able to squeeze in as many. He looked back at his brother, standing next to two other boys
and the hunched little man (he just noticed now that the man was nearly a head shorter than
his brother). Amir attempted a slight smile: Everything is all right, everything is as it should be.
He tried to look calm, but his hands shook and there were large beads of sweat on his forehead.

The man opened the car’s hood, engine curled like intestines. Amir hesitated. He looked
the European in the face for the first time, but couldn't make out a single feature. All he saw
was movement: the European giving a slight nod of his chin toward the hood, a gesture impos-
sible to defy, so insignificant as to rule out any questions. Amir saw a small pocket on top of
the engine. The car’s body had been cut so the pocket extended up into the dashboard, but still
the space was frighteningly small. He couldn't imagine a person’s body fitting inside. He gave
another hesitant glance at the European’s face and saw that the man was serious: he held the
hood, waiting.

Amir looked one last time at his brother. One last time he took in that pleading look on his
face: yes, pleading for assurance, pleading like a child for the lights to be left on at night. Had
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something else happened? Something he hadn’t noticed? Suddenly Amir was no longer sure.
He flopped onto his side and started wriggling into the space. This is insane, he thought. The
pocket was about as large a medium-size suitcase. When Amir was little, he and his friend had
hidden inside a suitcase that big. It was tattered all over and sat on a shelf near the ceiling in
the shabby apartment that belonged to his friend’s father who sharpened knives. His friend’s
father was no longer alive, his friend was in the army. His brother hadn't been born yet. He
and his friend had locked themselves inside the suitcase, except that they were children, their
bodies were half the size. Yet he still remembered the horror when the lid closed and the lock
clicked shut. Within a minute, Amir was pounding the walls and shouting for someone to let
him out. His friend just laughed. Now there was just terrible silence.

Amir tried to squeeze into the engine. He lay on his side, trying to pull his knees to his
chest, but couldn't fit his legs. The pocket was too narrow. The man stepped up and pressed his
arms to his knees. Stuffed him into the crack. Amir heard a whistling in his ears, a high, piercing
tone from somewhere inside him. With horror he felt his ribs compress against his lungs as all
the air escaped from them against his will. The man inserted a half-liter plastic bottle of water
into his hands, crunched up beneath his chin. Wave of panic. Amir started to say something,
he didn't even know what, he just wanted out, but the man slammed the hood shut on top of
him. Everything plunged into darkness. Time came to a stop: six hours, forty-eight minutes.

He wanted to scream, but couldn't breathe. He could hear nothing except his own heart
thumping against his knees, pounding in his throat, face, the base of his nose. Pounding against
the auto body’'s metal walls. I need to calm down, he thought, or else I won't be able to breathe.
Everything was buzzing — blood accumulating in his head. He thought he was going to vomit.
He clenched his jaw tightly. No need to panic, it's not that bad. He must be getting oxygen, he
suddenly realized, or else he would have passed out. He was breathing. Shallow breaths, but still.
He could no longer feel his legs, knees up against his ribs, but there must be some space left
for breathing. He thought of the European: Surely he knows what he’s doing. He's transported
a lot of people the same way before. He knows what he’s doing.

Amir went to work on his pulse: concentrating on his furious heartbeat, little by little,
stroke by stroke, talking it down. Approaching it as a man would approach a wild horse. Where
did he know that from? His childhood? His father? TV? He could see the outstretched hand, the
slightly trembling fingertips nearing the defiant nostrils. The enormous holes that bring air
into the wild animal's head, the aortic hollow, the pulse in the head, the sinews, flank shudders,
a ripple of flesh, a wave of life passing through muscle. And then at last the hand touches that
enormous length of bone. Slides along it, toward the eyes. With every breath the fearful crea-
ture’s pulse calming more and more.

Amir finally calmed down a bit. What was going on out there? He had no idea how much
time had passed. Time had come to a stop. Or was running twice as fast. It played no role. All he
had now was breath, pulse, and darkness. He tried to keep it all calm. Patterns of blood formed in
the darkness. Red-brown pulsing clots. They began to glow and weave together into fascinating
living designs. Those are my nerves, Amir thought. He shifted his hand to touch the wall. Just
to make sure it was still there. The plastic bottle slipped from his hands and dropped off to the
side. He was going to need water. He tried to reach out for it, but his hands were wedged in so
tightly he couldn't move them even half an inch. The bottle disappeared from view, vanishing



in the geysers of glowing dots beneath his eyelids. Or no, his eyes were open. But after a while
he wasn't even sure of that anymore.

Suddenly the whole space shook with a deafening roar: the engine was running, someone
had started the car. Even if he could scream, nobody would hear him now. With horror he caught
the first sweet whiffs of burned diesel fuel. The car went into motion.

Translated from the Czech for the Czech Literary Centre by Alex Zucker
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DVOJKA

Alica jej dala meno Alica Dva. Na druhy den to bola uz len Dvojka. Dvojka je plemenom, ktoré
nemad desStrukéné sklony, je vhodné do bytu, k detom. Alicina matka nechcela macku, lebo
macky su vraj falo§né, na rozdiel od psov, akoby falos bola prekazkou, lebo Iudia si s mackami
zakladaji firmy. Priala si druhé dieta a nie macku. Deti si viac rozko$né ako falo$né. V detoch
je budticnost a v mackach si cervy. Bola presvedcend, zZe macky zabijajd korist s radostou
a pomaly. Zabijanie s radostou nie je diagnézou ale ich povahou. Smrt a hry, to macky milujg,
mucit svoju potravu. Lenze Dvojka nemala v ich byte ¢o usmrtit. Zabila iba obraz Laca Terena,
pokial povazujeme obrazy za zivé. Alica si macku vysnivala. Sice v zlych snoch, ale vedela, Ze
bez macky sa zit nedd. V noci je macka potrebna na dychanie, pretoze v spanku Alica poletovala
vesmirom. Aj matkina terapeutka odporucila maciatko do domdacnosti. Matka by radsej vzala
nefalo$ného psa, ale psa treba vencit, a vencenie je viac na obtiaz ako falos. Dvojka falosna
nie je. Je pravd, ma rodokmen, a napriek svojej povesti, nie je vhodnd do bytu, pretoze Dvojka
vyskocila s paziirmi na obraz, Dvojka zdemolovala dizajnovy nabytok, roztrhala zavesy.

Ona to robi zo srandy, obhajovala Dvojku Alica. O ¢iernom humore Alica dovtedy netusSila.
Cierny humor bol pre fiu ako sex, alebo vojna. Neexistoval. AZ Dvojka jej ukdzala ako &ierny
humor vyzerd, aké smiesne st osraté parkety, aky zdbavny je chvost, ktory si Dvojka trhala
do krvi. Preco matka nikdy neodfoti Dvojku? Alicu foti v jednom kuse, ve$ia ju na Instagram,
usmej sa, ismev, teraz sa usmej. Zo socidlnych sieti sa matkini priatelia o Dvojke ni¢ nedo-
zvedeli. Postla ju len raz, ako malé maciatko. Aspon o nej rozpravala. Alica prestala v noci
huldkat odvtedy ako mame Dvojku, hovorievala matka priatelom. Preto ju u nds trpim.

Alica nahdnala v noci hrozu, budila krikom susedov, dusila sa. S Dvojkou v posteli to presta-
lo. Ale Dvojka priniesla do domu depku. Najmi jej meno, skor jeho zdrobnenina Dvojicka,
spdsobovalo matke tzkosti. Mami, aha, ¢o robi Dvojicka. Alica, ty nem4s Dvojicku! Zhtkla
matka, zavrela sa do izby a rozplakala sa. Ano, Dvojka pre fiu bola vrcholne falogna. I ked
macka ako taka nie je falosn4, je to posvitna bytost, niekde potrava, niekde tilava povodkyna
chordb, niekde kynoZend, nosend na tanieri, inde na vavrinoch, obdivovana, bitd, hnand, tak
ako Zidia, katolici, moslimovia, kravy, Rémovia, ¢arodejnice, budhisti, prasce, hady, bohovia.
Macka nemda meno, vie prezit aj bez neho. Dvojka svojim menom Alicinu matku drazdila.
Dvojka nahradila int Dvojku, td ktord sa nikdy nenarodila. Alicinu sestru, matkin trojme-
sacny plod. Kratko po tomto nestasti sa objavila Dvojka, nevynosena v ludskej maternici ale
vyksSeftovand na vystave maciek. Macka prebrala miesto druhej dcére. Nie je to Dvojka, ale je
to Nenarodend. Je nechutné, ako sa toto podvrhnuté decko kfmi z misky a nesaje z prsnika.
Nepodob4 sa ani na nikoho z rodiny. Necakd ju budicnost, pokial nevymetd vystavy maciek,
ani sa o jej budicnosti nedd bavit. Tato Dvojka nem4d ni¢, ¢o by ponikla matkinmu Zivotu,
ma4 iba zelené smaragdové oci a v nich Ziaden pocit viny za to, ¢o sa stalo. Toto fejkové dieta
s chvostom bude navzdy chodit po Styroch, nikdy nevyslovi slovo mama a nedostane sa na
ziadnu univerzitu. Dvojka sa lepi na Alicinu matku ako zranenie z vojny. No vecer v Alicinej
posteli Dvojka nie je jazvou, ani Zivym vankidsom. Je nie¢im omnoho viac.
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Alica sa chystala zaspat, pohladila Dvojku, i ked sa na fiu hnevala. Dvojicka takmer doskria-
bala operku Katku. Na navstevy dtoci pravidelne. Na Katku si privykla, ale Katka si nezvykla
na nu a mysli si Ze, by mala dostat viac peniazi, ved je vystavend nebezpecenstvu a venuje
rovnakid pozornost Dvojke ako Alici. O Dvojku sa stard, aj ked na fiu ceri zuby. Pritom Dvojka
nebola tyrand. Je z kvalitného chovu, s papiermi, potomok akostného incestu, ¢istokrvna
ako princ Harry, a ak sy¢i a Skrabe, nerobi tak z traumy zo sveta, nebrani sa, nesrd{ sa ani
zo ziarlivosti, ale bavi ju strasit Iudi, robi to zo srandy, aspon to si mysli Alica. Dvojka nie je
z14, ani dobra. Dvojka je ruskd modra, aj ked je skor strieborna ako modra, pretoZze modré
je nebo a nie zviera, ob¢as sa domodra vyfarbi plaz, sed{ si jaster na nebi a zmodrie. MoZno
eSte nejaky vtak, ktory zmodrel na pociatku sveta, alebo parenim s nie¢cim modrym, gene-
ticky arogantnej$im, ale uz davno vyhynutym, ale nie ruskd modra Dvojka. Ruskd modra je
ged4, a rusky Zivot je po slovensky Brucho. Dvojka leZ{ na modrej perine a ostdva strieborna,
nepotrebuje splynit s okolim.

Alica si Dvojku posunie k hlave. Usmeje sa na fiu. Spusti z macacej hlavy ruky, ale Dvojka
ostava na Alici prilepend, ako v dobytc¢iaku, kde nie je miesto. Prestan smrdiet, povie Alica
a zaspi s macacimi chlpmi na jazyku. Dvojka nehybne lezi natisnutd na jej celo a vo svojej
dokonalej nehybnosti vlezie Alici do spiacej hlavy.

Alica sa zivila do svojich troch rokov Iludskym méadsom. Kratko po tom, ako prestala sat matku,
vrhla sa na inych ludi, pomletych, rozslahanych, pokrdjanych na kiisocky. Presnejsie pove-
dané, zivilo sa tym jej vedomie. Kfmili ju ludskym masom. V istej chvili to vedela aj vyslovit.
Slovo miso. Objavilo sa niekde v prvej tridsiatke jej slov. Najskor mrmlala samohlasky, ne-
skor spoluhldsky, prvé G a D, potom blabotala slabiky a dvojslabi¢né zlataniny, a ani sa rodic¢
nenazdal a decko vyludzovalo zvuk s vyznamom, CiZe re¢, mama, papat, papat miso. Alica
papkala starych Iudi, aspoti to si myslela. Zivi jedia mftvych, tak to m4 byt. Alica pochovavala
Tudi do seba. Rovnako ako to robia vSetci Iudia na svete. Ked s matkou a s Katkou korzovala
supermarketmi, boli to prechadzky cintorinom. V celofanovych rakvickach, v plastovych
hrobéekoch odpoéivali v pokoji rezne z osamelych starych Iudi. Citat nevedela. Kura, karé, je
to jedno. To vSetko st mend mrtvych. Podla akého kltica niektori leZia na cintorine a inf sd
rozsekani v supermarketoch, Alica netusila. Netrdpila sa tym, pretoZe deti sa netrdpia povo-
dom a zmyslom sveta. Svet je samozrejmy, treba ho len jest, pit a hrat sa s nim.

Mrtvych osamelych starcov svet rozvezie kamiénmi do marnice masovej spotreby. Zostarnd,
vypluji dusu, skoncia na regaloch a pobert sa cez Alicin hrtan, zalidok a kone¢nik na vec-
nost. Namiesto epitafu ddtum spotreby na obale. Ziadna pochybnd vestba ich konca, ale fixny
datum, den, mesiac, rok, kedy budi definitivnhe nepouzitelni.

Alica bola Sokovand, ked sa dozvedela, Ze maso je zo zvierat.

Ty nechces z tej oveCky? Opytala sa jej operka Katka, ked Alica pohrdla jahniacinou.

Akej ovecky? Zistovala Alica a zacalo jej to dochddzat, takmer sa povracala.

Tazko povedat, ¢i ju premohli vyéitky voéi zabitym zvieratdm alebo voéi nepochovanym osame-
lym starcom, ktorych pozostatky ktovie kde skoncia, alebo ju zdrvila hanba z jej nevedomosti.
Zrejme bola vyvedend z miery z toho, aky je svet kuriézny a nevyspytatelnejsi, nez si myslela.
Je zvlastne jest maso, ktoré bolo nemé, nepouzivalo re¢, len Stekalo, kotkoddkalo, mukalo.
Netusila, Ze zvierata sa daju jest. Domnievala sa, Ze sa z nich vyrabaju plysové hracky alebo



sa pouzivaji do rozpravok. Rovnako prirodzeny jej priSiel aj kanibalizmus v Disneyovkach,
kde personifikovany kdcer oslavuje Defl vdakyvzadania s peCenym moriakom na stole, alebo
diviak intelektudl v saku si pochutnava na bravéovych kotletach. Alica sa rychlo prispdsobila
novoziskanej vedomosti. Nielenze nahradila ITudské méso zvieracim, ale zacala vicsie plysa-
ky kimit mensimi, aj tie bylinozravé. A tak ako s Katkou vysddzali semiacka na mokri vatu
s prislubom, Ze z malého semienka vypuc¢i velkd rastlina, tak Alica polozila na mokrud vatu
kisok masa s presvedCenim, Ze z neho vyrastie krava. Zaujimalo ju, ktoré zvieratd jeme a ktoré
nie. Psy nejeme, s nimi mdme dohodu, lebo vodia slepcov cez prechod, miluji nas a aportuju.
Poniky nejeme, lebo vozia deti na chrbte. Ani maéky, pretoze to by nedovolili ¢arodejnice. Ani
opice, lebo z nich sme vznikli, a to by bol kanibalizmus, poZierat vlastni minulost, ani ludj,
ktori sa podobaji na zvieratd, vysvetlovala jej Katka. Raz ked sa Alici podarilo zastihnit doma
otca v den, ked sa postiva Cas (vtedy mal otec hodinu navyse), diskutovali o mése. Dozvedela
sa, ze otec odmieta jahmniacie miso, lebo nemieni konzumovat babatka. Obcas si da telacie,
lebo velké babatka vyzeraju ako dospelé zivocichy. Alicku zaujimalo, ¢i sa daju zjest maciatka,
¢i ak je nieCo také milé, ¢ije to aj chutné. Nie nedaju, povedal jej otec, ktory je babatka len do
urcitej velkosti, mlada dinosaura by spapal v pohode.

Alica rastla, stala sa prvackou, tesila sa zo Zivota, aj ked o tom nevedela, az kym nezjedla macku.
Bol to velmi Zivy sen. Macka jej vliezla do tst. Alica sa ju marne snaZila vytrhntt. Cim viac ju
z hrdla tahala von, tym viac sa dusila. Zvierala kus misa a horlivo s nim zédpasila, ale v hrdle
mala zabodnuty len husty vzduch, ktory nejde vyrvat von. Vzdala to, pustila macku dovnttra
tela a kri¢ala o pomoc. Druht noc jej ovca tvrdymi kopytami stla¢ala brucho. Do Alicinej izby
vletela carodejnica, nieco nezrozumitelné zhikla. Z Alice vyskocila macka z predchddzajicej
nocia oveu roztrhala. Alica nevedela, ¢ije ¢arodejnica dobra alebo zl4. Nemohla sa jej to opytat,
mala strach, Ze kaZdym vydanym ténom si minie kyslik. Setrila si hlas na volanie o pomoc.
Carodejnica prikdzala macke vliezt opit do brucha. Na po¢udovanie to bolo prijemnejsie,
nez ked jej ovca kopytami drvila brucho. Na strope sa odohravala hotova Sixtinska kaplnka,
rozhybana freska, v ktorej babatka liezli po Styroch spit do matiek. Tretiu noc Alicina matka
prebidzala dcéru zvijajicu sa no¢nou morou, uz v obavich o jej stav. Ked sa otec vratil zo
sluzobnej cesty a priniesol Alici plySovi ovecku, Alica sa rozplakala. Povedala, Ze ju nechce,
ze nendvidi ovce. Matka a otec mali eSte v ten denl spolu takzvany vazny pohovor.

Ale ved pestré sny si normadlne, nerob z toho dramu, upokojoval svoju manzelku.

Ale ty siju v nocinevidel, pretoZe si stile niekde v prdeli, myslela som, Ze sa uz ani neprebudj,
kvilila ako prasa, bola to hroza.

Stvrtd noc to videl aj otec. Nevideli, Ze Alicu Zerie kon a ¢arodejnica, ktorej zdmery boli Alici
stdle nezname, kiaze macke vyliezt z brucha von a kona roztrhat.

Som tehotn4, prezradila matka potom ako Alicu upokojili a zahnali jej sen.

Ako to s tym suvisi? Opytal sa otec a vzapati sa ospravedlnil.

Ved ona hucala ako nejaky zver, povedala tehotnd matka so starostou v hlase.

Zvieratd st schopné vykuzlit podobné zvuky ako spiaca Alica. Vykriky strachu, bezmocnostou
roztavené samohldsky a spoluhldsky podobné ndrekom. Vkuse snivajd a nie a nie sa zobudit.
Ked sa jedného dna prebudia z no¢nej mory, posert sa od radosti z toho, ako dokazu artikulovat
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svoje myslienky. Nielen no¢na Alica vie napodobnit kvilenie zvierat. Existuju stitaZe vo vabeni
zveri a tam ludia, vi¢Sinou polovnici, predvadzaji nie¢o podobné ako vrestanie a hvizdanie
zo sna a dostavajui za to medaily. Hu¢ia na srny, na bazanty, klamud zvukom. Namiesto sltbe-
ného parenia vpalia zverom gulku do hlavy. Takto Alica huldkala po nociach. Udierala krikom
prizraky zo snov, lebo len tiesnivymi zvukmi sa d4 umlatit no¢nd mora na smrt. Bichala
hlukom dovniitra svojej hlavy, ved aj zvuk je hmota, rozkmitany vzduch, a hmotou sa da tlct,
zabijat, vykopntt dvere a ujst preé. DoZadovala sa poriadku. Coho sa desi§, Alica? Toho, Ze to
nemdam pod kontrolou, toho, ako si sny robia, ¢o chcd...

Vy vSetci, ktori tvorite melddie, improvizujete s rytmom, experimentujete, aby ste stvorili
hudbu bez vopred udanych pravidiel, pridte za spiacou Alicou. Rozostavte si okolo jej postele
nastroje, flikajte, buchajte, trhajte struny a stvorte dielo.

Sny st prejavom vysSej mudrosti, hovorievali Jungovci. Alica, mas strach z muidrosti? Mud-
rost sa ti pontika takmer kazdd noc, odhaluje sa ako prostititka, pred ktorou hlupdaci utekajd,
namiesto toho, aby s fiou vyvrcholili.

Jednu noc matka Alicu nahrala. Vypocuj si, dieta moje, aké tony si schopna zo seba vypustit.
Alica poctivala samu seba a smiala sa. Matka sa jej smiechu zlakla, tak ako sa boji raj¢in a lepku.
Smiala sa a matku valcovali obavy o Alicin dusevny stav.

Skis td macku, poradila matke terapeutka. A zober Alicu k tej mojej zndamej. Je to dobra
psychologicka.

Matka len neurcito kyvla hlavou. Guglila si vystavy maciek.

Ale ved ona je v pohode, len v noci sa to nedd vydrzat, rozpravala popritom. V sobotu je vy-
stava maciek, vezmem ju tam.

Terapeutka pila ¢aj, matka gtiglila dalej, felinoterapia, macky dokdzu pradenim speviiovat
kosti, pradenie urychluje hojenie zlomenin, upravuje ¢innost srdca...

Terapeutka chlipkala mléky z ¢ajiku, sledovala svoju pacientku ponorent do internetu.

Macky odbtravaji stres, vysvetlovala matka manzelovi.

To aj potkany. Kolegova dcéra ma dva potkany. Mala problémy s koncentraciou. Odvtedy, ¢o
maji doma potkanoy, sa jej zlep§ili zndmKky. Lenze potkany porozhryzaji kable a smrdia, ale
vraj upokojuju.

Co to melies, prosim ta? Hovorim o macke, nie o potkanoch.

Ale macky dlho ziji, potkan Zije len dva, tri roky. To rychlo uleti, niektoré zdochnd uz po
roku a Alicu to prejde.

V zZiadnom pripade nebudem mat doma potkana, to nech ti ani nenapadne, zlostila sa matka.
Manzel guaglil.

Za desat eur polhodina s koctirikom, pozri, vytasil jej pred o¢i Iphone.

Alica nep6jde nikam hladkat cudzie macky! Zvreskla matka.

Ma 1ist k psycholégovi. A kto sa bude o macku starat? Bude ti tu srat po byte. A ¢o dovolenky?
To ju budeme vlacit so sebou? Ja viem, Ze si teraz neni okej, ja ta Itibim, to prejde, cez to sa
prenesieme, ale...

To nie je o mne, ale o Alici! Kricala na manzela. Ten zizal do mobilu.

Macky mavaju pasomnice, museli by sme ju dva krat rocne davat odcervovat, tvrdil a Sibrin-



koval pred manzelkou telefénom.

To podla teba nezvlddneme? Cudovala sa afektovane matka.

Tomu ver, Ze nie. Vie$, ako to dopadne, ako tvoj kanarik, ktory zomrel hladom. Vlastne, ked
si bola schopnd v druhom mesiaci dvakrat letiet do Statov a spit, mozno bude$ schopn4 ist
dvakrat do roka k veterindrovi. A hovori ti niec¢o toxoplazma, keby si bola zas tehotna...
Nestihol dohovorit, manzelka mu vrazila.

Dvojka si nahanala chvost. Vyzeralo to, akoby sa chvosta bala. Hryzla ho do krvi a odniesli si
to steny. Matka navrhla chvost amputovat. Urobila chybu, Ze to rovno predloZia dcére a ne-
poradila sa predtym s terapeutkou. Rodina ide na Maledivy, mali zobrat so sebou aj Dvojku
a Maledivy to su biele plaze, Dvojka ich chvostom sfarbi docervena, jej krv privold do lagtiny
zraloky. Ten chvost musi ist dole. Alica na matku vrieskala a Dvojka sycala. Otec bol tiez za
odrezanie chvosta. Ml¢al o tom, Ze Maledivy musia kvdli jeho praci zrusit. Matka sa rozplakala
aj bez tejto informdcie. Otec povedal, Ze Dvojka by let neprezila, ani priamy let z Viedne. Je
to riskantné. Ale Alica bez Dvojky nikam nepdéjde!!! Nasledovalo vysoké pisklavé vrestanie,
nevydavala ho Dvojka, ale Alica. Matka sa zvalila sa na gaug, triasli sa jej ruky. Dvojka sa vy-
mrstila na matku, lahla si jej do lona. Matka ju facla do hlavy. Dvojka zliezla dole a pokojne
odkracala do detske;j.

O tyzden nato Dvojke nestacilo odrezat len chvost. Treba ju odrezat celd. Vylicit zo Zivota,
ako lepok a paradajky. Matke zistili alergiu na macky. Nie, Ze nemdze macky jest, tak ako
paradajky a lepok, ona nemdze s mackami ani zit. Histaminova intolerancia jej dovoluje mat
v byte razny chlieb, aj si ho pohladkat, ale alergia na macky je nedprosnejsia.

Matkina terapeutka prisla Alici povedoma. Mala zelené o¢i ako Dvojka. Isto ju niekde videla,
mozno je to herecka.

A mas s Dvojkou nejaké tajomstvo? Deti mdavaju so svojimi mackami tajomstva.

Odkial tito pani pozna? A vylie¢i tato pani matkinu alergiu?

Alica neodpovedala. Vzlykala. Matka ju pohladila po vlasoch.

A ¢o mas na Dvojke najradsej? Pokracovala terapeutka.

Chyt4 zl€é sny, prehovorila tisko Alica a spomenula si, kde td Zenu videla. Podobala sa na
¢arodejnicu. Dobri ¢arodejnicu.

Matka sa nervézne zavrtela, ako sa podari bezbolestne vymazat Dvojku z Alicinho Zivota.
Terapeutka kladla otdzky, Alica prelievala malé slzicky, rozmyslala, ¢i si tato dobra carodej-
nica vecer lahne vedla nej namiesto Dvojky, ¢i sa d4 matkina terapeutka pohladit, ¢i pradie
ako Dvojka, ked sa jej zrejme snazi vysvetlit, ako sa da zit bez macky, s ktorou majui terapeuti
spolo¢nt asi len td dookola ludmi omielant falos.

Alica utrapene hladela Dvojke do o¢i. Ak by vypla noénd lampicku, uréite by sa tie dva sma-
ragdy rozsvietili. Ako méze byt ¢lovek alergicky na macku? Co to o jej matke vypoveda? Je to
nieco rovnaké, ako ked psy Stekajui na vandrakov?

Prittlila sa k Dvojke. Plakala. Chlpky sa jej lepili na slzy. Bola vy¢erpand, zaspala.

Zhltla odovzdane Dvojku, tak ako sa kedysi bezvyhradne, bez problémov oddévala Iudskému
masu. Matka vyskocila Alici na brucho. Ostrymi opdtkamiju bodala do hrudnika. Krakala ako
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krfdel havranov. V izbe stdla matkina terapeutka. Uk4zala na Alicinu besnd matku prstom.
Dvojka vyliezla Alici z tst a vrhla sa na matku. Tak takto funguje t4 alergia. Trhala matku
labami lahko ako papier, po izbe poletovali kusy maisa, vyzerali ako ¢ervené motyle. Bodava
bolest ustupovala, ale Alicu bolel pocit viny. Chcela Dvojku zastavit, odrazu vedela, ze ma
Dvojku vo svojej moci, tak ako ma v moci Dvojka ju. Je to rovnocenny vztah. Mohla ju zadrzat,
ved macky zabf{jaji korist aj matky s radostou a najma pomaly. Ale nechala v§etko na Dvojku,
na terapeutku, nezapdjala sa do svojho sna.

Rédno, ked Alica vstala, bolo v byte hrobové ticho. Matka asi zaspala, otec bol odcestovany.
Bola sobota. Alica necitila voniu lievancov tak ako obvykle.
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TO SACRIFICE YOURSELF FOR SOMEONE ELSE

I can't sleep. Every night I count until I fall asleep. Today I read online that every five seconds
a child dies of hunger somewhere in the world. How many people die of hunger until I fall asleep?
I can’t count anymore; I can't feed the kids either. I know theyre going to die even if I don't count
at night. And yet as of today, I won't be able to count sheep anymore. As of today, I'm counting
dead people. There are more and more of them. I can't get bad thoughts out of my head.

“Go ahead, sir, count the people dying of hunger if it helps you fall asleep. You won't change the
world anyway. You don't have what it takes,” the voice in my head tells me. I have no idea why
the voice in my head keeps calling me sir. A while ago I suggested it stop, but it didn't want to
hear about it. It thought it would be inappropriate. It calls me sir because it's younger than me.
When I was a kid the voice was quiet; it didn't exist. I don't recall the first time it spoke to me.
I like it. Just like I liked Alica.

“Ithink of you every second,” Alica had said. That's what she said to me fifteen years ago. T haven't
seen her for some seven - eight years. I wonder whether she still thinks of me every second. I'm
going to count the seconds Alica thinks of me. Can anyone break the seconds down into change
for me? They're too big, too long, just useless. They don't help me sleep at all. I imagine that
by the time I fall asleep the whole world will die of hunger. Damned Internet with its damned
statistics! I want to see Alica. I really want to see her right now. I want her to think of me every 161
second. I always think of her in the spring. The first day of spring is The Holiday of Alica for
me. Perhaps I should think of her now, I should think of her in the winter as well. I should
think of her more often and pay back all the seconds her cheerful mind had once devoted to
me. I wonder whether she’s still so cheerful. Probably not, when she got married. I just hope
she’s not a fifth one. Every fifth woman gets abused. But I don't suppose every fifth woman dies
of hunger. I'm not sure though. I'll check the data tomorrow. Alica is not fifth or sixth, or even
second. She's unlike any other. She is the only one. She's the only thing of pure, undiluted love
that added a new holiday to my calendar. I won't fall asleep. That much is clear. I think I'll ask
the doctor for sleeping pills. I won't need to count seconds anymore. Children will stop dying of
hunger at night. Alica will stop thinking of me.

“Go take a walk, sir,” the voice in my head says.

“Now? In the middle of the night? In this cold?”

“So what? You used to sleep in the woods with Alica, under the stars,” it reminds me.

“But that was a long time ago, I've become dumber since then,” I say. “What if someone attacks me?”
“You could drive around the night streets, sir,” the voice says.

“A person dies in a car accident every second,” I explain. “I just find it weird to get out of bed and
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go wander around in the middle of the night.”
“Go outside, dress warm, smoke a cigarette or two, clear your head,” the voice continues.

Its ideas are usually quite good; I should listen to it. It is the reason why I never had a psychiatrist.
I didn’t want him to get rid of the voice. It's a good voice, it gives good advice.

I'm glad I got the sheepskin hat. Who knows how many sheepskin hats are being sold every
second. I will take a walk around the building. It's been snowing all evening. I can hear the snow
crunching under my feet. I like the sound. I'm leaving deep footsteps in the virgin snow. Small
steps for a man, a giant leap for mankind - those kinds of steps. And it's actually the other way
around. I'm the first man in front of the building to walk through the fresh snow. I'm as happy as
a child. I am the first one. I was never first at anything. I never noticed what beautiful footsteps
I'm capable of leaving in the snow.

The older I get the more I love winter. Naked trees, eye-pleasing black crows, children wrapped
in layers of clothing like fat little onions. The infinite white fields next to the highway when
I go skiing. The smell of tea. I feel this is what it's supposed to be like. Summer, with its high
temperatures is just an unavoidable evil, a practice for the big burning punishment humankind
can't escape. Winter is different. Beautiful and truthful. Carefree moonlight loves the white snow.
It beams over the soul and the soul blossoms in the quiet white winter in a more truthful way
than a spring meadow. For a moment I freeze, sincerely expecting to turn into a wolf so that
I would be able to talk to the Moon, sing to it and ask what it's like not to breathe, and how to
fall asleep without counting. I'm aware that only wolves and fools may interrupt the Moon while
it's watching over the Earth's rotation. I'm neither a wolf nor a fool. I go around the building and
return to the front door to light a cigarette. It's rather windy and cold. My face is freezing off and
that's a good thing, that's how it's supposed to be. The cold will freeze all irritating thoughts; it
will preserve my head fresh for the morning. In the morning I will defrost all thoughts and pick
those that don't contain cholesterol to eat. I light the cigarette and head to the bench in front
of the building. The building looks like it's missing teeth; only a few windows shine with light.
I need to buy a white coat and a white sheepskin hat. I will become invisible. That'll be some-
thing. I clear the snow off the bench and sit down. There is a snowman standing across from me.
He's looking at me with two black stones. He doesn't fit my idea of a snowman. Considering that
he’s a man-made product he doesn’t seem humble enough or something. The branches in place
of his arms stick up into the air from his snowball body and give the impression that he wants
to start a wave at a hockey game. He irritates me. He looks like he’s alive, although I don't know
what a living snowman looks like. It's just a feeling I have.

“Watch out, sir,” the voice in my head says.
“What for?” I ask.

“For the snowman,” the voice says.



“Why?” I inquire. The voice is silent as if someone blew all the pollen off its wings.

“Do you have a smoke?” I hear a squeaky voice from somewhere. It's not the voice in my head.
I shiver. Ilook around. Not a soul.

“So? Can you spare one?” It's the squeaky voice again. It sounds like the winter wind pressing
against the windows. In a state of shock, Ilook at the snowman.

“I could use a fucking cigarette. I watch the smokers all day, they look so peaceful,” the voice
continues. This is impossible. It's him. The snowman.

“Why don't you answer? You don't talk to white people? You Nazi!” the snowman yells.

I never spoke to a snowman before. My fear morphs into joy. This is, after all, an exciting event.
What can happen to me? Nothing. He's not going to stab me with his carrot nose, is he.

“Do you really want a cigarette?” I ask the snowman.

“Well? Can you spare one?” The snowman goes on.

“Don’t you know that every ten seconds a person dies of lung cancer?” 163
“Do I'look like a person to you?” he asks rudely.

“No, you don't, but still, it’s not healthy.”

“Man, first of all, I don't have any lungs, and, second, I've been diagnosed with melting. I have
two to three weeks to live, tops. So hand me a damn cigarette.”

“You mean I should bring it to you?” I ask, slightly alarmed.

“No, I will roll over to you, idiot,” the snowman replies.
Idon’t know. What if he's a homicidal snowman? A talking snowman must be homicidal. Are there
any other options? Why is the voice in my head silent? It should give me some advice. Should
I get up and offer a cigarette to the snowman? I move closer, the snowman’s about a meter away.
My knees start shaking. The snowman is staring at me with his black stones; they don't look

friendly at all.

Translated by Lubica Spear-Piackovd and Mdria Modrovichovd
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DEDICNY HRIECH
(GRYVOK)

Na druhom stupni som chodil kazdoro¢ne na biblickd olympiddu. Ked som to minule po-
vedal svojmu spolubyvajicemu na intrdkoch, vysmial ma.

A to ste v com stitazili? Kto sa vie lepSie modlit alebo kto viac veri v Boha?

Hned som olutoval, Ze som sa mu zdoveril. Mal som predvidat, Ze to nepochopi.

Napriek tomu som mu vysvetlil, Ze olympidda pozostdvala z testu, ktory preveroval nase
znalosti Bozieho slova:

Kolko rokov mal Abraham, ked sa mu narodil syn 1zak?

Dopliite nasledujtici Zalm 23,4: Keby som kra¢al hoci temnym tidolim, ...

Volne interpretujte JezZiSovo podobenstvo o desiatich pannach!

Raz som sa prebojoval aZ do celoslovenského kola, ¢o bola velka vec nielen pre mna, ale aj
pre nasu faru. Vyhral som druhé miesto. Pan farar to dokonca vyhlésil v kostole a moje meno
bolo spomenuté aj v Evanjelickych novindch. Mama bola na miia nesmierne hrda. Myslela si, ze
zo mna bude pan farar.

Spolubyvajtci sa ma nakoniec spytal, ¢i stdle verim, no ja som ostal ticho.

Tak naco chodis do kostola?

Sedim v kostole, ktory sa nachddza v meste, kde som sa nenarodil. Spredu sa ozyva mohutny
hlas farara. Spieva tivodnu antifénu. Ludia v zbore o iom hovoria, Ze je celkom pohodak. Z ¢asu
na Cas zavtipkuje, ma rdd kapelu Eldn a svoje kdzne vzdy zac¢ina nejakou anekdotou zo Zivota.
Ludom sa to p4ci, je jednym z nich.

Minuly tyzden som bol nakupovat v Kauflande a uvidel som... Cestoval som autobusom
a zhrozil som sa... V€era som pozeral spravy a znepokojilo ma...

Ja nim opovrhujem. Nestihlasim s tym, ¢o hovori, no napriek tomu sedim kazdd nedelu
v zadnej lavici a snazim sa v jeho re¢iach néjst drobnti omrvinku, ktorti by som mohol prezriet
a ona by sa vo mne usadila ako semienko. Ni¢ sa vSak vo mne neujme, lebo moje vnitro je pokryté
tfnim.

Dnes farar hovori, Ze vSetko nasvedcuje tomu, Ze svet ¢oskoro skon¢i, a my krestania mu-
sime byt na to patri¢ne pripraveni. Nesmieme sa dat stiahnut do viru sicasnych trendov, ktoré
urcuje sam Diabol. RozliSujme sttiipencov Satana od Bozich deti, dobro od zla, muZov od Zien.

Nezmenite, ¢o je vopred dané. Ziadny muZ a muZ, Zena a Zena, neviemdo a neviemdo.

Hnevam sa na seba, Ze sem chodim. Chcem to od6évodnit tym, Ze som tak nauceny odma-
licka - pamataj, Ze mas sviato¢ny den svitit! -, no v skuto¢nosti sem chodim preto, lebo mam
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paranoju, Ze moja mama sleduje kaZdy méj pohyb. Co robim, kde chodim, ako sa obliekam. A ja
jej chcem tak velmi vyhoviet! Nie z 1asky, ale z povinnosti.

Ajna olympiddy som zjavne chodil preto, lebo som videl, ako sa z toho tesi. Na prvom mieste
boli odjakziva ostatni, az potom ja. M6j pribeh nie je ddlezity, ja som len vykondvatel Bozej vole,
ako vravieval pan fardr. Médium. Doteraz mam pocit, Ze Zijem o niekolko centimetrov vychyleny
z mojej telesnej schranky.

Mama mi vold skoro kazdy deii. Definoval by som to skor ako vnitorny monoldg, Zalovanie.
Naddva na svoju kolegynu, na pocasie, povie mi, kto zomrel a o kolko zas zdraZelo maslo. Ja
ju az tak nezaujimam. Staci jej, ked poviem, Ze je vSetko v poriadku a prisltibim, Ze pridem co
najskor domov. Treba pomoct na zahrade, porylovat, zemiaky okopat, sliepkam vyhrniit, septik
vytiahnut.

Preto si nedovolim dplne sa zaclenit do nového prostredia. Potrebujem byt flexibilny, aby
som vyhovel mame, ked je treba. Nenadviazujem kamaratstva, veci nemdm uloZené v polickach,
kufor si nevybalujem. Nikde nie som doma, vSetko je len nacas. Pre ni¢ sa nenadchynam. Keby
mi niekto povedal, Ze o hodinu zomriem, nemdm s tym problém. Som pripraveny.

Farar hovori, Ze Diabol nam Sepk4, Ze kazdy z nas je strojcom svojho vlastného $tastia, Ze
kazdy drzi svoj pribeh pevne v rukidch. Ale my sa nesmieme nechat oklamat, ako sa nechali
oklamat napriklad Eva s Adamom.

Nie ste bohmi svojich Zivotov, ale ste len Bozimi sluZobnikmi.

Posledni dobu pozerdm na intrdku vela hororov. Carodejnica. Prekliate dediéstvo. Relikvia.
Vsetky st o temnej sile, ktora pretrvava z generdcie na generdciu a mutuje do novych podob.
Postavy tak nasleduji urcity vzorec, ktorému nemézu ujst. Je nevyhnutné naplnit ho, aby doslo
ku katarzii, vykdipeniu. Len tak sa ocistia.

Zaujimalo by ma, ¢i dakedy v tomto kostole vyhanali z niekoho diabla. Predstavujem si, ako
fardr bezmocne odrieka latinské modlitby, ktorym nikto nerozumie, a obet prehnutéd v pése,
s hlavou oto¢enou naopak, mu naddva a pluje do tvare. Myslim si, Ze aj ja som posadnuty. Nie
Diablom, ale Duchom Svitym.

Pohladom zablidim na sochu JeZisa na krizi, ktora je umiestnend vedla kazatelnice. Poze-
rdm sa na jeho nahé telo, svaly vytesané do chladného mramoru, zahyby latky a sklopent hlavu
s odovzdanym vyrazom na tvari. Crty ma ostré, lica vpadnuté a o¢i neproporéne velké.

Minuly tyzden som sa vyspal s chlapikom, ktory vyzeral dost podobne. Jemu som o biblickych
olympiddach nevravel. Ale povedal som mu, Ze sa podoba na JeziSa, ktorého mame v kostole.
Zasmial sa a zacal ma bozkavat. Palcom mi pootvoril dsta a naplul mi do nich. Prehltol som. Po-
tom do mna vosiel. Ako prirazal, dychal mi do zatylku a ja som si v duchu vravel, Ze toto vSetko
je v poriadku. Nie je na tom nic zlé.

Zavibruje mi telefén. Mama mi piSe, aby som sa jej ozval. Chcem telefén odlozit, no ked uz
ho m4m vytiahnuty, otvorim si Grindr. Chlapik piSe, Ze je nadrzany, chce, aby sme sa stretli. Co



mu mam napisat? Dnes nemo6zem zhresit, dnes je nedela? Skontrolujem, ¢i sa mi niekto nepozera
cez plece. Hoci nikoho neuvidim, nezbavim sa pocitu, Ze ma ktosi sleduje. Chlapikovi neodpiSem.

Fardr rozprdava o tej Casti Starého zdkona, kde prichddza na scénu had alias Satan a pre-
sviedc¢a Evu, aby jedla zo stromu poznania dobra a zla. Farar zdorazni, Ze Zena bola prv4, ktora
podlahla hriechu, az potom nasledoval Adam. Chcel by som pocut tento notoricky pribeh z hadej
perspektivy. V Biblii je vsak len jeden narativ.

Tu povedal had Zene: ,Nie, nezomriete, ale Boh vie, Ze v den), ked budete z neho jest, otvoria
sa vam o¢i a vy budete ako Boh, budete poznat dobro a zlo.”

Minule mi mama telefonovala, Ze pri potoku videla hada. Driemal, no ked ju zbadal, ziSiel
z vyhriateho kamena a zacal na niu sycat. Chcela utiect, ale nevedela sa pohntit. Chcela kricat, ale
hrdlo mala zovreté. Had sa zvijal na moste a uz-uz chcel na fiu chcel zattocit, ked vtom prisiel
sused a motykou ho pretal. S mamou ho hodili do potoka.

Ja sa hadov velmi bojim. Je mi neprijemne z toho, ako sa pohybujd, akd maji Struktiru
tela i tvar hlavy. Snazim sa im vyhybat, no prizndavam, ze ked idem v zoologickej zahrade popri
nich, pozriem sa. Aspon na malu chvilu. Je to nesmierne vzrusujuce.

Samozrejme, mame som vycital, Ze hada zabili. NeSiel som jej to odpustit. Akokolvek mi je
had odporny, je to predsa zivy tvor! Mama mi potom pri kazdom telefondate viac a viac opisovala,
ako had vyzeral, akoby si to chcela celé pred sebou ospravedlnit.

No tplne bol odporny, neprirodzeny! Zanechéval za sebou taky ani sliz, ani vodu, neviem,
¢o to bolo. A aj tak, naco je také zviera? Mali by vSetky hady pokapat! Ty si takych u vas nevidel?
Pocula som, Ze sa premnozili, vSade st. Predtym toho tolko nebolo...

Farar zrazu zacne odriekat text k veceri PAnovej. Aj ked by som najradsej odisiel, automaticky
sa postavim a spolu s ostatnymi zborovo odriekame naucené slova. Odpoveddme na spovedné
otazky a neskor pristipime k oltaru, okolo ktorého si klakneme. Sklopim hlavu a privriem oci.
Zrazu lezim medzi tisickami r6znych hadov, ktoré ma zvierajd, akoby ma chceli pohltit, prijat
za svojho.

Zdvihnem hlavu a uvidim pred sebou fararovu ruku, ktord mi ddva k tistam oblatku a ¢asu
vina. On mi odpusti vSetky hriechy, vSetko zlé, ¢o som kedy spachal.

Kto je moje telo a pije moju krv, zostava vo mne a ja v iom.
Farar sa mi pozrie do o¢i a usmeje sa na mna. Pride mi zle od Zaliddka. D4 ndm poZehnanie

avyzve nds, aby sme viac imyselne nehresili. Obideme oltdr a ja pocitim, Ze sa mi v ¢revach Cosi
zamrvi.
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AJ TAK JU VPIJE
Jdnosovi Sziverimu

Traja Srbi mi sedia v hrudi
alen tam buchocd.

Zhlboka vdychnem kazdd ¢iastocku prachu

s cigaretovym dymom.
Kazdd hodinu sa mi v hlave
zrazi krv,

potom skvapalnie a ide
dalej, takto

sa vSetko opakuje.

Kto z nés vytahuje Zivot von
dvoma rukami?

Suché maiso si mi stesal z kosti,
medzi rebrami prefukuje vietor,
a ak v tebe ostalo este

trochu svetla,

pretlac si ho cez hrdlo,

vyvracaj ho pred ostatnych.

Mesto je obrovska velryba,
v srdci sa chveje hrozou,
lebo

ocean je daleko,

more je daleko,

a aj ty si odo mna presne
tak daleko,

zakryva ta zem.

Aja si darmo ltham

na druhd stranu

tej istej planéty,
nedokazem ta vyhrabat

zo zalidka ziadnej velryby.

Ruky ti zmykali krv

von z mojho hrdla,
medzitym si ma upokojoval:
tdto zem

ju aj tak vpije.
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Cak4am na vlak,

pridem este dnes vecer,
darmo, aj tak mi uz neprides naproti,
zajtra za mnou uzatvoria
Zelezni¢nu stanicu,
Keleti bude mlc¢at

cely mesiac,

aj tomu sa

srdce

chvie hrozou,

kto

caka vzdy

na td istd ruku.

Rozum postavili k mudru lebky

a strielali, kym sa neminuli ndboje.
Neskor vyrubali cely les

tolko rakiev potrebovali.

Stréim ta na zem vstdvaj znovu ta stréim
170  bez vstdvaj znovu ta stréim

vstavaj vytrhni si korenl zo zeme vstavaj

vstavaj bez aj tak ta

znovu stréfm na zem.

Subotica zmizla a hori obrovskym plameriom.
Zdialky ju sledujem,

potdcam sa, kym sa obzor vini.

Potknem sa,

v hlave sa mi ozyva:

tdto zem

to aj tak vpije.

V HUSTEJ HMLE

Ktoré peklo si ndjde jadro v tejto
éiernej zemi?

Hladal som ta, oslovoval,
vyliezol ti na dlan, pane:

zavrel si ju.

Praskdm aj ja

ako chrbtica v klepci.



Tvoja nepritomnost sa na mna usadza,

zaradom mi ldme kosti v pleciach.
Nieco sa vo mne uz odtrhlo,

a nendjduc cestu

von tstami sa mi rinie

krv.

I'ycta Mu Marna najHasna Mmope,
rycTa MU MarJia najiHaia.
Ha t0j Mu pamuo Kocoso Mope,
Ha Toj Mu pamHo Kocoso!

Stojim v pustatine bez teba, pane.
V doline uz horia dediny,
no teba nikde niet.
Horia hlavy a nohy,

aj v dyme hladdm

len teba,

nevidim,

mam mokré oci,

mokrd hrud,

vSetky slzy

zo mna skiznu.

Hutirra ce 5uBO He BUIU MOpe,
HUILITA CE JKUBO HE BUJIN.

1o jesHO APBO BUCOKO Mope,
JI0 je/THO IPBO BUCOKO.

Zapdalim kazdd dedinu,

predsa sa neobjavis.

Tah4dm za sebou ¢ervené muhy
z chladntcich tiel,

predsa sa nepohnes.

Stojim sa suchej skale

a nevidim nic.

Lahnem si medzi biele stromy,
pokisam sa zo seba zvliect
svoju kozu,

nech som pred tebou, tu na slnku,
len surové maso.

Neviem, ktorou cestou
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som sa sem dostal z domu
a kam by som sa mal
vydat zajtra.

[op wer™ Mu cequB Tep3uje Mope,
NOJ1 eI MU CEJIUB Tep3uje.

OHu MU LIKjeB jenieye Mope,

OHM MM ILIMjeB jelieye.

Sepkal som tvoje meno,

no ty si ma kipal v krvi.

Pekne pomaly

si mi na koselu vysil

mend vSetkych ludi,

ktorym som sttipil na krk.
Lezim medzi bielymi stromami,
jar ma vyzlieka z koze.

Som pred tebou surové miso, vidis,
zakryje$ ma potom

svojimi velkymi dlannami?

Kouko cy 3Be3zie Ha He6o Mope,
KOJIKO Cy J13Be3/ie Ha He6o.
Tonko cy mapke Ha mwera Mope,
TOJIKO Cy LIApKe Ha Hhera.

Nieco sa tu vo mne uz odtrhlo
a nenajduc cestu,

te¢ie mi pod nohami

krv.

CESTA DO MAGADANU

Vari viete, aka je vzdialenost
medzi tizbami dvoch ludyi,
¢i vas to nezaujima, pane?
Len sa smejete, o vy viete,
ako daleko je Magadan.

Viete, ak by sme
tam predsa §li,
ja by som sledovala Iad,



vy nekoneéno,

takto by sme sa zrkadlili
na tej Sibiri,

ktord zamrzla nahladko.
Prave tak, ako sme aj teraz:
ja nehybna,

a vy ako clovek

bez konca.

Stiipili by sme spolu

na lad Bajkalského jazera,
aby sme pocuvali,

ako praska.

A mohli sme zit

aj za tento kratky cas
ovela Stastnejsie.

Atoje natom

to najhorsie,

nemyslite?

Ze kolko Iudi sa nedokézZe
odtrhntt alebo opustit
tento hnijici svet,
ostanti v niom navzdy.

Chytili by ste ma za ruky,

ja by som vam bozkavala tsta
a takto sme si mohli nazivat
celkom Stastni,

ak by okolo nés nebol

svet.

Aj za tento kratky ¢as
som pred vami utekala

a ¢akala som, obzerala sa vzad:

¢i ma dobehnete.

Vase dlhé nohy

je tazké prekonat,

a prave také tazké je hladiet
vam do svetlych o¢i, pane.
Ked idete po ulici,

vidiet, ako za sebou

tahdte vSetky

tiene.
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Vidite, napokon som si vas
predsa oblibila.

Darmo som bojovala.

Pravda, videli ste vela vojen,
presne viete,

z kolkych pohybov pozostdva
kapitulacia.

Clovek méZe byt akokolvek mudry,
slovo namierené na dobry ciel
vzdy zasiahne stred.

A vy ste na mna, pane, strielali.
Celd salvu,

v hrudi sa vim skryvala

veselo vyspevujica popravna cata.
A ja som ostala deravd ako ¢ipka.

Takze takto stojime,

na okraji Bajkalského jazera,

na ceste do Magadanu.

Hladite na mna, voldte ma, aby som §la
a ja sa bojim sttpit na Iad.

Takmer piska, ako pod vami

praska.
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Clovek si ziska skutoéni vahu
prave tym,

Ze ma bolest,

ktord moze vlacit.

Mozno naozaj,

ak by sme na praskajtci Iad Bajkalu
stipili dvaja drziac sa za ruky,
mozno by sa vsetko zritilo.

Mesiace ste mi nedali ¢as

a teraz s ismevom hovorite,

aby som uz stipila na lad, ¢akate na mna.
No nebudete ¢akat vecnost,

nech uz idem a je jedno, ako pomaly.

Hoci som vam mohla povedat,
aky ste v mojich o¢iach pekny:
paci sa mi vasa svetla brada,
ako Sediviete, aky ste chudy.



A aké je zvlastne, zZe takéto

Iahké a chudé telo,

moZe predsa zanechat tak hlboké stopy.
V odtlacku vasho chodidla sa zbieraju
dazdové kvapky.

A vidite, tu, v hrudi mam

blato a mlaky.

Hovori sa,

ze mnohi v nas vysliapu

svoju cesticku.

Viem, cesta do Magadanu je dlha.
A jauzteraz nevladzem s dychom.
Kazdy den sa mi dsvit snazi
vylomit krk,

noc ma zo seba vyvrhne

a skackajtic sa vyhybam

¢repindm z trhlin casu:

zivot je tenky a darmo tancujeme,

kazd4 noha napokon stipi do ladovej vody,

potrafi domov, pane.

Zaryto na vas hladim,

na vasu tvar, ako sa neustdle len
usmieva.

Povedzte, ¢o

robite doma so srdcom,

ktoré ste zo mmna vytrhli?

ReZete ho ostrym nozom na pésiky?
Alebo predierkujete na ¢ipku

a date si ho do okna?

Alebo sa poneviera niekde

v rozvratenom byte,

medzi rozsypanymi listami papiera?

Ale je to krasne, ano,

a takto je to v poriadku, hovorite.
Asponl tam zo mna ostane

nieco, ¢o

si ani nevSimnete,

no vSade vas

odprevadi.

Prelozila Lenka Nagyovd
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DRINK IT ANYWAYS

Three Serbs are sitting in my chest
knocking on the walls.

1 suck in every bit of ash

from the cigarette’'s smoke.

Every hour the blood clots

in my head, then

thins and moves on,

this is how

everything repeats.

Who pulls the life from us,
with two outstretched hands?

You carve dry flesh from my bones,
the wind passes through my ribs,
and if there is any light

left inside you

force it out of your throat

vomit before the others.

The town is a giant whale,
terror trembling in its chest,
because

the ocean is too far,

the sea is too far,

and you also are far

from me,

the ground covers over.
And I lay here for nothing,
on this same earth

on the other side of it,

I can't drain you

from the stomach

of any whale.

Your hand squeezes

the blood from my throat
and you comfort me:

the earth will drink it
anyways.



I wait for the train,

and I'll arrive tonight

for nothing, you won't come,
tomorrow they’ll close

the station behind me,

for a month

Keleti will stay silent
the terror

will tremble

in its chest

like one

who awaits the touch
of the same hand.

The mind is held against the skull’s wall

and they fire until the people run into bullets.
Later they must chop down the whole forest
they need so many coffins.

i1l throw you down stand up i'll throw you back down
now run stand up i'll throw you back down

stand up tear out your roots stand up

stand up run i'll throw you back down

to the ground anyways.

Subotica disappears, its flames enormous,
I watch from afar,

stagger while the horizon sways.

I trip,

and in my head echoes:

the earth will drink

it up anyways.

IN THICK FOG

What seed of hell

is this black earth?

I searched for you, called out to you,
I crawled into your palm, Lord.

You closed it.

And I crack,
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like a trapped spine.

Your absence settles into me,

one by one, the bones snap in my shoulders.
Something has broken in here,

1 didn't find the way,

and the blood pours

from my mouth.

lycta mn marna nagHana mope,
rycra Mu marna nagHana.
Ha T0j M1 pamHo Kocoso mope,
Ha Toj My pamHo Kocoso!*

I stand without you in the desert, Lord.
The villages are burning in the valley,
but you aren’t anywhere.
Heads and legs are smoldering,
and in the smoke, I search
for only you,
178  but see nothing,
my eyes wet
my chest wet
every tear
slipping off me.

HuwTa ce xu1Bo He BUau Mope,
HULLTa Ce XXMBO He BMAM.

[o jeaHo aopBo BUCOKO Mope,
[0 jeaHO ApBO BUCOKO.?

1 A thick fog has fallen on me,
A thick fog has fallen on me,
Over the plains of Kosovo,
Over the plains of Kosovo!

2 There is nothing alive I see,
There is nothing alive.
I see only a single tree,

I set fire to every village,
but you still won't show yourself.



I draw red lines
dragging cooling bodies,
but you still won't move.
I stand on dry rock,

and see nothing.

I lie among white trees,
try to shed away

my skin,

so I will be raw flesh
before you, and the sun.

I don't know which road

I took this far from home,
and where I should go
tomorrow.

Mop wer’ mu ceans Tepanje Mope,
nog wer Mu ceagus Tepsuje.

OHu MK WinjeB jeneve mope,

OHW MW LUKjeB jereve.®

I whispered your name,

you soaked me with blood.
Slowly,

you sewed into my shirt

all the names of the people
whose necks I stood on.

I lie among white trees,

the spring pulls away my skin.
I am raw flesh before you, Lord,
could you cover me

with your great hands?

Konko cy a3sesne Ha HeGo mope,
KOMKO cy A3Be3ae Ha Hebo.
Tornko cy Lwapke Ha hera Mope,
TOMKO Cy LWapke Ha hera.*

3 The tailors are sewing under that tree,
The tailors are sewing under that tree.
The tailors are sewing a vest for me,
The tailors are sewing a vest for me.
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4 And they weave into my vest,
And they weave into my vest,
As many colors as the stars,
As many colors as the stars.

Something has broken in here,
I didn't find the way,

it crumbles under me.

Translated by Kristen Herbert
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VIEDEN

Niekto zazvonil pri dverach. ,Mate balik. Velmi velky. Prosim, aby ste zisli dolu.” Je to ktosi
od DHL. Ktosi, kto zvoni. Niektori jeho kolegovia len hodia do postovej schranky dorucovaci
listok, pretoZe pomaly vytah by ich v nutkavom tempe prilis brzdil, a ja si potom musim balik
vyzdvihntt v obchode s africkou médou, kde sa sklanaji dve Ziacky nad domdacimi dlohami
a obklopuju ich macky, ktoré skriabu koberce. ZiSiel som dolu v §lapkach. Pri schrankach lezal
hnedy kvader vo velkosti pracky. Na baliacom papieri bolo len moje meno. Nijakd nédlepka, nija-
ky ¢iarovy kéd. Balik bol o ¢osi lahsi, ako by som predpokladal podla jeho rozmerov. Akurat sa
zmestil do vytahu. Obsahoval obrovské mnozstvo papierovych hoblin a do zlatého daréekového
papiera zabaleny balicek. Niekolko papierovych vlakien sa mi zachytilo na pulévri. Ovalny objekt
v bublinkovej f6lii, stiahnuty lepiacou paskou, matrioska, babika pozostdvajica z povkladanych
bébik, zvycajne to byvaju sedliacke Zenicky s dobracky okrihlymi tvarami. Alebo sedem vodcov
krajiny od revolicie. Exempldr, ktory som si nechal vnutit na Izmailovskom trhu v Moskve, sa
zacinal Leninom a kon¢il Michailom Ivanovicom.

Matrioska v papierovych hoblindch nebola ani bdbuska, ani Breznev. Prva babika mala
Puskinove Crty, z nej sa vyklul Gogol a z toho zas Goncarov (sami spisovatelia, aké Sarmantné).
Nasledoval Bulgakov, v ktorom ¢ihal Charms, a ten zas ukryval figarku s dvoma tvarami, s ja-
nusovskou hlavou, obe strany boli bez brady ¢i flizov a ja som ich nepoznal. Babiku som obratil.
Dolu bol népis: IIf/Petrov, sovietski satirici. Vlastne som ich mal spoznat, ved som len nedavno
pisal recenziu na ich cestovatelsky dennik po Spojenych Stitoch z Cias svetovej hospodarskej
krizy a porovndaval som ho so spravou Johna Steinbecka o svojej ceste po Rusku, ktora vznikla
o niekolko rokov neskor - boli to humoristicki humanisti bez klapiek na ociach, cestujtci po
krajine idajného nepriatela. Posledna figiirka bola mald a ten, koho zobrazovala, sa nedal
okamzite spoznat. Identifikdciu mi umoznil az prieskum lupou, ale aj to mi pomohlo len vda-
ka tomu, Ze som tohto autora poznal osobne: bol to Zinovjev. Alexander Zinovjev. Alexander
Alexandrovit Zinovjev. AZ teraz sa iplne rozplynula iliizia nevinnej ndhody. Do tohto okamihu
bol vyber dostatocne ITubovolny. Ale zakoncit ho takmer tplne zabudnutym Zinovjevom, bri-
lantnym logikom, ktory v §ialenych slovnych kaskddach, pozostdvajicich z pasci, prepadlisk
a padaviek, vymetal zatuchnuté chodby marxisticko-leninskej ideolégie ako nejaka metla (nie,
ako portvi$) - nie, to nemohla byt zagifrovand sprava! Ten, kto takto do §katuliek zabalil ruski
literattiru, musel velmi dobre poznat moje preferencie. K novému prekladu Gon¢arovovho Ob-
lomova som pisal doslov, na slabo navstivenom literdarnom veceri vo viedenskej Alte Schmiede
som predstavoval vyber z minipoviedol Daniila Charmsa, Majstra a Margarétu som raz odporudil
ako jednu z mojich obltibenych knih. Tieto letmé momenty ktosi velmi pedantne pozbieral.

Kto to bol?

Obratil som balik naruby. Vntitri bola len papierova vypln, nijakd obédlka, nijaka sprava.
Preskimal som jednotlivé babiky, ohmatal som ich vydute. U Puskina - ni¢; u Gogola a Gon¢aro-
va - nula; v Bulgakovovom i Charmsovom bruchu - prazdno; u Ilfa/Petrova - takisto beztispesne.
Zostal uz len maly Zinovjev (pocas nasho prvého stretnutia v Johanneskirchene pri Mnichove sa
mi ospravedlnoval za svoju zlti nemcinu, ,sedime pred televizorom, tak sa ¢lovek ziaden jazyk
nenauci”). Nedal sa rozskrutkovat. Potriasol som nim. Nieco v jeho vniitri hrkotalo. Budem ho
asi musiet rozbit. Zavdhal som - zvlastne, ako si nas respekt s nami zahrava -, no hned mi zislo



na um, Ze tento jasnozrivy muz, ktory opisal ,bolSevicky horor” ako nikto iny, sa po svojom
neskorom ndavrate zmenil na ruského vlastenca a Stalinovho apologéta. Zavere¢né kolo méoze
pokazit cely beh Zivota. Rozpilil som ho. Opatrne. V babike bol malilinky USB-kItig¢.

Presnejsie povedané: zabezpeceny USB-kItic¢ (obmedzenie pristupu a kédovanie dat podla
AES 256). Vyzadovalo sa heslo. Natukal som moje meno. Nesprdvne. Zostalo mi pat pokusov.
Zinovjevovo meno. Nepravilno. Tri dalSie dobre zvdZené dohady. Nie. Nie. Nie! Nie!! Posledna
Sanca. Dlho som premyslal, kym som vytukal:

Katastrojka.

AES 256, otvor sa!

Moje ocakavania ruského materidlu boli skromné. Metéda Michaila Ivanovica tajne zabez-
pecenej a demonstrativne vykonavanej moci bola zndma. Jeho nariadenia nezanechavaji nijaké
stopy. Nikto by nikdy nenasiel ziaden odhalujici dokument, na ktorom by bola zaznamenana
vrazda, podplacanie, konkrétne pranie penazi. O vsetkom rozhoduje; ni¢ nepodpisuje. To je
ten rozdiel v porovnani so starym rezimom - oslavovanym cerstvo odhalenymi paméatnikmi -,
ktory svoje (zlo)¢iny minuciézne zaznamendval a archivoval. Materidl, ktory som mal pred
sebou, bol cely ,sverchsekretjen”, prisne tajny. Aj dontho v8ak zasiahli: viac vy¢iernenych miest
ako u Ameri¢anov. Co som neodakaval: Niektoré z dokumentov viedli do predchidzajiceho
storocia, do epochy spred zritenia sovietskej riSe. Ked sa e$te vSetko dokumentovalo (iradna
pomoc pre historiografiu). Pustil som sa do ¢itania.

Akoby bol este potrebny nejaky dokaz, ze minulost nepominula...

PreloZil Adam BZoch
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VIENNA

The doorbell rang.

“Parcel for you. A very big one. Please come down.”

A DHL deliveryman. One who rings. Some of his colleagues toss the delivery slip straight
into the letterbox because the slow lift up to the fourth floor would wreck their tight schedule,
forcing me to go and pick it up from an African clothes shop where two schoolgirls sit hunched
over their homework among ceiling-high stacks of parcels. I went downstairs in my slippers. Ly-
ing next to the letterboxes was a brown block the size of a washing machine. There was nothing
but my name on the packing paper. No stickers, no barcode. The parcel was quite a lot lighter
than its appearance suggested and just about fitted into the lift. It contained tonnes of black
SizzlePak around a package wrapped in golden gift paper. Some of the fibres got caught in my
jumper. An oval object in bubble wrap, stuck together with Sellotape. A Matryoshka doll, a set of
wooden dolls inside one other, usually farmer’s wives with kindly, round faces, or the country’s
seven leaders since the Revolution. The specimen I had been talked into buying at Moscow's
Izmailovsky Market started with Vladimir Ilyich Lenin and shrank to Mikhail Ivanovich.

But the Matryoshka dolls in the SizzlePak were neither babushkas nor Breshnev. The first
doll was painted as Pushkin, from whom a Gogol emerged, then a Goncharov (all authors - how
charming). They were followed by a Bulgakov and lurking inside him was a Kharms, who in turn
concealed a Janus figure whom I didn't recognize, both of its faces beardless. I turned the doll
upside down. The bottom was marked “Ilf/Petrov, Soviet satirists”. I should really have recognized
them because I'd only recently written a review of the diary they kept on their tour of the USA
during the Great Depression, comparing it with John Steinbeck’s only slightly later account of
his journey through Russia - unblinkered, humorous humanists travelling in the land of their
supposed enemies.

The last figure was small, and the person not instinctively familiar. I only succeeded in
identifying him after inspecting the figure with a magnifying glass, and even then only because
I knew the author personally. Zinovyev. Alexander Zinovyev. Alexander Alexandrovich Zinovyev.
By now, the illusion of an innocuous coincidence had been well and truly shattered. The selection
had been unconventional enough up to this point, but ending with the almost entirely forgotten
Zinovyev, a brilliant logician who had unmasked Marxist-Leninist ideology in the musty corridors
of Soviet bureaucracy as a chinchilla (no, a dust bunny) in waterfalls of witty wordplay (fall guys,
fall-ropes, fall-breakers) — this was a barely encoded message to me! Whoever it was who had
nested Russian literary figures inside one another, knew pretty precisely what kind of books I
read. How? Was this information publicly available? I thought it over. I had written an afterword
to a new translation of Ivan Goncharov’s Oblomov, presented a selection of Daniil Kharms's mi-
cro-stories at a poorly attended event in Vienna's Alte Schmiede, and recommended The Master
and Margarita once (at Christmas) as one of my favourite books.

Someone had obviously compiled this trivia with great care.

But who?

I turned the parcel over. Padding, no envelope, no message. I examined the dolls, checked
the cavities with my finger. Nothing inside Pushkin, nought in Gogol and Goncharov, empty
tummies in Bulgakov and Kharms, no luck with Ilf/Petrov. The only one left was little Zinovyev



(when we first met in Johanneskirchen near Munich he had apologized for his poor German,
saying, “We sit in front of the TV. That’s no way to learn languages.”) There was no way of un-
screwing him. I shook him, and something rattled. I'd have to break him open. I hesitated - isn't
it strange what is sacred to us? - but it immediately occurred to me that this perceptive man, one
who had described the Bolshevik horror like no other, had converted into a Russian patriot and
Stalin apologist after his belated return. The final lap can ruin a lifelong race. I sawed it open.
Carefully. Inside the doll was a teeny-tiny USB drive.
Or, more precisely, a secure USB drive (access-restricted and AES-256 encrypted). It asked for
a password. I entered my name. Wrong. Five tries remaining. The name Zinovyev. HenpasunsHo.
Three more carefully considered guesses. No. No! No!! Last chance. I thought for a long time
before typing:
Catastroika.
Open sesame, AES-256!
I had no great expectations of the Russian material. Mikhail Ivanovich’s secretly secured and
ostentatious exercise of power was well known. His instructions left no trace. No one would
ever find an incriminating document with the fingerprints of a murder, a bribe or actual money
laundering. He decides everything; he signs nothing. That is the difference with the old regime
- glorified in freshly unveiled memorials - that recorded and archived its (mis)deeds in minute
detail. The material I had been presented with was, without exception, marked cBepxcekpeTeH -
Top secret. It too had been redacted, with more black bars than in the American files. One thing
I hadn't expected, though: some of the documents dated back to the previous century, to the
time before the collapse of the Soviet empire, when everything was still documented (official
assistance for historians). I started to read.
As if there were a need for any more evidence that the past is never past...

Translated by Philip Boehm
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