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Tom Buron
Francuzsko/France

Francuzsky basnik narodeny v roku 1992
v okoli PariZa. Je autorom niekolkych bas-
nickych zbierok, ako napriklad Marquis Mi-
nuit (Le Castor Astral, 2021), ktora sa dostala
do finalového vyberu ceny Prix Apollinaire
Découverte, alebo Nadirs (Maelstrom, 2019),
¢inajnovsia La chambre et le barillet (LAngle
Mort, 2023). Je spoluzostavovatelom prvej
antolégie jazzu a poézie vo francuizskom
jazyku, Le nom du son (Le Castor Astral),
ktord vySla zaciatkom tohto roka. Spolu-
pracuje s mnohymi ¢asopismi, publikuje
poviedky, basne, preklady a ¢lanky. Citania
mal na rozmanitych festivaloch Eurépy. Ako
milovnik free jazzu Casto vystupuje na podiu
s hudobnikmi.

French poet born in 1992 in the Paris region.
He is the author of several collections of po-
ems including Marquis Minuit (Le Castor
Astral, 2021), finalist for the prestigious Prix
Apollinaire Découverte, Nadirs (Maelstrom,
2019) and, most recently, La chambre et le
barillet (UAngle Mort, 2023). Earlier this year,
he has co-directed and published Le nom du
son (Le Castor Astral), the first jazz and po-
etry anthology in French language. He has
also been collaborating with many magazines
- publishing poems, short-stories, translations
and articles - and gave readings in various
festivals throughout Europe. As a free jazz
aficionado, he often performs on stage with
musicians.

Tigrovi sa nepodaril skok

Tigrovi sa nepodaril skok, dychtiac po prekazkach, po nebezpecnych zdkrutéach,
po zlatom meste na inej pusti - prvej pusti -
,0dpust im, Otée, lebo nevedia, ¢o hraji“

Nech to je ta istd ulica: z tejto mytickej nehody sa zrodil anjel

Tam na parkovisku na teba ¢aka totem
Berlin/Madrid/Londyn/Rim a vel'ké izby Eur6py

sa pozru jedna na druht a povedia: ,,Kde je detstvo ludstva?“
A pokracujeme v stavkovani na ¢ertovu kupeliiu

Pozostatky psa ndjdu Skdru medzi ndrazmi vetra

,Dar ulic patri iba nam,”
povedal jazyk anjela lebke kralovnej
s rukami zviazanymi na poranenom vinici;
technologické konfety kondorizuju rany

Do uderov srdca sa ti tlaéi jaSterica

Pomodlit sa, nech sa ned4 na dstup 13
Pomodlit sa, nech sa neoto¢i

a nepocita svojich mrftvych

Pozostatky psa ndjdu Skdru medzi ndrazmi vetra

Potom konecne prichddza oc¢akévany symbol, ktory zostupuje
Videli sme Pariz, ve¢nost a revolver

Videli sme ta vo vytahu, 6, Pane

Videli sme ta naddvat na svojich synov a zmiest hod kockami

A my tu opét v jednej z tych zadymenych uli¢iek

diskutujeme o Nerovi a juhoamerickom futbale

pre nezndmych ludji, ktori napinaju usi pred tym, ¢o rozsekna
strateny raj spalni

Pozostatky psa ndjdu Skdru medzi ndrazmi vetra

Tigrovi sa nepodaril skok Nech pride rekviem

na nahodu zlomenin Pride anjel KedZe budu vsetci mat
svojich pétndst mindt na starom kontinente Chladni
chvastuni, vSade alkoholicki Leviatani s tu¢nymi srdcami,
vSade Katarakty horucich karionov Predstavenie nevyslovnych
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poziadaviek, ked' si princovia urobili obedriajsiu prestavku Pride
anjel Pride anjel Pride kvarteto futuristov

Pride strateny zafir vSeobecnej tedrie Pride anjel,

smieSko a veStec Nech pride aj -

Pozostatky psa ndjdu skdaru medzi ndrazmi vetra

Uryvok z knihy Markiz Polnoc, vydal Le Castor Astral v r. 2021

Predohra k nadmorskej vyske a k vasni

Neskoro, to je zjavenie azirovej oktavy,
rozpdtie bodavych dun a bludiska pod vykrikmi hura -

Neskoro, prili§ vela noci v Zilach si plni svoju pracu archivara,
nakoniec sme sa vSak vratili

Karty nikdy neukdZeme

Smejeme sa

z ostrych, nevratnych listov
Smejeme sa a vrtime

z dychu pre kaZzdého a pre nikoho

Vietor zrychluje svoju re¢ skokom do absurdna,
zem povzbudzuje

napredujuce chodidlo:

nebezpecenstvo naSe orchestry neoltpe.

Uryvok z knihy Markiz Polnoc, vydavatelstvo Le Castor Astral, 2021.

Mam dojem, Ze tich4 mudrovanim
prezradzaju naSe uznavania kadencii
bezuteSné ¢aro odchodu

Mam dojem, Ze vel'ka lucova gula pali
ako este nikdy nemohol som to preloZit
a o€i sa mi premienaju na Safran

Mam dojem pieskovej riSe
zaludnenej ohrfiovymi slovami, v ktorych
robime zérezy do trosiek

Mam dojem

burky mrzi ma Ze to hovorim
odteraz mame pokrocily vek
zapasu zborenych rajov

v

Apaci zo Sachty a z ulic

sa vracaju domov neskoro nad ranom
nevedia uz ani vyrozpravat vlastny pribeh
o ki¢och a kabalistickych elektrinach
otupenym bosorakom z vecierky

Myslia na autobusové a vlakové stanice
v ktorych esSte neplavali
s meskanim v docasnej metamorféze

(vCelar vSak zvazuje nevyhody)

Apaci zo Sachty a z ulic

vracaju sa domov za rana zapriet jeho umenie
pisat bojové a vasnivé

listy

bez toho, aby ich vébec chceli poslat

Uryvky z knihy Izba a zdsobnik, vydavatelstvo L’angle mort, 2023.

Tieto podivné kabaly interpretujem proti sebe

tienovym boxom v rieke sorgue v

kostyme virtuéz fiask

ohmatdvam oslepenie v poslednej Stvrtine
kalendar afektov

hat, ktord mi barytonizuje v hrudniku

dovod
tej pradavnej 25-ro¢nej modlitby
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Vzal som si svoj podiel kfcov & zapaliek
transverzalny predstih pred kazdym pohybom

Zvazil poludnie znameni ¢o ruci
rudi proti nareku velmi starej Zahrady v pusti

Teraz tu vSak vulkanizujem & pripijam si sam proti vSetkym
snivam o ose

¢o odchadza
nechat dozriet svoje lasky v okoli stoZiarov

Napredujeme vzdy s
nozom villanelle medzi zubami
nadprirodzené revolvery nasmerované k stajniam zhonu

Hram genidlne suity ¢o zni¢im
pre poteSenie
z toho byt nepriatelom

Nadir/Zenit, pokracoval
Na sekundu moze byt chrimom
Bude dovolené vam patrit

ked' sa velmi staré klamstva
stanu pravdami?

Dve piade slavy
ak nas objime vykupenie

Uryvok z knihy Nadir, vydavatel'stvo Maelstrém, 2016 - 2019.

Z francuzskeho origindlu preloZila Silvia Majerskd

At the crossroads of some terrifying virtualities,
the canopy clarinet

leads all its names,

brushes aside the moor of its disputes when

a glorious sabir spiteful alibi mist

strikes and crumbles the verb —

births are already collapsing.

*

So the puffing and panting beast runs aground,
lay down out on the boulevard

in place of the lamb

and the street lamps,

and the spotlights,

and a brand new time’s watering hole firebrands,
drench the irradiated asphalt,

enlightening its full entry into desertion.

*

Already, down below, a hideousness in the lamp,
the regulars no longer fear the night,
the child reads of his future exploits in

the paraclete’s palm —

but all the roles remain to be played,
the enemy, the god,

the brother, the dog,

and the fox caught in the headlights.

*

A long while they trampled furiously through
foul flesh-shaped alleys and

addictions to clockwork,

overly heavy last rites for miles,

sumptuous writings

of bone and blood,

unbearable meanings under their soles,

17
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the triumph of immediacy
once again sabotaging
the work of the eye.

*

In the light of encounters and seclusions,

they offered their backlighting,

offered their

proud hells, those doctored stars,

confined to the kidneys of the angel of conflict, but

finally, the castles in the air,

from a overheated ointment
they will wear well the ancient tear and :
build castles in the air.

Leather first din -

he shoots the double and
gets back his meat

in the night rounds —
The now starving future
wears the face of a fetish.

It will take a lifetime to destroy it all,

wash away the songs and reveal the back room
of these mystical, scented ulcers —

even though they get sloshed

in a medieval rhythm

and still dream, tense,

on the psychotics’ harmonica and

the prisoners’ anger:

an arch, an alibi, the dawn serenade.

Translated by Tom Buron

all the poems are excerpts from:
La chambre et le barillet, Tom Buron, éditions L'Angle Mort, 2023

Juraj Buzalka
Slovensko,/Slovakia

Socidlny antropolog na Univerzite Komen-
ského v Bratislave. Vyskumne sa venuje
socidlnym a politickym hnutiam, politike
pamati a naboZenstva a transformadcii vina.
Je autorom knih The Cultural Economy of
Protest in Postsocialist European Union.
Village Fascists and their Rivals (London:
Routledge 2021), Nation and Religion: The
Politics of Commemoration in South-East
Poland (Minster: Lit 2007), Slovenskd ide-
oldgia a kriza (Bratislava: Kalligram 2012)
a Postsedliaci: slovensky ludovyj protest (Bra-
tislava: Mamas 2023).

Social anthropologist at Comenius University
in Bratislava, researches and teaches on so-
cial and political movements, politics of mem-
ory and religion, and wine transformations.
He is an author of The Cultural Economy
of Protest in Postsocialist European Union.
Village Fascists and their Rivals (London:
Routledge 2021), Nation and Religion: The
Politics of Commemoration in South-East
Poland (Miinster: Lit 2007). He also authored
Slovenskd ideoldgia a kriza (Bratislava:
Kalligram 2012) a Postsedliaci: slovensky
ludovy protest (Bratislava: Mamas 2023).
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Plagiat ako intimita Statu

Dvaja najvySsi slovenski ustavni ¢initelia a minister Skolstva z troch réznych koali¢nych stran
boli usvedceni z plagidtorstva. Kym diplomovéa praca ministra Skolstva z roku 2009 je po-
merne bezny plagiat, pri ktorom moZno uvazovat, do akej miery niektoré ¢asti vypracoval
sam, praca premiéra Igora Matovica z roku 1998 obsahuje doslovny prepis ¢asti dvoch knih.
Igorovi Matovicovi pravdepodobne napisal pracu sam Skolitel, ktory vykradol samého seba.
Premiér sa priznal, Ze pracu nepisal, bol obltibencom uz zosnulého profesora, ktory ho Skolil,
a priatelom jeho syna, ktorého sestra pracu napisala na dovolenke v Chorvétsku. Priatel bol
zaroven oponentom prace.

Podobne uprimny je aj pripad predsedu parlamentu. Boris Kollar si nepaméta obhajobu
diplomovky v roku 2015, nevie, kto bol oponent, kto sedel v komisii. Stredoeurépska vysoka
Skola v Skalici teraz pravom vyzera ako darcekova sluzba na diplomy. Odhalenia o plagidtoch
préac najvyssich ¢initelov sa navySe objavili kratko po tom, ako sa aSpirantka na funkciu spl-
nomocnenkyne vlady pre rodinu a poslankyna parlamentu splnomocrniovania vzdala, okrem
iného aj pre plagiat bakalarskej prace.

Zamerom tejto tvahy nie je posudzovat moralku. Na ti maji patent najmé ob¢ianske
kruhy a seri6zne médi4, ktoré upozornili na nutnost vyvodzovat zodpovednost ,,na eur6psky
sposob®. Nejde mi ani o kritiku univerzitného systému, ktory umoznil vyd4vanie titulov ,,pro-
ti podpisu®“. Neplanujem tieZ rie$it vyznam formalneho vzdelania pre Borisa Kollara, ktory
magistersky diplom v podnikani s lyZiarskymi vlekmi ani vo funkcii predsedu parlamentu
nepotrebuje. Ani majitel strany oby¢ajnych a nezavislych osobnosti na premiérovanie nemusel
predkladat doklad o vzdelani.

Zaujima ma, ako je mozZné, Ze napriek potvrdeniam, Ze dstavni Cinitelia si podvodnici,
klamari, a po pocetnych volaniach po vyvodeni zodpovednosti a negativnej odozve zo zahra-
ni¢nej i domaécej tlace sa ni¢ dramatické nedeje. Impotentnost témy plagiatov vidiet hoci aj na
tom, Ze byvali premiéri Fico a Pellegrini, ktori de facto tvoria opoziciu, do nej nebusia. Bolo
by to iste smieSne, kazali by pritom vodu a pili vino, ale aspon by mali padny doévod. Prec¢o
teda plagiatorstvo nema na Slovensku vybu$nost, ak oficidlna moralka odsudzuje kradez
a klamstvo?

MozZno zacat hoci nedéverou k intelektudlom a intelektudlnej praci, ktord je pre doméce
pomery typicka. Rata sa mnozZstvo Zita v komore v prepocte na prepotené kosele, nie nejaky
diplom. Ved' ukradnut myslienku nie je ako ukradnut sliepku. KedZe papier u nds zvyc¢ajne
nikdy nehovoril o kvalite dordbania Zita, treba sa spolahniit na skisenost a znamosti, ako kipit
kvalitné zrno. Najma ked' profesori jadrovej fyziky podpisuju konspiracné vyhlasenia, dekani
lekarstva potvrdzujui samozbitie Studentky madarskej ndrodnosti a docenti prava kandiduju
za faSistov, kedZe aj také vykony odiplomovanych otriasli Slovenskom.

Pred par rokmi by sme véhali, do akej miery pripisat rozdiel medzi deklarovanou a kaz-
dodennou moralkou totalitnému dedi¢stvu. ISlo najma o to, Ze v totalite mal diplom len
rad zabezpecil, ale nakoniec aj tak nerozhoduje diplom. Ak situéciu porovname s aktudlnym
ruskym ¢i ¢inskym pribehom, znamena to, Ze ked moc napriklad rozhodne, Ze , koronavira
net!, tak to Ziadny diplomovany inteligent nevyvrati!

Z podobného sudka je aj dovod, Ze politici si hunctiti, ktori klamu z principu svojho
povolania. Kto by sa v tomto duchu trapil glejtom na vzdelanie, ked' tu bojujeme s koronou,
o miliardy z Bruselu a proti navratu Fica, ako tvrdi premiér? Treba preformatovat debatu, veli
populisticky grif. MoZno potraty, téma idedlna hoci pre zakrytie zneuZivanie deti kilazmi, do-
mAaceho nasilia ¢i prav sexudlnych mensin, nech uZ nie sme stale pri nepodstatnych dialniciach,
nemocniciach a pandémii.

NajpresnejSie vysvetlenie tolerancie klamstva a krddeze duSevného vlastnictva vSak
mozno zhrnut do vyroku ,,na Slovensku je to tak!“. Odpoved ¢initelov v zmysle ,neruste nds,
tu sme na stavbe“ potom v preklade znamena: dajte pokoj s tymi hrami na transparentnost,
zodpovednost a pravdu! Vieme, Ze sme stiipili do nie¢oho smradlavého, ale ¢o mame teraz
zobrat klti¢e od mieSacky a odist?

Treba pochopit organizaciu moci a jej legitimitu vo vztahu k oficidlnej verzii $tatu, ktorého
idedlov sa doslovne dovoldva mensina pravdolaskarov, slnieckarov a snazivych Zalobabov
z prvého radu. Podla harvardského antropoléga Michaela Herzfelda ide v pripade kultiirnej
intimity narodného $tatu o uznanie aspektov identity, ktoré su povazované z vonkajsieho hla-
diska za nevhodné, avSak ktoré zaroven ponukaju insiderom potvrdenie vzajomnej blizkosti
a socializacie so zdrojmi moci spoloc¢enstva. Inymi slovami, ide o akusi dialektickii formu
fungovania Statu, ktora sa sice opdja idedlom demokratického vladnutia, avSak stoji hlavne na
moralke kaZdodennej blizkosti. V tom druhom priestore, chtiac-nechtiac, vSetci spolupracujeme
na stavbe a niekto méa kltice od mieSacky. Aj pre idealistov, medzi ktorych patri i autor tejto
uvahy, vSak z poznania intimity slovenského statu kli¢i zrnko nédeje. Tak4 priazniva situicia
na reformu Skolstva, aké vznikla vdaka uznanym ustavnym plagidtorom, eSte na Slovensku
nebolal
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Naoise Dolan
Irsko/Ireland

Naoise Dolan je irska spisovatel'’ka z Dublinu.
Vydala dva romany, Vzrusujuce ¢asy (2020)
a Stastnyj pdr (2023). Jej diela boli prelozené
do tridsiatich jazykov a nominované na pre-
stizne ceny, napriklad Women’s Prize, Cena
Dylana Thomasa alebo Ocenenie Sunday
Times pre mladych autorov. Zije v Berline.

Naoise Dolan is an Irish writer born in Dub-
lin. She has published two novels, Exciting
Times (2020) and The Happy Couple (2023).
Her work has been translated into over thirty
languages, and has been shortlisted and long
listed for prizes including the Women’s Prize,
the Dylan Thomas Prize and the Sunday
Times Young Writer of the Year Award. She
lives in Berlin.

Julian

1
Jul 2016

Julian, m6j zndmy a bankér, ma prvy raz pozval na obed v juli, v mesiaci, ked som dorazila
do Hongkongu. Zabudla som, pri ktorom vychode zo stanice sa stretdvame, ale zavolal mi,
Ze ma zbadal pred Kee Wah Bakery a mam ho tam pockat. Bolo dusno. Ludia s kufrikmi
klopkali cez turnikety ako chovné oslice. Z rozhlasu sa najprv kantonsky, potom manda-
rinsky a napokon hlasom britskej Zeny ozvalo, Ze si pri nastupovani mame dévat pozor.
Cestou cez halu a na eskaldtoroch sme sa rozpravali o tom, aky je Hongkong preplneny.
Julian vyhlasil, Ze Londyn je pokojnejsi, a ja som povedala, Ze aj Dublin. V reStauracii po-
lozil svoj telefén na stol obrazovkou dole, takZe som to spravila tieZ, akoby to aj pre mna
znamenalo profesiondlnu obetu. S vedomim, Ze platit bude on, som sa ho spytala, ¢i si d4a
vodu, no on uz bral kréah a nalieval nam.

WV praci sa nezastavim,“ prehodil. ,,Polovicu ¢asu neviem, €o vlastne robim.*

Bankari to vraveli ¢asto. Cim viac vas presviedéali, Ze toho vedia malo, tym viac toho vedeli
a tym vySsi mali plat.

Spytala som sa, kde Zil pred prichodom do Hongkongu, a on povedal, Ze Studoval histériu
na Oxfordskej univerzite. Ludia, ktori chodili na Oxford, vam to prezradili, aj ked ste sa na
to nepytali. Potom, tak ako ,,vSetci®, Siel do centra. ,,Ktorého mesta?“ Julian sa zamyslel, ¢i
Zeny vedia zartovat, usudil, Ze vieme, a zasmial sa. Utrusila som, Ze nemam ponatia, kde
skonéim. Opytal sa ma, kol'ko mam rokov, odvetila som, Ze som prave dovrsila dvadsatdva,
a on mi oznamil, Ze som dieta a pridem na to.

Zjedli sme svoje Salaty a on sa spytal, ¢i nateraz v Hongkongu s niekym randim. Povedala
som, Ze ani nie, s pocitom, Ze slovo ,nateraz“ v sebe nesie privela vyznamov a mohol sa
vyjadrit uvéazlivejsie. V frsku sa nechodi ,randit“, vysvetlila som. Déte sa dokopy a ¢asom
k nieComu dospejete.

,TakZe vravis, Ze je to ako v Londyne,“ poznamenal Julian.

,2Neviem,“ odvetila som. ,,Nikdy som tam nebola.“

,»Nikdy si nebola v Londyne.“

,,Nie.“

Vobec?*

,»Nikdy,“ zopakovala som po dostato¢ne dlhej odmlke, aby som mu ulahodila predstavou,
Ze som po jeho druhej otazke zatizila tito skuto¢nost o svojej osobnej minulosti zmenit
a velmi ma mrzi, Ze sa mi to nepodarilo.

»Ava,“ hlesol, ,to je neskuto¢né.”

HPrec¢o?*

,2Lietadlom je to z Dublinu len kisok.“

TieZ som bola zo seba sklamana. Ani on nikdy nebol v frsku, ale podotknit, Ze aj tam je
to lietadlom len kusok, by bolo zbyto¢né.

Rozoberali sme spravy. V FT sa docital, ze mimopevninsky renminbi klesol voci doléaru.

Ja som sa vedela podelit len o tolko, Ze sa bliZi tropicka burka. ,Hej,“ pritakal, ,Mirinae.
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A tyZden po nej tajfin.“ Zhodli sme sa, Ze Zijeme vo vzrusujucich ¢asoch.

Obe burky prisli. Bez ohladu na to sme aj nadalej chodili na spolo¢né obedy. ,,Som rad,
7e sme priatelia,“ skonStatoval a mne neprindlezalo opravovat absolventa Oxfordskej
univerzity. Domnievala som sa, Ze zo mna ¢as straveny s nim spravi mudrejSieho ¢loveka
alebo ma minimdlne pripravi na rozoberanie mien a indexov s vaZnymi lud'mi, s ktorymi
sa v priebehu svojho dospelého Zivota stretnem. Sadli sme si. Mne sa pacili jeho peniaze
a jemu sa pécilo, ako I'ahko na mna nimi urobil dojem.

PreloZila Ivana Cingelovd

Julian

I
July 2016

My banker friend Julian first took me far lunch in July, the month I arrived in Hong Kong.
I'd forgotten which exit of the station we were meeting at, but he called saying he saw me
outside Kee Wah Bakery and to wait there. It was humid. Briefcase-bearers clopped out of
tumstiles like breedingjennets. The tannoy blared out husky Cantonese, Mandarin like a
bell, and then a British woman saying please mind the gap.

Through the concourse and up the escalators, we talked about how crowded Hong Kong
was. Julian said London was calmer, and I said Dublin was, tao. At the restaurant he put
his phone face-down on the table, so I did the same, as if far me, tao, this represented a
professional sacrifice. Mindful he’d be paying, I asked if he’d like water - but while I was
asking, he took the jug and poured.

‘Work’s busy, he said. ‘I barely know what the hell Im doing’

Bankers often said that. The less knowledge they pro fessed, the more the y knew and the
higher their salary.

I asked where he’d lived before Hong Kong, and he said he’d read history at Oxford. People
who’d gone to

3
Oxford would teli you so even when it wasn’t the ques tion. Then, like ‘everyone’, he’d gone
to the City. “Which city?’ I said. Julian assessed whether women made jokes, decided we
did, and laughed. I said I didn’t know where I'd end up. He asked how old I was, I said I' d
just turned twenty-two, and he told me I was a baby and Id figure it out.
We ate our salads and he asked if I'd dated in Hong Kong yet. I said not really, feeling ‘yet
did contradic tory things as an adverb and there were more judicious choices he could
have niade. In Ireland, I said, you didn’t ‘date’. You hooked up, and after a while you came
to an understanding .
Julian said: ‘So you’re saying its like London.’
‘T don’t know, I said. ‘Ive never been.” ‘You've “never been” to London. ‘No.
‘Ever?’
‘Never, I said, pausing long enough to satisfy him that Id tried to change this fact about
my personal history upon his second query and was very sorry I' d failed.
‘Ava, he said, ‘thats incredible. ‘Why?’
‘Its such a short flight from Dublin.
I was disappointed in me, too. He’d never been to Ire land, but it would have been redun-
dant to tell him it was also a short flight that way.
We discussed head lines. H e’d read in the FT that the offshore renminbi was down against
the dollar. The one piece of news I could offer was that a tropical storm was coming. ‘Yes, he
said, ‘Mirinae. And a typhoon the week after” We agreed it was an exciting time to be alive.
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Ivana Gibova
Slovensko/Slovakia

VysStudovala odbor slovensky jazyk a literati-
ra na Filozofickej fakulte PreSovskej univerzi-
ty. Debutovala zbierkou poviedok Usadenina

(2013), ktora ako rukopis vyhrala v sutaZi De-
but 2011 a po vydani zvitazila v ankete Debut

roka. Niektoré poviedky z knihy Usadenina

boli preloZené do nemcéiny, angli¢tiny, srbéiny,
hindi. Novela Bordeline (2014) sa stala predlo-
hou pre rovhomenntu inscenéciu divadla Sto-
ka a prazského divadla Nekroteatro. V roku

2016 vydala knihu Barbora, boch & katarzia,
ktord bola nominovana na cenu Anasoft litera

2017; ziskala Cenu René Anasoft litera gym-
nazistov a bola nominovand na Cenu Jana

Johanidesa za najlepSiu prozaickd knihu au-
tora do 35 rokov. Text v preklade do ¢eského

jazyka pod ndzvom Barbora, buch a katarze

(2018) vydalo vydavatelstvo Protimluv, v pre-
klade do nemeckého jazyka vydavatelstvo

Drava pod ndzvom Barbora, Himmelherrgott
& Katharsis. Preklady Casti z knihy boli pub-
likované ¢asopisecky v Madarsku a dramati-
zované v slovinskom rozhlase. V roku 2020

vysla komiksovo-poviedkova kniha Eklektik

Bastard, ktora bola nominovand na cenu Ana-
soft litera, ziskala cenu Panta Rhei Awards

a Cenu NadAcie Tatra banky. Bola preloZena

do ¢eského jazyka a vydana nakladatel'stvom

Argo v roku 2022. Jej zatial posledna kniha

Babicka© (2023) je nominovand na cenu Ana-
soft litera, pripravuje sa preklad do ¢eStiny
a talianciny.

Graduated from the Department of Slovak
Language and Literature at FF PU. She made
her debut with the collection of short stories
Usadenina (2013), which as a manuscript
won the Debut 2011 competition and, after
its publication, won the Debut of the Year.
Some short stories from the book Usadenina
have been translated into German, English,
Serbian, Hindi. The second book Bordeline
(2014) became a model for the Stoka Theat-
er and the Nekroteatro Theater in Prague. In
2016, she published the book Barbora, boch
& katarzia, which was nominated for the
Anasoft litera 2017 award; won the René Ana-
soft high school letter and was nominated
for the Jan Johanides Prize for the best prose
book by an author under the age of 35. The
text translated into Czech under the name
Barbora, buch a katarze (2018) was published
by the publishing house Protimluv, in transla-
tion into German the publishing house Drava
under the name Barbora, Himmelherrgott
& Katharsis. Translations of parts of the book
were published in magazines in Hungary and
dramatized on the Slovenian radio. In 2020,
the comics-short stories book Eklektik Bas-
tard was published, which was nominated
for the Anasoft litera award, won the Panta
rhei awards and the Tatrabanka award. It
was translated into Czech and published by
Argo in 2022. Her last book Babicka®© (2023)
is nominated for the Anasoft litera award,
a translation into Czech and Italian is being
prepared.

Vianoce

Vo vSedné dni ma sused Galambo$ budi o 7:30 odrhovac¢kami od Skon¢ili jsme jasnd zprava

cez vyber z tvorby Karola Duchona aZ po A okolo Levoci. Playlist sklad4 podla svojho aktual-
neho emoc¢ného rozpoloZenia, tipla by som, ale konStanta je, Ze zakaZdym vypeckuje. A ma

fakt dobru aparatiru. Dnes je uz osem a furt ni¢, uz z toho je jasné, Ze je nejaky Specidlny

den, bud'nedela, alebo Statny sviatok, alebo Vianoce, alebo sa Galambo$ ozral v¢era. Jak jeden

¢lovek vobec moze Standardne vstavat o 7:30? VSak to je pre jedinca, ¢o sa strieska denne
- takZe mna - hlbok4 noc.

O pol deviatej GalamboS na plné bomby zadrie Zvonky Stésti. Jaaaj, tak nespil sa, Via-
noce su! Specifikum Galambosovho playlistu je, Ze furt v dany deni pozostava z jedinej
loopnutej skladby, takZe ked' po sedemndsty raz po¢ujem toto ranko Zvonky, mam chut zist
o poschodie niZsie k jeho zvonku a stréit mu tam zapalku, jak sa to robilo za detstva. LenZe
detstvo davno pominulo, vtedy eSte Vianoce i zdpalky mali nejaku relevanciu, teraz uz je
to len den dondasky sviato¢ného menu - takZe ostrokyslej a kuracich kuskov s rezankami
z bistra Panda -, lebo naco by si ¢lovek sam pre seba vypravne varil kapustnicu, ked potom
by ju musel eSte tri dni jest, a to uz komu sa chce, tri dni jest kapustnicu. ESte by to malo
mozno zmysel, keby som véera bola schopna ist na trh a kipit aspori domdcu kapustu, ale
kde ja som mobhla ist kupit kapustu, ked' od $tvrtej som sedela v kréme a o 6smej som uz bola
spita jak Mojsej v lepsich ¢asoch. Ja viem, Ze dama by nemala pit pred siedmou ¢i kol'kou,
ale mozem ja kaslat, kedy by mala dama pit, ked vonku je tma od $tvrtej. Tma - oZeriem
sa, ne? Ani mi diplom z vysokej Skoly netreba na to, aby som chépala také elementarne
suvislosti. A to zas - niezeby som ten diplom nemala, hej? Ale tak... z PreSovskej univerzity,
no. Cize kapusta ni¢, ale zas som ako vysokoskolsky vzdelany ¢lovek na iné vymakané veci
prisla. Napriklad, Ze ako sa d4 beztrestne, uplne legitimne pit uz pred obedom. To je strasne
sofistikovany koncept, na to som hrd4. Neviem, ¢i také poznatky sa daji patentovat, ale keby
hej, i tak by som si nedala, lebo mam ja ¢asu chodit po patentovych uradoch? No ale k veci.
Ja mam rada tie programy pre déchodcov vo filharmoénii a v SND. Operety v predpoludiiaj-
$ich hodinach. Tam furt da¢o piju v tych operetkach, ma to drazdi, tak si musim dat potom
vzdy v posteli dajaky sekt, ked' sa vratim, a rozjimam nad primitivhym dejom. Ale na to mi
nikto ni¢ nemdZe povedat, lebo to si ddvam po kultiirnom zdzitku, jak to robia intelektudli!
A este aj tol'ko noblesy mam, Ze nechodim na veéerné premiéry ani na vernisaze vyslopavat
vino zadarmo, lebo to nem4 nijaku uroven. Alkoholik na drovni zdsadne pije za vlastné, to
si poznamenajte. Druha vec je, Ze va¢Sinou som v ¢asoch zaciatkov vecernych predstaveni
a vystav uz tak pod obraz, Ze mam vernisdZz vlastnu v hlave. Pod obraz - vernisaz, chapete?
Dobré, nie? I to som spitd vymyslela! A dneska napriklad su Vianoce, takZe to ¢lovek ani
nepotrebuje dajaké vyhovorky a moZze slopat od rdana. Obzvlast, ked ten kretén uZ Styridsiaty
raz pusta priblblé Zvonky. Mam rada Vianoce.

Mam chut vypeckovat nejaky metal, nech Galambog$a porazi. Ale nestihnem to zrealizo-
vat, lebo klope mi suseda. Ze ¢i nemam droZdie. Kukdm na fiu, jak keby pytala gram kokainu.
Ja akoZe vSelico mam. V mojej domacnosti nikdy nechyba toaletny, kava, cigarety, alkohol
a tiamin. Dokonca aj chleba mam niekedy. Ale drozdie prisambohu ne. To je sortiment z inej
galaxie, ktory keby som dakedy kupila, sa zamyslim tuho nad svojim Zivotom. LenZe suseda
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ma 74 a je po infarkte, jej to musim nejako citlivo vysvetlit. No ale jak sa citlivo vysvetluje
dochodcom, Ze nemate drozdie? BoZe. ESte len rano je, uZ somariny. Zas na druhej strane,
nemoZem sa na susedu hnevat, ona Zije sama, ja sama, mame spolo¢nud chodbicku a dole
spoloéného GalamboS$a, ¢o neomylne znaci, Ze ona je tieZ chudera od rana atakovana Zvon-
kami. SnaZim sa vZit do pozicie starej pani, o ma kreténa suseda. Co by som robila? Asi by
som sa chcela ukludnit. A ubezpedit sa, Ze nie vSetci susedia su kreténi. Tak by som zazvonila
najbliZzSiemu a popytala dajaku somarinu. Ale tak musela si akurat drozdie vymysliet? Keby
kavu. Ale ona asi ani nemoZe kavu, po infarkte. No kedZe mam tu vysoku Skolu vyStudo-
vanu, dlho netrvalo a pri§la som na to, ako vybabrat s touto prekérnou situaciou. Hovorim
susede, Ze sice drozdie nemam, ale dobre, Ze zazvonila, lebo ja som ju tieZ chcela poprosit
o nieco, a sice, Ze ¢i nema vino, lebo mi treba do varenia. Suseda s nadSenim, Ze interakcia
s nekreténskym susedom - hoc aj nie podla jej predstav, ale predsa - prebehla, vojde do bytu
a o chvilu sa vracia s flaskou hnusného vinka, ¢o sa predéva na spodnych regéloch v Tescu.
Ja prichddzam k lacnému vinu, suseda k dobrému pocitu, win-win, vSetci sme $tastni, tak
to ma byt na Vianoce! Este ten dole keby vypol hudbu. Ja aj suseda spokojne odchadzame
do svojich domdcnosti. MoZno ja kus spokojnejSie. Milujem Vianoce.

O jedenéastej mi zo susedkinho sladkého vinka zvySuje asi deci, rozmyslam, ¢i si eSte
nepospim, ale asi je to blbost, lebo potom budem mat ranko o tretej poobede a to uZ je len
hodinu vidno, debilny zimny ¢as. Ak je nieco likvidacné pre alkoholika, nie je to alkohol. Je
to zimny ¢as. To si poznamenajte.

Vyhodnocujem, Ze lep$ie bude dat si kdvu, vSak aj tak by som asi nezaspala a zacala by
som si pustat z youtubu hypnotické nahravky na spanie. Neviem uplne, ¢i je dobry ndpad
pokusat sa spitd zaspat v hypndze, to by sa nemuselo dobre skongit. Pre Galambosa urcite
nie. A vObec, somarina celé, ¢o budem doma sediet, v§ak Vianoce su, idem von.

Von (takZe kréma): Standardné zostava, sam4 slopka, pitnasty raz tento tyzdef tlia-
chanice o dotaciach a grantoch, tivod debaty pri proseccu klasicky: neopijeme sa, dam si
deci, opijesS sa dnes zas jak prasa?, nemam ten dojem a podobné prupovidky, strih o tri ho-
diny, vSetci strieskani jak... ja. Premudreté rozpravy o politike a Ze jak je tu nahovno vSetko,
v zapluvanej kréme sa opustame, po¢uvame pesnic¢ky a nadavame na systém, také my mame
problémy, ale moja mladost a svieZost tu vyti¢a, ja som okej, ja som tu kvetinka v zaplave
stareckej buriny, krasny kontrast; to Vavro sedi zvy¢ajne sim doma v depresii, v pit rokov
nepovysavanom byte, zato s vy¢istenym sporakom, zaobera sa myslienkou, ¢i si ist kupit na
pumpu vodku, alebo do Delie, také on mé problémy. Ja mam aktudlne ten problém, Ze nikto
neakceptuje mojho Bowieho zo sedemdesiatych rokov. Ach, umelci, eSte ste tam nedospeli,
stari chreni, keby ste byvali nad GalamboSom, by ste videli, ¢o je hudba! A vobec, vy kedy
ste boli naposledy vo filharménii?!

Necham tu dochodcov pustat lep§iu hudbu - podla nich - a debatovat o pocasi. Asi
na takej drovni, Ze: Nevie§, jak ma byt zajtra? Minus dva az sedem hldsia. No prosim vds!
Nevidané! Tak taku predpoved by som vedela dat aj ja. Zrazu Vavro: ,Tato pani v okne! Vidi$
td staru pani v okne? To ja som mal byt teraz v tom okne!“ Hej, tak mal si byt, ale nie si.
Pani v okne umyva na Vianoce, na samé Vianoce o pol Stvrtej poobede okno, normdlne so
stierkou! To uz kto bude oknd umyvat na Vianoce? Vobec - v zime? Vobec - to naco je taka
¢innost, umyvat okna? Jak to aj napadne niekomu? To stopercent su abstinenti.

No a v tej chvili, ked ma pojme této filozofickd dumka, si aj poloZim zdsadnu otdzku:
Preco ja tu vdbec s prepitymi starcami sedim? Co ja to vobec za Zivot vediem, pre boZie
rany? A kedy som naposledy jedla? A t4 Panda vobec dnes donaSa? Lebo ked nie, tak som
dobre v prdeli.

Po dalSom litri dostanem genidlny népad, Ze ozvem sa jednému takému, ¢o ma pozyval
minuly rok na viano¢nu veceru. Mozno je to eSte aktudlne. I ked som mu vtedy pred tym
rokom na to pozvanie vykri¢ala, Ze ma nemd obmedzovat, ked ja chcem travit vecer po
svojom, ja som slobodny ¢lovek, a ked' sa chcem vecer stretnut s priatel'mi (spit sa s partiou
alkoholikov), je to moja vec. Ale kedZe tento rok sa partia zdemolovala, skor nez prisiel vecer,
a miia pojala panika, Ze nemam ¢o jest... a vObec, Ze ¢o doma, tam GalamboSove pesnic¢ky
budem pocivat? To neni peknd vizia vecera. Nie, nie, ziadna Panda tohto roku, pekne sa
dam do gala, p6jdem s tym, jak sa vola, ani neviem, to je jedno, na opulentnu veceru, dame
si prasacie stehna na rebarbore preliate cesnakovym vypeckom ¢i akou mitovou somarinou;
uzijem si to, j6j, prosecko si ddm k veceri, vSak ja neSoférujem, ja ani vodi¢dk nemam; ked'
Zena nema vodicdk, urcite je alkoholicka, to si poznamenajte. Ale hedonistka je peknejsi
vyraz na to, ja osobne preferujem tento termin, aj to lepSie znie, Ze ahoj, ja som hedonistka,
nez ahoj, ja som alkoholi¢ka. Aj ked' - raz som sa uviedla o tretej rdno v hajzloch pri Priore,
z ktorych spravili krému, vetou: ,,Ahoj, ja som gerontofilka a ty si kto?“ a dost vel'ky ispech
to malo.

No ni¢, vecera viano¢na bude, potliapem mu tam o dajakych neStandardnych praktikach
alebo ¢o, to st také vdacné témy, pri takej téme stary chren rad zaplati za veceru krasnej
mladej svieZej peknej dame v podpétkoch; len aby som si nohu nezlomila, pamétam - hoc
je to vynimo¢ny jav, ale hej, paméatam -, jak som sa strepala raz v zime na chodnik, ked som
sa snazila nastupit do taxika, a to ma z oboch stran podopierali nejaki amanti. Som sa sice
elegantne vyhovorila na zladovately chodnik, ale i tak, no. Sa uZ potom neozval. Ani jeden. Je
také prislovie, Ze prvy dojem dvakrat neurobis. Ale niekedy staci aj posledny dojem urobit raz.

Silvester

Bol to taky nudny sidliskovy ohriostroj, taky, Ze vlastne ni¢, ludia z bytoviek hadzali prskavky
a petardy a efekt bol imerny investicii, ¢iZe chaby, nieZeby som ja niekedy v Zivote investovala
do prskaviek a podobnych blbosti, ale keby uZ som sa na to podujala, to by inak vyzeralo,
lebo ja som taka; uz ked, tak bud' velka Supa, alebo ni¢. Ja som bola odjakziva ¢iernobiela,
prakticky vzdy vo vietkom, ale priznala som si to, az ked' som mala asi dvadsatosem, alebo
mozno aj tridsat, dobre, nalejme si ¢istého vina, povedala som si vtedy, naliala z akéhosi
tokajského patoku a priznala sama pred sebou vlastni ¢iernobielost. Teraz by som povedala:
nalejme si ¢istého proteinu, lebo je Silvester a ja som si predsavzala, hoci velmi dobre viem,
ako to zvykne dopadat s mojimi predsavzatiami, no i tak som si predsavzala, Ze prestanem
pit, fajéit, zaénem cvicit a viest normalny vztahovy Zivot, ¢o by bolo aj pekné, keby som
nemala tridsatSest a keby som v skuto¢nosti vlastne nemala rada ohriostroje. Mam, vel'mi
mam, vsak je to také pekné celé, farebné, len sa to hanbim priznat, lebo ako dnes jeden zrely,
inteligentny ¢lovek s vkusom, ak chce posobit zrelo, inteligentne a vkusne, méze povedat,
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Ze sa mu pacia ohnostroje. Ani Ze chodim na tie predpoludriajSie operetky pre dochodcov
nikomu neméZem povedat, nieto eSte ohtiostroje. V principe chdpem, Ze pre¢o by sa mal
niekto z konca roka radovat sposobom, ktory stresuje zvieratkd, ale tak moZem ja za to, Ze
potrebujem farebné delobuchy do tej mojej ¢iernobielosti? Ved bud'je to velka Supa, alebo
nié¢. Ked' Supa, tak ohniostroje, ked ni¢, tak — ni¢. Milujem ohtlostroje, operetky, starych ujov
aj staré tety. Predsavzatie dopadlo presne tak, ako sa dalo o¢akavat, povedala som si, Ze od
zajtra, a vycapala dve flase nejakého zabudnutého ¢erveného, ktoré za normalnych okolnosti
nepijem, lebo mi farbi zuby. Delobuchy, ohriostroje. Rano vstdvam na obed a skutoc¢ne sa
velmi komicky pokusam cviéit, Galambo§ si znova peckuje hudbu a mnia to vyru$uje, celkovo
som takd nejakd nevrld, nespokojnd, ak nepovieme priamo, Ze nasrang; nasrana na seba,
7e sa v prvy deri nového roka budim s opicou a nechutnou ervenovinovostou na zuboch,
nasrana na pocasie, lebo keby asponl sneZilo, ale je iba hnusne, nasrana na dedlajny, zav-

nemam, ale serie ma uz len ta predstava, Ze keby som ju mala, bol by v nej blby program.

Novy rok

Predavac v Delii si o mne nepochybne mysli, Ze som Slapka. Aj Ze som alkoholicka, ale to
aj naozaj som. Druhého januara kupujem cigarety a vino, pozera sa na mna, ako keby som
dva dni po Silvestri kupovala zmrzlinu. Neviem, naco tu ma ten sortiment, ked' potom l'udi
odsudzuje pohladom, Ze si ho kupuji. Vobec s predavacom z Delie mam zvlastny vztah. Ze
som $lapka si mysli preto, lebo som mu raz spité vliezla do predajne minttu pred zavere¢nou,
ukecala ho, nech mi pred4 prosecco, hoc uz mal zavretud kasu, a potom ho volala k sebe do
bytu na prosecco. Povedal, Ze je autom. UZ ani predavaca v Delii neviem zbalit. Na druhej
strane, potom sa sam pytal, Ze kedy ddame to prosecco, ked som tam o par dni bola kupovat
cigarety. Vtedy som mu aj neobozretne povedala, Ze ja pracujem v noci, €o je aj pravda, len
ktovie, ako si to on vylozil, lebo pri dalSej mojej navSteve sa uZ neopytal nic. To je tak s tymi
predavaémi, kebabarmi, stAinkarmi, dentadlnymi hygienikmi. Najprv hihihaha, ¢lovek im
uprimne odpovie, a potom sa uz nepytajy, hraju sa na seriéznych.

Pamitam sa na svoj prvy kontakt s ludmi dlhodobo zamestnanymi v sluzbach, mala
som asi sedemnast, brigddovala som v kuchyni nejakej smichovskej zapluvanej hermo-kré-
mo-reStauricie v Prahe, byvala niekde v HoleSoviciach v pivniénych priestoroch s d'alsimi
siedmimi Iud'mi, vtedy e$te ani metro do HoleSovic nebolo, musela som trikrat prestupovat,
kym som sa dostala do herfio-krémo-restauracie, v ktorej naplriou mojej prace bolo dvandst
hodin $krabat zemiaky a robit vSetko, ¢o sa odo mria chce, takZe umyvat zachody, utierat
zvratky po Stamgastoch aj neStamgastoch, drhnut kuchyriu, poc¢uvat sprosté reéi tlstych
spotenych kuchérov, pchat sa do riti prevadzkarke. Toto jediné som nikdy nevedela, ale
nechala ma tam, lebo som makala. Raz mi dala vy¢istit nejaké sto rokov neumyté kachli¢ky
v miestnosti, ktora sliZila ako sklad a v ktorej sa asi nikdy nevetralo. Mala dojem, Ze mam
privela ¢asu medzi obedmi a ve¢erami. Ked' tam po niekol'’kych hodinach vogla skontrolovat,
¢ilen nesedim na zadku, takmer omdlela, Ze ako sa mi to podarilo takto vy¢istit. Nevedela, ze
som Ciernobiely pedant a budem t stenu drhnut, az kym nebude z ¢iernej biela. V jej pohlade

som dokonca zaznamenala ¢osi ako reSpekt, hoci to bola ¢istokrvna krava s vyperoxidova-
nymi vlasmi, namachlenou papulou, arogantnym vystupovanim a ludi ako ja povazovala
za odpad. Ani som sa za to na 1iu nehnevala, jej mentdlne kapacity na prvy pohlad zdaleka
neboli také vysoké ako jej podpétky. Su taki ludia. Ale aj ini Iudia su.

Neviem, preco si na toto vSetko spominam iduc z Delie. Neviem, pre¢o som predavacovi
nepovedala, Ze pracujem v noci nie preto, Ze som $lapka, ale preto, lebo piSem knizky. Asi
zato som mu to nepovedala, Ze mi je jedno, ¢o si o mne predavac¢ mysli. Asi zato mi je to
jedno, Ze s nim nechcem ni¢ mat. Aj vtedy v noci som sa chcela iba porozpravat. Cely Zivot
sa chcem iba s niekym porozpravat.

Treti januar

,Len ¢akam na niekoho, kto bude akceptovat moj alkoholizmus, pretoZe ja bez svojho alko-
holizmu nechcem zit. NieZe neviem, nechcem,* hovorim predavacovi v Delii. Pravdepodobne
som uz dobre nadratd, i ked' v tej chvili o tom takto vobec neuvazujem, svoj stav eSte nevni-
mam ako polutovaniahodny, to budem az réno, teraz sa, naopak, citim ako najzaujimavejsi
¢lovek na planéte. Predavac v Delii nadvihuje obodie, super, tu ta dnes uz kazdy bude po-
sudzovat, ¢i si dostato¢ne sofistikovand a dostato¢ne triezva a & sa dostatoéne zaoberas
celospolocenskou situdciou a ¢i dobru hudbu poc¢uvas. A treba tebe toto, vysvetlovat kade-
jakym predavacom, Ze ty mas aj cit pre Chopina a opery, ale aj pankacinu si niekedy musis
dat a aj Philla Colinsa, lebo ked'si ned4s, ti prepne? Ale ani nie o to ide, Ze by ti preplo, no nie
si to ty, ked' si zakazuje$ pocuvat, ¢o sama chces, len aby si vyzerala peknejsie pred svetom.
Do héja, nechcem vyzerat peknejsie pred svetom. Svet nech skusi vyzerat peknejSie predo
mnou! ,A vy myslite, Ze ja som od detstva pouzivala vulgarnu lexiku? No nie, pi¢i, ja som
peknekrasne vystudovala vysoku $kolu s tym pocitom, Ze vulgarizmy zahodno pouZit len
v citcii. A bol to moj pocit? Nie, bol to taky akademicky pocit. Taky, Ze len sa nestretni sama
so sebou, a uz ked, hlavne to nikdy nikomu nedaj najavo, kto skutoc¢ne si. VSak vSetko sa
da povedat premudretymi slovami, vyjadrit zloZitymi syntaktickymi konstrukciami a zahrat
manipulativnymi etudkami, len nech je to ¢im menej zrozumitelné podla moznosti. Nemyslite
si, Ze ja som nechcela byt zdravy abstinent alebo ¢o,“ vravim predavacovi v Delii a otvaram
prosecco priamo tam, v Delii. ,,Podla vds miia to bavi, ked mi dvadsatro¢na soplana povie

- ale ved'to je dobré, vyzerat na svoj vek? No povieme si o pétnast rokov, moja zlatd. Ja som
s flou ani nechcela spat, ale po tejto vete som uz musela. Viete, to je také moje Specifikum
toto - muzi ma zaujimaju starsi, Zeny mladsie. Ale vyrazne. Jedno aj druhé. Ja som sa snazila
viest normalny Zivot, nemyslite si, Ze nie. AkoZe podla vas ja nevidim, jak mi to jebe obli¢ky,
ten chlast? Budim sa kaZzdy den spuchnutd a je to stéle tazsie zakryt. Viete, ¢o je eSte horsie
nez to zakryt? Ze to musim zakryvat.”
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Na prelome marca a aprila

Neviem, kedy sa to stalo, zrazu je jar, moZno uZz takmer leto, leZime na terase, slnko zapada,
nad hlavami ndm lietajui vtaky a lietadl4, mam rad lietadld, povies zrazu, iba tak, bez kontextu,
ale aky tu uz len kontext, lietadlo leti, ty ho vidis, potom to povies, ja si to zapamitam. Teda...
zapamitam. ZapiSem si to, lebo nezapamitala by som si ni¢, vSetko si musim zapisovat,
mozgové bunky mi odumierajui, Moleskiny st moja pamét, mama, kamarati, moje telo a ty;
ty, €o si tieZ nepamétas ni¢, ale mne vzdy nieco zapaméitas; zapamaétaj mi, ako som Mile
v dedinke pri Zadare vypila Aperol, zapamaétaj mi, Ze som kedysi bola dobré dievca, zapa-
mataj mi, ako ma Kamil, najuspesnejsi koSicky Zid, pozval na whisky, zapamétaj mi pizzu
v dazdi, zapamétaj mi, ako som ti s mokrymi vlasmi vravela, Ze On ma vzdy bude mat rad,
zapamataj mi, ako sme potom $li po ulici a ty si povedal ved pod ku mne a ako som §la a ¢o
sa potom stalo, seba mi zapamiitaj, zapamiitaj mi to, Juraj, ty, s najhor§ou pamitou na svete.
Hned po mojej. Zapamitaj mi, ako som si vtedy zahryzla do toho nadoru, o ktorom si ani
nevedel. Zapamétaj mi, Ze mam rada vino, zapady slnka v dedinke pri Zadare, operné arie,
more, airwaves extreme Zuvacky, vtaky nad plaZou v Las Salinas, zapamaétaj mi, Ze milujem
rychlu chédzu, dobru obuv, $karedé lacné gatky, zapamétaj mi, Ze neznidSam vyhadzovanie
jedla, externé harddisky, dazdovky, vietor a jaémen v oku. Zapamaétaj mi toto vSetko, kym
pdjdem na to lieCenie.

Leto

Leto zmizlo. Leto nebolo. Leto si mi nezapamatal.

Jesen

Nevies, v ktorom si meste, Zivot ti ide rychlo a v rychlom slede sa menia aj obrazy na stenach,
ani jedna z tych stien nie je tvoja, nevies, ¢i vlastne tento Zivot je tvoj, v jednu noc hladis§ na
abstraktni malbu na nejakom airbnb na Letnej v Prahe, potom si znova u Mily v Chorvatsku
a potom v Ceskych Budé&joviciach, a potom v RoZiave, ide$ zo slnka do dazda a z dazda
do snehu a znova do slnka, Bari, Kysak, PreSov, KoSice, Bratislava, vela l'udi, emdcii, bytov,
hotelov, rozhovorov, jedla, pitia, ni¢ nestiha$ zavnimat, nieto eSte spracovat, ide$ na baterky,
vybité baterky, velmi vybité baterky, prebudis sa v Catanii vedla nejakého ¢loveka, vies, ako
sa vol4, vie§, kto to je, ale v hlave sa ti aj tak zmixuje s Uplne inym ¢lovekom, pri ktorom
si sa nedavno zobudila v RoZiave, a nebol to Juraj, pri ktorom si sa tam zobudila tplne
inokedy a on hned potom utiekol, v poslednom ¢ase od teba vlastne kazdy len utekd, ale to
nie je tebou, to je tym vyberom ludi, ktorych si pusti§ do srdca a do postele, a potom nevies,
v ktorom si meste. NejeS. Krevety si kupiS na trhu, aj uvaris, aj odfotiS na instagramy, ale
nezjeS. Absolvujes$ niekol'ko ¢udnych a zbyto¢nych telefonétov, hoci ty nikdy netelefonujes.
Pustas si System of a Down, hoci to nikdy nerobis. Boli ta srdce, ale tvari$ sa, Ze si nad ve-
cou, hoci to nikdy nerobis. A ani vlastne netusis, Ze co je ta ,,vec®, nad ktorou tak tispesne si.

VZdy ked' si na letisku, zadarmo sa naparfumuje$ niekde v duty free zéne, vzdy si vy-
berieS ndhodne hocijaku znacku a hocijaky flakénik, aby si to v lietadle ani ndhodou nebola
ani trochu ty. VSetky parfumy, ¢o sa ti kedy hodili, z nejakych pri¢in prestali vyrabat vzdy
presne vtedy, ked' si nadobudla pocit, Ze sa ti hodia. MoZno ti to vesmir cely ¢as naznacuje,
7e ved'len bud' sebou a kasli uZ na tie hry a masky, ale v momente, ked' na ne za¢nes kaslat,
sa ti zakaZdym na hlavu zosype ten tvoj vlastny, skutocny, autenticky pach, ktory potom
musis prekryt kadejakymi cudzimi svetrami, podpazu$iami, prirodzeniami, chlpmi a kade¢im
moznym; ¢imkolvek, len aby si nemusela citit samu seba, svoj vlastny pach, preto mas plnu
skrinu cudzich tri¢iek a kosSiel, preto v nich spavas a preto, aj ked' st uz stokrat vypraté, citis
z nich ich majitelov, lebo nie si majitel’kou seba samej. A ani nikdy nebudes, kym tvoj Zivot
bude stat na cudzich pachoch, odevoch a objatiach.

Nie je to nieco, €o by si chcela alebo potrebovala. Proste sa to len tak stane. LeZi§ s nim
v posteli a je Gplne jedno, ¢i to bol len sex, alebo ta pekne pomiloval. Lezi§ vedla neho a v jed-
nej chvili sa ti v hlave zjavi myslienka, Ze mu musi§ nos zaborit do podpazusia, proste musis,
a v tej chvili, ked'to urobis, uz sa nevie$ ovladat, uz ta to pohlti bez ohl'adu na to, ¢i ti ten pot
vonia alebo nie, s momentom zaborenia sa stracas sidnost, straca$ objektivitu, stracas nazor,
strdca$ samu seba, stracas kontrolu, potom sa veci deji uZ tiplne mimo teba, potom uz len
si, ale nie tak, ako by si chcela byt, tvoja zavislost od cudzich pachov je iritujica, miestami
moZzno aZz nechutnd, stokrat v Zivote si si vravela, Ze to nesmie§ urobit, nesmies ho ovonat
a vdychnut do seba, velmi dobre vies, Ze to nemas robit, ale aj tak to vZdy urobi$ a potom uz
ti niet pomoci, potom sa opijas a places, potom spavas s trickami koSelami §4lmi ¢iapkami,
¢o si si vydrankala, a oni ti ich vzdy nechaju, zakazdym ti ich nechaju, lebo im ta pride Itto
alebo sa ta skratka len cheu zbavit. Davaju ti odevy, byty, peniaze, sluby; ¢okolvek, len aby
sa ta zbavili, a ty potom poc¢tvas tristné pesnic¢ky a mysli§ na nich, ale nepi$es im, lebo vies,
Ze takych je eSte milién na svete, celt svoju garder6bu si z nich moze$ vyskladat, na tom
nezaleZi, nikdy na tom nezaleZalo a ani nikdy nebude, kym nepdjdes na to liecenie.
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Balint Harcos
Madarsko/Hungary

Basnik, spisovatel, autor knih pre deti. Naro-
dil sa v roku 1967 v Budapesti. Od svojich 21
rokov publikuje poéziu, prozu, ale aj eseje,
Studie, fejtény a literarne preklady. Debutoval
v roku 2002 knihou Harcos Bdlint Osszes, po-
tom nasledovala Naiv Novény (Naivna rastli-
na), kniha, ktora ziskala Cenu Sandora Brody
za najlepsi prozaicky debut. Kniha bola prelo-
Zena do nemciny a ¢estiny (vydal Protimluv).
Aj jeho dalSie prozaické a basnické texty boli
prelozené do anglictiny, slovenéiny, nemciny
a rustiny. Po desatro¢nej pauze vydal prva
knihu pre deti. Odvtedy vo vydavatel'stve Pa-
gony vydal 18 detskych knih, mnohé z nich
posluzili ako podklady pre dalSie spracovania
(kratke filmy, divadelné hry, komorna hudba,
béabkové divadlo, performancie...). VerSovana
rozpravka A boszorkdnycica (Carodejnicke
maciatko, 2018) ziskala v Madarsku ocene-
nie Detskd kniha desatrocia. Vznikla aj rov-
nomennd skladba pre symfonicky orchester
s textami z knihy, premiéru mala tento rok
v Debrecine. Preklady detskych knih mu vysli
aj v ¢inStine a vo francuzstine. Tento rok mu
vo vydavatelstve Protimluv vychadza cesky
preklad detskej knihy A halandzsarablok.
Najnovsia rozpravkova kniha Sindibdd (2024)
vychadza z pévodného textu Tisic a jedna
noc. Minuly rok po sedemndstro¢nej pauze
vydal basnicku knihu SZERIA (Séria), z ktorej
pochadza aj uryvok.

Poet, writer, children’s author, born in 1976
in Budapest, Hungary. He has been publish-
ing poetry and prose since the age of twen-
ty-one, but also essays, studies, feuilletons
and literary translations. His first book, Har-
cos Bdlint Osszes [’Balint Harcos Total’], was
released in 2002, followed four years later
by Naiv Novény ['Naive Plant’], which won
the Sandor Brédy Prize for the best debut
prose book of the year. The latter volume
has also been translated into German (Naive
Pflanze, 2008) and Czech (Naivni Rostlina,
2013). In addition to these, his other poetry
and prose works have been translated into
English, Slovak, German and Russian. After
Naiv Novény, he published almost nothing
for ten years. In 2015, he released his first
children’s book, marking his return to the
literary scene. Since then, he has published
eighteen children’s books with the publish-
ing house Pagony, including a fairy tale novel,
fairy tales in verse and short story collections.
His children’s books have been adapted into
numerous works (animated short films, plays,
chamber music, puppet show, poetry set to
music, reading theatre performances). His
fairy tale in verse, A boszorkdnycica ['The
Witch Kitten’] (2018) won the Children’s Book
of the Decade Award in Hungary, and a play
of the same title was made for symphony or-
chestra from the text.

Séria
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POCUJEME

(,ako vrana,
pravekd-oSumela,
zobakom dobe
cklame
(naslepo

cez okno)
nas :nds zavreli do izby.
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Toto pozndm
Styri mesiace na jednej osi

uplne prvému
rastu rohy

plamene sa klukatia
druhému

spopolnie tu
treti

posledny
bude klbko

Svetlo Svetlo potemnie Chveje sa
ked'ich spozndm
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,Nudi sa.“

...pole, Elysium

Na (stene noci
Na) hranici

zmyslu mesiac...
vyZarujem; topi sa
Deravy.
»okraje rany su celistvé.”
)a vkro¢im

Evokujtci altdnok

46

Horucava, (tu
;arozteCené Zelezo
smadné -
nabrezie, studna

Asfaltka
nakriz

,aza tym

prastaré
mesto; chodnik

(...vykroéi, uz na
¢ervenu,; auto

(zaSkripe)
»Ale hadam...?!*

prejde; pondhla sa k Zeleznej studni
,blyskajucu vodu

),glga, slepo
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zhrbeny
(zahodend flasa)

(Do tvojej chrbtice...
Ak tam niekto iny...“

iskri; (zdblesky
Pretoze kazdy duSok :jedny dvere

PreloZila Lenka Nagyovd
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HALLJUK

(;mint a varjut,

az 0s-kopottat,

a csoérével kopogtat
daltat

(vakon

az ablakon)

minket :minket szobaba zartak.
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Ezt ismerem
Négy hold egy tengelyen

a legels6nek
szarvai nének

langjai ringnak
a masodiknak

elhamvad itt
a harmadik

az utolsé
lesz az orsé

A fény A fény kihuny Remeg
ahogyan rgjuk ismerek

45
»Elun.”
...mez06, Elizium

Az (éjszaka falara
Az) értelem hatara

holdat...
izzasomra; olvad
Lyukas.
»a sebszélek épek.”
)és belépek

Evokativ lugas

46

Hdéség, (itt

;és megfolyt vas
szomjas —
rakpart, kut

Aszfaltut
keresztben

,azon tul

Osrégi
varos; jarda

(...lelép, mar a
pirosban; aut6

(csikordul)
,De ezt nem...?!”

atér; a vaskuthoz siet
,a villamlé vizet

),kortyol, vakon
legdrnyedve
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(egy eldobott flakon)

(»A gerincedbe...
Ha mas ott...”

szikrazik; (villandsok

Mert minden korty :egy ajto
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Monika Herceg
Chorvatsko/Croatia

Monika Herceg (nar. 1990 v Sisaku) - poetka,
dramaticka, feministka, aktivistka a redak-
torka vydavatel'stva Fraktura. Za svoju tvor-
bu ziskala viac nez 15 literarnych ocenent,
je ¢lenkou eur6pskej platformy pre poéziu
Versopolis. V roku 2017 ziskala Cenu Goran
pre mladych poetov za najlepsi debutovy
rukopis Pociatocné koordindty. Kniha vyS-
la v roku 2018 a ziskala hned' Styri ocenenia.
Rukopis Lovostaj. (Uzavreta sezona.) ziskal
v roku 2018 narodnu literdrnu cenu Prozak
za najlepsi nepublikovany rukopis autora do
35 rokov a nasledne vysiel v roku 2019. V roku
2020 publikovala tretiu zbierku poézie Cas
pred jazykom, za ktort ziskala Cenu Zvonka
Milkovica. Za zbierku basni Lovostaj. bola
ocenend polskou cenou Eurépsky basnik slo-
body 2024. Za divadelnu hru Kde sa kupuju
neznosti, ktord mala premiéru v roku 2021,
dostala cenu za najlepSiu dramu Chorvatske-
ho narodného divadla v Zahrebe. Jej divadel-
né scendre ziskali viacero oceneni, je dvoj-
nasobnou lauredtkou najprestiZnejSej Ceny
Marin Drzic¢ a laureatkou ceny Chorvatskeho
narodného divadla v Mostare. Jej hry uvadza
Chorvatsky rozhlas. V roku 2022 vydala zbier-
ku divadelnych hier Zabi sa, tato. Niekol'ko
regionalnych literarnych cien ziskala zaroven
aj za svoje poviedky. Jej basne, knihy a hry
boli preloZené do viac neZz dvadsiatich jazy-
kov. Za aktivizmus bola v roku 2021 ocenena
cenou Divoké Zeny. V sucasnosti piSe svoj
prvy roman Rozhovory s tmou.

Monika Herceg (1990) is a poet, playwright,
editor, feminist, activist and editor at Fraktura
Publishing. She has won more than fifteen
literary awards. In 2017, starting with her de-
but Pocetne koordinate [Initial Coordinates].
Lovostaj. [Closed Season.] won the national
literary award Prozak for best unpublished
manuscript by an author under 35 in 2018. In
2020, her third book of poetry, Vrijeme prije
jezika [The Time Before The Tongue], was
published, and awarded the Zvonko Milkovié
Award. She is a part of Versopolis, Europe-
an platform for poetry. She is the winner of
the biennial Polish prize European Poet of
Freedom 2024 for Lovostaj. She received the
award for the best drama of the Croatian Na-
tional Theater in Zagreb for the play Gdje se
kupuju njeZnosti [Where to Buy Tenderness].
The play premiered in 2021. Play Zakopana
¢uda [Buried Miracles] was filmed as an ex-
perimental film. In 2022, a collection of her
plays Ubij se, tata [Kill Yourself, Dad] was
published. Her poems, individual books and
plays have been 49 translated into more than
twenty languages. She received the Fierce
Women Award in 2021 for her activist work.
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zberaci

ked' gastan zarodi les sa naplni zbera¢mi
hlasy sa prehanaju chrbtami Zien

ako diva zver

omladzuju ich cudzimi prizvukmi

aich plné teld sa otvaraju

ako prazdne skrine

cudzinci v lese nechavaju topanky aj dobré umysly
bosi sa vrhaju do posteli

Zmolia suchu koZu

pod prstami ako pod mrazom praskaji o¢i

ako bobule hrozna pred dozretim

a miesto kohutov budia dedinu

zaciatkom leta vo viniciach vyraSia deti
bez otcov
ako huby po dazdi

dedi¢né choroby

snubny prsteni eSte jeden prstefl a zopar minci

to vSetko nasli v bruchu starej mamy na rontgene
dlho sme hladeli na snimku a nemohli sa zhodnut
¢i je Sialenstvo dedi¢né alebo nakazlivé

eSte roky potom sa nam vyhybala

bola uz napoly srna napoly stard mama
s blatom na kopytach

bali sme sa Ze nds umaze

Ze do nas zaseje semen4 jesene

ktoré nami prerastu ako burina

straZiac sluby moéjho otca

pod pupkom

povedala mi Ze mala vela chlapov a jelefiov
raz ju vraj nasli

aj s popom

pri potoku

Telo

Porodila som syna a desila sa jeho charakteru
vrtala sa v jedlach, sypala denne

modlitby bohu do pokrmu

Konvertovala som a zas inému bohu nahlas
kosticku po kosti¢ke vykizala z hrsti

Pocujes ma? Moj syn nikdy nepodpali macku

No macka je iba Struktura Sikovnosti

v jej labach ni¢ nepohne diilom

dostatocne na preZitie poslednej vojny

Narastu jej tri hlavy z oZiarenia

a jej maciatka sa rozsvietia ako Ziarovky

PIn& radioaktivneho Ziarenia

stane sa predatorom na dialku

nehou na ktoru sa pozvolna umiera

Chlapci z ulice zapalia macacie chvosty ako petardy
Petardy im nastrkaji do zadnic a budu sa prizerat ako mac¢acie vnutornosti
prekonavaju jarné detonécie kvetov

Horuice macky nam naskacu do posteli

ako Molotovove kokteily

na posledné laskanie

Nakoniec s hlavami odvratenymi od chlapéenskej prirodzenosti
sa vSetky Zeny z ulice zapdlia ako macky

PrekvapujeS§ ma ked' si nedévercivy

Vies Ze som nam porodila syna takého pevného
Ze sa meni na dievcatko

ked' sa nepozeras

Urcite dospela v ten deri
ked'si kocur obul ¢izmy
a zobral jas jej pohlavia
S tym sa nedalo ni¢ urobit

Noetherovej vetu som sa naucila na vySke
TakZe si viem predstavit, Emmy,

ze sme Slachovité Zenské méso
NaSe Crty tvare hovoria
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kazdy deni bol osamelou stredou
symetrickou ako hemisféry tvojho rozumu

Emmy, Emmy, vari ta Zivila matematika
tych sedem rokov ked' si muzi

brali z tvojho mozgu

nikdy nezaplatiac s vyhovorkou

Ze si plna iba

¢iselnych hodnot

Dnes by ta zavreli do pocitaca,

vyhlésili za umelu inteligenciu

nazvali nejakym koketnejSim menom
Vanda alebo Irma

a nechali nech algoritmy premienas

na potrebny pocet bomb na kontinentoch
aby nevypukla jadrova vojna

Pamaétam si ako ti nakukali pod teorémy
na hodinach klasickej mechaniky
presvedceni Ze tam najdu fuzatého chlapa

Emmy, uz sa nezmestim do rovnice
Niektoré Zeny veria Ze je v Case

loveckej sezény dovolené postréit iné Zeny
na pokraj vyhynutia

Vtedy pocitim ostrd symetriu preZzitia
aviem Ze aj tvoja mama

ked' si plakala

stala pred dverami izby

anacuvala

nikdy ich neotvoriac

Hypotézy o predpokladoch neistoty

Nikdy ti neprizndm

bola som zla dcéra, zla sestra

celkom nepodobna krotkym sykorkdm
Navstevovali nds pravidelne

a zanechavali dost §vitorenia

aby sme vyslovovali hravo

bolavé body pod rebra zeme

Ja som les ubity na priemernu vysku

a niekedy je tazké povedat Itibim ta

tak aby diva zver nevybehla na cestu

Raz brezy zopéli ruky akoby niesli zavazie
zaspali sme kaZdy vo svojej izbe

Komu odseknes lasku
nenarastie mu nova
ako jaSterici chvost

Hypotézy o predpokladoch bolesti

Nikdy ti neprizndm

bol som zly brat,

podréazal som nohy

nic¢il hracky, tahal za vlasy,
bral som bratovi, bral sestre
vymyslal som si pribehy
aby ich trestali

Tak ¢i tak som bol v§etkému na vine ja:
Ked' plakali, dostal som pritikom

Ked nejedli, dostal som Zihlavou

Ked' sa hasterili, kl'acal som

s nimi na kukurici

Tak som sa naucil vazit si minity
ktoré sa preciedzali do bolesti
Tak som sa naucil Ze jedna bolest
dokaze zmensit druhu

Tak sme sa rozpravali prvykrat s modrinami
ktoré sa potahuju kameriom
a precita ich iba laska

Bol som dobry muZz:

vecne s kolenami v tvrdych klasoch
hryzol som svoje ruky,

hryzol som tvoje

nech nas menej boli

PreloZila Patricia Havrila
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A Prologue for the Gynophobes

Falling into the garden, the serpent brings knowledge:
the universe is a vacuum balloon

the Apple quantized and nobody gets it

until Newton is struck

Newton, struck by what?

asks Eva with her mouth full, her forked tongue flicking out
You mean how the gravity stretches out the light?

Look! Even my navel is the center

around which the whole planetary system

revolves

as if I'd swallowed the apple whole

God no, you cannot see me naked

But you, Adam, come, cross the river

I'll bear you, Adam,

a 10/10 Apgar algorithm,

dark matter, DNA structure,

kinetic energy, moon landing,

As a little girl I used to carve eons,

But then the god’s lips spewed out the oceans,
made them boil with other forms of life

now I'm stuck sleeping in the life profile of the TV set
my heart ticking in synchrony with a clock
that seems not to believe in time,

but knows a dinosaur evolves into a bird

Lift the toilet lid up, Adam!

I've shut out the light,
the dirty surface always slackens
under persistent hands

Ilove you, Adam

The serpent hisses even sincerer:

I too love you Adam, but you’ve got to understand
I'm no longer a woman since we’d eaten that fruit
for I now know for certain

where the god’s spine broke

and how many solar masses

such a black hole weighs

Maryam Mirzakhani Puts Three Slices of Infinity
on a Toast with Cheese and Mayo

I've spent years being a boy, frightened of my thighs,
hiding my body’s geographies

under baggy clothes

botany was burgeoning

In your breasts the extinguishing day

swells almost like storm clouds,

yet you, without a second thought, fire up your mind like a torch

feeding the flames with Riemann surfaces

well aware that summer’s heating up the tumors,
that mathematics reveals itself to the persistent
so who cares if the noisy geometries

soon spread to the bones

Before my quantum mechanics class, I still

fearfully resect the woman out of myself

then spend hours on end discussing with Heisenberg
the uncertainty of breasts

which I leave at the doorman’s desk

But you, Maryam, your uncovered head,

now from the obituary section of Iranian press
fiercely stares at the men

offended by your close-cropped hair,

and fills their manhood

to every last capillary

with equations of vertical defeat

Hera’s Room

When his fingers

break out of the traffic deadlock

and stray into the freshly sprouting hairs,

the road promises to lend speed to

my elaborate plan of escape

always devised as a two-step:

Get the window open and

jump into a fully sealed woman suit

Out of the tiny hand bones touches splash
faster than anyone gets to shut their eyes
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In fact, I can’t claim that anyone but me

has their eyes shut

Nobody can save them

Nobody shifts from one woman to another
Nobody, bitter words in a spoonful of chicken soup
Nobody, such a rude nobody

Nobody, on paper called husband,

but who could know for sure?

As soon as he slips out of me like the dark out of a smoke-fogged room,
underneath my skin

weeping peacocks and god’s girls

fall asleep

My silence goes as far as sentences reach
thoughts drifting to the untamable cats
Sometimes I spend hours watching crossroads
to see the cat’s soul evaporate

and come back to life for the fifth or eighth time
having encountered velocity firsthand

I say cat, but I mean poetry,

I mean a word hammered to the forehead,
I bleed and I mean an intact book

the smell of which reminds me

of everything I don’t have

A Short Break for a Walk in the Backyard

Rolling down the meadow comes
the hairless head of Tsvetaeva
and such an asymmetrical aleph
cuts the sentences loose

and at once

the words key to

a wireless spring

scatter in the air

Poetess:

an unconscious

organ of a poem

Ana Magas Moves into a Distant Star
After Killing Her Abusive Husband in Self-Defense

The judge says:

We’ve gathered here in autumn, the time of irreversible fall
You danced with a man

from another planet

The corners of his eyes wrinkled by his native land

devoid of oxygen

What was your husband to say

catching sight of such a disobedient act?

Ana says:

I am here to show my scars,

have you got a telescope to glance

at the marks of fists which turned my limber body stiff?
The knife is but a consequence

The judge says:

Irrelevant, madam.

You, impossible like a cold fusion,

danced, I repeat, with a stranger

Do you actually think you haven’t provoked your house to crack?

Ana leaves unsaid:

The house I live in is a spiral of calcified bruises,
a dead young lady lodges

in my elbow bone healed wrong,

she also rents a place

in my twice broken ribs

My skull is occupied by the endless court hearings
Soaked as I am from sharing bed with sprains,

let them take me to rectangular rooms,
rectangular beds

to warm, high-calorie lunches,

walks in rectangular amplitudes

so that my eyes see beyond the perimeters of fear,
so that my newly gained freedom cancels out

the white noise of someone else’s tragedies
ViSnja Ljubici¢’s 2016 Report Found
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That Some Three Hundred Croatian Women

Were Murdered in the Past Decade

And then the crime news break in
and from the TV screen flows
areport

that a pregnant woman was killed,
in front of her ten-year-old son,

by a war veteran

Up until now a quiet and reserved man,
easily mistaken for a barefoot saint,
nay Jesus himself,

who sure would’ve helped

had the crucifix above the bed

not been broken in half

Women

paired in electric circuits

Switched on

Switched off

They catch the first tram

then stretch their bruises wearily
hoping the next stop will lead them
to believe they’'ve resurrected

as pure-blooded Maries

whose coming bathes the earth’s belly
in steaming light

Sometimes they leave for work
and never return

Trying to wake them up

schoolboys without mothers

tweak their drunken father’s noses
which grew as they told them stories
of whoring mothers

and over the years breached

all the windows and walls,

their snores roaring like combines
before the last harvest

Translated by Marina Veverec

Sheila Heti
Kanada/Canada

Sheila Heti je autorkou 11 knih, medzi ktoré
patria Pure Colour (Cista farba), Materstvo
a How Should a Person Be? (Aky by mal ¢lo-
vek byt?). The New York Times ju zaradili
medzi 15 svetovych autorov, ktori ,formuju
sposob, akym v 21. storod¢i ¢itame a piSeme
prézu‘. Jej knihy boli preloZené do 25 jazykov.
V sucasnosti vedie Katedru kreativity Alice
Munro na Zapadnej univerzite v Londyne
v Ontariu. V roku 2022 bola hostujticou vedec-
kou pracovnickou na Yalovej univerzite a spo-
lupracovnickou a lektorkou religionistiky, kde
spolu s Noreen Khawaja vyucovala predmet
Osud a ndhoda v umenti a Zivote. Kniha Pure
Colour ziskala niekol'ko vyznamnych kanad-
skych literarnych cien, Materstvo kritici New
York Times zaradili medzi najlepSie knihy
roka 2018 a ¢asopis The New York ju oznacil
za najlepSiu knihu roka. Roman How Should
a Person Be? sa ocitol medzi dvandstimi no-
vymi klasikami 21. storocia ¢asopisu Vulture
a The New Yorker ho povazuje za najlepsiu
knihu roka, zatial ¢o magazin Time ho ozna-
¢il za jednu z najvyraznejSich knih roka. Po-
¢as svojej redaktorskej prace Heti uverejnila
v roznych ¢asopisoch rozhovory napriklad
s Joan Didion, Elenou Ferrante, Agnes Varda,
Sophie Calle alebo Daveom Hickeym.

Sheila Heti is the author of 12 books, includ-
ing the novels Pure Colour, Motherhood and
How Should a Person Be? She was named
one of “The New Vanguard” by The New York
Times; a list of fifteen writers from around the
world who are “shaping the way we read and
write fiction in the 21st century.” The Wash-
ington Post called her “one of the freshest,
funniest and most ingenious humans writing
today... one of our best living authors.” Her
books have been translated into twenty-five
languages. Her new book, Alphabetical Di-
aries, appeared in several versions, and in
2023 was excerpted over 10 weeks in the New
York Times.
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Pure Colour (Cista farba)

Po tom, ¢o Boh stvoril nebo a zem, poodsttipil, aby nad stvorenim popremyslal, tak ako
maliari hladia na svoje platna z odstupu.

Zijeme presne v tomto momente - v momente, ked Boh poodstuipil. Ktovie, ako dlho
to uz trva? Urcite od pociatku. Ale ako dlho to je? A ako dlho to eSte bude?

Clovek by si myslel, Ze to zdrzanie premyslajiiceho Boha bude len chvil'kové, uz-uz
musi vykro¢it vpred a dokondit dielo, no zda sa, Ze trva ve¢ne. Ale kto v skuto¢nosti vie,
ako daleko alebo blizko je nas svet od bodu, v ktorom sa straca ve¢nost?

V predstihu pred zni¢enim sa teraz zem zohrieva - Boh sa rozhodol, Ze prvy nacrt exis-
tencie obsahoval priliS mnoho chyb.

Je pripraveny na druhy pokus stvorenia a dufa, Ze tentoraz mu to vyjde lepSie. Rozdeli
sa a zjavi sa na oblohe v podobe troch kritikov: velkého vtdka, kritizujuceho zhora, vel'kej
ryby, kritizujicej zo stredu, a velkého medveda, ktory kritizuje a popritom v naruéi koliSe
stvorenie.

Ludia zrodeni z vtacieho vajca sa zaoberaju krdsou, harméniou a zmyslom. Pozeraju na
prirodu z vysky, abstraktne, svet vnimaju akoby z dialky. Tito ludia su ako plachtiace
vtaky — prelietavi, krehki a silni.

Ludia zrodeni z rybieho vajca prichddzaji, vznasajic sa v Zelatine, ktord obsahuje
statisice vajicok. Jednotlivé vajicko nie je to najdolezitejSie, podstatny je stav mnohych.
Ryby sa aZ tak nezaoberaju individudlnymi vajickami, ako skor tym, aby boli vajicka na-
kladené v najlepsich podmienkach. Teplota by mala byt najvhodnejsia a prid najjemnejsi,
aby ich prezZilo ¢o najviac. Pre ryby su podstatné kolektivne podmienky. Pre ¢loveka vy-
liahnutého z rybieho vaji¢ka je tu na zemi délezita férovost a spravodlivost: aby ludstvo
spravne nastavilo teplotu pre mnohych. Ryba sa zaoberd tisicimi vaji¢kami, zatial' co
¢lovek vyliahnuty z medvedieho vajca ¢o najtuhSie objima jedného vyvoleného ¢loveka.

Clovek zrodeny z medvedieho vajca je ako dieta stiskajtice svoju najkrajsiu babiku.
Medvede nemyslia pragmaticky. Svojich obltibencov by neobetovali pre vyssie ciele. Laska
a starostlivost o ich Iludi medvede pohlcuje, dalsimi vecami sa netrapia. Sustreduju sa na
tych, ktorych méZzu ovoriat a chytit.

Ludia narodeni z troch odliSnych vajec sa navzajom nikdy celkom nepochopia. VZdy
budu presvedceni, Ze ti narodeni z iného vajca maju pomylené hodnoty. LenZe pred Bozim
zrakom su ryby, vtaci aj medvede rovnako ddleZiti, a svet by nebol lepsi, keby ho tvorili len
ryby alebo keby ho tvorili len medvede. Boh potrebuje kritiku stvorenia od vSetkych troch.
Ale tu na zemi to posobi neuveritelne: rybam sa zdaju starosti vtakov povrchné, zatial ¢o
vtaci pri kritike ryb stracaju nervy. Malokedy sa ¢lovek citi taky nevideny a nepochopeny,
ako ked' ho sudi niekto z iného vajca.

Pritom vtaci by mali byt vda¢ni, Ze niekto kritizuje $trukturu, takZe oni nemusia.
A ryby by mali byt vda¢né, Ze niekto kritizuje estetiku, takZe ony sa mézu sustredit na
Struktuaru.

Boh je na stvorenie najviac pysny z estetického hladiska. Sta¢i sa pozriet na nadhernu
harmoniu oblohy, stromov, mesiaca a hviezd, a hned' vidime, ako to Bohu z estetickej
stranky vyslo. Preto su ludia zrodeni z vtacieho vajca najvdacénejsi zo vSetkych. Ludia,
ktori sa zrodili z rybieho vajicka, si najmenej spokojni, a ti z medvedieho vajca tieZ nie
su prave nadSeni.

Mozno by Boh pri druhom pokuse nemal stvorenie vnimat ako umelecké dielo - tak
by do néasho Zitia vniesol viac spravodlivosti a intimity. Ale je vobec mozZné, aby umelec
vytvaroval svoj ndpad do podoby, ktora je vlastne neumelecka?

Tento pribeh je o Mire, vtacej Zene, zmietanej laskou k dvom l'udom. Mira miluje tajuplni
Annie, ktord vnima ako vzdialenu rybu, a miluje svojho otca, ktory je ako vricny medved.

Srdce umelca je tak trochu duté. Kosti umelca su tak trochu duté. Mozog umelca je tak
trochu duty. To im v8ak umoziiuje lietat. Ti, ¢o sa nevyliahli z vta¢ieho vajca, sa mozno
¢uduju, preco su to prave vtaci - ktorych mySlienky sa krutia okolo nich samych -, kto
dava svetu metafory, obrazy a pribehy. Preco dostali tento dar vtaci?
Vtak sa dokaze naucit chodit po zemi ako medved a moze stravit cely Zivot kra¢anim
- ale nikdy nebude spokojny. A ryba na brehu lapa po dychu a zifalo sa tuZzi dostat naspét
do mora.

Ako velmi by Mira chcela byt zrodend z medvedieho vajca! Ako rada by tu dole na zemi
zosobnovala jednoduchu a trvacnu lasku. Do kazdého podobného pokusu vklada svoje
srdce, dufa a snaZi sa, no uspech sa dostavi malokedy. Poriadne milovat toho druhého - tu
obvykle zakopne, v tej najnezmyselnejSej Casti, v ¢asti seba, ktora je najmenej sustredena
a vzdy na vine.

Nemala by sa vSak na seba hnevat za to, Ze je vtdkom. Aha, aké naddherné su kvety
v jej okne, tam na parapete. Lupene a listky kvetov vyvolavaju okoloidiicim dsmev na
tvari - ved' existuje niekto, kto miluje krasu a komu na nej zalezi. Mirine kvety ndm zr-
kadlia kvety v dusi ¢loveka, ktory ich vystavil na okno. Prave kvety v dusi ¢loveka, ktory
ich vystavil na okno, nds obstastriuji a oZivuji naSe srdcia. Krasa kvetov ndm napoveda,
aké krasne je l'udské srdce. Kvety su klticovou dierkou do I'udského srdca.
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Dobry skutok ryby, aj ten najmensi, ak je dobre vykonany, je tieZ pohladom do lud-
ského srdca. A pohlad do jedného srdca je pohladom do mnohych sfdc. A nddej medveda
zdiela celé ludstvo. A to, ¢o otvara jedno srdce, otvdra mnohé dalSie.

PreloZila Maria Modrovich

From the beginning of Pure Colour

After God created the heavens and the earth, he stood back to contemplate creation, like a
painter standing back from the canvas.

This is the moment we are living in—the moment of God standing back. Who knows
how long it has been going on for? Since the beginning of time, no doubt. But how long is
that? And for how much longer will it continue?

You’d think it would only last a moment, this delay of God standing back, before stepping
forward again to finish the canvas, but it appears to be going on forever. But who knows
how long or short this world of ours seems from the vanishing point of eternity?

Now the earth is heating up in advance of its destruction by God, who has decided that the
first draft of existence contained too many flaws.

Ready to go at creation a second time, hoping to get it more right this time, God appears,
splits, and manifests as three art critics in the sky: a large bird who critiques from above,
a large fish who critiques from the middle, and a large bear who critiques while cradling
creation in its arms.

People born from the bird egg are interested in beauty, order, harmony and meaning. They
look at nature from on high, in an abstracted way, and consider the world as if from a dis-
tance. These people are like birds soaring—flighty, fragile and strong.

People born from a fish egg appear in a flotation of jelly, and this jelly contains hun-
dreds of thousands of eggs, where the most important thing is not any individual egg, but
the condition of the many. For the fish, it’s less any one individual egg that concerns them
than that eggs are laid in the best conditions, where the temperature is most right, and the
current most gentle, so the majority might survive. For fish, it’s the collective conditions
that count. A person hatched from a fish egg is concerned with fairness and justice here on
earth: on humanity getting the temperature right for the many. One thousand eggs are the
concern of a fish, whereas the person hatched from the egg of a bear clutches one special
person close, as close as they possibly can.

A person born from a bear egg is like a child holding on to their very best doll. Bears do
not have a pragmatic way of thinking, in which their favourites can be sacrificed for some
higher end. They are deeply consumed with their own. Bears claim a few people to love and
protect, and feel untroubled by their choice; they are turned towards those they can smell
and touch.

People born from these three different eggs will never completely understand each other.
They will always think that those born from a different egg have their priorities all wrong. But
fish, birds and bears are all equally important in the eye of God, and it wouldn’t be a better
world if there were only fish in it, and it wouldn’t be a better world if there were only bears.
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God needs creation critiqued by all three. But here on earth, it is hard to believe it: fish find
the concerns of the birds superficial, while birds are made impatient by the critiques of the
fish. Nothing makes a person feel like their life’s work—or their self—is less seen than when
it’s being judged by someone from a different egg.

Yet birds should be grateful that someone is making the structural critique, so they don’t
have to. And fish should be grateful that someone is making the aesthetic critique, so they
can focus on the structural one.

God is most proud of creation as an aesthetic thing. You have only to look at the exquisite
harmony of sky and trees and moon and stars to see what a good job God did, aesthetically.
So those born from the bird egg are the most grateful of all. Those born from the fish egg
are the most upset, and those born from the bear egg aren’t too happy, either.

Perhaps God shouldn’t conceive of creation as an artwork, the next time around; then
he will do a better job with the qualities of fairness and intimacy in our living. But is that
even possible—for an artist to shape their impulse into a form which is not, in the end, an
art form?

This particular story concerns a birdlike woman named Mira, who is torn between her love
for the mysterious Annie, who seems to Mira a distant fish, and her love for her father, who
appears as a warm bear.

The heart of the artist is a little bit hollow. The bones of the artist are a little bit hollow. The
brain of the artist is a little bit hollow. But this allows them to fly. Those who aren’t hatched
from the bird egg might wonder why it was birds—who centre their thoughts on their own
selves—who were born to give the world its metaphors, pictures and stories. Why should it
have been given to the birds?

A bird can learn to walk on the ground like a bear, and they can spend their whole life
walking—but they will never be happy this way. While a fish on the shore gasps for breath,
desperate to get back to the sea.

How Mira would have loved to have been born of the bear egg! How she would love to be an
ambassador of a simple and enduring love, down here on this earth. Yet whenever she sets
her heart on such actions, they are wished for, strived for, and barely achieved. To properly
love another one—this is the stumblingest part of her, the most nonsensical part, the part of
her that is most scattered and always to blame.

But she shouldn’t feel bad about being a bird, for how beautiful are the flowers in her
window—the flowers on her windowsill, over there. How their petals and leaves make each
passerby smile, that someone loves beauty and cares. Her flowers make us think of the flow-
ers in the soul of the person who put them there. It is the flowers in the soul of the person
who put them there that make us happy and enliven our hearts. The beauty of the flowers
is a clue to the beauty of a human heart. They are a keyhole into a human heart.

And a fish’s good act, even the smallest action, effectively done, is a glimpse into a hu-
man heart. And a glimpse into one heart is a glimpse into many. And the hopes of the bear
are shared by all of humankind. And what opens one heart opens many.
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Jakub Juhas
Slovensko/Slovakia

Jakub Juhés je kurator v bratislavskom kul-
turnom priestore LOM, ktory sa zameriava na
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PS

Pristava tu druhd najvacsia kolonia Zeriavov na svete, po naSom darvak, informoval ma miest-
ny zamestnanec, letia zo severu na juh a naspit, nezastavi ich Ziaden ostnaty plot, viiésia je
uZ len v Kanade. Teraz tu nie je nikto, dedina je pustd, niekol'’ko bocianov moze$ vidiet tam
a tam. Hluku 4ut z hlavnej cesty sa vSak nezbavis. Viem aj kiisok po slovensky. Davaj si pozor,
nestrat sa. Toto je pusta, tu polahky zosalie§, nie ako tam u vas v horach, tam ked' sa ti mdli,
spravi$ jeden krok a uz si vyslobodeny, uz je ti hej, ale tu ¢o, ¢o tu spravis, hm, iba ak sko¢it
do studne, a ¢o v studni, pozries sa hore na oblohu a méze ta jebnut, hviezdy ti roztopia o¢né
bielka, to mas na par hodin, kym sa podd4s. Alebo sa nechas prevalcovat dobytkom, lenze
to sa tak akurat dokali¢is. MoZes si obtichat hlavu o zem, no to ti radej rovno poviem, tu nie
su Ziadne kamene, aj na ten most ich sem nosili z neviem akej riti, navySe zem je tu makka,
nezabudaj, kde si, toto je step, najvicsia v strednej Eurépe a moZno aj v celej Eurépe, to ja uz
neviem, ja som odbornik na vtaky. Tu proste nemas na vyber, bud' zoSalies, alebo sa nechas
odniest Zeriavmi na druhy koniec sveta, ale to je len taky Zart, kiezby to tak bolo. Ked' uz ta
bude niekam niest vtdk, to je jedno aky, tak to uz vies, Ze je s tvojou hlavou zle, to ta pusta,
vravim ti dobre, kamarat, a dobra noc.

Vlastne pockaj, pockaj, este nieco som chcel, nehladas ty ndhodou turula? Turula by
si hladal marne, ni¢ také ako turul neexistuje. Chodia mi sem davy ludi, Ze kde je ten turul,
¢o doviedol naSich nagyapov a naSe nagymamy sem hla na niZinu, ale ni¢ také ako turul ne-
existuje, to ti rovno vravim. AK si prisiel za turulom, prisiel si zbyto¢ne, mdze$ sa rovno oto¢it
na péte. Pravidelne mi sem chodia ¢lenovia klubu tristo, rozume;j ti, ¢o videli viac nez tristo
druhov vtikov, aby sa neposrali, mne stacia bociany a Zeriavy, ni¢ viac nepotrebujem. A tito
tristovkari, proste dalekohladova sekta, ¢o si odSkrtava vtakov v albumoch, ktoré su platené
znaSich dani, vysed4vaci na rozhl'adniach, albumovi zberatelia a odSkrtavaci, pamitas sa, ved'
si v mojom veku, my sme zbierali pokémonoyv, a tito lovci vtacich fotiek, oni zbieraju vtaky,
alebo teda ich fotky. Ja viem, kazdy nieco zbiera, no pritom robi aj nie¢o uzito¢né, proste mi
sem pravidelne nabehnu, Ze ¢i som videl niekedy turula, a ja sa vZdy spytam, akého turula
majui na mysli, a oni spustia tie svoje pribehy, Ze turula, ¢o doviedol nasich predkov sem na
niZinu, ani orol, ani jastrab, ani sokol, nieCo medzi tym vSetkym a moZzno aj kus bocian alebo
Zeriav, eSte ho nikto nikdy nevidel. Aha, tento turul, ni¢ také neexistuje, vravim im, ¢o st to za
blbosti? V rukach mate vtacie atlasy, tak si ich prelistujte. Ale ved turul nam dal vlast, prerusuji
ma, turul sa prisnil alebo teda oplodnil Emese, t4 porodila syna, dala mu meno Almos, akoZe
chlapec pochadzajuci zo sna, a ten jedného dna zbadal na oblohe turula smerujuceho na
zapad, tak ho sledoval, aZ kym nezomrel, a potom vedenie prebral Arpad a ten nas bezpecne
previedol cez Karpaty, to vdaka nemu sa tu teraz mdZeme pokojne rozpravat o nasej spo-
lo¢nej ornitologickej pasii. Ziaden turul neexistuje, vravim im, ale moZete ist pozriet Zeriavy,
tie existuju. TakZze dufam, Ze ma chape$, a verim, Ze teba turul nezaujima, alebo zaujimat ta
moze, to mi je jedno, len difam, Ze ho tu nehladas, to by si zostal zbyto¢ne sklamany. A ¢o
ten turul na Pet6fiho hrobe v Budapesti, pytam sa. Takych je po celom Madarsku plna rit,
roztrhlo sa s nimi vrece, huby po dazdi, akoby ndm nestacilo mnozZstvo inych soch, ved je
tu viac soch ako obyvatelov, turul do kazdého mesta, a potom mi sem pride dalsi tristovkar
a prosi ma o sturadnice hniezdiska turula, Ze ved sme v srdci Madarska, na bajnej puste, ¢o
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logicky znamen4, Ze tu niekde musi hniezdit turul. To uz stracam trpezlivost, takZe im vravim,
Ze mozno ak pojdete tam a tam, prebrodite dve-tri mocariska, za tym lesikom, ktory odtialto
eSte nevidiet, a este kusok na vychod, su tam také sprachnivené stajne, Ze tam teda mozno,
ale tebe vravim, ty si mi sympaticky, nechcem ta klamat, skadial si to, z Luc¢enca, ved to sme
bratia, a predsa nie sme, tebe vravim, Ziaden turul neexistuje, to je len taka sranda, skoro ako
ten vas orol tatransky. Ved vy ich systematicky strielate, popripade vykradate hniezda, Ziadna
slava. Pride doba, ked' vam toho orla skalného nikto neuveri, a to bude len smutok. Namet
na sochu, to eSte preZijem, neposeriem sa, ale do kazdého mesta? Nenechaj sa vysmiat. Na
druhej strane, mbZeme si spolo¢ne zaspekulovat. Bez turula by sme nemali vlast, no neznie
to smieSne, prave teraz by sme sa krcili v jurte niekde uprostred mongolskej vichrice. St
tam vichrice? To, Ze tu stojime, to vSetko vtacik chocholécik. Pribeh je to pekny, ale nalistuj
mi jeden atlas vtakov, ktory by to dokazal. A potom mi sem pride tristovkar a stdle dookola,
komické, no ty vravis, Ze si neprisiel hladat turula, tak prepa¢, ak som ta zdrzal.

Pozri, vidiS ten domcek za novinovym stdnkom? Kedysi to bolo jedno z méla miest, kde sa dalo

celkom spokojne najest a neutrpiet pri tom Zaludo¢ny Sok. LenZe zo srdca sa nedd varit vecne,
v tomto priemysle musi$ vyhoriet, aby si sa mohol znovu nadychnut, a tak sa oklukou dosta-
vame k jednému z najvyraznejSich znakov mesta, ktorym je gastro tretej cenovej kategorie,
¢est vynimkam. Jedna je tam na kopci, druhd hore v meste a mozno by sa horko-tazko nasla
eSte dalSia ¢i dokonca dve. VSade inde riskujes brusny katar, ZIénikovy zachvat, anafylakticky
Sok, v lepSom pripade kozné ochorenie, vracanie, kr¢e a niekol'kodniovi zapchu. Ak ti v bru-
chu vyhrava kapela, bergbanda, ako sa tu hovori, a nemas strach, teda druk, mézes vstupit
napriklad sem. MéZe§ zac¢at dzindZavinou, teda nechutnou polievkou, pokrac¢ovat privarkom,
cuSpajzlom, alebo nie¢im dinstuvanym na filfunku, rozumej vypraZanym na oleji, a vSetko

zaklincuje$ pacherdjom, teda kola¢om. Vysledok? Bampel v predsmrtnom ki¢i, najradsSej

by si ho orajbal o drotuar alebo si aspon echcajgom spravil kacirStajn. VSetky brke minuté,
kedZe nechces, aby prekliali cely tvoj rodostrom. Po¢ujes, ako to znie? Sta¢i poc¢ivat a hlad

ta razom prejde.

Len pozdiZ hlavnej ulice a ndmestia je osemnast re§tauracii. Problémov je hned' niekol-
ko, parkovanie medzi ne uZ ani neratam. Ak ta hned' pri prichode neovali zapach plesne ani
arogancia persondlu, ak ta neodradi nenavist vo¢i psom, neprimerané ceny, lepkavé menu ¢i
abnormalne kombin4cie ingrediencii, stale ostava eSte jeden tromf, d'alSie miestne Specifikum,
a tym je vyber hudby.

Hudbou tohto mesta je dZez. Asi nie si prekvapeny, ved' ¢o vystihuje lepSie efekt skan-
zenizacie nez dZezova hudba, ktord bola posledné roky skanzenom samym osebe. Mam
na mysli nas$ biely dZez, rozne virtu6zne onanie, nekone¢né napodobnovanie, preteky vo
vybrnkdvani bez zaujimavejSieho obsahu, o nejakych prenosnych mysSlienkach a politike ani
nehovorim. Tu si da$ kdvu a odchadzas$ s dierou v hlave. Tyzderi chodi$ na obed a vyhravat
ti bude stéle ten isty dZezovy vyber. V pondelok si objednas madarsky gul4s a hra ti k nemu
nejaka relaxa¢nd dZezova skladba. V utorok si vyberieS Cordon bleu a hra ti k nemu presne
t4 istd relaxa¢nd dzezova skladba. V stredu je vyprazany karfiol a hadaj, ¢o ta ¢aka? Skusis

prist skor, hra nieco iné, ale nie si vobec hladny, kedZze spat chodis o tretej a vstavas o jede-
nastej. Skusis prist neskor, ale menu je vypredané. Nemas$ na vyber, musis chodit v presny
Cas, vypocut si miliénkrat obohratu skladbu, a takto stdle dookola. Po par tyzdiioch nevies,
aky je den, a uZ nerozoznas chute jedal. VSetko rovnako znie, rovnako chuti.

Vies, ¢o je to synestézia? V skratke, si medzi nami ludia, ktorym sa v tom momente, ked'
pustiS hudbu, vynoria pred o¢ami rézne vizuélne obrazy, napriklad pri odliSnych ténoch vidia
odlisné farby. Ale moze to fungovat aj naopak, napriklad vidi§ zelenu farbu a pocujes, ako
znie, a zapojené mozu byt, samozrejme, aj dalSie zmysly. Minule som to uz nezvladol, musel
som zmenit lokdl, ¢o je pre zalddok vzdy riskantné, ale vravim si, rad$ej nech mi do vecéera
skrica ¢reva nez opakovane zaZzivat usnud kataklizmu. A ako tak stahujem pivné cesti¢ko
z Ciernohorského rezia, spusti sa mi v hlave t4 moja skladba. Vymenim si rezenl s Evinym
lososom a hudba stichne. Odhryznem si zo svojho, skladba je naspét. Na druhy deri, po tom,
¢o som celi noc stravil napliianim termoforu vriacou vodou, smrad hortcej gumy mi vzdy
pripomenie detstvo, a prikladanim si ho na skamenely bachor, som sa vratil do svojej reStau-
réacie, a dal som si pre istotu iba limonddu. Pockal som na osudovu skladbu a hned's prvymi
ténmi sa mi pred o¢ami zjavil ¢iernohorsky rezen v pivhom cesti¢ku, presnejSie len samotné
zvraskavené cesticko. Pre¢o? MoZno je to nejaky druh psychogeografie, zvrasneny povrch
pivného cesticka rovna sa kopcovity terén mesta, alebo to ma suvis s plesnivymi utvarmi,
ktoré som videl na stenich v réznych mestskych budovéch, ja neviem, napada mi mnozstvo
teorii.

MaS tu tri kluby, kaviarne, bary, alebo ako ich nazvat, a vo vSetkych hra dZzez. Niekde
lep&i, niekde hor$i a niekde najhorsi. A nezabudni ani na dZzezové festivaly. Co to znamen4?
Povedz mi svoj nazor, pretoZe ja tipem v temnotach. Jedna z mojich dalSich teérii znie, Ze
reStaura¢né kulisy, ktorymi chcu odpitat tvoju pozornost od chute toho, ¢o si si objednal,
sa najlepsie doplifiaju s lezérnostou relaxa¢nej dzezovej hudby. Vysledkom je odporné jedlo
a odporne navrhnuté kulisy, smrt autentickych zakuti, ale ¢o by si aj chcel, ved' si predstav,
Ze pred par rokmi sa tu opfijali banici, a zrazu luskne$ prstami a tvarime sa, akoby sme boli
v centre Bratislavy, Ze si zajde$ na brunch, potom na fair trade kavu alebo pivo z miestneho
pivovaru, ktory sidli v synagoge, 4no, dobre pocujes, obed, veéera, len nejako prezit, a ked
padne tma, staci si vybrat jeden dZezovy koncert. Ceny sa sice zmenili, st bratislavské, ako
s oblubou hovoria, ale tam sa akédkolvek podobnost konéi. Sluzby podpriemerné, banicka
atmosféra ostava, plesne kulisami nezakryjeS. Mesto a hory maju svoju cenu, aby si vedel. Tu
sa plati za histériu, hldpost a hnacku, trojité H, a nikoho nezaujima, Ze si najbliz$ie dni budes
do vsetkého kvapkat hylak forte, $tvrté H. Hylak forte by mali pontkat v sekcii dezerty, ale
nepontkaju, takZze musi$ zbehnit dole do lekarne, lenze t4 bude pravdepodobne zatvorena
alebo sa pri nej nebude dat zaparkovat. Jednoducho si to musi$ odtrpiet, nemas inti moznost.
VSetci trpime spolu. Niektori viac, inf menej. Kto trpi menej, usetri energiu na zimu. Kto trpi
viac, ten so sebou postahuje na dno ¢o najviac spoluob¢anov.
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Southwards
Rambles with Zolo

For longer than I can remember, Zolo has been to me an authentic Sdndor Petdfi, in haze,
with his roots in the lowland, a lowlands type who prefers to ride a bicycle over dusty field
paths or squeeze through thickets between two villages, rather than trudge up to mountain
valleys on ways marked out for tourists. For me that is nothing, Zolo keeps saying. Which is
not to suggest he would avoid it at all costs, but as a true Pet6fi he has a much more natural
feeling in places that do not draw tourists’ attention and that no one regards as interesting.

Zolo, as a lowlands type, has treasures of smell and hearing for such places. But smell
and hearing do not suffice by themselves: one must also have the proper way of looking, and
Zolo manages to look in the most proper way, a lowlands way peculiar to himself. And let no
one say or allege that the wilderness is without her beauties. She does have them, only that
a heavy veil conceals them, like the face of a bashful girl. But she lifts the veil for the one she
knows, whom she feels is a friend, and his enchanted eye holds fast to her, because he sees
a fairy being. So Petdfi says, and on occasion something similar fell from Zolo’s lips; only
that to Pet6fi’s floweriness, full of duckweeds, moorlands and mazes in the corn, he added
a hedonistic dejection characteristic of the entire south of Slovakia. Somewhere there, hidden
from all, ever and again he would make groping contact with his hypersensitive 1. Crouched
in the bushes, stretched out among the branches of dwarf trees. A spider, washing hung on
pegs, a scarecrow too big for the field. On the one hand Pet6fi, on the other Zolo.

If I were to draw comparisons between Zolo and not-Petdfi, then I would compare him
to a Hungarian Vizsla. Not coincidentally, both of us, Zolo and I alike, have a Hungarian Vizsla
in the family. The hunt which this dog is bred for is precisely the same hunt that Zolo trains
for and seeks out. None of the noisy extravagance of lowly springer spaniels. Rather, quiet
tracking, rigid pose, blending with the surrounding countryside. The environment where the
Vizsla is able to move with eyes closed is the very same where Zolo finds his bearings more or
less blindly; when I said earlier that Zolo knows how to look, what I had in mind was a kind
of third eye, attuned to all forms and details of lowland being. Zolo is as thin as a Vizsla, and
the unnaturally yellow colour of his hands, forehead and cheeks resembles that of Vizsla fur;
and to round off the comparison, there is his moodiness, with depressive inclinations. Those
are not depressions, Zolo would say of the pathological melancholia and solitariness that are
characteristic of all Hungarian Vizslas. And I have forgotten to mention the eternal deficit of
attention and problem with expressing his own needs. I could simply say, a Hungarian, ex-
cept that means all of us in the south. Each of us has some sort of feeling (though nowadays
not greatly sustained, or literally stunted) for a destructively fruitful loneliness, apocalyptic
solutions, poetical modes of suicide, and the raising of Hungarian Vizslas. Zolo had managed
to avoid such a stunting, or more accurately, he never managed to rid himself of his earthy
plainsmanship: quite the contrary, he tuned it to a professional level.

Zolo wants to ramble, he doesn’t want to go up or down, doesn’t want overview or de-
tachment, doesn’t want to overstrain his knees or his ankles; he simply shuffles without aim.
He goes where he fancies, actually he isn’t conscious of where he wants to go, it’s inside his
head, just no pavements, no signposting, lay-bys or shelters, to go and go on without a break.

I'm thinking of a break in the sense of deliberation, because Zolo likes to roll over somewhere
in the shade of a willow, but he never lets his deliberation roll over. Nor does he ever stop
observing. Hills do not interest him. They are more a kind of curtain behind which his inner
world, his homeland, is located. A narrow aperture that expands and again contracts, depend-
ing on how Zolo momentarily feels and in what stage of self-observation he happens to be.
Now it discloses, and again it conceals, the landscape of his roots, the land of childhood, the
land of body, thinking, walking, freedom from care, and so on. The curtain flickers here and
there. Zolo walks just so, he has no goal, he simply goes, and unlike me, does not care if he
comes up against something which, at least for a moment, could tear him out of the everyday
stereotype. His measure of what is interesting differs entirely from mine. Zolo actually has no
measure at all, he expects nothing, hence he is content with everything. Often he is apathetic,
but perhaps he’s just concentrating on his intestinal flora. I cannot identify it, whatever it is.

Zolo never studies maps and is not at all concerned with the local attractions. He proceeds
from tree to tree, or rather from bush to bush, from gully to gully, from one bacterium to the
next. Now and again I join his walks: no tours, just walks, Zolo declares. Brambles rip our
T-shirts, we sink ankle-deep in stinking rubbish; I curse everything round me and ask myself
why this way particularly, when a few metres from us there’s a smooth space with a view
of the entire basin that we grew up in, with old pre-christian fortifications and a network of
Turkish cellars, where we could take a moment to cool down. Zolo has his own ideas of such
things. Together we poke about in the vicinity of Lucenec. I take an interest in the green spaces
on the map, he in everything between them. We complement each other and occasionally
find consensus on the frontiers. Recently, however, each of us has been going his own way.
I stumble up and silently ascend some forested rise with a stunning view from the summit;
he is Pet6fi, all that is indifferent to him, he has his lowlands. He has himself, his intestines,
and the fleet-footed friends that dwell there.

Translated by John Minahane
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Ako piSem?

PiSem cyrilikou, pravou

rukou, po druhej v noci, do zapisnika

na strane ,,osemndsteho septembra 2011%,

preto by sa tato baseri mala volat prave takto,

ale nie, lebo chcem pisat o tebe,

ale piSem cyrilikou, ¢iZe -

vacésinou o Igorovi a Sviatoslavovi,

Nestorovi, Pamvovi, Hryhorijovi a tak dale;j.

Vlastne c¢o ,tak dalej“? PiSem o Tarasovi,

o Lublinskej nii, o boji za vieru,

o zrade viery ako boja, o Kvitkovi,

o chramoch a o Bulharsku (viete sa dovtipit pre¢o),
piSem o Pavicovej chybe (lebo Cyril a Metod
vymysleli hlaholiku), takmer nepiSem o suc¢asnom
Srbsku (zradcovial), nepiSem o whisky, lebo piSem

o domadcej palenke - ako inak, ved pouzivam cyriliku,
hoci mi nerozumie viac ako polovica sveta.

Uprimne povedané, viac by sa k tebe hodila latinka,
ale prep4d, tak sa uz stalo, ja s tym ni¢ neurobim:
musim pisat o Anne vo Franctzsku, Bohdanovi, Ivanovi,
Samijlovi a ostatnych, lebo Boh nés potrestal trojndsobne:
Vychodom, vladou a abecedou.

PiSem cyrilikou: taky je moj prvotny hriech.

Prepéacte.

Vecera pre dvoch

Aj ja by som mohol byt ¢iernym dilerom drog

niekde v Clevelande v §tate Ohio. Po¢uvat svoju hudbu,

v aute hladat novych adeptov, strelit im

prasok a na Deri vdakyvzdania pozyvat svojich najblizsich

priatelov - prostititky - domov, darovat im sosky anjelikov

a vonné sviecky; za dlhych, predlhych veéerov sa pozerat

do dvora, na cestu, z dlhej chvile ¢itat napisy na plechovke piva, ¢o drzim
rukéch, zaspavat pri akejsi debilnej talkshow.

Alebo by som mohol pracovat niekde na benzinke v horach

Bosny a Hercegoviny, vludne vitat zdkaznikov, poznat vSetkych v okoli
Banje Luky, pozorne poc¢uvat poludnajsie spravy z malého
tranzistora, pocut zrana pesnicku a cely deri si ju pospevovat:
,Sarajevo, srdce moje“, ucit svoje deti spravne hadzat nozom,
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lovit ryby, zbierat lesné jahody, raz vecer ich vyskusat, ¢i

vedia naspamit slova §tatnej hymny, a potom

im nateSeny rozdat ¢okoladové cukriky.

Pripustam, Ze v nejakom z moznych Zivotov

by si sa mala zjavit ty. Prist si po davku alebo natankovat.

Byt pre mria prostititkou alebo sestrou. Byt dcérou.

Viest debilnu talkshow po polnoci. Spievat v cirkevnom zbore.
Byt hviezdou s najzndmej$im hitom Sarajevo, srdce moje, ktory

by som pocul v radiu a cely deni by som si ho pohmkaval popod nos.

Myslim si, Ze by si sa uréite mala objavit v kazdom mojom
moznom Zivote, vlastne nemyslim si, som si isty!

Ale preco sa nezjavujes teraz, preco uz meskas

dvadsat mimit?! Ved vychladne vecera!

Zena, ktora si holi nohy v tvojej vani

Zajtra oslavi svojich 24 rokov.

Hoci vlastne povedat ,,0sldvi“ bude prehnané,

jednoducho zavola domov rodi¢om

a vecer sa pomodli.

Nerozumie$ jej modlitbadm, jej zdhadnym pohladom,
jazyku jej menu v telefone.

Nebolo vam sudené byt spolu, mozno je to tak lepsie,
hovoris si, moZno je to tak lepSie.

Vo chvilach nevsednej neznosti hovoris,

Ze veris, Ze nemaju atémové zbrane,

ziadne atémové zbrane, a citi$ sa ako hlupak.

Potom sa ti sniva, Ze jej telo

vonia jadrovymi zbrafiami, pustami a ciganskymi piestiami.
Preco ciganskymi? pytas sa sam seba rano,

ale odpoved' neexistuje, nevies,

aké mala detstvo a kde sa naudila po anglicky,

preco si vybrala prave teba.

Ste spolu tri tyZdne. Z ¢asu na ¢as StudujeS mapu sveta

a hodnoti§ polohu Iranu, jeho susedov,

prirodné a ludské zdroje.

7da sa ti, Ze jej rozumies Coraz lepSie.

Niekedy sa jej vypytujes na Iran, slubujes, Ze tam s fiou pojdes.
Ale ona stale vonia ciganskym letom a jadrovymi zbrariami
a medzi vami je jej pust a prichadza vecer

a ona si holi nohy v tvojej vani.

Prelozil Valerij Kupka

How do I write?

I write in Cyrillic, with a right

Hand, past two in the morning, in a notebook

On the page titled “18th of August 20117,

Thus the poem should be called just so,

But no, because I want to write about you,

But I write in Cyrillic, which means

Mostly about Igor and Svjatoslav,

Nestor, Pamva, Grygoryj and so on,

However what is “so on”? I write about Taras,

Lyublin Union, struggle for faith,

About betrayal of faith as struggle, about Kvitka,
Churches and Bulgaria (well, you guessed it),

Write about Pavych’s mistake (for Cyril and Methodius
Invented Glagolitic), hardly write about modern

Serbia (traitors!) I don’t write about whiskey, because I do
About syvuha what else, because I use Cyrillic

Even though the majority of the world doesn’t understand me.
Frankly speaking Latinic would suit you better,

But forgive me, it happened so, I can’t help it:

I have to write about Anna in France, Bohdan, Ivan,
Samiylo and the rest of them, for God punished us thrice:
By East, by power and by alphabet.

I write in Cyrillic and that is my original sin,

Forgive me.

Dinner for two
I might as well be a black drug dealer

Somewhere in Cleveland, state Ohio. Listen to my music
in the car, look for new disciples, push powder to them

and for Thanksgiving Day invite my closest friends- prostitutes -

home, give them angel figurines and aromatic candles;

all evenings long watch the yard, the road for lack of better things to do,

read the writings on a beer can in my hands,
fall asleep to some dumb talk shows.
Or I could work somewhere at a gas station in the mountains

of Bosnia and Herzegovina, pleasantly greet customers, know everyone around Banska Luka,

listen to the evening news on a little radio
hear a song in the morning and sing all day

“Sarajevo, my heart” teach my children to throw a knife the right way,
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catch fish and gather wild strawberries, one night check if they know

the words of the national anthem by heart and then,
satisfied, hand out chocolates.
I suppose that in any of the possible lives

you’d have to show up. To come for a fix or come to fill your car.

To be a prostitute or just a sister. To be a daughter.

To host a dumb talk show after midnight. To sing in a church choir.
To be a star with the famous hit “Sarajevo, my heart”, having heard which

on the radio I would hum the entire day.

I think you’d certainly have to show up in each of my possible lives,

not even think, I am sure.

But why are you not showing up now, why are you twenty minutes

late already, the dinner is getting cold?!

In the museum queue

You wouldn’t tell straight away that she

Is a hot thing:

In rectangular glasses, some bottomless
Shorts, a T-shirt (two sizes too big)

With a line I Love Paris, sandals, a face-
Like a classic teacher (from a porno movie).
That was what got me.

You wouldn’t tell straight away that she

Is a hot thing:

With a negative breast size

(no, really even mine are bigger!),

With the heftiest tourist guide in her hands,
Without a trace of make up.

That was what got me.

You wouldn’t tell straight away that she

Is a hot thing:

Especially if all your life you’ve waited for a Spaniard,
And she is a Brit,

When you are into brunettes,

And she is a blond,

When she isn’t looking at you at all.

That was what got me.

Translated from Ukrainian by Helen Harney

Maria Modrovich
Slovensko,/Slovakia

Maria Modrovich (1977) je autorkou préz

Lu & Mira, Tichy reZim, Flesbek a Rozhovor

s Clenkou kultu. Flesbek sa dostal do findlovej

pétky ocenenia Anasoft litera 2018 a v roku

2019 bol nominovany na Eurépsku cenu za li-
teratiru. V roku 2023 Rozhovor s clenkou kul-
tu pre Mestské divadlo Zilina zdramatizovala

Petra Fornayova a pre Teatr Slaski v pol'skych

Katoviciach Katarzyna Dudzic-Grabinska.
Modrovich spoluorganizuje medzinarodny

literarny festival Novotvar. Spolupracuje so

Slovenskym literdrnym centrom a s ¢asopi-
som VLNA. Deni noc voda je jej piata kniha.

Maria Modrovich (1977) is the author of 5
books of fiction, Lu & Mira, The Silent Mode,
Flashback, Interview with a Cult Member, and,
most recently, Day Night Water (2024). Flash-
back has made it into the TOP 5 of the presit-
gious Anasoft Litera Award 2018 and it was
nominated for the EU Prize for Literature in
2019. In 2023, Interview with a Cult Member
was adapted for the stage. Petra Fornayova di-
rected the eponymous play for Zilina Theatre
and Katarzyna Dudzic-Grabinska for the Na-
tional Theatre in Katowice, Poland, under the
title Jodlowa dolina. Modrovich co-curates the
international literary festival Novotvar. She
works with the Slovak Literary Centre and
with the arts and culture revue VLNA.
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Den noc voda

Tancujuce svetielka, zelené, ¢ervené, ZIté kontrastovali s rannou zatiahnutou oblohou
- lietadla zaparkované na konci odletovej drahy mali diskotéku. Potom sa Boeing, v ktorom
Silvia sedela, oto¢il a priroloval bliZsie. Splet disko-svetiel premienajica sivy asfalt na ta-
necny parket sa usporiadala do prisnejSich, rovnych linii, presne definujucich trajektorie
jednotlivych lietadiel.

O chvilu vzlietli do hmly. Dve veci, subeZne: veselost roztancovanych Ziaroviek dodéva-
jaca ceste pozitivny tén a zaroven pocit viny. Doma nechdva - prvykrat v Zivote — plac¢icu
Terezku a statoCne sa tvariaceho Miska. Pripomenulo jej to polozabudnutia ambivalenciu,
pred par rokmi vyvolanu predstavou striedavej starostlivosti. Aj vtedy sa hanba mieSala
s opatrnym nadSenim.

Svetla do odletu vniesli l'ahkost a dobrodruZstvo, aké ddavno nezazila, no rovnako na
sebe stdle citila odtlacok nocou spoteného, uslzeného telicka. Rannym dychom pomaly
stracajucim detsku sladkost jej do tvare Sepkalo slova vyjadrujuce tzkost z odliéenia.

Lietadlo stdle naberalo vySku. Ked' vystipalo nad hmlu a oblaky, oblohu zaliala slne¢na
Ziara.

Pre protichodné pnutia nadobudla zvySenu toleranciu, brala ich s va¢sou lahkostou.
Mozno sa mi naozaj podari najst Maju, povedala si a uvelebila sa v nepohodlnom sedadle.

deri / noc

1.

Za sumraku niektoré zvuky ustdvaju a objavuju sa nové. Silneja s prehlbujicou sa
tmou. S tmou narasté strach. Vie, ¢o sa okolo nej nachadza, cez den to predsa zaZiva,
a v tedrii ovlada aj vyskyt no¢nych druhov. Ale v tme absentuje zrakovy vnem, a pre to
akoby sa kazdy veCer za sumraku vymazdavala aj celd vizualna pamit. Musi to byt iné,
ked' tu ¢lovek Zije dlhSie. No pre Silviu denné zvuky maju svoje zrakové asociacie. Ked' sa
strhne na ne¢akane hlasny Suchot, vidi, Ze z palmy pada obrovsky suchy list. O¢i pohotovo
nasleduju usi: pohlad nasleduje zvuk, nastane ulava. Padajici palmovy list.

LenZe vecer. VeCer prestanu padat palmové listy a k domu sa za¢nu priblizovat ne-
bezpe¢né tvory dZzungle. Dzungla samotnd akoby sa zacala zakradat a stahovat bliZSie.
Cely no¢ny - rastlinny aj Zivo¢isSny - aparat sa da pohybu, do lezenia, plazenia, skéka-
nia, zavyjania, Skriabania, trepotania kridlami, nardZania, funenia, Skriekania, Stipania,
do nehlu¢ného obsadzovania nedZunglového teritéria, najmé otvorenej kuchyne domu.
NajodvaZnejSie (najdrzejSie) si medvediky Cistotné. Labkami otvaraju aj dvierka skriniek.
A mravce, armady bojovych mravcov. Mnohé z ich aktivit su neviditelné, tma je absoltitna,
v dZzungli neexistuje pouli¢né osvetlenie. Zvuky a Stipance predstavuju uplne samostatné
vnemové kategorie.

Postupne na v8etko pride. Na noc treba veci z kuchyne odloZit: pre medvediky €istot-
né zamkne kaZzdy vecer do prazdnej izby aj smetny koS. Statisicovd koléniu mravcov mé
nechat tiahnut cez dom, vraj st vyborni upratovaci, zbavia doméacnost omrviniek, hmyzu,
dokonca Skorpiénov. LenZe tito skveli, centimeter dlhi ¢istiCi beZne chodia cez deni a len

raz za par rokov. Preco tu boli uz dvakrat, Alberto? Valili sa dnu cez boény mur a schody
ako pretekajuica, nezastavitelnd riava. A preco za simraku? PretoZe prvy raz nedostali
povolenie vstupit, povie Alberto, zabavajici sa na Silviinych pokusoch zastavit kolénu
chemickym sprejom. K ¢asu navstevy sa nevyjadril. Mravce nemaju o¢i a zbyto¢ne nettocia.
Ale ked' na ne nechtiac stipi, Stipu, Stipu, Stipu. A Stipance potom svrbia, svrbia, svrbia.

2.
Vysoko nad domom preleti parik ara macao. Videla ich rano a podvecer, ked' pri plavani
pozorovala robinsonovské pobreZie. Aj teraz sa cestou hlasno hadaji. Dlhodoby mono-
gamny vztah. Vnimaju nas rovnako aj ony? Polemizuju o nds? Urcite si hovoria, Ze sme
oproti ich ostro ¢ervenej a modrej iboho bezfarebni.

Ré&no na kondari obrovského pochote obrasteného silnymi tffimi zazrela aj dva tuka-
ny. Pichlavé stromy funguju ako prirodzend ochrana domu - ludia veria, Ze pochote je
posvitny. Tukany sa pohybuju v kidloch a presne sa nevie, ako je to s ich monogamiou.
Pravdepodobne zostavaju v pare, kym sa staraju o mladé.

Spomenie si na ZOO Café v centre Budapesti. Chovaju tam oba druhy vtakov, parik
papagéajov a jedného tukana. Zijui v rohovej sklenenej klietke pri umelom osvetleni. Kavia-
refi je tmavd, slne¢ny svit dovnutra takmer neprenikne. Ked' teraz vidi, aké dial'ky a vySky
vtaky prekonajui za par minut, citi tizkost. Ubohé madarské operence. Davaji im v ZOO
Café do ovocia xanax, aby zvladli tucty malych o¢i a prstov, lepiacich sa na sklo v pritmi
podniku, ktory patri k najvaéSim detskym atrakcidm mesta?

Zelen paliem a ostatnych stromov sa v janudri ligoce ako vyleSten4, zelen syta, az si
Silvia obcas nie je istd, ¢i nehalucinuje. Mnohé dreviny pripominaju alicovsky zva¢Sené
verzie znamych bytovych rastlin. Obloha je jasnomodra a slnko vykresluje vSetky hrany
a detaily prili$ ostro. Dokonald viditelnost métie mozog. Popri zvukoch jaguarov (vizganie
bambusu) a lipezného prepadnutia (medvediky ¢istotné) sa Silvii ob¢as zjavi ludska po-
stava, potom zmizne. Za skutoénym kolibrikom preleti eSte nieco abstraktné. Az ked' zide
chodni¢kom cez dZunglu dole, najma neskoro poobede, sland ocednska hmla konecne
rozostri videnie.

Alebo sa uz prejavuje ciguatera?

3.

»Papagajovi rybu nikdy nejedz!!“ odpisal otec na Silviin WhatsApp, na fotku susedovho
tyrkysovozeleného ulovku s popisom ,,naSa vCerajSia veCera“.

,Preco?!“

»Ciguatera!l“

Silvia rychlo googli nezndme slovo znejice ako tanec¢ny pokrik a straca sa medzi
pribehmi otravenych l'udi. Niektoré ryby sa Zivia mikroriasami, ktoré v sebe maju toxiny
gambierdiscus toxicus. Okrem hnacky a zvracania moézu spésobovat aj roky pretrvavajtice
neurologické tazkosti.

Papagéjovu rybu uZ teda nie.
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4.

Réno po splne, alebo pred splnom?, sedeli nad dzunglou oblaky a pridavali do palety
farieb - ako inak - sytu, hlbokd sivu. Pacifik znel inak. I3la si zaplavat a kisok od vody, na
mieste, kde piesok zaéinal byt vlhky, zacitila pod prstami na nohach nieco ¢udné; kizké,
hladké. Z klzkého hladkého cosi sa vykluli sardinky vyvrhnuté na breh prilivom. Telicka
lemujtice pobrezie, zoradené v jednej linii eSte vyskakovali do vzduchu, oklamané vlnami
a mesiacom.

Usttipila, aby mentalne spracovala sardinkové defilé. DalSie necakané vyjavy:

po plazi behali mladici a v rukach drzali nie¢o ako velké Spulky. Kde-tu zbadali vo
vlndch asi dva metre od brehu ¢osi, ¢o Silvia nevidela, rozbehli sa tam a bleskovo odvijali
lanko a ha¢ik s navnadou hadzali do vin. Potom lanko rychlo navijali spif. Na primitivne
udice bez pritov vytahovali objemné, hadam aj pitkilové ryby a hadzali ich vyS$$ie na
piesok, aby na ne nedosiahol priboj. Co je to za druh, spytala sa prerasteného nemeckého
penzistu, prechdadzajuceho sa po plazi so psom. Dordady. O pit minut neskor natrafila na
Alberta so synom, ktori jej prezradili skuto¢né meno tuniakovitej ryby. Alberto pouZil ni¢
nehovoriace slovo, Silvia ho hned' zabudla. A sardinky nie st na jedenie? Ukazala na pruh
rybi¢iek pod nohami, teraz uz mas o menos nehybny. Iba pre tie vel'ké ryby, zasmial sa
Alberto a rozbehol sa za synom. Na hladine sa nieco zalesklo.

»Bonito,“ napisal otec. ,Vyborna ryba. Ale pozor na ten valcovity mrak, moze znamenat
ndhlu zmenu, voda vtedy vie byt nebezpe¢na!!«

Nikdy otca nepokladala za obozretného, a teraz ju kazdy deti na dialku pred nie¢im
vystrihal. Pred silnymi spatnymi pridmi ju varovali vSetci. Dokonca aj tabul'ka pod polo-
prazdnym hotelom. El mar es muy peligroso. Ale ako nejst do lahodného dvadsatdeviit-
stupfiového Pacifiku? Poc¢ka na moment medzi dvoma vlnami, hodi sa do vody, ponori sa,
vynori, plava. Plava s pelikdnmi, bonitami a rajami. Silny spatny prud je len otdzka rozvahy,
hovori si. Ked' ma za¢ne tahat na otvorené more, zachovam chladni hlavu a po¢kam, kym
ma corriente rip zase vyvrhne von. IsteZe by spanikdrila. Vo vode je va¢Sinou sama, ostatni
beru tabul'ky a varovania vazne. Plava popred hotelovu reStauraciu, kde hostia v stodola-
rovych klobtikoch na terase raiiajkujii anands a papéaju. Plavajtic pozdiZ plaZze mifia dalsie
budovy. V bungalovoch sa niektori eSte len budia. V prezidentskom apartmdane v uplne
poslednej budove pod utesom parkrat na balkéne zazrie holy zadok. Ospalé rana a rychle
prudy.

Raz sa voda zvlnila tak, Ze Silvia dokézala zaplavat len tam: kusok za zadnu budovu,
po skalu s cicerkom vodopadu. Naspét sa musela vratit pesi. Ob¢as stali na hotelovych
balkénoch hostia. Mala dojem, Ze pozoruju, ¢i dokdze vyplavat. Vratit sa. V mori, ktoré je
muy peligroso, je vidy $anca, Ze bude musiet ist na hranicu svojich moznosti. Alebo Ze sa
nevrati.

Ako by si také nie¢o mohla nechat ujst?

5.
Medvediky ¢istotné sa nadranom predviedli. Tazku pokrievku zhodili na dlazbu, aby sa
dostali k obsahu kuchty. LipeZné prepadnutie jej hlavou len blyslo, za¢inala byt vycvi¢ena.
Zlodeji a vrahovia nebojuju s igelitovymi obalmi ani neotvaraju dvierka od mikrovlnky.

Réano nasla na kuchynskej podlahe roztrhané balenie soli, v bielych krystalikoch odtlacky
labiek s jasne viditelnymi pazurikmi.

Ocean hucal.

DZzunglovym chodni¢kom na plaz. Stacilo preskocit ivodni vinu, prekonat prvotny
odpor. Ponorit sa do spenenej vody. Jagavé ¢iastoCky piesku sa dvihali z morského dna
a virili okolo nej. Kilometer tam a zase naspit, kazdy deii si zlepSovala ¢as. Nechcela ani
vyjst na si8, menila sa na morského Zivoc¢icha. Krdel Siestich pelikanov sa spustil aZ k nej,
kizali vzduchom tesne nad hladinou. K brehu zamierila, aZ ked' odleteli. Este si na chvilu
sadne na vyplaveny a ocednom a slnkom vybieleny kmen stromu, zahladi sa na hladinu,
necha mohutné balvany v pomalom tempe plachtit po oblohe.
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Interview IV

It’s easier to leave than it might seem. The decision - well, in my case, anyway - had come
in stages, but once it had come to fruition, the finale wasn’t as dramatic as one might have
expected. With the first impulse - to leave my husband - came the kneejerk reaction: I can’t
do that. I tried to calm down by telling myself that I would wait until the kids grow up, even
though at the time I felt I couldn’t stand one more minute around him. I no longer had any
illusions about other men. I knew the depths I dreamed of in a relationship were an illusion.

.L?

This was how I went through relationship crises up until then: I would pick a guy who I
then fantasized about. I pictured him being friendly with my kids; there had to be mutual
respect and understanding. Kindness. The new partner was a substitute for the current one,
a more functional version of the old. But then I had a proper fling and realized I did not
want to be with another man. The getting together and being together of two people is full
of strategic moves. We were just starting out and already we were deep in negotiations of
every kind. When I imagined how I would have to learn to share stuff with him again... all
those years of surreal conversations. Who will clean the bathroom? Should we go camping
at the weekend? Have lunch at his parents or mine? I didn’t want that. I didn’t want any of it.

.L?

I never liked it, no. But there’s romanticizing. Those images. I pushed myself - and he
pushed himself - to live within those patterns. We know these are the patterns we should
be adhering to, so we do. Everybody keeps telling you — and themselves - that that’s normal.
That’s how it is; it’s normal.

.2

At first, I thought I would take the kids with me. I told myself it was his fault that I was tired
of taking care of them. He was never home and when he was, he was busy with more work,
and then he was exhausted. His busyness and fatigue were taken seriously, they were real
and of value. The more I pictured freedom, the more I understood why he defended his
position. I began to understand him. And the more I understood him, the less space there
was in my newly imagined future for my children. There came a point when I felt like: if I
don’t leave all of them, I'll go crazy.

.2

Of course it’s not their fault. Children are children. It’s not his fault either. But it’s not my fault

either, that’s what I'm trying to say. I didn’t have children all on my own. Even two people
are not enough if you want to raise a child. It takes a village, a pack, a horde, you know. In
reality, a mother is usually a lonesome presence in the lives of her children, perhaps during
the weekend or sometimes in the evening; if the family is lucky, there are two presences.
Mom and Dad: the weekend poster family. It was exhausting to be loving to them, to be
cleaning after them, cooking for them, making sure they were safe every minute of every
day, day in, day out. I was tired and angry, day in, day out. I didn’t have the stamina to be
the person who gets up every morning, striving for perfection, and who goes to bed at night
disappointed with herself, hoping maybe tomorrow I'll do better. I realized I wouldn’t be able
to wait until the kids grew up and finished school. Fifteen, twenty years... it was too long.

.2

You don’t understand.

I did not come to hate my children. I simply came to understand that I didn’t have the energy
to be the mother they needed, or the mother I wished to be. I didn’t even know anymore
how or what I wanted to be. For example, when my son had to go to kindergarten in the
morning, he cried and kept saying he didn’t want to go. I was at home with the baby and
looking forward to him going, to not having to do so much, providing all the entertaining he
demanded, all the sitting in playgrounds, clearing up fights, handing things to him, calming
him, worrying he would break something, I was just exhausted, even more exhausted with
the baby crawling around. It felt like I was already in a psychiatric ward; the school was
supposed to help with that. And yet the real craziness began only after he started school.
The crying every morning: he’s not going, why does he have to go, he wants to be with me.
It didn’t make sense to me either. I was nauseous; on some level I didn’t want him to leave
my side, while I also desperately needed some relief. I had carpal tunnel in my left wrist for
months and the migraines were unimaginable. I was a zombie. And a place where twenty
kids cough each other in the face was the only solution.

.2

It wasn’t the kindergarten’s fault.

Let’s not talk about it anymore. Let me tell you something else, perhaps that will shed some
light. Though perhaps it won’t.

I met this girl - a woman - I used to know, someone I had always been a bit jealous of.
She married my childhood love; well, the object of my childhood crush. She was beautiful
and smart, and together with her husband the two of them were annoyingly beautiful and
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smart. They both had successful careers - he was ultra- successful and she did really well
considering she was also the perfect mother to their three kids. That’s precisely what is so
confusing, seeing people like this and thinking that if I really try hard, if I change, if I change
my husband, our kids will also have perfect parents, we too will be successful and relevant.
Other couples will look up to us imagining if they really try, they can be like us.

.2

When I met her a week before she did it, I asked how she was. And she said: fine, kids do-
ing really well at sports, she was working on a really interesting project, they were buying
a weekend house. I felt defeated. As always, she was ten steps ahead of me. I didn’t even
look at her, my How are you was rhetorical, uninvolved, without a question mark. We had
known each other when we were young, I hung out more with him than with her, but there
was this time I was at her place, my cousin who was friends with her had taken me. We
might have been nine, we were bored, and she asked if we wanted to shoot at the ceiling.
Of course we wanted to. She brought out an old revolver, actually just the torso of an old
revolver that her grandfather had made together with her dad when he was just a boy. She
said her grandfather was into mechanical things like guns and when she talked about him,
it was evident how close they had been. As the holes from the bullets multiplied above our
heads, I wondered whether I could do shooting of this kind at home, whether the ceilings in
our building were thick enough or whether the bullets would go straight through, hitting Mrs.
Majernik’s big toe.

I was actually surprised that she was the first one to get married. I always knew she would
excel at something, at anything, that she would carve her own way for herself. We must
have confused her with our boy crushes, with the never-ending love chase. You know, my
generation, we could have been completely free had we wanted to be. We didn’t get it, though.

.2

We didn’t get that we could. That we could fall in love, have babies, get married but equally
that we didn’t have to, or that we didn’t have to do it all. 'm not saying that all women today
are financially and otherwise independent of men - they’re not. But there are a lot of us who
could have been. We just didn’t believe it was possible.

.L?

If T hadn’t left, I think that at some point I would have considered her way out.

To disappear from the face of the Earth, as Dalva’s son put it.

.2

It was a different situation. I think she had a diagnosis - I was just out of breath. I was on
the verge of going crazy. The thing is, all the women around me were semi-crazy in their
so-called normal lives. And a lot of the men, too.

.2

There was this single mom who took her infant son to her favorite pub with her. People sat
there smoking and many times they would be there together until midnight. Yes, just like
you, we were all appalled. A normal girl from a good family, an intellectual with a sharp
mind and an even sharper tongue, you would like her. If she’d let you get closer, you would
have developed a crush on her. Men did. Maybe she would’ve let you babysit her son while
she went out to have a beer. Then your judgments would start to bug her. Meanwhile, you’d
be bitching less about her beer- drinking and more about the buddies she drank with while
you babysat her kid. So she learned to dump everyone fairly quickly. She wanted to have
the peace and quiet to be with her kid. And her beer buddies.

.2

I started to hate myself for hating my husband and the kids. There was almost no help around,
my mom had retired, she was finally taking it easy, I couldn’t hold it against her. Later she
used to call and yell at me why hadn’t I said anything, why didn’t I ask for help. But what
for? She would’ve told me that she managed just fine with three kids and a husband who
was even more useless than mine and she would’ve been right. Why do you feel so sorry for
yourself, she would scream, then she would change her tone, try to comfort me and tell me
that if I came back, everything would be different, her husband would help, she would help.

.2

That’s the thing - it’s not about helping. Helping someone is trying to rescue the moment,
to resolve the situation. In the long run nobody is going to help a normal healthy woman.
Nobody helped my friend with the diagnosis, why would they help me? Helping brings up
a whole range of feelings and reactions on the side of the helper: pity, condescension, su-
periority, anger. Helping doesn’t really mean that the one who is being helped suddenly has
less responsibility - it means more eyes and hands that, besides helping, offer advice and
make sure their advice is being applied in the right way. When you get to the point that you
can’t do anything anymore, this kind of outside support can feel oppressive. Of course, in
the beginning you think if only there were someone to help me, I might be able to carry on.

75



76

But then help comes and makes things even worse - it only proves that everything is off, that
you are useless, that you can’t go on like this. If there were someone who did not expect you
to finally pull it together, then maybe. But it doesn’t work like that. Sooner or later people
get anxious for your recovery, they want a miracle they can put in their CV.

.L?

System error, yes. And the fact that nobody actually wants you to step out of the system - or
that you should not leave alive. That’s why you’re seeing me as a monster right now; that’s
why you’re interviewing me. To you - and to society — I am a monster, an anomaly. It’s un-
natural to abandon your offspring. Unnatural for a mother, a little more natural for a father.
I agree. However, I am also saying it’s unnatural to have children in this state.

.L?

One time my father gave me a lecture about my kids’ behavior in a restaurant. He ordered
three shots of rum instead of food. He said he was so ashamed he couldn’t eat. The kids were
loud, but they weren’t doing anything too horrible, nothing got broken, the guests weren’t
harassed; they simply chased around between the tables and talked at their usual volume.
Dad was going out of his mind, he hissed at them to stop running and screaming. When we
left, I thought he would slap my face, he yelled at me that kids were not supposed to behave
like that in restaurants, it was unfair to people who were looking forward to having a nice
meal out, back in his day this was unacceptable, children should only be allowed into restau-
rants when they’d learned how to behave and sit still. I understood what he was saying - I
don’t like it either when other people’s kids mess up my lunch, but I was really angry that
he didn’t understand me. That he hadn’t given a moment’s thought to the opposite point of
view- the point of view of a mother who also needs to get out sometimes and of children
who are too small to sit still at the table when the whole world is happening around them.

Y

My father has a dog that he lets run through the park freely, without a mouthpiece. A Hun-
garian vizsla, quite big, friendly and, by the standards my father applies to children, ill-be-
haved and ignorant. Rosa loves to jump on people, and smaller children get knocked over
sometimes. She stole a bit of croissant out of a toddler’s hand once, and father, instead of
apologizing, smiled at the furious mother and the sobbing child. He explained to them that
Rosa was a good doggie. It was not Rosa’s fault - she was just very hungry.

PreloZila autorka
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sucasne

jeden schod nadol, von cez dihu z neho

zapletat vrkoce a pozvat do izby zopar much

hru, pozerat sediet v londch a jemne potahovat staré pokozky

robit uzliky do posvitnych retiazok, potom plakat na polohovacom kresle
cvicit, zakvacit prsty Sklbkat Zmolky z kvadratickych vankusov, kvetovany vzor
malo by to byt svrbi to na spodnej strane stehien

vedla hokerlik s povrchom z napnutych plastovych laniek, nie velmi pevny
ako struny, prsty na nohdch na tom hraja ako na harfe

potom naboso stat na kamennych podlahéch, citit ryhy aj prach

podos§vy: drsné a horuce rukami silno udierat na zabradlie

je ZIté a mozno plechové, muskaty kyvaju hlasny

zvuk, §iri sa vibrovanie, balkén bicich néstrojov

z plavarne pocut skoky z trampoliny, chytat mravce, zlievaji sa

v kute, hra na schovavacku, najst tajny prie¢inok, s metlami bez Stetin pre
malic¢ké bosorky alebo na vyklepavanie kobercov ochranné okuliare k susedovi,
pekne deravé,

tesit sa dlhy svetly zaves, ktory tréi z izby v iom duch

a to su jeho Saty

nové vymyslené, straSenie strasidiel, skusit piskat nikdy
s tym neprestavat

byt vylerpany a lezat na drevenej lavici

biele zrnka muru zoSkrabovat nechtami

kym sa o¢i nezatvoria.

takmer streda

na ceste k stredu tyZdna vSetko zrazu
pustit z ruk ostré svetlo z plaféna za
neskorého popoludnia uplynulé hodiny prikryté
kobercami miestnost sa derie von z kuitov

z dlazkovych latiek, moZno su tieto dvere
zviera vymyslené pre samotu vrha tien
pozera sa, potutelne ldme vzduch, cez okno
zvonku ni¢ neprenika

v tichu svojho tela odmeriavam

strach z jednej miestnosti pozorujem
poslickov spanku, ktory sa teraz uz

ned4 zadrzat

zarezy a porozumenie

je to dych, ktory sa zasekava

pohyby vo fade out die

nepohyblivost zreni¢iek

toci sa pohlad, kruti sa hlava, kruti sa ¢lovek

ja si stdle myslim: rozpravat, rozpravat, rozpravat

mozno je tento pohlad spritomneny slnkom alebo nebom
teplo jedno vel'ké kuzlo

ja ni¢ viac nepontkam, pod, Iahni si lebo ja

neviem, ako treba zaobchadzat s lezanim

myslim na Uplné zastavenie, plytvanie, opustenie a tak
tomu vydand napospas rychlo mimiku do

tvare, kvoli mne zvuk ako porozumenie

zhrbend a s pohladom upretym na zem, tam ryhy, prach a
ktovieco ¢o esSte smer, ruky natiahnuté vpred pred hlavou
narazaju neimplikuju dotyk nebude sa to

napadnuty nebude sa to nacaty lebo ved lebo ved'

videla som ako si sa pozeral

Ze si sa pozeral a pritom

si trafil moje oci odiSla som bez

pozdravu alebo som sa pozdravila, ale nespravne

teraz spoment, Ze som priSla o rozum

je pomerne neférové zoc¢i voci

stratdm

nakoniec v studenych rukach druhych ludi

je vetko ¢o moze byt mojim dychom

alebo:

vedela som o spomienke ako o zareze

niekde pokoZzka, papier od samého zaciatku

rozhodnutie: s tymto teraz pokracovat dalej

kruh problémov

ked' sa dve lode vo vode, ked' sa dve ryby vo vode, ked' sa dvaja stretnd

¢o tam uz vZzdy boli, pribliZia sa, naruSaju prudenie. Spojitosti sa zmenia,
priamky vedu z ich paralelnej stibeZnosti. Voda obklopuje teld, ryby

lode, v prude v priboji vody rychlost. Porucha v manévrovani

vedie k vzgjomnému nasatiu dvoch lodi. zapamaétaj si: inik nie je viac mozny
po prilis tesnom pribliZeni.
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dospievanie

malé Zraloky dospievaju v plytkej vode. beténova cesta sa za¢ina v piesku a vedie priamo
do mora. obklopuju ju skaly a menSie kamene. na konci cesty, tam, kde
tréi do vody, nie je more hlboké. daji sa tam vidiet Zraloky. ich matky ich odprevadzaju

kusok k pobreziu, potom plavaju samy smerom k mdlu. tam Ziji, kym su dostato¢ne malé.

¢im budu vécsie, tym dalej vyplavaju do hlbokej vody. bezproblémovy prechod, kazdy den
o kusok spit na otvorené more. rybari, ktori rybarcia z méla a chytia malého Zraloka, ho
pustia naspét do vody. Zralo¢ie miso nie je chutné.

rozdiely v kanalizacnom systéme

na tomto mieste n4s uputa usporiadanie rozli¢ne velkych tunelovych rir. st tam, cez den
pre psy a deti, veCer potom pre vtaky. v rurach sa to hemZi, v rirach sa toho nazbiera,
priamo z neba cez riny a nddoby do tohto mora, tekuté a podobné veci. z povrchov rur
vidno $iru vodu, rybarske ¢lny. v tomto momente nahadzuju svoje siete. tvarim sa, Ze ma
to nezaujima, za o€ami sa mi trepocu tenké koZe. doma nie je ziadna voda sland, cez luky
tecu priezracné potoky, k sykotu padajucich sieti stipam z povrchu do vnutra ruar. obkole-
send vlaknitym drevom ¢akdm na

odlet vtakov.

Z nemciny preloZila Elvira Haug

gleichzeitig

eine stufe nach unten, durch den regenbogen hinaus
aus ihm zopfe flechten und ein paar fliegen ins zimmer einladen

ein spiel, schauen, auf schof3en sitzen und an bereits dlteren hauten ganz leicht ziehen

knoten in heilige kettchen machen, dann weinen

auf einem verstellbaren sessel turnen, finger einklemmen
fusseln von quadratischen polstern zupfen
blumenmuster sollen das sein

es kratzt an der unterseite der oberschenkel

daneben ein hocker mit fliche aus gespannten plastikseilen, nicht sehr stramm
wie saiten, zehen spielen harfe darauf

dann barfuf auf steinbdden stehen, rillen fithlen und auch staub

die sohlen: rau und heif3

mit hdnden fest aufs geldnder schlagen

es ist gelb und vielleicht aus blech, geranien wackeln

ein lautes gerdusch, vibrieren breitet sich aus, schlagzeugbalkon

vom schwimmbad her trampolinspriinge hoéren, ameisen fangen, sie gie3en

sich im eck, versteckenspiel, ein geheimfach finden, mit besen ohne borsten darin
fiir kleine hexen oder zum teppichklopfen

sichtschutz zum nachbarn, schon 16chrig, sich freuen

ein langer heller vorhang, der aus dem zimmer ragt

ein geist darin und das sein kleid

neues ausdenken, spuk verbreiten, versuchen zu pfeifen

nie damit aufhéren

erschopft sein und auf der holzbank liegen

die weillen kornchen der mauer mit den fingernédgeln abkratzen
bis sich die augen schlief3en.

fast mittwoch

auf dem weg zur wochenmitte

alles einmal fallen lassen

das scharfe deckenlicht am spaten nachmittag
vergangene stunden verdeckt von teppichboden
der raum lugt aus seinen ecken

aus den bodenleisten, vielleicht

ist diese tiir ein fiir einsamkeit erdachtes tier
wirft schatten, schaut, bricht luft
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diebisch, durch das fenster dringt von auf3en

nichts

in der stille meines korpers vermesse ich
die angst vor einem raum

beobachte die vorboten

des schlafs, der jetzt schon

nicht mehr aufzuhalten ist.

schnitte und verstiandnis
es ist atem, der stocken lasst

bewegungen im fade out
die unbeweglichkeit der pupillen

dreht sich der blick, dreht sich der kopf, dreht sich der mensch

ich denke immer: reden, reden, reden

vielleicht ist diese sicht, geprigt von sonne oder himmel, wirme

ein grof3es gaukeln
ich biete nicht mehr an, komm, leg dich

weil ich nicht weil3, wie mit dem liegen zu verfahren ist

denke ans stillstehen, verschwenden, hdngenlassen und so
dem entgegengesetzt schnellt dann eine mimik

ins gesicht, mir zu liebe ein gerdusch
wie zu verstehen

gebiickt und mit blick am boden

die ritzen, der staub und sonst was
die richtung, die hénde nach vorn

vor den kopf stoen impliziert keine beriihrung

es wird sich nicht angegriffen

es wird sich nicht angegangen

doch doch

ich habe gesehen wie du geschaut hast
dass du geschaut hast

und dabei meine augen erwischt

ich bin gegangen

ohne zu griilen

oder habe gegriift, aber falsch

jetzt den verlorenen verstand zu erwihnen
ist ganz schon unfair

den verlusten gegeniiber

am ende in den kalten hinden anderer
ist alles was mein atem sein kann

oder:

hatte ahnung von

erinnerung als schnitt irgendwo

haut, papier

von anfang an

entscheidung: damit jetzt so weitergehen
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muzickych umeni. Debutoval zbierkou povie-
dok Ndvstevy (2014), v roku 2017 mu vySla

zbierka strasidelnych pribehov Cierny zosit.
V roku 2020 publikoval zbierku Zeny aj muzi,
zvieratd a najnovsie sa vratil k pokracovaniu

straSidelnych pribehov titulom Druhy ¢ierny

zo§it (2023). VSetky Styri zbierky boli nomi-
nované na cenu Anasoft litera. Druh4 a tre-
tia zbierka boli nominované na Cenu EU za

literatdiru. Autor Zije striedavo v bratislavskej

PetrZalke a obci Kremnické Bane a Zivi sa ako

dramaturg a scendrista.

Richard Pupala was born in August 1972. Af-
ter graduation he studied journalism and art

history at the Faculty of Arts of the Comenius

University in Bratislava. Later he graduated

in film and television dramaturgy and screen-
writing at the Academy of Performing Arts. He

debuted with the short-stories collection Vis-
its (2014), and in 2017 he published a collec-
tion of ghost stories, The Black Notebook. In

2020, he published the book Women and Men,
Animals, and most recently returned to ghost

stories once again with the title The Second

Black Notebook (2023). All four collections

have been nominated for the Anasoft Litera

Award. The second and third collections were

nominated for the EU Prize for Literature. The

author lives alternately in Bratislava’s Petrzal-
ka and Kremnické Bane, and makes his living
as a playwright and scriptwriter.

Sukromna hodina matematiky

,Vsak on je normalny psychopat!“ Otec ziapal a mama ho tiSila, snazila sa ma branit, ale tym
svojim kunkavym ténom, na facku. Raz som ju prichytil. Vratil som sa od kandlu a hned' som
Siel do kapelne. Nechcel som, aby otec zbadal, aky som zablateny. Sklonend nad umyvadlo,
vyskodila.

,»J€j, uZ si doma?“

,.Co sa stalo?“

,»Ni¢, zlatko,” hltipo sa zasmiala. ,Co by sa malo stat?“ A z nosa sa jej pustila krv.

Mama ludi znervéziiovala. Tiez som bojoval s nutkanim ubliZit jej alebo ju aspori Setrne,
no razne odsuntt z cesty. Jej naklonnost som povazoval za prekazku medzi mnou a otcom.

Prestari - kurva - kunkat!

Bolo to jeho slovo, inde neZ doma som ho nepoc¢ul. K maminmu hlasu priliehalo tak, Ze
mi ani nenapadlo patrat, kde ho otec vzal a ¢o znamena.

Dozvedel som sa to ndhodou, asi z nejakého dokumentu v telke. Muselo to byt na jar,
mozno v aprili eSte pred hodinou matematiky u profesorky Badinkovej. Bol som 6smak a celé
dni som sa ponevieral vonku. Prekvapilo ma, Ze kunka, konkrétne kunka Zltobruch4, je mala
nevzhladnd Zaba. A potom som ich aj poc¢ul nazivo, kunky, a neznelo to ako bezné Zabie kvaka-
nie, skor spev. Namiesto tréningov a dou¢ovania som chodil ku kandlu pri Cisticke. Parkrat som
zmizol aj z vyucovania, z dvojhodinovky technickych prac. Vobec ma netrapilo, Ze to praskne.
Mal som viac oblubenych miest. Opustenu stavbu s miestnostou ¢iernou od ohria alebo tisek
pri trati, kde rychlik zabil Styroch Afgancov. Hladal som tlomky kosti alebo aspori stopy krvi.

Ale najradSej som chodil ku kanalu. Cupel som bez pohnutia v krikoch a sledoval ludi
prechadzajuicich po chodniku. Bol som od nich sotva na dva metre a zdalo sa mi iZasné, Ze
ma nevidia. Bol som neviditelny a tajomny. Po¢tival som, o com sa zhovéaraji, hladel im do
tvari. Obc¢as ma zacitili psy, ale cez mocarinu, presakujucu z kanala, sa neodvazili. Otec mal
mozno pravdu a ja som sa zblaznil, tak trochu. Chlapcom sa to stava, zvlast v tomto obdobi
Zivota. Dnes viem, Ze to nie je ni¢ vynimoc¢né.

Jednu kunku som vylovil z vody a dobol do nej palicou. Spravila nie¢o ne¢akané. Ho-
reznacky, s vyto¢enymi kibmi, sa energicky prehla - akoby ma chcela odstrasit tym, Ze
praskne, predvadzajuc ziarivo ZIté flaky na bruchu. Netusila, aké m4 Stastie. Dostal som
chut pichnit do nej este raz a silno zatlacit, a taka chut je vzruSujuca, ale ovladol som sa,
tajomny a uslachtily, a zase znehybnel, spomalil dych, to mi iSlo na jednotku. Ked' sa kunke
zdalo, Ze nebezpecenstvo pominulo, otocila sa na brucho, zase sivozelend, a odskdkala do
bezpecia pod hladinu mocariny.

Spev kuniek sa mi zdal krasny. Neviem, ¢i ho otec niekedy pocul. Bol v iom zvlaStny
smutok. Rad som kvo6li tomu spevu pockal pri kandli do tmy. Detsky psychiater, doktor Mal-
noczky, muz s malickym noStekom, sa ma pytal, ¢i masturbujem. Otcovi potom vysvetlil, Ze
som len mierne zaostal vo vyvoji, ale vSetko doZeniem.

Predtym zaSiel otec do Skoly, ¢o som netuSil. Spytal sa ma, ¢i mu nechcem nieco pove-
dat, napriklad o mojich znamkach. Nechcel som mu ni¢ povedat a videl som, ako zovrel pést
a zhlboka, preryvane sa nadychol, no neudrel ma do tvare, len do ramena - az mi cvakli zuby.
Bolo to prvy a posledny raz, ¢o sa ma takto dotkol. Dozvedel sa, Ze som si katastrofdlne zhorsil
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prospech, ziacku som do Skoly preventivne prestal nosit. Z matematiky som prepadal. Preto
mi vybavil doucovanie. Profesorka Badinkova ucila na gymnaziu. A predtym prednasSala na
ekonomickej univerzite.

Otec ma odviezol pred osemposchodovy nezatepleny panelak a ¢akal v aute, kym vojdem.

, UZ ti nikdy nebudem méct verit,“ povedal mi po tidere pistou do ramena. Zvonil som v brane,
nikto neotvéaral, otec na mia hladel z auta a dovnutra ma vpustil telnaty chlap v slapkéach so
smetnym koSom.

,,Ku komu ides§?“

,»K profesorke Badinkovej.”

Vyznamne prikyvol a stlacil gombik, aby ma k nej vyviezol.

,Rodina?“

»oynovec.“

R&d som klamal a hl'adel pri tom ludom do o¢i. Smetny kd$ smrdel po rybach.

Zase som zvonil. Zdalo sa mi, Ze zvonim celi ve¢nost. Otec by mi neveril, Ze nebola doma.
Aked sa dvere kone¢ne pootvorili, akurat pre hlavicku s velkymi slne¢nymi okuliarmi, v prvom
momente som si myslel, Ze stojim oproti dietatu. Predstavil som sa a pripomenul douc¢ovanie.
Profesorka bola mensSia ako ja. Pozrela na hodinky, ktoré nemala na ruke, a vpustila ma dnu.

Asi som ju zobudil. Bola tla, vo vytahanom svetri, bez veku. Mala krétke vlasy. Do o¢i
som jej pre tmavé skla nevidel, v pritmi bytu sa musela pohybovat po paméti. Usadila ma
v obyvacke so zatiahnutymi zavesmi. ZaZala lampu v rohu a zapdlila si cigaretu. Izba nebola
peknd a mne sa to pécilo. Chvilu si ma bez pohybu prezerala a vyhlésila, Ze difa, Ze nie som
priliS hlupy.

Prezrela si uéebnicu matematiky, ktori som priniesol so sebou. Listovala v nej ¢oraz
prudsie, s cigaretou medzi prstami, aZ sa zdalo, Ze posledné stranky vytrhne, dudrajtc si popod
nos: ,Linedrne nerovnice... kruZnicovy obluk... vysek... kombinatorika...“ A v§imol som si, Ze
okrem svetra ma na sebe len hrubé pancuchy s dierami na kolenach.

Ucebnicu odhodila vedla mria na gaué. ,Dnes na teba nemam vela ¢asu,” povedala. ,,Bu-
deme sa chvilu rozpravat, nezavizne.“ Vstala a odiSla do kuchyne. Po¢ul som, ako otvorila
chladnicku. Vratila sa s flaSou Martini rosé. Naciahla sa do police po kristalovy pohar a naplnila
ho ruZzovym vermutom.

,»Nemas rad matematiku alebo ju nechapes?“

Zamyslel som sa.

,»Kym sa skon¢i hodina, zda sa mi, Ze umriem.“

Napila sa. ,,Chcelo by to I'ad,” zabrblala a upriamila na mra tmavé skla. ,,Pravdepodobne
netusis, aka je matematika krasna.“

Potom sa rozhovorila. Fajcila jednu od druhej a medzi vetami chlipkala vermut po diskoch
ako mudry vtacik. Kladla mi otdzky. Urcite som uz pocul, Ze matematika ma vela spolo¢ného
s hudbou, &no? Nie s Eldnom, pochopitelne. A Skolské osnovy ti krasu zabijaji. Nepaméatam si
presne, ¢o vSetko mi povedala. MoZzno hovorila aj o tom, Ze matematika je o vztahoch. A viac
o dolezitych otdzkach nez odpovediach. Ale niec¢o doleZité tym zmenila. Ziaden dospely sa so
mnou takto nerozpraval. Ur¢ite nie v §kole. Matematiku za¢nes§ mat rad, hovorila alebo to dnes
hovorim ja, ak pochopis, Ze je plnd zdhad, ktoré ¢akaju len na to, kym ich rozltisknes.

»Je to dobré?“ spytal som sa a ukdzal na flaSu. Vyrazne zdobené vinety vermutov

pritahovali moju pozornost.

,»Je to sladké a horké zaroven,“ povedala a dopila, zaklonila hlavku. Vzala dalsi kristalovy
pohar, naliala mi vermut a doliala aj sebe.

Najskor som na jazyku zacitil omamnu sladkost, cez ktord sa vzapiti predrala horka,
dospela chut.

Chcela vediet nie¢o o mne. Povedal som jej o rodi¢och. O tom, Ze otec nezndsa mamu a uz
aj mna. Pripadalo mi uiplne normalne, Ze to hovorim, v obyvacke plnej dymu. Jednu cigaretu
tipla v polovici a druhu si hned' zapdlila. Ked' som dopil, doliala mi.

»Matematika je ako Zivot. Je vo vSetkom,“ povedala.

Hladel som na kolen4.

»Aj vo mne?“ spytal som sa.

»Aj v tebe, ty trkvas,” povedali diery na pancuchéch.

Hodinu zrazu utala. Tipla cigaretu a povedala, aby som Siel.

»Nabuduce si povieme nieco o pravdepodobnosti.“

Otec zacitil dym z cigariet. A potom alkohol z mojho dychu. Plietol sa mi jazyk, skor zo
strachu ako z vermutu. Mamu silno ustipol do lica a drzal, kym sa nerozplakala. A hned' rano
zaSiel do gymnazia.

Profesorku Badinkovu prepustili. Mala uz jedno napomenutie a v kabinete jej nasli flasu.
Otec napadol mamu eSte raz a potom od nés odisiel. Podal Ziadost o rozvod a zaloZil si novi
rodinu. Mama bola dlho nestastnd. Chcela poznat odpoved a hladala ju v sebe. Chvilu trvalo,
kym si zvykla, Ze je spokojnejSia ako predtym. Isty ¢as tomu pocitu neddverovala, asi preto,
Ze ho dovtedy nezazila.

Profesorku som parkrat stretol, naposledy v potravindch v oddeleni s alkoholom, asi po
roku. Kupovala vino. Pozdravil som ju, kyvla hlavkou, ale neviem, ¢i ma cez slne¢né okuliare
spoznala.

Otec s nami prestal udrZiavat kontakty. Jedného dria cez letné prazdniny som ho po rokoch
nahodou zbadal na pumpe kdesi za Kremnicou, uz ako vysokoSkoldk. Mal so sebou malého
syna, druhého. Z kufra zaparkovaného auta vytiahol mikinu a protestujiceho chlapceka do
nej navliekol. Zdvihol ho do naruce a poriadne mu zo Zartu prdol pod bradu. Maly sa dusil
od smiechu a otec si ma v§imol, ked ho ukladal do sedacky. Isty ¢as som si nahovéral, Ze ma
nevidel, ale pohlady sa ndm stretli, to pamét nevymysli. Nastipil do auta a odfrcali. Nezazlie-
vam mu to. Mohol som mu mavnut, keby som chcel.

S druhou rodinou mu to vyslo lepSie.

Vyzivné platil nacas, az kym som nedostudoval.

Mama sa nezmenila. Ani moja manZelka ju nema v laske. Ludi stile znervdziiuje, a mna
tieZ. NaSe deti rozmaznéava a ony ju maju rady takym tym banalnym spdsobom. Je len otdzkou
C¢asu, kedy pred riou za¢nu utekat.

»J€j, ty zase kunkas!“

Bavi ma to; a myslim, Ze aj ju.

,»,0zaj?“

»,UZ s tym prestan.“

Na jar sa chodim poprechadzat ku kandlu. Vzal som tam aj rodinu, ale smutny spev ne-
videnych Zabiek so zltymi bruchami na moju Zenu ani deti nijako zvlast nezaposobil.
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A private maths lesson

“The kid is a regular psycho!”

My dad was shouting as my mum tried to calm him down and protect me, except that
she did it in that annoying, yelly-aching voice of hers.

Like the time I caught her leaning over the washbasin. I'd been to the canal and when 1
got home, I headed straight for the bathroom, before Dad noticed that I was covered in mud.

“Oh, you’re back already!” she said, startled.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing, sweetiepie,” she said with a silly laugh. “Why should there be anything wrong?”
And she got a nosebleed.

Mum often rubbed people up the wrong way. I, too, had to resist the temptation to hurt
her, or at least to push her aside gently but firmly. I saw her affections as standing between
myself and Dad.

“Stop that bloody yelly-aching!”

This was his word, I never heard it anywhere except at home. And it fitted Mum’s voice
so well that it never even occurred to me to try to find out where Dad got it from and what
it meant.

I discovered what the word meant by chance, probably from some TV documentary. It
must have been spring, April perhaps, just before my maths lesson with Miss Badinkova.
I was in eighth grade and used to spend whole days roaming the streets. I was surprised
to learn that the yellow bellied toad was an ugly little frog. And then I got to hear them live,
the yellow bellied toads: it didn’t sound like ordinary croaking, more like singing. Instead
of sports practice and the tutors, I used to go to the canal by the sewage works. Sometimes
I'd also sneak out of school during the two-hour technology workshop. I didn’t care if I was
found out. I had several favourite places. A room in a deserted building site blackened by
fire, and an area close to the railway tracks where an express train had killed four Afghans.
I used to look for bone fragments or at least some traces of blood.

But the canal was my all-time favourite. I would crouch motionless hidden in the bushes
and watch people walk past. I was less than two metres away and thought it was amazing
that they couldn’t see me. I felt invisible and mysterious. I would listen to them talking. Look
into their faces. Sometimes a dog would catch my scent but didn’t dare to approach across
the swampy area around the canal. Dad might have had a point, I might really have gone a
bit crazy. It does happen to boys, especially at that age. Now I know that it’s nothing out of
the ordinary.

Once I fished out a yellow bellied toad from the water and poked it with a stick. It did
something unexpected. With its belly up and joints twisted, it arched vigorously, as if it want-
ed to deter me by bursting, and showed off bright yellow spots on its belly. It didn’t know
how lucky it was. I felt like poking it again and pressing down hard, an exhilarating sort of
desire, but I controlled myself - mysterious and noble as I was - and froze again, slowing
down my breathing, something I was brilliant at. Once the toad sensed that the danger was
over, it flipped back onto its belly and bounced off, grey-green again, back to safety below
the surface of the swamp.

I thought the singing of the yellow bellied toads was beautiful. I don’t know if Dad had
ever heard it. There was a sadness to it. I was happy to sit by the canal until it got dark,
just to hear it. The child psychiatrist, Dr Malnoczky, a man with a tiny nose, asked me if I
masturbated. Then he told Dad that I was only slightly delayed in my development but that
I would catch up.

I had no idea that Dad had been to my school. He asked me if I had anything to tell him,
about my grades for example. I had nothing to tell. I saw him clench his fist and draw a
deep breath. He didn’t hit me in the face but instead punched my shoulder so hard that my
teeth clicked. This was the first and last time he touched me like that. He’d found out that
my grades had worsened catastrophically. I had stopped bringing my pupil’s record book
home a long time ago, to be on the safe side. I was headed for a fail in maths. That was why
he found me a tutor. Miss Badinkova was a teacher at a grammar school and before that
she had taught at the university’s department of economics.

Dad drove me to an old-style eight-story prefab block and waited in the car until I was
inside. “T'll never be able to trust you again,” he said after punching me in the shoulder with
his fist. I rang the bell at the entrance with Dad watching from the car. There was no answer.
A portly man in flipflops carrying a rubbish bin let me in.

“Who have you come to see?”

“Miss Badinkova.”

He nodded and pressed the button.

“A relative?”

“Nephew.”

I enjoyed lying to people while looking them in the eye. The rubbish bin stank of fish.

I rang the bell again. An eternity seemed to pass. Dad wouldn’t have believed that she
wasn’t home. When the door finally opened a crack, just enough for a little head with big
sunglasses to poke through, my first thought was that I was looking at a child. I introduced
myself and said I'd come about the tutoring. The teacher was shorter than I was. She glanced
at a nonexistent wristwatch and let me in.

Apparently, I'd woken her up. She wore a shapeless jumper. She was slender and ageless,
with short hair. I couldn’t see her eyes through the dark lenses. She seemed to navigate the
semidarkness of her flat by memory. She showed me to a seat in the living room with heavy
curtains that were kept drawn. She switched on a lamp in the corner and lit a cigarette. It
was not a nice room, and that appealed to me. She watched me for a while in silence and
then said she hoped I wasn’t too thick.

She took a look at the maths textbook I'd brought along. She flipped through it with
mounting fury, cigarette between her fingers, nearly ripping out the last pages and muttering
under her breath: “Linear inequations... circular arc... sector... combinatorics...” I noticed
that the only thing she was wearing apart from the jumper were thick tights with holes at
the knees.

She flung the textbook down on the sofa next to me. “I don’t have a lot of time for you
today,” she said. “Let’s just have a bit of a chat.” She stood up and went to the kitchen. I heard
her open the fridge. She returned with a bottle of Martini rosé. She reached for a crystal
wine glass on a shelf and filled it with pink vermouth.
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“You don’t like maths, or you just don’t get it?”

I thought about it.

“I feel like I'm going to die by the time the lesson’s over.”

She took a sip. “It needs some ice,” she mumbled and fixed her dark glasses on me.

“You probably have no idea how beautiful maths is.”

She started to talk. Chainsmoking and sipping vermouth between sentences like some
wise little bird. She asked me a few questions. I must have heard that maths had a lot in
common with music. Not as in the band Elan, of course. But school curricula were killing
its beauty. I don’t remember everything she told me. She may have mentioned that maths
was about relations. And more about important questions than answers. No adult had ever
talked to me like that. Certainly not at school. You'll get to like maths, she said - or maybe
it’s me saying it today - if you realize that it’s full of mysteries that are just waiting to be
cracked open.

“Is it nice?” I asked, pointing at the bottle. I was fascinated by the strikingly ornate
vermouth label.

“It’s both sweet and bitter,” she said, finished her drink and tilted her head back.

When she went to the toilet, I took a swig from the bottle. She was right. First an intoxi-
cating sweetness spread across my palate, followed immediately by a bitter, grown-up taste.
Before I heard her flush, I took a few more sips. Waves of warmth surged through my body.

She then wanted to learn something about me. I told her about my parents. That Dad
couldn’t stand Mum and that lately he couldn’t stand me either. It felt quite normal to be
saying these things in the smoke-filled living room. She put one cigarette out halfway through,
then immediately lit another.

“Maths is in everything,” she declared.

I stared at her knees.

“In me?”

“In you too, you dimwit,” said the holes in the tights.

Suddenly she cut the lesson short. She stubbed out the cigarette and ordered me to go
home.

“Next time we’ll have a chat about probability.”

Dad smelled the cigarette smoke. And then the alcohol on my breath. I was slurring my
speech, though more from fear than the vermouth. Dad gave Mum a painful pinch in the
cheek and kept pinching until she started to cry. The next morning he went round to the
grammar school.

Miss Badinkova was fired. She’d been reprimanded once before, and they also found
a bottle in her office. Dad assaulted Mum one more time and then he left us. He sued for
divorce and started a new family. For a long time, Mum was unhappy. She kept looking for
an explanation and tried to find it in herself. It took her a while to get used to being happier
than before. And she needed time to trust this feeling, probably because she had not known
it before.

Dad broke off all contact with us. One day, in the summer holidays, a university student
by then, I spotted him at a petrol station somewhere near Kremnica. He was with a young
boy. Taking a sweatshirt from the boot of a parked car he pulled it over the little boy’s head.

He picked him up and gave him a playful but mighty punch on the chin. The kid was choking
with laughter. Dad noticed me as he strapped the boy into the child seat. For a while I tried to
convince myself that he hadn’t seen me, but our eyes did meet, I'm sure of that, and memory
doesn’t lie about that sort of thing. He got into the car and zoomed off. I'm not cross with
him. I could have waved to him if I'd wanted to.

He was luckier with his second family. And he paid alimony until my graduation.

Mum hasn’t changed. My wife doesn’t like her either. She still rubs people up the wrong
way, myself included. She spoils our children and they love her in that banal sort of way. It’s
just a question of time before they start running away from her.

“Mum, you're yelly-aching again!”

I enjoy this and I think she does too.

“Am I?”

“Stop it.”

In springtime I go for walks by the canal. Once I took my family along but my wife and
children weren’t particularly impressed with the mournful singing of the invisible little toads
with their yellow bellies.

Translated by Julia and Peter Sherwood
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Maria Sanchez
Spanielsko/Spain

Maria Sanchez je Spanielska spisovatelka, ve-
terinarka a autorka knith Cuaderno de campo
(Polny zapisnik), Almdciga: Un vivero de pa-
labras de nuestro medio rural (Semenisko)
a Tierra de mujeres: Una mirada intima
y familiar al mundo rural (Krajina Zien),
ktord sa stala bestsellerom v Spanielsku
a bola preloZend do francuzStiny a nemciny.
Jej poézia a préoza boli preloZzené do anglic¢-
tiny, francizstiny, portugaléiny, slovenciny,
nemciny, rumunciny a polStiny. Pravidelne
prispieva do publikacii o literatare, feminiz-
me a vidieckej kulttire. Okrem inych oceneni
jej bola udelend cena Orgullo Rural, ktord
udeluje spravna rada Nad4cie pre vidiecke
Studie ,,za to, Ze je mostom pre Sirenie vi-
dieckeho sveta“; Narodnda cena za kultiru
mladeZe INJUVE za to, Ze svojou poéziou
prispela ,k zviditelneniu potreby zachovat
zivot na vidieku prikladnym a inovativnym
sposobom®; cena FADEMUR 2019 za jej boj
za vidiecke Zeny, cena Cérdoba en Igualdad
2020 v kategorii Umenie a kultira od Dipu-
taciéon de Cérdoba a cena Artes y Letras 2021
od Fundacion Princesa de Girona za pracu
poetky, spisovatel'ky a aktivistky na obranu
vidieckej kultary a najma zabudnutej ulohy
Zien na vidieku. Cuaderno de campo (La Bella
Varsovia, 2017) je jej prva zbierka basni. Tier-
ra de mugeres je jej prva esej, text o Zenach
a vidieckom prostredi (Seix Barral, 2019),
preloZeny do francuzstiny (Rivages, 2020),
nemciny (Blessing Verlag, 2021) a angli¢tiny
(jar 2022, University Trinity Press). Almdciga
(Geoplaneta, 2020) je utocisko pre slova z vi-
dieckeho prostredia, ktoré Zije a rastie vo
virtualnej podobe.

Maria Sanchez is a Spanish writer, veterinarian

and the author of Cuaderno de campo (Field

Notebook), Almdciga: Un vivero de palabras

de nuestro medio rural (Seedbed), and Tierra

de mujeres: Una mirada intima y familiar al
mundo rural (Land of Women), a bestseller in

Spain, with translations into French and Ger-
man. Her poetry and prose have been trans-
lated into English, French, Portuguese, English,
Slovakian, German, Romanian and Polish. She

is a regular contributor to publications on lit-
erature, feminism, and rural culture. Among
other prizes, she has been awarded the Orgul-
lo Rural prize by the Board of Trustees of the

Rural Studies Foundation «for being a bridge

for the dissemination of the rural world», the

National Youth Culture Prize by the Spanish

Youth Institute (INJUVE) for having contributed

with her poetry «to making visible, in an exem-
plary and innovative way, the need to maintain

life in the countryside», FADEMUR 2019 award

from the Federacién de Asociaciones de Mu-
jeres Rurales (FADEMUR) for her fight for rural

women, Cordoba en Igualdad 2020 in the Art

and Culture category from the Diputacion de

Cérdoba, and Artes y Letras 2021 award from

the Fundacion Princesa de Girona for her work

as a poet, writer and activist in defence of ru-
ral culture, and especially the forgotten role of
women in the countryside. Cuaderno de campo

(La Bella Varsovia, 2017) is her first collection

of poems. Tierra de mujeres, is her first essay,
a text on women and the rural environment

(Seix Barral, 2019), translated into French (Ri-
vages, 2020), German (Blessing Verlag, 2021) an

English (spring 2022, University Trinity Press).
Alméciga (Geoplaneta, 2020) is a small nursery

of words from the rural environment in the dif-
ferent languages of our territory that continues

to live and grow in virtual format.

Ruka, ktora opatruje

Samec kojota ostdva pri samici pocas celej gravidity a stard sa o potravu pre mlddatd.
U cicavcov ide o ojedinely jav.

Biografia:

slovo
ako duch, ¢o najskor vystrasi
a potom sa tackavo rozbehne prec
- niekedy sa chichoce ako dieta, ktoré vie, Ze ho rodi¢ia
hladaju a nemézu ndjst -

hora

ktora rastie a rastie
je nahle cudzia
blizka a nepriatel'sk&
nekonecnd

oslnivé svetlo
¢i drobny zablesk
ktory sa zjavuje spod ruky, ¢o zac¢ina pisat

Oblubenci svetla

Preto sme stvorenie tvrdé a zvyknuté na tarchu vtrap

a tym ddvame dokaz, aky je pravy nds poévod.

Ovidius

Z generacie na generaciu

Dom méZe byt pustou. Kto ma pozoruje z fotografie. Pan¢usky, ktoré som si za$pinila na
povale. To, ¢o oddeluje sklo, je taktieZ priepast. Tamtie sovy, také Zivé a mitve, vo mne
vidia I'ahku korist.

II
Gul'’ka mojho prastarého otca mi pretrhne bok. Na mieste, kde pla¢em, sa skryva ruka, ¢o

drzala smrt. Mohla by som sa vydat do hor ako on, ale koho som ja zabila, ak som td, ¢o
krvaca?
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III

Pomocou Stepu mozes§ premenit charakter stromu aj plodu - staéi nozik a obviz. Ruka
otca v8ak v hlave dietata nevladne. StraZi tvoju bolest a tvoje dlane. Méj stary otec pouZival
nozik. Ja som obviizovala nové telo. Nezabudni plakat, aby sa rana zacelila.

Vsetko, €o si robil, aby bol dom plny zvierat a nespustol

Presne toto si vZdy chcel, mat nas vSetkych pod jednou strechou. A ked' si lihame spat,
pocujeme, ako rastie trava a kravy prezuvaju, a citime tvoje teplé dlane - uz sa netrasu ako
pri prvom stretnuti s mtvym zvieratom, pri spomienke na lekcie s lekdrom na pérodnej
sale, kde akasi Zena rodi - nie spotené dlane ako vtedy, ale tvoje pevné a teplé dlane kolisa-
juce ihlu taktiez odtialto az k nam

a teraz sa stanem najpevnejsim svalom tohto Zaludka, a teraz vds prepojim najpevnejsimi
stehmi, zviaZem toto cesto z rodiny, bolesti a kalu, aby nikdy nenastala hodina odchodu,
aby sa tdto nekonecénd nit nikdy nevyplietla.

Spieval si, Ze po narodenti je placenta uZ na ni¢, Ze pre na$ domov poslizi jeden zo Styroch
zaludkov, ktoré si vzdy hladil.

Teraz, ked nedokdZeme rozoznat
hlas od bucania

pastvu od potravy

tu sme my,

tu tvoje kravy,

stary otec.

Zvierata si na skon hladaju tazko dostupné miesta

Do New Yorku sa skorec obycajny (od Aljasky aZ po Mexiko prebieha hotovd vtdcia invdzia)
dostal tak, Ze niekomu napadlo, Ze by mesto bolo viac na urovni, ak by v Central Parku Zil

kazdy jeden z vtacich druhov spomenutych v Shakespearovych dielach.

Alan Weisman

I

Som tretia generdcia rodu muzov pochadzajucich zo zeme a z krvi. Z ruk starého otca
zvazujucich dohromady Styri Zaladky preZuvavca. Z noh prastarého otca opierajticich sa
do chrbta muly, aby dociahol na olivy. Z hlasu a hlavy méjho otca, ktory len opakuje ja

v tvgjom veku ja a tvoj stary otec ja a muzi

II

Studujem chirurgické postupy umoziiujiice pristup k dutine, ktorti nikdy neotvorim. Nie
ruky starého otca ani otcov hlas. Zvierata teraz zomieraju, skor neZ sa zaSiju vnutornosti,
skor nez citit horuci tlkot, skor nez sa zem sfarbi krvou.

III

Chcem sledovat stopu umierajiceho zvierata. Dotkniit sa strastiplnej, agonickej cesty na
jeho vieckach. Nohy opreté do chrbta, hlas v jednom zo Zaladkov. Prehovaraju ku mne,
akoby som bola muz. Cakaji odo mia to, ¢o ¢akaji od muZa.

Ale ja krvacam. Zviera ¢ Zena: vytvorend zo snov a siz.
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Nikto to nezaznamenal

hovorievali, Ze si uz celkom privykli
pozerat sa smrti zas a znova
do oci

stratou paméti
tak mozes miesto prekliat
a vyludnit ho

ale z pozostatkov minulosti
sa zakaZdym zrodi

ticha zlost

ked' niekto umrie

placeme

sme sucastou ritualu
objimame sa odovzdavame sa
naplno

lic¢eniu

pre¢o nemozem urobit to isté
ked'ide o potok

o cesti¢ku o mociar

o pastvinu o Celad' stromov

o stado o strom

o Zivot, ktory postupne mizne

uZ viac neplace tato zem
a nam zosili viecka

aby mftvi nezistili
nerozpravali

vZdy zdoraznovali:

vzdajte sa cnenia
aj v lom sa totiz ukryva

moc
nasilie
sucho

III

Mohli by sme koneéne uznat
Ze sme mrtvi

ale naSe stopy v krajine

by vam nikdy neklamali

chceli sme byt kvetinou

steblom pSeni¢nou otrubou

lamavou stonkou

liSajnikom alebo kérou

lenze ten, kto tam hore hodil kockami
zasvitil naSe tela

vyrobe a praci

zostane po nas popol
na miestach, ktoré teraz
nazyvate zoénami obety

avSak naSe svety sa prekryvaju
a dnes si my chceme vybrat
prvy pribeh

zasili nas

do srdca ¢loveka, ktory zhresil
na tie zaplaty a rezy

bude mozné navliect

— to vam hovorime —
iné mapy citu

PreloZila Eva Lalkovicovd
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Nadiel lo registro

decian que estaban mas que acostumbrados
a mirar a la muerte unay otra vez
ala cara

sin memoria
asi puedes maldecir un lugar
y despoblarlo

pero una rabia silenciosa
siempre nacera de los vestigios
de la historia

cuando alguien muere

lloramos

formamos parte del ritual

nos abrazamos nos entregamos
sin mesura

a la despedida

por qué no puedo hacer lo mismo
con un arroyo

un sendero un pantano

una dehesa una familia de arboles
un rebafo un arbol

un ser que se desvanece

ya no llora este paisaje

a nosotros nos cosieron los parpados
para que los muertos no supieran

no contaran

ellos siempre sefalaron:

renegad de la nostalgia
en ella también se esconden

el poder
la violencia
la sequia

III

Podriamos aceptar de una vez
que estamos muertos

pero nuestras huellas en el paisaje
nunca os mentirian

queriamos ser flor

brizna céscara de cereal

un tallo quebradizo

liquen o corteza

pero quien tir6 los dados alla arriba
hizo devotos nuestros cuerpos

de la produccién y del trabajo

quedaran nuestras cenizas
en los lugares que ahora
designdis como zonas de sacrificio

pero nuestros mundos se solapan
y hoy preferimos elegir nosotros

la primera historia

nos cosieron

en el corazén de un hombre que peca

de esos remiendos y tajos
podran enhebrarse

—os decimos—
otros mapas del afecto
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XXI

Y si el mas alla
es solo
otro reflejo en el agua

cada ser lleva consigo
un jirén que podria guiaros
hasta su primer ancestro

pero esta tierra no solo fue
custodiada por angeles

guardamos la luz
en las aguas subterraneas

no solo los que saben nombrar
dialogan

a cada instante

alguien toca
suavemente a la puerta
del universo

éprestaréis ahora
atencion?

XXIV

Nos enamoramos del color
de la labor antigua

anoramos el frio
el vuelo lento

dejais desde entonces
largos los cabellos

para recoger la escarcha
en las huellas

animales de sed
amar a los que ya no estan
es demasiado facil

afuera sobrevive
pausado el verdecillo

ya vendra el tiempo del celo
los giros de mariposa

el infinito espera
€como un gazapo
entre las cosas
madas pequefas
de este mundo

algo queda
estamos seguros

sabemos

seguird naciendo
una umbria

podréis compartir
el pan y el descanso

podréis también
en ella
por qué no

esconderos
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Petr Sestak
Ceska republika/Czech republic

Petr Sestdk se narodil v r. 1981 do ¢esko-Zidov-
skej rodiny v juhomoravskych Sudetéach, Stu-
doval bohemistiku na Pedagogickej fakulte

Univerzity Karlovej v Prahe. Na skusku odi-
Siel do Londyna, k dlhSiemu pobytu v Parizi

ho priviedla laska, v ukrajinskom Lvove ucil

¢eStinu. Pisal scendre pre cestopisny serial

Ceskej televizie a zti¢astnil sa na jeho nataca-
ni v Mongolsku i na francuzskych ostrovoch

v Karibiku. Dva roky Zil v obytnej dodavke

a krizoval Eurépu s putovnou vystavou foto-
grafii. Skusenosti z nomdadskeho Zivota zachy-
til v poeticko-filozofickom cestopise Kocovnd

galerie (Paper Jam, 2014). Zo zahrani¢nych

pobytov Cerpal taktieZ v poviedkovej knihe

Stvanice (Dauphin, 2015). Kontinuita parku

(Host, 2021), jeho debutovy roman ziskal nad-
Sené reakcie kritiky a vyrazne zarezonoval aj

u Citatelov. V minulom roku mu vysla kniha

pre deti Cesta je pes (Host, 2023) a romanovy
pamflet Vyhorent (Host, 2023), ktory ziskal

nomindciu na cenu Magnesia litera za prézu

roku. V sicasnosti Zije predovSetkym v Prahe,
prevadzkuje analogové fotokabiny a organi-
zuje kultirne akcie v Mikulove.

Petr Sestak was born in 1981 into a Czech-Jew-
ish family in the Sudetenland of south
Moravia. He is a graduate in Czech from the
Faculty of Education of Charles University in
Prague. After he tried his luck in London, love
led him to Paris. He went on to teach Czech in
Lviv, Ukraine. He has written screenplays for
a travel show broadcast on Czech Television
and was involved in its filming in Mongolia
and islands of the French West Indies. For two
years, he lived in a motor home as he trav-
elled about Europe with a mobile exhibition of
photographs. His experiences of the nomadic
life are captured in the poetic, philosophical
travel book A Nomad’s Gallery / Kocovnd
galerie (Paper Jam, 2014). His volume of short
stories The Hunt / Stvanice (Dauphin, 2015)
also draws on his stays abroad. His third book,
Continuity in the Park |/ Kontinuita parku
(Host, 2021), attracted excellent reviews and
resonated very strongly with readers. In par-
allel with his new work, novelistic pamphlet
about the life of humans in a world of cars
Burnout |/ Vyhoreni, the author will be pre-
senting this autumn his book for children The
Road Is A Dog | Cesta je pes, also published by
Host. Petr Sestdk now lives mainly in Prague.
He runs an analogue photo booth and organ-
izes cultural events a small border town.

Vyhoreni

Kdysi lidé ukazovali pAnim mozolnaté ruce jako dikaz, Ze umi vzit za praci. Ja bych ti
mohl ukazat svoje pevna lytka, kiizi napnutou k prasknuti, nabéhlé Zzily. Fabriky v tomhle
mésté uz nejsou, nezivim se rukama, ale nohama. Dvandct hodin denné dupu do pedald,
na zadech c¢ervenou nebo modrou nebo zelenou nebo ¢ernou kostku s logem Platformy,
pro kterou jezdim.

Kam ¢umis, kreténe!

Tady mi nikdy ned4$ prednost zprava. Po¢itdm s tim a nejedu naplno. Stfihnes to
tésné pfede mnou, ale ujedes jenom dvacet metri a musis zastavit v koloné. Sldpnu do
pedalu, béhem par sekund t& dojedu a kloubem ukazovacku ti zatukam na okynko. Drzi§
volant, leZérné poklepavas kizi, kterou je posity, je ti mezi padesati a Sedesati, prosedlé
vlasy, charismaticky typ, jede$ z kancelafe do vily na prfedmésti, mozna ti uvnitf hraje
vazna hudba nebo klasicky rock, ani se za mnou neohlédnes, divas se primo pred sebe,
pridavas plyn, poustis spojku. S celou kolonou se ale posune$ jenom o dva metry. Znovu
té dojedu, klepu na okno, gestikuluju, ukazuju pravou ruku, prfednost zprava! Snazim se
nekficet, ale i kdybych kficel, pfes neprodysné sklo mé neuslysiS. Uvnitf mas prijemné
klima, v zimé v 1été svych dvaadvacet stupnd, lehké vrnéni motoru, uklidiiujici huéeni
vétraku. ZabuSim silnéji, ale ty civiS jen dopredu, bezpec¢né vis§, Ze tvoje sklo vydrZzi vic
neZ moje pést. Nedivas se na mé nikdy. Ani kdyZ ti doru¢im jidlo azZ ke dvefim. Divas se na
papirovou tasku s logem Platformy, ve které ti ho poddvam. Divas se na ui¢et, na pfenosny
platebni termindl, jestli ¢4stka sedi. Nikdy ne na mé. Pomalu pustiS spojku a pridas plyn.
M43 silny motor, kdyz akcelerujes, z vyfuku vytece trochu kapaliny. Pozdéji ji dést splachne
do reky.

Kolo neodmyslitelné patfilo k mému détstvi. Na détstvi mi tehdy pfipadalo nejkrasnéjsi
to, Ze bylo docasné. Kazdym dalsim krokem jsem se staval dospélejSim. Poprvé jsem to
pocitil, kdyZ mi z détského bicyklu odmontovali pomocna kolecka. Brzy jsem z néj vyrostl
uplné a k narozenindm jsem dostal o dost vétsi. Mél vysoka riditka a dlouhé sedlo, na
kterém jsem mohl vozit kamarady. Se strycem jsme ho u néj v garazi vy¢istili a naolejovali.
Pomohls mi dratkem pripevnit na rdm dfivko od nanuku tak, aby lehce lizalo Spice. Trval
jsem na tom a tys mi, stryc¢ku, ihned porozumél a pomrkavals na mé. KdyZ jsem pySné
vyrazil na ulici, kolo drnéelo tplné jako motorka a ja si na ném pfipadal tak strasné velky.
Kdyz jeSté par let trpélivé pockam, budu moct fidit opravdovou malou motorku! Ale to
porad jeSté nebude ono, protoZe motorka ma jenom dvé kola. Opravdu dospély budu, az
si udélam Fidi¢dk na auto, azZ budu mit étyfi kola a volant. Rikal jsem si, Ze to do té doby
musim néjak vydrZet. JenomZe pak se asi néco nepovedlo.

Uhni z cesty!

JedeS tésné za mnou, citim teplo motoru, jeho nedockavost, touhu byt vzdy v cele
pelotonu. Jenomze tady mé nemiize$ predjet. Za chvili to nevydrzis a zatroubis, nékdy
se naplno opiu do pedald, co nejrychleji dojedu nékam, kde na to koneéné budes moct
Slapnout i ty, a trochu se mi ulevi, trochu zvolnim tempo, zbavim se pocitu ohroZeni.
Jindy se ota¢im a ukazuju fakéce, ja sem patfim stejné jako ty, debile. Obéas mam chut
zastavit, zatarasit bicyklem cestu a jit ti rozbit drzku. Ale malokdy to udélam, jenom na
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sebe pres plot Sst€kame, jenom ten kysely pocit nenévisti, ktery se ndm rozlije po téle a tu
pachut citime je$té za hodinu, nékdy po cely den. Pokazdé ti chci rozbit drzku, ale vlastné
to neudé€lam nikdy. Védci zkoumali, jak mozek reaguje na ndstroje, které clovék pouziva.
Ucastnici experimentu hodinu pracovali s jednoduchou mechanickou rukou uréenou ke
sbirani drobnych odpadkt. Po hodiné méli odhadovat vzdalenost predmét a posoudit,
jestli na né dosdhnou, nebo ne. Odhadovali vzdalenost mnohem hir nez pied pouzivinim
prodlouZené mechanické ruky, méli pocit, Ze dosdhnou dél, Ze jejich ruka je delsi, nez ve
skutecCnosti je. Nastroj se okamzité napojil na mozek, ktery ho integroval, jako by byl so-
ucésti téla. Okamzité prenastavil vnimani svéta a podfidil ho néstroji. Tahle schopnost stoji
u zrodu civilizace. Kazdy den pouzivas auto, stal ses autem. Auto chce pohyb, auto chce
jet, chce jet, jak rychle jen miiZe. Proto to troubeni na cyklistu, na chodce, na pomalejsi
auta. Na chodniku bys prece nikomu nefunél na zdda a nefval, uhni! To netroubis ty, to
nechces jet ty, ty nejsi bezohledny, to tvij nastroj, ktery je tebou prorostly a ty jsi prorostly
jim. Jsi jako Paco de Lucia, kdyZ hraje na kytaru, jenomze ty nejsi Paco de Lucia a nehrajes
na kytaru, ty jedes za cyklistou, spéchas, protoZze tviij nastroj spécha, troubis, protoze tvij
ndstroj umi troubit, troubi§ jenom jednim ténem, ty troubo, protoZe sis vybral Spatny na-
stroj. A pak nékde vystoupis, jdes do kancelére, tvorit hodnoty, budovat svét, pracovat na
lepsich zitfcich, prosazovat ideje, kreslit urbanistické plany, stavét, délat politiku. A protoZe
jsi porad jesSté auto, budujes svét aut, planuje§ mésta pro auta, délas politiku pro auta.

Vracim se domt v noci, z poslednich sil vynesu kolo az nahoru do bytu, protoze vdomé
neni kde ho zaparkovat. Je tu klid, spolubydlici uZ spi, skoro se neviddme, nemluvime
spolu. Spolec¢né mame jen to, Ze jsme prilis stafi na studentsky Zivot, jsme single a mame
nejisté prijmy. Jsem k smrti utahany, ale ¢asto nemtzu usnout. Svaly jsou rozpumpované
z celodenniho $lapéni, srdce jesté busi v rytmu otacek pedéld, nervy mam pocuchané
z adrenalinovych jizd, veCer musim byt nejrychlejsi, veCer si miiZu nejvic vydélat. Rozsvi-
tim lampicku a oteviu okno, dole Sumi frekventovana ulice, nemtiZe zlistat dole v pfizemi,
vlamuje se azZ ke mné do pokoje, nenecha mé na pokoji. Bezradné se prehrabuju v Supliku
psaciho stolu, je v ném uplné vSechno. Mezi ti¢tenkami, dokumenty, ndjemni smlouvou
jsou pohazené fotky. Z détstvi jich mam jen par, po rozvodu rodi¢i nemél nikdo ¢as mé
starosti se svou novou mladou milenkou. Diikaz moji tehdejsi existence zprostiedkoval
fotograf, co chodil kaZzdy rok do Skolky. Vyberu jednu fotku, zaviu Suplik a zhroutim se na
matraci na zemi. Pod hlavu si ddm pefinu, nato¢im lampicku a kone¢né si natdhnu bolavé
nohy. Na snimku jsou mi tak ¢tyfi, moZnd pét let. Samozrejmé, je to vrozené, ten zijem
chlapct o technické véci a hol¢i¢ek o péci o potomstvo. Proto jste celou tifidu sefadili do
fronty na fotografa, hol¢ickam jste dali do naruce panenku, kluktim do klina velké plastové
auto. Panenka, autdk, panenka, autdk, panenka... Na fotce sedim jak maly py$ny buZek se
svym atributem, osudem neodvratitelné pfeduréeny k mechanizaci, k fizeni. Ridit, vrchol-
nd ¢innost zdravého a uspésSného muze. Rodit, vrcholna ¢innost zdravé a aspésné Zeny.
Jin a jang, mechanizace a reprodukce. Vrchol fizeni je fidit stroj uréeny k budovani nebo
destrukci, bagr a tank. Vrchol rozeni je pfivést na svét budouciho fidi¢e stroje uréeného
k budovani nebo destrukci nebo budouci matku dalsitho budouciho fidice stroje uréeného
k budovani, zabijeni a destrukci. Tradi¢ni rodina. Zaklad statu.

Poridil sis Mustanga GT a brazdis no¢ni ulici, bublanim motoru mi vstupuje$ do snd,
botoxové krasky jsou k uzoufani, Zadna z nich tu s tebou nebude az do konce, Sldpnes na
plyn a tvych osm valcli v dokonalé souhte, v dokonalém akordu zakti¢i o pomoc, tvoje
jizda v Mustangu GT je osamélé volani, vysila$s do no¢niho mésta sviij vzkaz v lahvi, jsi

trose¢nik na svém vlastnim privatnim ostrové, na ktery ti jesté dobihaji splatky.
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Burnout

Years ago, someone looking for work would show the master their calloused hands as proof
that they were good for it. I could show my firm calves, their swollen veins and skin stretched
to bursting. I work with my legs, not my hands: in this city, there are no factories left. I work
the pedals for twelve hours a day, a red, blue or green cube with the logo of Platform, who
I ride for, on my back.

What are you staring at, moron!

Here, you never give me right of way. I count with this and calm my speed. Having cut
right in front of me, you travel twenty metres before joining a queue. I step on it, pass you
within seconds, tap on your window with the knuckle of an index finger. Your fingers are
dancing on the stitched leather overlay of the steering wheel; you are between fifty and sixty,
with greying hair, a charismatic type; you’re on your way from the office to your suburban
villa, to the sound of classical music or maybe classic rock; you don’t even glance at me,
you look straight ahead; you step on the gas, let out the clutch. You and your queue move
forward two metres. I'm beside you again, tapping on your window, gesticulating with my
right hand: Give way from the right! I want to shout, but if I did you wouldn’t hear me through
the airtight glass. Inside, the climate just as you like it (twenty-two degrees in winter and
summer), the slight purr of the engine, the soothing hum of the fan. I knock harder; still you
stare ahead, knowing that your window can withstand more than my fist. You never look at
me, not even when I bring food to your door. You look at the paper bag with the Platform
logo I'm handing it to you in. You look at the receipt and the portable payment terminal,
checking the charge. Never at me. You let the clutch out slowly and step on the gas. Your
engine is powerful; when you accelerate, a small amount of fluid drops from the exhaust.
Rain will wash this into the river later.

The bicycle was an inseparable part of my childhood. What I liked best about childhood
was its temporary nature. Every step I took, the more grown up I became - a thought that
first occurred to me as the stabilizers were being removed from my kiddy bike. Soon I had
outgrown this bike completely and was given a much bigger one for my birthday. It had high
handlebars and a long saddle my friends could ride along on. My uncle and I cleaned and
oiled it in his garage. You helped me attach an ice-lolly stick to the frame with wire so that
it brushed against the spokes. I had insisted on this, and you, Uncle, had winked to show
that you got my drift. Out on the street, it rattled like a motorbike, and I felt really big on it.
I'll be patient for a few years, then I'll be able to ride a proper motorbike! But still that won’t
be quite the thing: a motorbike has only two wheels. I won’t be a true adult until I have my
full driving licence, four wheels and a steering wheel. I'll stick it out somehow, I told myself.
But at some point, it seems, something went wrong.

Out of my way!

You're right behind me; I feel heat from your eager engine, your need to be leader of
the pack. But you can’t overtake me here. Soon you’ll be leaning on your horn, at your wits’
end. Sometimes I pump the pedals for all 'm worth: I long for relief, to be where you can
put your foot down, and I can reduce my speed and shake off the sense of threat. At other
times, I turn and show you the finger: I've the same right to be here as you, you wanker. At

others, I want to stop, block the road with my bicycle, smack you in the face. I rarely act on
this; we just bark at each other across the fence, choking on the hatred that will be coursing
through our bodies for an hour to come, perhaps all day. Okay, I always want to smack you
in the face, but I never actually do it. Scientists have studied how a person’s brain reacts to
the instruments they use. Participants in one experiment worked for an hour with a simple
arm mechanism of the kind used in litter collection. When the hour was up, they were asked
to estimate how far away certain objects were, and to judge whether they were within reach.
After using the extensible arm mechanism, they were far less successful at estimating dis-
tance than they had been before. Now they felt their reach and their arm to be longer than
the reality. The instrument had connected with the brain immediately; the brain had taken
it as part of the body, resetting perception in deference to the tool. This ability is at the birth
of civilization. You use a car every day - you have become a car. A car wants movement, to
g0, as fast as it can. Hence the honking at cyclists, pedestrians, slower cars. As a pedestrian,
you would never breathe down someone’s neck and yell at them to get out of the way. You're
not the honker, wanting to get ahead; you’re not the inconsiderate one. It’s the instrument
you have grown into, and which has grown into you. You’re like Paco de Lucia and his guitar.
But you're not Paco de Lucia, and you don’t play the guitar; you're driving behind a cyclist,
in a rush because your machine is, honking because that’s what your machine does, on a
single note because you’ve chosen the wrong instrument. Soon you will step out of the car
into the office, where you will create values, make worlds, work on better tomorrows, assert
ideas, draw up urban plans, build, do politics. And as you are still a car, you will build a
world of cars, plan towns for cars, do politics for cars.

I get home at night and carry my bike up to my flat with the last of my strength: there’s
nowhere else in the building to put it. All is quiet; my flatmates are asleep, but we hardly see
each other anyway, and we never speak. All we have in common is that we are too old for the
student life, single, without a steady income. Though I'm dead beat, often I can’t sleep. My
muscles are pumped from pedalling all day; my heart is still pounding to the beat of turning
pedals; my nerves are frayed from the adrenaline ride of going fastest in the evening, when I
can earn most. I turn on a lamp and open a window. The busy street isn’t contained at ground
level; its hum is my room, won’t leave me in peace. Helpless, I rummage in the drawer of my
desk, which contains everything imaginable: receipts, documents, lease agreement, strewn
photos. I have few photos from my childhood. After my parents’ divorce, no one had time
to photograph me. Mum probably found it more important to keep me well fed. As for you,
Dad - well, your new young lover gave you plenty to worry about. Proof of my early years
was provided by the annual visits of a photographer to our nursery school. I select a photo,
close the drawer, collapse onto the mattress on the floor. I put the duvet under my head,
turn the lamp my way, stretch my aching legs. In the photo I'm four, maybe five years old.
Obviously, boys are born with an interest in technical things, girls with one in raising a family.
The class stood in an orderly queue. When each child’s time came to be photographed, you
placed a doll in the arms of the girl and a big plastic toy car on the lap of the boy. Doll, car,
doll, car, doll... In my photo, I'm sitting with my attribute like a proud little god destined to
control a mechanized vehicle. Driving: supreme activity of a healthy, successful man. Giving
birth: supreme activity of a healthy, successful woman. Mechanization and reproduction,
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Yin and Yang. Supreme driving involves a machine designed to build or destroy - a digger
or a tank. Supreme birth-giving delivers to the world a future driver of a machine made to
build or destroy, or the future mother of another future driver of a machine made to build,
kill and destroy. The traditional family. The basis of the state.

You’ve got yourself a Mustang GT. As you cruise the night-time city streets, your burbling
engine enters my dreams. Botoxed beauties aren’t worth the bother: none will stay with you
till the end. When you put your foot down, your eight cylinders scream for help, in perfect
unison, in perfect harmony. Driving a Mustang GT is a lonely calling. You send your message
in a bottle out into the night. You’re a castaway on your own private island, for which you’re
paying in instalments.

Translated by Andrew Oakland

Libor Stanék II.
Ceska republika/Czech republic

Libor Stanék II. (*1990) vystudoval doktorat
v oboru Novéjsi déjiny Ceské literatury na Fi-
lozofickej fakulte JihoCeské univerzity. Pred-
meétem jeho odborného zajmu je predevSim
soucasnd Ceské poezie. Na toto téma prispiva
svymi esejemi, kritikami a recenzemi napft.
do casopist Host, A2, Full Moon, Echo24,
Respekt atd... V roce 2019 vydal sviij basnicky
debut Droleni v nakladatelstvi Dobry divod.
V roce 2023 mu vySla konceptudlni sbirka
Svételné bdsné, kterd tematizovala dtvérny
prostor jeho rodisSté. Vénuje se rovnéZz kon-
ceptudlnim instalacim poetickych texti, které
pracuji s environmentdlnim podtextem. Je
kuratorem bésnickych ¢teni na festivalech
Sramkova Sobotka, Luhovany Vincent a Vivat
Vila. Spoluzalozil festival soucasné poezie
v prostoru Poezie je. v Tabore, ktery se vé-
nuje textové intermedialité. Hraje v kapelach
Sycek a Walden. Spolecné se sestrou Bar-
borou Koritenskou zaloZil spolek Ziva vila.
V soucasnosti ptisobi jako hlavni dramaturg
v divadle Oskara Nedbala v Tabore.

Libor Stané€k II. (*1990) graduated with a PhD

in Recent History of Czech Literature at the

Faculty of Arts of JCU. His main area of profes-
sional interest is contemporary Czech poetry.
He publishes essays, reviews and criticism on

this topic in magazines such as Host, A2, Full

Moon, Echo24, or Respekt. In 2019 he pub-
lished his poetry debut Drolent in the publish-
ing house Dobry dévod. In 2023 he published

the conceptual collection Light Poems, which

thematized the intimate space of his birth-
place. He has also been involved in conceptual

installations of poetic texts that work with an

environmental subtext. He has curated poetry
readings at the Sramkova Sobotka, Luhovany

Vincent and Vivat Vila festivals. He co-founded

a contemporary poetry festival in the Poetry
is. space in Tabor, which focuses on textual

intermediality. He plays in the bands Sycek
and Walden. Together with his sister Barbora

Koritensk4, he founded the association Ziva

vila. He is currently the head dramaturge at

the Oskar Nedbal Theatre in Tabor.
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Svételné basné

— Basné jsem zapisoval dne 13.7 2021 od usvitu (5:13) do zapadu slunce (21:05).

— Proces psani probihal linedrné. K zapsani celé sbirky jsem mél pouze jeden pokus.
Basné nesmély byt posléze upravovany.

— K zapisu basni jsem zvolil pfedem vybrané misto, ze kterého jsem se po cely den
nevzdalil.

— Na tomto misté jsem byl po celou dobu zcela sam.

— Pfedem jsem rozhodl, Ze sbirka bude ¢itat pfesné dvacet basni.

— Slovo svétlo mélo byt v basnich vysloveno presné 83 krat.

— Zavazal jsem se své poslani fadné plnit a zménit jména vSech véci, predevsim svétla.

Je svétlo
je svétlo
je svétlo
je svétlo

je propast

a hranice stinu

Je svétlo

je svétlo
na hranici stinu
je svétlo
je svétlo

je opis svétla

na pokraji stinu

je stin

6:57

Je trhlina a stopa svétla
Je slovo a trhlina
v feci

Jsou dlané stisknuté
v trhliné svétla
Zvykej chléb a pij vodu

drol se a zanikej

v trhliné

a jeji zari
prostoupené trhlinou

7:05
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Na tuto basen dopada svétlo
Na tuto baseni dopada svétlo
atrhd jeji viditelnost
Na tuto baseri  dopada svétlo
Tato basen
je spletend z ranniho svétla
Na tuto béaseti dopada
Ostré

ranni

svétlo
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8:12

Svétlo opisuje svétlo svétlo je svétlo uzaméené v ohni

Ustavi¢né opisovani svétla vede k dalSimu opisovani svétla
Zaznamenani svétla presné v tento okamzZik na kousku bilého papiru
vlajictho ve vétru zaznamenavam svétlo

vZdy poprvé Je svétlo je svétlo je svétlo a mé ruka

opisuje svétlo a vrha stiny na tento papir Na pokraji stinu a svétla

je znovu svétlo Spoutané

na tomto bilém povrchu Je svétlo je opis svétla svétlo je

9:30
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Je slina svétla
tdhnouci se
tdhnouci se
tdhnouci se

tdhnouci se

od propasti stinu
k hranici svétla

Slina svétla lepkava a mazlava
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Katarina Vargova
Slovensko/Slovakia

Katarina Vargova (1992) vyStudovala Ateliér
scendristiky na Vysokej Skole muzickych
umeni v Bratislave. Debutovala zbierkou
poviedok Sura a dlhoro¢ne viedla literarny
projekt Medziriadky. Pésobi ako televizna
scendristka, dramaturgicka a kreativna pro-
ducentka. Jej najnovSsia kniha Severné more
je nominovand na Cenu René.

Katarina Vargova (1992) graduated from the
Department of Scriptwriting at the Academy
of Performing Arts in Bratislava. She made
her début with the short story collection Sura
(Shura) and managed the literary project
Medziriadky (Between the Lines) for several
years. She works as a TV scriptwriter, a script
editor and a creative producer. Her most re-
cent book Severné more (North Sea) is nom-
inated for the René Prize.
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Zahorie

Bratislavskd hlavnd stanica je preplnena a pachne po modi. Je Sest hodin rdno, som spotend,
tento tyzderi udreli rekordné horacavy, uz tesne po svitani je vzduch tazky a neznesitelny.
Tropické noci mi nedaju spavat, zakryvam sa vlhkym uterdkom, balkén mam otvoreny do-
koran. Od tepla som si odvykla, v Anglicku za cely rok ledva zasvietilo slnko. Stojim v rade
na listok, dvaja Iudia do mna vrazia, zavadziam a oni sa ponédhlaji na vlak. Stanica Sumi,
oznamenia o prichadzajuicich, odchadzajicich a meskajicich vlakoch sa pravidelne striedaju.

Vo vlaku si spomeniem na moju cestu k Severnému moru, opriem hlavu o sklo a pozoru-
jem ltky, polia, plocht krajinu, ktord uteka za oknom. More je pridaleko. Cesty vlakom mam
rada, upokojujui ma, aj preto som si vybrala Zahorie, pri zaspavani si pustam na YouTube
relaxing train sounds a myslim na to, Ze idem niekde daleko, kde za¢inam nanovo.

sfeokk

Ako dieta som si ¢asto predstavovala, Ze som ucitel’ka. Uéitelskd moc ma uchvacovala. Ob-
rovskd muzna fyzikarka Cibulové, o ktorej sme rozsirili, Ze v kabinete pije, ale ked vosla do
triedy, zavladlo uplné ticho. Telocvikar, ktory nds mitil behat dvandstminttovky, aj v zime.
Ked' sme boli lenivi, hadzal do nas snehové gule. Jeden rok som na matematike nerobila
nic iné, iba hrala s kamoskou piSkvorky. U¢ivo bolo primitivne, stacilo len kiisok snahy, len
parkrat za rok zdvihnit od nich zrak a chvilu po¢ivat. Fascinovalo ma, ako uéitel’ka pos-
kakovala pred tabul'ou, ako naruzivo hovorila o nadsobeni dvojcifernym ¢islom a vSetci ju aj
tak ignorovali. Neurobila ni¢, nedala nAm poznamku, neposlala nas do riaditelne, nezavolala
rodicom. A pritom mohla vSetko.

Budem ucitel’kou, vyhlasila som a rodi¢ia ostali sklamani. To si bude$ musiet ndjst bo-
hatého muZza, sucho skonStatovala mama. Otec mlc¢al a v hlave mu iSiel ndhradny plan, ako
ma zamestna vo svojej firme a postupne zauci do tajov podnikania. Po polroku v cudzine,
kde som robila ¢asni¢ku, sa im to zd4 ako solidna moznost, ¢lovek na to aspon musi mat
vysoku skolu a v hlave asporni ¢osi.

Zo zufalstva z varenia kdvy a zo skenovania zmlav si pozriem inzeraty. Uéitelov hla-
daju v8ade. MoZem si vyberat. Skoro na kazdej $kole ktosi chyba. Ndgjdem ponuku v malej
Skole na Zahori. M4 len nieco vySe dvesto Ziakov. PoSlem si Zivotopis a tyZdne ¢akam nad
prastarou kopirkou. Ked' sme sa ako deti nudili a ¢akali so sestrou na otca, kopirovali sme
si na nej holé zadky. Niekde ho mam eSte odlozZeny. Niekedy som mala nekone¢nu odvahu,
teraz sa len kazdy den niecoho nového desim.

sdokk

Vystipim v malej dedine na Zahori, prejdem cez kolaje a rozhliadam sa okolo. Vedla stanice
stoji mala drevend buida, na ktorej je priznacna tabula s napisom BUFET STANICA. Posedava
pred tiou par Stamgastov, aj ja by som si najradSej vypila, takd som nervézna, pytam sa ich,
kadial' mam ist do $koly, a oni ukaZu na tenky chodnik medzi stromami. Slnko svieti spoza
starej zvonice, vSetko vyzerd malebne.

dekk

Skola smrdi presne, ako si pamétam, neviem, ¢i je to komunistickou budovou, starym né-
bytkom alebo detmi. Rovnaku budovu si pamétam aj z detstva, viade kov, lacnd omietka
a linoleum, na chodbéch obrovské svokrine jazyky, volba kvetin v §kolach je skuto¢ne hip-
sterskd, idedlna na Instagram. Sedim v kanceldrii u riaditel'a, na niekoho kri¢i do telefénu,
pravdepodobne je to rodi¢, €o si nie¢o zmyslel, vola z pevnej linky, kdbel méa tiplne zamotany,
najrad$ej by som vstala a rozplietla ho, musi mat hlavu tesne pri teleféne, lebo $nidra dalej
nedociahne, ale udrzim sa a vtedy silno tresne slichadlom.

Hruza, hromZi, co si o seb€ ludé mysla, kedysi byla Skola vaZena inStiticia, ucitel byl
pojem a raditel ani nevypravjam, a vc¢il nic, Zddna tucta, splieta prazdne vety, ja pozeram
ponad jeho hlavu, kde svieti Komenského citat Skola bez discipliny je ako mlyn bez vody
a jeho obrovsky portrét. Ale spatky k vam, viedzeli by ste nastipit hnet? Musite si dat tridu
dokopy, nepouzivala sa snat Styri roky, kone¢ne mame dvé prvacke tridy, plodny rocnik,
alebo sa mladé rodziny stahuji na dzedzinu a dochddzaji do Bratislavy, ceny bytu sd tam
otrasné, moZete sa nastahovat do bytu po Skolnikovi, Sak podte, ukdZem vam, vstava a berie
obrovsky zvizok klicov a ja ho nasledujem. Na Sirokych chodbéch pocut nase kroky, klop,
klop, riaditel je svizny, Ziaci prazdninujd, vSade je tplné ticho. Malovka na stenach sa odlu-
puje, sem-tam ju okrasluje blednuci plagat, ktory niektoré dieta vyrobilo na vytvarnej.

Kracame po Skole, ktord by mohla byt akoukolvek na Slovensku, zamreZované Satne,
malé triedy s kriedovymi tabulami, iba jedna trieda dostala fixkov, ale viac ich nekupovali,
fixky su prilis drahé. Jedaleri a nakoniec telocvi¢iia, pycha Skoly! vyhlasi riaditel, je celkom
prazdna, ale &no, oknd s vymenené, asi aj podlaha, len rebriny ostali rozbité, to téZ urobime,
mozno o rok. Pochvélim, Ze je peknd, a potom ma zavedie malou chodbickou za telocvi¢iiu
a ukaZe mi naSe nové wellness centrum, je to tmava miestnost s virivkou a jednym lezadlom,
bez okna, dnu je chladno. To sme urobili zvl4st pro uéitelu, ket chet po vyuéovani vypnut,
dostali sme na to penize z jedného projektu, minuly rok sme ju postavili, zatdt sme ju moc
nevyuzili, ale moZno vanoc¢ni timbilding by tam mohel byt, co myslite?

Nemyslim si ni¢, iba na vSetko prikyvujem a zdvorilo sa usmievam, a riaditel' uz otvara
dalsie kovové dvere a tam je mald izba, naozajstnd kutica, postel, stol a skrifia z Ikey, asi tiez
zariadena z nejakého projektu, a celkom malé okno, to je ta izba, co byla v inzerate, kedysi
davno tu byval Skolnik, ale v¢il sme ju zrekonstruovali pro nového ucitela z mésta, co rek-
nete, pjekné? To svétlé drevo to tu oZivi. Priamo v miestnosti je spravend mald priecka a za
nou je vécko, tak vidite, zachot hnet v izb&, nebudete to mjet v noci daleko, a osprchovat sa
mozete v dziféenskych Satndch tuto hnet, a kiisek mame aj kuchyriku, téZ zrekonStruovanu,
ale zbytecne, lebo vareni jak predmét sa zrusilo, no ale co, vyuZijete mozZno vy.

Tak toto je to ubytovanie, ktoré v inzerate ponukali, predstavovala som si maly jednoiz-
bovy doméek so zdhradkou, kde budem pestovat bylinky a mrkvu, moZno by som si mohla
zaobstarat macky a zit sama so sebou a v pokoji, chcela som byt daleko od mesta, v prirode,
na dedine, a dostanem toto, izbu na prizemi komunistickej Skoly, s hajzlom priamo pri posteli,
ale o dvere dalej mam virivku.

Vratime sa do riaditelne, ukdZe na obraz Komenského, ak by som si ho nevsimla, to je
muj vzor, riaditel je izemcdisty chlapik s plesinou, ktord zakryva dlhou ofinou za¢esanou
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dozadu, posadi sa oproti mne a povie, jak na vas kukdm, tak vdm méZem dat ucit len pataku-
Sestaku, vypadate jak dzif¢atko, vypadate jak jejich rovesnicka, fakt, nekeré naSe devatacky
vypadaju eSte starsi, keby ste vidzeli, jak chodz4 zmachlené. Su to Ciganky, co vam budem
rikat, je to otras, co su na sebja schopné obléct. KoSela na pupku mu praska, ma cez niu le-
zérne prehodent rybarsku vestu s vackami, v ktorych asi nosi vSetky tie klice alebo kriedu,
mozno nejaky Sroubovdk, ak by bolo treba daco narychlo...

... ti starsi by voc¢i vdm neméli Zadny reSpjekt, chalani su velki jak skrine, drzi jak vsi,
nastupili by ste buduci tyden, dostanete rovno rozvrh, ddm vam td angli¢tinu a mozno nejaku
biolégiu, to nikdo nechce uéit. Vtedy si odhodlane poviem, Ze to zvlaidnem, Ze si ma oblubia,
budem t4 cool, vtipnd mlad4 ucitelka, s ktorou chcu tinedzeri vysedavat aj cez prestavky,
ale budem mat re$pekt, prekvapim tohto riaditela aj svojich rodicov.

Zmluvu mam uZ pripravenu, dd mi ju pod nos, nech vyplnim ddaje, odpisujem ¢islo
obcianskeho preukazu, rodné ¢islo a trvalé bydlisko a hovorim si, ako som sa do tohto dostala,
tak snat sa vam bude u nas lubit, takej svétobéznicke, ale lepsi dzeci ucit, jak s handra béhat
nekde v podniku, Sak? Plat neni bohvico, ale na ubytovani uSetrite, strhneme vam iba tridset
eur za energie, a raz do mésice moZete ist do virifky, iba sa potom dohodnite ze Skolnikem,
nech vam ju dojde zapnut a vypnut, nech to tu nevytopite. A na matersku sa nechystate?

NezZe vas zeberem zbytecne.

sokk

Mama nie je nadSend, ked' ozndmim, Ze som rovno podpisala aj zmluvu, a ¢o nejaka suk-
romna $kola tu blizko, mohla by si byvat doma, a nie dochadzat taku dialku, pre¢o mi to
stéle stazujes? NemdZzes asporil raz po¢ivat, ¢o ti vravim? Chcem ti len dobre.

Ubytovanie tam mam zabezpecené, neprezradim, Ze to je izba po Skolnikovi, Ze sprcho-
vat sa budem v dievéenskych Satniach, potrebujem z tohto domu ¢o najskor odist a byt opit
sama, do nasho honosného domu nepatrim, tu Ziju $tastni a vyrovnani ludia.

Do tej Skoly chodia urcite aj Cigani, kusok odtial je osada, videla som to v spravach,
dostanes vsi a svrab a potom mi budes vyplakavat. V§i som ako dieta nikdy nemala, do $koly
som chodila malo, stdle ma bolievala hlava, brucho, odpadavala som na nepravdepodobnych
miestach bez pri€iny. Kazdy virus sa ma chytil a nepustil, mama so mnou chodila po lekaroch,
od imunoléga cez gastroenterologa, na hadicku do Zalidka, bola som aj na magnetickej
rezonancii a sone brucha, kde mi zistili, Ze mam dve sleziny. Nakoniec to uzavreli, Ze som
precitlivend, kazdy neprijemny podnet mi napadne telo. Ak sa mi spoluziaci v Skole smiali,
ze mam zuby ako bobor, dostala som hortcku, ked ma uéitel'’ka vyhresila, Ze neddvam pozor,
rozbolela ma pecen. Raz na mna moja triedna nakricala, nech uZ si nevymySlam, ve¢ne ma
boli brusko, to uz nie je normaélne. Ogrcala som jej vtedy papuce.

Kym som sa nestala tinedZerkou, bola som ako zo skla. Postupne som sa naucila dusit
hnev a strach v sebe, priznaky som pred mamou zacala tajit. Myslela si, Ze je vSetko v po-
riadku.

dekk

Triedu som dostala na tretom poschodi, tesne pod strechou, vzduch v nej stoji a neda sa
vyvetrat, je v katastrofdlnom stave, v stene su diery a nie je v nej Ziadny nabytok, iba jedna
stara tabula, celkom popraskand. Skolnik ma vyvedie aZ hore a pyta sa ma vymalujete si
to tu?, doteraz som si myslela, Ze to je Skolnikova praca, ale asi nie, donesem vam kybel
a Stetec, farbu si musite kupit, tu na ulici ket pajdete, tam je Zelezarstvo, doneste blocek
a raditel vam to preplati.

A néabytok? pytam sa, vraj ddku skrifiu mi da kolega Toma4s, teraz tu nie je. Lavice pre
deti si musim nanosit zdola. Skolnik sa na mfia pozrie a povie vypravjate tiplne jak moja
starg, ona je téZ z Bratislavy, z PetrZalky, Sak mi asi ani nerozumite, ona cely prvy rok netusila,
co ji vypravjam, potlapka ma po pleci a zmizne.

Skola je najlepsia posilfioviia, najprv nesiem zo Zeleziarne dve pétkilové vedra s farbou,
potom vynosim dvadsat malych lavic a stoli¢iek aZ na tretie, a nakoniec tmelim diery v stene.
Nikdy som to nerobila, tak si ndvod nijdem na YouTube, Skolnik obcas nazrie a rehoce sa
na mne, sle¢inko, tam v Bratislavé vas nic uZite¢né nenaudili, ale nepomo6zZe mi, akoby to
bola dalsia ¢ast pohovoru, zatmelit diery, namalovat Styri steny, a ste prijata. V §kole stravim
takmer dvandst hodin, slnko uZ klesa a Skolnik ma pride vyhnat, $aty mam celé od farby, to
ste si mohla obléct néco poradné na ti robotu, umyvam sa v studenej vode na dievéenskych
zachodoch, tepld ide len v dolnych sprchéch.

Chyba mi Sketch, on by mi s tymto v§etkym vedel pomdct, frflal by a mrmlal, a nakoniec
by to vSetko spravil za mrnia, ja by som iba symbolicky poumyvala offkané lavice, straSne mi
chyba a mne sa chce plakat.

dekk

Kracam k vlakovej stanici, zapada slnko a vzduch sa konec¢ne trochu rozpradi, nerozmyslam
a zavolam Sketchovi, chvilu to zvoni a potom zdvihne. Hlesnem ahoj, aj on, a potom mléime.
Nikto ni¢ nepovie, az Sketch zloZi. Chcela by som povedat, Ze mi chyba, Ze ma to mrzi a Ze
neviem, ¢o robim, ale nepoviem ni¢. Nikdy viac mu uZ nezavolam.
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Anja Utler
Nemecko/Germany

Anja Utler sa narodila vo Schwandorfe a patri
k poprednym poetkdm svojej generdcie. Vy-
Studovala slavistiku a anglistiku. V roku 2003
promovala z ruskej lyriky na univerzite v Re-
gensburgu. Zije ako poetka v slobodnom po-
volani vo Viedni. Vysli jej basnické knihy miin-
den - entziingeln (ustenie - odjazycnenie,
2004), brinnen (2006). Spomedzi mnohych
oceneni ziskala napr. Leonce-und-Lena-Preis
za lyriku a cenu nemeckej Schillerovej na-
décie. Okrem ¢itania na festivale Novotvar
pripravi aj prekladatel'sky workshop pre Stu-
dentov nemciny.

Vystupenie Anje Utler na festivale Novotvar sa
kona s laskavou podporou Nad4cie Volkswa-
gen Slovakia v rdmci série Literarny salon.

Anja Utler (Schwandorf, Germany) is one of
the leading poets of her generation. She stud-
ied Slavonic and English studies. In 2003 she
graduated from the University of Regensburg
with a degree in Russian Lyric Poetry. She
lives as a freelance poet in Vienna. She has
published the books of poetry miinden - en-
tziingeln (mouthing - unmouthing, 2004),
and brinnen (2006). Among the many awards
she has received is the Leonce-und-Lena-Pre-
is for lyric poetry and the prize of the German
Schiller Foundation. In addition to reading at
the Novotvar festival, she will also prepare a
translation workshop for students of German
language.

Anja Utler’s appearance at Novotvar is kindly
supported by the Volkswagen Slovakia Foun-
dation as part of the Literary Salon series.

A zacina sa.
Smutocny refrén

*

A zacina sa den.
Nenecha sa obchadzat.
Rastliny vo svetle

sa kupu; reaguju.

A zacina sa den.

Oc¢i sa viac nezavra
dobre. Pokracovanie
je conclusion. Ani nie.

A zacina sa den

A prirodné zédkony
platia. Voda mi
vrie, ako ma; slnko.

A zacina sa den.

Na vSetky strany. Stena
a svetlo. Kozmos

sa tam rozleti.

A zacina sa den.
Nohy siahaju k zemi.
Ruka ku stolu.

V hlave su slova.

A zacina sa deni:
Reflektory a miso
neodmietaju svetlo,
pi; ber; inak to neboli.

A zacina sa den

Svetlo stvorenia nevnikne
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Cez jeho kozu.
Ziadny ndstroj to neprepichne.

A zacina sa den.
A obrazy sa nespdjaju

A zacina sa den.
Obrazy sa nespoja.
LeZia subezne

stol, rameno, pribor.

A zacina sa den.

Sélka pad4 na zem

a Caj. Aj mna

umyjd; zvnutra uz nie.

A zacina sa den,

ruka: jej pohybovy
radius. Posunie skrinku.
Hovori sa napravit.

A zacina sa den.

Stdl, dve stolicky. Jednu
doldamem. Druha

si to ani nevSimne.

A zacina sa den;

Posun bodu pohybu,
sedietsadnutsed'

viem; nechcem to, ¢o viem

A zacina sa den

a suznie znie skoro zle.
Koniec uder a kriz.
Dokondi sa bez exitu.

A zacina sa den
V zasuvkach

A zacina sa den

V zasuvkach, pusto, skryvame.
Prazdno zostava jedno slovo.
Fyzika: bezchybne, cvik.

A zacina sa den.

Pred oknom semena,
zmetiem, spadnu, vtaky su,
ale nepridu

A zacina sa den.
Zodpovednost zavola
to organické

tak volam

A zacina sa den.
Sktumali to? Kol'kokrat
prislo volanie

v dlhoro¢nom priemere?

A zacina sa den,

v teleféne. Povie mi

som hotovy, poviem beam
me up, odpovieS Gotty!

A zacina sa den.
Pocujem tvoj smiech,
pocujem Gotty, sypem
to do mozgu; omrvinky

A zacina sa den.
N4jde vSetky miesta
zavinutia a vojde
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A zacina sa den.

Zub je uz vytiahnuty
diera v ustach je
stabilnd pevn4 makka

A zacdina sa den
ako rana. A jej
voda

A zacina sa den,

ako jedna rana, v nej
sa vSetko lepi, plavecké
cviky, bezbrehé.

A zacina sa den,

Cistim okn4, jedno praskne
internet vravi

ming yi (B8 %), jas sa zrani

A zacina sa den
v rukaviciach z lesku

A zacina sa den
rukavicami chyta
organy, vazi

ich po jednom rukami

A zacina sa den;
kalendar meria, ako ¢as
plynie k zaciatku;
meria ¢o je bez miery

A zacina sa den;
nesmierny v|po kazdom,
kto nemusel byt mrtvy
nesmel, ale je

A zacina sa den.
Bezvedomy. Vzduch je.
Ini ktori by tieZ radi
boli to nie sta

A zacina sa den
v chobotnici jej
mozgoch (9), u mna je to
jeden, vnutri 1 mySlienka

A zacina sa den;
nie je ziadne slovo ¢o

mu v tom brani; Ziadna paka

preto ruka bez spojenia

A zacina sa den.

Laurie Anderson spieva:
the hand that takes.
Poznat ju nie je dobré.

A zacina sa den

pod rukou ¢o teraz takes
- 4no udaj o mieste

pod, tak je to spravne

A zacina sa den;

ruka méze brat: nohu,
srdce zivot; nic¢, vSetko
ked' tomu dost uveria

A zacina sa den;

ruka udrie, tak silne
veria jej chapadlam tu sa
chobotniciam nenadava
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A zacina sa den

PozdlZ rezu miso|koza

hand that takes kladie

tam drotend koSelu; nendvist

A zacdina sa den.
Filozof na youtube vravi
o strachu. Strachu z o-

Gistenia (ouymweHme), o¢istovat (o4 mwaTb)

A zacina sa den,
hladdam v knihe: vy¢istit,
upratovat, vyhodit-
rusky fil. strach z

A zacdina sa den,

the hand hovori: Speci-

operdcia (cneuonepaumnna) povie
uspechy pokojne v rytme

A zacina sa denl

ruky pod hrou mikado
traslava hracka

dych stiipa a stipa a stipa

A zacina sa den.

Hl'adam. Nie je to prekla-

dova chyba; povedal

PUTMMYHO (ritmi¢no); skutoéne

A zacina sa dern.

hladadm biol6ga; ma

mi to potvrdit

Nendvist=huba tzv. trubkovec mozgovy

A zacina sa den

z korena grécky kédos:
starost, smutok, po-
hreb, teraz nendavist

A zacdina sa den,

vypni, koSel'a ma Skriabe;
branica mi pomaha,
Vraciam, pokojne v rytme

A zacina sa den.
Serviruju zvysky je-
dal. Pasmo c¢asu da-
lej

A zacdina sa den,
lekar ku mne hovori
potom injekcia a
zacina sa den; spim

A zacina sa den
kym ten posledny sa konci.

Z nemciny preloZila Mila Haugovd
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So the Day Begins: Lament

So the day begins.

There was no way around it.
The plants strand in the
light; and they react

So the day begins,

my eyes don’t close so well now.
Sequel sometimes means
conclusion. But not often.

So the day begins

and the laws of nature hold.
My water boils the

way it always does; sun.

So the day begins

on all sides. Wall and light. Behind
them, the cosmos

expands, it explodes.

So the day begins.

Feet are reaching for the floor.
Hand for the table.

Words are in the head.

So the day begins:

searchlight; flesh does not repel
it, drinks it up. That

never hurt before.

So the day begins

with Big Bang light; no way to
penetrate its skin.

No tool can pierce it.

So the day begins.
And the images don’t hold

So the day begins.
The images don’t hold. Arm,
table, usual

cutlery lie parallel.

So the day begins.

Cup hits the floor, along with
tea. I can wash off,

too; not from inside.

So the day begins,

the radius of motion

of the hand. Shoves the

cabinet. Sets it straight, they say.

So the day begins.

Table and two chairs. I take
one of them apart.

The other doesn’t notice.

Z nemciny preloZili Kurt Beals a Aimee Chor
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Jana Varcholova
Slovensko/Slovakia

Jana Varcholova vyStudovala jazyky a litera-
turu v PreSove a stdle Zije (prevaZne v Bra-
tislave). Nevenuje sa Sportu, peceniu ani
lusteniu sudoku. Najviicésie zadostucinenie
pocituje pri pisani poviedok a ndkupnych
zoznamov do potravin. V roku 2016 vydala
bésnicky debut Tanecnica na Spicke a v roku
2023 zbierku poviedok s ndzvom Len trochu
v poriadku.

Jana Varcholova studied languages and liter-
ature in PreSov, and she still lives (predom-
inantly in Bratislava). She doesn’t do sports,
and she neither bakes nor solves Sudoku. She
feels most content when she is writing short
stories and grocery lists. In 2016 she pub-
lished her poetry debut Tanecnica na Spicke,
and in 2023 the short stories collection Len
trochu v poriadku.

Volam sa Dorota

Sedim vo svojej kancelarii na $tvrtom poschodi a dalo by sa povedat, Ze nerobim vobec nic.
Som opretd o stolicku a na monitore mam otvorené zahrani¢né spravy v piatich jazykoch,
z ktorych v skuto¢nosti rozumiem len trom. Na odradenie zvedavych kolegov, ktori mi
nakikaju ponad plece na obrazovku v snahe porovnavat svoju aktivitu s mojou, sa mi naj-
viac osvedcili ¢lanky o obruckavcoch a ¢lankonoZcoch. Nikomu, naozaj nikomu sa o tomto
nechce debatovat, fejkuje sa to tazsie ako vedomosti o politike, hokeji ¢i dopravnej situdcii
v meste. Museli by nie¢o vediet na to, aby mohli zabfdnut.

Recep¢nd mi dnes povedala, Ze Vaclavka odchédza. Zlaté pravidlo je nikdy si nezne-
priatelit upratovacky a vzdy mat na svojej strane recepénd, sivi eminenciu kazdej institicie.
Ludia ¢akaju pred recepénym pultikom, porozpravaju vselico, jej alebo medzi sebou, a ona
sa rozhodne, ¢o z toho poda dalej a v akej verzii. Recepénd vskutku vlddne informécidm.
Okrem toho ma pristup k erarnej kdve a mlieckam v plaste, ¢o je tieZ vo vSeobecnosti
vysadou. Ale naspit k nej, k Vaclavke. V skuto¢nosti bolo jej celé meno Eliska Vaclavova,
ale tak ju u nés nikto nevolal. Paméitam si prvy den, ked priSla do prace v staroruZzovom
elegantnom kabate, vlasy vypnuté dohora, prechédzala recepciou do druhého kridla budovy.

Vraj dnes ma prist td nova $éfka, chudera, ta keby vedela, ¢o ju tam ¢akd. Ten predtym
nerobil ni¢, ti vravim, tam musi byt totdlny bordel. Ale ako ich poznam, ti si to ani nevsimli,
ved' vies, si tam bola, dobre, Ze uz si preé. Akurat neviem, kto tam bude teraz robit ti na-
ozajstnt robotu. Sak ale to uZ nie je nasa starost, nie? Miia teraz skor trapi, kde zoZeniem
kavu. Tak mne daju rozpocet na obcerstvenie pre naSe poschodie, ale celd budova sem
chodi na kavicku, lebo toto je najlepsi kavovar. A ja potom nemam pre hosti, chapes? A ked'
pride namestnic¢ka, mam jej ¢o ako povedat, Ze uZ sa vypilo? Ze nech si zajde do kdvoma-
tu? TaZko. Minuly mesiac nam doSiel este aj cukor, nikomu ani nenapadne zvysit rozpocet,
kdeze, takze ked pri§la navsteva, musela som z kabelky vysypat vSetky malé balenia cukru,
¢o som si doniesla z dovolenky, len aby som im mala ¢o dat. A potom riaditel na porade
drZi v ruke sacok s napisom Mi dulce amor. Mam to ja uZ tento mesiac v pici. Dala som na
kavovar odkaz, Ze prosim, nepouzivat, vytiahla som to zo zdsuvky a zapnem to az v piatok,
aby bolo do konca mesiaca dost. A skusi za mnou niekto doliezt z prvého, ¢i mu nespra-
vim kdvi¢ku. Zarabaju dvakrat tol'’ko ako ja, to si nemozu doniest z domu? Nech vodu piju
z vodovodu. Ale zbyto¢ne sa tu roz¢ulujem, to za¢ne kazdého zaujimat, az ked bude treba
generalnemu kapucinko a nendjdu ani Marilu Standard.

V to rdno som §la do prace pesi cez park, vo vzduchu bolo citit pokosent travu. Pri
kamennej fontane, ktord je vzdy bez ryb a obcas aj bez vody, bezdomovec predava ¢asopis.
Vencia sa tam tie isté psy, pri pieskovisku sa stretavaju tie isté matky s detmi, ktoré podvecer
vystriedaju tie isté partie popfijajtice krabicové vino v najtmavsich kutoch parku. V parku
nikdy ni¢ neprekvapi. Nikde Ziadne Itic¢ne kvety alebo sytoZlta pupava, Ziadne bodliaky,
ktoré oskru ¢lenky, ani vysoké trsy travy, do ktorych sa mézu zamotat $nurky od topanok.
Odnikial' odrazu nevyrasi burina, je tam iba zdanlivy chaos, v skuto¢nosti park Zije ten isty
den dookola. Tisi dusu, je predvidatelny, miestami aZ nudny, uspava svojim kolobehom.

Na stole ma ¢akali tri kopky papierov. Ku mne sa dostanu zhluky ¢isel a dat, odo mma vy-
chadzaju tarifné tabul'ky a rozsudky o profitabilite ¢i rizikovosti. Som poistnd matematicka,
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z lesov robim parky a nahusto popisané a-stvorky. Cisla sa kazdy defi menia, ale vztahy
medzi nimi su rovnaké. Vzdy viem, aky vzorec pouzit, ako sa dopracovat k vysledku. Mam
podozrenie, Ze aj od matematiky moze byt ¢lovek zavisly. Po niekolkych hodinach po¢i-
tania a analyz dospejem k findlnym c¢islam a do mozgu mi udrie mald davka dopaminu.
Svet stlaéim do nie¢oho, ¢omu sa da porozumiet. Raz, asi osem mesiacov po tej havarii,
mi psychologi¢ka povedala, Ze nemdzem nahradit nieco ni¢im. Matematika je exaktna
veda, Dorota, ¢isla nepustia, nenechaju priestor na ni¢. Len jedného dria sa ¢lovek prebudi
a rozplace, Ze chce ist do lesa, v ktorom je vzdy vSetko inak. Odkedy Eligka odi$la, ani raz
som nesla domov cez park.

Si ju uz videla? Pri$iel ju dnes generalny predstavit jej odboru. A ona potom prisla
poobede za mnou sa zoznamit, Ze poc¢ula, Ze som Sikovna. A Ze sa tesi na spolupracu. To
je eSte v pohode, hej? Ale ona ti pride na druhy den, Ze dobré rano, Majka, ako sa mate.
Skoro ma tu jeblo za tym stolikom, tak generdlny nevie doteraz, ako sa volam, dvakrat mi
povedal Mirka a odvtedy ma uZ pre istotu neoslovuje Ziadnym menom, a tato ti pride a Ze
eSte ako sa mam - ja. Tak som ani nevedela, Ze ako vlastne. Ja viem, ja viem, Helenka, tebe
to tak nepride, ale my tu za pultikom sme neviditelné. Im je jedno, ¢i im ten papier okopi-
ruje Majka, Mirka alebo Filoména. Nikto by si ani nev§imol, keby som zmizla. AZ ked'sa im
minie kéva, to hej, vtedy si spomend, Ze tu niekto sedel.

Raz kdesi zaznelo, Ze rySavi ludia nemaju dusu. Ja som vzdy mala pocit, Ze ludia pra-
cujuci v naSej poistovni ju nemaju. VSetci sa obliekali slu$ne do bielej, ¢iernej alebo sivej,
sluSne sa medzi sebou zdravili, podéavali si ruky nau¢enym stiskom, potlapkévali sa po
pleciach, lebo ¢itali, Ze udrziavat priatel'sky kontakt s ostatnymi kolegami patri medzi soft
skills. Boli ako ucebnica anglictiny, politicky korektni, v tvrdSom obale, za trochu vyssiu
cenu, plni nekontroverzného obsahu, v ktorom nebolo miesto pre nepoznané, pre Spinu,
pre skutoc¢ny Zivot. Devitdesiatdevit percent krimindlnych a detektivnych pribehov, ktoré
som videla alebo ¢itala, malo spolo¢nu jedinua vec - na konci sa dozvieme, kto bol vrahom.
Aj vi¢sina milunkych zvieratkovskych videi na socidlnych sietach ma spolo¢nu jednu vec

- maju dobry koniec, psa si niekto adoptuje, lev si pomojka mali macic¢ku. Sme zvyknuti na
uplnost, na dobré konce, a sme vykolajent, ak je to inak. Toto $pecidlne platilo pre vi¢§inu
Véaclavkinych podriadenych. Obchodéci, Pandorina skrinka poistovne. Tridsatro¢ni muzi,
ktori trvali na tom, Ze kazdy z nich musi mat vlastné parkovacie miesto, a navzajom sa
oslovovali zdrobneninami. Mojim dlhoro¢nym snom bolo vtrhnit raz medzi nich, vykri¢at
im, Ze levy v skuto¢nosti mensSie zvieratkd Zerd. Napokon na narusSenie ich sveta stacilo, Ze
Véclavka priSla v staroruZovom kabate.

A vies, ¢o minule odo mna chceli? PriSla za mnou Jaklovska z l'udskych zdrojov, ¢i by
som nebola takd laskava a neprefotila jej par dokumentov. Par dokumentov bola jej diplo-
movka, hrubéd ako Biblia, no ¢o som ja tu, jej osobna sekretarka? Ludské zdroje, to je vidy
najvicsia pliaga, to si zapamiitaj, tam sa dobre vykazuje ¢innost. Ozaj, a ty si ¢o mysli§
o tej Vaclavke? Mne pride celkom v pohode, vZdy sa usmeje, ale na druhej strane, ¢o ti ja
viem... vZdy je taka nejaka... sama. Za tych par mesiacov som ju nevidela ist s nikym na
obed. Proste si to neviem predstavit, je a pri tom ml¢i? Rozmysla o Zivote nad reziiom so
zemiakmi? Myslim, Ze tu nikdy s nikym mimo pracovnych stretnuti neprehovorila viac ako
Styri vety. Ja som pocula, Ze ma dvoch chlapcov, dvoji¢ky, mozno je uZ proste iba ohuc¢ana

aunavena a je aj celkom rada, Ze sa zavrie do kanclu a m4 chvilu svity pokoj. Co ja by som
za to dala, za svity pokoj. A ked ho aj chvilku mam, pridu za mnou s pi¢ovinou, Ze ktorou
stranou sa dava do tlaciarne obdlka alebo co.

My dve sme sa nikdy velmi nerozpravali. NaSa pracovna napli sa beZne nepretinala
a pre mna bola zdvorilostnd komunikécia no¢nou morou. Raz som vystupila o Styri zastavky
skor, len aby som ju nemusela s ktorousi kolegyiiou absolvovat. Niekomu sa prihovorit je
riziko. Ak by odpovedala utrZzkovito, boli by sme po zvySok cesty v trolejbuse zaseknuté
v dusnom tichu tesne vedla seba. Existuju sice témy, ktoré zarucene potiahnu rozhovor,
napriklad spevécke sitaZe alebo platy ucitelov, ale tie ma desia eSte viac nez ml¢anie v MHD.

S Vaclavkou to bolo inak. Ked' nemdZete povedat to, ¢o chcete, ostavaju len dve moznosti.
Bud donekonec¢na rozpravate nezmysly, alebo ste uplne ticho. VZdy som mala chut prist k nej
a opytat sa len - kto si? Ako keby na nieco také vobec existovala odpoved. VSetko ostatné
mi prislo zbyto¢né, a tak sme nehovorili vobec. Stretavali sme sa ndhodne niekol'kokrat do
mesiaca na malej terase v budove poistovne. Ja som pila kdvu z malej $alky po babke a ona
¢aj z velkého hrnceka, ktory nevyzeral, Ze je po niekom, taky klasicky odniekial z Ikey. Pila
¢ierny ¢aj bez cukru, vZdy ho lthovala pridlho. Nakoniec vreciSko omotala okolo lyZicky
a vyzmykala z neho posledné kvapky ¢aju. Bola ako duch, nemenn4, zapitiajica priestor.
Na duchoch je najlepSie prave to, Ze su vecni. To najhorSie sa im uz stalo.

V poistovni vzdy vladli prisne nepisané pravidla. Riaditelia chodili na obed iba s inymi
riaditel'mi, a ak sa ndhodou medzi sebou prave nemohli vystat, pozvali na obed obchodnych
partnerov. Generalny riaditel' chodil na obedy viésinou sam, alebo si ich nechéaval doniest
priamo do kancelarie. Ked' ste tiplne na vrchole, je to tam hore akési osamelé. S uprato-
vackami sa rozpravali iba technicki pracovnici a nikto z nich nechodil na obed. Obyc¢ajni
zamestnanci vytvarali skupinky podla vyplaty alebo miery obltibenosti v kolektive. Raz rano
som nevedela ndjst svoju mleti kdvu a prehrabavala som celd kuchynku, preklinajic vset-
kych kolegov az do piateho pokolenia. Ked som uz prezrela kazdé vrecko a kazdu zasuvku,
vzdala som to a vySla na terasu. Na stoliku bola uvarend kdva v hrnceku z Ikey. Vaclavka
narusila kastovny systém poistovne.

Kazdy rok obnovujeme na nasej webstranke sekciu ,,O nas“. Tento rok mi prischla
tdloha obist vSetkych veducich pracovnikov, zistit, ¢ tam cheu byt zaveseni, a pomoct im
vybrat vhodny text.

Stala som pred Vaclavkinou kanceldriou. Na dverach jej zvonku visel zvidzok klicov,
¢o sa vSeobecne v nasej poistovni povazovalo nielen za znak toho, Ze dana osoba je vnutri,
ale Ze kli¢mi sa k tomu aj verejne priznava, neskryva sa spiaca za izbovymi rastlinami
a je dovolené ju rusit. Zo zvizku visel farebny privesok v tvare malého ruzového prasiatka.
Vyzeralo to ako dar od dietata, ktory potom ¢lovek hrdo nosi aj v praci. Vraj ma Vaclavka
malu dcéru a viac deti uZ nemohla mat, ktovie.

Zaklopala som a voSla dovnutra. Vaclavka akurat polievala kvety. Povedala, aby som
si zatial sadla.

»PriSla som za vami kvoli tej webstranke.“

wiem, viem,“ odvetila a pokracovala v oberani suchych listov z ¢inskej ruze.

Jej kanceldria bola jedna z najpriestrannejSich v budove. Nechavala sa strazit malymi
soSkami anjelov pod oknom, ktorych ochranu v skuto¢nosti vobec nepotrebovala. Posadila
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som sa na stolicku oproti jej stolu. Mala na fiom poloZeny jeden jediny ramik, ktory bol
ku mne oto¢eny zadnou stranou. Bola jednou z tych Zien, pri ktorych je tazké predstavit si
nejakého manzela alebo vobec niekoho. MoZno takého ako z reklamy na hodinky. Dobrého,
¢o odpusta a chépe. Co vie ocenit Zenu s dusou, ktora nikdy nemédze zapadniit do poistov-
ne. Pri stole boli poloZené topanky na opatkoch - pozrela som sa na Vaclavku, mala obuté
nasuvacie semiSové papuce. Papuce spravili niekol'ko krokov smerom ku mne.

»Date si aj vy?“ spytala sa ma, drZiac v ruke pohdr s ¢ajom. Kyvla som a zaliala mi ¢ierny
¢aj. Potom Vaclavka vytiahla spoza svojho stola stolicku a sadla si oproti mne. Skakali sme
z jednej témy na druhu, dotykali sa kaZdej len na chvilu ako horticeho kameria, zahadzujic
ho, len ¢o sme cestou uvideli zaujimavejsi. Onedlho bola celd cesta posiata kamienkami,
ktoré sme za sebou bezstarostne nechali lezat na zemi. Ved' ich boli miliény v§ade naokolo.
Rozpravali sme sa o praci, o byvalej praci, o strachu zo zmien, o tom, aké tazké je niekedy
presadit nové veci. Vedela som, Ze jej vlastni ludia ju neznasaju a robia vetko pre to, aby
sa ni¢ z toho nepodarilo. Povedala som jej, ako odstraSujem dotieravych kolegov cudzojazyc-
nymi ¢lankami, a ona mne o tom, ako vzdy, ked' m4 Jaklovska z ludskych zdrojov pridlhy
monol6g, zacne nieco jest, lebo Jaklovsku napina pri kazdom mlasknuti a do minuty je
pre¢. Obe sme sa zacali smiat, Vaclavka pri tom dokonca vyliala ¢aj na koberec. Miestnost
odrazu stichla. Pozerali sme sa, ako koberec vpija ¢aj, a ani jedna z nés sa ho nepokusila
utriet. NemoZe§ nahradit nieco ni¢im, nemdZe§ nahradit nie¢o ni¢im, omielala som si
mantru, ale bezvysledne. Vaclavka nechdvala veci diat sa, ¢aj chladnut, ruky spocivat na
operadlach stoli¢ky, telo voniat padrom a borovicovym ihli¢im, vrasky zaryvat sa hlbsie do
Cela. Aby som sa uchranila pred rozplynutim sa do ¢ara, do nicoty, musela som si opako-
vat svoje vlastné meno. Dorota, Dorota, Dorota. Duch sa stdval prili§ silnym, viditelnym,
ohrozujicim. Pomaly som sa dvihla na odchod. ,,A eSte nieco,” povedala som. ,,Nelihujte
to tak dlho, potom ten ¢aj bude chutit ako zemina. Triesloviny a tak.“

Véclavka sa zasmiala. Webstranku sme uZ nespomenuli. Vedela som, Ze na nej nechce byt.

Si mala vidiet, Helenka, véera tych obchod'dkov. Prisiel za nimi veduci, kedze Vaclavka
odchddza, Ze ¢i by sa nemohli poskladat po dvoch eurdch na kyticu, Ze sa to patri. A hned
ako odisiel, uz si vSetci SuSotali, Ze ¢o im kto dal zadarmo a preco sa oni maju $éfke skladat
na kyticu, nech si kiipi sama, ved m4 za ¢o. No ja som im dala cukor zadarmo, napriklad.
Tak sa nakoniec poskladali, ale niektori dali menej, ano, z dvoch eur niektori dali menej,
tak to potom Peter doplatil, lebo mu to bolo trapne, ist tak za vedicim. No ale poc¢kaj, to
eSte nie je to najlepSie, ona dostala dalSie tri kytice, akoZe od vel'kého $éfstva, a hadaj, kto
to zaplatil. My v8etci. Oni si to nechali preplatit z firemného, normélne dosli za Zlaticou
s blo¢kami.

Schylovalo sa k pol piatej poobede, budova bola poloprazdna. Vyzula som sa a sadla
si na okenny parapet. Chodnik na dvore sa plnil tmavymi bodkami. Vratnik sa s kymsi na
¢omsi dohadoval a rozhadzoval rukami. Parkovisko bolo takmer mrtve, bolo na nom iba
zopdr aut. Bol piatok, kazdy iny deml som sa pondhlala, iba posledny deni v tyZdni akoby uz
na tom, kedy sa dostanem domov, nezdlezalo. Na druhy den Ziadne ranné vstavanie, pokoj.
Cez pootvorené okno som vdychovala vzduch zmieSany s namoknutym prachom. K zvuku
dazda sa pripojilo klopkanie a Skripot opétkov. Pozrela som sa dolu. Vaclavka pomaly kracala
krizom cez dvor a v ruke drzala niekol'ko kytic zabalenych v papieri. Zbehla som dolu.

,M0Zem?“ spytala som sa a chytila do ruky polovicu tazkych kytic. Baliaci papier bol
zospodu nasiaknuty vodou a trhal sa na tfiloch ruzi. Nazrela som zvrchu do papierového
kornuta - Cervené. Spolocenska istota, neurazia, neprekvapia a nevonaju. Pri chddzi do
seba hlavky kvetov ob¢as narazili a niekol'’ko lupefiov popadalo na chodnik. Vaclavka niesla
kytice pritla¢ené k hrudi, akoby ich chcela ochranit pred dazd'om.

Pomaly sme dosli k jej autu, bol to starSi ¢ierny mercedes so zatmavenymi zadnymi
sklami. Kufor sa po stlaceni kli¢a nehlu¢ne otvoril. Vaclavka najskor povkladala svoje kytice
jednu vedla druhej. Potom mi vzala z rik zvyS$né v premoc¢enom papieri, niekol'ko listkov eSte
stihlo spadnit na zem, a opatrne ich prilozila k ostatnym. Kufor sa rovnako v tichosti zavrel.
Kazdy jej pohyb vyzeral presne vypocitany, nie mechanicky, ale tanecne. Na tane¢nikoch
ma vzdy fascinovala td miera sebakontroly. Ich telo vdm neprezradi ni¢, ¢o sami nechcu.
Ak na nich zavolate, nestrhnu sa; otocia sa plynulo, pomaly, s hlavou hore a so zdvihnutym
obo¢im. Nespytaju sa, ¢o chcete, ¢akaju, Ze zac¢nete. Tak sa neda spravit chyba.

,Dakujem, Dorota,“ povedala napokon a po nose jej pomedzi pehy stekali kvapky dazda,
jedind drobna rebélia na tvari. Podala mi ruku, s miernym dismevom, mozno mi ju drZala
trochu dlhsie, neZ sa zvy€ajne drzia ruky. Otvorila dvere, chvilu ostala stat, rozhliadajuc sa
okolo seba. Vaclavka sa vystrela, hoci sa zdalo, Ze viac to uz ani nie je mozné, a zhlboka sa
nadychla.

,,Uplné bezvetrie, v§imli ste si?“ povedala a nasadla do auta.

Dorota, hej, Dorota sa volad. TA mlada od vas, akoZe mlad4, no, mladSia od teba, ¢o
necita noviny dobreZe po mongolsky, vie§, ktord. Bola tu véera rdno na kdvu - ju mam rada,
lebo si nosi vlastnu a obc¢as aj mne donesie - a takd bola nejakd mimo. Sa tu prechadzala
bezducho od jedného gauca k druhému, obcas vyzrela von oknom, ¢o je na tejto ulici samo
osebe dost depka, potom si zasa sadla a pozerala do koberca. Co vas tam fyzicky tyraji?
Uz by ste mali svojmu veduicemu vysvetlit, Ze pracovny ¢as ma nejaké svoje opodstatnenie.
Sak vam tam postupne takto poprepina. Jedni budi kdvu odo miia vypytovat a druhi ¢ucat
do koberca. Ale neurdzaj sa, Irena, stdle lepsie, ako byt na l'udskych zdrojoch.

Pod' dnes so mnou na obed, ja to tu uZ nevykryvam. VSetci za mnou chodia od rana
zas, uz som si aj pustila techno z pocitaca, aj dychovku, ni¢ nefunguje, furt sa tu pretfcaju
a drankaju jak Cenkovej deti. Podme aspon na hodinu, ved tie pipaky aj tak nefunguju, to
viem od Paliho, nejde systém uZ tyZzden. A vie§, o ma dnes absoltitne vytocilo? Som pocula,
Ze to nie je len tak s tou Vaclavkou, Ze sa tu kdekto do nej zapozeral. A vieS, ako to chodi.
AkoZe nebudem ukazovat konkrétne prstom, kto som ja, aby som stdila? Koneéne tu bol
niekto normalny a oni ju vyhodia. Ale ¢udujem sa, ona, vydat4 a takto sa zapliest. Ked' sa
to dostalo aZ ku mne, tak to uZ naozaj vedia asi vSetci. Ale netvar sa prekvapene. Mala to
v pécku, robila si svoju robotu, ved' som ti hovorila, Ze vlastne sa tu vZdy premavala len
sama, a vidiS... naco jej to bolo? Keby sa tu prechddzala s nainStalovanym tismevom, eSte
mohla mat robotu, niekto by sa jej zastal. Ale chépes, ¢o je na tom najlepsie. Nikto jej to
takto nepovedal, vymysleli si nieo o organiza¢nych zmenéch, bla bla, dovi dopo. ESte jej aj
pogratulovali k dobre odvedenej praci, akoZe im je nesmierne ltto, Ze odchadza. No a eSte
jej ani nevychladla stoli¢ka, uz Simonovi¢ prisiel za fiu predstavit ndhradu, zasa Zenu, aké
nahoda. Samé chichi-chacha, hadzala vlasmi na vSetky strany, vSetko bolo akoZe smieSne
a vy-ni-ka-jui-ce, ako sa ona sem velmi tesi, ako nas chce spoznat, lebo kazdy je jedine¢na
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osobnost. Miia nazvala zlatko. No prisimveru som sa skoro dogrcala. Tej predpoveddm
dlhi budticnost. Hadzat vlasmi sa tu oplati hadam viac ako ¢okolvek iné. Od zajtra nenosim
cop, ti vravim, nova kariérna stratégia. A budem sa ta pytat, ¢o ta motivuje pri vymyslani
marketingovych kampani, odkial ¢erpas inspirdciu a aké inovdcie by si chcela priniest
v horizonte piatich rokov. A ty sa bude§ usmievat a povie$, Ze in$piracia prichadza vtedy,
ked' ju najmenej ¢akdme. Ale som nedohovorila o tej Dorote vlastne. Tak Vaclavka vysla
poobede von, kytice az niekam po ¢elo, chudera, ani vytah nesiel, tak sa na tych opitkoch
trepala Styri poschodia s babylonskou veZou na rukach. Keby vedela, ako sa tie kvety kupo-
vali, moZno by ich tu rovno nechala. No a zrazu vybehla Dorota, vyzriem von oknom a ona
beZi za Vaclavkou, nieco jej hovori, berie kytice a miznu za rohom. Asi o pitnast mintt sa
vratila, celd zmoknut4, tak sa jej pytam, Ze kde si bola, a ona, Ze po rozky. Tu si uz asi vSetci
myslia, Ze som jebnuta.

Vymaluj pozadie, povedz nieco, Dorotka, aby nebolo ticho, zaves si rdm na prazdnu
stenu, zapi$ zo$it. PouZi svoju predstavivost, ¢itaj medzi riadkami, dotvor pribeh. Kazdy
potom moze verit svojej verzii. V skuto¢nosti je medzi riadkami via¢Sinou len niekol'’ko
milimetrov bieleho papiera.

Volam sa Dorota. Sedim vo svojej kanceldrii na $tvrtom poschodi a dalo by sa povedat,
Ze nerobim vobec nic.

Filip Zawada
Pol'sko/Poland

Spisovatel, hudobnik a kresli¢ zemiakov, kto-
ré moZete najst na jeho instgrame @zawada-
filip. Za prozy Viakové psy a Do slnka ziskal
nomindcie na literdrnu cenu mesta Gdynia.
Kniha Omylom som rozsiapol ¢iernu mac-
ku sa dostala do findle literdnej ceny Nike.
V roku 2021 vySiel jeho roman Prilis vela zim
preslo na to, aby bola jar, ktory sa povazu-
je za jednu z troch najlepSich knih daného
roka a takisto sa dostal do findle ceny Nike.
V roku 2022 vydal knihu Ved' si s riou zatan-
cuj a v roku 2024 zatial poslednu Z pohladu
zemiaka. Vydal taktieZ basnické zbierky:
Jednotkovy systém, Boh Aldehyd, Snajper,
Skvelé sovy Ci Tri cesticky pri jednej rieke
sa zbiehaju (nomindcia na cenu Silesius). Je
dvojndsobnym finalistom dramatickej suta-
Ze Strefy Kontaktu. Jeho ocenend hra Vidim
nic¢ bola uvedena vo vroclavskom divadle
Teatr wspdlczesny a Divadle Heleny Mod-
rzejewskej v Legnici. Hra Postupnost vin
mala premiéru v roku 2024. Hral v kapelach
AGD, Pustki a Indigo tree. Vo vSeobecnosti
vzdy pracuje na dalSom pribehu.

Author, musician and someone who draws
potatoes, which you can find on his IG
@zawadafilip. His prose books Train Dogs
and Into the Sun were nominated for the lit-
erary prize of the city of Gdynia. The book I
Accidentally Trampled on a Black Cat was
a finalist for the prestigiouse Nike award.
His novel Too Many Winters Passed By for
Spring to Arrive was also a finalist for Nike
and it is also considered one of the three best
books of 2021. In 2022 he published the book
Go Dance With Her and in 2024 his most re-
cent work, From the Potato’s Point of View.
He also published the poetry collections: The
Unit System, God Aldehyde, Sniper, Great
Owls, Three Paths By a River Converge (nom-
inated for the Silesius prize). He is a two-time
finalist of the theatre-play competition Strefy
Kontaktu. His awarded play I See Nothing
was staged in two theatres in Poland. The
play Wave Sequence premiered in 2024. He
has played in the bands AGD, Pustki and In-
digo Tree. In general, he is always working
on a new story.
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Omylom som rozsliapol ¢iernu macku
L

Kazdy frajer ma svojho vtdka. Volame ho aj koren. A kaZzdy nosi svoj koren vZdy pri sebe. Ja
mam zatial asi len korienok, lebo do osemnastky ¢lovek eSte nie je celkom svojpravny. M6j
vyrastok ma len sedem alebo osem rokov. VSetci hovoria, Ze som najduch, ale ak ¢lovek nebol
nikdy strateny, tazko povedat, Ze sa nasiel. Ludia su vo vicSine hlupi, ale nebudem im to vy-
svetlovat, pretoZe to nie je moja vec. Hlipost je sukromna zaleZitost kazdého ¢loveka a kazdy
si za 1iu obcas odtrpi svoje. Jedni viac, ini mene;j.

UZ tri razy som bol predmetom uvah, o sa tyka adopcie, no napokon sa pre mma nikto
nerozhodol. Ludom sa cely ¢as volaco nepaci. Urcite sa im nepdaci hlavne mdj Zidovsky nos.
Zidovsky hovorim preto, Ze tak o fiom vSetci hovoria, hoci vobec nie som Zid, a aj keby som
bol, tak by som sa k tomu nepriznal, pretoZe za to moZu ¢loveka aj ukriZovat. Vela o tom viem,
pretoze byvam v chrame nasho Pdna a staraju sa o miia mniSky. Tie vZdy vedia, ¢o povedat,
aby dali ¢loveka do pozoru. Nie su zlé, len strasne smrdia, pretoze sa mozu umyvat len raz
do tyzdna a teraz je leto a hrozne sa potia v tych svojich hrubych ¢iernych handrach. Pricasté
umyvanie sposobuje, zZe sa vzdalujeme Bohu a stdvame sa tym istym, ¢im sa psy alebo mac-
ky - tvormi bez duse. Mali sme psa, ale zostarol a uz je pod zemou. Ludia vdaka tomu, Ze ich
zakopu pod zem, idu do neba. A kosti naSho psa sme vyhrabali o dva roky neskor, ked sme
nemali ¢o robit.

Je nds tu okolo desat. Hovorim okolo, ale to neznamend, Ze neviem pocitat. KdeZe, kdeZe!
ESte nikto ma nikdy neoSmekol. Je nés ,,okolo” preto, Ze sa to cely ¢as meni. NajkratSie su
tu babétkd, ktoré sestry nachadzaja v krabiciach. Je to blbost, Ze deti nosi bocian. Kto nebol
v chrdme néaSho Pana, nevie ni¢ o pociatku ani konci. Deti, ktoré tu byvaju najdlhsie, si mézu
byt isté, Ze tu zostanmi na cely Zivot. Blazej ma desat na krku, ¢osi uz v Zivote preskakal, a tak
vie najlepsie, ¢o s nami bude. V kostole vzdy sedi najblizsie k oltaru a vd'aka tomu ma najblizsi
kontakt s Bohom a VSemohtci vie predsa vSetko. Blazej si nechce néjst rodinu, pretoze sa
nestiti mniSok. Hovori, Ze st to normalne Zeny, pretoZe maju cicky. A ked'si na ne uloZi hlavu,
st makucké a ¢lovek sa upokoji a znova si uvedomi, Ze vSetci sme jedna vel'k4 rodina.

Ked prestdvam v nieco verit, hned' sa rozrevem. A vtedy sa ob¢as stane, Ze zo samého
smutku si nacikam do gati. V lete to takmer necitit, no v zime mi méj koreri hned' za¢ne mrznut.
Koreni je pre chlapa urcite najdoleZitejsi, lebo vdaka nemu méZe Zit veéne alebo takmer vecne.
Ked'sa pocikam, sestry su rady, Ze v chrame nie su Ziadne koberce. Cikanice totiZ Iibia mékké
veci a tazko ich stade dostat, ked' sa uz raz usadia. Keby sme nemali duse, ocikévanie koberca by
znamenalo, Ze koberec je nas. Viem to, pretoZe som videl, Ze tak robia aj psy. Preto sme museli
nasho psa drzat na retazi, lebo keby ocikal cely BoZi chram, zac¢al by mu patrit a my ostatni
by sme museli byvat v bude. Blazej hovori, Ze ¢asto tdram od veci, ale on ni¢omu nerozumie,
pretoZe je len celkom oby¢ajny zadubeny debil. Za Zivot mal Styri Sance na normdlny domov,
ale nezvladol to. Styri, to je viac ako tri. Je to tiplny nestastnik a urcite z neho bude farar.

Aby sme z tolkej viery iplne nezdiveli, chodime do normélnej Skoly. Tam sa o sebe do-
zvedame najviac. S BlaZzejom tam chodime najdlhSie, skoro dva roky. Z celej Skoly sme len my
dvaja naozajstni frajeri a sme na to patri¢ne hrdi. Frajeri patria do cirkusu a prave tam by som

chcel pracovat. Chcel by som byt tiger. Clovek totiZz moZe dosiahnut vSetko, ¢o si vysniva. Tak
hovori pani v $kole. Je najmudrejsia a velmi sa mi paci, Ze sa neoblieka do ¢ierneho. Cierna
je najskaredsia farba, a tak sa sestry musia obliekat prave do nej, aby na ne nikto nepozeral,
pretoZe kaZzdy pohlad vyzyva k hriechu.

Dnes som v Skole hresil, pretoZe som tak velmi nasral Bastka, Ze mi v zurivosti rozjebal
cely nos. Bastek je obycajny debil, preto mu nemienim ni¢ odpustat.

MnisSky hovoria, Ze ak budem $karedo rozpravat, nebudd ma pustat do $koly a navzdy
zostanem v chrame nasho Pana. To by bolo hrozné. V kostole je straSna nuda.

Zivot podla pravidiel je dost otravny, pretoZe pravidl4 sa treba naucit a to znamena ne-
ustéle opakovanie tych istych veci. Naozaj sa v Zivote nemozno venovat zaujimavejsSim veciam
neZ ustavicnému robeniu znaku kriZza a opakovaniu Zdravasov a OtCenaSov? Stdle sa treba
o seba starat a v kuse jest tie isté nechutné veci, ktoré ocenime aZ po rokoch. Niektori sa tych
rokov ani nedoZiju, a tak nikdy nezistia, ako chuti skuto¢ny cukor. U nés sa v priebehu roka
oplati robit znak kriza dvakrat: na Velkd noc a cez Vianoce, pretoze ak sa vtedy preZehnas
pred kriZom, dostane$ kocku cukru. N&S rok je osladeny dvoma kockami cukru. Chudobné
deti v Afrike nemaju ani to, takZe sa nemame na ¢o stazovat, hlavne, ked sa Vianoce kazdy
den bliZia, ved' uz je jul.

So sestrou Auréliou sme zasli do lekarne po bylinky, pretoZe nam vSetkym od tych horucav
vyschlo v hrdlach.

»Poprosim koren pupavy,” povedala.

Tak ma to rozosmialo, nemohol som sa zdrzat a cvrkol som si do gati. Ale len trochu.
Sestra Aurélia nicomu nerozumela. Nec¢udo, ved' je predsa dievca, a ani to nie celkom.

PreloZil Jan Pucek
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I Trampled a Black Cat by Accident
1

Every guy has his root. He always carries it with him. I just have a little root for now, be-
cause,until the age of eighteen, no one is totally fit for life. My stripling is seven or eight
years old. Everyone tells me I am a foundling, though if you were never lost in the first place,
it’s hard tosee how you can be found. People on the whole are quite dumb, but I'm not going
to try andprove it to them, as it’s not my concern. Being a dumbass is each person’s private
possession, and everyone has to pay for it eventually. Some more than others.

I'have been considered for adoption three times already, but, when push came to shove,
noone could quite bring themselves to choose me. They’re always put off by something.
Theyprobably don’t like my Jewish nose. I say Jewish because everyone says it is, although
I'm notJewish, and even if I was, I wouldn’t own up to it, because you can be crucified for
that. I knowall about this stuff, because I live in the palace of our Lord and I'm looked after
by nuns. Theyalways know what to say to get someone to shut up. They’re not bad really,
just a bit smelly, because they can only wash once a week, and now, during the summer, they
sweat an awful lot, while weeding their strawberries in those thick, black rags. Washing too
often means we movefurther away from God and become like dogs or mice - with no soul.
We had a dog once, but hegot old, and bit the dust. Humans, after being buried, go up to
heaven, but we found the doggiebones in the ground two years later when we had nothing
else to do. There are around ten of us here. I say around, but that’s not because I don’t know
how tocount. That’s for sure. No one’s ever swindled me.

There are ‘around’ ten of us because we’realways changing. The babies, which the sisters
find in the drawers, are here for the shortest time. It’s rubbish that storks bring babies. Any-
one who hasn’t lived in the palace of our Lord knowsnothing about beginnings and endings.
The children who’ve lived here the longest can be almostcertain they’ll stay here their entire
lives. Blazej has notched up ten years already, has seen quitea bit of life, and knows the
most about what will happen to us. In church, he sits nearest to thealtar, and thanks to that
he’s closest to God, and the Almighty knows everything. Blazej doesn’twant to find a family,
because he’s not disgusted by the nuns and happily cuddles up to them. Hesays they’re real
women, because they have tits. And when you touch them with your head,they’re very soft
and it really chills you out, and you begin to believe once more that we’re allone big family.
Whenever I lose my faith in something, I start bawling straight away. Also I sometimes get
soupset that I wee in my pants. In the summer, I barely feel it, but in winter, my little root
freezesstraight away. Apparently, it’s the most important thing guys have because thanks
to it they canlive forever or almost forever.

Whenever I wee myself, the sisters are pleased there are nocarpets in our Lord’s palace.
Wee loves soft things and it’s hard to get it out of them once it makesitself at home. If we
didn’t have souls, weeing on a carpet would mean that that carpet belongedto us. I know
because I've seen dogs behave like that. That’s why ours had to be tied to a chain,because if
it had pissed all over our Lord’s palace, the whole place would have belonged to it, andwe’d
all have had to go and live in its kennel.

Blazej says I often spout random crap, but he doesn’t understand anything, ’cos he’s just
yourregular, muddled-up moron. He’s had four chances in life to go to a normal home, but
he’s blownit each time. Four is more than three. He is one of life’s victims, which is why he’ll
probablybecome a priest.

To save us from going completely wild from all this faith stuff, we go to a normal villag-
eschool. That’s where we find out the most about ourselves. Blazej and I have been going
therethe longest time, nearly two years. We’re the only bastards in the entire school, and
we’re proudof it. Bastards are best suited for the circus, and that’s exactly where I'd like to
work. I'd like tobe a tiger. Apparently a person can achieve anything he dreams of. That’s what
miss says atschool. Miss is the cleverest person I know, and I like it that she doesn’t dress
in black. Black is the ugliest colour, which is why the sisters have to wear it, so no one will
look at them, becauseevery glance leads to sin.

Today at school I sinned, because I pissed Bastek off so badly that he totally fucked up
mynose out of rage. Bastek is a regular moron, so I had nothing to forgive him for anyway.

The nuns say that if I use rude words, I won’t be allowed to go to school, and I'll stay
in thepalace of our Lord forever. That would be awful, because it’s boring as hell in church.

Living your life according to rules is horribly monotonous, because to learn rules you've
gotto do the same things over and over again. Is there nothing nicer to do in life than con-
stantlymaking the sign of the cross, repeating ‘Hail Mary’, or ‘The Lord’s Prayer’? You have
to keeplooking after yourself and eating the same terrible nasty things, which apparently
you’ll come toappreciate in the future. Some don’t even live that long, and never find out
what real sugar tasteslike. Here, it’s only worth crossing yourself twice a year: at Easter and
at Christmas, because onthose days if you cross yourself in front of the cross in the food
hall, you get a sugar lump. Ouryear is sweetened by two lumps of sugar. The poor children
in Africa don’t even get that, so Ican’t complain, especially as it’s already July, and Christmas
is getting nearer with each day.

Sister Aurelia took us to the pharmacy to get some herbs, because everyone got really-
parched in the heat.

‘A little monk’s rhubarb root, please.

"Boy, that made me laugh, I couldn’t control myself, and pissed my pants, but only a little.
Sister Aurelia didn’t get it at all. No wonder, seeing she’s a girl, and not even a proper one.

Translated by Marek F. Maj
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