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Xaver Bayer
Rakusko/Austria

Narodeny 1977 vo Viedni, kde aj Zije.
Ziskal viacero literarnych oceneni. Okrem
inych aj v roku 2020 Rakusku kniznua
cenu (der Osterreichische Buchpreis)

za zbierku poviedok Geschichten mit
Marianne (Pribehy s Mariannow). V roku
2023 vydal zbierku basni Poesie (Poézia).

Born in 1977 in Vienna, where he still lives.
He has received several literary awards,
including the Austrian Book Prize in 2020
for his short story collection Geschichten
mit Marianne (Stories with Marianne). In
2023, he published the poetry collection
titled Poesie (Poetry).

1.

Dnes, po tol'kych a tol'kych rokoch.

Karty st plynulo rozdavané, svetlo, tieri a opiit svetlo.

Plastové stoli¢ky naskladané na seba, svetlo, pod nim kridlo vazky, a opét tieri.

Vo vazenskych celach vytvorenych umelkyfiami niet miesta navyse.

Pozeras sa cez plece a €o vidiS?

Rebrik, jablko, slnko, jednu alebo druht svetovu stranu a cibiky chochlaté.

Strazia otvorené dvere do cely, eSte sa len zacinaju chystat na svoj svadobny let,
ked'ti napadne myslienka na tutek.

Hore lietadlo skaSa oblaky, dole mravce rozoberaju kridlo vazky.

Tenky pramienok dymu sa preSmykol na slobodu, dneSny den sa zatvara, si vonku.

2.

Ona: VSetko je matematika.

On: Vsetko je poézia.

Nato ich rozhovor prerusi ¢asnik, ktory prindsa dalSie napoje.

Sedis pri vedlajSom stole a divas sa z okna.

Vonku vzlietne zo strechy kidel' holubov, urobi okruzny let a pristane na tej istej 13
streche.

Dole na malom namesti pouli¢ny predava¢ kvetov naklada do dodavky prazdne
debny.

Zena sa zastavi pred vedrom s poslednou slne¢nicou a vahavo si ju vezme.
Najskor si mysliS, Ze sa rozprava s kvetom, ale potom zbadas v jej uchu biely Stoplik.
Po zaplateni pokracuje v telefonate a kym odchdadza, predavac¢ odprace do auta
zvy$né debny.

A tu vnutri potom nejakua chvilu nikto nepovie ani slovo.

3.

Ver ¢i never.

Vrana pristane na okraji fontany a napije sa z plnej nadrze.

Potom pride smetiar a vyprazdni odpadové nadoby, jednu za druhou.

V rozkvitnutej lipe si na list presvetleny slnkom sadne pestrica.

Zdola vidis jej tien.

Malé pdédium na okraji ndmestia je prazdne.

Retazovy koloto¢ je odstaveny.

Suchy list lipového kvetu s tromi semennymi gul6¢kami pada zo stromu a otaca sa.
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Zena prechadza pomalym krokom popri fontdne.

Vrana zostdva na mieste.

Na sklenych dverach pri vychode z podzemnej garaZe sa zrkadli cyklista.
Nad namestim poletuju lastovicky.

Vietor zlahka hybe latkou zloZenych slnec¢nikov.

Ver Ci never.

4.

V poslednom case je velmi pochmurne, hovori predavacka a mrzuto pozera von
oknom.

Na skle je nalependa snehova vlocka,

na chodniku pred obchodom zasneZena detska rukavicka.

Na autobusovej zastavke vykrikuje nejaky blazon, ostatni stoja v bezpe¢nom odstupe
a hladia do svojich mobilov.

Ked pride autobus, bldzon nenastupi, prestane vsak kricat.

Ako kazelnik vytiahne z vrecka svojej bundy c¢iapku, na ktorej je napis:

FUCK WINTER.

Nasadi si ju a hovori nieco vrane, ktora sa o par krokov dalej hrabe vo vreci na odpadky.
V tej chvili sa obla¢na prikryvka roztrhne, slnko nastavi vSetko do iného svetla

a ty stretnes starSieho muza,

ktory si obratne a pozoruhodne sebavedome piska skladbu o Saccovi a Vanzettim.

5.

Raz rano na ulici, ked'idu deti do Skoly a dospeli do prace, zmocni sa ta pocit, Ze sa
pohybujes dozadu.

Zmétene si pomyslis: Bol dnes prvy krok von zaroven posledny?

Bol to vrchol Zivota, odteraz pojde vetko znova spit?

Nie, vSetko je to podfuk! Oto¢is sa a ide$ niekolko krokov naspit, a hl'a - hla a, naspét
krokov niekol'ko ide$ a sa oto¢is!

Podfuk to je vSetko, nie? Spét znova vSetko pojde odteraz, Zivota vrchol to bol.
Posledny zaroveni von krok prvy dnes bol: pomysliS si zmétene.

Dozadu pohybujes sa Ze, pocit ta sa zmocni, prace do dospeli a $koly do deti idu ked,
ulici na rno raz.

(vyber bésni zo zbierky Poesie /Poézia)
PreloZil Rudolf Jurolek

Meal

Méfiez-vous des blancs, habitants du rivage.
Beware of white men, you who live on the shore

Evariste de Parny

Since eight o’clock this morning, sharp shooters hidden on the roofs and behind
some windows above the large pedestrian zone in the center of the old city, where
the density of luxury stores, banks, and fine restaurants is greatest, have been fir-
ing randomly at passersby. What’s more, terrorists have taken hostages and holed
themselves up with them in neighboring businesses, pubs, and hotels. According
to conservative estimates, as the radio would have it, thirty-four people have been
killed so far, a number that is likely understated, for just in the area visible from
Marianne’s parents’ apartment, where we have been since last night, we can count
over twenty dead, and the pedestrian zone continues to the left and right much
farther than we can see.

One of the buildings where the shopping strip begins is half collapsed and
on fire because an attacker blew himself up when a special police unit was about
to storm the roof. No one has any idea where all snipers are positioned and how
many terrorists in all are involved in the attack. The inner city is cordoned off, and
there’s a curfew. From the windows of the apartment we see the pools of blood
where pedestrians were struck down; some are still lying there, while attempts
were made to rescue others, but only at the outset, because rescue workers are
also under fire, attested to by a burned out ambulance, among other things. We
also see a dead camera team. Helicopters have been circling over the city for hours.
Evidently, in the interim, one of the terrorists has been killed, although the media
are still uncertain about this. Hundreds of police officers in bullet-proof gear and
mobilized military units have been deployed to the adjacent alleyways. Meanwhile,
several small tanks have taken up position in the pedestrian zone. For the time being
the attackers are keeping quiet. Still, the air is filled with smoke and the wailing of
sirens, and we continue to hear the cries of pain of those passersby who weren’t
killed, just injured.

To make matters worse, today is supposed to be the hottest day of the year,
as the weather report has been predicting for days. Rain is expected to offer some
relief toward evening or even overnight. At present there are still no clouds in the
sky.

Marianne has been in the kitchen for some time now, and I've made myself
comfortable on the sofa, only now and again venturing to the windows to update
her on the situation. Every so often I ask her whether she needs a hand, but each
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time she replies that she’s fine, she’s got everything under control. I'm eager to see
what she has planned.

For a while I watch a live webcast on Marianne’s tablet, even briefly recogniz-

ing the building we’re in, but then I think to myself that this sort of thing is absurd,
that, come to think of it, I can experience the whole thing first hand too, and so
I turn away from the screen and stand at the windows again, peering first at the
roof and then at the facade of the building across the way, and when I don’t see a
sniper, I stick my head out. At this very moment, one of the security personnel at the
jewelry store opposite us does the same thing, he sticks his head out the entrance
for a few seconds, there’s a bang, he collapses, more shots follow, smoke canisters
are tossed by the police into the middle of the pedestrian zone, obscuring the area,
obviously they want to rescue the man without being seen by the sharpshooters,
a very loud detonation then blows several of the windows on the other building to
smithereens, there are screams, further volleys, and all the while, incessantly, the
alarms of the fancy shops, which ultimately prompts me to close the windows and
draw the curtains, too.

“Are you sure you don’t need any help?” I call into the kitchen.

“Almost done, thanks!” is Marianne’s reply.

§So I go to her tablet, connect it to the speakers, pick one of her playlists, the first
bars of Edward Elgar’s Enigma Variations Opus 36 ring out, I turn up the volume
so that the noise from outside is at least partially drowned out, then I meander
a little through the rooms of this spacious apartment: high ceilings, everything
generously appointed, primarily with antique Chinese furniture, Oriental rugs, and
Indian fabrics, wooden and stone sculptures from South America, African tribal art,
paintings by well-known European and American modernists hanging ever where,
and at least one entire wall of shelves in each room filled with books whose value
alone can be measured by their spines.

Marianne has obviously prepared for this day well. “Voila, here is today’s
menu,’ I hear her voice just beside my ear and start a bit because I didn’t hear her
coming on account of the loud music. She hands me a folded sheet of handmade
paper. I open it and read the plan of the meal, which, written in calligraphy, is more
evocative of an old official state document or codex. The order of the courses is
doubtless refined and unusual:

Chicken Consommé a U'impériale
Paté a la Talleyrand
Omelette Tegetthoff
Beef Wellington

Bismarck Herring
Cotelette d’Agneau a la Nelson
Filet a la Colbert
Radetzky-Kipfel
Pudding a la Metternich
Esterhazy torta

Accompanying these dishes are select white, red, and sparkling wines, con-
cluding with liqueur and coffee. Cigars are to be served.

“Not bad,” I say, whistling through my teeth in appreciation.

“You may take your seat,” Marianne says, disappearing into the kitchen again,
and I proceed to the salon, where the table has already been set. Here, too, I have
a quick gander through the windows, but nothing about the situation has changed,
except that paramilitary men seem to be involved in the whole fracas now too,
because there are some masked figures running about wearing fantasy uniforms,
hooligans perhaps, I think.

And then Marianne is back with two champagne flutes, I thank her, we
smile and toast each other’s health. Marianne whispers the brand and vintage
into my ear.

“Sublime,” I whisper back, and then we sit down at table and begin the meal.

I am overcome. Each course of Marianne’s dinner seems to trump the previ-
ous one. How she’s done it is a mystery to me, the dishes are served at the ideal
temperature, and my glass is always full, and there is just the right amount of
everything on one’s plate so that one never risks growing tired of the dish.

“Inever even knew you were such a fantastic cook,” I say to Marianne in praise.

“Neither did I,” she replies.

It’s between the last main course and the first dessert course that I ask Mar-
ianne whether she hadn’t once told me that her father owned a couple of rifles.

“Not just a couple,” she laughs, leading me into her parents’ bedroom and
opening the drawer beneath the bed, and I glimpse a half dozen hunting rifles, two
of which I pick up.

“And the ammunition?” I ask.

“Here you go, everything’s full,” Marianne says and opens her mother’s walk-
in closet to hand me a Louis Vuitton suitcase.

“Thank you,” I reply, carrying the rifles and suitcase into the salon.

While Marianne fetches the Radetzky Kipfel from the kitchen, I inspect both
rifles. Before me are two 6.5x54mm Mannlich-Schonauer rifles of premium Austrian
manufacture in immaculate condition, and the shells in the suitcase are even full
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metal jacket bullets. The music from the next room has meanwhile switched to
the second song from the Chansons madécasses by Maurice Ravel.

As Marianne returns with the next two plates, I set the weapons aside, and we
continue eating leisurely, listening to the music. When we arrive at the last dessert
course, a stray bullet smashes through one of the windows of the apartment and
bores through a Franz Marc painting hanging above the table at which we are
sitting. Amusingly, the projectile has gone directly through the breast of the horse
depicted in the painting. And a minute later, another pane shatters, presumably a
ricochet, and this time the projectile pierces an Andy Warhol further to the left on
the wall, one from the series “Double Elvis.”

“What a strange coincidence,” I say, and Marianne nods.

She goes to the kitchen one more time and returns with a small cup of coffee,
which she sets before me on the table.

“Thanks,” I say, and sip it.

“With cardamom,” Marianne adds.

“But after this I really can’t manage another bite,” I say, groaning and dabbing
my lips with the napkin after the last sip of coffee.

“You won't have to,” Marianne says, and at the same moment there is an im-
mense detonation out in the pedestrian zone, causing the window panes to shatter
inward, you can hear the sputtering of machine gun fire, and grayish-black smoke
pours into the rooms.

“Should I help you with dishes?” I ask Marianne.

“No, thank you, the cleaning lady can do them tomorrow,” she replies.

“As you wish,” I say, choosing a cigar from the box she offers me, cutting it,
and lighting it.

After relishing a few drags, I arise, take the rifles and shove five bullets into the
drum magazine of each. Then, with one of the two weapons in my hand, I look
cautiously around the corner of the window frame.

“Do you want to join me?” I ask, pointing at the second rifle.

“In a moment,” Marianne replies, “I'm just going to quickly wash my hands,”
and flits into the kitchen.

“I just realized,” I call after her, “I haven’t even asked you yet what I owe you
for the truly sumptuous meal.”

“Oh, it’s fine,” I hear her laughing from the kitchen, “I'll bill you later.”

“Fantastic,” I say, releasing the safety on the rifle.

In the end Marianne is standing on one side of the window frame and I on the
other, we’re looking down together at the horrific scene presenting itself to us almost
submissively from below, we see the smoldering grenade craters, the splintered

shop windows, the corpses lying in pools of blood as if in their appropriate sauce,
the burning tanks and the frantic police officers, we hear the shots and explosions
and the screams and the megaphone commands and the sirens and the helicopters,
and a panicked pigeon flies right past our window.

“Who goes first?” I ask Marianne.

“Me!” she cries, moving to the middle of the windowsill and opening fire. She
is able to unload all five rounds before the policemen return fire and, after reload-
ing, three more before she falls dead beside me. A shot to the head, I ascertain, in
light of the brain matter sprayed onto my suit. What beautiful hair she had, I think,
then I take a deep breath, assume her position in the window frame, place the gun
stock against my right cheek, aim precisely, and, with measured slowness, exhale.

(excerpt from the book Geschichte mit Marianne)
Translated by Daniel Bowles
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Dusan Dusek
Slovensko/Slovakia

Narodil sa 4. janudra 1946 v Gbelciach.
Vystudoval Prirodovedecku fakultu UK

v Bratislave, odbory geolégia a chémia.
Pracoval v redakcidch ¢asopisov Smena,
Tip, Kamarat a Slovenské pohlady.

V rokoch 1978 aZ 1992 bol spisovatelom

v slobodnom povolani. Od roku 1993

do roku 2021 vyucoval scendaristiku

na Filmovej a televiznej fakulte VSMU

v Bratislave. Vydal asi 30 prozaickych
knih - od debutu Strecha domu (1972) az
po Deti v daZdi (2023). Napisal aj niekol'ko
knih pre deti, zopar filmovych scenarov
a rozhlasovych hier. Zije v Bratislave.

DuSan DusSek was born on January 4, 1946,
in Gbelce. He graduated from the Faculty
of Natural Sciences at Comenius University
in Bratislava, majoring in geology and
chemistry. He worked as an editor for

the magazines Smena, Tip, Kamarat, and
Slovenské pohlady. From 1978 to 1992, he
was a freelance writer. From 1993 until
2021, he taught screenwriting at the Film
and Television Faculty of the Academy of
Performing Arts (VSMU) in Bratislava. He
has published about 30 prose books, from
his debut Strecha domu (The Roof of the
House, 1972) to Deti v daZdi (Children in
the Rain, 2023). He has also written several
books for children, several film scripts,

and radio plays. He lives in Bratislava.

Vah 1957
Spako sa preslavil spartakiddou, Fifo svojou rukou, mne sa podarilo vyhrat re-
citacné preteky.

Prebiehali v kaviarni Srdie¢ko na Pribinovej ulici. Dnes je tam kasino. Iba
kuisok odtial stdlo knihkupectvo, kruhova stavba s vykladmi namiesto fasady,
kam som sa chodieval pozerat na knihy. I§lo o okresné kolo sttaze Hviezdoslavov
Kubin. Postupit dalej mohli iba prvi traja z kazdej kategorie, ¢i uz z poézie alebo
prozy. Predseda poroty nas vyvolaval na malé javisko. VSetky deti mali okolo krku
uviazané pionierske Satky, mne vSak nikto nepovedal, Ze to treba, priSiel som vo
svojej najkrajsej koseli, tzv. Svédskej, ¢o sa zapinala dvomi velkymi gombikmi pod
bradou. Napriek tomu: vyhral som. Recitoval som nejaku bdaseri o zime - autora
anazov si uz nepamétam. Vlastne ma dost prekvapilo, Ze ma tam zo $koly poslali,
vybrala ma nasa triedna ucitelka Markova. Na javisku som sa najprv poklonil,
odrecitoval som verSe o bielom snehu, o zaprahu koni s letiacimi sariami, o sivej
stuzke dymu nad radostnou strechou domova, urobil som kratku pauzicku, ako ma
to triedna naucila - a opét som sa poklonil. Na vysledky som nec¢akal. Vonku som
obehol knihkupectvo, preSiel cez park za kinom Moskva, nad hlavou mi krakali
vrany na vysokych topoloch, behom polhodiny som bol doma: do $koly som uz
ist nemusel. Prezliekol som sa do tricka, mama mi dala krajec chleba s maslom,
v zdhrade som si k nemu odtrhol raj¢inu - a vyliezol som na nas gaStan uprostred
lesnickej koldnie. Nikde nikoho; vSetci boli v Skole. A tak som sa vratil domov. Pri
nasom dome stdla vr¢iaca motorka JAWA 350 OHC. A v kuchyni na mna cakal
riaditel nasej Skoly Zizka. Prisiel po mria, aby ma ¢o najrychlejsie odviezol na
vyhlasenie vysledkov, vhupol som do §védskej kosSele — a uz sme fi¢ali do Srdiecka.
Nasli sme tam iba ¢asnika v smokingu, ktory ndm oznamil, Ze ma vSade hl'adali
a zhanali, nikto vSak nevedel, kam som sa podel, porota posunula vysledky, miia
z prvého miesta vyskrtli, vyhral niekto druhy v poradi, treti poskoc¢il na druhé
miesto, Stvrty na tretie - a bolo po vitazstve. Asi mi predsa len spoéitali tie dva
gombiky na koSeli namiesto pionierskej Satky; riaditelovi som sa nepriznal.

Spako dopadol podobne. Ba horsie. Na okresnej spartakiade - v skladbe pre star-
Sich Ziakov - ho ako najlepSieho cvicenca umiestnili na stredovi znacku v prvom
rade, priamo pred hlavnou tribunou futbalového ihriska. Na sobotiiajSej generalke,
po bezchybnom vykone, hlavny inStruktor cez amplidny vSetkym Ziakom prikézal,
aby pri cvieni na ostro, ak by niekto zabudol, ¢o m4 robit, nema zmétkovat, len
sa rychlo pozriet na najlepSieho cvi¢enca, na ziaka Miroslava Spacka, ¢o bol nas
Spako - a opakovat vSetko po fiom. To sa aj stalo. V nedelu vSetci chlapci v bielych
tielkach a Cervenych trenirkach cvicili na trdvniku ako Svajciarske hodinky s vo-
dotryskom, lepsie sa nedalo - az do chvile kratko pred koncom, ked Spakovi
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praskla guma v trenirkach. Zachranoval situéciu, ako vedel, chytil si ich jednou
rukou a hrdinsky cvi¢il dalej, kym si zrazu nevsimol, Ze aj ostatni chalani maju
jednu ruku na pupkoch, niektori aj niZSie. Dostal trojku z chovania, hoci za ni¢
nemohol, ¢o bral ako priSernu nespravodlivost.

Fifo sa preslavil iba v naSej trojici. Ostala u nich spat spoluZziacka jeho starsej
sestry Aleny. Volala sa Monika. Ale kazdy jej hovoril Mon¢a. UloZili ju na rozta-
hovaci gau¢ v jedalni. Dvere medzi izbami ostavali na noc otvorené - a tak sa
Fifo dostal rukou do jej nohaviciek. Zobudil sa uprostred noci, iSiel na zdchod
a pri spiato¢nej ceste nakukol do jedalne. Monca sa vraj po cely ¢as tvarila, Ze
spi, Ze o ni¢om nevie. Pomyslel som si: ako to mohol potme vidiet, no ¢usal som

- a straSne mu zavidel. Fifo pri nej lezal asi pat mintt. Prstami sa dotykal jej rina.
Dovtedy sme o niom iba ¢itali. Prave v jedalni, kde ju bojazlivo, opatrne a skima-
vo hladkal, mali kniZnicu - a v nej knihu od nejakého madarského spisovatela,
v ktorej sme na strane 100 niekol'kokrat potajomky, zato nahlas ¢itali, ako sa
pred hlavnym hrdinom Kalmanom pri ktipani v rieke objavilo nahé Zenské lono,
pokryté zlatistym ranom.

U Spaka sme zase Citavali z inej knihy, asi talianskej, kde sa opisovala suloZ
- bol to preklad do CeStiny - a ti dvaja, ¢o sa spolu suloZili, ti aZ straSidelne, znovu
a znovu predlZovali akt rozkoSe. Pisalo sa tam: JiZ nékolik minut kre¢i. Potom zase
nieco iné: to sme vynechavali. A zase: JiZ pil hodiny kfec¢i. To uz s vykri¢nikom.
Spako ma opravil, Ze sa nehovori sa, ale iba suloZili. Doma som mérne hladal
nieco podobné, listoval som v maminych zvidzkoch SPKK, no nijaké rina ani
stloZe som v nich nenasiel. Iba v knihe Lekdr radi $portovcom sa na jednej foto-
grafii neCakane objavila masaz prsnikov. S tym som sa pred kamaratmi radsej
ani nechvalil.

Mal som pre nich ind vabni¢ku: DobrodruZstvd Toma Sawyera od Marka Twaina
s ilustraciami ubomira Kellenbergera. Dostal som ju na Vianoce - a odvtedy
medzi nami kolovala. Opantala nam hlavy. Podl'a nej sme sa na konci juna, hned'
po vysvedéeniach, chystali utiect, potajomKy zmiznut, vyparit sa aspon na defi
z kol6nie, nech nas vSetci hladaju. Vylieéit sa z nasich krivd. Tak to urobili aj Tom
Sawyer, Huckleberry Finn a Joe Harper: ukradnutou pltou sa preplavili na pusty
ostrovéek uprostred rieky Mississippi. Vymysleli si pirdtske prezyvky: Cierny
mastitel' Spanielskych mort, Krvavd ruka a Postrach ocednov. NaSe boli kratSie, menej
vzne$ené - moja bola Buso. Do starého polovnickeho chlebnika sme zhromazdili
zasoby: pecen vyrazkového chleba, polovic¢ku saldmy Nitran, rajéiny zo zdhrady,
aj tri kaleraby, Sumienky vo vrecuSkach. A krabicku siriek. AZ neskor sme ich
volali zapalky. A starti deku. A plavky a uteraky. Heslo troch piratov na Mississippi
bolo: ,,Krv!“ Nase bolo: ,,Smrt fagistom!“ Prekizli sme ulickou Bodona a popri

zdhraddch na konci mesta sme sa hnali k Vahu. Vecer sme sa vratili - a dostali
vyprasky: Spako remefiom, Fifo varechou, mne n4s otec - od strachu a tlavy, ze
ma vidi Zivého - strelil facku uz vo dverach do bytu, ked' som zazvonil.

Iné vSak bolo doleZité: to najdodleZitejSie. Pred zaspanim som si pod viecka-
mi premietal denl pri Vahu. Najprv sme zaloZili ohen. Po prvom kupani sme sa
susili na slnku, lezali sme so zavretymi o¢ami na deke - a vtom sa Spako zacal
Fifa znovu vypytovat na Moncu. Postupne: krok za krokom. A ked' sa Fifo dostal
do jej nohaviciek, Spako ndm povedal, Ze ju ma vZdy so sebou. Koho? Mon¢u?
Ancu Dlanovu. A ked sme s Fifom otvorili o¢i, videli sme, Ze ma ruku v plavkach.
Vzapiti si ich stiahol na stehna - a veselo Svihal rukou.

»,Nie€o vas nauc¢im,” povedal. , Pridajte sa, ved vam stoja.*

Pridali sme sa. Ved ndm stali. A nau¢il nés to.

Vlozil som si ruku do pyzamovych nohavic a po chvili - zaspal. Ostali sme
v raji. Aj ked sme nechceli; aj ked sme z neho cheeli utiect.

Vratili sme sa.

Aj s naSimi prvymi smrtelnymi hriechmi.
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ljatricia Gonzalo de Jesus
Spanielsko/Spain

Patricia Gonzalo de Jesus (1978,
Barcelona) je Spanielska poetka

a prekladatel’ka, ktorej tvorba prepéja
viaceré jazykové a kulttrne tradicie.
Magistersky titul v oblasti kreativneho
pisania v Spaniel¢ine ziskala na
Univerzite v Iowe ako Stipendistka
Iowa Arts Fellowship. Po §tadidch na
Karlovej univerzite v Prahe, Univerzite
Komenského v Bratislave a Univerzite
Konstantina Filozofa v Nitre absolvovala
slovanska filolégiu na Universidad
Complutense v Madride. Medzi jej
preklady patria diela americkych
poetiek Adrienne Rich a Anne Boyer,
ako aj slovenského basnika Stefana
Strazaya. Jej basnicka zbierka Raices
aéreas (Vzdusné korene, 2016, Preklad: Eva
Lalkovicov4, vydavatel'stvo FACE, 2021.)
si ziskala uznanie za svoju osobitost

a architektonicku presnost a kritici ju
prirovnali k tvorbe Elizabeth Bishop

a Marianne Moore.

Patricia Gonzalo de Jesus (1978, Barcelona)
is a Spanish poet and translator whose
work bridges various linguistic and
cultural traditions. She earned a master's
degree in Creative Writing in Spanish
from the University of Iowa as a recipient
of the Iowa Arts Fellowship. After
studying at Charles University in Prague,
Comenius University in Bratislava, and
Constantine the Philosopher University
in Nitra, she completed a degree in Slavic
Philology at the Complutense University
of Madrid. Among her translations are
works by American poets Adrienne Rich
and Anne Boyer, as well as Slovak poet
Stefan Strazay. Her poetry collection
Raices aéreas (Aerial Roots, 2016) has
been praised for its uniqueness and
architectural precision, with critics
comparing it to the work of Elizabeth
Bishop and Marianne Moore.

V spalenom lese

I
Moje telo je mapou
vSetkych mojich umrti.

Som unavend tymto nekone¢nym
truchlenim

za vSetkymi Zenami, ktorymi

nie som schopna byt.

Citim na sebe vahu
vSetkych tych mrtvych tiel.

KaZzdy skuseny objavitel by ti vSak povedal,

Ze toto nie je uskutocnitelnd stratégia preZzitia:

vlacit mitvoly;

Ze su len dve moznosti

ako pokracovat, ako ostat nazive:

zbavit sa ich, alebo,

ak si schopna takej urovne pragmatizmu
a okolnosti st nepriaznivé,

zuzitkovat ich, zjest ich.

Vzhladom na to, Ze okolnosti si nepriaznivé,
rozhodla som sa ich zuZitkovat,

fagocytovat ich,

zmetabolizovat.

Tato basen je presne to:
hranica,

antropofagicky manifest,
kanibalizmus

mojich stroskotanych ja.

PreZtivam ich popol:
som bodom prieniku
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vSetkych zien, ktorymi som nebola:
dcéra, manzelka, matka, (re)produktivne telo.

PreZivam ich popol:

som bodom prieniku

vSetkého, Co ich pretina:

rod, trieda, choroba, zneuzivanie, ticho.

PreZivam ich popol a viem, Ze
som tieZ bodom prieniku

osi tuzby:

zien, ktoré davno predo mnou
kracali neprebadanym uzemim.

Moje telo je mapou
inych spésobov
bytia na svete.

Je zranitelnostou
alebo ni¢im,

a ni¢ som vylucila.
Znovu si hovorim

Som rozhodnutd milovat tuto chvilu tentokrdt
celou svojou inteligenciou

II

Slovo

(to povedal Janis Ritsos)
je prahom

stretnutia,

takého, Co sa Casto zrusi.

Jazyk
(to povedala Adrienne Rich)

je mapou
nasich zlyhani.

Prehovaram k tebe z prahu,
ale ty uz si prec:

vonku

sa vyliahol svet

z dokonalej

plastovej

gule.

III
Odisla som do niv
a nezila som uvedomelo.

Pastordla sa stava nemoZznostou bez lesa,

bez jazier, bez Waldena, bez exilu
ako tie kedysi.
27
Nie som elektrické telo, ale
epitomé nadhodnoty:
pracovna sila, konzument, objekt konzumu,
(a)politické telo,
patologizované,
opotrebitelné,
disciplinované,

tekuté.

O I say these are not the parts and poems of the body only, but of the soul

Som triedne vedomie
odpor

revoludcia spustena
Som

nenasilny protest.
Som chyrny panteén
ideoldgie.

na TikToku,

na Instagrame,
tweetom.

video s maci¢kami ako

(digitdlny)

O I say these are not the parts and poems of the body only, but of the soul
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O I say now these are the soul!
Gramsci ndm pomdhaj.
Som tu.

Zijem v najvac¢sich

kulisach na svete.

Moja pritomnost je napravitelna
chyba utopie.
Sterilna

pestujem plastové kvetiny,
rozpravam o predpovedi pocasia,
usmievam sa,
prikyvujem,
plnim nakupny koSik

nendpadnym nasilim,
aSpirujem na exegi monumentum,
zatial' ¢o okolo prechadza smetiarske auto,
moj stroj v zahrade,

deus ex machina.

Ziadne dalsie taniere po okraj naplnené slahackou:
pisanie teraz znamend odfuknut smetisko.

V tejto hrsti odpadkov ti ukdZem poéziu.

IV

Som chora Zena z robotnickej triedy:
podla systému

som nadbyto¢na.

Som chora Zena z robotnickej triedy,
ktora piSe basne:

z urcitej perspektivy

(premyslajme v rddoch storoci)

som nielen nadbytoc¢na,
som tieZ historicka anomalia.

Ako hovori Audre Lorde,
nepredpokladalo sa, Ze preZijem,
nepredpokladalo sa, Ze tu budem,
a uz vobec nie, Ze budem hovorit.

Hovorit k tebe.

Predstavujem si svoje basne ako
akty odporu,
mozno tie najabsurdnejSie.

Na co sluzi hlas:

Ak mas hlas, znamena to, ze
eSte nie si mrtva.

Nezabudni:
Nepredpokladalo sa, Ze tu budem
a budem hovorit.

Hovorit k tebe.

Tento hlas siaha po ohni.
Pytam sa sama seba,
pytam sa ho,

¢i je vulkanicky.

Lava pahoehoe,
odpoveda.

Lavové prudy tohto typu postupuju ako komplex
Jjazykov a prstov,

Ziveny ldvou prostrednictvom rurkovitého systému,
ktory neustdle rozlamugje

chladniici povrch.
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Ak sa tohto hlasu pevne chytis, znamena to, Ze
eSte nie si mrtva:

jeho jazyky a jeho prsty

putuju

po kozi

tvojho jazyka,

vyviera

tvojim hrdlom

to, ¢o hori,

Zerava masa.

(Roland Barthes sa takmer usmieva).

\'%

Viem, Ze odteraz mézZem pisat len
s presnostou a odhodlanim
ostrelovaca.

Viem, Ze viac nebudem méct obdivovat

krasu drevorezby

bez toho, aby som vzala na vedomie chatrnost,
na prvy pohlad skrytd,

jej rontgenova snimku,

priehlbne a zlomeniny,

klince, ktoré ju zranuju

a podopieraju ju zvnitra.

Viem, Ze viac nebudem moct pozorovat
Zvestovanie Fra Angelica

bez pocitu, Ze je strojené,
vyumelkovanad krdsa, ktora

sa snazi vykupit,

osladenou atmosférou,

nasilim suzovany 3z,

znesvitenie tela
dontdteného byt

zaroven
Ave aj Eva,

s nedostatoc¢ne zvladnutou perspektivou.

Ostrelova¢ miluje perifériu:
okraj je prirodzenym habitatom
toho, kto odolava a

mieri do stredu.

VI

Pri vykonavani citov

su utlaky subtilne,

hierarchie, priority - nepisané.

Sme stroje tuzby,
zivené
mikrofaSizmami.

Kltcové je prave to:
aby si to bola ty,
kto ich vybera.

Kltucové je prave to:
dokonaly otrok je ten,

¢o si mysli, Ze je slobodny,
¢o sa uvelebi

v slepom bode.

VII

V poslednej dobe
sa vela pytam
Any Mendiety.

Napriklad:
Preco ma teraz tak desi predstava,
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Ze sa pokryjem blatom?
Napriklad:
Musim horiet,

aby som bola viditelna?

Alebo napriklad:

Ak pritla¢im svoje telo o sklo,
budem cez seba vidiet lepsie?

Alebo tiez:

A ¢o ak krvécat je to najpoctivejsie,
¢o moZem so svojim telom vykonat?

A najmé:

A ¢o ak si telo pokryvam
slovami

ako perim,

ako burinou?

VIII

Snivam o muZskych telach.

Snivam o nich a
objimam ich.

Bez lasky,

bez tuzby:

len s neznostou, s akou
sa tisi

vystraSené zviera.

Neviem, ¢o to znamena.
Nechcem byt taka,
ekumenicka,

ako postmoderna pieta,
zbavena

vyznamu.

Réno,

ked' sa zobudim,
hladim svoje telo,
akoby to bol
zraneny vtak.

Neviem, ¢o to znamena,
ale viem, Ze to tak malo byt
uz od zaciatku

pretoZe nikto netusi, ¢o také telo dokaze.

IX

UZ ma unavuje vlastn4 izba.

Chcem kniznicu,
chcem ulicu,
chcem verejny priestor.

A napriek tomu slovnik Spanielskej kralovskej akadémie tvrdi:

verejny muz
1. m. muz, ktory je pritomny v spolo¢enskom Zivote alebo ma nan vplyv.

verejna Zena
1. Z. prostitutka.

Moja funkcia vo verejnom priestore je,
podla definicie,

byt vykoristovanym telom,

vSeobecne uzivanym predmetom,

nie aktivhym subjektom.

Predstavujem si svoje basne ako
akty odporu,

guerillovy boj

vnutri jazyka,
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slovo, ktoré En el bosque quemado
mi nikto neudelil.

I
Nezabudni: Mi cuerpo es un mapa de
Nepredpokladalo sa, Ze tu budem todas mis muertes.

a budem hovorit.
Estoy cansada de este luto

Hovorit k tebe. interminable
por todas las mujeres que
Basen je zo zatial nepublikovanej zbierky Todo eso que os aturde y os asusta (VSet- no soy capaz de ser.

ko, ¢o vas zaraza a desi).
Siento que cargo con
Prelozila Eva Lalkovidovd todos sus cadaveres.

Sin embargo, cualquier explorador experimentado te dira
que ésta no es una estrategia de supervivencia viable:
acarrear caddveres;

que, para seguir adelante, seguir viva,

s6lo hay dos opciones:

deshacerte de ellos o,

si puedes llegar a ese nivel de pragmatismo
y las circunstancias son adversas,
aprovecharlos, comértelos.

Dado que las circunstancias son adversas,
he decidido aprovecharlos,

fagocitarlos,

metabolizarlos.

Este poema es eso:
pira,

manifiesto antropo6fago,
canibalismo de

mis yoes fracasados.

Mastico sus cenizas:
soy punto de interseccion de
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todas las mujeres que no he sido:
hija, esposa, madre, cuerpo (re)productivo.

Mastico sus cenizas:

soy punto de interseccion de

todo lo que las ha truncado:

género, clase, enfermedad, abuso, silencio.

Mastico sus cenizas y sé que
también soy punto de interseccion de
lineas de deseo:

las de las mujeres que, antes que yo,
transitaron lo no transitado.

Mi cuerpo es un mapa de
otras formas de
estar en el mundo.

Es la vulnerabilidad
o la nada,

y he descartado la nada.
Me digo otra vez

Elijo amar este momento por una vez
con toda mi inteligencia

II

La palabra

(lo dijo Yannis Ritsos)

es el umbral

de un encuentro,

uno con frecuencia cancelado.

Un lenguaje
(lo dijo Adrienne Rich)

es un mapa
de nuestros fracasos.

Te hablo desde el umbral,
pero ya te has marchado:
afuera

el mundo eclosiona

de una esfera

de plastico

perfecta.

111

Me fui a las praderas

y no vivi deliberadamente.

La pastoral es un imposible sin bosque,
sin lagos, sin Walden,
como los de antes.

No soy cuerpo eléctrico, sino

epitome de plusvalia:
mano de obra, consumidor,
cuerpo (a)politico,

patologizado,
fungible,

sin un exilio

37

objeto de consumo,

disciplinado,
liquido.

O I say these are not the parts and poems of the body only, but of the soul

Soy conciencia de clase en TikTok,
resistencia en Instagram,
revolucion a golpe de tweet.

Soy video de gatitos como

protesta no violenta.
Soy el glorioso panteén digital
de la ideologia.
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O I say these are not the parts and poems of the body only, but of the soul
O I say now these are the soul!

Que Gramsci nos asista.
Aqui estoy.

Vivo en el mayor

decorado del mundo.

Mi presencia es un fallo

subsanable de la utopia.
Aséptica,

cultivo flores de plastico,

hablo del prondstico del tiempo,

sonrio,

asiento,

lleno la cesta de la compra

con violencia de baja intensidad,
aspiro al exegi monumentum
mientras pasa el camion de la basura,
mi méquina en el jardin,

deus ex machina.

No mas platos de nata:
escribir es ahora aventar el vertedero.

Te mostraré poesia en este pufiado de basura.

IV

Soy una mujer enferma de clase obrera:
segun el sistema,

soy superflua.

Soy una mujer enferma de clase obrera
que escribe poemas:
visto en perspectiva

(pensemos en términos de siglos),
ademas de superflua,
soy una anomalia histdrica.

Como dice Audre Lorde,
no se suponia que fuera a sobrevivir,
no se suponia que fuera a estar aqui,
mucho menos hablando.

Hablandote.

Imagino mis poemas como
actos de resistencia,
tal vez los mas absurdos.

Para qué sirve una voz:

Si tienes una voz es que
aun no estas muerta.

Recuerda:
No se suponia que fuera a estar aqui,
hablando.

Hablandote.

Esta voz recurre a un fuego.
Me pregunto,

le pregunto

si es volcanica.

Lava cordada,

me dice.

Las coladas de este tipo avanzan como un complejo

de lenguas y dedos,

alimentado por lava de un sistema de tubos,

que rompe continuamente
la superficie enfriada.
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Si te aferras a esta voz es que
adn no estas muerta:

sus lenguas y sus dedos
recorren

la piel

de tu lenguaje,

brota

por tu garganta

cuanto arde,

masa incandescente.

(Roland Barthes casi sonrie).

\'%

Sé que, a partir de ahora, solo puedo escribir
con la precisiéon y el &nimo

del francotirador.

Sé que ya no podré admirar

la belleza de una talla en madera
sin considerar la precariedad
oculta a simple vista,

su radiografia,

las cavidades y fracturas,

los clavos que la hieren

y la sostienen desde su interior.

Sé que ya no podré contemplar
La Anunciacion de Fra Angélico
sin sentirla retoérica,

belleza impostada que

intenta redimir,

en una atmosfera dulcificada,
el hortus conclusus violentado,

la profanacién de un cuerpo
obligado a ser

simultdneamente
Avey Eva,

con un deficiente manejo de la perspectiva.

El francotirador ama la periferia:
el margen es el habitat natural
del que resiste y

apunta al centro.

VI

En el ejercicio de los afectos

las opresiones son sutiles,

las jerarquias, las prioridades, tacitas.

Somos maquinas de deseo
necesitadas de
microfascismos.

Esa es la clave:
que seas ti misma
quien los escoge.

Esa es la clave:

el esclavo perfecto es
el que se cree libre,

el que se acomoda en
el punto ciego.

VII

Ultimamente

le pregunto cosas
a Ana Mendieta.

Por ejemplo,
épor qué me aterra ahora la idea de
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cubrirme de barro?

Por ejemplo,
¢debo arder
para ser visible?

O, por ejemplo,
si oprimo mi cuerpo contra un cristal,
¢podré ver mejor a través de mi misma?

O también,
¢y si sangrar es lo mas honesto
que puedo hacer con mi cuerpo?

Y, sobre todo,

¢y si me estoy cubriendo el cuerpo
de palabras

como de plumas,

como de malas hierbas?

VIII

Suefio cuerpos de hombres.

Los suefio y

los abrazo.

Sin amor,

sin deseo:

s6lo con la ternura con que
se calma a

un animal asustado.

No sé qué significa eso.
No quiero ser asi,
ecuménica,

una pieta posmoderna
vacia

de significado.

Por la mafiana,

al despertarme,
acaricio mi cuerpo
como si fuera

un péjaro herido.

No sé qué significa eso,
pero sé que deberia haber sido asi
desde el principio

porque nadie sabe lo que puede un cuerpo.
IX

Estoy cansada del cuarto propio.

Quiero la biblioteca,

quiero la calle,
quiero el espacio publico.

Y, sin embargo, el diccionario de la Real Academia dice:

hombre publico

1. m. hombre que tiene presencia e influjo en la vida social.

mujer publica
1. f. prostituta.

Mi funcién en el espacio publico es,
segun definicion,

ser un cuerpo explotable,

objeto de uso comunitario,

no sujeto agente.

Imagino mis poemas como
actos de resistencia,
guerra de guerrilla

en el interior del lenguaje,
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el turno de palabra que
nadie me ha concedido.

Recuerda:
No se suponia que fuera a estar aqui,
hablando.

Hablandote.

(poema perteneciente a Todo eso que 0s aturde y os asusta, inédito)

Christina Panajota Grammatikopulu

Grécko,/Greece

Christina Panajota Grammatikopulu

je poetka, autorka a prekladatel’ka.
VyStudovala nemcinu a literatiru na
Aristotelovej univerzite v Soltine (Grécko),
magisterské Stidium eurdpskych Stadii
absolvovala na Technickej univerzite

v Aachene (Nemecko) a magisterské
Stidium tvorivého pisania na Univerzite
Zapadnej Macedonie vo Florine (Grécko).
Pracuje v Centre pre grécky jazyk

v Soline (Grécko). V roku 2020 bola
nominovand na Grécke Statne ocenenie
za literarny preklad za svoju pracu pre
vydavatelstvo Vakxikon Publications

v Aténach, konkrétne za preklad diela
BERNHARD, THOMAS (2019): Kompletné
bésnické dielo. Medzi jej autorské diela
patri zbierka poézie Persona Gramma
(2017), préza The lunar face of the

man (2018) a bilingvalna kolektivna
bésnicka antoldgia The battle of words
(2023), ktord vysla v gréctine a anglictine
v elektronickej a audio podobe, vSetky

vo vydavatel'stve Vakxikon Publications

v Aténach. Medzi jej preklady z nemciny
do gréétiny patria diela Thomasa
Bernharda, Martiny Hefter, Ingeborg
Bachmann a Francis Kirps.

Christina Panagiota Grammatikopoulou is
a poet, author, and translator. She studied
German language and literature at Aristotle
University of Thessaloniki (Greece),
completed a Master's degree in European
Studies at the Technical University

of Aachen (Germany), and earned a
master's degree in Creative Writing at

the University of Western Macedonia in 45
Florina (Greece). She works at the Centre
for the Greek Language in Thessaloniki
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Sudne porucnictvo

Nevidel si o¢i na sebe upreté.

Zlo ktoré ti pripadlo tazko sa vyskytne.

Nevsimol si si Ze provokaciou si bol pre niektorych.
Nezalezalo ti na tom ¢o si myslia ini.

Nebral si ohlad na symboly.

Bil si sa. Do svojho ja si kopal.

Nesmaril si ho o stenu. Nech sa zlomi. Tak ako bolo treba.
Na kolenéch v bazalke roky

drZziac vyryvané lupene ruzi,

jazyk a tvar pondrajuc do misky,

nepomyslel si aka nenavist klokotala v ich plucach.

O svoje veci si sa staral.

Roznymi poznatkami si pretazil svoj um.

Palica obto¢end hadom, vdhy v rovnovahe
- tituly a Specializacie - prezidentsky podpis.

Co teraz narobi magneticka rezonancia, ¢o povedia biopsie,
ohli sa kosti pod tonami-

omracené su lytka.

Veles

Dupala na plyn. Videla ako stiipa rucicka na meraci. Mechanicky menila rychlosti.
Po tol’ké roky sa stalo auto jej prediZzenym ja. Od osemnastich jazdila. NaruZivo.
LepSie neZ ktorykolvek muzZ. ,,Senna“ ju volali.

Teraz vo svojich pétdesiatichtroch rokoch, stdle t4 istd cesta. V pondelok
dvestovkou, v piatok Seststovkou. Pracovné naroky. Vystupovala na vrch. SInko
vzadu za tiou ju v zrkadle oslepovalo. BliZila sa k bodu, kde sa podnebie meni. Od
primorského na vnutrozemské. ,,Clonu“. Posledny rychly pohlad na pristrojovi
dosku. 90 km, videla. Zabo¢ila.

Snehova burka. Husté snehové vloc¢ky padaji na kapotu. Na ceste poladovi-
ca. Auto sa kiZe. Unik4 spod kontroly. Pred tou sa ocitlo jedno éervené ,,AUDI¥.
Odrazu. Jej skiseny zrak ho ihned spozoruje.

KLUD...
Zabocuje dolava. KiZe sa. Opit nadobtida rovnovahu. Jej tep dosahuje zenit.
Jej zeleny ,NISSAN“ nardza do bariéry. Brzdi. Neprestajne. S hré¢ou v hrdle.
Vyhadzuje ju naproti. Do inej bariéry. Rachot. Crepy. Dycha prerusovane.

Otvdraju sa vzduchové vankuse. Boné nemd. Dalsi naraz do bariéry. Hlava naraza
do navijac¢a bezpe¢nostného pasu. Raz. Dva razy. Tri. Styri.

,NISSAN“ sa to¢i. Stale sa kiZze. Kami6n na okraji cesty zastavuje jeho pohyb.

Ona na volante krvaca; v bezvedomi.
»Senna“ ju volali: moju mamu.

Erozia
~ “A man can tell a thousand lies, I learned my lesson well”.
Madonna, Live to tell.

Cez prietoky spermy
zahradu aby som vysadila
semienka si mi dal.

Bugenvileu si priniesol hotovt, zasadili sme ju.
RuZe, klinc¢eky, tulipany si nosil
fialky pestrofarebné, nech vyplnim naSe hriadky.

Neznald pestovania - in€ veci ma vZdy zamestnévali.
Afrodita Zbrani, Nike Pomnikov Samoty,
Karyatida Upokojujucich liekov, Odcudzeni Muza.

Styridsat rokov neplodna zem, maternica ne¢inna.
Len nejaké polypy si pamdtidm a posttraumaticky syndréom,
magnetické rezonancie prs a hlavy, zadchvaty paniky, vlasy na vankusi.

Presvedcil si ma a dala som sa do toho.
Presved¢il si ma kedZe ako Diamant som ta v(y)nimala.
Naucila som sa kopat, polievat, starat sa o zeler.

Ked' zahrada rozkvitla,
vylozila som lavicku, aby sme si sadli a pySna
som ti ju ukazala. Myslim, Ze rozvoniavala jasminom.

Apaticky, si ju podpalil.
Nechal si za sebou len
popol a zhoreniny.
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PriSiel si aby si mi pribil eSte jeden klinec:
S uctyhodnostou Rodic¢ov Kréalov- v obleku oficidlnom.

Mudrostou Liecitel’ky.

Jeden hlas: ,,Ani drzy posmech nezndsaj

ani bezoCivé slovo neakceptuj-
To prvé je hlupe, to druhé je Sialené.”

Zlakol si sa ked' som vzapati ja
teba podpalila.
Do vzduchu som ta vyhodila.

Cez prietoky svojich siz
som ta videla po prvykrat: nahého-
zradcu rozkladného.

Fantom mojej opery
~ pre mojho Picassa.

Niektori roky predstierali Ze nevidia-

lahostajni vo¢i tazkym zavaziam
ktoré oni sami - zodpovedni

- lyncovanim pridavali
posmechom a poniZovanim.
Geometricky protikladni k hradbam,
zamkam hrdzavym,
ktoré sa uz viac
pre nikoho neodomkynaju.

Vo vetre rozkvita mandlovnik-

nepodlahla som.

Objala som svojho adoptovaného psa.

Mlada straka vyspevuje na konari
v spolo¢nosti tiena Priatela

ktory ma vSetkymi zabudnutu jediny

v nepriaznivych rokoch podrzal.

V mojej hlbokej temnote mi uveril:
naskrz smiech zosobneny.

Zbrane lasky (v) jeho ruck(ach)y.
Gul'ky odpustenia. Svetlo.
Odhmotnil Smutky.

Daroval mi svoj hlas. A pozval ma na javisko.
»Pre tvoju vytrvalost. A pre tvoju silu.“
Ti ¢o odmietaji zodpovednost, maji nazor-

teraz - vystraSeni pred neltitostnym
c¢asom
- su drasani vo svojej hnilobe.

Do siete svojich intrig

sa zaplietli.

Vo svojom bahne dychéia.
Rozobraté hodiny

na minach.

Cesti¢ky mrtve. Neschodné.
Ustupuju prenasledovani.

Stastni cestu.
Nemate miesto medzi nami.

,2Dakujem ti. Dakujem. Za vSetko.“

Vzyvanie blankytného psa
(STUDIA O INGEBORG BACHMANN)
~ pre P. CH. za ,,Lukasov Epos“ - vitazstvo Belasych Hadov.

Blankytny pes, vyjdi zo zeme, straZca Asklepia,
stihatel svitokradeznika, so starovekymi ocami,
oc¢ami vedca,
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z Utrob zeme sa Skriabu so zapachom ropy
tvoje pazury s vencami,

pazury ovencené olivou a vavrinom,
Styridsat$tyri rokov uz bdie$

na hrobe v zdmku Benrath', napnuté, v pozore
tvoje hebké usi a Ziarivo biele

zuby, prekryté chrupom umelym,

starec pes.

Cist4 technoldgia: vas svet.

Vy: poloucenci v nom.

Ja vas taham k chrbtu psa, vediem vas

od upchatych vzduchovodov na zaciatku

k cézarskému rezu na konci,

pocuvam vas, operujem vas,

prerezavam vam pupocnu Snuru od labiek mojho psa.

Pes obratiac sa postupuje na Cele hrdy a nadSeny [...]!
Hlasujte za jeho sytenie na Statne utraty a zverte

kiiazom jeho doZzivotnu starostlivost

filantropizmus starovekych Aténc¢anov napodobriujuc.

A ustanovte pretnho vSetko, co platilo pre starych Sportovcov.

Tento pes by mohol

otriastzo seba svoje putd, zahodit obojok s elektro§okom
a roztrhat vSetky ohavy, ktoré jeho umenie

sali ako pijavice, jeho blankytni medicinu,

kde Ge-Stell, starovek a Machine Gun spolu diskutuju.

1 Stvrt v meste Diisseldorf, Nemecko

Lovecky pes
~ na pamiatku mojho Ucitela, Iliasa Athanasopulosa (28/12/1936 - 2/2024).

S laskou a vdakou.

Teraz ked' sa méj Asterion prestahova natrvalo do egyptskych Théb

po nociach vedla voza Pastiera na Severnej Pologuli
k slave
triumfuje Ptolemaiove;j.

Na poludnia posiela do mojej kancelarie
Faid6na s povolenim vychodu z Ustavy.

V baleni pre mikrovinku
prinasa Okridlené Dary,

rozpravania o Cistom rozume, rozstiepenych
konc¢ekoch prstov panka Alexandra?,

bochnikoch ukradnutych s nevinnym klamstvom
pre zabitych Agov, ktori sa stali svatymi.

Predtym neZ sa nakimim deasel, pijem na diSok Nech Ziaria aZ do neba
plesnistop. Cistim po veceroch moje reflektory - dalSich
30 rokov

svoje lampicky, leStim ich scholasticky nech sa na mna z vySky pozera-

ten ktory ma s celou duSou [vynorenou zo spravodlivosti mora]
vo svityni Dia-Ammona naudil
po grécky.

PreloZila Mdria Kozelnickd

2 Alexander SolZenicyn (11/12/1918 - 3/8/2008): Rusky spisovatel oceneny
Nobelovou cenou (1970).
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Hunting dog

Judicial guardianship

You hadn’t seen the eyes on you.

The evil that was your fate could hardly exist.

You didn’t realise that you were a challenge for some.

You didn’t care what people thought.

You didn’t consider the symbols.

You were hitting yourself. Kicking yourself.

You didn’t throw yourself at the wall. To break. As you should.
Kneeling among the basil holding carved

rose petals for years,

dipping your tongue and face into the bowl,

you didn’t think that this kind of hatred was boiling in their lungs.
You were minding your own business.

You loaded your brain with diverse knowledge.

A snake alloy on a staff, balance on the scales—

titles and capacities—a presidential signature.

What is an MRI supposed to do, what are the biopsies supposed to say,
the bones were bowed from the tonnes;

your legs got a headache.

Veles

She was stepping on the gas pedal. She was watching the gauge climb on the
speedometer. She was switching gears mechanically. So many years, the car
had become an extension of herself. She drove since her eighteenth year of
age; with passion. Better than any man. “Senna” they called her.

Now, at fifty-three, the same route every week. On Mondays six hundred
kilometres there, on Fridays six hundred kilometres back. Required by her
job. She was driving up the mountain. The sun behind her blinded her on the
rear-view mirror. She was approaching the spot where the climate changes:
from Mediterranean to Continental. The “curtain”. One last fleeting look at the
dashboard. 90 km/h, she saw. She turned.

A snowstorm. Snow densely falling on the windscreen. Ice on the road.
The vehicle is slipping. She loses control; a red “Audi” appears in front of her.
Suddenly. Her experienced eyes discern it at once.

BE CALM...

She turns left. She slips. She slips away. Her pulse is hammering. Her green
“NISSAN” hits the barrier. She steps on the breaks. Incessantly. Her heart is in
her throat.

She’s thrown to the other side. On the other barrier. A crash. Smithereens.
Quivering breaths. The airbags deploy; there is no lateral one. Another crash
on the barrier. Her head smashes on the seat belt retractor. Once. Twice. Three
times. Four.

The “NISSAN” is spinning; sliding; further. The truck at the edge of the road
stems its course. On the steering wheel — bleeding; unconscious.

“Senna” they called her: my mother.

Weathering
“A man can tell a thousand lies, I learned my lesson well”.
~ Madonna, ‘Live to tell’

Through the sperm’s trough
a garden to plant
the seeds you gave me.

The bougainvillea you brought ready; we planted it in the dirt.
Roses, carnations, tulips you carried,
pansies of many colors, our plot to fill.

Ignorant of cultivation — I was always otherwise occupied.
Aphrodite of Weapons, Nike of the Tombs of Loneliness,
Caryatid of Tranquilizers, Muse of alienation and arrogation.

Forty years a barren land, the womb inert.
Some polyps only I remember and post-traumatic syndrome,
breast and brain scans, panic attacks, hair on the pillow.

You convinced me and I took it up.
You convinced me for I regarded you a Diamond.
I learned to plow, to water, to tend the greenery.

53



54

When the garden bloomed,
I put a bench for us to sit on; and proudly
I showed it to you. It smelled like jasmine — I think.

Impassive, you burned it down.
You left behind only
ashes and cinders.

You showed up to drive in one more nail:
through the Royal Parents respect; their raiment.
The Doctoress’s wisdom.

A Voice: “Be not fond of violent mirth,
nor harbor presumption of speech;
for the one is folly, the other madness.”"

You were startled that immediately
I set you on fire.
I blew you up.

Through my tears’ trough
I saw you for the first time: naked;
a traitor in decay.

The phantom of my opera

~ to my Picasso.

Some pretended for years they did not see;
indifferent to the heavier burdens

that they themselves —responsible—
amplified by lynching

sneering and humiliating.

Geometrically opposite on the walls,

the rusted locks,

that never again

1 Isocrates. Isocrates with an English Translation in three volumes, by George Norlin, Ph.D., LL.D.
Cambridge, MA, Harvard University Press; London, William Heinemann Ltd. 1980.

open for anyone.

The almond tree blossoms in the (hallow) chill;
I did not give up.

I embraced my adopted dog.

The little jaybird was warbling on the branch
in fellowship with the Friend’s shadow

who, forgotten by all, only he

kept me in leap years.

In my deepest darkness he believed in me:
him made entirely out of laughter.

Weapons of love (in) his small hands.

Bullets of forgiveness. Light.

He annihilated the Sadness.

He gave me his voice. And put me on stage.
“For your perseverance. And your strength”.

Those who do not want responsibility, have opinions;

now terrified in front of inexorable
time

they are devoured by their own putrescence.
In the nets of their own intrigue
they are trapped.

In their swamp they gasp for air.
Broken clocks on top

of landmines.

Empty paths. Impassable.

They leave persecuted.

Good riddance.

You have no place among us.

“I am grateful to you. Thank you. For everything”.
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The invocation of the blue dog
(a study on Ingeborg Bachmann)
~ to PC. for the “Epos of Lukas” —the victory of the Blue Snakes.

Blue dog, come out of the earth, guardian of the Asclepieion,
persecutor of the sacrilegious with the ancient eyes,

the eyes of a scientist,

through the depths of the earth, they are climbing with the smell of oil
your claws with the wreaths,

claws garlanded with olive and laurel,

for forty-four years now you are watchful

on the palace grave in Benrath?, upturned and alert

are your soft ears and the pure white

teeth, covered with plastic dentures,

old dog.

Pure technology: your world.

You: the sciolists on it.

I carry you on my dog’s back, guide you

from the blockage of the air vents in the beginning
to the caesarean section at the end,

I listen to your heart, operate on you,

cut the umbilical cord with my dog’s paws.

On the return the dog led the procession, capering and exultant (...)!*
Vote for his public feeding and entrust

to the priests his care for life

emulating the philanthropy of old Athenians.

And establish for him what was in place for old athletes.

Perhaps this dog

will shake off his bonds, throw away the shock collar
and tear apart all abominations, who sucked his art
like leeches, his blue medicine,

2 Suburb of the City of Diisseldorf/Germany.

3 https://archive.org/stream/moraliainfifteen12plutuoft/moraliainfifteen12plutuoft_djvu.txt, Full text
of “Moralia”, in fifteen volumes, with an English translation by Frank Cole Babbitt.

where Ge-Stell, the antiquity and Machine Gun converse with each other.

Hunting dog

~in memory of my Teacher, Elias Athanasopoulos (28.12.1936 - 2.2024). With love and
gratitude.

Now that my Asterion has permanently relocated to Egyptian Thebes

at night alongside the chariot of Bootes in the Northern Hemisphere to

the
he is a blockbuster glory of Ptolemy.
At noon he sends Phaedo to my office
with a permit to leave the Republic.
In a microwave package
he carries the Winged Gifts,
narrations about the Pure Reason, crushed
fingertips of Mr. Aleksandr®,
loaves of bread robbed under white lies 57
for slain Aghas who became Saints.
Before I feed me diesel, I drink the fungicide So that my headlights shine as
in one shot. I defog my lanterns in high as the sky — for him to
see

the evening, wax them thoroughly. me from above another 30 years;

he, who with all his soul (emerged from the sea’s justice),
by the sanctuary of Ammon Zeus taught me
Greek.

Translated by Athanasia Margoni

4 Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn (11.12.1918 - 3.08.2008): Russian writer, awarded with the Nobel Prize for
Literature in 1970.
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Judith Hermann
Nemecko,/Germany

Judith Hermann sa narodila v Berline

v roku 1970. Debutovala zbierkou poviedok
Sommerhaus, spdter (1998), ktord bola
prijaté s velkym ohlasom. V roku 2003
nasledovala zbierka poviedok Nichts als
Gespenster. Niekol'ko poviedok z tejto
knihy bolo v roku 2007 sfilmovanych.

V roku 2009 Hermann publikovala
medzinarodne oceniovanu knihu Alice,
ktora obsahuje pét kratkych poviedok.

Jej prvy roman Aller Liebe Anfang vySiel

v roku 2014. V roku 2016 nasledovala
zbierka poviedok Lettipark, ktora ziskala
déansku cenu Blixen Prize za poviedkovi
tvrobu. Hermann ziskala mnoZzstvo
oceneni, vratane Kleistovej ceny a Ceny
Friedricha Holderlina. Roman Daheim
vySiel na jar 2021, bol nominovany na cenu
Lipského knizného veltrhu a v roku 2022
ziskal Brémsku literarnu cenu. Autorka
Zije a tvori v Berline. V slovencine vysli

v preklade Michala Hvoreckého debutova
zbierka Letny dom, neskor a ostatny roman
Domov (Artforum, 2023 a 2021).

Judith Hermann was born in Berlin

in 1970. Her debut short stories
collection Sommerhaus, spdter (1998)
was extremely well received. It was

then followed in 2003 by the short
stories collection Nichts als Gespenster,
from which several stories were

adapted for film in 2007. In 2009, she
published Alice, five short stories that
received international acclaim. Her first
novel, Aller Liebe Anfang, came out

in 2014. It was followed in 2016 by the
short story collection Lettipark, which
was awarded the Danish Blixen Prize

for Short Stories. Hermann has received
numerous awards for her work, including
the Kleist Prize and the Friedrich
Holderlin Prize. Her novel Daheim was
published in spring 2021. It was
nominated for the Leipziger Book Fair
Prize and received the Bremen Literature
Prize in 2022. The author lives and writes
in Berlin.

Domov

Pred takmer tridsiatimi rokmi som v lete byvala na zapade krajiny, daleko od vody,
v jednoizbovom byte v novej Stvrti stredne velkého mesta. Pracovala som v taba-
kovej tovarni. Robota bola jednoduch4, dohliadala som na to, aby tabakova ty¢inka
vosla presne do rozdelovaca, a to bolo vSetko. V skuto¢nosti pracu vykonaval stroj
so senzorom, okolo ktorého sa navijalo vlakno, a ked' sa skrivilo, zastavil sa. (Brz-
dil s neznesitelnym trhnutim, ako ked' niekto vrazi do steny.) LenZe senzor ¢asto
haproval, preto som stédla vedla masSiny, pozorovala vldkno, a len ¢o sa pokrivilo,
narovnavala som ho. Sichta trvala od siedmej do dvanéstej, potom polhodinova
obednd prestavka a po nej dalsie tri hodiny. Casto som sa divala inam. Sledovala
som najma rozdelovag, v ktorom sa dlhy pés sekal na jednotlivé cigarety, padali
ich tisicky - vSetky cigarety, ktoré si faj¢iari v meste zapdlia. Pred Sichtou. PocCas
pauzy. Po jedle. Pri hadke. PoCas milovania aj po niom.

Dym.

Zamestnanie v tabakovej tovarni sa mi pozdavalo. Od kolektivu som si vSak
drzala odstup, alebo, inak povedané, rozhodla som sa nezdruzovat sa. Davala
som si Stuple do usi, ale kolegyne nie, dokonca uprostred pekelného lomozu
sa bezne zhovarali, no ja som ich, pochopitelne, nepocula, lebo som si chrénila
sluch, ale videla som, ako na seba kri¢ia. Cervené tvare sa im leskli a §lachy
na hrdlach mocne, pekne napinali. Preciznymi, rdznymi gestami naznacovali
suloz, zlyhanie, hnev, koniec alebo triumf. Casto sa smiali, ukazovali na seba,
pri rehote sa plieskali po stehnach alebo chrbtami ruk si utierali slzy. Zvacsa
boli pomerne pekné - aj v neforemnych halendch a ¢epcoch z rozstrapkanej
gazy, napriek horicave, ktora v hale vladla a vSetky nds na smrt vyCerpavala.

Pocas obednej pauzy sa vraj kolegyniam patrilo zaZelat dobri chut. Vo vyta-
hu, na chodbe, v jeddlni, vo fronte na jedlo, v§ade: dobrud chut! Nerada som to
vyslovovala a po istom Case si to v§imli. Napokon si ma veduci zmeny predvolal
na pohovor do kancelarie.

Séf sedel za pracovnym stolom, vozil sa na kolieskovej stolicke dopredu
dozadu a hladel na mnia zvrchu. Zjavne som ho bohvieako nezaujala. Prikyvol,
akoby Cosi uz davno vedel a znudene zivol.

Povedal: u nas sa patri pri obede pozdravit!

Nerozumiem, o ¢om hovorite, odpovedala som.

Rozumiete velmi dobre, odvetil.

Pochopitelne, Ze som rozumela. Nepldnovala som vSak v tovarni zostat
a stravit tam cely svoj Zivot, a bridilo sa mi neustéle niekomu Zelat dobru chut.

Poc¢tvaj ma, je to jednoduché, pokracoval. Ked nedokaze$ vyslovit ani len
dobru chut, tak letis.
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Vobec neslo o slov4, ale o pravidld a moc. Chvilu som premyslala, pre¢o mi
odrazu tyk4, o horticave v kancelarii a miestnosti, kde §éf zabijal cas. Civeli sme
jeden na druhého.

Napokon mi dovolil odist.

U seba doma na piatom poschodi som po veceroch rada seddavala na balkéne.
Jeden z predchdadzajicich ndgjomnikov tam zanechal debnicky na kvety, darilo
sa v nich rastlindm, aké som nikdy predtym nevidela. NeZné zelené stonky
s bielymi okvetnymi listockami ako zapalkové hlavicky preZivali, hoci som ich
nepolievala. Na podlahe umely travnik, na iom skladaci stél a jedina stolicka,
z ktorej som sa divala na vypadovku a Cerpaciu stanicu.

Vyhlad ma fascinoval.

Na benzinke svietili modré reklamy. Auta prichadzali a odchadzali. Pred vcho-
dom stojany so smutnymi kyticami kvetov vo f6lii a vrecka s drevenym uhlim
na grilovanie. Zakaznici vystupovali z vozidiel, tankovali, snivali a pozorovali,
ako na Cerpadle s rachotom naskakovali digitdlne ¢islice. Soféri vehadzali dnu
a listovali v novindch, kupovali si pivo, ¢okoladu alebo métové cukriky. Predsta-
vovala som si cestujucich, ktori vyrazili na siahodlhu jazdu, natankovali plnu
nadrz, cheeli sa dostat velmi daleko, urobili si prestavku, a ked' sa ich niekto
spytal na smer, iba pokr¢ili plecami a ospravedliiovali sa, prepacte, nie som
odtialto, nevyznam sa tu. Lutujem.

Sedela som na balkéne na stolicke, nohy vyloZené na stole a fajc¢ila som cigaretu
z fabriky. Popol som odklepavala poza zabradlie a ohorky hidzala do flaSe od
koly. Vtedy som eSte vela fajcila. V horicom lete som vonku vysedavala v spod-
nej bielizni do neskorej hodiny, aZ kym tma konec¢ne neobjala mesto. V bytoch
postupne zhasinali svetld, reflektory aut na vypadovke prebleskovali, slnko zaSlo,
a teplo zostalo. Neochladzovalo sa, horticava uviazla medzi domami. Zvycajne
som zisla dolu na benzinku kupit si zmrzlinu. Obliekla som si Saty s ramienkami,
obula §lapky, zobrala kltice, drobné a ziSla dolu, nikdy som sa nezviezla vytahom
ani nezapinala svetlo na chodbe. Vonku bolo teplejSie ako dnu a asfalt zmékol,
vSetky oknd pootvarané, pocula som zapnuté televizory aj hadky a trieskanie dveri.
Autd prechdadzali okolo stojanov ako v Casovej slucke, ospanlivi Soféri tankovali.
Vchodové dvere sa predo mnou automaticky otvorili a voSla som dnu, do svetla
a chladu. Vnutri vZdy hralo rédio. Otvorila som zmrzlinovy box, a dlho, dlho pri
nom postavala, napokon som si vybrala rusku. Vzdy taku istd, nikdy ind, no
napriek tomu som sa zakazdym tvarila, Ze si neviem vybrat. Pri pokladni sedela
Zena, mohla mat tol'ko ako ja teraz, a, ¢o ma prekvapilo, ¢itala knihu. Ked' musela
nablokovat tovar, neochotne ju pustila z ruky, posobivé. Kazdy veéer rovnaka
pani, no aj tak sme si celé leto nepovedali ni¢ osobné.

V ten vecer, o ktorom rozpravam, zastali pri pokladni dvaja zdkaznici, naj-
prv natankovali, potom si nakupili ¢ipsy, cukriky a faj¢ivo. ZvaZovala som, Ze
pockam pri otvorenom mraziarenskom boxe, ruky po lakte ponorené v suchom
chlade, no napokon som zabuchla veko a postavila som sa do radu. Zasvistali
vchodové dvere a voSiel starec so snehobielymi vlasmi, s tvarou oSl'ahanou ako
kora stromu, obleceny v peknom priliehavom ¢iernom obleku. Vyzeral, akoby
cestoval zo Statneho pohrebu. Zaregistrovala som ho len tak letmo, postavil sa
za mna a zaboril pohlad medzi moje obnaZené lopatky. Citila som, Ze sa na
mna diva, preto som pokrocila dopredu. Muz chvilu pockal a dotkol sa méjho
lakta, aby som sa otocila.

Ste mald, povedal. Hodite sa ku mne.

Hovoril potichu, no Zivo si v paméti vybavujem jeho prekvapivo jasny a tro-
cha drsny starecky hlas, azda aj slaby juZansky prizvuk. Zdérazinujem, Ze jeho
slova nevyzneli dvojzmyselne ani obscénne. Pripadali mi len nezvycajné, nedava-
li zmysel. Nebola som nizka, ani vtedy ani dnes, meriam meter Sestdesiatsedem.
To je mélo? Nie, a hned som mu to aj povedala. Zdvihol ruky a mozolnaté ¢isté
dlane obréatil ku mne.

Pochopitelne, Ze nie ste mald. Vobec nie, ste celkom normdlna. Ste primerana
pre moje kuzlo. Mate akuratne nohy a izke plecia. Potrebujem novu asistentku.
Ste vhodna kandidéatka.

Presne tak to povedal.

Hladate asistentku? A ¢o by mala robit?

Nechcela som sa ho ni¢ pytat ani nadviazat konverzaciu, ale kym som sa
spamétala, uz sme sa zhovérali.

Zhanam niekoho do debny, vysvetloval. Trik sa vola Rozpilena Zena. Hladam
asistentku na rozpilenie. Som kuzelnik.

(uryvok)
PreloZil Michal Hvorecky
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Home
Back then, that summer almost thirty years ago, I lived in West Germany, far away
from the water. I had a studio flat on a high-rise estate in a medium-sized town
and a job at the cigarette factory. The work was easy; I had to make sure the rod
of tobacco ran into the cutter perfectly straight, that was all. The machine did it,
actually, it had a sensor that the tobacco chugged past, and if it wasn’t straight
the machine would stop. (It stopped like someone running into a wall, it stopped
with a horrific jolt.) The sensor often didn’t work so I stood next to the machine
and watched the rod, adjusting it if shifted out of place. From seven to twelve, half
an hour’s lunch break and then another three hours. I looked away fairly often.
Ilooked over at the cutter, in which the rod was sliced into single cigarettes, from
which thousands of cigarettes fell out, all the cigarettes the people out in the city
would smoke. Before work. During breaks. After meals. While arguing.
While making love and after making love.

Smoke.

The job at the cigarette factory was alright. I kept out of things, or rather - I didn’t
get worked up about things. I wore ear plugs while the other women didn’t; they
actually insisted on talking to each other in the midst of the hellish noise on the
factory floor. I couldn’t understand them because of my ear plugs but I could watch
them yelling at each other. Their faces were reddened and shiny, the tendons on
their necks stood out, strong and beautiful. They gesticulated; they had precise, curt
gestures for fucking and failing, for anger, for the end of something, for triumph.
They laughed a lot and pointed at each other, slapped their thighs with laughter
and wiped away tears with the backs of their hands. Most of them were quite pretty,
despite the shapeless overalls, the fuzzy gauze hairnets, despite the heat on the
factory floor that made exhausted creatures out of all of us.

At lunch break, you had to say the word Mahlzeit. You had to wish everyone a good
lunch: Mahlzeit, in the lift, the corridors, the canteen, in the queue for food. I didn’t
feel like saying Mahlzeit and at some point they noticed, and they ordered me into
the shift manager’s office.

The shift manager was sitting behind his desk. He rolled back and forth on
his chair and looked me up and down, and what he saw didn’t interest him very
much. He nodded as if he’d known something anyway and all along, gave a bored
yawn.

As he yawned, he said: So we all say Mahlzeit at lunchtime here.

I said: I don’t know what you're talking about.

He said: You know very well what I'm talking about.

Of course I knew. I wasn’t intending to stay at the factory, to spend my life
there, and I simply couldn’t stand the word Mahlzeit.

He said, Listen, love, it’s very simple. If you're not capable of saying Mahlzeit,
you’re out on your ear.

It wasn’t about the word, it was about the rules and about power. I thought for
a moment about the sudden love, about the temperature in his office, the room in
which he killed time; we stared at each other.

Then he let me go.

In the evenings I'd often sit on my balcony on the fifth floor. One of the previous
tenants had left their flower boxes behind and there were plants growing in the
boxes that I'd never seen before. Delicate green stems with white flowers the size
of match tips; I never watered them but they were still there. There was artificial
lawn on the floor, a folding table and a single chair, and the view was of the dual
carriageway and the petrol station.

I liked that view a lot.

The illuminated blue of the petrol station, the cars pulling in, pulling out, the
displays of sad plastic-wrapped bouquets, the sacks of barbecue charcoal outside
the door. The way people got out of the cars and filled them up, daydreaming as
they watched the digital numbers on the petrol pumps rattle round, the way they
went inside and flicked through the newspapers, bought beer, chocolate and mints.
Iimagined all these people were going on a long journey, filling their petrol tanks,
on a really long drive, people passing through; ask them for directions and they
shrug and say: Oh, I'm not from round here, I don’t know my way around. Sorry.

I'd sit on the balcony on the only chair, my feet on the table, smoking cigarettes
from the factory, and I'd tap the ash over the edge and drop the butt in a Coke can;
I smoked a lot back then. It was very hot that summer and I'd sit outside in my
underwear until it got late and dark at last. The lights went on in the flats one by
one, the headlamps of the cars on the dual carriageway flared up, the sun was gone,
the heat remained. The heat wouldn’t abate; it hung between the buildings, static.
I got into the habit of going down to the petrol station for an ice cream. I'd put on
a sundress and flip-flops, take my keys and some change and walk down, never
taking the lift, I'd walk down the stuffy, dirty stairs, and I'd never turn the light on
in the stairwell. It was even hotter outside, the asphalt soft from the heat, and all
the windows were open, you could hear the TVs, the arguments, the slamming of
doors. The cars inched up to the petrol pumps in slow motion, the drivers filling
them up like sleepwalkers. The entrance opened automatically and it was bright
and cool inside. The radio was always on. I'd slide the ice cream freezer open and
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stand in front of the open chest as long as possible, and then I'd take a Moscow ice
cream. Only ever a Moscow ice cream, never any other kind, but still I'd pretend
every time that I couldn’t make my mind up. The woman behind the counter was
the same age as I am now. Amazingly enough, she’d be reading a book, and she’d
put it aside when she had to serve people, in an extremely reluctant way; that im-
pressed me. It was the same woman night after night and we didn’t exchange one
word of conversation all summer.

On the evening I wanted to write about, there were two people at the till buying
petrol and a whole load of crisps, liquorice and tobacco. I’d thought about waiting
by the open ice cream freezer, my arms dunked in its dry cold up to the elbows,
but in the end, I slid it closed and joined the queue. The door swished open and
an old man came in. He was wearing a plain but good black suit, his hair was
snow white, his face as weathered as wood; he looked like he’d come from a state
funeral. I saw him coming in out of the corner of my eye and he stood right behind
me and proceeded to stare at a spot between my bare shoulder blades. I could feel
his eyes on me and shifted forward a step. He waited a moment, then he touched
my elbow and I turned around.

You’re short, he said. Just right for me.

I clearly recall his voice, very quiet, quite high for an old man and slightly gruff.
Perhaps he spoke with a slight southern accent. Let me emphasize that what he said
didn’t sound suggestive. It wasn’t obscene. It was just strange, it made no sense.
I wasn’t short. I'm not short now and I wasn’t then, either, I'm five foot seven. Is
that short? No, and I told him so.

He raised both hands, his palms turned to me, their skin calloused and clean.

No, not really, of course not. You're not short. You’re perfectly normal. But
you’re short enough for my trick. You’ve got the right feet, your shoulders are
narrow. I need a new assistant. You look like the right woman for the job.

That was what he said.

I said: The right woman for what job?

I didn’t mean to ask but I did ask; I didn’t mean to have a conversation with
him, but before I knew what was happening we were having one.

He said: For my box. The girl sawn in half. An assistant to saw in half. 'm a
magician.

(excerpt)
Translated by Katy Derbyshire
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Nie

Réno €o rdno sme sa so zjazvenymi tvarami a strapati potacali po ndmesti Papa.
Biela psicka puli s ndhubkom na pysku visela na vodzke, zdvihal ju do vySky
akoby bola ¢inkou kettlebell. Posobilo viac nez vystizne, Ze MikeS mal sucku.
Caju. Speed nas nutil zahuhrfiane zmuirit do slnka, museli sme sa rozvalit do
$pakmi vystlanej travy, lebo inak by sme to neustéli, boli sme prili§ otapeni.
On Siel do roboty, ja domov. Obaja sme stéle nosili to isté oblecenie. Ten zvyk
som od neho prevzala, eSte ked pred rokom priSiel na kostymovu skusku do
Kenga a my sme ho poziadali, aby si vzal aj nejaké oblecCenie, a vtedy povedal,
Ze mozno by aj rad nieco vzal, ale ma to hacik, vlastni toho presne tol'ko, ¢o na
fom vidime. To bol mdj druhy stret s nim, a uz vtedy som ho zacala opakovat.
Dnes som si uz celkom osvojila zvyk znova si obliect zvleCené. Rozosmievanie
bral velmi vazne. Citoval humoristov, komentatorov, moderatorov a vtipné
vided. Po cely Zivot som citila, Ze mojej tvari nieco chyba, akoby na sebe mala
o vrstvu alebo organ menej. A nech uZ to bolo ¢okolvek, presne to isté chybalo
aj MikeSovej tvari. Po celé tyZdne a mesiace neprichadzal Ziadny napad, ako
o fiom nato¢it film. To LSD sa pridlho lisovalo v pefiazenke s erbom Manchestra,
trvalo celé hodiny, kym udrelo, aby napokon nesposobilo vizudlnu, ale textovu
halucinaciu. Stali sme sa viazniami labyrintoidnej vety, ktora sa za-zahatila, pisali
ju naSe zablddenia, no napredovat sme mohli len tak, Ze sme spitne zabudli,
odkial povodne vykizla vedlajsia veta, v ktorej sme sa prave ocitli, potom sme
sa museli snazit dohovorit nejako inak, lenZe sa otvarali dalSie vetvy, obcas
sme zaspali, alebo zaspal len jeden z nds a do vety si nieco prisnival, zatial ¢o
ten druhy udrziaval front na javisku, kri¢ali sme, hovorili sme zo sna, potom
sme svoj sen prerozpravali, ale ten sen bol uz vo svojej podstate text, a nedal
sa zopakovat svojim vlastnym textom, dalo sa ho iba opisat, lenze medzitym
sme narazali na slepé ulice a odbocky, nahanali sme sa skrz javiska, kde sme
museli zasahovat do scén a ja som musela rezirovat D., ktory tam navySe ani
nebol, ale o mne si vSetci mysleli, Ze som herecka, hoci som inStruovala, no
samotna scéna bola o inStruovani, preto som ju absoltitne nemohla zreZirovat
ale upokojovalo ma, Ze o chvilu pride Mikes, a on to potom v mojom mene uro-
bi. Na ceste domov som dostala bad trip. Doprava na bulvari krdkala a hucala.
Inokedy pomerne upravenych obyvatelov §tvrti Ujlipét vystriedali spotvorené
individud. Seredne sa tahali v lepkavom prachu. V jarku lemujticom obrubnik
sa kotili smeti. Sla som k mame a celé popoludnie som prelezala v starej vani.
Zacala som znova ¢itat Prousta.

Pocas noci, ked som spala doma, ma MikeS bombardoval opitymi sms-kami, aby

som poslala asponi prazdnu spravu: Prdzdnu! Len nech to citim! Po predstaveniach
som za nim chodila do divadla, mohli sme byt spolu od polnoci az kym sme ne-
zaspali. PocCas vecernej, rannej rutiny. V Mekaci. Ked vencil psa. Ratal si pohyby
pocas umyvania zubov. V sprche pocuval futbalové prestupové spravy. Vela som
ho vyckavala. Nikdy som ho nesurila, len by ho to provokovalo. Snazila som sa
sama sebe vysvetlit, Ze za jeho lezérnym tempom nie je to, Ze by ho nezaujimalo,
kol'ko so mnou travi ¢asu, ale aj ked' obyc¢ajne vybavuje, ¢o treba, a ja medzitym
sedim nablizku, prefiho znamena spoloc¢ny ¢as. Pre neho je spolu to, Ze sme na
jednom mieste a ma pravdu. To malomestiak vo mne vtedy kontroluje hodinky,
malomestiak chce stéle ist hlbsie a hlbsie a emocionalne Zzmykat toho druhého.
Pocas vacsiny ¢innosti, ktoré vykonéava, nechce hovorit, skor vyuziva kadejaké
lazzi, aby ich spestroval. A potom, ked'je kone¢ne tu, hovori samé dobré veci. Je
lakonicky, origindlny a dokaZe sa na mia intenzivne sustredit. Ked sme v spo-
lo¢nosti, v hlavach si navzajom premietame gnémické komentare toho druhého.
Sme prepojeni prisnostou; ako jedno telo sa strasieme, ked' niekto povie cielova
skupina, konzument, pribeh, profi, Iubivé, dobre urobené, srdcova zalezitost,
prehlbovanie charakterov, trauma, zaujima ma, vzrusujuce, divak. Stavnaté chy-
by nés hecuju, spajaju ndm pohlady - aj ty si to poc¢ul - Ano, dno, nie - hovori
razantne a dorazne, ked' sa z niekoho so zahanbujicim sebavedomim vylieva
agresivne klisé. Stavalo sa, Ze ma v opitych smskach vydieral, aZ kym som
ho niekde v meste nepozbierala aj pocas vecera, ked som s nim neplanovala
byt. Kym som vypatrala, kde je, bol taky opity, Ze nevedel prehovorit, len rucal
a jediné, ¢o som z neho dokdazala vydolovat bolo, Ze sa hanbi. Kemény! Na teba
myslim stdle. Vetko ostatné, to je len tak, jdj! Sla som s nim do fitka. Vytlacil
stodvadsat kil v l'ahu, kym ja som to skusala s femininnou masinou. V sexe bol
ind akost. Jednoducho prebral moju vahu. Drzal samého seba a aj mria; dokazala
som urobit vietko, ¢o mi napadlo. Pred nim som nepoznala muzské telo, ktoré
sa neohyba, nie je rozplantané, nema bedrové kosti, ktoré sa do mia pondraju,
nechveje sa, nema ndhodne rozhodené koncatiny. Tvori celok, ako vysoka zver.
Popoludni ho prepadla jedna z jeho klasickych no¢nych mor: vo vlastnej posteli
sa zobudil paralyzovany a dokonale realistické osklbané kura v l'udskej vel'kosti
mu zaStebotalo do tvare, Ze sa ma pripravit, lebo taki ako on to dlho neutiahnu.
Taki ako on znamenalo drogovo zavisli. Na Mini jeho matky sme sa zvykli odviest
na ostrov Hajégyari, kde ma u¢il Soférovat. Za dvestotisic sme si vyhliadli jeden
zIty tragad, takmer sme mali spolo¢né auto. Nikdy si neumyval vlasy, len si hlavu
uterdkom popraSenym detskym pudrom vydrhol do dredata. Schvalne trénoval
len hornu cast tela, svoje krivé nohy chcel udrziavat ¢o najtensie, pretoZze ho
eSte z detstva drZala mania Johnny Bravo. Vo mne vdaka tymto veciam priadlo
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hrejivé tastie, je pre mria pridobry, neexistuje, Ze je moj, nemdze to byt pravda.
Zase si dal nieco vytetovat. Hlbokymi symbolmi sa nechavajui zdobit len trtkovia,
naopak demonstrovat, Ze tvoja koza je ti lahostajnejsia ako zadarmo rozdéava-
ny zo§it, to uz hej. Nechal si na rameno vysit hrst roztrasenych hrusiek a cely
nadSeny citoval maminu prvu reakciu. - Mikuko, to uz je hotové? - Nechal by si
vytetovat hocijaky ¢arbanec, ak by bol dostatoéne nezmyselny. Po dvoch drioch si
to uz nebudes vsimat, Kemény. A ja som sa opét, presne ako pri pohovore, citila
prikovana k zemi jeho svetovovou kilovostou, a zaroven nepriznatelne ponizena.

(uryvok)
PreloZila Timea Beck

1 Father, though he is primarily a poet, has published two novels. The first one, The Art of the Ene-
my, came out in 1989 to greet the regime change and the beginning of his own adult life. The second
one, Dear Unknown, is a Bildungsroman of massive scope published in 2009, marking the end of his
youth. The heroine’s name is Emma Olbach. In The Art of the Enemy, the narrator’s named Emi.

Not

I was conceived in Prague, where my parents lived off my mother’s scholarship.
She abandoned a Phd in Literature and, soon after, a promising TV career to
capture the poet she had set her sights on, a paragon of the sentimental tradition,
by bearing him a spectacular girl child. Crowds supposedly parted before them,
they were that sort of couple. My mother’s victory over mediocrity may have
been no ancillary detail in the story of my birth, but her actual motivation. The
first thing that catches the eye in photographs of my father is his sleepiness. My
mother looks older than her age in all her pictures, and somewhat dishevelled.
When she first spotted my father at a poetry reading, a voice supposedly spoke
next to her ear, even though back then my father wasn’t yet a regal beauty. He
was sitting up on stage. The supposed voice said, not figuratively but verbatim:
“He’s the one.”

For a while they wanted to abort me, but they had already given me my
name. They named me after Lili Marleen at a time when nobody but old ladies
were called that, not expecting the imminent resurgence of the name. My fat-
her considers this almost-abortion the greatest sin of his life, it’s all over his
writings. After giving birth, my mother attained a Madonna’s bearing, the most
characteristic pictures of her were taken in the orchard, underneath a peach tree
that has long since rotted away. From the very beginning they were connected
by a sacrificial ritual: my mother cast the typewritten manuscript of her novel -
a historical tableau from the perspective of Louis II’s silver belt buckle - into the
Danube, right in front of the poet she meant to seduce. She surrendered it to the
greater talent. My father’s defences were breached. The Danube swallowed my
mother’s novel like the brook, rushing with the blood of the Mohé&cs battlefield,
swallowed the warrior king in question. It’s a pity she threw the real thing off
the bridge: she could have done just as well with any old sheaf of papers. The
somnolent prince’s famous conscience is in fact a feeble contraption, his reflexes
were never quite there. My sister was an accident, an amplification, and since
the ultrasound had mistaken her for a boy, she was named in a hurry. Instead
of her real name, she got Zsofia. My mother had her earliest education in a land
of quivering sunlight, my father in damp and gravel. She drives a car, he’s a big
walker. Her reflex is to sacrifice her queen to ensure the prompt success of her
offensive, my father justifies himself with his cumbersome conscience even
though the elegant carelessness of others absolutely dazzles him. Later my
sister’s true name was bestowed on the dovelike heroine of Dear Unknown."
My mother dies the death of a kamikaze over and over for her goals, my father
only grasps the situation once he’s irrevocably obliged.
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In the earliest times: breadrolls, morning news, sliced baloney. Father’s cere-
monial contact lensing, shaving. Dongo’s shit remained on the concrete, nobody
bothered with plastic bags yet, Nesquik cocoa hadn’t been banished - in the
mid-nineties, certain enlightened norms have not yet solidified even in my mot-
her’s mind. She still drank her morning coffee with sugar and a litre of milk. If the
whole world were a blackbird. We were broke. My mother’s offenses in the filed of
my sex education (in loose chronological order): when you’re buffing, what do you
feel? that I need to pee; in the apple-picking camp we went skinny-dipping with
the boys, they were literally keening with lust; girls were gagging for Istvan, they
were after him like dogs in heat; it’s a pity your nipples have such large areolas,
only very randy boys like that; giving me a bestseller about seduction which con-
tained, among others, the following tactic: to dip a finger into one’s vagina, then
apply the fragrant moisture behind one’s ears, as this natural perfume holds an
evolutionary attraction for men. Of all my greatly valued attributes, I was remind-
ed most often of my unearthly beauty. They bought Raffaello’s putti on a poster,
because one morning I accidentally rested my elbows on the edge of their bed in
the bigger putto’s dreamy attitude.

The one defining emotion of my early childhood is jealous gluttony. We had
two kindergarten teachers, the pretty-and-kind one that all the girls were in love
with, and the ugly-and-strict one. Of course I preferred the latter, but during
naptime when pretty-and-kind prepared for arts and crafts cutting shapes from
cardboard, the gentle prapping of her scissors felt unspeakably good. At night,
blood-soaked horrors in the dark. Some perverted murderer crouching behind the
curtain or the rotary phone’s table in Nemti, he has killed before, now he’s after
me - the worst part is that he himself seems terrified. Pale spectral figures with
long, clammy limbs. Blue-red-orange mirages from staring into the dark, and the
associated religious yearning. In the first phase of our lives, my mother, I ima-
gine, communicated with us in all conceivable ways, my father mostly through
serial games of make-believe. The closeness of the sisterly bond was guarante-
ed by the first person plural, never by affection. We only touched one another
when we pinched, hit, clawed. On the road, we were magic horsies, otherwise
the mouse-servants of Sir Cat, lady doctors in the bathtub, we scampered away
from Father as chickens when, although with a regretful grimace, he extended
his long, red snout. On the tube, he always made the solemn declaration that we
are now underneath the Danube. I hardly remember our mother. Her knee makes
the penetrating clacks of greenwood thrown on the fire as she walks. On the same
knee, a scar shaped like a leech. The pair of ochre false teeth, replacing those two
which were kicked out in the swimming pool, are most visible during her temper

tantrums, when she catches her upper lip with four of her lower teeth, like a funy-
ny bulldog. Instead of so, she drawls, saaw. Oh, le crap, she swears. - A fruitful
endeavour? - she asks when we call her to wash our butts in the bathtub. She
reads maniacally; the wall greys, yellows, peels wherever her hair touches it. At
bedtime, Father reads aloud, our mother sings folk songs. Do not mourn the beads
in your hair, do not mourn the beads in your hair, I will braid new ones in your
hair. Has no special attributes, apart from the creases running down from the
sides of her nose to her chin, but if one adds those lines, the drawing represents
an old woman, and if one doesn’t, nothing indicates our mother. I filed away as
my first memory that I am taken over to my grandmother, who doesn’t recognise
me. Either it’s a real memory, and then it may be an imprint of grasping, overnight,
the sentence “Who is it then?”, but only its meaning, not the illocutive act, the
baby talk - it’s like I got told “What are you doing here?” - or it’s simply a false
memory. I was still an infant, if it’s real. What’s certain: the sense of trespassing
and the panicked, slimy onrush of shame over a farcical misunderstanding is my
first injury. I did something really stupid, our mother welcomed us wringing her
hands in the doorway, when Father brought us home from nursery school. True
to form, she both exaggerated and bagatellised the situation. - Jesus, what. - I sold
the apartment...! - She swapped V.2 for V.1, meaning we moved one door away.
Once she asked me if after waking up in the morning I continued to dream my
good dreams. I should appreciate this capacity, she cautioned me, because with
time one loses it.

(excerpt from the novel Not)
Translated by Ilona Kappanyos
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Juraj Koudela
Slovensko,/Slovakia

Juraj Koudela (1977) vystudoval slovensky
jazyk a literatiru v kombindcii s pol'skym
jazykom a literatirou. PreSiel viacerymi
zamestnaniami v korporacidch na
Slovensku a v Polsku. Svoje spojenie

s polskou literatirou korunoval
propagaciou pol'skej reportdznej Skoly na
Slovensku, ked' v roku 2014 zalozil spolu
s Filipom Ostrowskym vydavatel'stvo
Absynt, pre ktoré prelozil z polstiny
niekol'ko knih (Pawel Smoleniski: 0¢i
zasypané pieskom, 2015; Wojciech
Jagielski: Nocni putnici, 2016; Witold
Szablowski: Vrah z mesta marhul,, 2017;
Wojciech Jagielski: Vsetky Larine vojny,
2019 a Na vychod od zdpadu, 2021).

V literature je pretiho dolezity autorsky
jazyk a hra s formou. Kult rysa ostrovida
je jeho spisovatel'sky debut, ilustrovany
vytvarnikom TomaSom Klepochom.

Juraj Koudela (born 1977) studied Slovak
language and literature in combination
with Polish language and literature. He
worked in various corporate jobs in
Slovakia and Poland. He brought his
passion for Polish literature to fruition
by helping introduce Polish literary
reportage to Slovak readers, co-founding
the publishing house Absynt with

Filip Ostrowski in 2014. For Absynt, he
translated several books from Polish
(Pawel Smoleniski: Eyes Covered with
Sand, 2015; Wojciech Jagielski: Night
Wanderers, 2016; Witold Szablowski:

The Assassin from the Apricot City, 2017,
Wojciech Jagielski: All Lara's Wars, 2019
and East of the West, 2021). In literature,
he values authorial style and play with
form. The Cult of the Lynx is his literary
debut, illustrated by artist Tomas Klepoch.

Kult rysa ostrovida

A vita ma s usmevom vo svojej kanceldrii na najvySSom poschodi sklenenej bu-
dovy, vita ma vystretou dlanou, to je doleZité gesto, vita ma talianskym objatim,
potlapkanim po ramene a chyti ma okolo pliec, uZ si ma vedie. ESte neubehla
ani minuta nasho stretnutia a uZ ma ma pod kontrolou, uZ ma berie pod seba
ako pes suku, vedie si ma, uZ ma vmanévroval do hierarchickej Struktury, ja sa
trochu mykam, necitim sa pohodlne v dlohe podriadeného, snazim sa spomenut
si na mantry, na modlitby, snazim sa vyslobodit spod nadvlady, a tak si v duchu
opakujem: UzZ len ja, uz len ja, uz len ja! A ostrim zbrane. Vedie ma k oknu s vy-
hladom na pristav, akoby mi chcel ukazat svoje kralovstvo, teda Organizaciu, kam
az siaha, tam niekde za obzor, a polovica tohto kralovstva, teda Organizacie, by
mala pripadntt mne, presnejsie, jeho dcére, mojej kalibrovanej pani manzelke,
lebo som premohol draka, premohol som vSetky zvery a rozosmial smutnu prin-
cezny, ovladol som jej emdcie, prevzal som kontrolu nad marionetou, rovnako
ako on teraz prebera kontrolu nado mnou.

Planuje moju kariéru, moje uspechy, moju tlohu v spolo¢nosti, teda v Orga-
niz4cii, pripravuje ma, akoby mi chcel vysvetlit, na ¢o sa pouziva pribor, nielen
vidlicka, lyZica a noz, ale aj vSetky tie mensSie vidli¢ky na predjedld, malé lyzicky
na dezerty, klieSte na slimaky, noze na ryby a tak dalej. Nemaj obavy, vSetko je
zabezpecené, vSetky kurzy na dosah a hlavne, najhlavnejSie je zdravie. Zabezpe-
¢end je zdravotna starostlivost na najlep$ich siukromnych klinikach, zuby, srdce,
plica, pecen, oblicky, to vSetko pod dohladom dobre platenych Specialistov,
ktori maju na teba vZdy ¢as a zdvihnu telefén o ktorejkolvek hodine. A naSe
telefénne zoznamy nemaju konca. NaSe? PresnejSie, telefénne zoznamy Sar-
mantnych asistentiek méjho Svokra. Jedna ako druh4, vSetky spiiaju esteticky
kanon mojej uslachtilej pani Svokry, vzneSenej damy. VSetky asistentky sa jej
napadne podobaju. Uhladené tmavovlasky v priliehavych kostymoch, ovladaju
svetové jazyky, si neunavné, kedykolvek k dispozicii plnit rozmarné rozkazy,
telefonovat, vybavovat, rezervovat a vsetky presli dovernymi psychotestami
mojho starca. Su nositelkami vhodnych predispozicii a vSetky maju poZadova-
né patologie. Nemaju schopnost vyhodnocovat, priradovat doleZitost uloham
a chyba im schopnost rozliSovat stupne na rebricku moralnych hodnoét. Plnia
priania a Zelania, vypovedané ¢i nie, tu je vitana schopnost predvidat, spoznat
ritudly svojho pana, postupnost jednotlivych dennych procesov. Vedu diar aktivit,
aby sa na ni¢ nezabudlo, zoznamy nakupov, konickov, spolo¢enskych udalosti,
koncertov, vernisdZzi aj rodinnych zdhradnych sldvnosti, akd bude napriklad
najblizS§iu nedelu. TakZe ich telefonne zoznamy su zaplnené ¢islami na krajc¢irov,
kucharov, kateringové firmy, Cistiarne, reStaurdcie a maju k dispozicii armadu

73



74

pomaéhacov, Soférov, ndkupcov, umyvacov a to vSetko v ktorejkolvek sekunde.

Vedie ma teda k oknu s vyhladom na pristav. ,,Pozri, zatko, nie je to fascinuju-
ce? T4 energia, ktora sdla z ludskej aktivity, neutichajiica kreativita architektov aj
architektiek s ohnivymi vlasmi, hluk ¢innosti pracovitej civilizacie.“ A pozerame
cez tie sklené steny, ako sa mravenisko hmyri, ako niekto stale niekam prechadza,
pozerame na poddanych, aki su $tastni, maju pracu a zodpovedajuci honorar
na prezitie v tychto tazkych ¢asoch. Neprepusta sa, impérium rastie do $irky aj
do diZky, niet tu hranic. A Svokor spusti svoj prihovor o hodnotach, o praci, aky
je pracovity a aki sd pracoviti jeho poddani, aké je potrebné vazit si kazdého
pracovnika, ktory v tom sukoli prida ruku k dielu, kazdého mravca, ¢o nesie
na svojich bedrach steblo travy alebo ihli¢ie do mraveniska, vSetci su doleziti.
Aky prepotrebny je poriadok, ,,Ordnung, ako hovoria Nemci...“, aka ddleZita je
Organizdcia, hierarchia a procesy, poriadok v procesoch, prave prebieha audit
skvelych odbornikov na procesy z firmy Business Expander. Aké ddleZzité je, aby
kazdy jeden poddany v Organizacii chdpal svoju ulohu a bol si vedomy, kam
smerujeme, kde je nas vytyceny ciel, aka stratégiu sme si zvolili na najblizsiu
pétro¢nicu. Predstavuje mi svoju ideolégiu, v mene otca i syna, v mene Boha mi-
lostivého a dobrotivého, sme preduréeni na velké veci, ale ako vravi stard mudrost,
z kvapky ocedn, z centu milién, musi§ pamitat na svojich ludi, na mravce, aha,
pozri, ako pracuju, maj na paméti kazdého jedného ¢lena Organizécie, oni tvoria
nas uspech, vaz si ich pracu!

V jednom okamihu akoby sa zamyslel, akoby stratil nit, akoby dojal sam seba,
pozera cez sklenu stenu na pristav, akoby ho nie¢o znepokojilo, pozera aj nepo-
zerd na pristav, nepozera cez sklenu stenu, pozerd sa na nu, pozera na sklo a ja
vidim, Ze nieco nie je v poriadku. Predstavim si, ako jeho SoSovky, mimochodom,
v opatere najlepsich o¢nych lekarov v §irom okoli, talentovanych Indov z dovozu,
dobre platenych Specialistov na dokladné vySetrenie SoSoviek a na ich zdrava
dlhorocnu elasticitu, bleskurychle zaostrujui na rozne body, na pristav, na mravce,
na rieku, na horizont krajiny i horizont udalosti a teraz zaostrili na sklo a nieco
zaregistrovali. Svokor sa oto¢i, urobi niekol'’ko krokov k stolu, akoby sa chcel vratit
k svojmu milostivému a dobrotivému Bohu, akoby chcel rychlo zmenit polohou
svojich mysSlienok, ktoré spolu s nami letia v rozpinavom vesmire od prapociatku
vel'kého tresku. Chvilu len stoji, potom SoSovky zaostri na stdl, vS§imne si nepatrni
omrvinku na jeho doske, prstom ju zmietne, eSte chvilu postoji a vrati sa spit na
identické miesto pred sklenenou stenou a dalej ostri tymi svojimi vykonnymi So-
Sovkami na sklo. A jeho pochybnosti sa potvrdia. Je tam Spinava bodka. Viditelna
volnym okom, zretelna Spinava bodka na vonkajSej strane skla. ESte sa pre istotu
pokusi tym istym prstom, tym istym pestovanym nechtom zniest zo sveta $pinu

na skle, dvakrat sa dotkne toho istého konkrétneho miesta a jeho podozrenie sa
definitivne potvrdi. Spina je na vonkajsej strane sklenej tabule.

Asistentky za¢nu horuckovito pobehovat, telefonuju, nieo vysvetlujad, v hlase
maju naliehavost, nie, nepocka to, situécia je akutna! Horolezci uz opuistaji svoje
stanoviste, centralu zachrannej horskej sluzby, akoby bol vyhlaseny poplach prvé-
ho stupna na stitoch vel'hor, prinajmensom vichrica a ohrozenie Zivota expedicie,
ohrozenie vystupu prvého hendikepovaného slona na Mount Everest. UZ Startuju
svoje plne vybavené Land Rovery, beru lan4, skoby, prilby, cakany - ¢akany teraz
asi netreba -, ide sa na vySkovi budovu umyvat oknd. TakZe land, skoby, prilby
a Cistiace prostriedky, handry a o ja viem, ¢o eSte. PoruSuju pravidla cestnej pre-
mavky, Zenu sa nepovolenou rychlostou, aby ¢o najskor vy¢istili, umyli vonkajsi
skleneny plast vyskovej budovy v pristave. Ale toho uz svedkami nebudeme, my
mame iné povinnosti. Svokor ma vezme okolo pliec a hovori: ,,Pod, zajeme si.“
A vyvedie ma von z kanceldrie, z budovy, z pristavu. Vezie nas Mirek, jeho Sofér
s citom pre plynuld jazdu mestom, vezie nas do reStaurdcie na ndbreZi, vezie nds
prec od Spiny, vezie nas do uhladenej miestnosti s bielymi obrusmi a celou Skalou
vidli¢iek, lyzi¢iek a noZov, budeme jest predjedld, polievky, morské plody, dezerty,
budeme pit kvy aj koriaky a hlavne budeme daleko od $piny, ktord medzi¢asom
zmizne pod handrickou odvazneho horolezca na lane. Svokrovi cez prisnu tvar
presvita dobra nalada, rodinny tismev, sloboda pohybu, ako ked' sa tenista z prvej
desiatky ATP prechadza po kurte. Presne takym pevnym pohybom vystupuje
moj Svokor z auta a prechadza po parkovisku, akoby dribloval tenisovou lop-
tickou a pripravoval sa na servis pri matchballe, akoby mal podavat na vitazny
bod v jednozna¢nom zapase, ked' je uz vSetko jasné, zrejmé, ked je uz super na
lopatkach a zmieril sa s poniZenim prehry. Tak vchadza dnu méj Svokor s pre-
svitajucim usmevom, hlavny ¢asSnik ho vita miernym uklonom a vedie ho, vedie
nas, ved' aj ja kra¢am v zavese, teda vedie nés, aj ked hlavne vedie méjho Svokra,
k okrihlemu stolu s vyhladom na nébreZie, so Sirym vyhladom na horizont mesta
cez sklenenu stenu restauracie. Svokor chvilu zastane pred vyhladom, SoSovky
pracuju, dokonca mam pocit, akoby som pocul ich tiché ostrenie, zoomovanie,
a patravy pohlad po skle, ¢i nezachyti nejakil nepatrni smietku. VSetko sa zda
byt v poriadku a my uZ sedime oproti sebe, jemu presvita vricny rodinny usmev
amne v tvari presvita akurat tak poddajnost, akoby som klac¢al pred spovednicou
a ¢akal na trest, na rozhreSenie.

(tryvok z roménu Kult rysa ostrovida, Tatran, 2024)
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Robert Krol
Pol'sko/Poland

Robert Krdél (nar. 1981 v Jaste) vyStudoval
polsku filolégiu a public relations na
Jagelovskej univerzite. Je autorom devitich
basnickych zbierok. Ziskal Stipendia od
mesta Jasto, mesta Krakov, Narodného
centra kultiry v rdmci programu

Mladé Pol'sko a od Ministerstva kultury

a narodného dedic¢stva. Bol nominovany
na Cenu Wislawy Szymborskej a ziskal
Cenu Krakova - Mesta literatiry UNESCO.
Je tieZ ucastnikom VySehradskej literarnej
rezidencie. Zije v Krakove.

Robert Krdl (born 1981 in Jaslo) graduated
in Polish philology and public relations
from Jagiello nian University. Author of
books: Snow Species (Halart collection,
2003), Lida (Tyska Poetic Winter Library,
2004), Habitat (Halart Corporation, 2005),
Handy Memory (Ha!art Corporation
2009), Fourteens (Wielkopolska Biblioteka
Publiczna i Centrum Animacji Kultury
2010), On Entering the Fire (WBPiCAK,
2014), Polka (Owze Microfiction, 2018),
Dixieland (Owze, 2021), Life is worth
much more (Owze, 2025). Recipient of
scholarships from the City of Jaslo (2006,
2018), the City of Cracow (2009, 2021),

the National Center for Culture in the
Young Poland Program (2016) and the
Ministry of Culture and National Heritage
(2022). In 2019 nominated for the Wislawa
Szymborska Award for his poem Polka.
Winner of the Krakow City of Literature
UNESCO Prize (2024). Participant of the
Visegrad Literary Residency Program in
Bratislava (2025). He has published in,
among others: Odra, Rita Baum, Fragile,
Kartki, Nowa Okolica Poetéw, Topos,
Halart, Gazeta Wyborcza and Wizje Lives
in Cracow.

Svata choroba

Nereagujem na chlad. Hlad mi naSepkava, ¢o dat
do hrnca. O chvilu postavim zeleninu: zeler,
mrkvu, petrzlen, por. A striebristo-bielu rybu,
ktoru ndjdem v mraznicke, zabalenu v papieri,
prikrytd l'adom. Hoci sa snazim, nespomeniem
si, ako sa tam dostala.

Zjem malicko, skor sa len zahl'adim na to, ¢o sa mi
podari nabrat na tanier. Po tom vSetkom vypnem radio.
Na pohovku si lahnem ospaly a nesmierne spokojny

s knihou, ktort som zo strachu z nemozného

doteraz nedocital.

Na okraj si poznac¢im: poruchy zraku,

Byt

Byt sovou, schovavat sa v hustych lesikoch

na okraji mesta, zatial ¢o redSim sa vyhybat.
Nehddat sa, byt ticha a utiahnuta.

Viest usadly spdsob Zivota, hniezdit v butlavinach,
lietavat nizko a mat pod kontrolou celé okolie.
Obcas pustit mladata spod ochrany

na nedaleké kondre. UtfZené rany

namodit v kaluZzi a susit celé hodiny v Ziare

slnka, zabalit do prachu.
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Byt dietatom, milovat ihriskd, okupovat
pieskoviska, privlastiiovat si Smykacky,
zakladat bandy, ktoré vyrazaju plienit okolité
sady. Ochutnat ovocie? Jedine rovno z krika.
Mat ho? Len to ukradnuté: ribezle,

maliny a egrese. Hrdo kracat s trpkou chutou
pod jazykom. Vecer pluvat z lavicky do travy.
Merat vzdialenost drobnymi kré¢ikmi, vyhravat
- ¢oilen o pol, o §tvrt kroka.

PreloZil Mdrio Kysel
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Nevedomost

A nevedel som, Ze mozno davat mena
kvetom, ¢o stoja na kuchynskom

parapete, tak ako sa davaju mena milovanym
zvieratam, psom, mackam, kanarikom,
dokonca tym, ¢o uz davno neziju.

A nevedel som, Ze mozno pit vodu

z pramena, naberajic ju do dlani zloZenych
do tvaru misky ako listy bananovnika

alebo figovnika pod chutné chana masala,
chole masala, husté a syte.

A nevedel som, Ze mozZno kazdy den

pristupovat k oknu, aby som sa presved¢il, ¢i je
tam stale domovina a v nej Siroka ulica,

brest, ktory rastie vedla topola, ¢i sa tam $iri vonia
z pekarne a dava do pohybu slinné Zlazy.

Pred svitanim

Vstat bez Ittosti pred svitanim, poteSeny
chladom vydat sa na bicykli bez
prehadzovacky na nedaleky trh a kupit kalerab
a viazanicku redkoviek, po navrate ich
dokladne umyt pri studni v Riale (medzi
Morenom a Paradou), odrezat viiat, kazda
prekrojit, posolit a opatrne vsuvat do tst, klast
postupne na jazyk ako tabletky,

pockat, kym zacne sol posobit, a vzapiti
prehryzat a pomaly zapijat studenym
Albarifiom alebo Rias Baixas, ktoré den
predtym priniesol German, trocha zamysleny
a trocha rozcitliveny, ked' sa pytal, ¢i si urcite
budem pamiitat na pimientos de Padrén, pulpo
a na zemiaky, na ktoré som zabudol vdaka
solenym redkovkam.

Tekvica

Cestou na Tehelné pole sme sa rozhodli

kupit si tekvicu v Trznici, ale nie v tej starej pri
namesti, ale tej, ¢o vraza ako klin

do KriZnej a Sancovej. Vychyrené miesto,

ludia, ¢o na seba volaju zo stankov, akoby boli stratent,
ale spokojni sami so sebou, syti.

Tekvicu na polievku sme nezohnali, v hale bolo citit seno,
drevny dym a pecené jablka.

Napokon, ¢o tam po aréme, ked' ide

o Zivot a nepopieratelné dokazy v prospech Zivota, v ktorych
drieme premenliva sila napliiania

Zaludkov, lebo su rebrom alebo velkym volskym

srdcom, a vie$ ¢im ich posypat, aku hrubku

by mali mat platky.

PreloZil Karol Chmel
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Silvia Majerska
Francuzsko/France

Silvia Majerska sa narodila v r. 1984

na Myjave, vyrastala v Trnave. Studovala
francuzsku literatiru a jazykovedu na
Univerzite v Orléans a na Sorbonne.

V roku 2013 obhgjila doktorandsku pracu
pod spolo¢nym vedenim na Université
Paris-Sorbonne a Univerzite Komenského
v Bratislave. Jej vyskum sa zameriava na
Stylistiku a semiotiku obrazného jazyka.
Vyucuje francuzstinu pre cudzincov

v PariZi. Prispieva do ¢asopisov vo
Franctzsku (A Verse, La Traductiére, Place
de la Sorbonne, Francopolis, Po&sie)

a na Slovensku (Tvorba, Ostium, VIna).
Preklad4 suicasnu slovenskud poéziu

do francuzstiny: Un fragment de forét
(chevaleresque) od Ivana Strpku (éditions
Le Castor Astral, 2019) Immunité od Marie
Ferenc¢uhovej (éditions La Traductiere,
2019) Tendre navette spatiale - Nouvelle
poésie slovaque. Antologia Katariny
Kucbelovej a Petra Suleja (La Rumeur libre,
2024). Je ¢lenkou kolektivu umelcov Le
Lieu improbable, s ktorym spoluzaloZila
vydavatel'stvo Le Feu humain. Jej prva
basnicka zbierka Matin sur le soleil vysla
v roku 2020 vo vydavatelstve Le Cadran
ligné a druha zbierka Blancs-seings na
jeserni 2024 vo vydavatelstve Gallimard.

Born in 1984 in Slovakia, Silvia Majerska
grew up in Trnava. She studied french
literature and linguistics at Université
d’Orléans and Sorbonne University. In
2013, she defended a Phd thesis at both
Sorbonne University and Comenius
University of Bratislava. Her research
focuses on the stylistics and semiotics of
figurative language. She teaches French as
a foreign language in Paris. She contributes
to revues in France (A Verse, La Traductiere,
Place de la Sorbonne, Francopolis, Po&sie)
and Slovakia (Tvorba, Ostium, VIna).

She translates contemporary Slovak
poetry into French: Un fragment de forét
(chevaleresque) by Ivan Strpka (éditions

Le Castor Astral, 2019) Immunité by Maria
Ferencuhova (éditions La Traductiére,

2019) Tendre navette spatiale - Nouvelle
poésie slovaque. Anthology by Katarina
Kucbelov4 and Peter Sulej (editions La
Rumeur libre, 2024). She is a member of an
artists’ collective called Le Lieu improbable,
with whom she co-founded a non-profit
publishing house Le Feu humain. Her first
collection of poetry, Matin sur le soleil, was
published in 2020 by Le Cadran ligné, and
her second, Blancs-seings, was published in
autumn 2024 by Gallimard.

*Castanea
Vo filologickych alebo jazykovednych pracach
hviezdi¢ka umiestnena pred slovom oznacuje, zZe ide
o nedoloZeny, hypoteticky alebo neexistujuci tvar.
Le Bon Usage
i
je tu dusno, ale nevadji, to okno neotvorim, konére st
Coraz bliZSie, listy uz-uz vstipia dovnutra.

strom - dotieravejsi neZ vyhlad z bytu oproti!

ii

podoba sa ma maliara, ktory opravuje fasadu na
vedlajsom dome. natahuje sa, akoby chcel oblohu
natriet na zeleno.

farba sa nechytd - jeho vytrvalost ma v8ak dojima.

iii
celd noc odolédva vetru. odvracia ho, hlce jeho
rychlost a silu. zvitazi, ztuhne.

drevo je hrdinsky spev.

iv

sotva vidno, ako sa mu hybu listy. sotva poc¢ut ich
Sum - ovela tichsi neZ Sum mora. priloZte si k uchu
musly, a budete pocut kvilenie vin. taka je uz raz
musla - miniatirna chodba pezinku.

gastan, ten vSak opét len sklad4 slub ml¢ania -
ktovie komu ho sklada.
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\
mald mucna gul'ka v ¢okolddovohnedej poleve

vybuchne pri kontakte s zemou. zapusti korer,

vystreli silni ranu do neba.
koruna rysuje fazy vybuchu.

vi
pozorujem tichu krajinu po utoku dynamitom.

tie najlepSie patenty priroda ukryva pod hladkym

povrchom svojich plodov.
nobelizovatelnd priroda.

*Pinus

Plameri lampy stipa v studenych tierioch,

ktoré sa mihaju uprostred noci. A Ziara sa predlzuje

Na pamiatku mojej mamy

i

tol'ko veci upadlo do zabudnutia,
len vrcholy stromov trvajui na tom,
aby draha zanechala stopu.

i

vySka neméze byt priamociara,

pretoZe ak nic¢ nezanika,
mnohé sa musi zmenit.

a rastie ako strom.

Pierre Reverdy

iii
strom nevie, ktord spomienka prenechala miesto snu,

ktory list ihlici.

iv

ihlica ml¢i - to len unikd paméti stromu,

hrubne ako keby zabtidanie zrazu nadobudlo tvar.
\

nie bdelost, nie den - ale spanok a noc vedu strom,
mazu stopy, Zilky na listoch.

vi

sen vSak predsa ide priamo k cielu -
- jeden krok smerom k minulosti, jeden krok smerom
k vysokohorskej krajine.

vii

ihlica priklada detstvo na pohorie s obratnostou,

rub a lic spdja lepSie ako list.
viii

stapat ad infinitum,

ostat v stoji po smrti, Ziarit post-mortem ako hviezda.

83



metafora stranou:

plamenom drevo stane sa.

(Blancs-seings, 2024)

PreloZila autorka
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*Castanea
Dans les ouvrages philologiques ou linguistiques,
l'astérisque placé devant un mot indique qu’il s’agit
d’une forme non attestée, soit hypothétique, soit inexistante.

Le Bon Usage

i
on étouffe mais tant pis, je ne 'ouvrirai pas cette fenétre, les branches sont
de plus en plus proches, les feuilles s’empressent de pénétrer a I'intérieur.

un arbre - bien plus indiscret qu’un vis-a-vis !

ii
il ressemble a I'artisan peintre qui ravale la facade de I'immeuble voisin. s’étire
comme s’il voulait peindre le ciel en vert.

la couleur ne prend pas - mais sa persévérance finit par m’attendrir.

iii
il résiste au vent tout au long de la nuit. le repousse, engloutit sa vitesse et sa
force. triomphe, s’affermit.

le bois est une chanson de geste.

iv

c’est a peine si on voit remuer ses feuilles. a peine si on les entend bruire - d'un
bruissement bien plus calme que celui de la mer. mettez une coquille a votre
oreille, et vous y entendrez gémir les vagues. ainsi est la coquille - couloir de
sainte-anne en miniature.

la chataigne, elle, renouvelle son veeu de silence, on ne sait a qui fait.

85



86

\Y
petite boule farineuse recouverte d’un glacage couleur chocolat. explose au
contact de la terre. plante la racine, puis tire un puissant coup de feu vers le ciel.
I’arbre dessinera les différentes étapes de ’assaut.

vi

j'observe le calme paysage dynamité.

ses brevets les plus réussis, la nature les dépose sous la cuirasse polie d’'un
fruit sec.

nobélisable nature.

(Blancs-seings, 2024)

*Pinus
La flamme de la lampe monte entre les ombres froides
qui bougent dans la nuit. Et la lueur s’allonge
et pousse comme un arbre.

Pierre Reverdy
A la mémoire de ma mere

i
tant de choses tombées dans 'oubli,

seuls les sommets des arbres tiennent a ce que le trajet laisse trace.
ii
rarement hauteur sera ligne droite,

car si rien ne se perd, certaines choses se transforment.

iii
I'arbre ignore quel souvenir cédera la place a quel réve,

quelle feuille a quelle aiguille.

iv

l'aiguille ne répond pas - elle se dérobe seulement a la mémoire de l'arbre,
s’épaissit comme I'oubli qui soudainement prend forme.

\%

non l'éveil, non le jour - mais le sommeil et la nuit guident I’arbre,
brouillant les pistes, les nervures de la feuille.

vi

et pourtant le réve va droit au but -

- un pas vers le passé, un pas vers le paysage alpin.

vii

l'aiguille applique ’enfance a la montagne avec adresse,

joint I'envers et '’endroit mieux que la feuille.

viii

y remonter ad infinitum,

tenir debout jusques apres la mort, briller post-mortem comme un astre.
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ix Guillaume Métayer
métaphore mise a part : Francuzsko/France

flamme le bois deviendra.

(Blancs-seings, Gallimard, 2024)
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Guillaume Métayer sa narodil v PariZi.
Posobi ako basnik, prekladatel

a vyskumnik. Jeho béasne su prelozené
do vySe desiatky jazykov. Po diele Mains
positives (Pozitivne ruky, cena Louis-
Guillaume za bésen v préze) nedavno
vydal zbierku Amis devenus (La rumeur
libre, 2025). Prelozil do francuzstiny diela
madarskych basnikov (Sandor Petdfi,
Attila Jozsef, Agnes Nemes Nagy, Istvan
Kemény, Krisztina Té6th), ale i nemeckych
(je autorom prvého kompletného
vydania a prekladu basni Nietzscheho)

a slovinskych béasnikov (najmé AleSa
Stegera pre vydavatelstvo Gallimard).
Podielal sa na vydani antolégie sicasnej
slovenskej poézie Tendre navette spatiale
(NeZny raketopldn, 2024) spolu so Silviou
Majerskou vo svojej edicii stredoeurépskej
poézie vo vydavatel'stve Rumeur libre.
Napisal libreto k opere Mélancolie de la
résistance (podla Laszla Krasznahorkaia),
ktora mala premiéru v Staatsoper Berlin
v juli 2024. Jeho basne, preklady a eseje
ziskali mnoho literarnych ocenent, ale
napriek tomu je to velmi sympaticky
mladik.

Guillaume METAYER, born in Paris, is

a poet, translator, and researcher. His
poems have been translated into a dozen
languages. After Mains positives (winner
of the Louis-Guillaume Prize for prose
poetry), he recently published Amis
devenus (La rumeur libre éditions, 2025).
He has translated Hungarian poets into
French (Sandor Pet6fi, Attila Jozsef, Agnes
Nemes Nagy, Istvan Kemény, Krisztina
Té6th), German poets (he is the author of
the first complete edition and translation
of Nietzsche’s poems), and Slovenian
poets (notably Ales éteger, published

by Gallimard). He also contributed to

the edition of the contemporary Slovak
poetry anthology Tendre navette spatiale,
co-edited with Silvia Majerska (2024) in
his collection at La rumeur libre éditions.
He wrote the libretto for the opera
Mélancolie de la résistance (based on
Laszl6 Krasznahorkai), which premiered
at the Staatsoper Berlin in July 2024. His
poems, translations, and essays have
won numerous literary awards—but he
remains a very likeable guy.
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Philippe Schrittsburg

Rovnako ako tvoji rodicia si po¢ival Petra Gabriela, zvieral ocelové jablko, aby si
si posilnil ruku zacinajiceho tenistu. Bol si ako zdpalka alebo skor ako trieska,
ulomok dreva, ¢o odletel spod sekery. Davno predtym, ako mi tvoj odcudzeny
hlas dlho rozpraval o zufalej laske medzi dvojitou lastirou telefénu, sme sa
spolu neprerusovane smiali na vaSom toaletnom papieri. Davno predtym - no
odvtedy sa ¢asto pytam, ako ked pride vietor, ¢i to kvoli tomu. Ci je to kvoli nam,
o par rokov neskor. Ze batohom na chrbte. Vstupujes do rieky.

Grégoire Sérée
Boli to moje najkrajSie narodeniny. Desat ludi na moje desiate narodeniny.
Pokus o tortu Lucky Luke. VSetky o¢i sa obréatili na Oh! Susanna, ked' lakovany
klavir japonskej znacky, v eSte stale dokonalej ¢iernej farbe, sam od seba zacin-
kal. Desat priatelov na moje desiate narodeniny. Jediny, ktorého som odvtedy
nepozval, sa zabil.

Lucien Galtieri

Bol si to ty, kto ma privital svojim Cierno-bielym prizvukom. Priletel som z me-
taverzu. Sprevadzal si ma ako maly Lupin po chodbach vézenia a bolo logické,
Ze sme si rozumeli. Neskor si v meste vyjednal nas prechod k bande, na zaklade
solidarity, ktora bola este vic¢$ia, neZ bola odratéd. Tvoja miestna lest ma vratila
do 50. rokov prostrednictvom otcovského obdivu. V Satni tvoje suché zipsy mo-
jej dospelosti ukazovali priskori hodinu. Nikdy som na ten budoar nezabudol.

Stéphanie Metto

UZ neviem, ¢i si sa volala Stéphanie alebo Nathalie. Takych mi v detstve naprsa-
lo. Do Ziadnej som sa snad nikdy nezalibil. VZdy som pripisoval vdhu slovam.
Stéphanie. Mala si kratke vlasy ako Grace Jones, arabesknost v mohutnosti,
vybuch smiechu v poburenom ni¢ sa nedeje. Ponaucenie, ktorého stopu stale
vidim, no ktorému uz nerozumiem. UZ neviem.

Gilles Halima

Ked svetovy pohar zacal trvat dlhsie ako francuzsky tim, nam stupla $anca na-
pisat velké strany priatel'stva. Pritomnost malého brata obdarovaného velkym
zmyslom pre humor sa podobala navSsteve jedinych svitych, ktorych sme vedeli
rozpoznat, sviatych komikov. Niektoré zndme penalty boli vystrelené prakom
vsunutych slovnych hraéiek. Zabradlia, na ktoré sa e$te nikto neuvazoval opriet,
sa stali zachrannymi ty¢ami. NaSe hmlové rohy moZno sposobili pad Berlinskeho

muru. Zistil som, Ze som zabudol na vaSe prichody a odchody medzi dverami
a vytahom, ako keby to bolo miesto, kde som vas mal zadrZzat.

Soufar Barmini

Bol si drobny ako indidn z rozpravky. Tie teld pod bielymi plachtami, tie bosé
nohy, to pobehovanie sem-a-tam, tie vykriky: pretazeny ritudl, tanec dazda
budticnosti, bubnovanie na poc¢est hypotézy talentu. Ziadne z nasich stretnuti
neviedlo k zac¢iatku priatel'stva. Keby som vedel rukou pozdvihnut dieta-fakira,
snad' by ma bol naudil, ako drzat pohl'ad. Ako si z neho urobit lano a kracat na
nom az na javisko, na rovnej ploche pocas elektrickej noci.

Sophie Dupont

Je mozné sa zaltbit do diev¢ata, ktorého plavecka ¢iapka stiahnuté az na obo-
¢ie pripomina anamorf6zu a anatosaura. Je to vlastne definicia lasky, byt toho
schopny v mene dlhych konverzacii, smiechu, stretnuti pohladov, nebeskej ¢iary
dobrych znamok, priliS chudych prstov. V mene piesne vypocutej na prazdni-
novom kanali aZ do opojenia. V mene snov prili§ jednoduchych na to, aby sa
nezrazili s realitou ¢asu. Amishovskych snov predpubertakov.

Richard Frioux

Jedného dria vtrhol do triedy Obelix v kompletnom hardrockovom vystroji. Novy
v roku 1985: Charbovari s tiicesom mullet. V1a¢il svoju americku taSku ako vi-
zen gulu, odmietal hrat futbal, sedel na lavici pred nami, balil cigarety, ironicky
a dekadentny tuldk s humorom Gainsbourga. Prave vtedy som si strelil vlastny
g6l a po prvy krat som si vykaslal pltica. Neskor ma zaviedol do rozhadzaného
rodinného bytu pri Héroldovej nemocnici, jednom z tych miest, ktoré sa mi uz
nikdy nepodarilo najst. Jeho sestra mi pomohla odtlacit ten $at, spod Skrupiny
odhalit chalana. A potom uz nic.

Mathurin Asmard

Vzdy si vyzeral ako nepokojna rozhojdana babka s pohybmi obmedzenymi na
vertikalnu os, akoby ruka, ktora ta drzala hore, odmietala dat prikaz a uspokojila
sa s tym, Ze ta pri ndvrate domov otriasla ako dazdnik. Tvoje okuliare a este
nieco navySe z teba robili u¢eného a vyre¢ného c¢loveka, ktory okamZite pripo-
minal C3PO z Antil. Aj ty si mi bol velmi drahy. Jedného dria, ked sme sa spolu
rozpravali v hornej ¢asti mesta s velkymi schodmi, ktoré vyzerali ako vstup do
oblakov, sme si uvedomili, Ze sme boli zaltibeni do rovnakého diev¢ata. Eticky
kédex droidov ti vnukol mySlienku nevzdat sa nadeji a neprenechat mi miesto.
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Nechcel si ustupit. Este aj po Styridsiatich rokoch je pre mna tazké okomentovat
tol'ku eleganciu.

Lancelot Sansignan

Vedel si hybat zrenicami, ako ked' niekto §laha vajcia. Toto nie je obraz. Hned'
ako si mohol, si zostupil Sest stop pod zem. Toto tieZ nie. Zucastnil si sa Svetovej
revolucie. Toto je len nadnesené. Myslel som si, Ze som ta stretol na internete,
no nie je mozné, aby ¢lovek s tvojim menom a s tvojimi o¢ami uprostred sivej
brady a ¢o pravou rukou zakryva pokréenu stranku, bol ty. Nasiel som ta na-
pokon vo filme Anatémia padu. Tak sa vracaju priatelia. V kine.

Guilherm Goncalves

Bol si jednym z tych deti, ktoré inym detom pripadaji ako dospeli. Kvoli postave,
kockovanej koSeli, jogurtkdm, chrapotu v hlase, mimike a mléanlivosti. UZ vtedy
si sa spraval ako lisabonsky rybar ostriezov, ako spolustolujtci u Pereiru. Takmer
nikdy si sa ndm neprihovoril a zI€ znamky si prijimal ako osud, zl¢é diktaty ako
sprsku dazda. Zvysok ¢asu si émaral komiksy privel'ké na tvoj vek. Roz¢arovany
usmev prezradzal tvoje vedomie o poslani, tvoju vieru Strangeovho genialneho
stipera. Obcas sa nam podarilo ta presveddit, aby si hral ulohu Hulka v nasich
eposoch. Zdvihol si nés a rozdrvil rukami, a hlasno si sa pritom rozosmial ako
neznamy clovek na plazi.

Vyhliadka

Existencia sa sklada skor z obdobi ako zo Zivotov. Spominame si na tie prvé
v tych druhych, no niektoré sa vyvinu tak nezavisle, Ze sa ndm uz nikdy nevratia.
Vznasajui sa vo svojom inom svete utkanom z vidiekov z kariet a z masoZravych
pohoviek. Ind nas zasa stdle prenasleduje, ako keby sme boli metempsychézou
len pre fiu. Nemam ani vy¢itky ani metédu. Neviem ovplyvnit ¢as. Prichadzam
k vyhliadke nevelkej radosti.

5+2

Po dlhom ¢akani sa vzadu v triede rozsvieti medailén. Chlapéenska tvar maska-
réna a fikaca vody a vetra. KaZdy pohlad na milovanu osobu odteraz miernym
odpttanim nakloni diagondlu k trucujicej papul'ke ordamovanej jemnymi zlatymi
vlasmi. Z mojej sedmicky sa stala péatka plus dva. Navzdy. Odvtedy je usidlena
vSade ako prst Zivota.

Malé

Aj moja mama ovlddala umenie znamok, umenie vidiet hlavy mensie. Nie ked
chcela, ale ked' to priSlo. Bola to urcite ona, kto mi odovzdal ktizelnicky trik,
¢o na mna spadol ako uder v karate. Stard Paimpolanka s oholenymi vlasmi
a bulharskou ¢iapkou, ktord mi do podnebia vryla sidnu brazdu, ve¢ne dych-
tiva po orbe, vyzerala v televizii ako mala siva ropucha. UZ pred tiou sa ddma
s hlavou ako gombik na koSeli dlho vzdalovala a ja som ju pozoroval s bradou
poloZenou v dlaniach, §tastny a nekludny z necakanej vysady a z boZského zla,
azda spolo¢ného pre psov, vdaka ktorému som mal pevne v rukich, rovnako
ako ich vel'kost, déveryhodnost dospelych. Kedze mi viak bola dopriata aj moc
vytiahnut ich spit zo dna dalekohladu a vrétit ich do reality, robil som to ¢asto,
zo strachu, Ze som sa uz hral privela.

Tabula

Narodil som sa z pouli¢nej tabule. Z nazvu Skoly, vplyvnej vdaka nevedomosti.
Ucitelky ndm zamlcali vystrelky naSho adoptivneho predka a my sme kazdy
den, nevedome, opakovali po iom vypravy a blaznovstva. Vsivali sme si jeho
lesy a piesky do futra podvodov, jeho hlaSky do drzosti, jeho vystrelky pod rub
nasSich bojov o chlieb. No ml¢anie sa ¢asto obrati aZ do opaku, a prave takto
som sa stal svojim nepriatelom, jeho uhorskym vrahom. V noci mucholapkou
ziskavam spit jeho slavu, vzdy ked na miia pride nespavost.

PreloZila Sylvia Majerskd
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Philippe Schrittsburg

Comme tes parents tu écoutais Peter Gabriel, serrais une pomme d’acier pour
renforcer ta poigne d’apprenti tennisman. Tu paraissais une allumette ou plu-
tot une écharde, un éclat d’aubier jailli sous la hache. Bien avant que ta voix
devenue étrangere ne me parle longuement d’amour désespéré entre la double
conque du combiné, nous avions ri, en bande, de votre papier toilettes. Bien
avant — mais depuis, je me demande souvent comme quand vient le vent si
c’est pour cette raison. Si c’est a cause de nous, quelques années apres. Que
ton sac sur le dos. Tu entres dans le fleuve.

Grégoire Sérée

C’était mon plus bel anniversaire. Dix personnes pour mes dix ans. Tentative
de gateau de Lucky Luke. Tous les yeux se sont tournés vers Oh ! Susanna
quand le piano laqué de marque japonaise, encore d’un noir parfait, a clique-
té tout seul. Dix amis pour mes dix ans. Celui seul que je n’avais pas invité
depuis s’est donné la mort.

Lucien Galtieri

C’est toi qui m’accueillis dans ton accent en noir et blanc. Je débarquais d’un
métavers. Tu m’as accompagné comme un petit Lupin dans les couloirs de la
prison et il était logique que nous sympathisions. Plus tard, dans la ville, tu
marchandas notre passage a la bande, en vertu d’une solidarité plus ample
encore qu’éraillée. Ta ruse de quartier me renvoya dans les années 1950 via
I’'admiration paternelle. Dans les vestiaires, tes scratchs indiquaient une heure
trop précoce a ma maturité. Je n’ai jamais vraiment oublié ce boudoir.

Stéphanie Metto

Je ne sais plus si tu t’appelais Stéphanie ou Nathalie. Il en pleuvait dans mon
enfance. Jamais peut-€tre je ne fus amoureux d’aucune. J’ai toujours attaché
trop d’importance aux mots. Stéphanie. Tu avais les cheveux courts a la Gra-
ce Jones, de 'arabesque dans la robustesse, I'éclat de rire dans I'indignation
du rien n’est grave. Une lecon dont j’apercois encore la marque sans plus en
déchiffrer le sens. Je ne sais plus.

Gilles Halima

Quand les coupes du monde ont commencé a durer plus longtemps pour
I'équipe de France, notre chance s’est accrue d’écrire de grandes pages d’ami-
tié. La présence d’un petit frere doté d’un grand sens de '’humour semblait la
visite des seuls saints que nous reconnaissions, les saints comiques. Certains
penaltys célebres furent tirés au lance-pierres par jeux de mots interposés. Les
rambardes ou personne ne songeait encore a s’accouder pour réver devinrent
des barres salvatrices. Nos cornes de brume ont peut-étre fait tomber le mur
de Berlin. Je constate que j’ai oublié vos arrivées et vos départs entre la porte
et 'ascenseur comme si c¢’était 1a qu’il aurait fallu vous retenir.

Soufar Barmini

Tu étais menu comme un Indien de conte. Ces corps sous des draps blancs,
ces pieds nus, ces va-et-vient, ces cris : un rite encombré, une danse de la
pluie de I'avenir, un tambourinage en hommage a I'hypothése du talent. Au-
cune des fois ol nous nous sommes revus n’a abouti a un début d’amitié. Si
j’avais su relever de la main I’enfant fakir, peut-étre m’aurait-il appris a tenir
mon regard. A en faire une corde et 2 y marcher jusqu’a la scéne, de plain-pied
pendant la nuit électrique.

Sophie Dupont

Il est possible de tomber amoureux d’une fille dont le bonnet de bain tiré sur
les sourcils ajointe anamorphose et anatosaure. C’est méme la définition de
lamour, d’en étre capable au nom des longues conversations, des rires, des
regards croisés, du tracé céleste des bonnes notes, des doigts trop maigres.
Au nom d’une chanson écoutée jusqu’a I'ivresse sur une chaine de vacances.
Au nom de réves trop simples pour ne pas se heurter a la réalité du temps.
Des réves d’Amish des prépubeéres.

Richard Frioux

Un jour, un Obélix en panoplie complete de hard rocker a déboulé dans la
classe. Le nouveau de 1985 : Charbovari en vokuhila. Il trainait son sac US
comme un boulet de forcat, refusait de jouer au football, s’asseyait sur le banc
devant nous, y roulait ses cigarettes, clochard ironique et décadent qui avait
I’humour de Gainsbourg. C’est la que j’ai marqué un but contre mon camp
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et craché mes poumons pour la premiere fois. Plus tard, il m’amena jusqu’a
I'appartement familial en désordre, pres de I’hopital Hérold, un de ces lieux
que je n’arrivais jamais a retrouver. Sa sceur m’aida a décalquer 'accoutre-
ment, & déduire le gamin de la carapace. Et puis plus rien.

Mathurin Asmard

Tu avais toujours l'air dégingandé d’un pantin agité dont les mouvements
étaient limités au vertical, comme si la main qui te tenait la-haut refusait
d’ouvrir tout a fait sa commande et se contentait de te secouer comme un
parapluie au retour a la maison. Tes lunettes et je ne sais quoi de docte et de
volubile t’avaient immédiatement identifié a un C3PO des Antilles. Tu m’étais
trés cher, toi aussi. Un jour, alors que nous discutions ensemble dans la partie
haute de la cité qui avait I'air d’'un acces aux nuages avec ses grands escaliers,
nous nous sommes rendus compte que nous étions amoureux de la méme
fille. Le code éthique des droides t’a alors inspiré de renoncer a tes feux pour
me céder la place. Tu ne voulais pas en démordre. Il m’est encore difficile,
quarante ans plus tard, de commenter cette élégance.

Lancelot Sansignan

Tu savais agiter tes pupilles comme on bat les oeufs. Ceci n’est pas une ima-
ge. Dés que tu pouvais, tu descendais six pieds sous terre. Ceci non plus. Tu
participais a la Révolution mondiale. Ceci n’est qu’une exagération. Je croyais
t’avoir retrouvé sur Internet mais il n’est pas possible que 'homme qui porte
ton nom et tes yeux au milieu de cette barbe grise et qui, de sa main droite,
couvre une page fripée soit toi. C’est dans Anatomie d’une chute que je t’ai
vraiment retrouvé. Ainsi reviennent les amis. Au cinéma.

Guilherm Goncalves

Tu étais I'un de ces enfants qui semblent des adultes aux enfants. Question de
corpulence, de chemise a carreaux, de culs-de-bouteilles, de gras de la voix, de
mimiques et de silence. Tu avais déja l'attitude d’un pécheur de bar lisboete,
d’'un commensal de Pereira. Tu ne nous adressais presque jamais la parole
et engrangeais tes mauvaises notes comme un destin, les mauvaises dictées
comme une averse. Le reste du temps, tu griffonnais des bandes dessinées
trop grandes pour ton age. Ton sourire désabusé marquait peut-étre au coin

la conscience de ta vocation, ta foi d’émule génial de Strange. Nous arrivions
de temps en temps a te faire jouer le role de Hulk dans nos épopées. Tu nous
élevais et nous concassais entre tes bras en éclatant de rire, comme un in-
connu sur une plage.

Belvédere

Une existence est moins faite de périodes que de vies. Nous gardons souve-
nir des unes dans les autres mais certaines se développent si indépendantes
qu’elles ne nous retournent jamais plus. Elles flottent dans leur ailleurs tissé
de campagnes de crapette et de canapés carnivores. Telle autre nous hante
toujours, comme si nous étions, d’elle seule, métempsycose. Je n’ai ni regret
ni méthode. Je ne sais pas agir sur le temps. J’aborde a un belvédére de peu
de joie.

5+2

Apres une longue patience, un médaillon s’allume au fond de la classe. Face
garconne d’un mascaron souffleur d’eau ou de vent. Chaque regard vers ’ai-
mée incline désormais sa diagonale en un léger décrochage vers le minois
boudeur, encadré de fins cheveux d’or. Mon sept est devenu un cinq plus deux.
A jamais. Logé partout depuis comme la phalange d’une vie.

Petites

Ma mere aussi connaissait 'art des vignettes, I’art de voir les tétes plus peti-
tes. Non quand elle le voulait mais quand cela venait. C’est elle qui avait dG
me transmettre ce tour de magie qui me tombait dessus comme une figure de
karaté. La vieille Paimpolaise aux cheveux ras et a toque bulgare qui creusa
dans mon palais une orniére de tribunal, avide toujours de nouveaux labours,
prenait dans ma télévision un petit air de crapaud gris. Avant elle déja, la
dame a téte de bouton de chemise s’éloignait longtemps et je la contemplais,
menton dans les paumes, heureux et inquiet du soudain privilege et mal di-
vin, peut-étre commun aux chiens, par lequel, autant que leur taille, j’avais la
crédibilité des adultes & ma main. Or le pouvoir de les récupérer du fond de
la lorgnette et de les rétablir dans leur réalité m’étant aussi donné, je le faisais
souvent, de peur d’avoir trop joué.
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Plaque

Je suis né d’une plaque de rue. D’'un nom d’école influent sous l'ignorance.
Les maitresses nous taisaient les frasques de notre ancétre adoptif et nous re-
jouions chaque jour, sans le savoir, ses campagnes et ses folies dans la cour de
récréation. Nous cousions ses foréts et ses sables en doublure de nos flibustes,
ses reparties dans notre impertinence, ses écarts au revers de nos batailles de
pain. Souvent, le silence se retourne jusqu’au contraire, et c’est ainsi que je
suis devenu mon ennemi, son meurtrier magyar. La nuit, je récupere sa gloire
a la raquette chasse-mouches, au fil des insomnies.

Jana Micenkova
Slovensko/Slovakia

Jana Micenkova (1980). VyStudovala
scendristiku a dramaturgiu na FAMU
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Obzalovana

Obzalovana urputne vysvetlovala, Ze chcela svoje dieta ochranit pred negativnym
vplyvom skostnatenych inStittcii, v ktorych sa k jedincovi nepristupuje ako k in-
dividualite, ale ako k podriadenému, ¢o musi za kazdui cenu dodrZiavat necitlivé
pravidl4, ako napriklad povinny poobedriaj$i spanok, aj v pripadoch, ked' dieta
netuzi spat, ale chcelo by sa trebars hrat a rozvijat svoj vnutorny svet, napriek tomu
sa v Skolkach ¢asto pouzivaju donucovacie prostriedky na to, aby sa poobede za
kazdu cenu spalo, a takato predstava obzalovanu desila, lebo nechcela, aby nejaka
vyhoren4 teta s konzervativnymi ndzormi pachala S§kody na prirodzenom vyvoji
jej potomka, aby ho bezd6vodne karhala a poniZovala, ¢im by sa mu radikalne
znizilo sebavedomie a mohlo by to sposobit rozne traumy.

ObzZalovana si naozaj neZelala, aby jej syn zaZival na vlastnej koZi vSetky tie
pocity potlacenia vlastného ja, aké zaZivala v detstve ona sama, kvoli neprogre-
sivnej a neinformovanej vychove jej rodi¢ov - presne od tej ho chcela uchranit,
a preto sa s manzelom dohodli, Ze sa synovi bude v predskolskom veku venovat
sama, neZ aby ho odlozila do nejakej inStiticie, v ktorej by sa jej len odcudzil.

Obzalovand dalej tvrdila, Ze sa jej dlhodobo (zhruba od tretieho roku) darilo
vytvorit mu denny rezim, akoby chodil do §kolky: ranné ritualy, rafiajky, prechadz-
ka, obed, po ktorom by mal nasledovat poobediiajsi spanok, ten vSak syn odmietal
a ona ho, samozrejme, spat nenutila, namiesto toho sa radSej venovali nejakej
prijemnej tvorivej ¢innosti ako malovanie alebo ¢itanie, potom sa vybrali na ihrisko,
va¢§inou bolo v tom ¢ase prazdne, takZe ulohu kamarata musela zastavat ona, ale
to jej nijak neprekazalo, iSla do toho s tym, Ze pre kvalitny vyvin potomka obetuje
svoj komfort, ved vZdy treba poditat s obetami, ak si ¢lovek uréi nejaky ciel - a jej
cielom bolo vychovat z dietata spokojni, sebavedomu, netraumatizovanu bytost.

Obzalovana pokracovala vo vypocte aktivit, ktoré pre dieta vymyslala, no potom
priznala, Ze vecer uz byvala dost vyCerpand, jasné, Ze sa obcas stalo, Ze zvySila
hlas, alebo mu nepekne odvrkla, ale vZdy sa mu za svoje negativne reakcie ospra-
vedlnila a vysvetlila mu, Ze to nesmie brat osobne - to nie je jeho chyba, je to len
preto, lebo je mama trochu unavena.

Obzalovand spomenula aj manZela, ktory sa vecer potomkovi vZdy chvilu
venoval, hoci ¢asto prichadzal z prace neskoro, a ked' mu to ob¢as vy¢itala, upo-
zornil ju: kedZe ona sa dobrovolne rozhodla stravit s malym doma dalSie tri roky
a tym padom nema Zziadny prijem, musi on pracovat za dvoch, to znamend, ze
on maka do vecera v praci a ona zasa maka doma s deckom, na ¢o nemohla ni¢
namietat, eSteze manzel usetril aspon par hodin cez vikendy, ked' vzal syna von
na prechadzku alebo do ZOO, vtedy mohla aspori upratat, na nejaké oddychovanie
a relaxaciu naozaj neostaval Cas.

ObZalovand sa vSak stéle uteSovala, Ze to vSetko rychlo zbehne a raz bude
spominat na tie krasne spolo¢né chvile, inava pominie a ostanu len nostalgické
spomienky na pozorovanie vevericiek v parku, na jar, leto, jesen, zimu na ihrisku,
objatia a ¢itanie rozpravkovych knih.

ObzZalovand skonStatovala, Ze takto zvladla cely jeden rok, zhruba od troch do
Styroch synovych rokov to prebiehalo relativne v pohode, hoci za cenu obrovskej
vycerpanosti a za cenu toho, Ze sa s manZelom uplne odcudzila, uznala, Ze to
mozno bolo tym, Ze vzdy, ked doSiel z préace, tak len unavene sedela pri telke
a pchala do seba slané chipsy, (to bolo to obdobie, ked prvykrat pocitila, ako ju
konzumaécia slaného upokojuje), prehodila s nim par viet, potom isla spat, alebo
zaspala skor neZ priSiel, ak vObec priSiel,

a potom uZ muza prestala sledovat, lebo zacali problémy s detskym spankom.

Obzalovana tvrdila, Ze syn nielenZe nespal poobede, ale zrazu odmietal spat aj
v noci, a Ze tieto spankové problémy zacali v lete, Co pripisovala hlavne neznesi-
telnym horucavam, cez den sa nedalo nikam chodit, tak sa len ponevierali po byte
a syn sa Coraz viac nudil, zacal byt protivny, provokoval, robil naschvaly, difala,
Ze aspon v noci trochu pospi, ale on sa budil kazdu hodinu a potom zmétene
pobehoval po izbach, stale fiiukal, bol vynervovany a ked konecne zaspal, tak
len na chvilu, musela ho nosit na rukach, aby nereval, a na druhy defi boli obaja
ako maétohy, flakali sa bezducho po prazdnych ihriskach.

ObZalovana si matne spominala, ako sa raz na ihrisku zoznamila s akousi ma-
mickou, ktora sa velmi chcela druzit, dokonca sa k nim potom natrepala na kavu
a cudzie dieta sa chcelo hrat so synovymi hrackami, ten to nezvladol, zacal byt
agresivny, cudzie dieta drsne pohryzol, to sa rozrevalo, syn sa hodil o zem, vrieskal,
druha mamicka z toho bola taka znechuten4, Ze odiSla a uZ sa nikdy nevratila.

ObzZalovana argumentovala, Ze jej neprekazalo, Ze chlapéek nema Ziadnych
kamaréatov ¢i detsky kolektiv, ved psychiater #gabormate v priruc¢ke DrZte si svoje
deti zdoraznuje, aké dolezité je najprv vybudovat pevné puto medzi dietatom
a matkou, lebo cudzie deti by mohli mat negativny vplyv.

ObZalovand neochotne priznala, Ze sa na vychovu citila straSne sama a po-
stupne kvoli synovej nespavosti upadala do roznych mikrospankov, pocas ktorych
chlapec napriklad vysypal na koberec Granko, alebo praSok na pranie, ona sa
snazila vZdy reagovat trpezlivo a pozitivne, ¢o vSak poprela suseda, ktora vypo-
vedala, Ze z bytu obZalovanej sa pravidelne ozyval vreskot a vulgarne pokriky,
napriklad ho parkrat poslala do p..e, alebo ziapala na cely dom, Ze: ,Ja uZ na to
nemam nervy, ja uz nevladzem, ja sa zabijem!“

ObzZalovana tvrdila, Ze takéto veci si nepamaétd, mozno ich vytesnila, alebo to
pani suseda prehana, a preco sa vlastne suseda nestard o seba?!
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ObZalovana stale opakovala, Ze na o si z toho obdobia najviac paméita, su
chute roznych slanych vyrobkov, od chipsov cez ty¢inky po chrumky, na ktorych
si doslova ulietavala a vZdy navecer, ked' syn aspon na chvilu zaspal, si otvorila
nejaky bali¢ek a citila sa ako degustatorka, chut slanych vyrobkov ju priam
hypnotizovala, najradSej mala, ked mohla odhalovat chute: idenej papriky,
slaninky, plesfiového syra alebo chilli - a to ju vZdy tak upokojilo, skoro ako
alkoholika pohér vina.

ObzZalovand potom vaZne preniesla, Ze sa ¢asom situacia zhorsila, ale to by
uz vraj bolo prili§ na kazdého: jej syn takmer tiplne prestal spat.

ObZzalovanad si myslela, Ze to je tym, Ze mdlo chodia von, Ze nie je dostato¢ne
unaveny, tak skusila zvysit prisun ¢erstvého vzduchu a nitila ho do prechadzok,
pocas ktorych sa skor len tak znudene ponevierali, nez by si to uZzivali, a aj tak
to vobec nepomohlo.

ObzZalovana na otazku, preco nevyhladala pomoc odbornika, ktory by jej po-
radil, ako vyriesit tuto nespavost, odpovedala, Ze lekarov a priori odmietala, lebo
tusSila, Ze by detsky psychiater bezSkrupulézne naordinoval nejaké silné lieky,
¢im by synovi mohol poskodit mozog, ved' ¢o je to za hlipost, davat pitroénym
lieky na spanie?

Obzalovand bola presvedéend, Ze dokaze svoj problém vyriesit sama, bude to
urcite nie¢o v ich vztahu, hovorila si, mozno dieta pocituje tizkost, mozno nariho
vyvija prilisné naroky, preddva mu svoj stres, a preto nedokaze zaspat, alebo
chlapec citi, Ze jej vztah s manzelom sa tplne rozpada (uz boli len ako mlciaci
spolubyvajuci), a tak si zaumienila, Ze na tychto #redflags zapracuje, no vac¢sinou
ostalo len pri predstavach, lebo tinava ju coraz viac nicila, v niektoré dni bola
rada, Ze vObec vstala a nachystala chlapcovi ranajky, a ¢o sa tyka jej vlastnych
stravovacich navykov, tak tie boli ¢oraz horsie, priznala, Ze od rana do seba pchala
len chipsy, slané tyCinky, kdvu a limondady, ¢o jej teda na energii nepridalo.

ObzZalovana si nespominala, kedy prepukli synove zachvaty, ale pripisovala to
unave, bol nonstop nevyspaty, takZe stacilo, ked ho napriklad zvySenym hlasom
na nie¢o upozornila a on sa ihned demonstrativne hodil o zem, zac¢al kopat no-
hami a vrestal ako orangutan, no ona ho vzdy v takych situaciach k sebe pevne
privinula, aby sa upokojil a citil jej bezpodmienecnu lasku, hoci zrejme nie vZdy
z nej td bezpodmienecna laska sdlala, casto si napriklad predstavovala, Ze by
dieta nemala, ale to bolo naozaj uinavou, ved ho ukrutne milovala, no takéto veci
napadnu obcas kazdej vyCerpanej matke, to sa doc¢itame nielen v priruckach, ale
aj v internetovych diskusiach, ¢i podcastoch typu #otvoreneomaterstve.

ObZalovana presvedcivo tvrdila, Ze naozaj spociatku tieto zachvaty zvladala
s laskou a trpezlivostou, no postupne uZ stracala energiu a raz, ked' sa syn zasa

hodil o zem, zac¢al kopat nohami, blichat ¢elom o koberec a ry¢al ako divokeé zviera,
tak si otvorila slané ty¢inky so sezamom a syrom, lebo presne na tie videla v telke

reklamu (hoci sa nikdy nechcela nechat manipulovat tymto virtudlnym smogom),
ktord ju zaujala, pretoZe v nej bola unavend matka, okolo nej lietali deti, vSade po

zemi sa valali hracky a t4 reklamnd matka si spokojne sedela na gauci, chrumkala

tie ty¢inky a bola absolitne vysmiata, a tak do seba aj obZalovana napchala dva

saCky tychto sezamovo-syrovych ty¢iniek a svoje vrieskajice dieta totdlne igno-
rovala, az sa uplne vycerpalo a zaspalo.

ObzZalovan4 si dalej spominala na ¢oraz intenzivnejSie, aZ nutkavé chute na
slané a este aj melédiu skladby California Dreamin', ktort si v tom obdobi pustala
dost nahlas, hlavne ked' chcela prehlusit synov krik.

ObZalovand bola presvedcena, Ze si vtedy maximadlne oblubila trojicu slanych
pochutin, ktoré musela mat neustéle poruke: Nachos s prichutou chilli, Hradecké
ty¢inky a arasidové chrumky Pepe, dalo by sa povedat, Ze to tvorilo zéklad jej
kazdodennej stravy, tvrdila, Ze doslova milovala, ked citila, ako jej sol prudi celym
telom, a Ze jej vobec neprekazalo, Ze je stale smadnd, chvilami dokonca uvazovala,
¢i sa moze stat od slaného zavislou, ale skor by to nazvala vastiou nez zavislostou.

ObZalovan4 priSkrtenym hlasom hovorila, ako sa jej par dni pred inkriminova-

nym vecerom podarilo syna kone¢ne uspat, normalne si 'ahol do postele a tvrdo
zaspal, a ona zrazu pocitila prival euférie, ved' mozno sa mu len menil reZim, to
tak ¢itala v prirucke s ndzvom #prosimspinkaj, Ze ked' sa detom meni v priebehu
vyvinu spankovy rezim, nedokazu v urcitom obdobi zaspat, no potom do toho
vraj zasa pridu, a tak dufala, Ze si syn pospi aZ do rana, lenze on sa o tri hodiny
zobudil, iplne ¢uly, chvilku sa hral s lego vla¢ikom, zjedol jablko, a potom zacal
byt zasa nervézny a agresivny, ona stratila nervy, pevne ho chytila a hodila do
postele so slovami: ,,Spi uz, preboha!“
a syn sa, samozrejme, rozreval, potom zasa zacal predvadzat svoje scénky, avSak
tentoraz, a to bola novinka, uz sa nehadzal o zem, ale rovno sa rozbehol a hodil
sa o stenu, na ¢o obzalovand zareagovala tak, Ze ho celou silou prilahla, chvilu
spolu bojovali, az kym zasa nezadriemal.

ObZalovand si pamétala, ako po takomto boji vZdy unavene lezala na zemi
a sypala do seba araSidové chrumky, nahlas mlaskala a mastné ruky si utierala
do tri¢ka, no ten prival slanej orieSkovej chuti ju neuveritelne upokojil, dokonca
mala pocit, Ze jej sol prudi krvou, akoby to bol heroin.

ObZalovana priznala, Ze k takymto vypadkom u nej asi dochadzalo pravidelne,
no nepripisovala im velky vyznam, postupne vraj na chlapcove zachvaty zurivosti
reagovala uz len rezignovane, iba ho pozorovala, napchévala sa slanym, vychut-
ndavala si kombindcie chuti a ¢akala, kym ho zachvat prejde.
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Obzalovanad tvrdila, Ze v inkriminovanej chvili, v ten konkrétny vecer, mala
zrejme stratu pamadti, tzv. blackout, lebo necitila vobec nic¢, pripadala si Uplne
prazdna, bez emdcii, ¢o opiit pripisovala unave a vycerpanosti.

ObZalovanad si spomina hlavne na to, Ze v ten vecer bola zdsobend chipsami
s prichutou jarnej cibul’ky, tie si v tom obdobi tieZ velmi ¢asto kupovala, vyskisala
rozne druhy, ale konkrétne tato znacka bola idedlom, ¢o sa pomeru a kombinécie
ingrediencii tyka, uZ si nespomina na jej nazov, ale v ten vecer jej syna zasa ¢osi
rozéulilo, a tak zac¢al velmi intenzivne narazat o stenu, rozbehol sa a narazil, zas
a znova, coraz silnejSie, no ona nijak nezasiahla, vlastne ho sledovala, akoby bol
nejaka postava v seridli na Netflixe, bezducho zizala, ako nardZa telom aj hlavou
o stenu, a neurobila ni¢ pre to, aby danu situiciu zmenila, nezastavila ho, aby si
neubliZil, len sedela a jedla solené chipsy, ktoré€ jej, ako opat pripomenula, v tom
obdobi extrémne zachutili, lebo v nich skuto¢ne citila ¢erstvi jarnu cibulku ako
zo zahradky od starej mamy, az si v tej chvili pomyslela, Ze uZ dlho nejedla nic¢
také fantastické - jarna cibul'ka, smotana, izasné, a napadlo jej, boze, aké je to
skvelé, Ze si dnes moZe ¢lovek vybrat z tolkych réznych vyrobkov na uspokojenie
chutovych buniek.

ObZalovana si teda z inkriminovaného diia spominala hlavne na lahodné
chipsy s prichutou jarnej cibul'ky, a nie na to, ako jej syn mlatil hlavou o stenu,
tak intenzivne, aZ upadol do bezvedomia, ale ona plakala a tvrdila, Ze tomu ne-
rozumie, Ze si naozaj ni¢ nepamitd, iba slanu chut ¢erstvej jarnej cibulky - ako
zo zahradky od starej mamy, a aké je to skvel€, Ze si dnes moze ¢lovek vybrat
z tol'’kych roznych vyrobkov na uspokojenie chutovych buniek.

(ukazka z knihy Kvety & klobdsy)

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

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

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

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

On the fateful day of the premiere, mother feels like a Ssuperman. She could
bake a cake, today she can could do anything, she can could be useful in the
home as well as to the cultural and artistic community at large. She assembles
a dough of sorts, with some flour, some egg, oil, or sugar, or something... The
search for ingredients is exhausting in and of itself. If only she knew her way
about the kitchen, if only the idiot Father had labeledlabelled things! Mother
concocts a sticky mess and soon loses interest. What a stupid idea. She can’t
bake now,now; she needs to choose her outfit for the premiere. She leaves the
dough to its own devices and starts looking for a gown. She must be dressed
to draw attention, but not too much. It isn’t her premiere, after all (that is yet to
come). Nonetheless, she must at least cut a striking figure, for there’e will surely
be pictures in the papers.

Mother pulls articles of clothing from the wardrobe but the rags she used
to shine in now make her feel like a bargain basement whore. Yes, that is the ex-
tent of her self-criticism. Her wardrobe makes her ever more anxious, following
each piece of clothing with the lighting of a new cigarette. It’s a good thing there
are so many ashtrays scattered around the apartment, it isand it’s thanks to her
that there is no shortage of ashtrays! What would they do without Mother! The
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household would be forced to flick ashes into yoghurt tubs, but thanks to her,
they flick in style!

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

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

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

“Which are you most comfortable in?”

“I don’t know... This one is too tight and this one makes me feel so... non-
descript.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re useless, fuck this! You always ruin everything!”

Mother knows who will bear the brunt of her anger; who else but these two
extras. Their whole lives are at fault for her bad luck! They can’t even do up a
necklace, one that means so much to Mother!

“It was a present on the opening night of Hamlet! And you broke it! I can’t
rely on anyone, fuck!”

Mother communicates in wails that are worse than actual crying. She’s tested
it, the wails induce sympathy and, most importantly, a sense of guilt.

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

(excerpt from novel Blood is Only Water)
Trasnslated by Nina Rozdobudkovd
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Viliam Nadaskay
Slovensko/Slovakia

Viliam Nadaskay (1994) pracuje v Ustave
slovenskej literatury Slovenskej
akadémie vied na vyskume poézie

a literarnej kultary. Vydal tri zbierky
bésni: Vynechany spoj (2018), Zmyslov
zbavovany (2021), Strmhlav, sliepriajic
(2024). Od roku 2019 je redaktorom
internetového casopisu Platforma pre
literatiru a vyskum. Obcas sa venuje
prekladu z angli¢tiny a literarnej kritike.

Poet, literary scholar, editor and translator
Viliam Nadaskay works at the Institute of
Slovak Literature at the Slovak Academy
of Sciences. His first book of poems A
Skipped Connection came out in 2018,
followed by Sense-Deprived (2021) and
Nosedive, Flickering (2024). Since 2019 he
has co-edited the online literary journal
plav.sk (Platform for Literature and
Research). He is an occasional translator
and literary critic.

X.
V tvarach splaSeny beh zvierat,

ich stopy od krku aZ po celo - niektoré Zivoty koncia

nenavistou, iné fou zacinaju.

Podat spravu o stave ludstva, vypovedat
vietky zmluvy sveta a tict po hroboch,
lasku laskou vybit,

kostami matiek udat rytmus vesmiru,
hnat ho vpred v sedemosminovom takte,
allegro.

LenZe teraz kracasS so mnou pod skrivenym dazdnikom,
miname sviecky pred skali¢enym kvir barom.

(Zda sa, Ze na nicom nezalezi.)

D4azd mi klopka po pleci, hladi nds po ramendch.

Stipim do olejovej Skvrny -
ticho, pomaly, no najmé laskyplne,

- odtrhneme sa od seba,

kus tvojej koZe ostane na mojej.
Na telach zaplaty a jazvy,
najjasnejsie spravy o stave.

Doprsi, vzduch sa Skvari,
zmieSa vrstvy nasich koZzi.

Moj dézdnik je davno zlomeny,

neviem, kadial kracas ty - pipanie,
turisticky autobus cuva, blokuje premavku,
Sofér miesi drahocenny cas -

neviem, kadial krac¢am ja,

zlomeny daZdnik, davno nie svoj.

Najtrvacnejsie tahy prstom -
neha,
odpoved na vcerajSiu koZu.
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A dalej podavat spravy,
jasné a strucné.
Vyklady hovoria za nés
v utrzkoch:
RESERVE,
FOR RENT,
TO TAKE AWAY,
TO LET,
slova ako hromada Strku
vysypana uprostred Obchodne;j.

Kracame vpred

s pohladmi slepych psov.
Kolaje sa chveju

pod vahou cudzich slov.

Podat spravu,
elégiu.

XIV.

Dedo vécsinou zo Zeleziarni zamieril
rovno do dielne. Ovladali ho vlastné ruky -
skrutkovac¢om ho dirigovali,

kladivom udévali rytmus a tempo,

pilkou delili jeho vecCery na takty.
Neexistovala §pina, ktord by nezmyl
solvinou. Ktovie, na ¢om mu zalezalo,

ked' si fiou potieral dlane a myslienky

a sledoval ju miznut v odtoku.

Naucil ma bicyklovat a o dvadsat rokov zomrel.
Nerozumiem, ¢o sa stalo medzitym -
vSetko je Cisté.

XX.

UviaZ svoj smutok o stojan na bicykle

a nechaj ho c¢akat.

Toto mesto bariel a kolies pozyva

na rozpalené terasky,

na lavicky formované hranatymi zadkami.

Duté sochy - bronzové hanky,

pripravené spravit ¢okolvek.

Starec, v polovici zlomeny, sa Suchce namestim,
olizuje si fazy. Slova

mu padajt z tst, vypliiaji $kdary medzi ma¢acimi hlavami,

lepia sa na podrazky, jeho slova

z inych desatrodi.

Cig4ncata sa kupu vo fontdne,

trojnohy pes skacka po travniku, znackuje
svoje vCerajSie znacky,

chce dvihnut prave tu jednu nohu.
Autobusy premavaju,

akoby eSte zaleZalo na pravidelnosti.
Zasyc¢i plechovka.

Stary par krac¢a naboso po travniku,
vymenia si posledné usmevy, nez tento den zanikne.
Vrat sa k stojanu - odid' mlcky,

zanechaj svet v susosi.

Narod' sa inde, inak.

(ukazka zo zbierky basni Strmhlav, sliepriajiic)
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Sacha Naspini
Taliansko,/Italy

Sacha Naspini (Grosseto 1976) patri

k najosobitejSim talianskym spisovatelom
svojej generacie. Pohybuje sa v roznych
literarnych zanroch od historického
romanu az po thriller, piSe poviedky,
filmové scendre, ¢itatelov neustale
prekvapuje tvarnostou svojho $tylu. je
drzitelom viacerych literarnych cien a jeho
knihy vysli v mnohych krajinach - USA,
Kanada, Spojené kralovstvo, Austrélia,
Francuzsko, Cina, Juzna Kérea, Rusko,
Ceska republika, Holandsko, Egypt,
Nemecko, Svajéiarsko, Spanielsko a Juzna
Amerika.

Sacha Naspini was born in 1976 in
Grosseto, a town in Southern Tuscany.

He is one of the most distinctive Italian
authors of his generation, able to write
across multiple genres and to surprise the
reader thanks to a very versatile narrative
style. He has worked as an editor, art
director, screenwriter, and lyricist, and is
the author of numerous novels and short
stories which have been translated and
published in countries such as Australia,
Canada, China, South Korea, Egypt,
Germany, Netherlands, United States,
United Kingdom, Czech Republic, Russia,
Slovak Republic, Spain, South America and
Switzerland.

Co to trepes, Nives?

Uvelebena v kresle, sledovala Dzakomina reklamu na Dash. Na obrazovke sa
zracili presklené dvierka pracky Zmykajuicej na plné obratky. UZasnuto na ne
zizala. Nives ju pristihla s vypleStenym okom.

V takychto chvilach zvykla poc¢kat, kym to samo odznie, béla sa zvieratom
zatriast, aby mu nespésobila $ok, ako sa to stdvalo namesa¢nym. Po piatich
minutach zac¢ala Zena tloskat, ale ni¢. Medzitym uZ v televizii beZalo nieco iné.
Nives vstala, jemne chytila DZzakominu za kridlo: ,,Co ta zakliali?“ zamrmlala si
popod nos. Ni¢, ani zachvev. Nakoniec sa rozhodla celu zalezitost razne ukoncit:
chytila ovladac a televizor vypla.

DzZakomina vyzerala ako drevend socha. ,Hej, princeznicka,” prihovarala sa jej
materinskym hlasom. Ak to pojde takto dalej, zapdlia sa jej o¢i. NeZmurkla, hddam
odkedy zacala telefonovat. Cucala s typickym pribrzdenym vyrazom, zobak jemne
pootvoreny, akoby ju nadobro omréacili. Nives sa k nej opét sklonila, tentokrat sa
jej dotkla energickejsie: ,,Hej, si Ziva mrtva?“

Ktokolvek by sa zasmial nad sliepkou, ktora predstiera, Ze skamenela. Nives
vSak pocitila, ako jej busi srdce. Opatrne ju nadvihla, akoby manipulovala s krista-
lovou vézou. Skusila fiou zatriast. Z Dzakomininho hrdla sa ozvalo zvlaStne grf,
pripominajuice rachot hrnca, no vtak zostal nehybny. Nives zopakovala ten zvuk
niekol'’kokrat, podobne ako pri kolisani dietata: gff, gff, gff. Potom ju znovu polo-
zila do kresla, odbehla do kuchyne a vratila sa s hrncom a kovovou naberackou.

»Teraz ta preberiem,“ zamrmlala a jemne buchla Zufafiou o dno. Ni¢. Pristupila
bliZSie a pridala na sile. Stale ni¢. Hlavou jej prebleskla mySlienka, Ze moZno vy-
rusi samotného svatého FrantiSka a vypali to popri sliepke, no aj tak sa rozhodla
skusit to znova. Tentoraz zasadila taku ranu, aZ ju pocitila v $piku kosti. Sliepka
sa ani nepohla.

Kde teraz najde dalsiu kvocku spolo¢nicku s rovnakymi prednostami? Nives
v tom mala jasno: DZakomina mala svoje ¢aro, stala sa mostom medzi Anteovou
smrtou a jej siluetou v osidlach samoty, takato domdca tiloha sa predsa neda
zvladnut zo dria na den. Hrozilo,Ze opit upadne do bohapustej nicoty. Alebo eSte
horsie:uzna vitazstvo Francizska, ¢o bude v skratke znamenat prezit zvySok Zivota
na Marse, kde si nedokaze anilen kavu vypytat.

Podisla ku skrinke s telefénom, vzala do ruk zoSits telefénnymi ¢islami. Nasla
ho pod pismenom B: Bottai. Veterinar, ktory odjakZziva dohliadal na ich zvierata.
Nives sa pozrela na hodinky, bolo nieco po 6smej. Lorianobol sktiseny doktor, mal
len jednu nerest, pri¢astohladel na dno flase a vSetci to vedeli. Prisal sa k nej hned'
rano a do vecera skisal odolnost peéene. Po dni stravenom s hlavou v kozich zad-
koch a tlamach jalovic si uStedril ranu z milosti a pri zaverec¢nej zvucke televiznych
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novin pre seniorov bol uz o Stvrtej popoludni zababuSeny v perinach.

Ozvala sa manzelka: ,,Prosim?

»,Donatella, prepac, Ze ruSim. Tu je Nives.“

Chvilu trvalo, kym si dokézala spojit hlas v sluchadles tvarou Zeny.

»Ach, drahd, aké prekvapenie!“ Udalosti poslednychdni ju priviedli do roz-
pakov: Anteova smrt a okolnostis fiou spojené. Zrejme s nimi suvisi aj telefonat.
Priatel'kesa zaliecala viac, neZ bolo zvykom: ,,Prave dnes somna teba myslela.
Hovorila som si, Ze niektoré popoludniemusim...“ Tol'ké liSkanie nebolo Nives
pochuti. Mrzeloju prerusit serenadu o zrode Zivota, ale nechcelastracat ¢as.

,Loriano je doma?“

Donatella dvakrat preglgla. ,,Je vedla,”
troma minutami som bolav izbe. Vyzera ako sgnga.”

»~A nemohla by si mi ho zavolat?“

Bolo pocut nezrozumitelné Somranie, vyplyvaloz potreby vykluc¢kovat z toho,
¢o bolo evidentné: manZelbol na mol. Donatella to skusila bez dlhSieho vysvetlo-
vania: ,,Mohla by si zavolat zajtra rano... ved vie$,Ze chodi spavat so sliepkami.“

,Prave kvoli nim volam.“

Vyskytol sa virus?“,Vyskytol sa problém.

“Odmietnut ¢erstvii vdovu by mohlo znamenat, Zesprava zaleti daleko do
okolia. Donatella zvazovala, ¢iprepojit telefonat do spélne, tito moznost vSak
okamzZite zavrhla. Bude lepSie, ak Loriano vstane, aspon ziskacas, aby sa spa-
miital. Useéne odvrkla: ,,Pockaj.”

V sluchadle sa ozyvali najrozli¢nejSie zvuky: krokyna dlazke, zavrzganie,
horekovanie doliehajice z dialky.AZ po obtaZovanie najsvitejsieho. Nives sle-
dovalaDZakominu usadenu v kresle. Vyzerala ako atrapa.

Zapocula lomoz popadanych predmetov a vzapati Donatellin hlas, akoby sa
prihovérala z Mesiaca: ,,Idiot
uchopit sluchadlo. Dolahol k nej Bottaiov rozospanya zahlieneny hlas: ,,Hald,
Nives... Uprimnu sustrast.“

T1 jej uZ poZehnane prejavoval v defi pohrebu. Bolav duSevnom rozpoloZeni
Cloveka, ktory sa pozera na odchadzajuci vlak. ,,Pocuj, Loriano

,2Pocuivam.“

»2Mam tu sliepku.”

»Sliepku.”

»Je v tranze.“

,Kto?“

»Sliepka, ved' ti to hovorim.“

»Sliepka je v tranze?*

zamrmlala uZ zmenenym téonom. ,,Pred

'“

Az kym sa akejsi ruke nepodarilo navela -navela

'“

»Ano. Ako ju mam prebrat?“

»AKo ju chces prebrat?“

,To sa pytam teba.

“Na druhej strane bolo citit zavahanie. Nives si predstavila pohlad veterinara
zastrety obsahom demizdéna. Nakoniec sa Bottai vzchopil: ,,To je hadanka?“

,Loriano, pocivas ma vobec?*“

,Som samé ucho.“

»2Mam tu sliepku zhypnotizovanu televiznou reklamou na Dash.

,Na Dash?“

»Ako pocujes.“

,Ia s trikmi.“

,Presne tak.“

»,Ulej mi za naprstok.”

,Coze?“

,To patrilo Donatelle.“

»Irieskala som aj do hrnca a nic¢.“

,Irieskala si do hrnca.”

»Nepomohlo to.“

,PoCuj, mne prave nie je najlepsie...“

,Loriano, je to nesmierne doleZzité. Porad mi, comam robit. Ak prides, zapla-
tim ti za untvanie.

“Ked' Bottai pocul o peniazoch, pokusil sa o vaZznejsiton. Kazda koruna sa
zide. Plavil sa v8ak v neistych vodach.

»Nives, vobec som ta nepochopil. Spominala si Dixan?*

,Dash.“

,Dash.“

»Reklamu, ¢o prave beZzi, pracka sa v nej to¢i na plné obratky.“

»Zda sa mi, Ze som ju videl.“

»A videla ju aj Dzakomina.“

,No a?“

»Neviem, zostala ako obarena. Ani neZmurkne.“Bottai sa zhlboka nadychol,
hodil do seba obsah pohdra a zo vSetkych sil sa usiloval posobit triezvo. ,,A jati
DZakominu poznam?*

»Stale hovorim o sliepke.”

»Aha, o sliepke.”

,Videla reklamu na Dash a skamenela.“

»Pocuj, vie§, Ze ked ma preberieS zo spanku, stipnemi tlak. Ulej mi za na-
prstok, nech sa pozviecham.“
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,Coze?“

,To patrilo Donatelle.“

Vratme sa k mojej babike.“

»Sliepke.“

,Ano.“

»Zasekla sa pred reklamou na Dash.“

,Presne tak.“

»A Co s tym mam ja?“

,»S1 predsa veterinar, nie? Ak to pdjde takto dalej,zhnije mi v obyvacke.

,Chovas sliepku v obyvacke?*

»,Chovam ju, kde sa mi zachce. Treba ju prebrat, nato sa sustred!“

»A ¢o ked'ti prinesie do domu blchy?“

»Priniesla mi do domu pokoj.“

»lieto zvierata sa prehrabavaju v hovnach.“

,Poznam ludi, ktori robia aj horsie veci.”

»Mne to hovor... Poc¢uj, a ma vSetky oCkovania,vSak?“

,Ano.“

»Ako je to so spaAnkom? M4 ho pravidelny?“

»Je to normdlna kura. Na poludnie vyhrabdva v zadhrade Cerviky. Chovam si
ju ako knazku.“

Bottaiovo usrkavanie z vina bolo po¢ut aj na opa¢nom konci. Pomaly sa mu
zacinalo rozsvecovat, hocimu alkohol nadalej zatemrioval ¢ast mysle. Nech si
hovori kto chce, ¢o chce, pohar vina ho vZdy postavi na nohy, ¢o na tom, Ze sa
mu pletie jazyk. ,,A k periu mi ¢o povie§?“

»,Mal by si ju vidiet. Vyzera ako porceldnova babika.“

»Tak musi byt zhypnotizovana.“

,, Kto?“

,No ta Dzankarlina ¢i ako sa vola.“

3

,DZakomina.“

LAno, ta.“

»,2DZakomina je zhypnotizovana?“

»SU to hlupe tvory. Obcas sa to stava.”

V Nives vzkypela ZI¢: ,,Staraj sa o seba!“

Loriano zakaslal: ,,Chcel som len povedat, ze...“

»Je to nebezpecné?*

»Nikdy som nepocul, Ze by na to sliepka poSla.

V opa¢nom pripade to treba vziat na vedomie a o chvilu sa moze vynimat
na stole so zemiakovou prilohou. Vobec si to nevSimne.*

»,Pre Bozie zmilovanie!“ Nives si predstavila DZakominu nastoknutu na grile
a na chvilu sa jej podlomili kolend. A predsa, kolko kuracich kosti sa v Zivote
naobhryzala! Nieze by sa chcela vychvalovat, ale kura nadivoko vedela pripravit
znamenite. ,,Chce sa mi vracat.“

,»To prejde. To bude tym putom.*

»A Co ked' sa nepreberie?“

Bottai si povzdychol. Za¢inal byt z tol’kych hluposti unaveny. ,,Skus poriadne
zarachotit.“

,UZ som. Trieskala som do hrnca.“

,Ah4, tak do hrnca...“

»Aj som ju nadvihla. Stale nic: je ako obarena.“

,1o prejde.”

»A ak neprejde?“

,Nives, ¢o chces pocut...“

»A Co keby som jej dala privoriat aromatickd sol?“

,Vyborne, skus sol.“

,A rano sa zastavis?“

,Ano, hned som tam.“

Nives sa rozziarila: ,,Hned'?*

,»To patrilo Donatelle. ISla si lahnut. A to nevesti ni¢ dobré.“

,Donatella si nemoze ist l'ahnat?“

,Hrozne chripe. Co uz, je dokonané. Dnes v noci sa nevyspim.“

,CiZe je to moja vina?“

»Je to Alfredinina vina, ¢i ako ju to volas.”

,2DzZakomina.“

»Ano, tej.“

»,Pre mna je darom z nebies. Predstav si, Ze len vdaka nej som neskoncila
v Languedocu. Alebo v blazinci. Alebo nedopadla eSte ovela horsie. Ked uz ho-
vorime o spanku, trpela som hroznou nespavostou. Po tyzdni sa mi zdalo, Ze
chodim ako ndmesac¢nd. Odkedy je pri mne ona, spim ako babéitko od veCera
do rana. Co povies, nie je to hrozne smutné?“

,Prave naopak...“

»Tebe sa dobre hovori, ked'ti celd noc vyhravaju fanfary.”

»ZvycCajne sa odrovnam v dostatoénom predstihu.“

,Je to nerest.“

»A Co nou nie je?“

Nastalo kratke ticho, vzadjomne nacuvali vlastnym dychom. Posledné slovna
vymena navodila zvlatne rozpaky. Ked' to zacalo byt trapne, ozvala sa Nives:
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,Loriano.“
,Ano.“
»Spytam sa ta ako doktora, ktory v tebe drieme: zd4 sa ti normélne, Ze som
vymenila manZela za chromu sliepku a pritom mi ten prvy vobec nechyba?“
Bottai vyvratil o¢i k nebu. ,Smutok si dokaze z ¢loveka poriadne vystrelit.

(uryvok)
PreloZila Adriana Sulikovd

Nives

Roosting on the armchair, Giacomina watched the Tide commercial. On screen,
the spin cycle was visible through the washing machine’s porthole. She gaped at
it, transfixed. That was how Nives came upon her. The hen’s eyes had gone blank.

At times like these, she’d usually let things take their own course. She was
scared she’d traumatize the bird if she shook her, like with sleepwalkers. After
five minutes, she cleared her throat a few times to no effect. The TV program
had changed. Nives got up and gently touched Giacomina’s wing. “Has someone
thrown a spell on you?” she murmured. Not even a twitch. In the end, she went
for the clincher: she grabbed the zapper and switched the TV off.

Giacomina looked wooden. “Come on, pet,” her mistress pleaded, clucking
like a mother. If this went on any longer, the hen’s eyes would turn to glass. She
didn’t think she’d blinked since the phone call. The bird was perched there, we-
aring her usual demented expression, her beak hanging slightly open, as if she
had taken a turn. Nives bent over her, prodding her more insistently, “What, are
you the waking dead?”

Most people would burst out laughing seeing an animal pretending to be a
statue. But Nives felt her heart race. She picked the hen up carefully. It was like
handling a crystal ornament. She tried shaking her. A funny sound came out of
Giacomina’s throat, like the thrumming of a string drum: ga. But the hen was
still a statue. Nives shook her again, as if she were rocking a newborn baby: ga,
ga, ga. She stuck her back in the armchair and went into the kitchen to fetch an
iron pot and a ladle. “I'll soon wake you up,” she muttered, banging the pot—not
too hard to begin with. No reaction. She came one step closer. Another bang,
with more force. Giacomina squatted there, frozen. Her mistress even thought
of going to bother St. Francis and shooting off a round, right there, a yard away.
But she stuck with the pot, banging so hard that it rang inside her, right down to
her marrow. Not a feather was ruffled.

Where would she ever find another egg-laying friend with a disposition like
hers? Nives had already realized that Giacomina’s charm was unique; she needed
her as a bridge between Anteo’s death and the shape of her now, redrawn in her
solitude, and it wasn’t something she could teach any old bird at the drop of a
hat. She was scared she’d be plunged back into those twilight sleeps that used
to drain her. Or worse, that France would win, which, in short, meant spending
the rest of her days on Mars, where she wouldn’t even be able to order a coffee
for herself.

She strode over to the telephone table and picked up the copybook they’d
always jotted their phone numbers in. She found what she was looking for under
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the B’s: Bottai. He was the vet who’d always come to check up on the animals.
Nives looked at the time: it was just past eight. Loriano was a good doctor, but he
had a drinking problem; everybody knew. He started first thing in the morning
and carried on poisoning his liver until dinner time—after a day with his hands
up goats’ and heifers’ asses and inside their gums, he put himself out of his mi-
sery with a last glass before collapsing into bed as soon as the theme tune from
the evening news was over. The news on Channel 4; the one the oldies prefer.

His wife answered the phone, “Hello?”

“Donatella, sorry to ambush you like this. It’s Nives here.”

The woman on the other end of the line took a moment to connect the vo-
ice to the name. “My dear, what a surprise!” She was suddenly reminded of
everything that had happened, Anteo’s death and all the rest. She gathered her
thoughts and acted more pleased than usual to be in touch with her friend.
“Imagine, I was thinking of you today! I was just saying to myself, ‘Maybe one
of these afternoons ... ?””

Nives wasn’t in the mood for any sweet-talking. She was a little sorry to in-
terrupt the serenade just as it was gearing up, but this was an emergency. “Is
Loriano home?”

Donatella cleared her throat. “He’s in there,” she muttered, already changing
her tone. “I was in the bedroom a few minutes ago. He’s as stiff as a mummy.”

“Can you call him for me?”

There was an indecipherable mumbling, provoked by her embarrassment at
having to own up to the evidence: her husband was sloshed. Donatella gave it a
shot, hoping to avoid having to make excuses. “You could try tomorrow morning,
maybe? You know he goes to bed with the chickens.”

“That’s what I'm calling about.”

“Have they caught an infection?”

“There’s an emergency.”

Rebuffing a new widow was a sin that might make the rounds of the entire
neighborhood on the tongues of tittletattlers. Donatella wondered whether to
pass the call to the bedroom phone but immediately thought better of it. Loriano
should get up and regain a modicum of consciousness. Her teeth clenched, she
said, “One moment.”

Nives could hear noises from the other side of the receiver: the clacking of
heels on floor tiles, creaking, curses. An important saint’s name being taken in
vain. Nives looked over at Giacomina on the armchair. She looked artificial.

There was a commotion as things crashed to the floor, followed by Donate-
lla’s voice yelling as if to the moon, “Imbecile!” Until, finally, a hand must have

reached out and roughly grabbed the receiver. Bottai’s voice was mangy with
sleep and phlegm, “Hello Nives . . . my condolences.”

He had already given them profusely on the day of the funeral. She felt as
desperate as someone watching her train pulling out of the station.

“Loriano, listen.”

“Tell me.”

“I have a hen”

“A hen.”

“She’s taken a funny turn.”
“Who?”

“The hen, I mean.”

“The hen has taken a funny turn?”

“Yes. How do I wake her up?”

“How do you wake her up?”

“I'm asking you.”

On the other end of the line there was a moment’s pause. Nives imagined the
empty gaze of that vet who thought of nothing but demijohns of wine. Finally,
Bottai came back to himself.

“Is this a riddle?”

“Loriano, can you listen to me?”

“I'm listening.”

“I have a hen who'’s gotten stuck in a Tide commercial.”

“Tide.”

“Exactly.”

“The one with the pods?”

“Yes, that one.”

“Can you pour me an inch?”

“What?”

“I was talking to Donatella.”

“I drummed on the pot, but it was no use.”

“You drummed on the pot.”

“It was no use.”

“Listen, I'm not feeling too well right now and—"

“Loriano, it’s important. Can you tell me what to do?

I'll pay you for the disturbance if you come over.”

Hearing there may be some cash in the offing, Bottai tried to regain the high
ground. A few coins are better than nothing, after all. But he was really at a loss.

“Nives, I don’t understand what you’re saying. You were talking about
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dishwasher detergent.”

“Laundry detergent! Tide.”

“Tide.”

“That commerecial that’s running right now, with the spin cycle at full speed.”

“I think I've seen it.”

“Giacomina’s seen it, too.”

“Eh?”

“I don’t know. She just sits there, as still as a photograph. She doesn’t even
blink.”

Bottai took a deep breath, as if he’d been running, and tried to process the
alcohol he’d drunk over the day in order to grasp onto some semblance of
himself.

“Nives, do I know this Giacomina?”

“She’s the hen I was talking about at the beginning.”

“Ah, a hen.”

“She watched the Tide commercial and turned to stone.”

“Look, you know if I wake up after falling asleep, I get palpitations! Bring me
an inch and I'll be fine.”

“What?”

“I was talking to Donatella.”

“I was telling you about my little pet.”

“The hen.”

“Yes.”

“She took a funny turn watching the Tide.”

“Exactly.”

“And what am I supposed to do about it?”

“You're the doctor, aren’t you? If it goes on any longer, she’ll rot in my living
room.”

“You keep the hen in your living room?”

“I can keep her wherever I like. The point is, we need to wake her up.”

“What if she brings lice into the house?”

“She brings calm into the house.”

“These animals rake around all day in their own shit.”

“I know lots of people who do worse.”

“You're telling me . . . Listen, we’ve done all the vaccinations, right?”

“Yes.”

“What about sleep, how is she doing on that count?”

“She’s a regular chicken. At midday she feasts on beetles from the vegetable

garden. I take care of her better than if she were the Pope.”

Bottai was sucking on his drink, you could hear it over the phone. Light was
beginning to filter through to his brain, penetrating his befuddlement. He had
been right: one glass of wine had done the trick, though he was still slurring his
words.

“What about her feathers?”

“You should see her. She looks like porcelain.”

“She must be hypnotized.”

“Who?”

“Giancarlina, or whatever her name is.”

“Giacomina.”

“Yes, her.”

“Giacomina is hypnotized?”

“They’re stupid creatures. It can happen.”

Nives couldn’t contain herself: “Speak for yourself.”

Loriano cleared his throat. “No, no, I just mean—"

“Is it dangerous?”

“I've never heard of a hen dying of it. If anything, somebody might think she’s
dead and stick her in the oven with potatoes. She wouldn’t even notice.”

“Holy smokes!” Nives imagined Giacomina on the spit and, for a second, her
knees gave way. And yet, she had picked many a chicken bone clean in her day.
Not that she wanted to boast, but her chicken stew was pretty good.

“That makes me feel sick.”

“It’ll pass. It’s a condition.”

“And if she doesn’t wake up?”

Bottai gave a deep sigh. He was growing tired of the woman’s nonsense. “Try
shaking her.”

“I have. I drummed the pot, too.”

“Ah, yes. The pot—"

“I also picked her up. It was no good. She’s bewitched.”

“She’ll get over it

“And if she doesn’t?”

“Nives, what do you want me to say?”

“What about smelling salts?”

“Good idea! Try them.”

“Anyway, will you come and see her tomorrow?”

“Yes, I'm coming now.”

“Now?”
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“I was talking to Donatella. She’s gone to bed, and that’s bad news for me.”
“Donatella can’t go to bed?”

“She snores. Once she starts, it’s over for me: I can never get to sleep again.”
“Is that my fault?”

“It’s Alfredina’s fault, or whatever her name is.”

“Giacomina.”

“Yes, her.”

“For me, she’s manna from heaven. Thanks to her, I haven’t had to pack my

bags and move to the Languedoc. Or to the loony bin, or somewhere even worse.
As for sleep: I couldn’t get any sleep at all before. After a week without sleep, I

felt like I was walking in the clouds. With her on my bedside table, I sleep right

through the night. It’s sad, isn’t it? As sad as everything else.”

“No, what are—"

“You can talk: you've got that brass band to keep you company.”

“I usually knock myself out with drink first.”

“A bad habit.”

“And what isn’t?”

There was a moment’s pause as they sat and listened to one another breathing.
Their last exchange had created a strange embarrassment. When the silence
became too awkward, Nives said, “Loriano?”

“Yes.”

“I'm asking you as a doctor: is it normal to replace a husband with a chicken,
and not to miss anything about the husband, not even for half a minute?”

Bottai rolled his eyes. “Grief plays tricks on you. You’'ll see.”

(excerpt)
Translated by Clarissa Botsford

Celia Nolla i Yeste
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Jazva

Narodila som sa vnutri jazvy.

A toto posvitné slnko

mi pomdha ju scelit.

Ako horiaca jaSterica

sa prechadzam pomedzi chrasty,
krvou davnych cias.

Poznam hodiny

tiena, Zivota,

aj plag, pre ktory niet miesta.

A napredujem, chvostom zanechavam stopu,
po mure z drobiaceho sa kamena
a pokoleni Zien.

(bez nazvu)

Unaveny pohlad a starobylé sInko:

z tejto krajiny som uz vysala vSetku Stavu.
Presypacie hodiny v bruchu.

Cas na mne lipne

bez vlasti.

Vyvrtnutie

PrejdeS dverami, nedotknuts,
a vyjdes zlomena,

vSetko je nové,

moZno prave to je Zivot.

O pét mintt neskor

zacne drama lasky,

a netusis, ¢o bolo panenskejSie:
¢i tvoje telo,

alebo tvoje srdce,

pretoZe ta bolia obe.

Vonku padaju karobové struky
a vObec ta nepotrebuju.

(bez nazvu)

Raz v noci tvoje paze

patrili mne

a stratila som sa na cestach
jedovatych hadowv.

Doteraz som z labyrintu nevysla.

(bez nazvu)

Jazykom plnym pelu
stopujeS moje pehy, zranenia,

vnutornosti a vlasy farby zdpadu slnka.

Si z ohnla, ja ako mesacny kamer.
Od momentu pocarovania
nosim nad rozkrokom vodoznak.

PreloZil xxx

II

Mesiac mi rukou

otvéara okno

a hovori plac,

na konci ¢aka svetlo, vraj.
Matka noci

a bieleho ticha

videla ma potichucky rast,
videla ma kropit slepé uli¢ky.
Zial svitania je plny kraterov,
zlatisty anjel prec beZi.

Som opit malé dievéa

a za ruku ma nik nedrZi.

,Priatelu, predvoldm ta v srdci musle.“

Maria-Merce Margal
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II1

Myslienka na teba

je nieco, coho som sa
nikdy nevzdala.

Vracias$ sa z pola

so zlatymi rukami,

krk zmaécal ti pot.
Pohlad lastovicky,
usmev horiaceho motyla,
pokoj olivovnika.

Prave tato spomienka
ma zachrani kazdud zimu
Vv meste.

v

Pretoze jazero ta je plné

a pokozku mas ¢arovnu a modru

a v rukdch nesie§ Supiny

a na jazyku mas plno sumrakov.

Ohen tvojich o¢i ma rozpaluje,

je Cerveny a biely a purpurovy a ako nebo.

A moj Zivot sa nekonci,
naopak, zacina.

PreloZila Eva Lalkovicovd

Scar

I was born within a scar.
And this sacred sun

helps me to close it.

Like a burning lizard

I wander across the scabs,
blood from other times.

I know the hours

of shadow, of life,

and the tears that won't fit.
And I keep walking, leaving a tail’s trace
on walls of weathered stone
and a lineage of women.

2.

Tired eyes and an ancient sun:

I've drawn all the juice from this landscape.

An hourglass inside my belly.
The hours cling to me—
without a homeland.

3.

The moon’s hand

opens my window;

tells me to break—

there is light, after all.

Mother of the night

and of white stillness,

she watched me grow in silence
along barren paths.

The sorrow of dawn has craters,
the fine gold angel is gone.

I am a little one again,

and no one holds my hand.
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Lungs closed,

the sorrow of birth.

Blue water surrounds me.
You left me alone.

5.

Thinking of you is

what I've never

stopped doing.

You’d return from the fields
with golden hands,

your neck bathed in sweat.
A swallow’s gaze,

the smile of a burning butterfly,
the calm of an olive tree.
This is the memory

that saves me every winter
in the city.

6.
Portal of the Canal

Evenings change when we no longer seek shelter,
now that we’ve died a little more than yesterday, and
[the day before, and the one before that.

Our skin has worn down across every wall,

and hair shavings drift above the rooftops.

We’ll never know if we must be forgiven

or if we should forgive the tired sand
we carry inside our heads.

Stories from other times still weigh us down,

like a kind of knot that won’t loosen,
that won’t let us go.

“I knew everything in me
before I was born.”

Bejan Matur

7.

Sprain

You cross a door, untouched,
and emerge broken,
everything is new,

and maybe that is life.

Five minutes later

the Love drama begins,

and you don’t know what was more untouched:

your body

or your heart,

because both are aching.
Outside, the carob pods fall
and they don’t need you.

8.

One night your arms

were mine

and I got lost in the paths
of venomous snakes.

I still haven’t found my way
out of the labyrinth.

With a tongue full of pollen
you traced my freckles, my wounds,
my guts and my sunset-red hair.

You were all fire, I, moonstone.
Since that enchantment
I bear watermarks upon my crotch.

“Friend, I'll summon you in the heart of a seashell.”

Maria-Merce Marcal
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10.

“From a warm sleep
I've awakened

I count the stars

of my words

and I devote myself
to the night.”

Rose Auslander

From a warm sleep

I've awakened

and look at everything with wonder.
Blue fairies of the universe

carry a flame that bears my name.

I am star mother, moon sister,

warrior stone and a thousand other women.

With a single gesture I burn the cages
and everything that oppresses me.

Translated by Anna Carreras Nolla

Roland Orcsik
Madarsko/Hungary
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chorvatciny a angli¢tiny. Jeho prvy roman
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Fantomové komando

Veterny mlyn uZ davno nebol v prevadzke. Jeho hnedd tehlova stena bola pre-
vitana dierami. PoSkodil sa pocas druhej svetovej vojny. Okrem stop po gul'kach
bolo v stene vytesanych aj nespocetné mnoZstvo mien. Aj tam, kde granat vytrhol
kus steny, mohlo byt zopar mien spolu s rokom, ktoré vsak v désledku detondacie
zmizli.

Mlyn bol ohromna budova postavena za ¢ias monarchie. V obdobi socialistic-
kého spriemyseliiovania v§ak Ziadny mlyn nedokazal konkurovat strojom, preto
vSetky zatvorili alebo predali. Mlyny bez lopéat, ako vojnovi invalidi, stali nehybne
v pustatine.

Vyrazili sme vo vecernych hodinach a ked' sme s Kopytom dorazili, dvere mly-
nu boli otvorené dokoran. Od zavedenia vynimoc¢ného stavu mlyn nikto nestrazil,
niekto sa asi vlamal do budovy. Bicykle sme si opreli o stenu.

Skor, nez sme vosli cez dvere, naskocili mi zimomriavky, akoby som sa ocitol na
svidtom mieste. No z tajomstva neostalo ni¢. Zvnutra bol mlyn vyplieneny, ukradli
eSte aj mlynsky kamen. Vo veCernom poloSere stopy po muke priam svietili.

Kopyto tvrdil, Ze jemu sa raz podarilo dostat dnu, v prachu zmieSanom s mu-
kou videl drobné odtlacky noh. Potom ma zacal kimit svojimi pribehmi o mlyne,
v kazdom bol superhrdinom, niekedy zédpasil s tilavymi psami, inokedy naSiel
truhlicu s pokladom ¢i svojimi ¢inmi niekomu zachrénil Zivot. Potom zrazu pre-
stal, niekol'’ko mintt vladlo taZivé ticho. Ked'videl, Ze som si v§imol zmenu nélady,
okamzite pokracoval vo svojich pribehoch o mlyne. Po chvili som v$ak stratil nit,
spomenul som si na park a Anikd. Takto sa mi jej meno pacilo viac, Ancsa mi
znelo priliS tvrdo. Kopyto si v§imol, Ze som myslou inde a zaskeril sa.

»Ktorého z vas mam odbachnut ako prvého?” ozval sa nam za chrbtom tenky,
ale rozhodny hlas. Otocili sme sa, premeriaval si nas ¢loviecik drobny ako trpaslik,
s dlhymi sum¢imi fizmi pod plochym nosom, v rukdch mal polovnicku pusku,
ktora bola ovela vac¢sia ako on.

Hned pri stene bol mensi otvor, kam nés trpaslik nasmeroval, vliezli sme dori
a ziSli dolu rebrikom. Tam dole boli vSade naokolo knihy zoradené na policiach
prehybajucich sa pod ich vdhou, nad nimi svietili fakle, stali tam vrecia s muikou
a pri stendch debny rozlicnych velkosti. Trpaslik nds nahnal do klietky.

»No a teraz, hihi, sa porozpravame!” povedal svojim hlasom tenuckym ako
nit. ,,Kto ste? Pre¢o necakate koniec sveta vo svojich zadebnenych norach?”

S Kopytom sme sa ho snazili presvedc¢it, Ze eSte nie je isté ani to, akd vojna
prebieha, nikde niet nepriatela, koniec sveta je eSte v nedohladne. Trpaslik nas
trpezlivo poc¢uval, potom si odplul. Tenu¢kym hlasom zacal posmesne napodob-
novat Kopyta, potom na nds skrikol:

»Nono, nelutujme sa, to nezndSam najviac na svete! Fuj, ale to neznaSam!
Velmi to neznaSam! RadSej mi povedzte, ¢o do pekla tu hladate?” bodol puskou
do vzduchu mojim smerom.

Porozpréaval som mu otcov pribeh, pripad Boba a Very, ako aj to, Ze to ja som
vytiahol Kopyta z jeho domova. Trpaslik z nas cely ¢as nespustal o¢i. A na otazku,
¢o chce teraz s nami robit, odvetil len tol'ko, Ze po¢kame, kym sa velky netvor
vyslobodi a spdli cely tento smradlavy svet. Kopyto si vzdychol, sklonil hlavu
a potom pomedzi zuby zasycal:

,,No zbohom.”

Re¢ sa pomaly zvrtla na trpaslika, ktory ledva ¢akal, aby mohol zahviezdit.
Vytiahol sa, pravi ruku zatal v past a udrel sa do lavej strany hrudnika, potom
ruku zdvihol vysoko do vzduchu a hlasom opojenym vitazstvom skrikol:

»Ja som posledny nacek!”

O¢i sa ndm rozsirili. Trpaslik zamieril puskou na miia, vdaka ¢omu bolo jasné,
Ze je skuto¢ny nacek, bude lepsie, ak budeme opatrni. Kopyto nedokazal zadrzat
hlasny smiech, ktory z neho vyprskol. To je uz aka blbost, opakoval. Trpaslikovi
sa nepacilo, Ze ho maju za hlupéka.

»Tato gulka neminie svoj ciel!”

Snazil som sa priniitit trpaslika, aby pokracoval v rozpravani. Na moje otazky
odpovedal, ako by ho posadli r6zni duchovia, hlas sa mu menil takmer pri kazdej
odpovedi, hoci tenucky ton mu ostal cely ¢as. Vlastné siahodlhé prejavy ho uz-uz
privadzali do extazy:

»,Moju teériu vedie krutost, veru tak, moje pery ospevuju nadheru krutosti.
Nie prechodnu falosnu nadheru; ta rozkos, ktora sa zrodila spolu s Iudstvom
a pominie len s nim. Tak-tak! Pre¢o by sa bystra mysel nemohla spojit s krutostou,
z vole nevyspytatelného Stvoritela?

Vstal a chodil hore-dole ako disciplinovany vojak. Potom sa znovu pustil do
bojovného prejavu, usta Spulil ako hlaven pusky.

»Pre tento mier je vojna malo. Podly a Spinavy mier, len taky prikréeny, len si
zatvorit Gsta a ml¢at. Nebudem drzat hubu, som pripraveny na to, ¢o pride. Ne-
bojim sa, nech sa skonc¢i tento Spinavy mier. Kto potrebuje mier? Ten, kto kupuje
a predava. Komerc¢ni a ti, ktori spievaju, a priekupnici a kupci, ti, ¢o predavaju
pod cenu a podvadzaju a trasu sa o svoju bezpe¢nost a sd zbabelci a podliaci
a drkocu zubami. Mier len preto, aby kazdy mlcal, aby mohli spratkovia pachat
svoje krvavé alebo, eSte horsSie, nekrvavé zlociny.”

Ked' skoncil, nasledovala chvilka ticha pre umocnenie efektu.

Celé to posobilo akoby sa pred zrkadlom naucil naspamit nejaky citat. Ko-
pyto sa ho spytal, aky méa plan s koncom sveta. Nechd nas svet zhnit. Obaja
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s kamardtom sme ratali s nie¢im divokejSim. Alebo aspon s vynimoc¢nejSimi
myslienkovymi pochodmi. Trpaslikove ¢rty medzitym ¢oraz vacSmi tvrdli, akoby
mu niekto noZom vyryval vrasky do ¢ela. UZ ani zd'aleka nebol taky komicky ako
predtym. Pdsobil ako vraZedny Skriatok, hlas sa mu postupne deformoval, pri
dalSich vetach takmer chrcal:

,»,Celd moja poetika bude neprestajny boj ¢loveka - divokého zvera proti Stvo-
ritelovi, ktory nemal takéhoto ¢erva priviest na svet.”

Pokusal som sa posledného nécka oslovit, Ze jeho myslienky s mi povedomé,
akoby som ich niekde uz ¢ital. No on rozhodne namietal:

»,To som vymyslel ja!” kri¢al a mieril na mna puskou. ,,Tato pivnica pod mly-
nom bude zdrojom novej poetiky, nova archa, koliska nového Zivota, ked' ten vas
definitivhe zmizne v plamernioch! A po skonéeni sveta budem prvy nacek!”

»Tak teraz si prvy, alebo posledny?” spytal som sa.

»Ale mas pomaly mozog! Teraz som posledny, potom budem prvy! A okrem
toho, ticho!”

Kopyto sa spytal, ako si predsa predstavuje zaciatok nového sveta. PretoZe
o jeho konci prezradil vSetko, celospolocensky kaput a hotovo. Trpaslik sa hlasno
zasmial, potom ocierfioval naSu fantdziu, nazval nds nanichodnymi v§ami, ktoré
sa dovtedy chvastaju, kym ich neznic¢ia. Napokon hovoril o zvieratach zo zverin-
ca, vtedy som si aj ja uvedomil, kam sa podeli. Trpaslik ich pozbieral, aby z nich
vytvoril novy druh. Darmo sme vSak nattho naliehali, neprezradil, kde ich drzi.
Takmer mu tiekli sliny, ked hovoril o tom, Ze on bude Zrebcom vSetkych samic,
jeho zlaté semend oplodnia vSetky samice. Silno som pochyboval o tom, Ze by
sa od semena trpaslika obratilo v§etko na dobré.

,MAas slabu predstavivost! UZ mam za sebou par pokusov, vysledky predstihli
aj moje vlastné o¢akavania!” tvrdil rychlo a medzitym si viackrat povykrucal svoje
sumcie fazy.

»Fyjl”

»Pre teba hnus, pre mia krasa!” zamnaucal a potom si dlhym jazykom olizol
svoje hrubé pery.

Kopyto znudene dodal, Ze uz chape, najskor obrovska orgia hlava-nehlava,
potom pride novy druh a v8etci budu slobodni a lev bude hrat karty s ove¢kami.
ZvySok ohlodanej kosti, uzatvoril a potom od zlosti kopol do mreZi. Posledny
nacek ocCervenel ako paprika, v hneve plul kade-tade, pusku hodil na zem, mala
pést zdvihol do vzduchu a hrozil fiou ako nejaky prorok zo Starého zakona, ktory
sa rozhor¢uje, Ze jeho lud nedokaZe pochopit bozie zdkony.

Ked' sa horko-tazko upokojil, zacal vyzivovat. Dufal som, Ze ¢oskoro zaspi.
Dostal vSak novi silu, za¢al predvadzat svoju nekone¢nu vzdelanost. Zac¢al zara-

odvetil som mu.

dom citovat slavnych vedcov v rozli¢nych jazykoch, ktoré som este ani nepocul.
Po ¢ase som mal jeho vylevov po krk, pokisal som sa zvrtntt re¢ na jeho rodinu.
Trpaslik sa zrazu chytil za hlavu, velmi to boli, kri¢al, velmi, nechtami si zaskrabol
do pokozky na hlave, do o¢i mu stekala krv. Potom sa rovnako rychlo vratil do
predchadzajiceho stavu. Jedine krv mu nezmizla z tvére.

»Moja matka bola suka, mnia nasli v koSi,” povedal struc¢ne, no necitili sme
z neho bolest siroty. Skor z neho vyzarovala hrdost, hrdo sa pred nami vypinal,
Ze on to preZil. Potom pokracoval, Ze v Statnej inStittcii, kde vyrastal, mal do-
kopy len jedného kamarata, neskor ho vSak zatvorili za vrazdu, a tak ostal sam.
Zac¢inal som ho lutovat, no trpaslik si to v§imol, odplul si a pohfdavo prehlasil,
Ze 7 ponizujicej Iatosti si neprosi.

,Coskoro budem vladnut, ¢as ludi skon¢il,” povedal a poriadne si zivol.

»A komu budes vladnut?” spytal som sa.

,Co sa sili§, nema4 to ani hlavu, ani pitu...” posepol mi do ucha Kopyto.

Skor neZ som svojmu kamaratovi odpovedal, trpaslik pokracoval s nosom
vysoko zdvihnutym dohora tam, kde skon¢il:

,»Hoc volo, sic tubeo sit pro ratione voluntas.”

Latinskému vyroku som nerozumel, no darmo som ho narho naliehal, po-
sledny ndcek nam to neprelozil, pche, povedal mojim smerom, tol'ko k tebe. Po
¢ase dokdzal hovorit uz len preru$ovane. Puska mu zacala pomaly kizaf z rik.
Bal som sa, Ze ak spadne na zem, sposobi hluk, zbran sa mu vSak oprela o nohy.
Posledny nacek chrapal postojacky, flizy sa mu pri dlhych vydychoch nadvihovali,
krv, ¢o mu stiekla z ¢ela, sa mu rozmazala po vraskavej tvari. Teraz by sme sa
nejako mali vySmyknut z klietky. Darmo som sa v8ak natahoval, nedoc¢iahol som
na klace v trpaslikovom vrecku na nohaviciach. Kopyto mévol rukou, vytiahol
z vrecka kusok ¢okolady, zlomil ho na polovicu, pontikol ma a schrimal svoj kus.
Medzitym vypochodoval zo svojej nory tu¢ny potkan. O¢i mi zaiskrili, prihovaral
som sa mu, potkan ku mne ospalo otocil hlavu, zdalo sa, Ze rozpravka posledného
ndacka nudila aj jeho. Povzbudzoval som ho, aby z vrecka na nohaviciach trpaslika
vySkrabal klice od klietky a ja ho potom zahrniem ¢okoladou. Potkan sa vSak po-
malymi pohybmi znudene zakradal do mdjho ruksaku leziaceho pri stene. Dobre
som ho sprdol, ako moze byt takato bezcitna potvora a Ze ak sa raz odtialto dosta-
nem, nedostane odo mna ni¢ a od trpaslika nanajvys gul'ku do hlavy, ak zisti, kto
mu vyjeda zasoby. Ked' som sa uz vzdal, tlsty potkan neochotne vyliezol z méjho
ruksaku. Po puske vyliezol k trpaslikovmu vrecku, dlhym nosom sa v iom pre-
hrabdval, no kla¢ vytiahol len do polovice, branilo mu velké brucho, ani sa dalej
neunuval, zoSmykol sa po puske na zem, znudene sa rozhliadol, potom sa odvlie-
kol smerom k vrecu so zemiakmi. Kopyto zavrcal, ja som ruku natiahol z klietky
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ku trpaslikovi, no darmo, kl'a¢ bol este stale daleko, hoci mi chybali len centimetre.
Povedal som Kopytovi, aby prestal hundrat, teraz je na rade on. Neochotne nata-
hoval ruku, sotva sa dotkol kltica. Nejde to, povedal, nechajme to, doriti, vzdaval
sa. Ale nedovolil som mu to, a tak sa do toho znovu pustil a ked' sa dotkol kltca,
ja som ho zozadu pritlacil o mreZe. Kopyto zahreSil, zastonal, ale napokon sa
to podarilo. Rychlo som otvoril klietku, s Kopytom sme si pozbierali svoje veci,
z pivnice sme odchéadzali po Spi¢kach. UZ sme boli na poslednom stupni rebrika,
ked' sa trpaslik pohol. Rychlo sme sa vyStverali po rebriku, skocili sme na bicykle
a z celej sily sme krutili cez Iiku plni vymolov, kadial to bolo bliZsie k domu.
Trpaslik sa vSak v priebehu par minut objavil pri vchode do mlyna. Nevystrelil na
nas, len hlasno nariekal, fiiukal tenkym hlasom, aby sme ho nenechévali samého,
na koniec sveta nechce ¢akat sam! Na chvilu som sa obzrel, oboma rukami sa
drzal za hlavu a plakal ako ¢lovek, ktorému pred o¢ami zabili rodi¢ov. Velmi to
boli, velmi, kri¢al. Zabrzdil som, Kopyto sa v§ak na ma hlasno oboril, aby som
tol'ko neotélal, lebo nés eSte posledny niacek odbachne.

(tryvok z roméanu Fantémové komando, Vlna / drewo a srd, 2025)
PreloZila Lenka Nagyovd

Portable Ocean

Of course, the bastard never gave me a fricking answer. A month went by, I did
nothing, mostly stared at the ceiling. I had three options: joining the party, smug-
gling or leaving the country. Add alcoholism. I started to go through my savings.
After all, Hungary is close, I survived the war in Szeged and H6dmezdévasarhely,
I have friends there. And if, by some miracle, things go well at home, I might as
well come back. My parents live close by, so I can quickly hop over to them.

“Where are you going, stay put, Hungarians don‘t like Hungarians living
across the border,” my father grumbled. Hungarians living across the border
sounded like he was spitting.

“Come on, most people in Hungary don’t even know that there’re Hungarians
living elsewhere”, I argued.

“It needs a strong hand.”

“I need one as well...”, I said groaning as I struggled with the cap of a plum
jar, it was too tight.

My mother took out her Tarot card and spread the deck on the kitchen table.
One by one she drew the cards.

“I see a long journey before you, a red moon and a skinny dog”, she said
with enraptured eyes. She was bluffing though.

“Thanks”, I grinned and went to my room to gather my stuff.

“Don’t forget to give water to the thirsty dogs, it brings you luck!”

In Hungary I was out and about, I‘'ve been a bricklayer‘s help, a stocker at
Tesco, a warehouse worker, a cleaner in a beer factory, a gas meter reader, nat-
urally none of which is a dream work, but rather gray annoyance.First, I tried
Szeged, but it didn‘t work out, there was hardly any work. Finally, I ended up
in Budapest. I went from one hole to another: Districts of Terézvaros, Kispest,
Csepel, Angyalfotld and finally the Eight District. I stayed the longest in Eight
District. Despite its bad reputation I never had any problems there, the gypsies
helped me a few times and I covered for them during a police raid. That’s how I
befriended Pipu. He made an amazing fisherman‘s soup, and since he had spent
some time in prison, he had considerable prestige among the gypsies. Together
with Hungarian border guards, he smuggled gasoline into embargoed Yugoslavia
and had the time of his life until the whole bunch got arrested. After his jail time
he tried to avoid committing crime. He moved from the village of Dorozsma to
Budapest. Too much talking, too little progress, he used to say when I asked him
about the secret of making fisherman‘s soup. He lived with his wife, Mari and a
homeless man, Tonyo in a tiny two-room pad. They fed Tonyo in exchange for his
pension. Tonyo was a drunk. His life got stuck and went downhill when his wife
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died. Then he lived in the street, made ends meet in underpasses until Pipu offered
him a place to live in exchange for his pension. Tonyo was strictly forbidden to
drink at home, and he pretty much kept to it. Once Pipu offered me stolen meat
at half price, but it wasn‘t him who stole it, it was those gypsy and Hungarian
kids who were forced to work for an organized gang. I didn‘t take the meat. Pipu
respected my decision and never approached me with such a thing again. Why
didn’t I report them? First of all, I didn‘t want to get into trouble, and secondly,
I had Pipu‘s trust, plus didn‘t want to become a snitch. Thirdly, the gang was in
cahoots with the police, so if I were to spill anything about the case, it’d probably
end up in one of the files hidden in a bottom drawer.

I was more likely to get tangled up with the neighboring Hungarians, some-
times because I forgot to lock the door to the upstairs corridor, or because I
was cooking in the kitchen with the window open and the radio was disturbing
them. That's why, after a while, I moved out of the Eight District so I wouldn‘t
have to look at the sour, envious faces of my neighbors. My last landlord was a
philosopher, he didn’t stir up any trouble.His things were translating, smoking,
and practicing yoga in the morning.

Lengthy afternoon traffic jams, subway renovations, dragged up train stations,
sidewalks covered in dog shit and smelling of urine. For a while, I entertained
myself by counting bullet holes in old houses from World Wars and the 1956
revolution. I think I stopped around two hundred. I often imagined what it must
have felt like to live in high, bourgeois apartments with servants and butlers.
More and more I found myself wandering through the city, simply to discover
the buildings of the monarchy, or at least what was left of them. Compared to
Belgrade or Novi Sad, Budapest has a more preserved and weathered past. The
ancient building compositions were still standing and hadn’t been completely
destroyed by the uniformed social-real or the capitalist push after the change of
regime. When I got tired of the city commotion, I enjoyed the Danube, Margaret
Island, The Chestnut-grove in Buda and the surrounding small towns of Buda-
kalasz, Budaors, Dunabogdany.

In Hungary I was accused of talking like a jerk because I didn’t greet people
properly, I said: Good day! That‘s what I said back home. I wondered why peo-
ple responded rudely. Then my local friends told me that the polite way to greet
people was ,,Have a nice day,“ and without ,,have® it‘s considered rude. I made
a lot of new friends, my way of speaking changed over time, people hardly no-
ticed I was from the South, and those who figured it didn‘t pick on me. I became
a well-groomed barbarian. I rarely mentioned my ethnic background because
I was either considered endangered or a dangerous breed. I was sick and tired of

even my breath being the subject of political blather, and that was hardly anyone
who cared about what or who the hell I was. I can’t say certain words without
hearing the southern version of it. The word ,,polo“ means water polo to me, and
yet the Serbian word ,,majica“ rings in my ears. It’s as if I have two heads on one
body like the Siamese twins. Some brainwashed guys remarked how good my
Hungarian was for a Serb, but I didn‘t get mad at them, the local henchmen of
Stalin did a thorough job.

Budapest sucked every compassion out of me, too, as I walked by indifferently
through the human wreckage in the underground passageways. Who would vol-
untarily take in a scum who would steal from you the first chance he got? Once
I've recognized a friend of mine or what remained of him. When he couldn’t fit
in the shelter he slept at my place. He hated being stigmatized as homeless and
resented being labeled a bum. Many homeless people are subject to the mafia.
They take away their social security and force them to work on the streets. Those
who try to escape are severely punished. My friend broke up with his wife and
lost everything in the legal battle, spent a few miserable years on the streets, but
fortunately he didn‘t drink and eventually pulled through. He told me that the
kitchen staff skims off the tastiest food at the shelter, and the same goes for all
donated items, including clothing. He called the homeless shelter a “heated hell”
where people steal from each other, and some would kill for a sip of bootlegged
booze. These shelters don‘t have enough room for everyone in need. Some of the
social workers are real sadists. Of course there are others who really help, one of
them stood by my friend and they‘re still in touch, they play table football together.

Most of the people I know in Budapest are from the countryside, yet they are
the most and loudest anti-rural. So, that’s why I never knew what to do with how
to cope with hicks bitching about townies and vice versa, I was unimpressed by
the provincial out of the frying pan into the fire lemonade.

I didn’t get along with women, or maybe I did, maybe didn’t. I mean I had a
woman, Bogi, who I'loved, but unfortunately for me, she was a scholar. Occasion-
ally she‘d drag me along to her gathering of intellectuals, including writers. When
there are two or more of them, the writers shut everyone else out of their circle,
gossip incessantly, envy, hate, whine, don‘t give a damn about the others - so, if
you get into a party like that, you‘re screwed, that’s pretty damn sure. Well, Bogi
lectured me on it by saying that a table is not good because the carpenter is a
cool guy, so I shouldn’t care about the writers but about their writings. It’s easy
for you with boobs fitting right into my palms, I thought, then a month later she
dumped me. Up until then Bogi had been my girlfriend for the longest time, but
it wasn‘t because of me, it was because of her patience. The other girls I went

141



142

out with couldn’t bear me for more than a couple weeks. I was a pro at seducing
them, but too inept to keep them, the hell knows what‘s wrong with me.

After a series of fuck-ups and procrastination, I had myselflegalized. I became
a dual citizen, the bastard of two bimbos. Neither of them really felt like my own.
Yugoslavia became depressed Serbia; Hungary became some kind of capitalist
whatnots. I thought it was time to pack and go West. I was trying to explain this
to a bricklayer friend of mine, Fist, in a dive after a hard day‘s work.A Dolly Roll
was whining one of her songs from the barmaid’sWinamp. I always hated those
Hungarian and Serbian stars who imitated American wedding pop. But Marok,
on the other hand, was humming Dolly‘s song with gusto, then suddenly stopped
and pointed to the muted TV screen. Look, the pilot screwed up, he hit that huge
skyscraper! As I looked over, another plane hit another skyscraper; huge clouds
of smoke billowed from the tops of the two burning glass palaces, as if the candles
on a giant birthday cake had unexpectedly been blown out. The barmaid with
the pierced ears turned off Dolly Roll and cranked up the TV. Terrorists attack in
New York, passenger planes crashed into the Twin Towers of the World Trade
Center. For a few minutes we all stared numbly at the screen, hardly realizing
what had just happened. Then Marok muttered that the Americans deserved it
because they interfere everywhere with their superweapons, and now they got
it. So what next, where to go? I thought. Should I just stay put on my ass? But
what am I gonna do with my worthless salary over here in post-Soviet Hunnia.

Hungary became a sinister promised land. My friends suspected conspiracies
of various kinds, and either bombarded me with lethargy or blamed the whole
thing on the bad genes of Hungarians. None of these made me smarter or happier.
Over time daily politics laid its eggs inside everyone’s braincells.

,2Hungary is always trying to be something big,“ one of the regular lowlifes
at the corner dive jabbed at me as I leafed through the classifieds of a daily
newspaper.

»That‘s why she always wears much bigger pants,“ said a blubber-cheeked
guy at the next table.

,Which makes her cloven hoof show,” the bald waiter pointed out with a
raised finger.

»And she‘d rather drink wine out of a can because it‘s cheaper,” added the
geezer leaning against the bar, then downed his shot.

My head filled up with piss smelling pub wisecracks. I felt like I was sitting
in a barrel to cross the ocean while rust ate the quicky from the inside. Pocok,
you lucky bastard, you should have at least replied to that bloody postcard.

Months and years went by and basically nothing happened except that Amer-

ica and its Western allies started a retaliatory war in the Middle East, but the
attack on Afghanistan and later Iraq was so far away from me that I felt neither
admiration nor disgust about the whole thing. It‘s a business of the bourgeois,
professional soldiers and politicians, I don‘t care if they found chemical weapons
in Iraq or not. War existed in the news, not in my everyday life, and as long as the
bombs weren‘t falling around me, I had nothing to do with it, I assured myself.

For me, the founding of the Hungarian social networking web service iWiWw
was a bigger sensation than the war. I spent most of my free time on iWiW in
an Internet café, browsing through the stories of bands that had disappeared a
thousand years ago. When my landlord finally installed the net in the apartment,
I abused my eyes by staring at the monitor until dawn.

There was only one occasion when I paid any attention to Hungarian public
life, it was when parties campaigned for or against dual citizenship. My colleagues
were divided into two camps, those who didn‘t care about the Hungarians living
on the other side of the border before, but suddenly they began to scare people off
with the invasion of dirty Romanians and to those who called the others traitors
and whose hearts beat for the Greater Hungary. I had no idea where my place
was in the Fatherland.

The war in the Middle East didn’t want to end, the debate about dual citizen-
ship left a bad taste in my mouth: no catharsis. Then came the Speech of Osz6d’,
at first it seemed something good was gonna come out of it, but it turned out
to be foam on the slop of which I didn’t ask a morsel. The protesters and police
made it impossible to get around the city, so I was late everywhere I went.

I was much more interested in MySpace and YouTube, watching concert
videos, band interviews, long time no see sci-fi and horror movies day and night.
After a while I lost interest, even though I was still hanging on the net after work,
boredom weaved a net around me and porn turned out to be too tedious. I did
work, but I wasn’t really there, my mind was wandering. Not to mention that I
haven’t been with a woman for a long time. More years went by in idleness, and
I had no idea what to do with myself.

Then one day, out of the blue, Pocok rang the doorbell. My parents gave him
my address. I was glad and I wasn‘t. Where the hell had he been? He looked
good, no trace of the old idleness, he still liked beer and brandy better than Fanta.
A few wrinkles under his eyes, a few crow's feet here and there, some lost gray

1 The closing speech of Hungarian ,leftist“ Prime Minister Ferenc Gyurcsany on May 26, 2006,
after winning the parliamentary elections. The speech was self-critical, stating that they had ,lied“
and that reforms were needed. The speech was later leaked, sparking nationwide riots organized by
Viktor Orban and his Fidesz party.
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hair, which meant that things weren‘t easy for him either, but that was about it.
A bit envious, I told him about my situation and that of the country. He listened
patiently, activating his brain cells in the meantime. He pulled out a bottle of beer
he had brought from Germany, opened it, and played with the cap, smiling. My
eyes lit up, I knew there was no turning back. On the CD player Tom Waits sang
one of his smoky songs in his raspy voice. We got down on all fours, howling
and barking:

Rattle Big Black Bones

in the Dangerzone

there’s a rumblin’ groan

down below

there’s a big dark town

it’s a place I've found

there’s a world going on

We screamed the refrain at the top of our lungs:
UNDERGROUND
Then the under-neighbor knocked on the floor with his broom saying, “Stop
144 it already!” I looked at the clock, it was four in the morning.

Translated by Gdbor Gyukics

Katerina Rudcenkova
Ceska republika/Czech republic
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German Hubert Burda Award for young
Eastern European poets. Her theatre play
Niekur was awarded the Alfred Radok
Award in 2006 and was staged in Prague
in 2008. In 2007, she won a residency for
international playwrights at the Royal
Court Theatre in London. In 2014, her
poetry collection Chiize po dundch was
awarded the Magnesia Litera Award, her
short novel Amdliina nehybnost got the
Literary Award of a weekly Reflex in 2021
and was nominated for The Magnesia
Litera Award 2022. Her plays have been
translated and staged in various countries.
Her poems have been translated to twenty
languages, her poetry collections have
been published in Austria, Serbia, Greece,
the United Kingdom and Honduras.
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Nos jejiho otce / Will you stroke my skull?

Erik Satie: Gnossienne No. 1, Arvo Pdrt: Fiir Alina

KdyZ Amdlii ten den (pred dvéma lety) mama zavolala a fekla, Ze tata asi umdel,
a brecela, Amalie brecela hned taky. Umfel asi. (JeSté je tedy nadé&je, Ze se nékdo
zmylil ve zhodnocenti jeho télesnych funkei.)

Oznameni tohoto druhu prichazeji zdsadné telefonem: i mameé to predtim za-
volala pribuzn4 tatovy tieti Zeny. Amadlie ¢ekala aZ do vecera, Ze ji mama zavola, Ze
to asi byl ve skute¢nosti omyl, plany poplach, Ze je jen v nemocnici a uz se probira.

Ale telefon mlcel.

Cloveék pevné véri, Ze jemu se to nestane, rodic¢e nikdy neumfou, ti jeho ne.

KdyZ nékdy zndmi mluvili o smrti svych rodic¢i, pomyslela si - to je ale blbé, zni
to tak staromoédné, splihle.

Predstavit si umirat svého rodice je stejné t€Zké jako predstavit si ho soulozit
(a ze vSeho nejmin s druhym rodicem).

A pak je to tady.

Je nedéle jako kazda jina, bfeznova nedéle, tfi dny po svych 63. narozeninach
si tata sbali aktovku, naradi a nacini a jde k ,,babi¢ce” (z jeho tfeti rodiny) malovat
pokoj, aby v ném mohl bydlet jeho nevlastni syn se svou pritelkyni.

Tak to pry bylo, dozvédi se pozdéji od té cizi babicky, kterd zavola sanitku. Tata
si da kafe a buchtu od babicky, pak se mu najednou udél4 Spatné. Musi si sednout
do kresla. Natahni se, fika babicka.

Zkusi se natahnout, ale neni to lep§i, zase si sedne. Pak se zac¢ne v kiesle hroutit.
Hrouti se, hrouti a babicka vola pohotovost. Tata chce néco fict, ale neartikuluje.
chranafi a zkouSeji ho masirovat, davaji mu kyslikovou masku, pfijizdi jeho treti
Zena, ale uz je moc pozdé, béhem pil hodiny je po vSem.

Pry. Amalie si to neumi predstavit. To hrouceni jejiho taty, ktery ji volaval na na-
rozeniny a ptaval se setrva¢nym vtipem i odpoledne - Nazdar, nespi§? Nebudim
té? (Védeél, Ze A. malokdy vstava pred devatou.)

Tak a je to, bez pripravy, bez rozlouceni, nestihl si nic usporadat, lezi si mrtvy
na koberci uprostied dalSich zivotnich pland. Amalie si zkous$i predstavit jeho
umirani, ale nejde to.

O smrti vime jen z doslechu, protoZe nikdy nejsme u toho. Mrtvoly jsou okamzité
uklizeny a odneseny, nevime kam, ani jak se tvarily ve chvili smrti. Vime jen, Ze uz
nam nezatelefonuji.

Pro¢ prasklo tatovi srdce? Co mél zrovna na srdci? Rikd se, Ze muziim praska
srdce, protoze museli v zZivoté potlacdit tolik citi. Nesmi plakat verejné, Zeny
za né odzivaji jejich citovy Zivot.

Vybavila se ji ta fotka. Jeji rodice, tehdy mladi a Stihli, v kovové lod'ce, otec drzi
vesla, pfed mamou sedi Amadliin starsi bratr, tehdy asi dvoulety (ona na té fot-
ce neni, je to fotka ze sv€ta, v némz zatim nebyla), a ukazuje ruci¢kou do dali,
vS§ichni se tim smérem divaji, mama se usmiva a je dosud krasna. Rodice jsou
mladi, plni nadéje, feklo by se, kdyby dnes ¢lovék nevédél, Ze jejich manzelstvi
od zacatku spélo ke konci jako vSechno, co jednou zac¢ne. I kdyZ ten konec trval
patnact let a mezitim se jeSté stihla narodit Amalie.

Ted byla nedéle, Amdlie leZela bez pohybu v posteli, pozorovala bily strop a ne-
prestavala myslet na otcovu radost z nové vany, kterou ji asi pied deseti lety
ukazoval ve svém poslednim, tfetim domové. Velkd masaZzni vana s tryskami.
Taky myslela na jeho radost, kdyZ naSel pred par lety novou praci Skolniho
inspektora.
Myslela na jeho nehybné télo na koberci ve vztahu k nové vané s tryskami
a jeho nové roli inspektora bezpecnosti provozu Skoly.

Myslela na fotografie, které porizoval digitdlem docela neddvno na kitu své
pranetefe. Stavél se v kostele na $picky se vztazenou rukou s fotdkem, aby ce-
remonii vyfotil pres hlavy ostatnich. K ¢emu mu ty fotky pro cas Zivota, ktery
mu tehdy zbyval, asi byly? pfemySlela Amalie. A proc€ si vlastné fotil relativné
cizi dité on, ktery ji jako malou tak snadno opustil? To kvili jeho odchodu
se Amalii zapsalo do dus$e, Ze muziim na détech nezalezi. Ze déti jsou pro né
divodem, aby rodinu opustili.

Myslela taky na jeho nos, co s nim ted' asi bude. Pfemyslela o nosech, o téch
chrupavéitych vyc¢nélcich, ¢néjicich do euroamerického prostoru (v Asii ¢nély
0 néco méne), o Zivoucich dutinach vSeho Zivého, jimiZ do posledni chvile
do utrob proudi vzduch, ale z kterych pozdéji na lebkdach, kdyZ jsou ponechany
pod zemi, nezbude nic nez hriizyplny otvor.

Myslela na nos svého otce ve vztahu k otvoru v jeho lebce, ktery by se z nosu stal,
kdyby nemél byt zpopelnén, zatimco sama leZela v sobotu odpoledne v posteli
a hledéla do nehybného stropu svého bytu.
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Nékdo zvonil u jejich dvefi a ona neotevrela. Snad nehofi, pomyslela si.

Posledni dobou, at se Amadlie podivala, kam chtéla, vidéla jen pFibéh ustici
do rozkladu.

Ve stfedu byla na vernisaZi vystavy jednoho zndmého, a zatimco ji ostatni
obdivovali, ona si pfedstavovala, jak umélec ddvno upadl do zapomnéni a z his-
torie ho vytladili jini.

Vidéla roztomilé dité, a hned si piedstavila v rychlosti jeho rtst, dospivani,
jeho novou rodinu, néjaky potencidlni pracovni vzestup, zestarnuti, penzi a smrt.

Pozorovala razné projevy lidského usili, které ji Casto pFivadély k uzZasu,
a nedokdazala pochopit, co vSechny tvory pohani k tém nutkavym c¢innostem,
jimiz vyplnuji sviij vymezeny cas.

Pozorovala, jak se v jejim byté vZdy po urcité dobé hromadi prach ve stejnych
koutech, stirala ho rukou a smyvala do diezu. Nevédéla, pro¢ ma jeji prach
nartzovélou barvu.

Znovu a znovu si pod sprchou umyvala vlasy, které nechtély zlistat isté naporad.

Myslela na Sylvii Plath, ktera si ze stejného diivodu jednoho dne prestala
vlasy myt uplné&, sestoupila do sklepa svého domu, kde si vlezla do plastového
pytle a spolykala spoustu praskid. Kdyz se ji v nemocnici ptali, pro¢ to udéla-
la a pro¢ si vlastné prestala myt vlasy, odpovédéla: chtéla bych vSechno udélat
jen jednou a mit od toho uz navzdy pokoj!

Presné tohle si Amadlie préla.

Ale neméla nejmensi chut kupovat si kviili tomu plastovy pytel a lehat si
v ném do sklepa.

A tak jen leZela v posteli.
Najednou bylo pondéli a méla jit do prace, jenZe k tomu nenachdzela silu.

Zazvonil telefon, ktery uz tak dlouho nezvedala, nejdriv volala mama, nezvedla
to, pak psal Marek, neodpovédéla, ted volala jeji Séfova. A. to zvedla. Prijdes
dneska? byla zvédava. Neni mi dobre, fikd Amdlie. Musim k doktorovi. VyleZet
se. Zavési a dal hledi do bilého stropu, pozoruje prach ve stovce zahybti zdobené
drfevéné almary, vzpinajici se nad posteli.
Otec byl ze ¢tyr déti druhy nejmladsi.

Amalie myslela i na nehybné télo své tety, otcovy mladsi sestry, ktera se

trikrat v Zivoté pokusila o sebevrazdu. KdyZ ji napodruhé zachranili, zaptisdhla
se, Ze pristé uz se ji to povede.

Jednoho dne v zimé, asi rok pred tatovou smrti, ve svych necelych Sedesati
letech odesSla z domu a nevratila se. Jeji muZ po ni vyhlasil patrani, v televiznim
pofadu ji vyzyval k navratu domd, protoZe se predtim pohadali. AZ pozdéji se
zjistilo, Ze tehdy odesla do lesa, zapila prasky alkoholem, lehla si do snéhu
a usnula, tentokrat zdarné navzdy. AZ na jafe, kdyZ zacal slézat snih, ji nasli
houbafi.
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Her father’s nose / Will you stroke my skull?

Eric Satie: Gnossienne No 1., Arvo Part: Fur Alina

When Amalie’s mother called her in tears that day (two years ago) and said that
Dad had maybe died, Amélie immediately started crying as well. Maybe died. (So
there was still some hope that someone had made a mistake when assessing his
bodily functions.)

News of this kind invariably comes by phone: her mother had received a call
herself from a relative of father’s third wife. Amaélie then waited until the evening,
expecting her mother to call again to say that it was maybe a mistake after all, a
false alarm, that he was only in hospital, regaining consciousness.

But the phone was silent.

People firmly believe that this will not happen to them, that parents will never
die, not their parents.

When acquaintances occasionally spoke about the death of their parents,
she thought: this is silly, it sounds so old-fashioned, so limp.
Imagining a parent dying is as difficult as imagining them copulating (least of all
with the other parent).

And then it came.

On a Sunday like any other, a Sunday in March, three days after his sixty-third
birthday, her father packed his satchel and tools and set out to visit ‘Grandma’
(a member of his third family) to paint a room so that his stepson could move in
there with his girlfriend.

That’s how it happened, they found out later from that other grandma who
called the ambulance. Dad is given a coffee and a home-made sweet bun by the
grandma, and then, all of a sudden, he feels dizzy. He has to sit down in an arm-
chair. Why don’t you lie down, Grandma says.

He tries to lie down, but it makes him feel worse, so he sits back up again.
Then he starts slumping forward in the armchair. And as he keeps slumping,
grandma calls the emergency services. Dad wants to say something, but he can’t
articulate. His aorta has already ruptured. The nephew comes in and tries to
massage his heart. The paramedics arrive, they too try to massage his heart and
give him an oxygen mask. His third wife arrives, but it’s too late, within half an
hour it’s over.

That’s what they say. Amdlie is unable to imagine it. The collapse of her dad,
who would call her on her birthday, making a tired joke he would repeat even

in the afternoon: Hi there, did I wake you up? You're not still sleeping, are you?
(He knew that A. rarely got up before nine.)

So that’s it, without a warning, without a goodbye, he hadn’t managed to
arrange anything, and now he was lying dead on the carpet, in the middle of
various life plans. Amadlie tried to imagine him dying, but she didn’t succeed.

What we know about death is second-hand knowledge, because we are never
there when it happens. Dead bodies are immediately removed and taken away,
we don’t know where to or what their expression was at the time of death. We
only know that the dead will never call us again.

Why did Dad’s heart rupture? What was on his mind at that moment? They say
that men’s hearts rupture because they have to suppress so many feelings. They
are not meant to cry in public, women have to live their emotional lives for them.

She thought of that photo. Her parents, still young and slim, in a metal boat,
her father holding the oars and Amadlie’s older brother, at that time around two
years old, seated in front of her mother, his little hand pointing at something in
the distance; they are all looking in that direction, Mom is smiling and she’s still
beautiful. Amalie herself is not in the picture, because it was taken in a world in
which she didn’t exist yet. Her parents are young, you could say full of hope, if
you didn’t know that their marriage was doomed to end from the word go, like
everything that ever begins. Even though the end took fifteen years to come, and
Amalie managed to be born in the meantime.

Now it was Sunday, Amalie lay motionless in bed, staring at the white ceiling and
thinking about the delight with which her father had showed her the new bathtub
in his last, third, home, some ten years ago. It was a large whirlpool bath with
jets. She also thought of how pleased he was when he found a new job a few
years back and became a school inspector. She thought of his motionless body
on the carpet, and how it related to the new bathtub with jets and his new job as
a school health-and-safety inspector.

She thought of the digital pictures of his great-niece’s christening he took not
so long ago, standing on tiptoe in the church, holding the camera with his arm
stretched up to photograph the ceremony over everyone’s heads. What were they
good for these photos, she wondered, in that short time he had left to live? And
why did he photograph the baby of a relative stranger, yet left her so easily when
she was little? It was his departure that left a deep impression on her psyche and
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convinced her that men didn’t care about children. That for them, children were
areason to leave the family.

She also thought about his nose and what would happen to it now. She pondered
noses, those cartilaginous protrusions into Euromerican space - in Asia they
didn’t protrude as much - about the cavities through which all living beings draw
air into their lungs until the last moment, though later these protrusions disappear
from buried skulls, leaving nothing but a terrifying gaping hole.

As she lay alone in bed on Saturday afternoon staring at the motionless
ceiling in her apartment, she thought of her father in relation to the hole in his
skull that would be left there in place of his nose if he were not cremated.

Someone rang the bell at her door, but she didn’t open it. Where’s the fire? she
thought.

Lately, wherever Amadlie looked around, she saw a story leading to decay.

On Wednesday, she went to the opening of someone’s exhibition, and while
others admired the works, she imagined a future in which the artist was forgotten
and displaced by others in history.

When she saw a cute child, she immediately imagined it rapidly growing up
into an adult, its new family, potential career, old age, pension, death.

She observed various manifestations of human effort which often left her in awe,
and for the life of her she couldn’t comprehend what drove all those creatures to
engage in the compulsive activities with which they filled the time allotted to them.

She observed how the dust gathered regularly in the same corners of her
apartment, wiped it off with her hand and washed it down the sink. She didn’t
know what gave the dust a pink tinge.

Again and again, she he would wash her hair under the shower, as it stub-
bornly refused to stay clean forever.

She thought of Sylvia Plath, who one day stopped washing her hair for the
same reason, went into the basement of her house, wrapped herself in a plastic
bin bag and swallowed a lot of pills. When they asked her in hospital why she
had done it and why she stopped washing her hair, she replied: I'd like to do
everything just once and then be rid of it forever!

Exactly what Amadlie wanted.

But she didn’t have the slightest desire to buy a large plastic bin bag just for
that reason and lie wrapped in it in the basement.

And so she just lay in her bed.

Then it was Monday and she was meant to go to work, but she couldn’t
muster the strength to do it.

The phone she hadn’t been answering for some time rang. First it was her
mother, but she didn’t pick up, then Marek sent her a text message, again she
didn’t respond, and now it was her boss calling. This time she picked up. Are
you coming in today? her boss wanted to know. I'm not feeling well, Amdlie says,
I have to see a doctor and stay in bed. She hangs up and continues staring at
the white ceiling and observing the dust on the decorative relief of the wooden
wardrobe looming above her bed.

Her father was the third of four children.

Amalie thought about the motionless body of her aunt, her father’s younger
sister, who attempted suicide three times in her life. When they saved her the
second time, she swore that next time she would succeed.

One day in winter, about a year before her brother’s death, at the age of
almost sixty, she left home and didn’t come back. Her husband reported her
missing and begged her to come home on TV because they’d had an argument
earlier. Later it transpired that she had gone into the woods, washed the pills
down with alcohol, had lain down in the snow and fallen asleep, this time suc-
cessfully forever. It was only in spring, when the snow disappeared, that she
was found by mushroom pickers.

Translated by Alexandra Btichler
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Peter Sulej
Slovensko/Slovakia

Peter Sulej sa narodil v roku 1967

v Banskej Bystrici. Je jednym z hlavnych
predstavitelov experimentélnej poézie,
autorom romanov, rozhalsovych hier,
spoluautorom tanec¢nych predstaveni

a organizatorom literarneho Zivota. Je
Séfredaktorom Casopisu o sucasnej kulttre
a umeni Vlna. Zije v Bratislave.

Doteraz mu vysli basnické zbierky: prva
trilégia Porno (1994), Kult (1996), Pop
(1998), v jednom vydani ako Prva trilogia
(2010) a tzv. Modra trilégia Ndvrat

velkého romantika (2001), Archetypdlne
leto (2003) a Koniec modrého obdobia
(2008). Peter Sulej je spolu s Michalom
Habajom a Petrom Macsovszkym
spoluautorom zbierok Generator x:
Hmlovina a Generator x_2: Nové kddexy.
Jeho poézia a préza bola preloZena do
mnohych eurépskych jazykov. V roku
2014 vychadza zbierka Nody. V roku 2015
vychadza roman Spolu (nominécia na
cenu Anasoft litera 2016) a v roku 2019
roman Fytopaleontolégia (opat nomindcia
na cenu Anasoft litera 2020). Zatial'
posledna zbierka poézie Rotdcie mu vySla
v roku 2020. Jeho doteraz posledny roman
Chronofobia vysiel zaciatkom roku 2025.

Peter Sulej was born 1967, Banska
Bystrica, Slovakia. Peter Sulej is a poet
and writer. He is author of eleven poetry
books, two collections of short stories
and four novels, independent studies and
articles focused on contemporary art and
literature. His work has been translated
in many languages. He also write lyrics
for different alternative groups, radioplays
and concepts of contemporary dance
performances with his wife choreographer
Petra Fornayova. In 1994, he founded
Drewo a Srd editing house, which has
published many relevant works of Slovak
and world literature. In 1999, he founded
Vina (Wave), quarterly magazine for
contemporary art and culture. Each

issue is focused on a specific subject,
with many articles about contemporary
literature, theatre, music, fine arts and
dance. Peter Sulej was a co-founder

and the dramaturge of Ars Poetica,
international poetry festival, now he
coorganise international literary festival
Novotvar, yearly held in Bratislava. Living

in Bratislava, Slovakia.

Chronofdbia

Blumentalsky kostol Nanebovzatia Panny Marie odbija celt. Hotelovu izbu za-
plavuji ranné lace. Ked' zaciatkom pitdesiatych rokov prvykrat odchadzal, na
mieste dneSného hotela stdla kefkaren. Postavili ju v druhej polovici devitnaste-
ho storocia a so sedemndstimi budovami tvorila dominantu industridlnej zdény,
ktord sa v tychto miestach rozprestierala. ISlo o najvacsiu fabriku svojho druhu
v byvalej monarchii. Poc¢as stavby Avionu ratal valniky, ktoré neustdle privazali
novy materidl a odvazali hotové vyrobky. Po dvadsiatom ndkladiaku to vzdal.
Socializmus a tovéreri chrli zubné kefky pre celé Ceskoslovensko. Dnes je vietko
inak. Za hotelom sa ty¢i budova Narodnej banky. Medzi bankou a hotelom len na-
letové dreviny, invazivne rastliny a vietor nahanajuci igelitové vrecka. Plan nikoho
cakajuca na pokyn, rozkaz, zelenu, zdvihnuty palec od anonymného developera.
Na davku beténu, skla a chrému. Niekol'’ko budov byvalej tovarne preZilo. Otazne
je dokedy. Mozno ich uZ stihli vyhlasit za kultirne pamiatky a snad’ preziji. Aj
ked, produktovo, rozumej finanéne orientovand architektira je mimoriadne
kreativny odbor, a ked' sa chce, vZidy sa najde pri¢ina na asanaciu. Namiesto
nedalekej tabakovej tovarne vyrastla luxusnd obytnd $tvrt. Neostal kamen na
kameni. Histdria kompletne prepisana. Industridlna Bratislava pomaly prestava
existovat. Nakoniec bude vymazand z map. Premenend na objekt archivneho
vyskumu. Raz zmizne celé mesto.

Zoia stale spokojne spi. Uréite sa netrapi pre nejaku lokalnu pamétihodnost.
Videla padat celé riSe. Tisicrotné mesta premenené na popol a prach. Tak si to
aspon predstavuje. Polovica nahého tela vytféa spod periny. Pozera sa na dokonalé
krivky ¢asti chrbta, zadku, stehna a lytka. Vyzeraju rovnako ako pred patdesiatimi
piatimi rokmi.

Leto 1968. Bodamské jazero. Bregenz. Rozpravkové miniatirne historické
centrum. Niekol'ko uli¢iek, dve-tri ndmesticka. Okolo hory, vily a hnusna povoj-
nova zastavba. Este stéle rakuisky Statny obéan sa ide pomaly zmenit na Svajciara.
Zatial s v §tadiu planovania. Spolu s Maxom sa snazia spustit na vodu $portovi
plachetnicu. Max neustéle rozobera politicku situdciu v Ceskoslovensku. Vravi, Ze
o niekol'ko dni sa za¢ne ruska invazia. Adam by teraz nemal cestovat za rodinou.

Oponuje, Ze pani Rozenbergerovu hospitalizovali. M4 pre 1u lieky, ktoré su
v Ceskoslovensku nezohnatelné. Nevyzera to s iou velmi dobre. Ur¢ite je na vine
Max, kedZe ju na samom konci vojny vystrasil na smrt. Vie, Ze prestrelil. Vie vel-
mi dobre, Ze nevestina matka sa nedokaZze vyrovnat s vyvrazdenim celej rodiny.
ManZel, prvorodeny syn, rodicia, stari rodicia, svokrovci, bratranci... vSetci mrtvi.
Zastreleni. Zavrazdeni. Umuceni. Nepomohlo ani narodenie vnuka Petra. Spo-
menul si, ako plakala nad jeho koliskou. Mala panicku hrozu, Ze dieta postretne
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rovnaky osud ako najbliZSiu rodinu. Nemohla sa na vnuka ani len pozriet bez
zéchvatu paniky, oéi plné siz. Uzavrela sa do seba. Ni¢ nepomahalo. Vie, Ze Max
s tym nemal ni¢ spolo¢né. Ten len neveriacky kruti hlavou.

Nevdacnik! Zachranil som vam Zivot, povie dorazne.

Neda sa zivot zachraiiovat menej drastickymi met6dami? neodpusti si ustipac-
nd poznamku Adam. Druhy jachtér sa zatvari viac nez kyslo: akosi sa mi nechce
mysliet na minuld vojnu, ked nam hrozi nova. Adam nerozumie, pre¢o sa Rada
nepokusila invaziu zastavit. Pokusila, povedal mu Max uz pred par diiami.

Nezasahovanim? MoZno to nie je Gplne adekvatny sposob rieSenia podobnych
konfliktov, rype dotitho Adam.

Myslim, Ze vSetci ¢lenovia Rady urobili maximum, aby sa nieco podobné ne-
stalo. Dobre vies, Ze nie som ¢len Rady. Som prili§ mlady. Usmev je nie¢o medzi
pobavenim a ospravedlnenim. O tebe ani nehovoriac, doda.

Adamovi neostavalo ni¢ iné, len sa s informéaciou vyrovnat. Veri Maxovi. Jeho
predpovede sa vzdy splnili. Dnes sa dal nahovorit na plavbu po jazere, nie je vSak
taky naivny, aby nevedel, Ze vylet je len zdmienkou. Citi prud. Nieco sa vznaSa
vo vzduchu. Zmiitok je dokonaly. Natahuje sa s jachtou a pritom nie a nie prestat
mysliet na krajinu, kde prezil drvivu ¢ast Zivota. Obavy a strach zatla¢ili prad do
uzadia. Netusi, ¢o sa bude diat, nevie, ¢o presne by mal o¢akavat.

Ist teraz do Bratislavy predstavuje redlne bezpe¢nostné riziko, trva na svojom
Max. Adam vSak len méavne rukou a zaprie sa do kormy.

Vedel som, Ze to takto dopadne, povie fuciaci Max. Lod'konecne dotlacili k vode.
Zavolal som posilu. Budeme mat pasaZiera. Poobzer4 sa, ale nikoho nevidi. Zner-
voznie. UZ tu mala davno byt, 0ozndmi a mocuje sa pre zmenu s kladkami a lanami.
Adam ho poctva na pol ucha, ale Zensky rod zachyti.

Zena?

Dalo by sa povedat, Ze je Zena, aj ked u nej nie je isté ni¢, zaSomre. Potom povie
paméitnu vetu o tom, aby nikdy neveril Zene, s ktorou sa o chvilku zozndmi. Nie
je z14, to nie. V podstate ma vychovala. NieCo medzi sestrou a mamou, zasmeje
sa. Doda eSte nieco o starej ¢arodejnici.

Adam si okamzite spomenie na iniciacny pribeh o mniSke z prvého stretnutia
v kaviarni Slavia. Aliberga. Tak sa volala.

Stoji po pés vo vode, ked nartho dopadne tiefl. Pozrie sa hore smerom k mélu
a uvidi dokonalé krivky opdlenych noh. Na nohach vietnamky, minisukna, tricko
s malinkym krokodilom a asi najvécsie slne¢né okuliare, aké v Zivote videl. Roz-
hodne nevyzerd ani staro, ani ako reholné sestra a uz vobec nie ako ¢arodejnica,
aj ked' si musel priznat, Ze nikdy Ziadnu nevidel. Filmy nepo¢ital, hoci, moZno
by aj mohol.

Vedela som, Ze pridem akurat, povie a nasko¢i na palubu. Plavidlo sa nebez-
pecne rozkyva a Adam ma ¢o robit, aby sa nenamod¢il cely. Neznama posila mu
poda ruku a vytiahne ho na stdle sa kniSucu jachtu. Prida k tomu eSte odzbro-
jujuci usmev.

Vidim, Ze ste sa zoznamili, usmeje sa Max a doda: Zofa.

Adam.

Tesi ma, vykokce. Uvedomi si, Ze prave atraktivna Zena za kormidlom je do-
vodom, preco idud brazdit jazero. Staré meno novicky Alibergy je zrejme davno
zabudnuté, nahradené novym, modernejsim.

Napnit plachty! VyraZzame! zaveli Max a plachetnica sa rozleti smerom
k Lindau.

Zoiu, zda sa, nezobudi ani btiSenie zvonov. Pred ocami sa mu premietne prva noc
v Lindau. Na tomto mieste musel autor roménu sltbit hlavhému protagonistovi,
Ze ni¢, Co sa stalo v Lindau, sa nedostane na stranky romanu. NuZ, neostava nic¢
iné, len slub dodrzat, a posuntit sa v deji o tyzderi-dva dopredu.

Hektické dni, ktoré nasledovali, Adama dplne prevalcovali. Pobyt v okupovanej
Bratislave. Oni dvaja a ruské tanky v meste. Matej vystraseny na smrt. Vnuk Peter
bude mat osemnaést rokov. Vek ako stvoreny pre revolucionara. Vek ako stvoreny
pre martyra. Nevie, na koho dohliadnut skér. Na syna? Na vnuka? Na hospitali-
zovanu nevestinu mamu ¢i na uplakanu nevestu? Na stale zdhadnu Zenu, ktora
si vravi Zoia? Prid mu okamZite povedal, Ze je presne ako oni s Maxom. Nie, na
Zoiu rozhodne netreba dozerat. Mozno by mal davat pozor hlavne na seba. Snazil
sa na vSetkych frontoch. Doslova.

Prebiehajuci milostny roman na pozadi zndasilneného Statu. Hotel plny ruskych
déstojnikov. Agenti z celého sveta sa uZ ani len nesnazili pretvarovat. Chaos bol
priam hmatatelny. Zena z Bodamského jazera, s ktorou zdiela izbu a postel, je viac
nepritomnad ako pritomnd. Po prebdenej noci bez nej mu povolia nervy. Bal sa tak,
Ze nepocuval prud. Prva a poslednd hadka. Zbyto¢né héddka ako vSetky hadky. Skor
nedorozumenie ako hadka. Nazvime ju ostrejSou vymenou nazorov. Odvtedy je
Adamovi jasné, Ze so Zoiou sa rozhodne nema zmysel hadat.

Kam, preboha, kazdu noc chodiS? za¢ne zvySenym hlasom.

Zoia nepovie ni¢. Odkopne lodicky. Vyzlieka si Saty. Su nasiaknuté cigaretovym
dymom. Potom naha odpadne do postele.

Zopakuje otazku, uZ pokojnejsie.
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Potrebujem, pockaj, nie, nepotrebujem, ale chcem spat, pod ku mne, vyhyba sa
odpovedi.

Neviem. Nerozumiem. Kam stdle chodi§? urobi pauzu, ani sa nehne a po-
kracuje: Na Ustredny vybor strany? Na sovietske velenie?

Vidim, Ze Max ta vycvi¢il naozaj vynikajico, povie na Adamovo prekvapenie.

Myslel som to ironicky! skrikne. O ¢o sa to tu snaZzi§? kri¢i smerom k telu
stracajucemu sa v perinach. Zmes strachu a hnevu. Paralyzuje$s dostojnicky
zbor? Funkcionarov?

Zoia sa vyhrabe z perin a oprie sa o zdhlavie postele. Hlasno sa rozosmeje.
Oni sa predsa paralyzuju sami. Vravi sa tomu opijanie. / Len Max ti nedokazal
odovzdat ten svoj lezérny postoj k Zivotu. Pravda, leZérnost niekedy vyZzaduje ¢as.

Pockaj, viem! Viem, o ¢o sa snaZzis, povie rezignovane. Zabranit ostatnym, aby
sa navzajom vyvrazdili, zacituje Maxa.

Pozri, prisli a onedlho odidu, povie a zapali si cigaretu. Ano, dano! Neznasas,
ked' niekto faj¢i v izbe, nieto eSte v posteli.

Onedlho? naoko zhikne, povedz mi, prosim ta, onedlho pre nés alebo pre nich?
rukou mavne smerom k ulici.

Onedlho pre nas, samozrejme, ale urcite aj pre niektorych z nich, Zoia napo-
dobni Adamovo gesto. Mavne rukou smerom von.

Predpokladam, Ze analytické centrum uz vypocitalo, ako dlho bude trvat one-
dlho, skonStatuje eSte stdle rozc¢uleny. Znackari su uz v pohotovosti, v§ak?

Zoia pomaly prikyvne. Prvé odhady hovoria o patnastich az dvadsiatich rokoch.

Ale ved' to je celd jedna generdcia! skrikne. Nezd4 sa ti to cynické? Ti ludia -
mnohi z nich su, teda kedysi boli, mojimi priatelmi - nieComu uverili. Bude to
zniet pateticky, ale hovori sa tomu sloboda.

Prepali ho pohladom. Chvilku obaja mléia. Vie$, nezostarniit, byt veéne mlady,
neznamena byt vS§emocny. My nie sme bohovia, Adam.

Cize ¢o? Co mi chce§ povedat? Ze svet sa ma tak a tak?

Ten Wittgensteinov citat by mal zniet skor takto: Svet sa m4 nie tak a nie tak.
To, Co sa javi tak, nie je tak. My dvaja sme exemplarnym dokazom, smutne sa
usmeje, musi$ mi verit. Robime v8etko pre to, pockaj, aby som zacitovala tvojho
tutora, aby sa ostatni navzdjom nevyvrazdili.

My? Je nas viac? Teda viac v teréne? Myslel som si, Ze znackdri s regulovéikom
nikdy nezlezu zo svojej slonovinovej veZe.

Pravda, ale spravne je z veZi. Je viac veZi. A dno, niekto z naSich, rovnako ako
my, je v Prahe, Berline, PariZi, VarSave, Budapesti, Washingtone... / Adam ju zastavi
zdvihnutim ruky. Niekto niekde vZdy je, dopovie.

Predpokladam, Ze aj ja mam nejaku funkciu, nejaké zadelenie? na chvil'ku sa

zamysli, samozrejme, garde, odpovie si s ndznakom sklamania v hlase. A Max,
Max je /

V Moskve, sko¢i mu do reci. A predstav si, plukovnik Cartarescu je znovu
v Banskej Bystrici.

On uz je plukovnik? A stadle Rumun! naoko sa ¢uduje Adam, hoci si hned uve-
domi, Ze po vySe dvadsiatich rokoch by mohol byt aj general. O¢akaval by, Ze sa
prisiel do Banskej Bystrice stratit na veky vekov. Zmenit identitu. Zit a byt dalsich
dvadsat rokov niekym inym. Zmiitky vyvolané okupéciou prispievali k lah§iemu
dosiahnutiu ciela. Rumunsko sa predsa odmietlo zti¢astnit invazie, namieta.

Pozorovatel, je pozorovatel, odpovie.

Ach, aky bol len naivny. Nepri§li sem zastavit rusku invaziu, prisli zabezpecit
prechod blizneho svojho do iného Zivota. Koho uz len bude zaujimat nejaky
zatdlany rumunsky pozorovatel. Zoia mu vSetky dohady potvrdi.

Ano, ale... za¢ne a hned sa aj zasekne. Pozri, niektori si myslia, Ze by sme tu
vobec nemali byt. Konflikt povazuju za marginalny. Straty na Zivotoch minimélne.
Tvrdia, Ze treba energiu a ¢as sustredit inde. Pyta$ sa kde? Vietnam, Blizky vychod,
Afrika. Z Hongkongu sa zacal §irit novy virus. Chripkovy. Mozno zomrd statisice,
mozno miliény. Nie je nas dost.

Kol'ko? Kol'ko nas je? Max mi to nikdy nepovedal.

Nepovedal, pretoZe to nikto presne nevie. Sotva niekol'ko tisic, odhadujem.
Cislo sa skor zmensuje ako rastie. Osamely Zivot nie je pre kazdého. Dobrovolny
odchod po par storociach sa nejednému zd4 ako ldkava volba. Niekto nedokaze
prezit zoznamenie s pridom. Ukaze veci, ktoré nikto nechce vidiet. V3ak vies,
o ¢om hovorim. Mal si $tastie, ze ta prebudzal Max, povie a Adam nevie, ¢i ne-
zartuje. Spomenie si na koniec vojny a prvé zoznamenie s bar6nom von Boxberg.
Stastim by to rozhodne nenazval.

KaZdopadne si myslim, a nie som sama, pokracuje Zoia, Ze je mimoriadne do-
lezité byt natrvalo pritomny prave v tychto siradniciach. Krajina v medzipriestore.
Ani Vychod, ani Zapad. Medzipriestor ¢asto zmizne nielen z oci, ale aj z radarov.
Neviditelna krajina sa vZdy zide. Ludia a veci v neviditelnej krajine su neviditel-
né. Ciny su potom rovnako neviditelné. Na svete neexistuje vela neviditelnych
krajin. Krajin ukrytych v inych krajinach, v inych Statnych celkoch. Naviac mesta
a mestecka neviditelnej krajiny st ukryté v priamom srdci jednej z najvyspelejsich
civilizacii planéty. Prave neviditelnost medzipriestoru je najvy$sou devizou.

Neodpovedala si mi na otazku. Cituje§ Maxa, parafrazuje§ Wittgensteina,
zhadzuje$ krajinu, kde som sa narodil, vyrastol, prezil drvivi ¢ast Zivota, / ale
nepovie$ mi, ¢o presne robis.

/ Naopak, ja tito krajinu dviham do nebeskych vySok.
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Dobre teda, chapem. Do nebeskych vySok. Porta coeli sa uz otvara dokoran,
posmieva sa. Teraz mi, prosim, prosim, naozaj povedz, ¢o presne robis$? zopakuje
otazku este naliehavejsie.

Co presne robim? povzdychne si. Cas, snazim sa zastavit ¢as.

(tryvok z romé&nu Chronofébia, Marencin PT, 2025)

Chronophobia
This overzealous colleague of mine, Simona says, has enlisted some kind of hired
help to compile a database of noted architects from modernism to the present day.

I'm a hired hand, too, Liama objects. Am I also some kind?

Of course not, you're the best hired help in the world, says Simona, comforting
her. Anyway, he’s trying to pick up links connecting the architects who designed
the buildings with the locations of murders ascribed to the Architect with a capital
A.

Oh, great! An investigation going from nowhere to nowhere! This is more
like being in an art history class than helping out in a crime unit. Look, there are
even some women among them! Women architects! A list of architects will always
trump those gruesome photos. I've always had a soft spot for lists. Sometimes they
connect things that are unconnected, lumping everything together in one huge bag,
things and people that would otherwise never have met. Like the Slovak architect
Jurkovic¢ with a Japanese counterpart of his. Tojo Ito, she reads out aloud, taking
care to pronounce the name correctly. I've never heard of him but presumably
he’s Japanese. Or Barnabas Kissling, listed between Karfik and Koolhaas. Perfect.

The list may be a pain to make, but it’s an navigation tool when you are at
a dead end. I wonder what principle they followed in compiling it. Intuition per-
haps? Or that sinusoid you told me about earlier?, Simona ventures a guess. My
colleagues are planning to phone around local police stations in each of the cities
where these buildings are located and check if the Europol files have been updat-
ed: Buenos dias, have any women been murdered in the vicinity of the MACBA in
Barcelona? They’ll think we’ve gone completely crazy. How long can it take them
to phone around the whole world? It will be a challenge to find a single place on
the planet that doesn’t feature some landmark of modern architecture. If he’s in
Bratislava, he will have been everywhere.

You’ll never find a list like this on the internet, Liama won’t let up. It’s quite
something, anyway. Your overzealous colleague deserves to get promoted, she
says and smiles slightly.

Simona is at a loss for words. She remains silent for a moment, then remem-
bers: Ah, the piéce de résistance, it comes right at the end, as always. Can you think of
anything better than a non-existent murderer caught on camera and a non-existent
murder, since the alleged victim has died of heart failure? Of natural causes.

And then there’s a list of architects whose creations the police are trying to
match up with murders of young women. Wow, how exciting! Liama whoops.

Well, I can! Clearly this police report shouldn’t be of any interest to us, as this
whole ‘Architect’ business is a load of nonsense but... a dramatic pause ensues.
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Our cybersecurity team, the unit for fighting hybrid threats or whatever they’re
calling themselves these days, have picked up on this hoax spreading on the dis-
information scene. Apparently, a group of individuals who don’t age, stay young
forever and are endowed with superpowers, has been operating in Bratislava.
They’re trying to stop a murderous monster known - you’d better sit down - as
‘the Architect’.

The Architect, the two of them utter at the same time.

Either we’ve been wiretapped or there’s been a fresh leak. Someone is trying
to thwart our investigation. Most likely those bastards from the National Crime
Agency. Or I'm just at my wits’ end and can no longer trust my own common
sense.

So the case is snowballing? Liama asks. Seeing that Simona seems confused,
she spells it out: the snowball effect. A hoax tends to accrue more and more detail,
allegations, hearsay, evidence, facts, what have you, until it implodes.

It’s insane. The bullshit count seems to increase by the day. We would never
be able to read it all even if we lived forever. Apparently, their leader is a beauty,
the Architect’s former mistress, who is several thousand years old. One of the
‘good ones’ among the ageless is even said to come from Slovakia and was a re-
sistance fighter in the Slovak National Uprising. Another served in the SS during
World War II, although in fact he was an English spy, so another good one as well,
albeit in a SS uniform. And as if that weren’t enough, the great-grandson of the
resistance fighter is also alleged to live in this city - he is also one of the ageless
ones, though he doesn’t yet know it. He has to awaken, undergo an initiation
ritual, a consecration. Some claim they are really extraterrestrials who arrived on
Earth as an advance guard to prepare the ground for an invasion. Others believe
them to be special agents of an unnamed intelligence agency who have come to
destabilise the government or topple it by instigating a coup. They’re also said
to be planning to seize control of the key economic movements and put a stop
to the poison of liberalism, or fascism or populism, as the case may be. How?
By infiltration - that works everywhere, it’s the magic word, open sesame. They
simply infiltrate everything. So basically, a load of crap. Except that I might be the
one who will implode well before that damned hoax does. All that will be left of
me is a blood stain on the ground. Who comes up with such fucking nonsense
and why? Pardon my French.

Artificial intelligence.

(excerpt from the novel Chronophobia, Maren¢in PT, 2025)
Translated by Julia Sherwood
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Kosti

Prisla sem nakrtitit film o svojej babicke, je znama dokumentaristka z mesta, te-
raz chodi od domu k domu a hl'ad4 niekoho, kto si babicku pamét4, pri kazdom
vchode znovu vyslovuje meno, ktoré si vymyslela, pretoZe jej babicka Zije cely
zivot v meste a nikdy z neho nevyliezla a tu urcite nikdy nebola, film potom bude
vystavovat v galérii a zverejni ho na internete, hovori, v televizii nie, odpoveda,
to dnes uz velmi nemd zmysel, nevadi, Ze ste ju nepoznali, Ze ste o nej nepoculi,
nieco mi o sebe povedzte, hovori, usmieva sa a muz jej rozpovie, jeho rodina tu
na kopaniciach Zije odnepaméti, on pracoval v armaturke, ale ti zavreli a potom
nemal ¢o robit, a tak nahovaral v§etkym detom, Ze je na pozemku za ich domami
zakopana kostra dinosaura, a tak deti celé dni kopali, niektoré kopali celé tyzdne
a niekedy vykopali aj to, ¢o nemal vykopat nikto nikdy, a on ich pozoroval a opéat
mal ¢im vypfﬁat' ¢as, ak tu su nejaké deti, moéZem ich nie¢o nauéit, hovori ona,
zorganizovat workshop, ale tu uz davno Ziadne deti nie si, odpoveda muz s ko-
strami, posledné z nich ndm zanechalo cintorin, pretoZe to bolo zvlastne dieta,
neustale sa zaoberalo mftvymi zvieratami, oslobodzovalo mrtve mysSi z pasci
a zbieralo uhynuté sykorky a drozdy a v starej Sope plnej prachnivejucich dosiek
potom stikalo dokopy krivé nahrobky a kriZze a malou lopatkou kopalo jamy do
zeme, ale toto dieta nezaujimali kostry dinosaurov, tomuto dietatu sa tiez snazil
nahovorit, Ze ma hladat kostry dinosaurov, ale dieta sa neobtazovalo odpovedat,
nadalej videlo iba tie svoje hlodavce, tie svoje sykorky a drozdy a kriZze a nahrob-
ky a ja som to dieta nemal rad, hovori, nieCo mi na riom nesedelo, nie¢o ma na
tom dietati desilo a hovoril to tak ¢asto a tolkym ludom a tak vaZzne, az to dieta
napokon sadlo do auta plného veci a odislo aj s rodi¢mi a uZ sa tu nikdy neu-
kazalo, ulava, dopfﬁa suseda z vedlajSieho domu, aj ona vSetko vedela, vSetko
o dietati od muZa s kostrami pocula, a tak ju dieta desilo rovnako a ona snivala
o jeho odchode a snivala o ladovom hokeji, v ktorom vSetkych hravo porazila,
a snivala o muzovi s kostrami a celé roky ¢akala, kym jej prejavi svoju ndklonnost
a snivala o tom a dufala v to a on to neurobil a potom sa zjavil iny a ona si ho uz
nemohla dovolit odmietnut, ako by to vyzeralo, ale iny uz je pod zemou a ona
obcas znovu sniva o l'adovom hokeji a o muzovi s kostrami, ale tentoraz ide o je-
den a ten isty sen, pretoZe v ladovom hokeji soti muza s kostrami na zem a lad
pod nim praskne a on sa ponori do vody, ktora je fialova, a ona streli gol a zapas
skondi a to je posledny sen, aky jej ostal, a opakovane sa k nej vracia a ona ho
vita ako starého priatela, ale meno vasej starej mamy mi ni¢ nehovori, mlada
pani, ospravedliiuje sa, ale skuste inych, vela nas tu uz neostalo, ospravedliuje
sa, viac prazdnych stodol neZ plnych domov, ospravedliiuje sa, bola ucitel’ka, ale
deti jedno po druhom ubudli a ona nemala koho uéit, ospravedlriuje sa, odvtedy

uz len tak ¢aka, dohovori a zapozera sa na drobné kopce za horizontom, akoby
spoza nich malo kazdu chvilu ¢osi prist, a iny, ten, ktorého si nemohla dovolit
odmietnut, pracoval v obchode a predaval denne dva chleby a dve mlieka a dve
balenia ryze a dva kilogramy miky a a dve vrecka zemiakov, to ak mal $tastie,
a dufal, Ze predd aj vino a predad aj pivo a slivovicu a vodku a borovicku a konak,
ale ludia si tu vzdy palili vlastné, slivky rastli vSade naokolo, ¢lovek sa o ne potky-
nal, a ak sa im nechcelo palit, zobrali od suseda, a ak sa nechcelo susedovi, sadli
si do hostinca a nezdvihli sa hoci aj cely den a potom iny nepredaval ani jeden
chlieb a ani jedno mlieko a obcas predal trochu ryZe a trochu muky a potom
stal sdm medzi prazdnymi regdlmi a nebol si isty, Co presne sa stalo, a potom
zatvoril obchod a na jeho mieste otvorila va¢Si hostinec t4, ktora jedla oranZové
bobule, ale ani ten uz nefunguje, je z nas najstarsia, azda ona si bude pamitat
vasu babicku, no ak chcete hovorit s fiou, mlada pani, budete musiet zist dole
cestou, druha odbocka doprava, okolo $eststoro¢ne;j lipy, za fiou uvidite opusteny
dom, kisok od neho dalsi, to je ten, pri ktorom musite zazvonit.

Lipa je obrovska, stoji pri potoku, je SirSia neZ dve autd a ma duty kmen, po-
¢as vojny sa v iom vraj ukryvali partizani, to jej tu nepovedal nikto, vygooglila si
to pred prichodom, aby si ziskala ich déveru, ni¢ iné sa jej vygooglit nepodarilo,
a tak teraz vojde dovnitra a pozrie sa nad seba a pozoruje, ako sa vnttro kmetiu
smerom do vySky postupne zuZuje a na Uplnom vrchu je prasknuté, a tak sem
prenika denné svetlo a inak tu nie je ni¢, ¢o by ju upttalo, z lipy vylezie a pokracuje
okolo spustnutého opusteného domu dalej po zarastenom Strkovom chodniku
a kdesi v dialke unavene Stekd pes, potom dlho zvoni a nikto neotvéra a uz to
takmer chce vzdat, ked' sa vchodové dvere koneéne otvoria a v nich stoji t4, ktora
jedla oranZové bobule, a vlasy ma riedke a uplne biele a na mnohych miestach
jej pomedzi ne presvita pokozka a zmitene sa na fiu pozera a snazi sa ju zaradit
a ona len ml¢i a ¢akd, a tak ju t3, ktora jedla oranZové bobule, po chvili oslovi
slovom mama a ona pochopi, Ze ta, ktora jedla oranZové bobule, si nepaméita uz
vobec ni¢, a tak ju opravi a povie nie, nie som tvoja mama, som tvoja vnucka, ty
si moja babicka a t4, ktora jedla oranZové bobule, prikyvne, akoby si spomenula,
a pozve ju dalej a ona vojde do zanedbaného starého domu a predstiera, Zze sem
takto isto vchadzala uz tol'kokrat predtym, hoci je tu prvy raz, a zloZi si ruksak
na kreslo pri spordku a v kuchyni prehlada vsetky zasuvky a v obyvacke otvori
vSetky skrinky a obcas z nich nieco vytiahne, prezrie si to a do skrinky to vrati
alebo nevrati a uvazuje, ako to vyriesit s vymyslenym menom, a pokusne ho
vyslovi pred tou, ktora jedla oranzové bobule, a povie, tak sa volas, babicka, a t4,
ktora jedla oranZzové bobule, suhlasne prikyvne, to nebolo tazké, ale ¢o ostatni,
ostatnych presvedd¢i tazsie, dvom uz nahovorila vymyslené meno, muz s kostrami
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a Zena, ktora cakala, si eSte pamataju, ale moZno to nebude ani nutné, staru aj
tak nikto nebude brat vazne, a ked' prejde vsetky zasuvky a vSetky skrinky vo
vsetkych izbach zanedbaného starého domu, povie, Ze musi ist dalej, ale vrati sa,
a ta, ktord jedla oranZové bobule, prikyvne a povie, zatial ti navarim nieco dobré,
a sadne si do kresla a nevari ni€ a ona odide a kraca dalej popri potoku, takmer
v lom nie je voda, iba kamene a Strk a blato a Spina a na kazdom kroku mnozstvo
odpadkov a po par minutach dorazi k dalSiemu domu a tento dom vyzera lepSie
nezZ vSetky ostatné a je vac¢si a udrziavanejsi a za oknami vidi zndmky pohybu,
a tak zazvoni a okamzZite jej otvori stary muZz a pyta sa, ¢o potrebuje, a o¢ami
a sklonom pevne zovretych pier jej dava najavo, Ze je tu nevitand, a ona mu
odpoved4, Ze je dokumentaristka z mesta, teraz chodi od domu k domu a hlada
niekoho, kto si paméta jej babicku, kedysi tu Zila a vyslovi meno, ktoré si vymyslela,
a muz so zovretymi perami iba pokruti hlavou a zatvori jej dvere pred nosom
a ona tam chvilu stoji a uvazuje, ako sa dostat dovntitra, potom sa obréati a kraca
naspét popri potoku a hore $trkovym chodnikom a kdesi v dialke unavene Steka
pes a ona sa vrati na hlavnua cestu a k domu Zeny, ktora ¢akala, a opét zazvoni
a pyta sa na muza so zovretymi perami a hovori Zene, ktord ¢akala, ako velmi sa
s nim potrebuje rozpravat a aké dolezité by to mohlo byt pre jej film a pyta sa, ¢i
o fiom niec¢o nevie, a hovori, Ze muZ so zopnutymi perami jej nechce povedat ni¢
a dvere jej bez slova zatvoril pred nosom, a Zena, ktora ¢akala, chapavo prikyvuje
a hovori 4no, taky on je, nikomu neddveruje a hanbi sa a to vSetko kvoli bratovi,
mlada pani, mal brata a na tom bratovi nam nieco nesedelo, nieCo nds na iom
desilo, ten brat bol vzdy zvlastny a iny uz ako dieta a nikdy ho nezaujimalo to, ¢o
inych chlapcov, a nikdy nebehal za dievéatami, a ani ked' ho ich otec vyzval, aby
si nasSiel Zenu, brat to neurobil, a ani ked ho vyzval, aby iSiel za farara, aZ ten brat
napokon raz pocas chladnej jarnej noci zobral kufor plny veci a peSo odkracal
do okresného mesta a nasadol na autobus a uz sa tu nikdy neukazal a uz o riom
nikto nepocul, ani otcovi na pohreb nepriSiel, ani vlastny brat o iom nepocul, az
jedného dinia o mnoho rokov neskor prisla sprava z mesta a muZz so zovretymi
perami zistil, Ze jeho brata v hlavhom meste zabili a rozkopali mu hlavu na kasu
pocas takej istej chladnej jarnej noci a bratovi sa v hlavnhom meste asi darilo, pre-
toze zanechal velké dedic¢stvo a nezanechal ani zenu, ani deti, ani nikoho iného,
kto by po ilom mohol dedit, a tak muZ so zopnutymi perami, ktory bol dovtedy
stavbarom a prace nikdy nebolo dost, pretoze uz nikto ni¢ nestaval a nikto ni¢
neopravoval, zdedil vSetko a rozsiril a zrekonStruoval svoj dom a Zena od neho
odisla ktovie kam a teraz v iom Zije sam a nedoveruje nikomu, viete, vSeliCo sa
povrava a on o tom nechce ani poc¢ut a o bratovi nepovie ani slovo, ale ak s nim
potrebujete hovorit, mlada pani, presved¢im ho, dajte mi par hodin a presved-

¢im ho, je to pre dobro vSetkych, aby sme boli vo vaSom filme, a kde vObec mate
kameru, mlada pani, ani som nevidela, Ze by ste mali kameru, a ona sa vyhovori,
7e ju nechala v aute, a v skuto¢nosti Ziadnu kameru nemad a nakricat tu moze
iba tak na telefén, ale to nie je podstatné, pretoZe k tomu ani neddjde, ale Zene,
ktora cakala, vysvetlenie staci, dajte mi par hodin a veCer mu zazvorite znovu.

(tryvok z knihy VSetko je v poriadku, viade je ldska)
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Bones

The woman came here to shoot a film about her grandmother, she’s a well-known
documentary filmmaker from the city, now she goes from house to house, looking
for someone who remembers her grandmother, at each door, she utters the name
she made up again, because her grandmother has lived her whole life in the city
and has never left it, and she certainly has never been here, the film will then be
exhibited in a gallery and available online as video on demand, says the woman,
not on television, she answers, that doesn’t make much sense anymore, no, it
doesn’t matter that you didn’t know her or that you haven’t heard about her, tell
me something about yourself, she says, she smiles and the man answers her, his
family has been living here in the kopanice settlement for generations, he worked
in the armature factory, but then it closed down and then he had nothing to do
so he convinced all the children that the skeleton of a dinosaur is buried on the
land behind their houses and the children kept digging for days, some of them for
weeks, and sometimes they dug up even what nobody should have ever dug up,
and he observed them, once again having something to fill his time with, if there
are any children here, I can teach them stuff, she says, I can organize a workshop,
but there haven’t been any children here for a long time, responds the man with
the skeletons, the last of them left us a cemetery, because it was a strange child,
constantly occupying itself with dead animals, freeing dead mice from traps, and
collecting deceased tits and thrushes, and in an old shed full of rotting boards,
it then assembled crooked tombstones and crosses, and with a small shovel, it
dug holes in the ground, but this child showed no interest in dinosaur skeletons,
he also tried to persuade this child to look for dinosaur skeletons, but the child
didn’t bother to react, it continued to see only its rodents, its tits and thrushes
and crosses and tombstones and I disliked the child, he says, something was
wrong with the child, something about that child terrified me and he spoke about
it so often and to so many people and so seriously that the child finally got into
a car full of things and left with its parents, and it never showed up here again, a
relief, adds the neighbour from the next house, she also knew everything, heard
everything about the child from the man with the skeletons, and the child scared
her just as much and she dreamt of its departure and she dreamt about ice hockey,
where she effortlessly defeated everyone, and she dreamt of the man with the
skeletons, waiting for years for him to show his affection and she dreamt and
hoped for it, but he never did, then another one appeared, and she couldn’t afford
to reject him anymore, how would it look, but the other one is already buried
underground and she occasionally dreams again of ice hockey and the man with
the skeletons, but this time it’s one and the same dream because in ice hockey,

she knocks the man with the skeletons to the ground, and the ice beneath him
cracks, and he plunges into the water, and the water is purple, and she scores a
goal and the match ends and this is the last dream she has left and it returns to
her repeatedly and she greets it as an old friend, but your grandmother’s name
doesn’t ring a bell, young lady, she apologizes, but try the others, there aren’t
many of us left, she apologizes, more empty barns than occupied homes, she
apologizes, she was a teacher, but one by one, the children dwindled, and she
had no one to teach, she apologizes, and since then, she just waits, she finishes
and she gazes at the small hills beyond the horizon, as if something were about
to come from behind them any moment, and the other one, the one she couldn’t
afford to reject, worked in a store and each day he sold two loaves of bread and
two boxes of milk and two packs of rice and two kilograms of flour and two bags
of potatoes, if he was lucky, that is, and hoped that he would also sell wine and
beer and slivovica and vodka and juniper brandy and cognac, but in these parts,
people always distilled their own stuff, plums grew everywhere, one stumbled
upon them, and if they didn’t feel like distilling their own, they took some from
their neighbour and if the neighbour didn’t feel like it, they sat down in the pub
and didn’t get up for the whole day and then the other one didn’t sell a single
bread or a single box of milk and occasionally sold a bit of rice and a bit of flour
and then he stood alone among the empty shelves and wasn’t sure exactly what
had happened, and then he closed the store permanently and in its place, the
one who ate orange berries opened a larger pub, but even that one is no longer
operating, she is the oldest among us, perhaps she will remember your grand-
mother, but if you want to speak with her, young lady, you’ll have to go down the
road, take the second turn to the right, past the six-hundred-year-old lime tree,
behind it, you’ll see an abandoned house, a little further another one, that’s the
one where you must ring the bell.

The lime tree is enormous, stands by the stream, is wider than two cars,
and has a hollow trunk, during the war, it is said that partisans hid in the tree
trunk, no one here told the woman about it, she googled it before coming here
to gain their trust, she couldn’t find anything else on Google, so now she enters
the tree, looks up, and observes how the interior of the trunk gradually narrows
upwards, and at the very top, it is cracked, allowing daylight to penetrate, other-
wise, there is nothing here that would captivate her, she climbs out of the lime
tree, she continues around the dilapidated, abandoned house, further along the
overgrown gravel path, and somewhere in the distance, a tired dog barks, then
she rings the doorbell for a long time, and no one responds, she’s about to give up
when the entrance doors finally open, and there stands the one who ate orange
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berries, her hair is sparse and completely white, and in many places, her skin
peeks through between them, and she looks at the woman confusedly, trying to
identify her, and the woman just stays silent, waiting, and eventually, the one who
ate orange berries addresses her with the word mum, and the woman realizes
that the one who ate orange berries doesn’t remember anything at all and so she
corrects her, saying, no, no, I'm not your mum, I'm your granddaughter, you are
my grandmother, and the one who ate orange berries nods, as if recalling, and
invites the woman inside, and she enters the neglected old house, pretending she
has entered this way many times before, although it’s her first time here, and she
places her backpack on the chair by the stove, and in the kitchen, she searches
through all the drawers, and in the living room, she opens all the cabinets and
occasionally takes something out, examines it, and either puts it back or doesn't,
and she contemplates how to handle the fake name and tentatively pronounces
it in front of the one who ate orange berries, saying, that’s your name, grandma,
and the one who ate orange berries nods in agreement, it wasn’t difficult, but what
about the others, convincing the others will be harder, she already mentioned
the fake name twice, the man with the skeletons and the woman who waited still
remember, but perhaps it won’t even be necessary, no one will take the old hag
seriously anyway, and after going through all the drawers and all the cabinets
in all the rooms of the neglected old house, the woman says she has to go but
promises to come back, and the one who ate orange berries nods and says, in
the meantime, I'll cook something good for you, and the one who ate orange
berries sits in the chair and doesn’t cook anything and the woman leaves and
continues walking along the stream, there is almost no water in it, only stones,
and gravel, and mud, and dirt, and at every step, a multitude of garbage, after a
few minutes, she arrives at another house, and this one looks better than all the
others, it’s bigger and better-maintained, and signs of movement are visible be-
hind the windows, and so she rings the bell, and an old man immediately opens
the door, asking what she needs, and with his eyes and a tight-lipped expression,
he conveys that she is not welcome, and she answers that she’s a documentary
filmmaker from the city, now she goes from house to house, looking for someone
who remembers her grandmother, who once lived here, and she pronounces the
fake name, and the man with tight lips just shakes his head and closes the door in
front of her face, and the woman stands there for a while, pondering how to get
inside, and then she turns around and walks back along the stream and up the
gravel path, and somewhere in the distance, a tired dog barks, and she returns
to the main road and to the house of the woman who waited, and rings the bell
again, and asks about the man with tight lips, she tells the woman who waited

how much she needs to talk to him and how important it could be for her film,
she asks the woman who waited if she knows anything about him, saying that
the man with tight lips doesn’t want to tell her anything and closed the door in
her face without a word, and the woman who waited nods understandingly and
says, yes, that’s how he is, he doesn’t trust anyone and is ashamed, all because
of his brother, young lady, he had a brother and something about that brother
didn’t sit well with us, something about him terrified us, the brother was always
peculiar and different, even as a child, and he was never interested in what other
boys were, he never chased after girls, and even when their father urged him
to find a wife, the brother didn’t do it, and even when their father urged him to
become a priest, he didn’t do it, and eventually, that brother, during a cold spring
night, took a suitcase full of things, walked to the district town, boarded a bus,
and was never seen here again, no one heard about him, he didn’t even come to
their father’s funeral, even his own brother never heard from him, until one day,
many years later, news came from the city, and the man with tight lips learned
that his brother had been killed and his head smashed to pieces during a similar
cold spring night in the capital city, and apparently, the brother was doing well
in the capital because he left a large inheritance and left behind neither a wife
nor children nor anyone else who could inherit after him, and so, the man with
tight lips, who had been a builder until then, with never enough work because
no one was building or repairing anything anymore, inherited everything and
he expanded and reconstructed his house, and his wife left him, who knows
where, and now he lives there alone, trusting no one, you know, there’s all sorts
of gossip, and he doesn’t want to hear about it, he won’t utter a word about his
brother, but if you need to talk to him, young lady, I'll convince him, give me a
few hours, and I'll persuade him, it’s for the good of everyone here to be in your
film, and where do you even have a camera, young lady, I didn’t even see that
you had a camera, and the woman lies, saying she left it in the car, and in reality,
she doesn’t have any camera, and she can only shoot on her phone, but that’s not
relevant because it won’t happen, still, the explanation is enough for the woman
who waited, give me a few hours, and ring his doorbell again in the evening.

(excerpt from the book Everything’s Fine, Love Is Everywhere)
Translated by the author himself
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