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Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 2009, Ri jo podeljuje
Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev, dobi

Der Verein Slowenischer Schriftsteller verleiht den Internationalen
Literaturpreis Vilenica fiir das Jahr 2009 an

The Slovene Writers’ Association presents the Vilenica 2009
International Literary Prize to

Claudio Magris
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Claudio Magris

Claudio Magris se je rodil leta 1939 v Trstu. Italijanski pisatelj, esejist,
kolumnist, prevajalec in dramatik je diplomiral na univerzi v Torinu in
bil kasneje imenovan za rednega profesorja univerz v Trstu in Torinu. Prejel
je tudi Stevilne castne doktorate Stevilnih uglednih evropskih univerz. Ves
¢as svojega ustvarjanja je Magris v svoji domovini $iril zavest o srednje-
evropski kulturi in habsburS$kem mitu ter pri tem prevrednotil vpliv
hebrejske dediscine na srednjeevropsko tradicijo. Prvi vecji prodor je
Magrisu uspel prav s tematiziranjem multikulturnosti v evropski zgodo-
vini v delu Danubio (Donava), prevedenim v Stiriindvajset jezikov, ki
predstavlja njegov opus magnum. Magris ni le esejist, pisatelj in dramatik
svetovnega formata, temvec je tudi priznan prevajalec Ibsna, Kleista,
Schnitzlerja, Biichnerja in Grillparzerja. V letih 1994-1996 je bil izvoljen
za strankarsko neodvisnega senatorja v Rimu. Po prodoru na italijansko
politi¢no areno je bil v letih 2001-2002 predstojnik katedre za evropske
Studije na College de France. Leta 2007 je bil imenovan za castnega
profesorja na univerzi v Kopenhagnu. Je tudi ¢lan raznih italijanskih in
tujih akademij: Deutsche Akademie fiir Sprache und Dichtung v
Darmstadtu, Osterreichische Akademie der Wissenschaften, Accademia
delle Scienze di Torino, Ateneo Veneto, Akademie der Wissenschaften v
Gottingenu, Akademie der schonen Kiinste Miinchen, Akademie der Kiinste
Berlin, Accademia dei Lincei. Prejel je Stevilne Castne naslove: Chevalier
dans I'Ordre des Art et Lettres de 1a République Francaise, Bjornsonorden
Den Norske Orden for Litteraere Fortjenester, Officer de 'Ordre des Art
et Lettres da la République Francaise, Cavaliere di Gran Croce della
Repubblica Italiana 2001, Commandeur dans 'Ordre des Arts et des Lettres
de la République Francaise 2004. Njegovi eseji in kolumne so bili veckrat
objavljeni v ¢asniku Corriere della Sera ter v drugih evropskih zbornikih
in ¢asopisih.



Claudio Magris

Claudio Magris was born in the Italian city of Trieste in 1939. The Italian
writer, essayist, columnist, translator and playwright completed his gradu-
ate studies at the University of Turin before being appointed full profes-
sor at the Universities of Trieste and Turin. He has also received honorary
doctorates from many distinguished European universities. Throughout
his career Magris has spread awareness of Central European culture and
the Habsburg myth in his home country, reevaluating the influence of
the Hebrew heritage on the Central European tradition. In fact,
thematising the multiculturality of European history in Danubio (Dan-
ube), his magnum opus, won him his first major breakthrough and was
translated into twenty-four languages. Apart from winning worldwide
acclaim for his awarded essays, novels and plays, Magris has also distin-
guished himself as a translator of Ibsen, Kleist, Schnitzler, Biichner, and
Grillparzer. Furthermore, in the years 1994 - 1996 he served as a senator in
Rome. Subsequent to his entry into the Italian political arena, he held the
European Chair at the College de France between the years 2001 - 2002,
and in 2007 he was appointed honorary professor at the University of Co-
penhagen. Claudio Magris is also a member of various Italian and foreign
academies: Deutsche Akademie fiir Sprache und Dichtung in Darmstadt,
Osterreichische Akademie der Wissenschaften, Accademia delle Scienze
di Torino, Ateneo Veneto, Akademie der Wissenschaften in Gottingen,
Akademie der schonen Kiinste Miinchen, Akademie der Kiinste Berlin,
Accademia dei Lincei. He holds a number of honorary titles: Chevalier
dans I'Ordre des Art et Lettres de la République Francaise, Bjornsonorden
Den Norske Orden for Litteraere Fortjenester, Officier de 'Ordre des Art
et Lettres de la République Francaise, Cavaliere di Gran Croce della
Repubblica Italiana 2001, Commandeur dans I'Ordre des Arts et des Lettres
de la République Francaise 2004. His essays and columns have been pub-
lished in Corriere della Sera as well as in other European journals and
newspapers.



Claudio Magris

|zbor nagrad

Claudio Magris je za svoje literarne dosezke na podrocju proze, esejistike
in dramatike prejel Ze veC kot osemdeset nagrad. Med njegova najpomemb-
nejsa priznanja sodijo:

nagrada strega (1997)

Wiirthova nagrada za evropsko kulturo (1999)

leipziSka knjizna nagrada za evropsko sporazumevanje (2001)

nagrada erasmus (2001)

nagrada princa Asturije (2004)

avstrijska drzavna nagrada za evropsko literaturo (2005)

nagrada Kythera (2007)

nagrada Walterja Hallsteina (2008)

|zbrana bibliografija

Proza

Illazioni su una sciabola (Sklepanje o sablji), roman, Cariplo-Laterza,
Milano-Bari 1984; Studio Tesi, Pordenone 1986; Garzanti, Milano 1992.

Danubio (Donava), Garzanti, Milano 1986.

Un altro mare (Drugo morje), roman, Garzanti, Milano 1991.

Il Conde (El Conde), kratka zgodba, Melangolo, Genova 1993.

Microcosmi (Mikrokozmosi), Garzanti, Milano 1997.

Fra il Danubio e il mare. I luoghi, le cose e le persone da cui nascono i
libri (Med Donavo in morjem. Kraji, reci in ljudje, ki porodijo knjige),
Garzanti, Milano 2001 (skupaj z videoposnetkom istoimenskega filma
F. Conversana in N. Grignaffinija, ustanoviteljema Movie Movie Bologna).

Alla cieca (Na slepo), roman, Garzanti, Milano 2005.

Linfinito viaggiare (Brezkoncno potovati), potopis, Mondadori, Milano
2005.

Eseji in znanstvena dela

Il mito absburgico nella letteratura austriaca moderna (Habsburski mit
v moderni avstrijski knjiZevnosti), Einaudi, Torino 1963.

Wilhelm Heinse, Universita di Trieste, Trieste-Udine 1968.

Tre studi su Hoffmann (Tri Studije o Hoffmannu), Cisalpino, Milano-Varese
1969.

Lontano da dove. Joseph Roth e la tradizione ebraico-orientale (Dalec¢ od
nekod. Joseph Roth in orientalsko hebrejska tradicija), Einaudi, Torino
1971.
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Claudio Magris

Selected Prizes

Claudio Magris has received more than eighty prizes which celebrate his
literary accomplishments in the field of prose, essay writing and drama.
Some of the most significant ones are:

the Strega Award (1997)

the Wiirth Prize for European Culture (1999)

the Leipzig Book Prize for European Understanding (2001)

the Erasmus Prize (2001)

the Prince of Asturias Prize (2004)

the Austrian State Prize for European Literature (2005)

the Kythera Prize (2007)

the Walter Hallstein Prize (2008)

Selected Bibliography

Prose

lllazioni su una sciabola (Inferences from a Sabre), novel, Cariplo-Laterza,
Milano-Bari 1984; Studio Tesi, Pordenone 1986; Garzanti, Milano 1992.

Danubio (Danube), Garzanti, Milano 1986.

Un altro mare (A Different Sea), novel, Garzanti, Milano 1991.

1l Conde, short story, Melangolo, Genova 1993.

Microcosmi (Microcosms), Garzanti, Milano 1997.

Fra il Danubio e il mare. I luoghi, le cose e le persone da cui nascono i
libri (Between the Danube and the Sea. The Places, the Things and the
Persons which Give Birth to Books), 2001, Garzanti, Milano 2001 (to-
gether with the videotape of the film of the same title by F. Conversano
and N. Grignaffini, the founders of Movie Movie Bologna).

Alla cieca (Blindly), novel, Garzanti, Milano 2005.

L'infinito viaggiare (The Infinite Travelling), travelogue, Mondadori,
Milano 2005.

Essays and Academic Writings

1l mito absburgico nella letteratura austriaca moderna (The Habsburg
Myth in Modern Austrian Literature), Einaudi, Torino 1963.

Wilhelm Heinse, Universita di Trieste, Trieste-Udine 1968.

Tre studi su Hoffmann (Three Studies on Hoffmann), Cisalpino, Milano-
Varese 1969.

Lontano da dove. Joseph Roth e la tradizione ebraico-orientale (Far from
Somewhere. Joseph Roth and the Oriental Hebrew Tradition), Einaudi,
Torino 1971.
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Claudio Magris

Dietro le parole (Za besedami), Garzanti, Milano 1978.

Laltra ragione, Tre saggi su Hoffmann (Drugi razlog, Trije eseji o Hoff-
mannu), Stampatori, Torino 1978.

Itaca e oltre (Itaka in dlje), Garzanti, Milano 1982.

Trieste. Un’identita di frontiera (Trst, obmejna identiteta), z A. Aro, Einaudi,
Torino 1982, 1987.

L'anello di Clarisse (Clarissin prstan), Einaudi, Torino 1984.

Utopia e Disincanto (Utopija in streznitev), Garzanti, Milano 1999.

E pensabile il romanzo senza il mondo moderno? (Si je mogoce zamisliti
roman brez modernega sveta?), v: Il romanzo. La cultura del romanzo,
ur. F. Moretti, Einaudi, Torino 2001, str. 869-880.

La storia non é finita. Etica, politica e laicita (Zgodba ni koncCana. Etika,
politika in laicizem), Garzanti, Milano 20006.

Alfabeti (Abecede), Garzanti, Milano 2008.

Del Magrisovega opusa predstavljajo tudi eseji o Hofmannsthalu, Ibsnu,
Bleiu, Jacobsenu, Canettiju, Rilkeju, Defoeju, Hamsunu, Musilu, Svevu,
Walserju, Krausu, Kafki, Dodererju, Marinu, Bernhardu, Hesseju, Singerju,
Borgesu in mnogih drugih.

Drame

Stadelmann, Garzanti, Milano 1988.

Le Voci (Glasovi), Edizioni dell’Elefante, Roma 1994; Melangolo, Genova
1996.

La mostra (Razstava), Garzanti, Milano 2001.

Essere gia stati (Ze bili), v: 1991-2001. Dieci anni in Europa. 20 Micro-
drammi. Mittelfest, Angeli, Milano 2001, str. 236-241.

Lei dunque capira (Saj razumete), Garzanti, Milano 20006.

|zvirna dela v tujem jeziku

Trois Orients. Récits de voyages, prev. J. in M. Pastureau, Payot&Rivages,
Paris 2000.

Wer ist auf der anderen Seite? Grenzbetrachtungen, Residenz, Salzburg
1993.

Donau und Post-Donau, prev. R. M. Seidl-Gschwend, Aer, Bolzano 1995.

Utopie und Entzauberung, otvoritveni govor na SalzburSkem festivalu,
prev. R. Lunzer, Residenz Verlag, Salzburg 1996.

The Fair of Tolerance, prev. N. Carter, Amsterdam 2001.

Langs grenzen. Essays, fragmenten en verholen (zW. Otterspeerjem), prev.
A. Haakman, Bert Bakker, Amsterdam 2001 (Nizozemska izdaja antolo-
gije, objavljene ob prejemu nagrade erasmus).
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Claudio Magris

Dietro le parole (Behind the Words), Garzanti, Milano 1978.

Laltra ragione, Tre saggi su Hoffmann (The Other Reason, Three Essays
on Hoffmann), Stampatori, Torino 1978.

Itaca e oltre Garzanti (Ithaca and Further), Milano 1982.

Trieste. Un’identita di frontiera (Trieste. A Border Identity), with A. Ara,
Einaudi, Torino 1982, 1987.

L'anello di Clarisse (Clarisse’s Ring), Einaudi, Torino 1984.

Utopia e Disincanto (Utopia and Disenchantment), Garzanti, Milano 1999.

E pensabile il romanzo senza il mondo moderno? (Is It Possible To Imag-
ine a Novel Without the Modern World?), in Il romanzo. La cultura del
romanzo, ed. F. Moretti, Einaudi, Torino 2001, pp. 869-880.

La storia non é finita. Etica, politica e laicita (The Story Is Not Finished.
Ethics, Politics and Laicism), Garzanti, Milano 2006.

Alfabeti (Alphabets), Garzanti, Milano 2008.

Magris’ oeuvre also includes essays on Hofmannsthal, Ibsen, Blei, Jacobsen,
Canetti, Rilke, Defoe, Hamsun, Musil, Svevo, Walser, Kraus, Kafka, Doderer,
Marin, Bernhard, Hesse, Singer, Borges and many others.

Drama

Stadelmann, Garzanti, Milano 1988.

Le Voci (Voices: Three Plays), Edizioni dell’Elefante, Roma, 1994; Melan-
golo, Genova 1996.

La mostra (The Exhibition), Garzanti, Milano 2001.

Essere gia stati (To Have Been), in 1991-2001. Dieci anni in Europa. 20
Microdrammi. Mittelfest, Angeli, Milano 2001, pp. 236-241.

Lei dunque capira (You Understand Then), Garzanti, Milano 20006.

Original Publications in a Foreign Language

Trois Orients. Récits de voyages, trans. by J. and M. Pastureau, Payot&Riva-
ges, Paris 2006.

Wer ist auf der anderen Seite? Grenzbetrachtungen, Residenz, Salzburg
1993.

Donau und Post-Donau, trans. by R. M. Seidl-Gschwend, Aer, Bolzano 1995.

Utopie und Entzauberung, the opening speech of the Salzburg Festival,
trans. by R. Lunzer, Residenz Verlag, Salzburg 1996.

The Fair of Tolerance, trans. by N. Carter, Amsterdam 2001.

Langs grenzen. Essays, fragmenten en verholen (with W. Otterspeer),
trans. by A. Haakman, Bert Bakker, Amsterdam 2001 (the Dutch edi-
tion of the anthology published on the occasion of the Erasmus Prize).
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Claudio Magris

Prevodi

Magrisova dela so bila prevedena v vecino evropskih in v nekatere druge
jezike, med njimi so angleski, francoski, nemski, Spanski, nizozemski,
danski, kitajski, japonski, vietnamski, korejski in tudi slovenski jezik.

Seznam slovenskih knjizevnih prevodov

Habsburski mit v moderni avstrijski knjiZevnosti, prev. Ivana Placet,
ZalozniStvo trzaskega tiska / Editoriale Stampa Triestina, Trieste 2001.

Trst, obmejna identiteta, z A. Aro, prev. Marija Cenda Klinc, Studentska
zalozba, Ljubljana 2001.

El Conde, prev. Veronika Brecelj, ZaloZniStvo trZaSkega tiska / Editoriale
Stampa Triestina, Trieste 2003.

Mikrokozmosi, prev. Vasja Bratina in Rada Lecic, Slovenska matica, Ljub-
ljana 2003.

Donava, prev. Vasja Bratina, Cankarjeva zaloZba, Ljubljana 2006.

Saj razumete, prev. Veronika Brecelj, Slovenska matica, Ljubljana 2008.

Na slepo, prev. Veronika Brecelj, Slovenska matica, Ljubljana 2009.

14



Claudio Magris

Translations

The works by Claudio Magris have been translated into most European
and some other languages, among them English, French, German, Span-
ish, Dutch, Danish, Chinese, Japanese, Vietnamese, Korean and also
Slovene.

List of Slovene Book Translations

Habsburski mit v moderni avstrijski knjizevnosti (The Habsburg Myth
In Modern Austrian Literature), trans. by Ivana Placet, ZaloZni$tvo trza-
Skega tiska / Editoriale Stampa Triestina, Trieste 2001.

Trst, obmejna identiteta (Trieste. A Border Identity), with A. Ara, trans.
by Marija Cenda Klinc, Studentska zaloZba, Ljubljana 2001.

El Conde, trans. by Veronika Brecelj, ZaloZniStvo trzaskega tiska / Editoriale
Stampa Triestina, Trieste 2003.

Mikrokozmosi (Microcosms), trans. by Vasja Bratina in Rada Ledig,
Slovenska matica, Ljubljana 2003.

Donava (Danube), trans. by Vasja Bratina, Cankarjeva zalozba, Ljubljana
20006.

Saj razumete (You Understand Then), trans. by Veronika Brecelj, Slovenska
matica, Ljubljana 2008.

Na slepo (Blindly), trans. by Veronika Brecelj, Slovenska matica, Ljubljana
2009.
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Claudio Magris
Nagrajenec Vilenice 2009

Veronika Simoniti

Claudio Magris (1939) je eden najodli¢nejSih in najlucidnejSih esejistov,
vrhunski poznavalec Srednje Evrope in njene literature, eden najpomemb-
nejsih evropskih pisateljev, dramatik, germanist, ¢lovek »prostrane«
kulture, ki izhaja tako fizicno kot duhovno iz Trsta. To multietni¢no, vec-
kulturno mesto ob zalivu je svet njegovega otrostva in odraScanja in vanj
se vraca tudi v svojih esejih. Trst, kjer se ni zacelila nobena rana iz pretek-
losti, kjer je zgodovina Se Ziva in trpka, mesto, v katerem sobivajo avstro-
ogrski duh, judovsko izrodilo, faSizem in spomin na Stiridesetdnevno parti-
zansko zasedbo, slovensko in furlansko razumnisStvo, mesto Scipia Slata-
perja in drugih, ki so v njem pustili svoj pecat, vse je pomeSano v en sam
velik lonec nostalgije. Trstu je Magris posvetil esejisti¢no delo Trst, obmej-
na identiteta (1987), ki ga je napisal skupaj z Angelom Aro. Nostos je vraca-
nje domov; tudi Magris sam je nostalgi¢no odkrival svoj Trst Sele v Torinu
med Studijem in pozneje sluZzbovanjem kot profesor nemske literature.
Njegova diplomska naloga Habsburski mit v moderni avstrijski knjizev-
nosti' je ozivila refleksijo o srednjeevropskosti nasploh, predvsem v luci
metafore o krizi moderne civilizacije. Sledila so ji mnoga literarnoeseji-
sticna dela (npr. o nemskih oz. srednjeevropskih avtorjih W. Heinseju, E.
T. A. Hoffmannu, J. Rothu, T. Dorstu, G. Wulzu).

Njegovo najvecje delo Donava (1986), prevedeno v $tiriindvajset jezi-
kov, je sentimentalno potovanje skozi ¢as; smisel potovanja je srecevanje
ljudi in soocanje z zgodovino, reka pa je prispodoba sprasevanja o identi-
teti. Potovanje, resni¢no ali metaforicno, je rdeca nit skozi ves njegov opus.
Skozi Mikrokozmose (1997), za katere je v letu izida prejel ugledno nagra-
do strega, niza pripovedi, duhovite anekdote, zgodovinske dogodke, liri¢ne
opise, usode pomembnih in »navadnih« ljudi, protagonistov majhnih in
velikih osebnih in zgodovinskih zgodb, na razpotju med severom in jugom,
vzhodom in zahodom; vse te zgodbe se torej zapletajo in prepletajo le
lucaj od balkanske morije, v Srednji Evropi, ta pa za Magrisa ni samo meteo-
roloski pojem, temveC s pomeni nabiti in s sledmi zaznamovani kraji, ki
jih kot obraz brazdajo gube casa. Vsaka zgodba je preZeta z zgodovino,
vsak kraj je klobcic Casa, pisati pa pomeni odpletati njihovo Streno, »kakor
Penelopa parati tkanje Zgodovine«. Kraji iz Mikrokozmosov in Donave
ne pripadajo toliko ljudem, kolikor ljudje pripadajo krajem, ki so, kot rece-
no, ne neme, temvec zgovorne price, ki prehajajo iz rok v roke, izpod ene
oblasti pod drugo, ¢e se spomnimo samo na sneZzniski gozd, kajti »pod
snegom se tedni in leta nabirajo v eno samo zdaj$njost, ki jih vse ¢uva in iz

! Leta 1963 izdana v knjiZni obliki pri zalozbi Einaudi.
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Claudio Magris
The Vilenica 2009 Prize Winner

Veronika Simoniti

Claudio Magris (1939) is one of the most brilliant and lucid essayists, a
supreme expert on Central Europe and its literature, one of the most im-
portant European writers, a playwright, a scholar of the Germanic lan-
guages, a man of “wide” culture, who hails both physically and spiritually
from Trieste. To this multi-ethnic, multicultural city situated in a bay, to
the world of his childhood and adolescence, he keeps returning in his
essays. Trieste, where no wound from the past has ever been healed and
where history is still alive and bitter; a city combining the Austro-Hungar-
ian spirit, the Jewish tradition, Fascism and the memory of the forty-day
Partisan occupation, the Slovene and Friulian intelligentsia; the city of
Scipio Slataper and others who have left their mark on it: everything blends
into a single huge potpourri of nostalgia. Trieste is the subject of Magris’
essay Trieste. A Border Identity (1987), co-authored by Angelo Ara. Nostos
means “homecoming”; indeed, it was only at Turin, as a student and later
as a professor of German literature, that Magris nostalgically began to
discover his Trieste. His dissertation, The Habsburg Myth in Modern Aus-
trian Literature', revived the reflection on Central European identity in
general, especially through the metaphor of the crisis affecting modern
civilisation. It was followed by a number of literary essays (e.g. on Ger-
man and other Central European authors such as W. Heinse, Hoffmann, J.
Roth, T. Dorst, G. Wulz).

His magnum opus, Danube (1986), translated into twenty-four lan-
guages, is a sentimental journey through time; the meaning of the jour-
ney lies in meeting people and confronting history, while the river itself
symbolises the quest for identity. Travel, literal or metaphorical, is the
thread running through his entire oeuvre. His Microcosms (1997), which
received the prestigious Strega Award in the year of its publication, is a
string of narratives, witty anecdotes, historical events, lyrical descriptions,
fates of important and “ordinary” people, protagonists of personal and
historical stories both great and small, all at the crossroads between north
and south, east and west. All these stories are thus spun and interwoven
only a stone’s throw from the Balkan slaughter, in Central Europe, which
Magris sees not as a mere meteorological concept but as places charged
with meanings and marked by traces, ravaged by the lines of Time like a
human face. Each story is steeped in history, each place is a tangle of time,
and to write means to disentangle their skein, “to unravel, like Penelope,
the web of History”. The places from Microcosms and Danube belong to

! Published as a monograph in 1963 by the publishing house Einaudi.
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Veronika Simoniti

katere se pojavljajo kakor pod snegom pokopani predmeti po odjugi. Cas
zledeni v ve¢ni snezni zamet, plasti snega, zapadlega v razli¢nih letih, se
dotikajo in nalagajo druga na drugo.« Vsak kraj ima svoj c¢ar in zbuja v
avtorju literarne asociacije in fascinantna razmisljanja o kulturi, umetnosti
in ¢loveku kot takem. Tudi o njegovi identiteti, ki je Se posebno krhka, ce
je obmejna, vendar ni nikoli samo nacionalna in politi¢na, ampak predvsem
kulturna, »doZivljati jo je treba spontano in potem pozabiti nanjos, saj je
cloveska univerzalnost nad njo. Tako je tudi SneZnik nekako meja med
naravo in zgodovino, v tem primeru zgodovino mejd, vendar Magris tu
preseZe pojem politi¢nih meja in jih razpne v poeti¢no mejo venenja in
cvetenja, umiranja in prerajanja gozda.

Magris je ve¢ni popotnik, vendar njegovi itinerariji niso samo geograf-
ski. Potuje, da bi videl, prepoznal poznano, spregledal ob Ze videnem.
Potovanje je pouk iz preprostosti in skromnosti, da bi spoznali meje svojega
razumevanja in dojemanja. Tudi obmejni ¢lovek je popotnik, ki gre naprej
in se vraca, tako kot je zgodovina potovanje, vendar ne vedno naprej, potu-
jemo lahko tudi nazaj in se vracamo v kraje, od koder smo krenili na pot.
In Magris je obmejni ¢lovek, ki pa trzaskost (trzaskost v najboljSem pome-
nu) presega, saj potuje tudi v metaforicnem smislu. Magrisovo Srednjo
Evropo parajo meje, prave in namiSljene, ki so jih ljudje skozi zgodovino
zacrtovali, premikali in brisali. Nacionalne, politi¢ne in socialne meje, ki
so tudi psiholoSke in kulturne, so meje med mentalitetami, ideologijami,
jeziki in naredji in so spremenljive kot naSe Zivljenje. Meje so nestalne,
nujne in tudi necimrne, pa naj gre za meje med vodami, barvami lagune,
drzavami ali naredji.

Meja je tudi sticno obmodje, v€asih celo smrtonosna pokrajina, ki zahte-
va Zrtve in kri. To je njeno prekletstvo. Toda brez meje ni ne identitete ne
oblike ne Zivljenja. Ceznje te¢e Donava in Magrisovo istoimensko delo
predstavlja Zeljo po zacrtanju mej okrog individualnosti in identitete na
eni strani, na drugi pa hrepenenje po njihovem prekoracenju. Ce so meje
lo¢nice med znanim in neznanim, pomeni presegati jih potemtakem prila-
$cati si in spoznavati neznano, podobno kot sicer resni¢na oseba Carlo
Michelstaedter v romanu Drugo morje (1991) udi, da filozofija pomeni
videti oddaljene stvari, kot bi bile blizu. Pravilen nacin dojemanja meja je,
da se ¢utimo tudi na drugi strani.

Z mejami porisano zemljo obliva morje, ki obljublja sreco, vanj se kot
Zivljenje v smrt izliva pocasna Donava, v morju se raztapljajo strahovi,
obsesije in sram. Ze v antiki so verjeli, da je odpluti na morje brezbozno
dejanje, skrunitev svetih meja in vesoljskega reda. Je tudi smrt, morje smo
izrabili, da smo pripluli do deZel, ki smo jih potem izropali in zasuZnjili.
Morje je samemu sebi dovolj in se ne obrablja, je tudi brezciljna sreca,
»vecnost in samozadostnost trenutkac, vanj bi se rad razblinil Enrico Mreule
iz Drugega morja.

Magris je ves Cas razpet med esejistiko in beletristiko in med njima bi
veckrat tezko potegnili loCnico; Se ena meja, torej, ki jo v literarni esejistiki
presega z asociativnim, a zato ne arbitrarnim povezovanjem mitov in
dejstev. Iz literarne esejistike »z dnevno perspektivo« se sprehaja v
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their people less than the people belong to these places, which are, as we
have said, eloquent witnesses rather than dumb ones, passing from hand
to hand, from one government to another. A case in point is the forest of
Monte Nevoso (Sneznik), for “beneath the snow, weeks and years accrue
into one single present which guards them all, emerging from it like ob-
jects buried under snow once the thaw has set in. Time freezes into an
eternal snowdrift, the layers of snow fallen throughout the years touch-
ing and pressing upon each other.” Each place has a unique charm, trig-
gering the author’s literary associations and fascinating reflections on
culture, art, and man as such, including the human identity. While the last
is particularly fragile in borderlands, it is never only national and politi-
cal, but primarily cultural: “it must be experienced spontaneously and
then forgotten”, since human universality is above it. Monte Nevoso thus
forms a boundary between nature and history - in this case, the history
of boundaries - but Magris transcends the concept of political borders,
expanding them into the poetic boundaries of fading and blooming, of
the death and rebirth of the forest.

Magris is the eternal traveller, but his itineraries are not merely geo-
graphic. He travels in order to see, to recognise the known, to regain his
sight at the already seen. A journey is a lesson in simplicity and modesty,
helping us recognise the limits of our understanding and perception. The
borderland man, too, is a traveller pressing forward and coming back -
just as history is a journey, but not always a journey forward: one may
travel backward as well, returning to the places from which one has set
out. Such a borderland man is Magris, who, however, transcends his Trieste
character (“Trieste” in the best sense of the word) since he travels in the
metaphorical sense as well. Magris’ Central Europe is riven by bounda-
ries, real and imaginary, which have been drawn, moved, and erased
throughout history. The national, political and social boundaries, which
are also psychological and cultural ones, are those between mentalities,
ideologies, languages, and dialects, changeable like life itself. The bounda-
ries are unstable, necessary, full of vanity even, whether they run between
different waters, colours of a lagoon, states, or dialects.

Moreover, a boundary is an area of contact, sometimes even a deadly
landscape demanding sacrifice and blood. That is its curse. Without a
boundary, however, there can be neither identity nor form nor life.
Through all of these runs the Danube, and Magris’ work of the same title
presents the urge to draw a boundary around individuality and identity,
as well as the yearning to transcend them. If boundaries are demarcation
lines between the known and the unknown, transcending them means
appropriating and exploring the unknown, just as Carlo Michelstaedter,
a (real-life) character in the novel A Different Sea (1991), teaches that
philosophy means seeing faraway things as if they were near. The right
way to perceive boundaries is to feel ourselves on the other side, too.

The land criss-crossed by boundaries is surrounded by the sea, with its
promise of happiness: it is there that the slow Danube flows, like life to
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beletristiko, kjer prevladujejo temacni toni (spomnimo se na primer samo
borgesovsko obarvane zgodbe El Conde iz leta 1993), avtorja pogosto
vodijo demoni, njegovi dvojniki, ki so v nasprotju s piS¢evimi vrednotami.
Podobno kot nas literatura uci, kako prestopati meje, in jih tudi zarisuje,
da jih lahko prestopa, se tudi Magrisova literarna esejistika naslanja

sablje in spleteta literarno rekonstrukcijo o kozasSkem poveljniku Krasnovu.
Tako Magris izgrebe iz pozabe na videz obroben zgodovinski dogodek, ki
ima tudi svojo fantasticno razli¢ico. To stori na primer tudi v Drugem
morju, ko razkrinka prevaro zgodovine, ki nas ho¢e prepricati v samo
eno resnico, in nam razkrije dva moZna datuma smrti za vsakega izmed
protagonistov, Krasnova v Sklepanju o sablji in goriSkega intelektualca
Enrica Mreuleta iz Drugega morja, ki se umakne v Patagonijo. Naklo-
njenost malemu c¢loveku, ki ga zgodovinske usode narodov kot lupino
premetavajo po viharnem morju, se v Na slepo (2005) kaze v zgodbah
cloveka, razcepljene osebnosti, ki po trZaski tradiciji leZe na psihiatrov
kav¢, vendar pove dosti srhljivejSo zgodbo kot Svevov Zeno.

Pisanje je puScanje sledi, ker brez besed ni mogoce Ziveti, z njimi
preganjamo praznino. Zaradi puscanja sledi je pripovedovanje kot Zivljenje
in potovanje, potovanje pa je tudi izgubljena bitka s pozabo; na poti se je
treba »ustaviti in opazovati podobo debla, ki Se ni povsem strohnelo, obris
sipine, ki jo veter raznasa, sledove bivanja v stari hiSi«. V tem opisu iz Mikro-
kozmosov, ki zajema pojem pisanja kot strast prepisovanja, prepisovanja
preteklosti, lepoto minljivosti in poskus, ki je brezupen in poln upanja
obenem, da te lepote ne bi pustili umreti (kajti nihce ne sme izginiti, kot
da ga nikoli ni bilo), je morda bistvo Magrisove poetike, ki je pripove-
dovanje o ostruzkih zgodovine skozi literarno prizmo, skozi leco literature,
za katero pa vemo, da je nepravilna, nepopolna in dvoumna. In ker je tudi
Zivljenje dvoumno, si morda prav literatura lahko lasti pravico govoriti o
njem; ne more ga resiti, lahko pa ga evocira.

Pogled na Zivljenje in zgodovino je lahko nostalgi¢en, kar lahko
korigiramo s treznostjo, od-caranostjo (Ce italijanske besede »disincanto«
ne prevajamo kot »treznosts, »streznitev¢, ampak dobesedno, ker samo
takrat vsebuje pojem »Car«), kot Sancho Pansa si popravljamo donkihotski
pogled na svet, na drugi strani pa je sprijaznjenost z usodo tako ali tako
samo oksimoron, ironi¢na oblika upanja. Upanje je skupni imenovalec
utopije in treznosti, pogled naprej, saj vemo, da ni ni¢ ve¢no. Vsakemu
narodu je usojen njegov ¢as razcveta in zgodovina je zaporedje nacionalnih
letnih ¢asov. Diktature, ki so se zdele vec¢ni red stvari, so se naenkrat razbli-
nile, kot bi presahnila Donava, ¢e bi zaprli vodovodno pipo v neki razpadli
nems$ki hiSi, iz katere po legendi ta reka izvira.

Zato po padcu ideologij, ki so stari celini povzrocile toliko gorja, ostaja
Claudio Magris trezen premiSljevalec in morda poslednji evropski utopist,

2 Gl Utopia e disincanto, 2001.
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death; it is the sea that dissolves all fears, obsessions, shame. According to
the ancients’ belief, to set sail for the open sea was an impious act, a viola-
tion of the sacred boundaries and of the universal order. And it is death as
well: the sea was used to sail to countries which were then pillaged and
enslaved. The sea is self-sufficient and never worn out; moreover, it is an
aimless happiness, “the eternity and self-sufficiency of the moment”, -
what Enrico Mreule of A Different Sea should like to dissolve into.

Magris is constantly torn between essay-writing and fiction, thus often
blurring the demarcation line between the two; another boundary, then,
transcended in his literary essays by linking myth and fact on the basis of
associations, though not arbitrarily. From literary essays with their “per-
spective of the day”, he strolls over into fiction, dominated by dark tones
(as one example of many, let us recall the Borghes-coloured short story El
Conde from 1993); the author is often guided by demons, his doubles,
who are at odds with his values. If literature teaches us how to cross
boundaries, even drawing the latter in order to cross them, Magris’ lite-
rary essays draw chiefly on memory as the source of imagination and
reflection. In his Inferences from a Sabre (1992), both the imagination
and reflection are spurred on by the sight of a sabre hilt to spin a literary
reconstruction featuring a Cossack general, Krasnov. Thus Magris ferrets
out from oblivion a seemingly marginal historical event, which has its
fantastic variant as well. The same end is achieved in, for example, A Dif-
ferent Sea, which unmasks the fraudulence of a history seeking to per-
suade us of one single truth: there are two possible death dates revealed
for each protagonist, for Krasnov in Inferences from a Sabre and for Enrico
Mreule, a Gorizian intellectual who withdraws to Patagonia, in A Differ-
ent Sea. The writer’s sympathy for the common man, tossed by the his-
torical fates of nations like an empty shell on a stormy sea, emerges in
Blindly (2005) through the stories of a man with a split personality, who,
in the true Trieste tradition, lies down on the psychiatrist’s couch, but has
a far more frightening tale to tell than Svevo’s Zeno.

To write is to leave marks because it is impossible to live without words,
which help us drive away the emptiness. Because of this mark-leaving,
storytelling is like living and travelling, while travel is at the same time a
lost battle against oblivion; on one’s way, one has “to stop and observe
the image of a tree trunk not quite rotten yet, the outline of a dune being
scattered by the wind, the traces of habitation in an old house”. This de-
scription from Microcosms involves the concept of writing as a passion
for copying, copying the past, the beauty of transience and the attempt,
both hopeless and hopeful, not to allow that beauty to die (for nobody
should disappear as if they had never existed). As such, it may well form
the essence of Magris’ poetics - narrating the scrapings of history as seen
through the lens of literature, which we know to be incorrect, imperfect,
and ambiguous. And since life is ambiguous itself, literature may be justi-
fied in claiming the right to talk about it; while unable to save life, litera-
ture may still evoke it.
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kajti »utopija daje Zivljenju smisel«. Tej drzni etiketi pa je treba takoj dodati
oznake demokrat, romantik in zmernez; kot pravi sam, pa tudi »nehote
moralist«. Tudi to v najZlahtnejSem pomenu, pripominjamo mi. Luciden
kulturni optimist, skratka, ki ga ne smemo nehati prebirati.
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We may adjust a nostalgic view of life and history with practicality, dis-
enchantment (translating the Italian word “disincanto” not as “disillu-
sionment” but literally, so as to preserve the notion of “enchanting”), cor-
recting our quixotic view of the world like Sancho Panza. On the other
hand, resignation is in itself nothing but an oxymoron, an ironic form of
hope. Hope is the common denominator of utopia and practicality, the
look ahead, for we know that nothing lasts forever. Each nation is des-
tined for a period of flourishing, and history is the sequence of national
seasons. Dictatorships, which had seemed the eternal order of things, have
suddenly dissolved, as the Danube would dry up by our turning off the
tap in the dilapidated German house where this river, according to leg-
end, has its source.

That is why, after the fall of the ideologies which had brought so much
grief to the Continent, Claudio Magris remains a practical thinker and
perhaps the last European utopist, for “utopia gives meaning to life”. This
daring label, however, needs to be supplemented at once with such la-
bels as “democrat”, “romantic”, “moderate” and, as he himself says, an “un-
intentional moralist”. Again in the noblest sense of the word, we may add.
A lucid cultural optimist, in short, whom we must not stop reading.

Translated by Nada Groselj

2 See Utopia e disincanto (Utopia and Disenchantment), 2001.
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Na slepo

(Odlomek)

(...) - toda od kod prihaja to vpitje, vse to hrumenje, niCesar vec ne razu-
mem, ¢igavo je to uho, gluho, ogluselo, neuporabno, verjetno zaradi udarca
s palico, in Ce je kdo koga s palico udaril, je bil nekdo tepen, jaz ali kdo
drug.

Je Ze minilo, hrumenje ponehava. Glejte, tudi prejsnje je retori¢no vpra-
Sanje, ker je to moje uho in se vi, doktor Ulcigrai, sklanjate k drugemu,
levemu, da bi me vprasali: »Pravi$, da je tvoje pravo ime Jorgen in da si to
sam napisal,« in mi pri tem kaZete tisto staro beleZnico, ki sem jo naSel v
knjigarni na Salamanca Place. Vi vsaj ne pretepate, nasprotno, Se vljudni
ste in se niti ne uzalite, ¢e vas klicem Kogoi, in ne vztrajate s svojimi
vpraSanji. Ce mol¢im, ne silite vame; pa ste me vseeno spraSevali, sicer po
nepotrebnem, ker resnico Ze poznate, ali si vsaj domiSljate, da jo poznate,
kar je isto; kakorkoli Ze, ko vam odgovarjam, moj odgovor Ze poznate - ali
mi ga priSepnete, poloZite na usta.

V bistvenih tockah je odgovor odlocen in jasen; kar zadeva podrobnosti,
pa priznam, nekoliko zmeden. Kaj pa morem, v vsej tej zmeSnjavi, z vsemi
stvarmi, ki so se nagrmadile, krizale, leta in drZave in morja in jece in
obrazi in dogodki in misli in Se zapori, razparani vecerni oboki, iz katerih
tece kri, in rane in pobegi in padci ... In enega Zivljenja, ve¢ Zivljenj, ni
moc¢ drzati skupaj. Povrhu vsega ¢lovek, izmucen zaradi nenehnih zasliSe-
vanj, Se tezje spravi stvari v red, Cesto ne prepoznava niti svojega glasu in
svojega srca. Cemu me vcasih, kadar vrtite naprej in nazaj tisti trak, silite,
da ponavljam va$a vpraSanja? Morda zato, da si jih bolje zapomnim,
razumem, saj res, v€asih se zgubljam, toda Se bolj sem zmeden, ko vas
sliSim, kako govorite z mojim glasom. Vsekakor: kolikor bolj nas sprasujejo,
toliko manj znamo odgovarjati - zapletamo se v protislovja, pravijo, in
tedaj Se bolj pritisnejo na nas, zlepa ali zgrda, pa¢ odvisno od njihovega
poklica.

Ne vem to¢no, kaj so protislovja, vendar se zagotovo zapletamo vanje,
to je kot pribito. In tedaj izginemo, ostruzki, ki jih vodni vrtinec povlece
za sabo v odtok - tu na juzni polobli se voda v kopalni kadi okrog odto¢ne
luknje vrti v nasprotni smeri urnega kazalca, pri nas pa, narobe, v smeri
urnega kazalca. Gre za fizikalni zakon, sem prebral, pravijo mu Coriolisove
sile - ¢udovite simetrije Narave, kadrilja, pri kateri se izvajajo figure: en
par napreduje, medtem ko drugi nazaduje, in ko je na vrsti, se prikloni, da
se ples ne ustavi. Eden se rodi, drugi umre, pehotno vrsto na gricu pokosijo
topovske krogle, kaj kmalu so vrh gri¢a nove uniforme in novi prapori, pa
jih nove topovske krogle spet pokosijo. »Racuni se torej izidejo ...« Seveda,
debet in kredit, zmaga in poraz, kazensko taboris§¢e na Golem otoku in
potem letovisca na istih ¢udovitih plazah jadranskega otoka, komunizem,
ki nas je reSil lagerja in nas zaprl v gulag, kjer smo vzdrzali vimenu tovarisa
Stalina, ki je medtem zapiral druge naSe tovariSe v svoje gulage.
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Alla cieca

(Un brano)

[...] - ma da dove vengono queste urla, che fragore, non sento piu, di chi ¢
quest’orecchio assordato rintronato messo fuori uso, dev’essere stata una
bastonata e se qualcuno I'ha data qualcuno I'ha certo presa, io o un altro.

Ecco, ¢ passato, il frastuono si smorza. Anche quella era una domanda
retorica; ¢ il mio orecchio, questo, visto che Lei, dottor Ulcigrai, si china
verso l'altro, quello sinistro, quando mi chiede «Dunque il tuo vero nome
sarebbe Jorgen e questo lo avresti scritto tu», mostrandomi quel vecchio
scartafaccio che avevo trovato in quella libreria di Salamanca Place. Lei
almeno non alza le mani, anzi, ¢ gentile, non si offende nemmeno quando
La chiamo Cogoi, non insiste neanche con le domande. Se sto zitto, lascia
perdere, ma intanto me I'ha chiesto ed ¢ inutile, perché Lei conosce gia la
verita, o crede di conoscerla, il che fa lo stesso, e comunque conosce gia la
mia risposta, quando Le rispondo - altrimenti me la suggerisce, me la mette
in bocca.

Una risposta ferma e sicura, nell’essenziale; talvolta, lo ammetto, un po’
confusa nei dettagli. Ma come si fa con tutto questo andirivieni, con tante
cose che si accavallano, anni e paesi e mari e prigioni e volti e fatti e pensieri
e ancora prigioni e squarciati cieli della sera da cui il sangue esce a fiotti e
ferite e fughe e cadute... E la vita, tante vite, non si puo tenerle insieme.
Oltretutto uno, sfinito dagli interrogatori senza tregua, ha ancora piu
difficolta a mettere le cose in ordine, tante volte non riconosce la sua voce
e il suo cuore. Perché ogni tanto, andando avanti e indietro con quel nastro,
mi fa ripetere le Sue domande? Forse per imprimermele meglio, capisco, ¢
vero che qualche volta mi perdo, ma cosi mi perdo ancora di piu, a sentire
Lei che parla con la mia voce. Comunque, piu si viene interrogati meno si
sa rispondere - si cade in contraddizione, dicono, e ti mettono ancor piu
alle strette, con le buone o con le cattive, a seconda dei loro mestiere.

Non so bene cosa voglia dire contraddizione, ma certo si cade, questo
¢ indubbio. E si sparisce, trucioli risucchiati da vortici d’acqua nello
scolatoio - qui nell’emisfero australe 'acqua della vasca da bagno gira
intorno al buco in senso antiorario, da noi lassu invece all'inverso, in senso
orario. Eunalegge fisica, ho letto, le chiamano le forze di Coriolis — mirabili
simmetrie della Natura, quadriglia in cui una coppia avanza mentre l'altra
indietreggia, entrambe s’inchinano quando ¢ il loro turno e il ballo non
perde il ritmo. Uno nasce un altro muore, una linea di fanteria sulla collina
viene falciata a cannonate, altre divise e bandiere sono poco dopo sulla
cresta della collina, una scarica le falcia a loro volta. «Dunque i conti
tornano...» Si, dare e avere, vittoria e sconfitta, il bagno penale a Goli Otok
e poi i bagni di mare su quelle stesse meravigliose spiagge dell’isola
adriatica, il comunismo che ci ha liberato dal Lager e messo in un Gulag
dove abbiamo resistito in nome del compagno Stalin che intanto metteva
altri nostri compagni nei Gulag.
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»Racuni se izidejo in krvavi madeZi na glavni knjigovodski knjigi ne
zbriSejo Stevil, niti nicle na koncu, izenac¢enja med aktivo in pasivo.« Ampak
takole lahko govorim jaz, ki sem toliko let preZivel v zaporu mesta, ki sem
ga sam ustanovil, z vsemi hiSami, cerkvijo in zaporom vred; ustanovil sem
ga pred mnogimi leti v tem neizmernem ustju Derwenta - kjer ni mogoce
razlocCiti, kje se konca reka in zaCne morje, v tej veliki praznini, kjer ni
nicesar do nica Antarktike in JuZnega pola - ko so tu plavali le ¢rni labodi
in kiti, ki Se niso skusili, kako se jim harpuna zapici v hrbet, da jim brizgne
kri visoko pod nebo, kot voda, ki jo prhnejo iz nosnih votlin. Prvega kita
sem harpuniral jaz, Jorgen Jorgensen, kralj Islandije in kaznjenec, graditelj
mest in zaporov, graditelj svojega lastnega zapora, Romul, ki konca kot
suzenj v Rimu. Pa vendar vsi ti zracni vrtinci, ki trosijo prah mrtvih in
Zivih, niso posebno pomembni. Odlocilno je, doktor Ulcigrai, da lahko na
vaSa pleonasti¢na vpraSanja pri bistvenih zadevah odgovarjam natanc¢no,
kajti vem, kdo sem, kdo sem bil, kdo smo.

Vsekakor so mi retori¢na vpraSanja vSe¢ - najbrZz mi je Castiti Blunt
rekel, da jim reCemo tako - ker ¢loveka izucijo, da na vpraSanja ni nikoli
odgovora; razen ¢e nima kdo odgovora Ze v svoji glavi in si sam odgovarja,
kakor pocenjate pogosto vi, ki mi narekujete odgovore, no, potem pa nima
smisla spraSevati. Morda pa ni tako, morda pa nam dobro dene, e sliSimo,
kar Ze vemo; sliSimo samo lasten glas, kakor v jambornem ko$u, kadar
niti preprican, da je tvoj glas; morda ti je sunek vetra prinesel glas koga
drugega, ki je prav tako vpil z vrha druge ladje, izginjajoce na obzorju, kot
vse ladje, ki sem jih videl izginiti na oceanih; ladja naglo drsi in puSca za
sabo glasove s krova, iz podpalubja, ptice, ki letajo nad krmo, se ustavijo
in izgubijo. Za kratek ¢as glasove $e slisi§, potem pa zaznava$§ samo
nerazumljivo vreSCanje, veter ti bije v obraz, pticja krila ti prhutajo v uSesih,
glasovi, vpitje, besede, divji, tepeni galjoti v tvoji glavi.

In vendar je glas, pa naj bo Ze glas kogar koli, vsekakor tolazba, potem
ko si bil neskon¢ne ure sam v temni, smrdljivi celici ali tam gor, v
jambornem koSu sredi ogromnih valov, ki se dvigajo kot gluhi, penasti
topovski streli visoko v nebo proti koprenastim zidovom. Dolgo lahko
klice$, sam ali z drugimi - ne, nikoli nisi sam; vedno se dobi kdo, ki prezi
nad tabo - toda, ko kaj prosi$, ni nikdar odgovora. Tedaj molcijo vsi, kot
molci sir George, kadar ga poniZno prosim, po vseh letih, ki sem jih preZivel
tu v kazenski koloniji, naj odposlje v London mojo prosnjo za pomilostitev.

* % %

Ze od v¢eraj dezuje, neprenehoma dezuje na liste evkaliptov in praproti,
ki se svetijo in blescijo v zraku, temnem od vlage, nepredirnem vodnem
zidu, za katerim ostaja vse, obrazi-glasovi-leta ... tudi Istra, tam gor, na drugi
strani, v nekem drugem svetu, ¢udno, kako se mi zdi, da jo vidim cisto
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«I conti tornano e se anche il sangue macchia i libri mastri, non cancella
le cifre né€ lo zero finale, I'equivalenza dell’attivo e del passivo.» Se ¢’¢ uno
che puo dirlo sono io, che ho passato tanti anni in galera in questa stessa
citta che avevo fondato, con le sue case la sua chiesa e anche la sua galera,
tanti anni prima, quando in questo immenso estuario del Derwent, che
non si capisce dove finisce il fiume e inizia il mare, in questo grande vuoto
in cui non c’¢ niente fino al niente dell’Antartide e del Polo Sud, c’erano
solo cigni neri e balene che non avevano mai sentito una fiocina piantarsi
nel loro dorso a far zampillare il sangue alto come 'acqua soffiata dalle
narici. La prima balena I'ho arpionata io, Jorgen Jorgensen, re d’Islanda e
forzato, costruttore di citta e di galere, della mia galera, Romolo che finisce
schiavo a Roma. Ma tutti questi mulinelli di vento che disperdono la
polvere dei morti e dei vivi non hanno molta importanza. Decisivo e che
alle Sue domande pleonastiche, dottor Ulcigrai, io possa rispondere
nettamente per quel che riguarda I'essenziale, perché so chi sono, chi
ero, chi siamo.

Comunque quelle interrogative retoriche - dev’esser stato il reverendo
Blunt a dirmi che si chiamano cosi - mi piacciono, perché insegnano che
alle domande non c’¢ mai risposta, a meno che uno non ce I'abbia gia in
testa e se la dia da solo, come fa spesso Lei mettendomela in bocca, ma
allora ¢ inutile star li a chiedere. Eppure forse no, fa bene sentirsi rispondere
quello che si sa gia; ¢ solo la propria voce che si sente, come quando lassu
sulla coffa si grida nel vento. Il grido si perde nel mare, quello che hai gridato
lo hai sentito solo tu, ma non sei ben sicuro che sia la tua voce, forse il
refolo ti ha portato quella di un altro, urlata in cima a un’altra nave sparita
oltre l'orizzonte, come ne ho visto sparire tante negli anni che ho passato
sugli oceani; la nave fila veloce e si lascia indietro le voci salite dal ponte e
dalla stiva, uccelli che volteggiano a poppa e poi restano indietro perduti.
Per un po’ le distingui ancora, le voci, poi ¢ uno stridio indistinto, il vento
ti sbatte in faccia e le ali degli uccelli ti stridono dentro le orecchie, voci
urla parole, tutta una ciurma selvaggia e flagellata nella tua testa.

Sia di chi sia, una voce ¢ comunque una consolazione dopo ore e ore
che sei solo nella buia fetida cella o lassu sulla coffa, fra i marosi che si
lanciano in alto, sordi e schiumosi colpi di cannone contro le muraglie di
nuvole. Si ha un bel gridare, da soli o in tanti - no, non si € mai soli, c’e
sempre qualcuno che mi sta addosso - ma non c’¢ mai nessuno che ti
risponda quando chiedi qualcosa di cui hai bisogno. Tutti zitti, come sir
George che tace quando riceve le mie suppliche di inoltrare a Londra la
mia petizione di ta grazia, dopo tanti anni di colonia penale quaggiu.

E da ieri che piove, una pioggia incessante che percuote le foglie degli
eucalipti e le felci, lucide e brillanti nell’aria scura di umidita,
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blizu, kot z barkovljanskega nabreZja, potem pa izgine, se utrne ... Tistega
dne, pred enim stoletjem, morda dvema, ko smo pluli z Lady Nelson od
ustja Derwenta River navzgor, je bilo na nebu veliko ¢rnih labodov, cele
jate labodov, in vsake toliko sem kakSnega pocil. Njihovo meso je imelo
trpek okus, po divjem; kakSen grizljaj sem vrgel tudi vklenjenim
kaznjencem, ki smo jih Sli iskat in so medtem Zvecili svoj prepecenec.
Bregove Derwenta River so prekrivali Sopi premocene in svetlece se trave;
slapovi in brzice bele vode so kot sneg poskakovaje padali v reko in dvigali
prah, ki se je v soncu svetil; strohnela debla so se zapletala v tok in ustvarjala
zavoje rjave vode, kak kenguru je izginil v grmovju. Tam, kjer je sedaj
Hobart Town, je bil neko¢ bujno gomaze¢ pragozd, svetloba je prodirala
in izginjala kot ptice med sprepletenimi vejami, gobe in liSaji so se oklepali
orjaskih tisocletnih dreves.

Izkrcali smo se v zalivu, pri Risdon Cove, kjer smo izkrcali Se kaznjence;
in tako se je rodil Hobart Town. Jasno se spominjam tistega dne, bilo je 9.
septembra leta 1803. Pogledal sem tudi v svojo avtobiografijo in zadovoljen
sem, da avtor datum to¢no navaja; to je dokaz njegove natanc¢nosti in
zanesljivosti. Hobart Town, prva civilna, vojaska in kazenska kolonija na
Van Diemenovi zemlji. Predvsem kazenska kolonija. Vsa mesta se rodijo v
krvi; nobeno nakljucje, da je Ze takoj po tem priSlo do pokola pri Risdon
Creeku; morda se je med pobitimi domorodci znasel tudi kdo izmed tistih,
ki so Ze prvi dan goli stopili na krov Lady Nelson, da bi v zameno za svojo
sulico pri nas dobili pecenega laboda.

To recem kar tako, nih¢e ni potem preverjal, kaj se je sploh tam zgodilo;
tudi na$ Castiti Knopwood je zatisnil eno oko. Glede teh stvari, glede
pokolov, ljudje radi zatisnejo eno oko. Tudi Nelson, potem ko je ure
bombardiral moj Kopenhagen, in so potopili v oZini blokirano dansko
brodovje. Razdejano in poZgano mesto je tedaj dvignilo belo zastavo in
sam angleSki komandant, admiral Parker, je dal znak, naj prenehajo z
ognjem. Nelson pa pribliza daljnogled prevezanemu ocesu, gleda klanje z
napac¢nim, pokritim o¢esom, vidi samo ¢rnino, nobene bele zastave, I'm
damned if I see it, krogle Se naprej padajo na ljudi, ki se niti ve¢ ne branijo,
potem pa se zacnejo ceremonije predaje, prihodi admiralov in visokih
castnikov v uniformah, predajanje in velikoduSno vracanje oroZja; ocesna
preveza je prirocna, pomaga, da zatisnemo eno oko in ne vidimo pokola.

Klanje tu spodaj, klanje tam zgoraj, severni in juzni sij, oba napovedujeta
isto krvavo sonce; medtem pa ljudje opevajo nov dan, ki bo napodil, le
Skoda za tiste, ki ne bodo videli novega dne. Sonce prihodnosti ...

Prevedla Veronika Brecelj

Claudio Magris: Na slepo, Slovenska matica, Ljubljana 2009. Z dovoljenjem Slovenske
matice.

28



Claudio Magris

un’invalicabile muraglia d’acqua, e tutto ¢ dall’altra parte, i volti le voci e
gli anni... anche I'Istria, lassu, ¢ dall’altra parte, in un altro mondo, ¢ strano
come da qui mi sembri di vederla cosi bene, vicina, come quando la si
guarda dalla riviera di Barcola, ma poi sparisce, dissolta... Cerano tanti
cigni neri, quel giorno che abbiamo risalito con la Lady Nelson I'estuario
del Derwent River, un secolo fa, forse due, stormi di cigni neri nel cielo, e
ogni tanto ne abbattevo uno. La carne aveva un sapore acre, selvatico, ne
tiravo qualche boccone ai forzati in catene, che eravamo venuti a scaricare
e masticavano le loro gallette. I banchi del Derwent River erano coperti
di ciuffi d’erba fradicia e splendente, cascate e cateratte di acqua bianca
come la neve precipitavano a balzi nel fiume in un pulviscolo che scin-
tillava nel sole, tronchi marci s’impigliavano nella corrente che formava
anse di acqua bruna, qualche canguro spariva nella boscaglia. La dove c’¢
adesso Hobart Town c’era la foresta col suo brulicante disordine, la luce
s'infilava e spariva come gli uccelli nell’intrico dei rami, funghi e licheni
si abbarbicavano a giganteschi alberi millenari.

E la, in quella baia, a Risdon Cove, che siamo sbarcati, che abbiamo
sbarcato i forzati; € cosi che ¢ nata Hobart Town. Ricordo perfettamente il
giorno, 9 settembre 1803. Sono andato a controllare la mia autobiografia
e mi fa piacere che questa data sia riportata con esattezza, dimostra lo
scrupolo e la precisione dell’autore. Hobart Town, prima colonia civile,
militare e penale della Terra di Van Diemen. Soprattutto penale. Ogni citta
nasce dal sangue; non per niente poco dopo c’e stato il massacro di Risdon
Creek, magari fra quegli indigeni massacrati ci sara stato anche qualcuno
che quel primo giorno era salito nudo sulla Lady Nelson a scambiare con
noi la sua lancia per un cigno arrosto.

Dico cosi per dire, perché poi nessuno si ¢ interessato a come erano
andate veramente le cose; anche il nostro reverendo Knopwood ha chiuso
un occhio. Su queste cose, dico sui massacri, tutti chiudono sempre un
occhio. Lo ha chiuso anche Nelson, quando ha continuato a bombardare
per ore e ore la mia Copenaghen dopo che la flotta danese, bloccata nello
stretto, era stata affondata; la citta sconquassata e in fiamme aveva alzato
bandiera bianca e lo stesso ammiraglio Parker, il comandante inglese, aveva
lanciato il segnale di cessare il fuoco. Ma Nelson accosta il cannocchiale
all'occhio bendato, guarda la strage con I'occhio sbagliato, chiuso, vede
solo nero, nessuna bandiera bianca, I'm damned if I see it, le palle
continuano a cadere su gente che non si difende piu, poi seguono tutte le
cerimonie della resa, ammiragli e dignitari in alta uniforme, spade conse-
gnate e magnanimamente restituite, la benda ¢ comoda, aiuta a chiudere
un occhio sul mattatoio.

Macelli quaggiu e lassu, 'aurora boreale e quella australe annunciano
un identico sole di sangue e tutti a magnificare il giorno che sorge, tanto
peggio per quelli per cui non sorgera piu. Il sole dell’avvenire...
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Blindly

(Excerpt)

[...] - but where are those shouts coming from, what an uproar, I can’t
hear a thing anymore, whose ear is this, deafened, stunned, out of order,
it must have been a wallop and if someone packed it, someone certainly
caught it, me or somebody else.

There, it's over, the roaring is subsiding. That too was a rhetorical ques-
tion; it’s my ear, this one here, seeing that you, Doctor Ulcigrai, are bend-
ing over the other one, the left one, when you ask me “So then your real
name is supposedly Jorgen and you say you wrote this”, showing me that
old tattered book that I found in that bookshop on Salamanca Place in
Hobart Town. At least you don’t raise your hand to me, on the contrary,
you're very kind, you don’t take offence even when I call you Cogoi, and
you don’t keep on asking me the same questions over and over again. If
don’t answer, you let it go, but the fact remains that you asked me and it’s
pointless because you already know the truth, or think you know it, which
is the same thing, and in any case you already know my answer, when I
answer you — otherwise you suggest it to me, you put the words in my
mouth.

An unwavering, firm response, essentially; at times, I admit, a bit con-
fused as to the details. But what can you expect with all this coming and
going, with so many things that pile up, years and countries and oceans
and prisons and faces and events and thoughts and more prisons, and
slashed evening skies gushing blood, and injuries and escapes and de-
feats... Life, so many lives, can’t be held together. On top of it all, when
you're worn out from relentless interrogations, you have even more trou-
ble putting things in order, many times you don’t recognize your own
voice and your own heart. Why, every so often, do you make me repeat
your questions, playing that tape backwards and forwards? Maybe it’s to
impress them on me more, I understand, it’s true that I sometimes get
confused, but that way I get even more confused, hearing your words
spoken by my voice. In any case, the more you're questioned the less able
you’re to respond — you start contradicting yourself, they say, then they
drive you even further into a corner, by hook or by crook, depending on
their skill.

I don’t exactly know what contradicting yourself means, but you can
certainly fall into it, that’s for sure. And then you disappear, soap shavings
sucked up by eddies of water in a drain — here in the southern hemi-
sphere the water in the bathtub whirls around the hole counterclockwise,
for us up there though it’s the reverse, clockwise. It’s a physical law, I
read, they call it the Coriolis effect — the marvelous symmetries of Na-
ture, a quadrille in which one couple advances and the other retreats,
both bow when it is their turn and the dance never misses a beat. One
person dies, another is born, a line of infantry on a hill is mowed down by
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a barrage of artillery fire, other troops and flags gain the crest of the hill
shortly afterwards, and a barrage mows them down in turn. “So then it all
evens out...” Yes, give and take, victory and defeat, the penal swimming-
hole of Goli Otok and ocean bathing later on those same magnificent
beaches of the Adriatic island, Communism that freed us from the Lager
and put us in a Gulag where we held out in the name of Comrade Stalin,
who meanwhile put our other comrades in the Gulags.

“Accounts even out, and although blood stains the ledgers, it doesn’t
erase the figures or the final zero, what the assets and liabilities add up
to.” If anyone can say that, it's me, having spent so many years in jail in
this same city that I had founded years earlier, with its houses, its church
and even its jail, at a time when there were only black swans and whales
in this immense estuary of Derwent, where you can’t tell where the river
ends and where the sea begins, in this great void in which there is noth-
ing until the nothingness of Antarctica and the South Pole — whales that
had never felt a harpoon plant itself in their backs, causing the blood to
spurt high in the air like water spouting from their blowholes. The first
whale was harpooned by me, Jorgen Jorgensen, King of Iceland and a
convict, forced to build cities and jails, even my own jail, Romulus who
ends up a slave in Rome. But all these whirlwinds that scatter the dust of
the dead and of the living are of little importance. What is critical, Dr.
Ulcigrai, is that I can answer your pleonastic questions accurately as far
as the essentials go, because I know who I am, who I was, who we are.

Still, I like those rhetorical questions — it must have been Reverend
Blunt who told me that’s what they’re called - because they teach you that
questions never have an answer, unless you already have one in mind and
state it yourself, as you often do, putting words in my mouth, but then it’s
pointless to bother asking. Though perhaps not, it’s good to hear some-
one answer what you already know; it’s only your own voice you're hear-
ing, like when you’re shouting in the wind up there on the ship’s mast.
The shout is lost at sea, you're the only one who heard what you shouted,
but you’re not too sure it’s your voice, maybe a gust of wind brought you
someone else’s, shouted from the top of another vessel that has vanished
over the horizon, like the many I saw vanish in the years I spent at sea; the
ship plows swiftly ahead, leaving behind voices rising from the deck and
from the hold, birds that circle above the stern and are then left behind,
lost. For a while you can still make them out, those voices, then it be-
comes an indistinct shrieking, the wind smacks you in the face and the
wings of birds flap in your ears, voices, shouts, words, all one unruly,
whipped up swarm in your head.

Whoever it belongs to, a voice is nonetheless a solace after hours and
hours of being alone in a dark, fetid cell or up there on the mast, amid
heavy seas that surge up, impervious, cannonades of spray against walls
of cloud. There’s quite a bit of shouting, alone or in a crowd — no, you're
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never alone, someone’s always on your back — but there’s never anyone
to answer when you ask for something you need. They all keep quiet then,
like Sir George who remains silent when he receives my entreaties to
forward my Petition for Pardon to London, after so many years in the
penal colony down here.

* ok *

It’s been raining since yesterday, an incessant rain that hammers the
eucalyptus leaves and the ferns, shiny and bright in the murky, humid air,
an insurmountable wall of water, and everything is on the other side, the
faces, the voices, the years... Istria too, up there, is on the other side, in
another world, it’s strange how from here I seem to see it so clearly, so
near, like when you look at it from the coast of Barcola, but then it van-
ishes, dissolves... There were scores of blacks swans, that day we sailed up
the estuary of the Derwent River on the Lady Nelson, a century ago, maybe
two, flocks of black swans in the sky, and occasionally I would shoot one
down. The meat had a pungent, gamy taste, I threw a few scraps to the
convicts in chains, whom we had come to drop off and who were chew-
ing their hardtack. The banks of the Derwent River were covered with
clumps of drenched, shiny grass, waterfalls and cataracts white as snow
plunged into the river from great heights, their fine particles glinting in
the sunlight, rotted logs got trapped in coves of brownish water formed
by the meandering current, a kangaroo ran off into the bush. A forest
brimming with confusion stood where Hobart Town now stands, the light
filtered in and disappeared like birds in the tangle of branches, fungi and
lichens clung to giant trees a thousand years old.

It was there in that bay, at Risdon Cove, that we landed, that we put
ashore the convicts sentenced to forced-labor; that’'s how Hobart Town
was born. I remember the day perfectly, September 9, 1803. I went to
check my autobiography and I'm glad to see that this date is reported
accurately, it shows the author’s diligence and meticulousness. Hobart
Town, the first civilian, military and penal colony of Van Diemen’s Land.
Above all penal. Every city is founded on blood; it’s not surprising that
the Risdon Creek massacre occurred a short time later, perhaps the abo-
riginal who climbed naked on the Lady Nelson that first day to trade us
his spear for a roasted swan may have been among those massacred.

I'm just saying that, since afterwards no one bothered to find out how
things really went; even our Reverend Knopwood turned a blind eye. Every-
one always turns a blind eye to these things, massacres I mean. Nelson
did too, when he continued to bombard my Copenhagen for hours and
hours after the Danish fleet, trapped in the strait, had been sunk; the city,
battered and in flames, had raised the white flag and Admiral Parker him-
self, the British commander, had sent a cease-fire signal. But Nelson brings
the spyglass to his blindfolded eye, observes the carnage with the wrong
eye, the blind one, and sees only the black patch, no white flag, I'm damned
JfIsee it, the shells continue to fall on people who no longer defend them-
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selves, then come the surrender ceremonies, admirals and dignitaries in
full dress, swords handed over and magnanimously returned, a blindfold
is convenient, it helps you close an eye to the slaughter.

Butchery down here and up there, the aurora borealis and the aurora
australis herald the same bloody sun and everyone exalts the rising day,
so much the worse for those for whom it no longer rises. The sun of the
future...

Translated by Anne Milano Appel
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Donava

(Odlomek)

Med drugimi Dunajcani

Dunaj je tudi kraj pokopaliSc, ki so tako velicastna in zaupna kakor portreti
Franca JoZefa. Zentralfriedhof, Glavno pokopalisce, je parada grandes
maneuvres, postavljenih na prizorisce, da bi se pretvarjale, kako lahko
zaustavijo zmagoslavje ¢asa. Grobnice pomembnih Dunajcanov - predel,
namenjen slovitim osebam, ki se zacne levo od glavnega vhoda, vrata §t. 2 -
so prva vrsta straze, ki kljubuje minljivosti, vendar se v nasprotju z
Napoleonovo pri Waterlooju, ki se je brez oklevanja postavila v karé, bojuje
v skladu s prozno, prilagodljivo taktiko, videti je, kakor da se hoce potuh-
niti, nakazuje prevare, obide smrt, posmehuje se in zavlacuje, da bi zbegala
metodicen zamah s koso. Ob petih zjutraj je ta ¢eta nagrobnih plosc,
doprsnih kipov in spomenikov $e vedno skoraj nevidna, skrita v megleni,
dezevni nodi v temacni, brezbarvni stvarnosti, sem in tja razsvetljeni z
nagrobnimi svetilkami. Gospod Baumgartner se ne loc¢i od svoje puske -
puske, ki jo ima Ze trideset let, mi je povedal trenutek pred tem - in nanjo
poloZzi svojo roko z ljubeco in spokojno domacnostjo dolgega sobivanja,
tako kakor glasbenik izkusi uZitek ob tem, ko zacuti pod roko svojo violino,
ki jo ima rad ne le zaradi njenih zmoZnosti, temvec tudi zaradi oblike,
zaobljenosti, povrsine in barve lesa.

Prvi¢ sem na pokopaliS¢u zraven nekoga, ki ne polaga cvetja, vihti lopate
ali deli molitvenikov, temvec ravna s pusko in z naboji. Toda danes je za
kaksno uro ali dve, preden se bo zdanilo, Glavno pokopaliS¢e na Dunaju
goScava, dzungla, gozd Poslednjega Mohikanca, stepa Turgenjeva, kralje-
stvo Diane ali svetega Huberta, kraj, na katerem se ne pokopava in se ne
blagoslavlja, marvec se postavlja v zasedo, strelja se, ubija starodavne sorod-
nike, za katere noben obred ne predvideva Requiema ali Kaddisha. Danes
zjutraj se na Glavnem pokopaliScu lovi, pa ceprav gospod Baumgartner
noce niti slisati te besede in govori 0 nujno potrebnem in pooblaS¢enem
zmanj$anju Stevila primerkov, Skodljivih zaradi njihovega prevelikega
Stevila in iz drugih razlogov. Je eden od treh lovcey, ki jih je dunajska obc¢ina
pooblastila, da vzdrZujejo pravo ravnovesje med Zivimi, ki nezakonito
naseljujejo to prestolnico pokojnih (>mesto drugih Dunajc¢anove, kakor
mu pravijo Avstrijci). Da potemtakem preprecujejo prevecC Zivih in jih
nemudoma spremenijo v mrtve, ¢e se izkaze, da se imajo predobro na
tem svetu in se razmnoZzujejo. Smrt je neskodljiva, obzirna in zaupna, niko-
mur ni v nadlego in nikogar ne prizadene. Zivljenje je tisto, ki vznemirja,
povzroca hrup, moti, je nasilno in mora biti zato pod nadzorom, da ne bi
postalo preZivo. Zajci, na primer, gojijo veliko strast - unicevalno in gresno,
kakor so vse strasti - do maceh, ki jih na grobove posadijo Zalujoci
sorodniki. Glodajo jih, ruvajo iz zemlje, trgajo jim liste, ne zadovoljijo se s
tem, da si poteSijo lakoto, temvec izvajajo nad njimi prave pokole in jih
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Danubio

(Un brano)

Fra gli altri viennesi

Vienna € anche una citta di cimiteri, maestosi e confidenziali come i ritratti
di Francesco Giuseppe. Il Zentralfriedhof, il Camposanto Centrale, ¢ una
parata delle grandi manovre messe in scena per fingere di arginare il
trionfo del tempo. Le tombe dei grandi viennesi - il settore dedicato alle
personalita illustri, che inizia a sinistra dell'ingresso principale, la porta
n. 2 - sono la prima linea di una Guardia che fa fronte alla fugacita, ma a
differenza di quella napoleonica a Waterloo, che fa quadrato senza esitare,
questa Guardia combatte secondo una tattica elastica, sembra voler de-
filarsi, accenna finte, aggira la morte, scherza e mena il can per I’ aia, per
confondere il metodico abbattersi della falce. Alle cinque del mattino
questa schiera di lapidi, busti e monumenti e ancora quasi invisibile,
nascosta nella notte nuvolosa e piovigginosa, in una realta opaca e senza
colore, punteggiata qua e la dalle lampade votive. Il signor Baumgartner
si tiene vicino il fucile - un fucile che ha da trent’anni, mi ha detto pochi
minuti prima - e gli posa la mano sopra, con l'affettuosa e tranquilla
familiarita di una lunga convivenza, come un suonatore prova piacere a
sentire sulla mano il contatto del suo violino, che ama non solo per le sue
prestazioni ma anche per la sua forma, la sua curvatura, la superficie e il
colore del suo legno.

E la prima volta che, in un cimitero, mi trovo accanto a qualcuno che
non maneggi fiori, pale o libri di preghiera, bensi fucili e cartucce. Ma
oggi, per qualche ora, prima che venga chiaro, il Cimitero Centrale di
Vienna e una foresta, una giungla, il bosco di Calza di Cuoio, la steppa di
Turgeneyv, il dominio di Diana o di Sant’Uberto, il luogo in cui non si
seppellisce e non si benedice, ma ci si apposta, si spara, si uccidono antichi
parenti per i quali nessun rito prevede un Requiem o un Kaddisch.
Stamattina, al Cimitero Centrale, si caccia, anche se il signor Baumgartner
non vuol sentire questa parola e parla di necessario e autorizzato abbatti-
mento di capi, nocivi per il loro soprannumero o per altre ragioni. Lui ¢
uno dei tre cacciatori incaricati dal Comune di Vienna di mantenere il
giusto equilibrio fra i vivi che abitano abusivamente questa metropoli di
defunti (questa «citta degli altri viennesi», come dicono gli austriaci) e
dunque di impedire che ci siano troppi vivi, di trasformarli subito in morti
se mostrano di stare troppo bene in questo mondo e di prosperare. La
morte ¢ innocua, riguardosa e discreta, non da fastidio e non fa male a
nessuno; ¢ la vita che disturba, fa chiasso, guasta, aggredisce e va dunque
tenuta a freno, perche non sia troppo viva. Le lepri, per esempio, hanno
una vera passione, rovinosa e colpevole come tutte le passioni, per le viole
del pensiero deposte sulle tombe dai pietosi familiari; le rosicchiano, le
svellono, le strappano, non si accontentano di sfamarsi ma ne fanno strage
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razmetavajo naokrog, kakor kune v kokoSnjaku so. In res so po castni
grobnici, v kateri pocivajo predsedniki Republike, raztreseni Sopi izkore-
ninjenih in objedenih maceh.

Ali si ta drobna nespostljivost zasluZi dovoljenje za ubijanje? Kakorkoli
Ze, dovoljenje je zelo omejeno in nadzirano. Cevi Sibrovke gospoda Baum-
gartnerja grozita zgolj fazanom (moskega spola), zajcem in kuncem, pa Se
tem le znotraj zelo natan¢no predpisanih omejitev. Avstrija je bila in je,
kakor pravijo v mojih krajih, urejena deZela in lovska dovolilnica je pod-
vrzena strogim nadzorom, krSitelje doletijo hude kazni in ni tistih nedelj-
skih lovceyv, ki - pijani od otroc¢jega veselja spri¢o svoje moci ubijanja -
streljajo na divjad in ljudi in bi si veliko bolj od zajcev, poZreSnih na macehe,
zasluZili poseg gospoda Baumgartnerja.

On - zraven mene je, preZi v travi in njegova oc¢etovska, krepka postava
se zacenja kazati iz mraka - ni obseden z lovom, ne predaja se bedastemu
uZzitku ubijanja in zaustavljanja vsakrSnega Zivljenja, ki se giblje, ne zateka
se k skrpucanim filozofemom o totemski zvezi med ubitimi in ubijalci, ne
kaze nikakrSnega banalnega vznemirjenja, temvec dobrodusno spokojnost
kakega vrtnarja. Ima mirno roko in pocne to, kar mora poceti, Avstrija je
urejena deZela, toda nemara mu ni prevec¢ Zal, ko se ne po svoji krivdi
vrne domov praznih rok.

Na zacetku najbrz ni bil navduSen nad tem, da bi se mu motal med
nogami, saj ponavadi nih¢e ne sme biti navzo¢, in pri vhodu je moral
no¢nemu ¢uvaju pojasniti, da sem profesor, kar je tukaj zelo cenjen naziv,
dalahko izjemoma vstopim, ker se je zame zavzel urad dunajskega Zupana.
Ob tem vlaZznem svitu, ki pobledi temne oblake, ne preZivljam velike lovske
pustolovscine, temve¢ morda vrhunec svoje slave in slovesa, saj bi moje
knjige o habsburski Srednji Evropi, po zaslugi katerih mi je dunajska ob¢in-
ska uprava dovolila ob tej uri Cepeti v travi na Glavnem pokopaliscu, le
stezka lahko imele vecji vpliv na stvarnost in na prestopanje njenih ome-
jitev in prepovedi. Mogoce sem ob tej zori doZivel svoj dan - kakor izjavi
kralj Lear.

Med grobovi, ki pocasi postajajo bolj razlo¢ni, se pomikava proti robu
pokopali$¢a. Na grobu Castellija, vedrega in zelo plodovitega avtorja
ljudskih komedij, je napis druStva za za$cito Zivali, iz rahlih meglic se
prikaZe preprost in visok kriz, na katerem en sam stavek jedrnato povzame
Zivljenje Petra Altenberga, ki je bilo ena sama tokata in fuga: »Ljubil je in
videl.« Gladka, preprosta kocka je nagrobni spomenik Adolfa Loosa,
Schonbergov, genialnega stvaritelja bolj vznemirljive geometrije, je tudi
kocka, a ukrivljena.

Gospod Baumgartner opreza naokrog, prisluskuje zvokom, s pogledom
pregleduje kro$nje, ki so v tem mraku Se brezobli¢ne. Lahko strelja, kamor
hoce, tudi med krizi in $e vedno svezimi venci, toda pazi, da ne zgresi, saj
je za ta predel pokopaliSca, velik pribliZno tretjino vsega - druga dva sta v
pristojnosti dveh sodelavcev - sam odgovoren in mora odgovarjati za svoje
krogle in za kak morebitni zgreSeni strel, ki bi razbil nagrobno svetilko ali
oprasnil angela, zamiSljeno bedecega nad grobom. Sorodniki, ki bi ¢ez
nekaj ur, ob odprtju pokopalisca, nasli fotografijo svojega dragega
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e spreco, come le faine in un pollaio. Sul sepolcro d’onore, in cui riposano
i presidenti della Repubblica; sono infatti sparpagliati ciuffi di viole del
pensiero, sradicati e mangiucchiati.

La modesta irriverenza vale la licenza di uccidere? Questa licenza, del
resto, ¢ molto ristretta e sorvegliata. Le due canne del fucile del signor
Baumgartner minacciano solo fagiani maschi, lepri e conigli selvatici e
anche questi entro regole ben precise. L'Austria, come si dice dalle mie
parti, era ed € un paese ordinato, la licenza di caccia e soggetta a controlli
severi, le infrazioni sono punite duramente e non esistono quei cacciatori
della domenica che impallinano, ebbri di un’infantile potenza di uccidere,
la selvaggina e la gente e meriterebbero, ben piu delle lepri divoratrici di
viole, I'intervento del signor Baumgartner.

Quest’'ultimo, che accanto a me, appostato fra I’ erba, comincia a
emergere dal buio con la sua corporatura paterna e massiccia, non ¢ un
maniaco della caccia, non rivela lo stupido piacere di uccidere e di fermare
la vita che si muove, non si abbandona ai raffazzonati filosofemi sulla
comunione totemica fra uccisi e uccisori, non mostra alcuna banale
eccitazione ma una bonaria tranquillita da giardiniere. Ha una buona mira
e fa cio che deve fare, I’Austria ¢ un paese ordinato, ma forse non gli spiace
troppo quando, non per colpa sua, torna a casa a mani vuote.

All'inizio non deve esser stato entusiasta all'idea di avermi fra i piedi,
visto che nessuno di solito puo essere presente, e all'ingresso del cimitero
ha spiegato al custode notturno che ero un professore, titolo qui onorato,
che potevo entrare, in via eccezionale, per interessamento dell’ufficio del
borgomastro di Vienna. In quest’alba umida, che comincia a sbiadire le
cupe nuvole, sto vivendo non una grande avventura di caccia ma forse I
apice della mia gloria e della mia fama, perché i miei libri sulla Mitteleuropa
absburgica, in virtu dei quali il municipio di Vienna mi ha concesso la
speciale autorizzazione di stare accovacciato a guest’ ora fra I’ erba nel
Cimitero Centrale, difficilmente potranno esercitare un peso maggiore
sulla realta e forzare i suoi limiti e divieti. Puo darsi che, in quest’alba, io
abbia avuto il mio giorno, come dice re Lear.

Ci spostiamo verso il margine del cimitero, passando fra le tombe, che
si fanno lentamente piu distinte. Sui sepolcro di Castelli, il gaio e
fecondissimo autore di commedie popolari, ¢’ ¢ una scritta a cura della
lega per la protezione degli animali, dalla nebbia leggera spunta una
semplice e alta croce sulla quale una frase dice laconicamente la vita di
Peter Altenberg, tutta una toccata e fuga: <Amo e vide». Un cubo, nudo ed
essenziale, ¢ il monumento funebre di Loos, mentre quello di Schonberg,
genio di una geometria piu inquietante, ¢ anch’ esso un cubo, ma storto.

Il signor Baumgartner si guarda intorno, tende I’ orecchio ai rumori,
fruga con lo sguardo il fogliame incerto nel crepuscolo. Puo sparare dove
vuole, anche fra le croci e le ghirlande ancora fresche, ma sta attento a
non sbagliare, perché quel settore del camposanto, circa un terzo - gli
altri sono di competenza dei suoi due colleghi - ¢ affidato alla sua
responsabilita ed ¢ lui che deve rispondere delle sue pallottole e di qualche
eventuale tiro sbagliato che spappolasse un lumino perpetuo o sfregiasse
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pokojnika, razcefrano kakor sombrero v kakem vesternu, ali nagrobno
plosco, okrvavljeno od krvi divjega kunca, ki bi bil ustreljen v napa¢nem
trenutku, bi vedeli, na koga nasloviti svoje ogorcene ugovore. »To se ne
sme zgoditi, lahko pa se,« veckrat vedro ponovi.

Sva na robu zadnje vrste grobov in preZiva na vzpetini, od koder je
dober razgled. Narejena je iz odkopane zemlje, korenik, trave in gnilega
listja, nagrabljenega s stezic in tja odvrZenega. ZemljiSCe tistega predela je
posebno primerno za hiter razkroj trupel, in to so v devetnajstem stoletju
dobro vedeli tako oblasti kakor tudi lastniki parcel, ki so se med nacrto-
vanjem izgradnje pokopaliSca prepirali in dvigovali ceno glede na vecjo
ali manjSo razkrojevalno sposobnost zemlje. To so prignali tako dalec¢, da
so si celo izmenjevali Zaljive pamflete, kakr$nega je leta 1869 obcinski
svetnik doktor Mitlacher naslovil na barona Laskyja. Predel, kjer sva, je
pust, je obseZna travnata ravan, ki se razprostira med robovi gozda in
zidom, ki obdaja glavni urad dunajskega tramvajskega podjetja. Na bliznjem
nagrobniku je pod imenom druZine Pabst napis auf Wiedersehen, na
svidenje. Ta travnik, ¢eprav prostran, je otocek narave, obdan z druzbo, s
simetrijo stezic in pokopalisko industrijo na eni strani, na drugi pa z ob¢in-
skim prevoznim podjetjem, toda ta prostorcek je kakor tajga ali savana, ki
ju tudi obdaja civilizacija, v njiju pa vlada pradavni zakon Zivalskega sveta,
vohljanje, plazenje, iskanje hrane, parjenje, postavljanje zased in izogibanje
zasedam, zakon, ki velja tudi na gredici na vrtu ob hisi ali v cvetli¢cnem
lonc¢ku z eno samo rastlino.

Brezbarvna trava nenadoma zazeleni, v kroSnjah dreves se prebujata
prvo frfotanje in S¢ebet, velike Crne vrane selivke, ki so priletele iz Rusije,
poletavajo, na vzhodu se dviguje bled limonin olupek in nezamenljiv vonj
jutra botruje tudiv tej predmestni gosc¢avi telesnemu obcutku srece, uzitku
telesa, ki se dobro pocuti, slasti posluSanja, tipanja, opazovanja. Nedo-
takljivim fazankam, ki Ze nekaj Casa skakljajo po travniku, se od dalec pre-
vidno pribliZuje fazan, moj sosed v travi pa nameri. Ker sem navajen na
svojem SneZzniku razdirati pasti lovcev, se pocutim malce izdajalca, kot
nekdo, ki je prestopil na drugo stran. Mar se gre tudi vsakdo izmed nas
srecat s svojo usodo tako jalovo, ¢eprav prekaljeno previden? Negiben se
sprasujem, kateri skupek moznih groZenj, jedrskih ali mikrobioloSkih,
zvezdnih vojn, recidivnih virusov, prehitevanj v ovinek meri na moje
Zivljenje, kakor meri puska mojega soseda na fazana, ki ga je izbrala
neskoncna veriga kombinacij.

Med tem absurdnim in krivdo vzbujajo¢im cakanjem obZalujem, da so
leta 1874 zaradi visoke cene (en milijon forintov) opustili nacrte za izvedbo
pokopov s pomocjo pnevmatske poste, ki sta jih naredila Felbinger in
Hudetz. V skladu z njimi bi pokojne iz mesta po kilometrskih ceveh s
pomocdjo stisnjenega zraka izstrelili naravnost v njim namenjen grob. Lahko
si predstavljam, da bi v ozracju odzvanjalo od rezkih udarcev nenehno
prihajajocih trupel, in fazan bi vzletel.

Toda splet nakljucij in medsebojnih zvez, ki stiska vesolje v pesti, je
sklenil, da bo prelozil usmrtitev fazana s tem, da je dobil druga¢no preob-
leko, vendar tudi to prav po avstrijsko birokratsko: trenutek pred tem, ko
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un angelo pensosamente vegliante su un sepolcro; fra un paio d’ ore, all’
apertura del cimitero, i parenti che trovassero la fotografia del caro estinto
sforacchiata come il sombrero in un film western, o lalapide insanguinata
da un coniglio selvatico raggiunto nel momento sbagliato, saprebbero a
chi rivolgere le loro indignate proteste. <Non deve, ma puo succedere»,
ripete egli piu volte serenamente.

Siamo sull’ orlo dell’ ultima fila di tombe, appostati su un rialzo da cui
si gode una buona vista, formato da terra rivoltata, detriti, erba e fogliame
fradicio raccolto nei viali e accumulato in quel punto. Il terreno, in quella
zona, ¢ particolarmente adatto alla rapida putrefazione dei cadaveri, come
ben sapevano nel secolo scorso le autorita e i proprietari degli appezza-
menti che, durante i progetti per la costruzione del cimitero, litigavano e
tiravano sul prezzo in relazione alla maggiore o mino re funzionalita
dell'imputridire, sino a scambiarsi ingiuriosi pamphlets come quello fra
il consigliere comunale dottor Mitlacher e il barone Lasky, nel 1869. La
zona in cui ci troviamo ¢ squallida, una vasta prateria fra i bordi del bosco
e un muro che cinge l'officina centrale dell’azienda tranviaria di Vienna.
A pochi passi, una pietra tombale dice, sotto il nome della famiglia Pabst,
aufWiedersehen, arrivederci. Quella prateria, pur estesa, ¢ una piccola
natura circondata dalla societa, dalla simmetria dei viali e dall’industria
funeraria da una parte e dall’azienda dei trasporti comunali dall’altra, ma
questo minimo spazio ¢ come la faiga o la savana, anch’esse accerchiate
dalla civilta ma scandite dalla legge antica del mondo animale, fiutare,
strisciare, cercare il cibo, accoppiarsi, tendere e fuggire I'agguato, quella
legge che vige anche nell’aiola del giardino di casa o nel vaso che contiene
una pianta.

Lerba incolore diviene ad un tratto verde, fra gli alberi si desta il primo
frullo e il primo richiamo, le grosse cornacchie migratorie giunte dalla
Russia cominciano a volare, a oriente sale una scialba buccia di limone e
I'inconfondibile odore del matti no mette addosso, anche in quella
boscaglia da suburbio, una felicita fisica, il piacere di un corpo a proprio
agio, il gusto di sentire, tastare, guardare. Alle intoccabili femmine che da
qualche minuto saltellano sul prato si aggiunge, ancora lontano, un fagiano
maschio che s’avvicina cauto, mentre il mio vicino prende la mira.
Abituato, sul mio Monte Nevoso, a scompigliare le trappole dei cacciatori,
mi sento vagamente traditore, uno che & passato dall’altra parte. E cosi
che anche ognuno di noi va incontro al fato, con inutile anche se agguerrita
cautela? Mi chiedo, immobile, quale costellazione di minacce possibili,
atomiche o microbiologiche, guerre stellari, virus recidivi, sorpassi in
curva tenga sotto tiro la mia vita, come il fucile del mio vicino tiene il
fagiano, scelto da un’infinita catena di combinazioni.

In quell’attesa assurda e colpevole, rimpiango che, nel 1874, I'alto costo
(un milione di fiorini) abbia fatto fallire il progetto di funerali per posta
pneumatica elaborato da Felbinger e Hudetz, il quale prevedeva che i
defunti della citta venissero scagliati direttamente, attraverso una
chilometrica conduttUra azionata ad aria compressa, nella tomba loro
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bi se tarca toliko pribliZala, da bi bil strel zanesljiv, se je na robu gozda v
blizini auf Wiedersehen druZine Pabst pojavil sopihajo¢ tovornjacek,
naloZen s trohnecim listjem in z drugimi odpadki, ki so jih pokopaliSki
vrtnarji, skoraj tako zgodnji kot lovci, pograbili s stezic in pripeljali iztovorit
poleg naju. Fazan ves prestraSen izgine, gospod Baumgartner si privosci
glasen »Prekletol«, vendar prisr¢no pozdravi te nebodijihtreba.

Odpraviva se proti izhodu, saj bodo kmalu zaceli prihajati obicajni
obiskovalci. Ne nazadnje je bila to zora, ubrana z dunajskim duhom, ki se
roga smrti, se ji prilizuje pa tudi norcuje iz nje, ji dvori, in ker se je ne
more dokonc¢no znebiti, kakor se lahko znebi$ Ze nadlezne ljubice ali
ljubimca, ji skuSa vsaj malce kljubovati. Pri vhodu se srecava s sodelavcem
gospoda Baumgartnerja. Zajec, ki ga je ustrelil, je podoba hibe vesolja in
izvirnega greha zivljenja, ki se hrani s smrtjo. Cez nekaj ur bo zajec ljubka
trofeja, Se pozneje okusna jed, zdaj pa je Se groza in beZanje, trpljenje
bitja, ki ni prosilo, da bi se rodilo v ta svet, in si ni zasluZilo smrti, skrivnost
Zivljenja, tisto nenavadno, kar je bilo Se pred kratkim v zajcu, zdaj pa ni
ved, in za kar niti znanstveniki dobro ne vedo, kaj naj bi bilo, saj se morajo,
da bi to opredelili, zatekati k takSnim tavtologijam, kakr$na je »skupek
pojavov, ki kljubuje smrti«. Ne vem natanko, zakaj, saj nimam - tako kakor
vsi stranski igralci v predstavi sveta - osrednje vloge in zato nobene
natan¢no dolocene in neposredne odgovornosti, toda ob zajcu nesporno
izkusim obcutek sramu.

Prevedel Vasja Bratina

Claudio Magris: Donava, Cankarjeva zalozba, zbirka Moderni klasiki, Ljubljana 2006.
Z dovoljenjem Cankarjeve zalozbe.
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destinata. Laria, immagino, rintronerebbe dei secchi colpi di queste salme
continuamente in arrivo e il fagiano prenderebbe il volo.

Ma il gioco delle coincidenze e delle concatenazioni che stringe
I'universo ha deciso di differire I'esecuzione del fagiano assumendo
un’altra veste, anch’essa pero austriacamente burocratica; poco prima che
il bersaglio diventi definitivamente sicuro, sull’'orlo del bosco, presso
I'arrivederci» della famiglia Pabst, compare un ansimante camioncino
carico di foglie marce e di altri rifiuti, che i giardinieri del camposanto -
mattinieri quasi quanto i cacciatori - hanno raccolto nei viali e vengono a
scaricare accanto a noi. Il fagiano, spaventato, si dilegua; il signor
Baumgartner si concede un sonoro «merdal», ma saluta cordialmente i
guastafeste.

Ci avviamo verso 'uscita, fra poco arriveranno i visitatori consueti. In
fondo, e stata un’alba coerente con lo spirito viennese che beffeggia la
morte, la adula ma anche la irride, la corteggia e, non potendo piantarla
definitivamente in asso come si fa con un partner sentimentale venuto a
noia, cerca almeno di farle qualche torto. Sulla porta incontriamo il collega
del signor Baumgartner. La lepre che egli ha preso ¢ 'immagine del deficit
dell'universo e del peccato originale della vita che si nutre di morte. Fra
qualche ora quella lepre sara un grazioso trofeo e piu tardi ancora un piatto
succulento, ma adesso ¢ ancora fuga e terrore, la sofferenza della creatura
che non ha chiesto di vivere né meritato di morire, il mistero della vita,
questa cosa strana che c’era nella lepre sino a poco fa e che ora non c’e
piu e che neanche gli scienziati sanno bene cosa sia, se per definirla
ricorrono a tautologie come «'insieme dei fenomeni che si oppongono
alla morte». Non so bene di che cosa, perché - come tutte le piccole
comparse nello spettacolo del mondo non ho ruoli centrali né quindi
responsabilita dirette e precise, ma certo, dinanzi a quella lepre, provo un
sentimento di vergogna.
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Danube

(Excerpt)

Among the Other Viennese

Vienna is also a city of cemeteries, as majestic and friendly as the por-
traits of Francis Joseph. The Zentralfriedhof, the Central Cemetery, is a
major march-past in the grandes manoeuvres which attempt to postpone
the triumph of time. The graves of the great Viennese - the sector devoted
to illustrious personages, which starts to the left of the main entrance,
Gate No. 2 - comprise the front rank of a Guard which makes a stand
against transience but, unlike Napoleon’s Guards at Waterloo, forming
square without the least hesitation, this regiment fights according to elas-
tic tactics, seems to wish to defilade, itself; it suggests feints, it outflanks
death, it jests, it beats about the bush, with a view to frustrating the me-
thodical swish of the scythe. At five in the morning this host of stones,
busts and monuments is still almost invisible, opaque and colourless, as it
lies hidden in the cloudy nighttime drizzle, though here and there a vo-
tive lamp punctuates the murk. Herr Baumgartner keeps his shotgun close
beside him - a gun he has owned for thirty years, he told me a moment
ago - and rests a hand on it with the quiet, affectionate familiarity of long
cohabitation, as a musician finds pleasure in touching his violin, which
he loves not only for its performance but for its shape, its curves, the
texture and colour of its wood.

It is the first time I have ever been in a cemetery next to someone who
is handling not flowers, shovels or prayer-books, but guns and cartridges.
But today, for an hour or two, before daylight comes, the Central Cem-
etery in Vienna is a forest, a jungle, Leatherstocking’s woods, Turgenev’s
steppes, the dominion of Diana or St Hubert, a place where one does not
bless or bury, but lies in wait, fires, kills ancient relatives for whom no
rite prescribes a Requiem or a Kaddish. This morning, in the Central Cem-
etery, the order of the day is shooting, even if Herr Baumgartner doesn’t
want to hear this word, and talks about a necessary, authorized reduction
of the number of heads: they are harmful, it seems, because of their exces-
sive profusion and for other reasons. He is one of three marksmen em-
ployed by the Viennese municipal authorities to maintain a correct bal-
ance among the living who unlawfully inhabit this metropolis of the dead
(this “city of the other Viennese”, as the Austrians put it), and prevent
them from being too lively by transforming them on the instant, into
corpses if they reveal themselves too healthy and prosperous in this world.
Death is harmless, respectful and discreet; it causes no trouble and doesn’t
hurt anyone. It is life that is so troublesome, so noisy, so aggressively de-
structive, and must therefore be kept in check, lest it should get above
itself. Hares, for example, have a downright passion - destructive and guilty
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as are all passions - for the pansies laid on the tombs by pious relatives.
They gnaw them, they uproot them, they rip them to shreds, they are
not content with satisfying their hunger but they make a massacre of
them, like martens in a hen-run. And indeed, the sepulchre in which the
presidents of the Republic are laid to rest is littered with torn-up, tattered
pansies.

Does this mild irreverence merit the licence to kill? Well anyway, this
licence is very restricted and rigidly controlled. Herr Baumgartner’s dou-
ble-barrelled gun only threatens male pheasants, hares and wild rabbits,
and even these according to well-established rules. Austria, as they say in
my part of the world, both was and is an orderly country, and a gun-li-
cence is subject to strict control. Infractions are severely punished, and
there are none of those Sunday hunters who infest Italy, drunken with
childish delight in their power to kill, blasting away indiscriminately at
wildlife and humans: hunters: more deserving by half of the attentions of
Herr Baumgartner than are the hares with a taste for pansies.

The man himself, squatting down beside me in the grass, is beginning
to emerge from the darkness in all his massive, paternal bulk; he is not a
trigger-happy maniac, he shows no sign of that stupid pleasure in killing
and putting a stop to whatever life is seen to move; he does not indulge in
threadbare sophisms about the totemistic communion between killer and
victim; and indeed he reveals no kind of banal excitation, but rather the
good-natured calm of a gardener. He is a good shot and does what he has
to do, for Austria is an orderly country, but maybe he is not all that dis-
pleased when, through no fault of his own, he goes home empty-handed.

I imagine that, to start with, he was none too keen on the idea of hav-
ing me under his feet, for no one as a rule is allowed to be present. At the
entrance to the cemetery he explained to the night-watchman that I was
a professor, a title much honoured here, and that I was allowed in as an
exceptional case through the good offices of the department of the bur-
gomaster of Vienna. In this damp dawn, which is already beginning to
pale the gloomy clouds, I am experiencing what is not a great hunting
adventure, but what may be the zenith of my fame and glory, because it is
unlikely that my books on the Mitteleuropa of the Habsburgs, in virtue of
which the municipality of Vienna have given me special permission to be
squatting down at this hour of the morning on the grass in the Central
Cemetery, will have any greater impact on reality than this, or any further
farce its limits and prohibitions. It might well be that, in this dawn, I have
had my day, as King Lear puts it.

We move towards the edge of the cemetery, passing between the tombs,
which are slowly becoming more distinct. The tomb of Castelli, the light-
hearted, prolific author of popular comedies, bears an inscription by cour-
tesy of the league for the protection of animals, while from the faint mist
rises a tall, simple cross with a phrase that sums up the life of Peter
Altenberg, all a toccata and fugue: “He loved and saw.” A bare, basic cube
is the funeral monument of Adolf Loos, while that of Schonberg, creator
of a more disquieting geometry, is also a cube, but a distorted one.
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Herr Baumgartner peers around him, lends an ear to every rustle, scru-
tinizes the foliage, amorphous in the half light. He may fire where he likes,
even among the crosses and the still-fresh wreaths, but he is careful to
make no mistakes, because that sector of the cemetery - roughly a third,
the other parts falling to the competence of his two colleagues - is en-
tirely his responsibility, and he has to answer for where his lead ends up,
for any chance bosh-shot that shatters a votive lamp or grazes an angel
thoughtfully watching over a tomb. In a couple of hours’ time the rela-
tives who find the photograph of their dear departed as riddled as a som-
brero in a western movie, or the stone stained with the blood of a rabbit
hit at the wrong moment, would know to whom to address their out-
raged protests. “It shouldn’t happen, but it might,” he repeats several times,
but placidly.

We are on the edge of the last row of graves, set on a slight rise which
commands a good view. The bank itself is made of loose earth, debris,
and rotten grass and leaves swept up along the avenues and amassed at
this point. The soil in this area is particularly well suited to the rapid pu-
trefaction of corpses, as was well known in the last century to the au-
thorities and to the proprietors of plots. During the projection stage for
the building of the cemetery the latter used to haggle and stick out for
higher prices in relation to the greater or lesser putrefactive vigour of the
soil, to the point of exchanging abusive pamphlets such as the one ad-
dressed in 1869 by the municipal councillor Dr Mitlacher to Baron Lasky.
The area where we are now is unkempt, a large grassy expanse stretching
between the wood, and a wall surrounding the central workshops of the
Vienna tramway company. A few steps away is a tomb bearing the name
of the Pabst family, and beneath it the inscription auf Wiedersehen. This
meadow, extensive as it is, is a small slice of nature hemmed in by society,
by the symmetry of the avenues and the funeral industry on one hand
and the municipal transport company on the other; but even this mini-
mal space is like the taiga or the savannah, which are also surrounded by
civilization but measured by the ancient laws of the animal world, sniff-
ing at scents, crawling, searching for food, coupling, setting and avoiding
ambushes; the law, in fact, which rules even in a flower-bed in the garden
or in a pot containing a single plant.

The colourless grass now swiftly turns to green, the first birdcall and
the first flutterings are heard among the trees, the big crows migrating
from Russia rise on the wing, while in the east there rises a pallid lemon-
rind sun. Even in that suburban undergrowth the unmistakable smell of
morning endows us with a physical sense of happiness, the pleasure of a
body at ease in itself, a relish for hearing, touching, seeing things. The
untouchable hen-birds which for some minutes have been sporting on
the grass are now about to be joined by a cock-pheasant. Stili some way
off, he approaches cautiously while my neighbour takes aim. Accustomed
as I am, on my own Mount SneZnik, to dismantling the traps laid by hunt-
ers, I have a vague sense of being a traitor, a man who has gone over to the
other side. Is this the way in which each of us goes to meet his fate, with
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useless even if practised caution? Standing motionless, I ask myself what
constellations of possible threats, atomic or microbiological, star-wars,
recurrent viruses or overtakings on bends have my life in their sights, as
my neighbour’s gun now has this pheasant, selected by an infinite
concatenation of coincidences.

During this absurd, guilt-stricken wait, I regret the fact that in 1874 the
high cost (a million florins) of the operation led to the failure of Felbinger
and Hudetz’s scheme for funerals by pneumatic post. According to this
the dead would be shot off directly to their allotted tombs through miles
of tubing activated by compressed air. And I imagine that the air of the
cemetery would have rung with the sharp reports made by corpses in
continuous arrival, and that this pheasant would have taken wing.

But the interplay of coincidences which holds the universe in its grip,
taking on a different guise, though remaining perfectly Austrian and bu-
reaucratic, has decided to grant the pheasant a stay of execution. Just be-
fore the target gets within absolutely safe range, at the edge of the wood,
near the Pabsts’ auf Wiedersehen, alorry comes huffing and puffing along,
laden with dead leaves and other debris which the cemetery gardeners -
birds almost as early as the gamekeepers - have swept up along the path-
ways and are about to dump near us. The pheasant takes fright and van-
ishes, while Herr Baumgartner allows himself a sonorous “Damn!”, but
greets the spoilsports cordially.

We make for the exit, for the usual visitors will soon be starting to
arrive. All in all it has been a dawn in keeping with the Viennese spirit
which mocks at death, flatters it but also ridicules it, courts it but at the
same time, not being able to leave it in the lurch once and for all, as in the
case of a lover who has grown to weary us, at least tries to spite it a little.
At the gate we meet one of Herr Baumgarrner’s colleagues. The hare he
has shot is an image of the deficit of the universe and of the original sin of
Tife which feeds on death. In a few hours that hare will be a pleasing tro-
phy, and later still a succulent dish, but right now it is still terror and
flight, the suffering of a creature that neither asked to live nor deserved
to die, the mystery of life, this strange thing that was in the hare until a
short while ago and now is not, the real essence of which is unknown
even to the scientists, if in order to define it they must needs have re-
course to such tautologies as “the complex of phenomena which oppose
death”. I don’t know exactly why, since - like all those with walk-on parts
in the spectacle of the world - I have no central role and therefore no
direct, precise responsibilities, but that hare certainly leaves one with a
sense of shame.

Translated by Patric Creagh
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Spremljevalni nacrt (Café Hyena)

(Odlomek)

Kalisto Tanzi

Elza: Skupaj sva jedla grozdje in ga zalivala z roséjem. Naslednji dan sem v
Zepu zatipala vlaZzen grozdni pecelj. Izgledal je kot obrano drevesce.

Kalisto Tanzi je izginil iz mesta, v katerem je zavladala vrocina. Toplota
je Zarela iz hiS in ulic naravnost v obraz, razgreto mesto se je ljudem odtis-
nilo na celo kot pecat.

Ustavila sem se pred gledalis¢em, da sem lahko na plakatih prebrala
Kalistovo ime in si tako potrdila, da obstaja tudi v resni¢nosti. UZivam ob
izgovarjanju imena, ki ga je mucilo celo otroStvo in puberteto in ga je
zares nehalo motiti Sele z mojim prihodom. Pocasi hodim na drug konec
mesta, miSice na nogah se lahkotno gibljejo v vrocem zraku. Poldne je.
Edino, kar se na tem planetu res premika, so potne kapljice. Stekajo po
¢elu in znova privrejo izpod las.

Kupit grem strup.

Ian je vCeraj na straniSc¢u videl podgano.

Deratizator ima pod trgovino klet z vinom. V podzemlju uhajava neznos-
ni pripeki in popivava. Pripoveduje mi, kako so podgane inteligentne.

»Imajo pokusevalca, to je tisti, ki prvi poskusi hrano. Ce pogine, se ostali
vabe niti ne dotaknejo. Zato zdaj ponujamo pasti druge generacije.
Podgana zac¢ne umirati Sele Stiri dni po zauZitju strupa. Umira zaradi
posledic notranje krvavitve. Tak$no smrt je Ze Seneka oznacil za neboleco.
Ostalim podganam se zdi, da je njihov kolega umrl naravne smrti. Ce pa
jih na tak nacin v kratkem cCasu umre vec, ocenijo to obmocdje zaradi visoke
umrljivosti za neugodno in se preselijo. TakSna sposobnost ocenjevanja
bi prisla prav marsikateremu ¢loveku ali celo narodu.«

Popolni gnusni svet. Posmiham se s kozarcem rdecega traminca.
Deratizator govori zelo hitro. Njegov obraz je ves ¢as v gibanju. Kot da bi
imel preve¢ miSic na obrazu. Kot da bi pod njegovo koZo ves Cas mrgolelo
krdelo glodavcev. Od enega usesa k drugemu. Od brade do Cela in nazaj.
Cutim, kako se njegove nemirne noge zibljejo pod mizo, celotni trup pa
pada pod teZo v ritmu.

Ob tem pogledu postanem omotic¢na. Vrti se mi v glavi kot pri filmu s
prehitrimi kadri. Deratizator se skloni k meni in se zaplete v moje lase.

»Tako lepi ste, miska,« se smeje. Tudi jaz se smejim. Cutim, da oddajam
vonj po osamljenosti.

Pospremi me in mi da za na pot plasticno vrecko, polno deratizacijskih
sredstev. Namesto roZ. Ponosno jo stiskam v rokah. Mogoce bo od zdaj
zmeraj tako, pomislim. Ce mi bodo hoteli moski dvorit, mi bodo namesto
roZ dali vrecko z deratizacijskimi sredstvi druge generacije.

Potem ko sem odsla iz hladne kleti, mi je v obraz puhnil vro¢ zrak in
svet brez Kalista Tanzija.
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Plan odprevadzania (Café Hyena)

(Uryvok)

Kalisto Tanzi

Elza: Jedli sme spolu hrozno a zapijali ho ruZzovym vinom. Na druhy den
som nahmatala vo vrecku vlhka hroznovu stopku. Vyzerala ako obraty
stromdek.

Kalisto Tanzi zmizol z mesta, ktoré zachvitila hortcava. Teplo silalo z
domov a ulic rovno do tvare a rozpalené mesto sa [udom vtlacalo na celo
ako pecat.

Zastavila som sa pred divadelnou vitrinou, aby som si na plagitoch
mohla precitat Kalistovo meno a potvrdit si, Ze existuje aj v skutocnosti.
Mam poZitok z vyslovovania mena, ktoré ho trapilo celé detstvo a pubertu
a naozaj mu prestalo prekdzat aZ s mojim prichodom. Pomaly kracam na
druhy koniec mesta, svaly na nohdch sa mi zlahka chveji v horticom
vzduchu. Je poludnie. Jediné, €o sa na tejto planéte skutocne pohybuje,
st kvapky potu. Stekaji ku koreniu nosa a opit tryskaju pod vlasmi

Idem kupit jed.

Ian v¢era videl v zichode potkana.

Deratizér ma pod obchodom pivnicu s vinom. V podzemi unikime
neznesitelnej palave a popijame. Rozpriva mi, aké su potkany inteligentné.

,Majui ochutnavaca, ten prvy skasa potravu. Ked zdochne, ostatni sa
nastrah ani nedotknu. Preto uz ponukame nastrahy druhej generacie.
Potkan za¢ne zomierat aZ po Styroch dnoch po skonzumovani jedu.
Zomiera na nasledky vnatorného krvicania. O takejto smrti uz Seneca
tvrdil, Ze je bezbolestnd. Ostatné potkany maju dojem, Ze ich druh zomrel
prirodzenou smrtou. Ale aj tak - ak ich takto zomrie viac v kritkom case,
vyhodnotia lokalitu z hladiska vysokej mortality ako nepriaznivu a stahuju
sa. Tato schopnost hodnotenia tuplne chyba niektorym ludom aj celym
narodom.”

Dokonaly hnusny svet. Usmievam sa nad traminom ¢ervenym. Deratizér
rozprava vel'mi rychlo. Tvar ma neustédle v pohybe. Akoby v nej mal privela
svalov. Akoby mu pod koZou neustale pobehoval kfdel hlodavcov. Od
jedného ucha k druhému. Od brady k ¢elu a spit. Citim, ako mu pod stolom
kmitaji nepokojné nohy a cely trup sa mu klati v tanci.

Pri tom pohlade ma chytd zavrat. Hlava sa mi to¢i ako pri prirychlo
postrihanom filme. Deratizér sa ku mne nakloni a zamota sa mi do vlasov.

,Ste taka peknd mySka,“ usmieva sa. Usmievam sa tiez. Citim, Ze
pachnem osamelostou.

Vypreviadza ma a na cestu mi ddva igelitova tasku plnu deratiza¢nych
prostriedkov. Miesto kvetov. Zvieram ju pySne v ruke. MoZno to uzZ bude
takto vzdy, pomyslim si. Ak mi muzi budua chciet kurizovat, daruja mi
miesto kvetov tasku s deratizacnymi ndvnadami druhej genericie.
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Kalista sem prvic videla na otvoritvi neke razstave. Veliko se je pilo in v
tistem veceru je nastalo kar nekaj novih parov. Kot pravi Ian - tam, kjer so
moski, Zenske in alkohol ... - in daje tako osnovne koordinate za lokalizacijo
seksa.

Pogledala sem ga v modre oci in prvi¢ zahrepenela po ¢loveku z
barvnimi o¢mi. Ian ima skoraj ¢rne. Barve so bile zame vedno odlocilne.
Njihova kombinacija na Kalistovem obrazu me je privlacila. Skupaj sva
sedela do jutra in se pogovarjala. Kot vedno na zacetku: ¢lovek lahko znova
pripoveduje o svojem Zivljenju in vse je vredno pozornosti. Pripoveduje
in se pocasi vrti okrog sebe - pleSe in skupaj z njim ves prostor - nezen
blescec prah se useda na njegove lase.

Pred Kalistom Tanzijem je moja pripoved oZivela. Moje lastno Zivljenje
je plavalo pred najinimi o¢mi kot steklena gora. Z vsako besedo sem ga
spet ustvarila. Rekreirala. Rekreirala sem se ob Kalistu Tanziju. O tem bi
se gotovo dala napisati knjiga. To bi bil muzikal: Oh, dobra vila, ko bi le
vedela, kaj sem preZivljala ...

Ampak zdaj je Ze poldne. In jaz sedim v kavarni. Oblec¢ena v rjavo obleko:
stara Zenska. Sedim nasproti Iana. Star par. TiSino med nama prekinjajo
samo ¢asopisni naslovi. Od ¢asa do ¢asa Ian kak$nega navrZe ¢ez mizo. In
bere naprej. Casopis je padajoci most. Véasih ga odlozi in me pogleda.
Najine oc¢i se ne srecajo. Vino ima okus po suhih slivah in ¢okoladi. Napis
coca-cola na prtu za¢ne nepri¢akovano siliti v moj obraz. Prekrijem ga s
kroZnickom. V8ec mi je, da vse ostaja na svojem mestu.

Doma sedim za mizo in piSem pismo. Ian stoji za mojim hrbtom. - Oh,
kak$no dolgo pismo mora$ pisati, revica. Ne bi bilo lazZje poslati sms? Na
primer: Kje si?

Kalisto Tanzi nima mobitela niti mejla. Ta nacin komunikacije se mu
zdi izsiljevanje. (Stari angleski izraz black mail je oznaceval terjanje
neupravic¢enih davkov. Neobstojecih dolgov, nedanih obljub.)

Skorajda nemogoce je priti v njegovo Zivljenje, zlesti skozi okna na
zaslonu ali se utelesiti naravnost pred njegovimi o¢mi. Elza se ni mogla
zanesti na elektronsko zapeljevanje. Ceprav je bila nadarjena zanj: za
blebetanje in Cencanje. Spretna ¢vekulja.

Nove moZnosti pa so prinesle tudi mocnejSo konkurenco. Tako lahko
se je bilo s kom zaplesti, navezati stik. Vse je bilo v prid zapeljevanju.
Predvsem cas, ki ga prihrani$ s hitro komunikacijo.

Nikomur ni bilo treba stati na straZi ponoci na temni ulici, se voziti s
kocijo, z avtom, v nevihti. Popravljati kolesa, menjavati vrelo vodo v
avtomobilskem hladilniku, hoditi gor in dol okrog hi$ in kavarn, nemoc¢no
kroziti po ulicah do lokacij, kjer je bilo upanje, da se srecas z ljubljeno
osebo. Ugotavljati moZnost njene navzocnosti. Spremljati, preZati, se
skrivati, ostajati leta negiben na enem mestu ali tavati brez prestanka.

Mejli in sms sporocila so bili okna in ogledala, ki jih je svet hitro sprejel.
Z njihovo pomodjo se je dalo zlesti skozi okna, na streho, straniSc¢e, potopiti
glavo, vzleteti. Kamorkoli obesiti svojo privla¢no podobo - instalacijo.

Elza: V zrak, na cesto. Da te predo¢im moji podobi.
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Po tom, ako som vysla z chladnej pivnice, do tvire ma udrel horuci
vzduch a svet bez Kalista Tanziho.

Prvykrat som Kalista videla na jednej vernisazi. Vela sa tam pilo a v
priebehu vecera vzniklo zopar novych dvojic. Ako hovori Ian - tam, kde
su muzi, Zeny a alkohol... - a uddva tym zikladné suradnice na lokalizaciu
Sexu.

Pozerala som mu do modrych oci a po prvykrat zatdizila po bytosti s
farebnymi oCami. Ian ich ma takmer Cierne. Farby boli pre mna vzdy
rozhodujuce. Ich kombindcia v Kalistovej tvari ma pritahovala. Sedeli sme
spolu do rina a rozpravali sa. Ako vZdy na zaciatku: clovek moZe rozpravat
svoj Zivot znovu a vsetko stoji za pozornost. Rozpriva a pomaly sa toci
sam okolo seba - tancuje a s nim celd miestnost - jemny trblietavy praSok
mu sada do vlasov.

Pred Kalistom Tanzim moje rozpravanie oZilo. Moj vlastny Zivot plaval
pred naSimi o¢ami ako skleny vrch. Kazdym slovom som ho opit tvorila.
Rekreovala. Rekreovala som sa pri Kalistovi Tanzim. Urcite by sa o tom
dala napisat kniha. To by bol muzikal: Ach, vilocka, keby si ty vedela, co
som ja vsetko preZila...

Ale to uZ je obed. A ja sedim v kaviarni. Oblec¢ena v hnedych Satich:
stard Zena. Sedim oproti Ianovi. Stard dvojica. Ticho medzi nami prerusuji
len novinové titulky. Ian mi ich obcas prizvukuje ponad stol. A Cita dale;j.
Noviny st padaci most. Obcas ich sklopi a pozrie sa mi do tvire. O¢i sa
niam nestretnud. Vino chuti ako suSené slivky a cokolada. Napis coca cola
na obruse zacina nebadane stupat v ustrety mojej tviri. Zatazim ho
tanierikom. Mam rada, ked vSetko zostidva na svojom mieste.

Doma sedim za stolom a piSem list Kalistovi. [an mi stoji za chrbtom
- Ach, taky dlhy list musi$ pisat, chudatko? Nestacila by esemeska?
Napriklad: Kde si?

Kalisto Tanzi nemd mobil ani mailova adresu. Povazuje tento spdsob
komunikacie za vypalnictvo. (Stary anglicky vyraz black mail oznacoval
vymahanie neopodstatnenych dani. Neexistujucich dlhov, nedanych
slubov.)

Neexistuje jednoduchy spdsob, ako mu zasiahnut do Zivota, vliezt cez
okna na obrazovke alebo displeji, zhmotnit sa mu rovno pred o¢ami. Elza
sa nemohla spolahnuft na elektronické zvadzanie. Hoci mala nan talent -
na reci a recicky. Bola zru¢ny Ketzalquatzel.

Ale nové moznosti jej priniesli aj silnej$iu konkurenciu. Bolo také lahké
s niekym sa zapliest, skontaktovat. Zvadzaniu vSetko nahrivalo. Najmi cas
usetreny rychlou komunikiciou.

Nik uz nemusel hliadkovat v noci na tmavej ulici, cestovat v koci, v
aute, v burke. Opravovat kolesd, vymienat vriacu vodu v chladici, pocho-
dovat okolo domov a kaviarni, krazit bezmocne v uliciach miest, kde je
nidej na stretnutie s milovanou osobou. Mapovat moZnost jej vyskytu.
Sledovat, strichnut, schovavat sa, zotrvavat nehybne cele roky na jednom
mieste ¢i putovat bez prestiavky.
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Elzino jutro se je zacelo s pisanjem. Vklopila je glasbo in pol ure strastno
nadaljevala s knjigo. Med delom je pogosto vstajala od mize, potna, ker
spije pri pisanju na litre Caja, poslu$a glasno glasbo in piSe. PiSe, kot bi
tekla po hribu navzdol. Poti se in mrazi jo. Celo Zivljenje se njena telesna
temperatura giblje med 37,1 in 37,6 stopinje, to pa povzroca lazje tresenje
in slabe Zivce. Poleg tega vrocina prispeva k ustvarjanju eroti¢ne strasti in
omogoca Cloveku, da je doma in ga nihce ne moti. Zdravniki se ve¢inoma
bojijo poslati pacienta z vrocino v vrtinec delovnih dni.

Ko konca s pisanjem, je 1acna, Zejna in popolnoma izCrpana. Elza nima
sposobnosti trajne ustvarjalnosti - sitzleder. Njen delovni dan traja tri ure.
Takrat ko Elza vstane od delovne mize, moski vstane iz postelje. Skupaj
sedita na divanu v kuhinji in razmiSljata, kaj bosta jedla in kaj bo Sla Elza
kupit. Ponavadi kosita obloZene kruhke in pijeta gin s sokom grenivke.
Elza je brala, da je to, kako se pocutis, v osemdesetih procentih odvisno
od tvojega Zelodca. Od tistega, kar je v njem. ObloZeni kruhki in gin so
hrana, ki je povezana z zabavami. Zato so jo cela leta Zivljenja spominjala
na eno veliko zabavo. Dan za dnem. Tako kot med vsakim spontano
dozivetim dobrim Zurom - ob mraku ali ob zori - ko je svetloba dolgo
neizrazita in pokrajina spominja na plasti¢no osvetljeno sceno - nekje
zadaj na jeziku na mehkem nebu se je pojavil decenten trpek okus - okus
konca zabave. Imela je sadni buket, sobno temperaturo, polno telo in dolg
rep. Ponodi jo je vedno pogosteje budil: okus Zalostnega konca. Kot takrat
za novo leto, par sekund po polnoci stopi Ian za trenutek ven z drugo
Zensko in na Elzine prsi, glavo in ramena poklekne porascen trol: no¢na
mora, vrocino lula naravnost na njene ploske prsi.

Na poti domov se Elza proti jutru razjoce kar sredi ulice:

»Jaz noCem hodit. No¢em Se naprej hodit gor in dol. Celo Zivljenje samo
gor in doll«

»Pa saj ni treba it peS. Bom poklical taksi,« jo uti$a Ian.

»Ii tega ne razumes. Vseeno je. Pes ali pa v taksiju. Ves ¢as samo hodimo,
gor in dol.«

Prevedla Spela Sevsek Sramel
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Maily a rychle sms spravy boli oknami a zrkadlami, ktoré na svete rychlo
pribudali. Dalo sa cez ne vliezt do izby, na strechu, toaletu, ponorit pod
vodu, vzlietnut. Hocikam zavesit vlastny lakavy obraz - inStaldciu.

Elza: Do vzduchu, do cesty. Vystavovat Ta mojmu obrazu.

Elzino rano sa zacinalo pisanim. Pustila si hudbu a polhodinu naruZivo
pokracovala v knihe. Casto pocas price vstavala zo stolicky, spotend, lebo
pri pisani pije litre ¢aju a pusta si hudbu prili§ hlasno do usi a pise, pise.
PiSe, akoby utekala z kopca. Poti sa a mrazi ju. Cely Zivot sa jej telesna
teplota pohybuje medzi 37.1 a 37.6 stupiiov a to nahriva lahkej triaske a
slabym nervom. Okrem toho horucka prospieva tvorbe a erotickej vasni a
umoZziuje ¢loveku neruSeny pobyt doma. Lekari sa zvic¢sa boja poslat
pacienta s teplotou do viru pracovnych dni.

Ked dopiSe, je hladna, smidnd a pozornost ma celkom vycerpant. Elze
chyba schopnost vytrvalej tvorby - sitzfleisch. Jej pracovny deil trva tri
hodiny. Vtedy, ked Elza vstiva od pracovného stola, muZz vstava z postele.
Sedia spolu na kanapke v kuchyni a rozmyslaja, ¢o budu jest a o pojde
Elza nakupit. Zvic¢sa obeduju obloZené chlebicky a piju gin s grepovou
Stavou. Elza ¢itala, Ze na tom, ako sa ¢lovek citi, sa z osemdesiatich percent
podiela jeho Zaludok. To v lom. ObloZené chlebicky a gin su stravou
suvisiacou s oslavami. Preto jej celé roky v Zivote pripadali ako jedna
nepretrzitd a poctiva oslava. Den po dni. A ako pocas kazdej nefalSovane
prezivanej - neodfliknutej oslavy - podvecer alebo nadrinom - ked je
svetlo dlho neurcité a krajina pripomina plasticky nasvietenu scénu -
niekde na koreni jazyka a na podnebi sa objavovala decentna trpkasta chut
- chut konca oslavy. Mala ovocny buket, izbovu teplotu, plné telo a dlhy
chvost. V noci ju prebudzala ¢oraz Castejsie: chut smutného konca. Ako
ked na Silvestra par sekind po polnoci odide na chvilu Ian von s inou
Zenou a Elze si na hrud, hlavu a ramend Cupne zarasteny trollo: no¢na
mora a cikd jej horucavu rovno na ploché prsia.

Po ceste domov sa Elza nadranom rozplac¢e rovno uprostred ulice:

Janechcem pochodovat. Nechcem uz dalej pochodovat. Cely Zivot len
pochodujem!”

,Tak nemusime ist peSo. Zavolim taxik,” tisi ju Ian.

,Nerozumie$ tomu. To je jedno. Pesi alebo v taxiku. Clovek aj tak furt
len pochoduje.”
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Seeing People Off (Café Hyena)

(Excerpt)

Kalisto Tanzi

Elza: Together we ate grapes and washed them down with pink wine.
The next day I discovered a damp grape stalk in my pocket. It looked like
an upside-down tree.

Kalisto Tanzi disappeared from the town, which was gripped by a heat
wave. The heat radiating from the houses and streets burned people’s faces
and the scorching town seared its mark on their foreheads.

I stopped in front of the theatre’s display case so I could read Kalisto’s
name on the posters and reassure myself that he actually did exist. I de-
rive pleasure from uttering the name that had tormented him throughout
childhood and puberty and only really stopped annoying him after my
arrival. I slowly walk to the other end of the town, the muscles in my legs
tingling slightly in the hot air. It is noon. Drops of perspiration are the
only thing really moving on this planet. They run down to the bridge of
my nose and spurt out again from under my hair.

I'm going to buy poison.

Yesterday Ian saw a rat in the lavatory.

The rat-catcher has a wine cellar under his shop. We go underground
to escape the unbearable heat and sip wine. He tells me how intelligent
rats are.

“They have a taster, who is first to try the food. If he dies, the others
won't even touch the bait. That’'s why we use second generation baits.
The rat begins to die only four days after consuming the poison. It dies as
a result of internal bleeding. Even Seneca claimed that such a death is
painless. The rest of the rats get the impression that their comrade has
died a natural death. But even so - if several of them die in a short time,
they decide the locality is unfavourable on account of the high mortality
rate and they move elsewhere. Some people and even whole nations com-
pletely lack this ability to assess a situation.”

A perfect, repulsive world. I smile over red Tramin. The rat-catcher
speaks very fast. His face is in constant motion. As if he had too many
muscles in it. As if a pack of rodents were running around under his skin.
From one ear to the other. From his chin to his forehead and back. I can
feel his restless legs jigging under the table and his whole trunk sways in
a dance.

The sight of this makes me feel dizzy. My head spins like when watch-
ing a film that flashes too quickly from one scene to the next. The rat-
catcher bends forward and gets tangled in my hair.

“You’re such a pretty little mouse,” he smiles. I smile back. I sense I
stink of loneliness.
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He sees me out and on the way he gives me a plastic bag full of rat
poison. Instead of flowers. I clutch it proudly. Perhaps it will always be
like this, I think to myself. If men want to court me, instead of flowers,
they will give me a bag of second generation rat bait.

After emerging from the cool cellar, hot air and a world without Kalisto
Tanzi hits me in the face.

I first saw Kalisto at a private preview. A lot was drunk there and a few
new couples were formed in the course of the evening. As Ian says - where
there are men, women and alcohol... - and he thus gives the basic coordi-
nates for the localisation of sex.

I looked into his blue eyes and for the first time I longed for a being
with coloured eyes. Ian’s are almost black. Colours have always been a
decisive factor for me. Their combination in Kalisto’s face attracted me.
We sat together and talked until morning. As always in the beginning: you
can once more give an account of your life and everything is interesting.
You talk, slowly revolving around yourself - the whole room dances with
you - fine sparkling powder settles in your hair.

In Kalisto Tanzi’s presence my account seemed more exciting. My own
life swam before our eyes like a glass mountain. With every word I cre-
ated it anew. Recreated. I recreated in Kalisto Tanzi’s presence. No doubt
I could write a book about it. It would be a musical: Ah, little fairy, if you
only knew all the things I've been through...

But it’s lunchtime now. I am sitting in a coffee bar. Dressed in brown:
an old woman. I am sitting opposite Ian. An old couple. The silence be-
tween us is broken only by the newspaper headlines. From time to time
Ian reads one out to me over the table. Then he reads on. The newspaper
is a drawbridge. He occasionally lets it down and looks at my face. Our
eyes do not meet. The wine tastes like prunes and chocolate. The coca
cola inscription on the tablecloth begins to rise imperceptibly to meet
my face. I hold it down with a plate. I like things to stay in their place.

Back home I sit at the table and write a letter to Kalisto. Ian stands
behind me - Ah, do you have to write such a long letter, you poor thing?
Wouldn’t an SMS do? For example: Where are you?

Kalisto Tanzi doesn’t have a mobile or an e-mail address. He considers
this form of communication threatening. (The old English term black-
mail referred to extorting unjustified taxes. Non-existent debts, promises
not given.)

There did not exist a simple way of interfering in his life, climbing
through the window of a monitor or display, appearing in person before
his very eyes. Elza could not rely on electronic seduction. Although she had
a talent for it - for chatting and sweet nothings. She had the gift of the gab.

But the new possibilities also brought her stronger competition. It was so
easy to get involved with someone, to contact them. Everything played in
favour of seduction. In particular the time saved by rapid communication.
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Nowadays no one had to patrol a dark street at night, travel in a coach,
a car, a storm. Repair a wheel, change the water boiling in a radiator, walk
around homes and coffee bars or helplessly roam streets where there was
a hope of meeting the loved one. Map the possibility of their being there.
Follow, track, hide, stay in the same place for year after year or travel end-
lessly.

Emails and quick SMS messages were windows and mirrors rapidly
multiplying in the world. Through them it was possible to climb into a
room, onto a roof, into a lavatory, plunge under water and fly into the air.
Hang up your own alluring picture - install yourself - anywhere.

Elza: In the air, in someone’s path. Expose you to my picture.

Elza’s morning begins with writing. She puts on some music and for
half an hour eagerly gets on with her book. While working she often gets
up from her chair damp with perspiration, because when writing she
drinks litres of tea and has the music on too loud and she writes and writes.
She writes as if she were running downhill. She sweats and that chills her.
All her life her body temperature has ranged between 37.1 and 37.6 de-
grees, which tends to produce slight shivering fits and weak nerves. Apart
from the fact that a fever is good for creative work and erotic passion, it
enables one to stay at home undisturbed. Doctors are usually afraid to
send a patient with a temperature into the whirlwind of working days.

When she has finished writing, she is hungry, thirsty and her concen-
tration is completely exhausted. Elza lacks the ability to keep at creative
work for a long time - sitzfleisch. Her working day lasts three hours. When
Elza gets up from her desk, her husband gets out of bed. They sit side by
side on the couch in the kitchen and think about what they will eat and
what Elza will go to buy. They usually have open sandwiches for lunch
and they drink gin with grapefruit juice. Elza has read that your stomach -
what is in it - contributes eighty per cent to how you feel. Open sand-
wiches and gin are food associated with celebrations. That is why whole
years in her life have seemed to her like a really good, endless celebration.
Day after day. And, as during every celebration genuinely enjoyed and
properly done - in the early evening or early morning, when the light has
long been vague and the scenery looks like a lit-up stage setting, some-
where at the back of the tongue and on the roof of the mouth a discreet
bitter taste would appear - the taste of the end of a celebration. It had a
fruity bouquet, room temperature, full body and long tail. It woke her up
in the night more and more often: that taste of a sad end. Like when at
New Year, just a few seconds after midnight, Ian goes outside for a while
with another woman and a hairy troll crouches on Elza’s chest, head and
shoulders: a nightmare, and it tinkles a wave of heat right onto her flat
breasts.

On the way home in the early hours of the morning, Elza bursts into
tears in the middle of the street:
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“I don’t want to march. I don’t want to keep marching on any more. All
my life I have done nothing but march on!”

“Then we needn’t walk. I'll call a taxi,” Ian tries to calm her.

“You don’t understand. It’s all the same. On foot or by taxi. One way or
another, all we do is just keep marching on.”

Translated by Heather Trebatickd
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Ines Cergol, rojena leta 1959 v Kopru, ¢lanica DSP, je pesnica in prevajalka,
objavlja pa tudi literarne kritike, eseje in strokovne razprave. Od leta 2007
je predsednica ZdruZenja knjiZevnikov Primorske in pobudnica ter prva
urednica biltena ZdruZenja z naslovom Beseda. Dlje Casa je delala kot
lektorica in novinarka pri ¢asopisu Primorske novice ter kot zunanja
urednica in lektorica pri koprski zalozbi Lipa, Ze ve¢ kot dvajset let pa
tako na Koprskem kot tudi Sirom po Sloveniji, v zamejstvu in na Hrvaskem
organizira ter povezuje kulturna srec¢anja. Zaposlena je na Gimnaziji Koper
kot uciteljica sloven$cine. Izdala je tri pesniSke zbirke: Globoko zgoraj
(1991), Vmes (1998), Svetlobnica (2005) in dva knjizna pesniska prevoda
iz hrvas¢ine (Antun Branko Simié, Mile Pesorda). Je tudi soavtorica treh
dvojezi¢nih (italijansko-slovenskih) zbornikov: Tja in nazaj / Andata e
ritorno (2000), Due mondi ... un sentiero / Dva svetova ... ena pot (2002),
Cinque / Pet (2003). Njene uglasbene pesmi so posnete na zgoscenki
Mojce Maljevac z naslovom Intima.

Ines Cergol, born in 1959 in Koper, is a poet and a translator as well as a
member of the Slovene Writers’ Association. She has also published liter-
ary reviews, essays and treatises. The President of the Primorska Writers’
Association since 2007, Ines Cergol was also the initiator and the first
editor of the bulletin issued by the association. As a freelance editor and
proofreader, she has worked for the Lipa publishing house in Koper, and
has also been a proofreader as well as a journalist at the Primorske novice
newspaper for quite some time. For more than twenty years she has or-
ganised and hosted cultural events in the Koper region, all over Slovenia,
in Slovene communities abroad and in Croatia. Cergol works as a teacher
of Slovene at the Koper Grammar School. She has published three poetry
collections Globoko zgoraj (Deep Above, 1991), Vmes (Between, 1998),
Svetlobnica (Lantern, 2005) and two poetry book translations from
Croatian (Antun Branko Simié, Mile Pesorda). Cergol also co-authored
three bilingual (Italian-Slovene) almanacs: Tja in nazaj/ Andata e ritorno
(The Way There and Back / Andata e ritorno, 2000), Due mondi ... un
sentiero / Dva svetova ... ena pot (Due mondi ... un sentiero / Two Worlds ...
One Path, 2002), Cinque / Pet (Cinque / Five, 2003). Her poems have
been set to music and appeared recorded on the CD by Mojca Maljevac
entitled Intima (Intimacy).
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Ines Cergol

Fulgura

ne klesi ¢rk

na robu neizgovorljivega

na robu nespregledljivega

naj zarobijo temo v rodovnik skal
naj triduum pascal

bo uvertura nepredvidljivega

med trnjem nad prepadom morja na grobnicah teles

naj bo ples osuplost razclenjene ¢rke
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Fulgura

don’t chisel the letters

on the edge of the unspeakable

on the edge of the unseeable

let them hem the darkness in the genealogy of rocks
let triduum pascal

be the overture of the unpredictable

among thorns above the precipice of the sea on the sepulchers of bodies

let dance be the perplexity of the dissected letter
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Fascinatio

ljubim
to razkosanost
te reminiscence
ki se nikakor ne morejo zliti v celoto
to razklanost v zevajoc¢a brezna
svetlobo-temo ki se amalgamno pretaka
skozi zgolj slutljivo tusedanjost

skoznjo pronicam
postajam meglenica lisica sledbeni pes

na trenutke otipam
navidezno veslo
da se prerodi obcutek trdnosti
da se voda v led ne spremeni

ljubim
to razklanost vode skozi veslo ki od mokrote nabreka
oZivlja svoj les
ta manko vode
ki v odtekanju pronica
v zamahe vesla
v zamahe rok
ki ritem budi v valovanje
dopusti pot skozse
Vv sanje
vV govorico
pridobljeno z zamudo
v kroge vase
ki ne vedo zase ne za stanovitnost nenehnega skupzlitja
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Fascinatio

I love
this disparting
these faint memories
that will never fuse into a whole
this crack into gaping abyss
light-darkness that amalgamates
through hazy here-and-nowness

through which I trickle
and transfer into galaxy fox sleuthhound

now and then I touch
the imaginary oar
to feel the firmness regenerating
to hinder the water turning into ice

I love
this crack in the water round the oar swollen from moist
rejuvenating its wood
this deficit of water
that through the outflow seeps
into oar swings
into hand swings
that rouses rhythm into surge
brooks trails through itself
into dreams
into speech
captured with delay
into circular forms
ignorant of themselves or the permanence of a continuous togetherflow
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Nascor

kateri jezik

razvnema roZzi krilo

drami usnulo umevanje ustnic
razvezuje pogled

v samodejnost trav v brstenje ognja

kateri nov jezik
prerokuje drugost
odkriva izgubljeni dom
verizi telo v predcasnost
v soglasnost menjav

Abnegatio

Stiskava se med veje vrbe Zalujke.
V kamnite vlazne kleti polagava ciknjeno vino.
Je Ze cas iti ali se z nakopicenim preriniti skozi Sivankino uho?

So tudi ribe kdaj glasne, se v njih zrklih zrcali nebo?
Je zmaga veSC v prezganih krilih?

Se lakota skriva v sredici kruha?

Je ljubezen odlitek napuha?

Je pepel molk la¢ne notrine, ki nikdar ne mine?

Tiho se vracam v varno narocje predsvita,

v iluzijo svetlobe,
ko je dan Se utopija brez kon¢ne podobe.
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Nascor

what language

rouses the rose’s dress

awakens the sleeping discernment of lips
unbinds the view

into spontaneity of grasses into sprouting fire

what new language

prophesies the otherness

reveals the missing home

chains the body into prematurity
into unanimity of alternation

Abnegatio

We are crowded under the branches of a willow tree.

Into wet stone cellars we store the refermented wine.

Is it already time to leave or squeeze through the eye of a needle with
everything we piled up?

Are even fish sometimes noisy, is it the sky reflecting in their eyes?
Is the triumph of moths in their singed wings?

Is famine concealed within the bread?

Is love a cast of vanity?

Are ashes the silence of inner hunger that never ceases to exist?

Quietly, I return into a haven of moments before dawn,

into the illusion of daylight,
when the day is nothing but utopia without a final form.
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Metamorphoses

Pokrije$ mi usta z rdeco cunjo toreadorja.
Ogrne$ me v belo tancico neveste.
Prekrije$ me s ¢rno ruto naricalke.
Prevede$ me v koSuto, v blazno zenico,

v negibno skrivno sonce na uzdi stvarnika,
v slepo samico.

Zbesni$, ko mi misli letijo v lunine mene.
Onemis, ko grem ostra, sama, zapahnjena.

Drseca svila ovija brezoblic¢ni taleci se bron.
OC¢i obvisijo na krajcih meseca.

Postajam devica, snezna kraljica, Zenska s pretvezo.
Neranljiva.
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Metamorphoses

You cover my mouth with the red cape of toreadors.
You wrap me in the white gauze of brides.

You cover me with the black kerchief of funeral dirges.
You transpose me into a hind, into a frenzied pupil,
into a motionless secret sun on the reins of the creator,
into a blind female.

You are enraged when my thoughts drift toward the moon phases.
You grow dumb when I pass - stinging, alone, bolted.

Slithering silk drapes the formlessly melting bronze.
Eyes hanging from the pointed edges of the moon.

I turn into a virgin, snow queen, woman with pretence.
Invulnerable.
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Pomladna saga

»Prevaranci so ponosni na svojo zvestobo, prevarantje in goljufi
navduSeni nad umetnostjo svojih zvijac: tako mora biti,

ko se presuka leto in vzpne nov zacetek, sleherna pomlad

je velikanska pozaba smrti in krvav porod.«

(Milan Dekleva)

In ko zazveni fuga votlega okostnjaka fragmentarnih vzorceyv,
ko se na belino kosti lepijo palimpsetni obliZi,

se razpne brezno vere.

Trilcki citatnih besed niso navdihi.

Stihi ostajajo nedokoncane partiture.

Invalidno hotenje se opoteka po Skrlah opustele ulice.
Najdlje se ohranijo kosti,

a se na koncu sesedejo v prah pepelni¢ne srede.
Ponavljajoce se faraonske sanje utrujajo.

Valovi med rezami Skur plimujejo.

Jozef ponavlja obrazec sedem plus sedem krav,

vpisan v beli prah kostne moke.

Tudi sedem krat sedemdeset ni neskond¢je svetov

niti (po)polnost enega samega romanja.

Petelini vsako jutro trikrat zapojejo,
okostnjak se ob vsaki zori milo razjoce,
a v nobenem jutru ne postane skala.

Sizif vedno znova obraca peScene ure v pescenih hiSah,

da bi podaljsal rok trajanja.

A cas je posmehljivo poZelenje, ki se kopici na peS€enih vekah.
In pescene ure niso budilke, niso znanilke novega casa.

Skrivno Zivljenje rojeva krik pretrgane popkovine.
Krvavo zares se rojeva pomlad.

Nikoli prezgodaj.

Nikoli prepozno.

Vedno pravi Cas.

In sploh ni ve¢ pomembno, kdo je ljubeci, kdo ljubljeni
- iz semena Kklije klas.
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Springtime Saga

“The cheated are proud of their loyalty, the cheaters and tricksters
are thrilled with the artistry of their tricks - this is how it must be

at the turn of the year and at the rise of a new beginning; each spring
carries within an immense oblivion of death and is born in blood”.

(Milan Dekleva)

And when the fugue of the hollow skeleton resonates in fragmentary
patterns,

when the palimpsest plasters stick on the whiteness of the bones,

the crevasse of faith cracks open.

Trills of cited words are no true inspiration.

Verses remain unfinished compositions.

The handicapped will staggers across the slates of a solitary street.

Bones endure the longest,

at the end collapsing into the dust of Ash Wednesday.

Repetitious pharaoh dreams are wearying.

The waves of rising tide flood between the shutter rifts.

Joseph repeats the form of seven plus seven cows,

written into the white bone-meal dust.

Even seven times seventy is not yet the vastitude of worlds

or perfection of one sole pilgrimage.

Roosters sing three times each morning,
the skeleton weeps sadly at each dawn,
but not one morning turns it into stone.

Sisyphus incessantly turns hourglasses into sand houses

to prolong the expiry date.

But time is just a sneering lust that heaps upon the lids of sand,
and hourglasses no alarm clocks, no harbingers of a new time.

Mysterious life gives birth to the screech of a torn umbilical cord.
Bloody indeed the birth of spring.

Never too early.

Never too late.

Always on time.

And it doesn’t matter any more who loves, who is loved

- the seed is beginning to ear.

Translated by Ana Jasmina Oseban
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Kalin Donkov, rojen leta 1941 v vasi BegleZ v Bolgariji, je pesnik in prozaist.
Zanima ga usoda danasnjega Cloveka, njegovi upi, dvomi in osebne Zrtve.
Njegova lirika izpoveduje moralni perfekcionizem in zvestobo vrednotam
Cloveskega srca. Bralci ga poznajo po naslednjih pesnisSkih zbirkah: Pusa
3a 6nuxnust (Srajca za bliZnjega, 1977), Heusbexen wobex (Neizogiben clovek,
1982), Ouebudey na cvd6ama (Prica usode, 1986), Hesabpaba (Nepozaba,
1986), JKubomwvm e nocneden (Zivljenje je zadnje, 1986), Co6ydu me Buepa
(Zbudi me vceraj, 1999) in druge. V prozi raziskuje odnose in konflikte
sodobne bolgarske druzbe ter spremlja katarzo posameznika na prelomu
dveh stoletij. K njegovim priljubljenim proznim delom spadajo Yacmen
cryuati (Posebni primer, 1979), Pannu memoapu (Zgodnji spomini, 1980) in
Hepbu u ymexu (Zivci in utehe, 1999). Delal je na bolgarskem radiu in
televiziji, pa tudi za mnoge Casopise in revije. Prejel je vec literarnih nagrad.
Njegova dela, ki so bila prevedena v mnoge tuje jezike, so sluZila kot
podlaga za filme, pesmi in gledaliske igre. Zivi in dela v Sofiji.

Kalin Donkov, born in 1941, in Beglezh, Bulgaria, is a poet and a prose
writer. He is intrigued by the fate of modern man, his hopes, doubts and
sacrifices. His lyric poetry professes ethical perfectionism and loyalty to
the values of the human heart. He has won acclaim through the poetry
collections Pu3a 3a 6auxnus (The Shirt for the Fellow Man, 1977), Heu3s6exex
4obex (The Inevitable Man, 1982), Ouebudey na codéama (Witness of the Fate,
1986), Hesa6paba (Unforgettable, 1986), Kubomwom e nocneden (Life Is Last,
1986), Co6you me uepa (Wake Me Yesterday, 1999) and others. In his prose
he scrutinizes relationships and conflicts in contemporary Bulgarian soci-
ety, apart from analyzing the catharsis of an individual at the break of the
century. Some of his most popular prose works are Yacmen ciyuaii (The
Particular Case, 1979), Pannu memoapu (Early Memories, 1980), Hepbu u
ymexu (Nerves and Consolations, 1999), and others. He has worked for
the Bulgarian Radio and Television, as well as written for newspapers and
magazines. He has received numerous literary awards and his works, which
have inspired movies, songs and plays, have been translated into several
languages. Donkov lives and works in Sofia.
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Kalin Donkov

V sredino

Budilka. Reaktiven dim.
In taksiji.

Zaman tratimo ¢as minljiv.
Bezi.

Zaman nas utesnjuje greh
nenarejeni.

Roke drze darove, ki so
skromni.

Z rokami, spraskanimi
od kovine,

razdaj, kar nakopicil si.
Preden mine.

Razdaj dosezke. In razdaj
vso bedo.

To je tvoj znak. Brez datuma.
Brez kraja.

Ne cakaj razjasnjenih dni.
Zaman je.
Nad nezZnostjo prikloni se
brez sape.

Imej rad zvezde, ulice,
ideje.

Zeno rad imej. In bodi
poleg nje.

Ne, ti v poslednji ne gori$
svetlobi.

Od neZnosti se staramo.
Akajbi..
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B cpenara

bynunnuk. PeakTuBeH num.
Takcwura.
HamycTo BpeMeTo cKbIum.
Otiura.

HamycTo HI THeTH TpexbT
HecObIHAT.

Pp1riere napose bpskat
OCKBIHU.

C pblie, U3/IpaHU OT MeTall
U KPEMBK,
pasfall KaKBOTO CH ChOpal.
Haspewme.

Paszpaii crionrykara. Paspait
6earTa.

ToBa e TBosIT 3HaK. bes kpaii.
Bes mara.

He vaxaii 06scHeHN THM.
WsnuiiHo e.

Hap HesxHOCTTA ce HaKJIOHH.
He numan.

O6wuyait yIuIy, 3Be3ny,
UJien.

JKena obuuaii. I 6b1u
110 Hesl.

He, He B mociieiHu CBeTINHI
TOPHUII TH.

OT HE)KHOCTTA CcTapeeM HUIL.
Ho nmumo...

73



Kalin Donkov

Dusa

To mesto neobrito

brez Zalosti nas je razsulo.
Vse nezno, vse gresno

je med nami krivo ogluselo.
Samo ti si ostala,

kot zvon, ki udarja

v meni, odzvanja,

o, dusa.

V tem mestu brezdanjem
tvoj klic je potihnil.

Kako modro, kako podlo
pamet vsakogar ohromi!

Le zakaj pa Se vedno

(eh!)

dusa-zvon glasno

do smrti pod vsakim udarom
odzvanja ...

Danes

Zivljenje narobe. NeZnosti beZne.
Ljubezenske zdrahe. IzZvizgane ideje.
In danes peljejo jesen v dom za ostarele.
Dez odleplja tapete rumene in rdece.

Letargija drgne hrbet ob vhodnih vratih.
Sumljivi razum pristopa po delih.

Poganski prezir je ocaral Kri:

¢emu se odljubljamo, ¢e si ne drznemo sovraziti!

Kaj e je premagana Se zadnja necimrnost ljubezni?
Kaj ¢e je dolg ljubezenski do novcica izplacan?
Pisem ne poSiljam. Ne ¢akam sanj ponoci.

Izpustil sem celo priloznost, da zajo¢em.

Jutri pa - sneg, olajSanje sveta. Ali pa bitje
vkljucilo bo svoje mocne avtomate.
Ostajas Ziv, zares. A bolj kot smrt boli.

In telo se noce vec vrniti k dusSi.
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Hya

Tosu rpaj; HeOpbCcHaT

6e3 1Iegas HU IIPbCHA.

BcHuko HEXHO, BCHIKO IPEIITHO
MeX]ly HaC BUHOBHO OIJIYIIIA.
CaMo TH ocTaHa,

B MEH KaTo KambaHa

Jia 3BBHHUIIL T10]] YZapa,

Hyna.

B To3u rpan 6e3npHeH

TBOAT BUK ITOTHHA.

KoJ1k0 MBIpo, KOJIKO HOJUIO
IaMeTTa CH BCAKOM BKaMeHH!
Ho samo ocrana

(ex!)

myla-kKambaHa

10 CMBPTTA IIOJL BCEKH y/Iap
7la 3BbHU...

ITHec

JKuBoT HaobKU. MUITYBKM THYELITIKOM.
JIro60BHE makocTH. OCBUPKAHH IIPO3PEHHSL.
A JIHec OTBeX/IaT eCeHTa BbB CTAPUECKUS JIOM.
OtJrenBa IBK]| TareTuTe U KBJITH U YepBEeHHU.

Jleraprusra Tpue rpp6 BbB BXOJ[HATA BpaTa.
[TpucrbnBa Ha pasfiennTe CbMHUTETHUAT Pa3yM.
Esmdecko npespeHne e 09apoBajgo KpbBTa:

3aImo pasnio6BaMe, IIOM He IOCMsBaMe Jia Mpasum!

KakBo, 4e e HajJIBUTa U IOCIIeIHATA JIFOOOBHA cyeTa?
KakBo, 4e e IbJarpT TI060BEH BbPHAT JI0 TleTade?
[Incma He npamaM. He npryakBaM chHUINA B HOITA.
VsnycHax fake cirydast ynoOeH fia 3alava.

A yTpe - CHAT, CBETOBHO obiexuenue. Uian

1€ BKIIIOYN 6uTHETO MOIIHUTE CKU aBTOMATHU.
OcraBar JKUB, HAUCTHUHA. A 1oBede oT CMBPT 60711.
W Tsutoto He ncka Jia ce BbpHeE IIpH JyIIara.
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Ostrina

Nekje v svetu, iz katerega smo,
nekje v tej ¢rni prsti,

eno steblo nevidno pogumno
zelenkasto sabljo drzi.

Klije pomladno, lahkotno.
V obratno smer ne sme.
V zibelki pa ga teZijo
kosti kot zaklinjanje.

Ceprav ga po poti uzremo,

le redko spoznamo, kdo je ta,
ki njegovo nezno ostrino

v pravi¢ni naravi suklja.

Ah, optimizem nic¢vreden,

od njega nas nic ne oddalji.

Zdaj veste, zakaj veckrat vas gledam
s prebodenimi o¢mi?

Beg

Zbogom, zbogom ... Hitel sem!

Avtoceste, puSc¢ave, mocvirja.
Zivel sem uspesno. Po drugih: povsem nekoristno.
A priSel sem do kraja. Nemudoma moram od tuka,j.
V nek svet. V nek vek. V brezno peklensko.

Hitrost vseh stvari naraSc¢a od prvih korakov.

Starost nas raztresc¢i: premisljeno, rezko, brez hibe.
Samo e zvestoba greni pod skorjo sme$nih pobegov.
In solza beton nasih mask izdolbe.

Jesen potrebuje potnika. Prav tako zima.
In v snu nas zbada ostri laket sekunde.
Zbogom, zbogom! Poezija je ozdravljiva,
kot ozdravljivo je rakavo obolenje.

Kometi nad vsakim slovesom mahajo z bici.

Z vseh cest, obilno posutih, dviga se para.

In Ce se Ze sreCamo, bo to le zato, ker smo tekli,
brez znanja, da zemlja je tolikSna krogla.
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Ocrpue

Hsikbjie B cBeTa, OT KOUTO HJEM,
HSIKBJIe BBB UepHaTa 3eMs

€IIHO CTPBbKYE Xpabpo U HEBUIUMO
CTHCKa 3eIeHUKaBa KaMa.

To mpo6uBa IpoJIeTHO U MPOCTO.
Hsma npaBo Ha o6paTeH IIbT.

B sroikaTa My BBIJIEHUM M KOCTH
KaTo 3aKJIMHAaHUE TeXaT.

Jlaxxe 1a To 3bpHEM MHUMOXOJIOM,
PSIZIKO OCh3HaBaMe Koe

IBIDKH B CIIpaBe/IMBaTa IPUpojia
HETOBOTO HEXXHO OCTpHE.

EX, oT orrruMusMa Hu 6e3BpejieH
HsIMa KOM J1a HU OT/JaJIedn.

Ho pas6paxre it 31110 BU TJiefiaM
YecTo ChC U300/eHN 0un?

bar

Céorom, cborom...A3 6bp3ax!

ABTOCTpajiu, MOYYpH, ITyCTHUHU.
CrrosrywinBo xussix. Criopes Ipyri: >KUBSX HEU3TOJ[HO.
Ho porivax. U TpsibBa HesabaBHO OT Bac jia 3aMIHa.
B HsKoll cBAT. B HiKoIl Bek. B npensnopHaTa.

CKopocTTa Ha HelllaTa OT CTBIIKUTE TeKKO HapacTBa.
Bb3pacTTa HU pasHpbCckBa: 6e3MOTPelIHO, 0OMICIEHO, PSI3KO.
CaMo BSIPHOCT TOPUH II0]] KOpaTa Ha CMEIITHUTe OsrcTBa.

U cbizata nbiabae 6eTOHA Ha HAIIUTe MacKU.

EceHTa MMa HyXX/1a OT I'bTHHUK. A CBII[O ¥ 3UMaTA.
U HachH HU 60/ie Ha CeKyHJIaTa OCTPUST JIAKBT.
C6orom, cborom! [Toesusra e nzneanma

CaMo TOJIKOBA, KOJIKOTO € M3JIEIUM PaKbT.

A HaJ| BCsiKa pasjisla pasMaxBaT KOMeTHTe OUI0Be.
[TapsT BCcHUKH 1I0CeTa, TOCUIIAHU IIEIPO CbC BBIJICH.

U nopu 11a ce cpelHeM, To I1e 6b/ie, 3aI[0TO CMe THYaIIH,
6e3 1a 3HaeM, e 3eMsITa € TOJIKOBa KPbIJIa.
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Ce
Ce bi ta usoda trajala Se nekaj Casa,
da bi za hip odtrgali se od grmenja,

morda odKkril bi ¢udezno formulo,
po kateri bi Ziveli brez trpljenja.

Ce bi tale borba trajala $e nekaj Casa,

da bi navadilo se mesto in umolknili sosedi,
morda bi videla, kako me kaZe zmaga:
prgisce bratov za menoj, pred mano - polki.

Ce bi ta ljubezen trajala $e nekaj Casa,

da bi prisla do konca vsakega jemanja,
morda bi si vrnila neZznega demona,

ki pred Zivljenjskim vbrizgom kri varuje.
Zemlja pa se ni obrnila le enkrat.

Vecer se strmo vzpenja po telesih.
Prekolni me sedaj in odpusti mi do svita!

Ce bi to Zivljenje trajalo $e nekaj Casa ...

Prevedla Namita Subiotto in Ljiudmil Dimitrov
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Or1rre

AKko Tasu cpj16a IPOIBIDKY OITie TOJIKOBA,

Je Jla MO’KeM 3a MUT Jia ce JpblIHeM OT TpoMoJIa,
Mosxe OU IIie OTKpHs gysiarara Gpopmyia,

110 KOSITO YOBEK ChINEeCTBYBa 6e3 6oka.

Axo Tasu 60p6a IPOIBIDKY OIIle TOIKOBA,

4e Jla CBUKHE IPajlbT U Jla MIIbKHAT ChCEIUTE,
MosKe O IIfe ChIUIeIalll Kak Me COuH IobemaTa:

¢ mena 6paTs 3a]1 MeH, a Hacpellla MU - [I0JIKOBE.

AKo Tasu J060B IMPOJIBIDKH OITle TOJIKOBA,

qe Jla CTUTHEM JI0 Kpasi Ha BCIKO OTHeMaHe,
Moske OU IIfe CM BbpPHEM Hail-He)KHUTE TeMOHH,
TI€TO Ma3sT KPbBTa OT KUTEHCKU YIIOHKH.

A 3emsTa IpeBbPTa HE elHA OOUKOJIKA.
Bewepra ce KaTepu 10 TeJlaTa HU CTPBMHO.

HPOKT)HHI/I Me cera 1 IIpoCcTu Mu 10 chbMBaHe!

AKO TO3M XUBOT IIPOBJDKU OIlle TOJIKOBA...
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In The Middle

An alarm clock. The trace of a jet.
Taxi cabs.

It’s vain on time such value to set.
It flies away.

In vain because of an unfulfilled sin
We chafe.

We hold in our hands gifts perishable
And unsafe.

With hands hurt by jagged steel
And flint

Give away everything you've got.
Don’t stint.

Rid yourself of misfortune and give away
Your luck.

Let that be your hallmark, your way,
Show pluck.

Do not wait for days clearly defined,

And do not fret.

Concentrate on what is noble and refined
With bated breath.

Love the streets, the sea,
Ideas.

Love a woman and always be
True to her.

It’s not because you've reached the final stage,
That you're aflame.

It's tenderness which makes us age.

But so what of it...
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Soul

This unshaven town

Has scattered us in all directions.
Everything tender and everything sinful
Has hidden in a hole like a mole

The only thing still staying with me,
ringing like a bell

under the blows of life

is you, my soul.

In this bottomless town

Our cries have sunk somewhere low.
How wisely and how cowardly
We've stored our memories away.
But you, my bell-like soul,

You are staying with me

To ring under every blow

Until my final day.

Today

A willful life. People aimlessly roam.

Hurried unkindness. Rudely booed insights.

Today they’ll take Autumn to an old people’s home.
The rain tears colourful posters off the walls.

Apathy drags slowly along a narrow lane.

Dubious reasons begin an unfriendly debate.

Our blood is kept captive by a heathen disdain.
Why don’t we fall out of love if we can’t even hate.

What if my last vain love has been overcome?

I send no more letters. I don’t expect dreams at night.
I've paid back my love debt to the last crumb.

But I missed my last chance to cry for it.

Itll snow tomorrow - a world relieved. Or
life will switch on its powerful machine.
You'll be still alive surrounded by its roar
And the body will refuse to return to its soul.
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The Sharp Blade

Somewhere in this earth of ours,
Somewhere in our mysterious life
There is a bold and mysterious blade
Which is like a sharp green knife.

It grows in a simple spring-like way.
And is not allowed to go back.

Like fate, embers and bones have
Predetermined its upward track.

Even if we watched it night and day
We’d never find out how it is made,
How even-handed nature relentlessly
Draws out its delicately shaped blade.

Our harmless optimism is great,

It reaches far beyond the end of the skies.
But have you tried to find out why

I look at you with gouged-out eyes?

Flight

Farewell, farewell... I was in a great hurry!
Motorways, marshes, deserts.
My life was a success. According to others - a failure.
But I've managed to run up to here. And now I must leave.
For another world. Another century. Or hell.

The steps one takes greatly increase the speed of things.

Age scatters us in all directions - Harshly and with deliberate precision.
Only loyalty tastes bitter under the cover of our masks.

And the tears dig through the hard concrete of our flights.

Autumn needs a companion and so does winter.

Even sleeping I see the seconds advance like enemies.
Farewell. Farewell ! Poetry is as curable,

As cancer is.

The comets lash their whips over every parting.

Our feet are sore, for we run on a hot, rough ground.
And even if we meet again it will be because

We run not knowing that the earth is round.
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It

If things go on as long as they have gone so far,

So that we could withdraw from that terrible mess,
Then, perhaps, we might be able to discover the formula
That shows what the cures for a painless life are.

If the struggle goes on as long as it has gone so far,

So that the town and all the neighbours get used to it,
Then you might see how victory points at me and
How many my friends and how many my enemies are.

If this love lasts as long as it has lasted so far,

And we go beyond the point of give and take,

Then, perhaps, we'll get rid of everything poisonous

And we'll find out which the angels of tenderness are.

The earth turns round only once in a day and a night.

The evening is eagerly creeping up our bodies,

So forgive me and love me in the name of the brightest star

If this life goes on as long as it has gone so far.

Translated by Viadimir Filipov
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Umberto Galimberti, filozof, psihoanalitik, esejist in univerzitetni profesor,
se je rodil leta 1942 v Monzi. Po $tudiju na Katoliski univerzi v Milanu je v
Baslu obiskoval predavanja Karla Jaspersa in postal eden glavnih prevajal-
cev njegovih del v italijan$¢ino. Med letoma 1987 in 1995 je pisal za ¢asopis
1l sole 24 ore, nato pa za italijanski ¢asnik La Repubblica (do leta 2008),
kjer Se vedno ureja tedensko prilogo D, la Repubblica delle donne. Med nje-
gova najznamenitejSa dela sodijo: Psichiatria e Fenomenologia (Psihiatrija
in fenomenologija, 1979), Il corpo (Telo, 1983, mednarodna nagrada s.
Valentino d’oro), La terra senza il male (Zemlja brez zla, 1984, nagrada
fregene), Gli equivoci dell’anima (Nesporazumi duSe, 1987), Psiche e
techne (Psiche in techne, 1999), Orme del sacro (Stopinje svetega, 2000,
drZzavna nagrada Corrada Alvara 2001), La casa di psiche (Dom psihe,
2005, nagrada Cesara De Lollisa), L'ospite inquietante (Srhljivi gost, 2007),
Il segreto della domanda (Skrivnost vpraSanja, 2008), La morte dell’agire
e il primato del fare nell’eta della tecnica (Smrt ravnanja in primat dejanja
v dobi tehnike, 2009). V zbirki Universale Economica Saggi bo kmalu iz3el
celoten ponatis njegovega opusa. Izdal je tudi Dizionario di psicologia
(Slovar psihologije, 1992) z vec kot 8tiri tisoc gesli, ki ga je v izdaji za zaloZbo
Garzanti Se razSiril. Delo Srhljivi gost je v slovenskem prevodu Veronike
Simoniti leta 2009 izslo pri zalozbi Modrijan.

Umberto Galimberti, philosopher, psychoanalyst, essayist and university
professor was born in 1942 in Monza. After graduating at the Catholic
University in Milan, he attended lectures by Karl Jaspers in Basel and be-
came one of the leading translators of his works into Italian. Between the
years 1987 and 1995 he wrote for the newspaper I/ sole 24 ore and after-
wards for the Italian newspaper La Repubblica (up to the year 2008),
whose weekly supplement D, La Repubblica delle donne he still edits.
Among his most important works are: Psichiatria e Fenomenologia (Psy-
chiatry and Phenomenology, 1979), Il corpo (The Body, 1983, the inter-
national S. Valentino d’oro Prize), La terra senza il male (The Earth With-
out Evil, 1984, the Fregene Prize), Gli equivoci dell’anima (Misunderstand-
ings of the Soul, 1987), Psiche e techne (Psyche and techne, 1999), Orme
del sacro (The Footprints of the Sacred, 2000, the State Corrado Alvaro
Prize 2001), La casa di psiche (The Home of the Psyche, 2005, the Cesare
De Lollis Prize), L'ospite inquietante (The Uncanny Guest, 2007), Il segreto
della domanda (The Secret of the Question, 2008), La morte dell’agire e
il primato del fare nell’eta della tecnica (The Death of Action and the
Primacy of Doing in the Technical Age, 2009). His entire oeuvre will
shortly be reprinted and published in the Universale Economica Saggi
series. He has also published Dizionario di psicologia (Dictionary of Psy-
chology, 1992) with more than four thousand entries, which has been
additionally extended for the Garzanti publishing house issue. The Slovene
translation of L'ospite inquietante translated by Veronika Simoniti was
published in 2009 by the Modrijan publishing house.
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Umberto Galimberti

Sthljivi gost

(Odlomek)

1.
Nihilizem in razvrednotenje vseh vrednot

Kaj pomeni nihilizem? - Da se najvisje vrednote
razvrednotijo. Manjka odgovor na »Cemu?«

F. Nietzsche, fr. 9 (35), Nachgelassene Fragmente,
1887-1888.

1. Decentraliziranje vesolja

Ljudje niso nikoli Ziveli v svetu, temvec vedno in samo v opisu sveta, ki so
ga vsak ob svojem cCasu dali mit, religija, filozofija ali znanost. Ta opis je bil
zajet v ustaljenih besedah, umescenih na robove vesolja, da so ga zamejile,
in v njegovi notranjosti, da so ga artikulirale. Med »stvarmi od tam zgoraj«
in »stvarmi od tu spodaj¢, kot pravi Platonova geografija, ki je najbolj zgo-
vorna in najbolj opisna, je bilo mogoce prepoznati hierarhijo stabilnosti,
ki je pomagala pri odloc¢anju med tem, kar je prav, in tem, kar je narobe,
med pravilnim in nepravilnim, med vrednim in nevrednim. Red idej je
zarisoval vzpenjajoco se pot, ki je z zemlje tekla proti nebu in je imela
smer, smisel in cilj. V dosegi cilja je bila obljuba odresitve in resnice.

Nekega dne je grska filozofija naletela na judovsko-krS¢ansko oznanilo,
ki je govorilo o obljubljeni deZeli in poslednji domovini. Dusa, ki si jo je
zamislil Platon, je bila zdaj namenjena k cilju in je zaZivela v vznemirljivem
pricakovanju in ¢asu, ki sta jo locevala od cilja. Ta Cas ni bil ve¢ opisan kot
cikli¢no ponavljanje kozmi¢nega dogajanja, temvec kot izZarevanje smisla,
ki je spremenilo potek dogodkov v zgodovino, kjer se bo nazadnje
izpolnilo to, kar je bilo oznanjeno na zacetku.

Toda tudi ta kozmologija in ¢asnost sta se kaj kmalu zamajali, z njima
pa Se vse ideje, ki so ju zaznamovale in poudarjale. Ko je znanost oznanila,
da zemlja kroZi okrog sonca, sonce pa da je vrZzeno v brezciljni tek, je
ponudila nov opis sveta, v katerem je bilo mogoce prepoznati relativni
znacaj vsakega gibanja in vsakega poloZaja v prostoru, tega pa so Cedalje
pogosteje zamenjevali s Casom, tako da je jezik filozofije in religije nazadnje
izgubil vse normativne ideje, ki so govorile o orientaciji in trdnosti.

Posledica je bila decentralizacija vesolja. Novi opis je vseboval Se stare
besede, toda te pri oznacevanju stvari niso ve¢ opredeljevale njihovega
bistva, temvec¢ samo njihov odnos. Brez »visok«in »nizek¢, »notri« in »zunaj,
»dalec« in »blizu« je vesolje izgubilo svoj red, smoter in hierarhijo in se
ponudilo ¢loveku kot gola naprava, ki jo je mogoce raziskati z orodji
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L'ospite Inquietante

(Un brano)

1.
Il nichilismo e la svalutazione di tutti i valori

Nichilismo: manca il fine; manca la risposta al
“perché?”. Che cosa significa nichilismo? - che i
valori supremi perdono ogni valore.

F. NIETZSCHE, fr. 9 (35), in Frammenti postumi
1887-1888.

1. Il decentramento dell’'universo

Gli uomini non hanno mai abitato il mondo, ma sempre e solo la
descrizione che di volta in volta il mito, la religione, 1a filosofia, la scienza
hanno dato del mondo. Una descrizione attraverso parole stabili, collocate
ai confini dell’'universo per la sua delimitazione e all'interno dell’'universo
per la sua articolazione. Tra “le cose di lassu” e “le cose di quaggiu”, come
voleva la geografia di Platone, la piu dicente, 1a piu descrittiva, era possibile
riconoscere quella gerarchia di stabilita che consentiva di orientarsi tra il
vero e il falso, il giusto e I'ingiusto, il pregevole e lo spregevole. Lordine
delle idee tracciava un itinerario ascensionale che dalla terra portava al
cielo, e il cammino aveva una direzione, un senso, un fine. Nella realizza-
zione del fine c’era promessa di salvezza e verita.

Un giorno la filosofia greca incontro 'annuncio giudaico-cristiano che
parlava di una terra promessa e di una patria ultima. anima che Platone
aveva ideato si trovo orientata a una meta e prese a vivere I'inquietudine
dell’attesa e del tempo che la separava dalla meta. Un tempo non piu de-
scritto come ciclica ripetizione dell’evento cosmico, ma come irradiazione
di un senso che trasfiguro 'accadere degli eventi in storia, dove alla fine
si sarebbe compiuto cio che all’inizio era stato annunciato.

Ma anche questa cosmologia e questa temporalita non tardarono a
vacillare e con esse tutte quelle idee che ne segnavano la scansione.
Annunciando che era la terra a ruotare intorno al sole, a sua volta lanciato
in una corsa senza meta, la scienza consegno una nuova descrizione del
mondo, in cui si riconosceva il carattere relativo di ogni movimento e di
ogni posizione nello spazio, chea sua volta andava sempre piu a confondersi
con il tempo, fino a togliere al linguaggio della filosofia e della religione
tutte le idee normative che dicevano orientamento e stabilita.

La conseguenza fu il decentramento dell’'universo. La nuova descrizione
implicava ancora le antiche parole, ma queste, nell'indicare le cose, non
designavano piu la loro essenza, ma solo la loro relazione. Senza piu né

z Z Z Z 2«

“alto” né “basso”, né “dentro” né “fuori”, né “lontano” né “vicino”, I'universo
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racunskega razuma. Razum je razprl umetni in mogocni svet tehnike; v
njej je Clovek odkril njeno bistvo, ki je bilo dolgo ¢asa skrito in nespo-
znavno zaradi miti¢nega opisa sveta.

Zemlja, ki je bila prej mati-zemlja, je postala indiferentna materija, nebo
je mesto zvezdne mitologije prepustilo kozmi¢nemu prahu in ¢lovekova
dusa, ki se je poslovila od obzorja smisla, je zatavala v druzbi tistega gosta,
ki ga Nietzsche imenuje »najsrhljivej$i med vsemi gosti: nihilizem«' in v
katerem prepoznavamo kadenco svojega sedanjega miSljenja in zbeganega
obcutenja.

2. Odcarani svet

Nihilizem je stari znanec, saj se je okrog biti in nic¢a odprlo Sirno prizo-
riSce filozofije, ki za razliko od religije in znanosti ni nasla mesta na prica-
kovani ali uresniceni pozitivnosti, ampak v vmesnem prostoru med
pozitivnim in negativnim, med bitjo in ni¢em, kjer je odlocitev bolj dra-
maticna in izbira bolj vrtoglava. Ta izbira namrec¢ ni med tem ali onim
bivajoc¢im, med Bogom ali svetom, temve¢ med smislom celote biti in
njenim sesutjem.

Od Gorgija - ki pravi, da »nic ni; Cetudi kaj je, je cloveku nespoznatno;
cetudi je spoznatno, je pa neizrazljivo in drugemu nerazlozljivo< - do
Heideggerja - ta se spraSuje: »Kako je z bitjo? Z bitjo ni ni¢. Kaj pa, ¢e bi se
v tem naznanjalo doslej zakrito bistvo nihilizma?é - je v vsej zgodovini
filozofije strasljivi gost dajal Cutiti svojo navzoc¢nost, toda Sele danes, Sele v
nasih c¢asih je ta navzo¢nost postala vsesplosno obcutje, izgubljenost vseh
podrodij, ki so jih ljudje v svoji zgodovini s trudom zgradili, da bi lahko
Ziveli na zemlji. Toda zakaj ravno danes? Na to odgovarja Franco Volpi:

Danes je tradicionalne reference - mite, bogove, transcendence, vrednote -
razjedla odcaranost sveta. Znanstveno-tehni¢na racionalizacija je privedla
do tega, da na ravni razuma ni ve¢ mogoce sprejeti najvisjih odlocitev.
Rezultat je politeizem vrednot in enakovrednost odlocditev, enako neumni
predpisi in enako nekoristne prepovedi. V svetu, ki mu vladata znanost
in tehnika, so moralni imperativi ocitno enako ucinkoviti kot zavore
bicikla na jumbo jetu. Pod jeklenim pokrovom nihilizma ni ne vrlin ne
mozne morale.

Tehni¢no-znanstvena paradigma si namrec ne zastavlja nobenega cilja,
ki bi ga bilo treba uresniciti, ampak samo rezultate, ki jih je treba doseci v

' F. NIETZSCHE: Nachgelassene Fragmente, 1885-1887: »Nihilizem je pred vrati:
od kod nam prihaja ta najsrhljivejsi gost?«

2 Gorgij, O naravi ali nebivajocem, v: DIELS-KRANZ, Die Fragmente der
Vorsokratiker (1966); Predsokratiki, prev. A. Sovre, Ljubljana 1988, str. 150.

3 M. HEIDEGGER: Nietzsches Wort »Goltt is tot«, v: Holzwege (1953).

4 F. VOLPI, Il nichilismo, Laterza, Bari 2004, str. 175-176.
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perse il suo ordine, la sua finalita e la sua gerarchia per offrirsi all'uomo
come pura macchina indagabile con gli strumenti della ragione fatta
calcolo. Questa dischiuse lo scenario artificiale e potente della tecnica, in
cui 'uomo scopri la sua essenza rimasta a lungo nascosta e resa inconosci-
bile dalla descrizione mitica del mondo.

Da terra-madre la terra divenne materia indifferente, il cielo cedette la
mitologia delle stelle alla polvere cosmica, e 'anima dell'uomo, congedatasi
da ogni orizzonte di senso, prese a vagare in compagnia di quello che
Nietzsche chiama “il piu inquietante fra tutti gli ospiti: il nichilismo™! , in cui
riconosciamo la cadenza del nostro attuale pensare e disorientato sentire.

2. Il disincanto del mondo

11 nichilismo & un’antica figura, perché intorno all’essere e al nulla si ¢
aperto il grande scenario della filosofia che, a differenza della religione e
della scienza, non si € assestata sul positivo atteso o realizzato, ma in quel
frammezzo tra positivo e negativo, tra essere e nulla, in cui la decisione si
fa piu drammatica e piu vertiginosa la scelta di campo. Una scelta, infatti,
che non ¢ tra questo o quell’ente, tra Dio o il mondo, ma tra il senso della
totalita dell’essere e la sua implosione.

Da Gorgia - per il quale “nulla ¢; se anche fosse, non sarebbe conosci-
bile; se anche fosse conoscibile, non sarebbe comunicabile™ - a Heidegger -
per il quale “che ne ¢ dell’essere? Dell’essere ne ¢ nulla! E se proprio qui si
rivelasse I'essenza del nichilismo finora rimasta nascosta?” -, per I'intero
arco della storia della filosofia, 'ospite inquietante ha fatto sentire la sua
presenza, ma solo oggi, solo nel nostro tempo, questa presenza e divenuta
clima della terra, spaesamento di tutti i paesaggi che gli uomini nella loro
storia hanno di volta in volta faticosamente costruito per abitare la terra.
Ma perché proprio oggi? Perché, scrive Franco Volpi:

Oggi i riferimenti tradizionali - i miti, gli dei, le trascendenze, i valori -
sono stati erosi dal disincanto del mondo. La razionalizzazione scientifico-
tecnica ha prodotto I'indecidibilita delle scelte ultime sul piano della sola
ragione. Il risultato ¢ il politeismo dei valori e I'isostenia delle decisioni, la
stessa stupidita delle prescrizioni e la stessa inutilita delle proibizioni. Nel
mondo governato dalla scienza e dalla tecnica I'efficacia degli imperativi
morali sembra pari a quella dei freni di bicicletta montati su un jumbo.
Sotto la calotta d’acciaio del nichilismo non v’¢ piu virta 0 morale possibile.

! F. NIETZSCHE, Nachgelassene Fragmente 1885-1887; tr. it. Frammenti postu-
mi 1885-1887, in Opere, Adelphi, Milano 1975, vol. VIII, 1, fr. 2 (127), p. 112: “Il
nichilismo ¢ alle porte: da dove ci viene costui, il piu inquietante fra tutti gli ospiti?”.

2 GORGIA, Del non esere o della natura, in DIELS-KRANZ, Die Fragmente der
Vorsokartiker (19606); Predsokratiki; tr. it. I presocratici. Testimonianze e
Jframmenti, Laterza Bari 1983, fr. B3, p. 917.

3 M. HEIDEGGER, Einfiihrung in die Metaphysik (1935-1953); tr. it. Introdu-
zione alla metafisica, Mursia, Milano 1968, p. 207

4 F. VOLPI, Il nichilismo, Laterza, Bari 2004, pp. 175-176.
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njenih postopkih. Ta odprava ciljev Ze v svojih temeljih odmislja, da bi
tiste vrste zahodni clovek, ki je odrasel v »kulturi smisla« - po kateri je
Zivljenje sprejemljivo samo, Ce se lahko zariSe na obzorje smisla - sploh Se
kakorkoli iskal smisel.

Na tak$no vpraSanje tehnika ne odgovarja, ker kategorija smisla ni v
njeni pristojnosti. Ker pa je danes tehnika postala oblika sveta, poslednje
obzorje onkraj vseh obzorij, tavajo vprasanja o smislu mukoma in brez
odgovora po zemlji, ki jo je nebo Ze zapustilo in ki gosti ¢lovesko dejanje
in nehanje kot katero koli drugo dogajanje’

3. Zaton zahodne kulture

Brezbriznost sveta, ta krik anti¢ne gnoze,® se danes vraca v obliki nihilizma,
ki poudarja odtujenost ¢loveskega dejanja, ki ga svet nevede gosti in ki
mu posilja samo sporocilo o nepomembnosti. Nietzsche, dobra prica
takega ozradja, piSe:

...in videl sem veliko Zalost priti nad ljudi. Najboljsi so se navelicali svojih
del. Razsiril se je nauk, vera je tekla ob njem: ‘Vse je prazno, vse je enako,
vse je bilo!” In enako od vseh gricev je odmevalo: ‘Vse je prazno, vse je
enako, vse je bilo!” Seveda smo Zeli: ampak zakaj nam je vse sadje segnilo
in porjavelo? Kaj je v zadnji noci padlo s hudobne lune? Zaman je bilo vse
delo, nase vino se je spremenilo v strup, hud pogled nam je rumeno
prismodil polja in srca. Vsi smo se izsusili; in ¢e pade ogenj na nas, se
bomo zaprasili kakor pepel: - ja, sam ogenj se nas je navelical. [...] Vsi
studenci so nam usahnili, tudi morje se je umaknilo. Vsa tla se nocejo
utrgati, ampak globocina noce pozirati! ‘O, kje je Se morje, kjer bi se dalo
utoniti,” tako zveni nasa tozba - ¢ez ravna mocvirja.”

Zalost, ki je prisla nad ljudi, je Zalost zatona, ko sonce odstopi prostor
luni, ki je hudobna, saj koncuje dan, v katerem je bilo delo jalovo, ker se je
zemlja posusila, sadeZi niso obrodili, studenci so usahnili in nobeno brezno
se ni razprlo, da bi pogoltnilo Cloveka, ki je torej Se zmeraj prica susi zemlje,
Se zmeraj je prica nicu, ki se je rodil iz nje.

Nihilizem sklepa »vecCerno deZelo« in varuje obcutje zatona.® Nietzsche
namreC pojmuje modernega ¢loveka in njegov Cas kot konec, konec vec

5Vec o tem v: U. GALIMBERTI, Psiche e techne. L'uomo nell’eta tecnica, Feltrinelli,
Milano 1999, 54. poglavje: »Il totalitarismo della tecnica e 'implosione del senso«.

¢ Ve¢ o tem v: U. GALIMBERT], La terra senza il male. Jung dall’inconscio al
simbolo (1984), Feltrinelli, Milano 2001, 11. poglavje: »La metafora gnosticac.

7F. NIETZSCHE, Also sprach Zarathustra. Ein Buch fiir Alle und Keinen (1883-
1885); Tako je govoril Zaratustra, prev. Janko Moder, Ljubljana 1984, 2. izdaja. str.
156.

8Vec¢ o tem v: U. GALIMBERT]I, Il tramonto dell’Occidente nella lettura di Hei-
degger e Jaspers (1975-1984), Feltrinelli, Milano 2005, $e posebno XIII. del: »L'essenza
del nichilismo e il senso del tramonto«.
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Il paradigma tecnico-scientifico, infatti, non si propone alcun fine da
realizzare, ma solo dei risultati da raggiungere come esiti delle sue
procedure. Questa abolizione dei fini destituisce, fin dalle sue fondamenta,
ogni possibile ricerca di senso per quel tipo d'uomo, 'occidentale,
cresciuto nella “cultura del senso” secondo la quale la vita ¢ vivibile solo
se inscritta in un orizzonte di senso.

A questo tipo di domanda la tecnica non risponde, perché la categoria
del senso non appartiene alle sue competenze. Ma siccome oggi la tecnica
¢ diventata la forma del mondo, I'ultimo orizzonte al di la di tutti gli
orizzonti, le domande intorno al senso vagano affannose e senza risposta
in una terra ormai abbandonata dal suo cielo che ospita I'evento umano
come qualsiasi altro evento.’

3. Il tramonto della cultura occidentale

Lindifferenza della terra, questo grido dell’antica gnosi,® torna oggi nella
forma del nichilismo a ribadire I'estraneita dell’evento umano che la terra
ospita a sua insaputa e a cui invia solo un messaggio di insignificanza.
Nietzsche, buon testimone di questa atmosfera, scrive:

Vidiuna grande tristezza invadere gli uomini. I migliori si stancarono del
loro lavoro. Una dottrina apparve, una fede le si affianco: tutto ¢ vuoto,
tutto ¢ uguale, tutto fu! Abbiamo fatto il raccolto: ma perché tutti i nostri
frutti si corrompono? Che cosa ¢ accaduto quaggiu la notte scorsa dalla
luna malvagia? Tutto il nostro lavoro ¢ stato vano, il nostro vino ¢ divenuto
veleno, il malocchio ha disseccato i nostri campi e i nostri cuori. Aridi
siamo divenuti noi tutti. [...] Tutte le fonti sono esauste, anche il mare sie
ritirato. Tutto il suolo si fendera, ma 'abisso non inghiottira! Ah, dov’e
mai ancora un mare dove si possa annegare: cosi risuona il nostro lamento
sulle piatte paludi.”

La tristezza che invade ¢ la tristezza del tramonto, quando il sole cede il
posto a una luna che e malvagia perché giunge a concludere un giorno in
cui il lavoro e stato vano, perché la terra si e disseccata, i frutti non hanno
risposto alle attese, le fonti si sono prosciugate e nessun abisso si €
dischiuso a inghiottire 'uvomo, che dunque resta testimone dell’aridita
della terra, del niente che ne ¢ nato.

> Per un approfondimento di questa tematica si veda U. GALIMBERTI, Psiche e
techne. L'uomo nell’eta della tecnica, Feltrinelli, Milano 1999, capitolo 54: “Il to-
talitarismo della tecnica e I'implosione del senso”.

¢ Si veda a questo proposito U. GALIMBERT], La terra senza il male. Jung dal-
linconscio al simbolo (1984), Feltrinelli, Milano 2001, capitolo 11: “La metafora
gnostica”.

7 F. NIETZSCHE, Also sprach Zarathustra. Ein Buch fiir Alle und Keinen (1883-
1885); tr. it. Cosi parlo Zarathustra. Un libro per tutti e per nessuno, in Opere, cit.,
1968, vol. VI, 1, p. 175.
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kot dvatisocletnega moralnega in duhovnega gibanja, konec metafizike in
kr§canstva, konec vsakr$ne vrednostne sodbe. Zato na vprasanje: »Kaj
pomeni nihilizem?« odgovarja: »Da se najviSje vrednote razvrednotijo.<

Prevedla Veronika Simoniti

Umberto Galimberti: Srhljivi gost, zalozba Modrijan, Ljubljana 2009. Z dovoljenjem
zalozbe Modrijan.

° F. NIETZSCHE: Nachgelassene Fragmente, 1887-1888.
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Il nichilismo conclude la “terra della sera” e custodisce il senso del
tramonto.® Nietzsche, infatti, concepisce 'uomo moderno e il suo tempo
come una fine, 1a fine del movimento morale e spirituale di piu di duemila
anni, la fine della metafisica e del cristianesimo, la fine di ogni giudizio di
valore. E percio alla domanda: “Che cosa significa nichilismo?” risponde:
“Che i valori supremi perdono ogni valore””’

8 Siveda a questo proposito di U. GALIMBERTTL, I/ tramonto dell’Occidente nella
lettura di Heidegger e Jaspers (1975-1984), Feltrinelli, Milano 2005 e in particolare
la Parte XIII: “L'essenza del nichilismo e il senso del tramonto”.

° F. NIETZSCHE, Nachgelassene Fragmente 1887-1888; tr. it. Frammenti postu-
mi 1887-1888, in Opere, cit., 1971, vol. VIII, 2, fr. 9 (35), p. 12.
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The Uncanny Guest

(Excerpt)

1
Nihilism and the devaluation of all values

Nihilism has no goal, no answer to “why”. What
does nihilism mean? - Itmeans the supreme values
losing their value.

F. Nietzsche, fr. 9 (35), Nachgelassene Fragmente,
1887-1888

1. Decentralisation of the universe

Men have never lived in the world but always and only in its descriptions,
given in turn by myth, religion, philosophy, or science. These descrip-
tions have been phrased in set words, placed at the edges of the universe
to mark its boundaries, and inside the universe for its articulation. Be-
tween “the things from above” and “the things from below”, to use the
terms of Plato’s geography, which is the most eloquent and the most de-
scriptive, it was possible to recognise a hierarchy of stability which helped
to decide between right and wrong, just and unjust, precious and base.
The order of ideas formed an ascending route leading from the earth to
the sky, and this path had a direction, a sense, an end. In the attainment of
the end there lay the promise of salvation and truth.

One day Greek philosophy encountered the Judeo-Christian message,
which spoke of a promised land and the ultimate homeland. The soul as
conceived by Plato, finding itself oriented towards a goal, began to live in
the restlessness of waiting and of the time separating it from its goal. This
time was no longer described as the cyclical repetition of cosmic events
but as a radiation of sense, transfiguring the course of events into a history
which would fulfil in the end what had been announced in the beginning.

But even this cosmology and temporality soon began to crumble, taking
with them all the ideas which had marked and accentuated them. By an-
nouncing that it was the earth that revolved around the sun, which was in
its turn launched into an aimless course, science provided a new descrip-
tion of the world, one permitting the recognition of the relative character
of any movement and any position in space. Space, on the other hand, be-
came increasingly confused with time, until the language of philosophy
and religion finally lost all normative ideas of orientation and stability.

The result was a decentralisation of the universe. The new description
still employed the old words, but in indicating things these no longer
defined their essence, only their relationships. Without “high” and “low”,
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“inside” and “outside”, “far” and “near”, the universe lost its order, sense
and hierarchy, offering itself to man as a pure machine which could be
investigated with the instruments of reason turned to calculation. This
reason disclosed the artificial, powerful world of technology in which
man discovered its essence, long hidden and unknowable due to the mythi-
cal descriptions of the world.

The earth turned from an earth-mother into indifferent matter, the sky
ceded the mythology of stars to cosmic dust, and the human soul, bidding
farewell to every horizon of sense, began to wander in the company of
what Nietzsche calls “the uncanniest of all guests: nihilism”,' in which we
recognise the cadence of our present thought and disoriented sense.

2. The disenchantment of the world

Nihilism is an old acquaintance: being and nothingness have opened a
wide field of philosophy which has, in contrast to religion and science,
found its place not in a positive expectation or realisation but between
the positive and the negative, between being and nothingness, where the
decision is more dramatic and the choice more mind-boggling. A choice,
indeed, which is not between this or that entity, between God or the world,
but between the sense of the totality of being and its implosion.

From Gorgias, who claims that “nothing exists; and, if something did
exist, it could not be known; and, if it could be known, it could not be
communicated”,? to Heidegger, who asks: “What about being? There is
nothing to being. And what if it is precisely here that the essence of nihil-
ism, hidden until now, should be revealed?” - throughout the history of
philosophy, the uncanny guest has made his presence felt. But it is only
today, in our time, that this presence has become the pervasive atmos-
phere on earth, the disorientation of all landscapes laboriously con-
structed by men in their history so that they might live on earth. But why
today of all time? According to Franco Volpi:

Today the traditional references - myths, gods, transcendences, values -
have been eroded by the disenchantment of the world. The scientific-
technological rationalisation has brought about an inability to decide the
ultimate questions at the level of reason. The result is a polytheism of
values and equivalence of decisions, the same inanity of prescriptions
and the same uselessness of prohibitions. In a world governed by sci-
ence and technology, the efficacy of moral imperatives seems on a par
with that of bicycle brakes mounted on a jumbo jet. Beneath the steel
cover of nihilism, there is no possibility of virtue or morals left.*

' F. NIETZSCHE: Nachgelassene Fragmente 1885-1887: “Nihilism stands at the
door: whence comes to us this uncanniest of all guests?”

2 Gorgias, On the Nonexistent or On Nature, in: DIELS-KRANZ, Die Fragmente
der Vorsokratiker (1966).

3 M. HEIDEGGER: Nietzsches Wort “Gott is tot”, in Holzwege (1953).

*F. VOLPL, Il nichilismo, Laterza, Bari 2004, pp. 175-176.
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Instead of ends to be realised, the technological-scientific paradigm
merely sets out certain results to be attained in the course of its proce-
dures. This abolition of ends fundamentally precludes all inquiry into sense
by the type of westerner who was raised in the “culture of sense”, accord-
ing to which life is viable only if inscribed on a meaningful horizon.

This question is not answered by technology because the category of
sense lies outside its competence. But since technology has become the
form of the world, the ultimate horizon beyond all horizons, the ques-
tions about sense wander, toiling and unanswered, over an earth which,
abandoned by its sky, hosts the human event just as it does any other.’

3. The decline of western culture

The indifference of the world, that cry of ancient gnosis,® returns today
in the form of nihilism accentuating the alienation of human events -
events which the world hosts unwittingly, sending them nothing but a
message of insignificance. Nietzsche, bearing valuable testimony to this
atmosphere, writes:

“~ And I saw a great sadness come over mankind. The best turned weary
of their works. A doctrine appeared, a faith ran beside it: ‘All is empty, all
is alike, all hath been!” And from all hills there re-echoed: ‘All is empty, all
is alike, all hath been!” To be sure we have harvested: but why have all our
fruits become rotten and brown? What was it fell last night from the evil
moon? In vain was all our labour, poison hath our wine become, the evil
eye hath singed yellow our fields and hearts. Arid have we all become;
and fire falling upon us, then do we turn into dust like ashes: - yea, the
fire itself have we made aweary. [...] All our fountains have dried up, even
the sea hath receded. All the ground trieth to gape, but the depth will not
swallow! ‘Alas! where is there still a sea in which one could be drowned?’
so soundeth our plaint - across shallow swamps.””

The sadness come over mankind is the sadness of decline when the
sun gives way to an evil moon - evil because it ends a day whose labour
has been vain: the soil has become arid, the fruits have not answered our
expectations, the fountains have dried up and no chasm has gaped to
swallow man, who is thus still a witness to the drought of the earth, to the
nothingness born from it.

5 See also: U. GALIMBERTI, Psiche e techne. L'uomo nell’eta tecnica, Feltrinelli,
Milan 1999, Chapter 54: “Il totalitarismo della tecnica e I'implosione del senso”.

¢See also: U. GALIMBERTL, La terra senza il male. Jung dall’inconscio al simbolo
(1984), Feltrinelli, Milan 2001, Chapter 11: “La metafora gnostica”.

7F. NIETZSCHE, Also sprach Zarathustra. Ein Buch fiir Alle und Keinen (1883~
1885), English translation: Thus Spake Zarathustra: A Book for All and None, trans.
Thomas Common, http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/1/9/9/1998/1998.txt, posting
date: November 7, 2008 [EBook #1998], release date: December, 1999. Accessed
May 15, 2009.
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Nihilism ends the “evening land”, safeguarding the sense of decline.?
Indeed, Nietzsche perceives the modern man and his time as an end: the
end of a moral and spiritual movement of more than twenty centuries,
the end of metaphysics and Christianity, the end of every value judgment.
Therefore his reply to the question “What does nihilism mean?” is: “It
means the supreme values losing their value.”

Translated by Nada Groselj

8See also: U. GALIMBERTI, Il tramonto dell’Occidente nella lettura di Heidegger
e Jaspers (1975-1984), Feltrinelli, Milan 2005, esp. Part XIII: “L'essenza del
nichilismo e il senso del tramonto”.

° F. NIETZSCHE: Nachgelassene Fragmente, 1887-1888.
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druzinskih portretov Der gelbe Onkel. Ein Familienalbum (Rumeni stric:
Druzinski album, 2005); ter dva romana, Zweischritt (Dvokorak, 2007)
in Trdnenlachen (Solze smeha, 2008). Njen najnovejsi roman se vrti okrog
ljubezenske zgodbe med albanskim beguncem in avstrijsko Studentko, v
kateri Grillova skozi oci protagonistov obudi devetdeseta leta prej$njega
stoletja. Po vec¢ kot desetletju bivanja v tujini (v Tirani, Luxemburgu,
Amsterdamu, Neuchatelu in Bologni) trenutno Zivi na Dunaju.

Andrea Grill was born in Bad Ischl, Austria, in 1975. She studied biology
in Salzburg, Thessaloniki and Cagliari, before completing her PhD in evo-
lutionary biology at the University of Amsterdam. Besides her scientific
work on butterflies, she is also a translator from Albanian. While starting
out as a prose and essay writer, her most recent work focuses on poetry.
She has published three books: an anthology of family member portraits,
Der gelbe Onkel. Ein Familienalbum (The Yellow Uncle, A Family Album,
2005); and two novels, Zweischritt (Two Step, 2007) and Trdnenlachen
(Laughing Tears, 2008). Her latest novel is an account of a love story be-
tween an Albanian refugee and an Austrian student, in which she revives
the decade of the 90s seen through the eyes of her protagonists. After
living abroad for more than a decade, in Tirana, Luxembourg, Amster-
dam, Neuchitel, and Bologna, she now lives mostly in Vienna.



Andrea Grill

Foto © L.E.L. Raijmann



Andrea Grill

MATI

jé kot otrok,

lepo govori,
razvaja nas

s slepimi

ocesnimi lisami,
izvijaj se mi

mirno vselej znova,
ampak vedno

si bova

podobni, vsaj

Se do jutri

¢e bi si lahko
izposodila nos,

bi jo dobro odnesla &
ne bi bili vec tako
skladni, jaz sem
kot otrok,

lepo govorim,
izvijam se

ti vselej znova,

ta plahost

pred bliZino,

da te zasacijo,
negotovih korakov
se kot v rokavicah
vrteti, moja

mati zna vse vedno
obrniti na dobro, s
podlogo navzven
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MUTTER

sie isst wie ein Kind

sie spricht schon,
verwohnt uns mit

den blinden
Augenflecken,
entwinde dich mir
ruhig immer wieder
nur gleich

schauen werden wir uns
ewig, mindestens

bis morgen noch
konnte man sich

eine Nase borgen

wire man fein &
heraufen aus den Uber-
Einstimmungen, ich bin
wie ein Kind, ich
spreche schon,
entwinde mich

dir immer wieder

neu, diese Scheu

vor der Nihe

ertappt zu werden,

auf unsicheren Fiiien
wie in Handschuhen
sich zu drehen, meine
Mutter wendet immer
alles zum Guten, mit dem
Futter nach auen
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TI NISEM REKLA,

da si morava enkrat

prav zares podati roko

ne smem pozabiti da

si zapomnim tvoj palec
da si te moram enkrat

za vselej dobro ogledati
se odpraviti v gozd
opustiti vsak dvom

ti si v ogledalu

Ze prej vse videl

nikoli ve¢ ne bova tako
dale¢ drug od drugega

in tako blizu skupaj

da je tvoja koZza kot marelica
bi te rada videla brez ocal
jih podrzala v rokah
priZela ob svoje lice
ocala, marelico in tebe

ZE KO SI
mi utrgal Sipek,
sem vedno znova

pomislila

na bolj socen sadez,
zdaj, meni nasproti,
drgnes, neutrudno,
mizo do gladkega

nikoli si nisva podala

rok, samo sadje,

Ze ko si me prvic
(predstavljaj si, da je bilo)

boza$ polakiran les

po krznu, kot bi bil
moj najvedji ljubljencek
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HAB ICH ES DIR NICHT GESAGT,
dass wir uns einmal richtig

die Hand geben miissen

ich nicht vergessen darf

mir deinen Daumen zu merken
dass ich dich einmal

fiir immer anschauen muss

in den Wald gehen

keinen Zweifel haben

du im Spiegel

alles schon vorher gesehen hast
wir nie mehr so weit

voneinander fort sein werden

und so nah beisammen

dass deine Haut wie eine Marille ist
ich dich ohne Brille sehen will

sie in der Hand halten

gegen meine Wange driicken

die Brille, die Marille, und dich

SCHON ALS DU
mir die Hagebutte gepfliickt
hast, habe ich immer wieder

an eine saftigere Frucht
gedacht

jetzt, mir gegenuiber
reibst du, nimmermiide
den Tisch glatt

nie haben wir uns die Hand
gegeben, blof3 Obst

schon als du mich zum ersten Mal
(stell dir vor, es wire)

du streichelst dem lackierten Holz

ubers Fell, als wire es
mein allerliebstes Haustier
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GOZD

je rekla

ne drevesa ali zelenje
ali na dezeli,

mar ves

da ubiti komar

na dlani

disi po zemlji

STOJIS TU VLECES
rokave jopica

napol ¢ez dlani
obesi$ plas¢

na stojalo

da se le ne bi ve¢
zelo spreminjal

¢e bos prisel
bi ti rada dala vec
kot le svojo dlan

Ze tedne in tedne
na Stedilniku
Caka nate kava
zaman
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WALD

sagt sie

nicht Biume oder das Griine
oder aufs Land,

hast du gewusst

dass eine erschlagene Miicke
nach Erde riecht

auf der Hand

DA STEHST DU ZIEHST
die Armel halb iiber

die Hinde aus der Jacke
hingst den Mantel

an den Stinder

wenn du dich nur

nicht mehr sehr dnderst

falls du kommst
will ich dir mehr geben
als meinen Arm

wochenlang schon
halt ich auf dem Herd
Kaffee fiir dich

warm
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MOTHER

eats like a child

she speaks nicely,

spoils us with

her blind

stained-eyes,

feel free to disentwine
from me again and again
we will

always look

alike, at least

until tomorrow

if I could

borrow a nose

I would be sitting &
pretty much in noncon-
formity, I am

like a child, I

speak nicely,

I disentwine from

you again and

again, this timidity

from getting too close
being caught red-handed,
getting cold feet

to treat the turns

in kid gloves, my
mother always turns
everything for the better, with
padding on the outside
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HAVEN’T I TOLD YOU

that we should once properly
hold hands

I should not forget

to remember your thumb

that I must take a good look at
you once and for all

take a stroll through the forest
erase all doubts

in the mirror you

have seen it all before

we will not be so far away
from each other any more

and so close together

that your skin feels like apricot
to see you without glasses
hold them in my hands

press them against my cheek
glasses, apricot, and you

WHEN YOU ONCE
picked a dog-rose berry
for me, again and again

I kept thinking of

a fruit more luscious
now, facing me

you are rubbing, tireless
the table smooth

we never offered our
hands, only fruit
already when you first
(imagine that)

you are stroking the lacquered

wood’s fur as if it were
my favorite pet
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FOREST

she says

not the trees or the green
or in the country,

did you know

that a squashed mosquito
smells like earth

on your palm

YOU STAND HERE PULL
your sleeves half over

your hands out of the jacket
hang the coat

on a rack

if only you would

not change much any more

if you came
I would give you more
than my arm

week after week

I keep the coffee warm
for you

on the stove

Translated by Ana Jasmina Oseban
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Miljenko Jergovi¢ se je rodil leta 1966 v Sarajevu, od junija 1993 Zivi v
Zagrebu. Je pisatelj, pesnik, dramatik in novinar Jutranjega lista ter
kolumnist sarajevskega Oslobodenja in beograjske Politike. Za svoje delo
je prejel Stevilne nagrade, med drugim nagrado Maka Dizdarja in Goranovo
nagrado (obe leta 1988) za pesniSki prvenec Opservatorija Varsava
(Observatorij VarSava), za zbirko kratkih zgodb Sarajevski Mariboro
nagrado Ksaverja Sandorja Gjalskega (1994), nagrado Matice Hrvatske za
knjiZevnost in nagrado za umetnost Augusta Senoe za zbirko novel Buick
Rivera (2002), nagrado obcine Grinzane (2003) za zbirko kratkih zgodb
Mama Leone (1999), nagrado Drustva pisateljev Bosne in Hercegovine
(2003) za roman Dvori od oraha (Dvorci iz orehovine), za roman Ruta
Tannenbaum (20006) pasije prisluzil nagrado Mese Selimovica za najboljsi
roman leta na podroc¢ju Bosne in Hercegovine, Srbije, Hrvaske in Crne
gore (2007). Jergoviceve knjige so bile prevedene v dvajset jezikov.
Slovenski prevod dela Sarajevski Marlboro je leta 2003 izSel pri dveh
zalozbah - v prevodu Mateje Tirgusek pri zalozbi V.B.Z., v prevodu Sonje
Polanc pa pri Centru za slovensko knjiZzevnost. Zalozba Goga je leta 2003
izdala Mamo Leone v prevodu Teje Kle¢, pri zalozbi V.B.Z. pa so izSle Se
knjige Buick Rivera (2005) v prevodu Jurija Hudolina, Dvorci iz oreho-
vine (2005) v prevodu Alesa Cara in Ruta Tannenbaum (2007) v prevodu
Mateje Tirgusek.

Miljenko Jergovi¢ was born in 1966 in Sarajevo; since June 1993 he has
lived in Zagreb. Jergovic is a writer, poet, dramatist and a journalist for
Jutranji list as well as a columnist for the Sarajevo newspaper Oslobodenje
and the Belgrade newspaper Politika. He has received numerous awards
for his work, among them the Mak Dizdar Award and the Goran Award
(both in 1988) for his first poetry collection Opservatorija Varsava (The
Warsaw Observatory), the Ksaver Sandor Gjalski Award (1994) for the
short story collection Sarajevski Marlboro (Sarajevo Marlboro), the Ma-
tica Hrvatska Literature Award and the August Senoa Art Award for his
collection of novellas Buick Rivera (2002), the Premio Grinzane Cavour
prize (2003) for his short story collection Mama Leone (1999), the Bosnia
and Herzegovina Writers’ Association Prize (2003) for his novel Dvori od
oraha (Mansions from Walnut Wood); his novel Ruta Tannenbaum (2006)
won him the Mesa Selimovi¢ Award for best novel of the year in Bosnia
and Herzegovina, Serbia, Croatia and Montenegro (2007). His works have
been translated into twenty languages. The Slovenian translation of the
Sarajevo Marlboro was published by two publishing houses in 2003 -
Mateja TirguSek translated it for the V.B.Z. publishing house and Sonja
Polanc for the Center za slovensko knjiZzevnost publishing house. The
Slovenian translation of Mama Leone by Teja Kle¢ was published by the
Goga publishing house in 2003. In addition, the V.B.Z. publishing house
published Buick Rivera (2005) translated by Jurij Hudolin, Mansions
From Walnut Wood (2005) translated by Ales Car and Ruta Tannenbaum
(2007) translated by Mateja Tirgusek.
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Ruta Tannenbaum

(Odlomek)

Nekaj mesecev po pogrebu narodnega vodje se je Salomon Tannenbaum
odlod¢il, da bo zasnubil Ivko Singer, hcer trgovca s kolonialnim blagom iz
Mesniske ulice. Ivka je bila majhen drobiZ od velike kupcije. Imela jih je
Ze Cez trideset, in Ce ne bi bilo Salomona, bi ostala neporocena. Vendar ne
moremo reci, da je bila neprivlacna. Drobna, belopolta in s ¢rnimi lasmi
kot najbolj ¢rna noc je bila videti kot kaplja Spanske krvi na asfaltu Ilice.
Imela je najvecje oci, ki so kdajkoli pogledale Zagreb. V njene oci so se
moski zaljubljali, Zenske so se norcevale iz njih, otroci pa so se jih zaradi
necesa bali. Prihajale so v njihove sanje, iz njih so bile narejene njihove
otroske more, zato so generaciji, rojeni v dvajsetih letih v ulicah okoli Ilice,
oci Ivke Singer trajno ostale merilo strahu in groze. Vendar ti otroski
glasovi niso bili razlog, da se Ivka tako dolgo ni porocila. Ne, prav
nasprotno, Ivke se tako dolgo ni dalo dobiti za Zeno, saj so te o¢i moski
svet tako privlacile, da je stari Abraham Singer predolgo iskal najboljSega
moza za svojo hder.

Predolg je seznam vseh snubcev Ivke Singer, vendar so nekateri ostali
dolgo v spominu, tako dolgo, dokler so Ziveli Singerji in Tannenbaumi, pa
tudi, dokler je Zivelo cisto veselje do obrekovanja med tistimi, ki so jih
poznali. Komaj je Ivka dopolnila petnajst let, jo je priSel snubit dubrovnisSki
trgovec Moso Benhabib, s katerim je oce trgoval Ze celih Stirideset let,
zato bi lahko rekli, da sta bila na neki nacin prijatelja. Mo$o je imel hiSe v
Dubrovniku in Firencah, posestva na MadZarskem, Slavoniji in Banatu in
je bil tako bogat, kot ne bo noben Singer nikoli. Neko¢ zdavnaj je bil
porocen, vendar je bil to ¢as mladosti, moci in oholosti, zato MoSo skoraj
ni niti opazil, kdaj je njegova Rikica spustila duSico. Po njej se ni Zenil, saj
zaradi straSnih poslov ni imel Casa, ko pa se je, v resnici prepozno, zavedel
starosti, blizala so se mu Ze osemdeseta, si je zazelel kakSno, ki bi ga
pospremila na drugi svet, Se prej pa mu rodila naslednika.

»Ne bom dolgo Zivel, male ne bom mucil dolgo, zapustil pa ji bom
tolik§no premozenje, da si bo pozneje lahko pripeljala celo abesinskega
princa,« je rekel Abrahamu Singerju.

Oce tisto no¢ ni mogel zaspati. Prebedel je tudi naslednjo. Sedem dni
in sedem noc¢i Abraham Singer ni spal, na koncu pa odSel k MoSu in mu
rekel, da Ivka ni zanj. Ta je to mirno sprejel:

»Tudi sam svojega otroka ne bi dal starcu,« je odgovoril Singerju, »nisem
jezen nate, vendar ti Zelim, da niti ti niti tvoja lepa hc¢i ne bosta nikoli
obZalovala, da se ni porocila z menoj.«

Tezko bi bilo uganiti, kdaj je Abraham prvi¢ obZaloval, da Ivke ni dal
MoSu Benhabibu, ali Ze ¢ez mesec dni, ko je MoSo v Dubrovniku
nepric¢akovano umrl in je vsa njegova imovina, saj ni imel nikogar od svojih,
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Ruta Tannenbaum

(Odlomak)

Nekoliko mjeseci nakon sprovoda narodnoga vode Salamon Tannenbaum
odlucio je zaprositi Ivku Singer, kéer trgovca kolonijalnom robom iz
Mesnicke ulice. Ivka je bila sitan kusur od velike trgovine. Ve¢ je presla
tridesetu i ostala bi neudata da nije bilo Salamona. A ne bi se reklo da je
bila neprivlacna. Onako sitna, bjeloputa i kosa crnih kao najcrnja noc,
izgledala je kao kap Spanjolske krvi na ilickome asfaltu. Imala je najkrupnije
ocikoje su ikada pogledale Zagreb. U te njezine o¢i muski bi se zaljubljivali,
Zenske bi ih ismijavale, a djeca su ih se zbog necega plasila. Dolazile su im
u san, od njih su bile nacinjene njihove djec¢je more, tako da su generaciji
rodenoj dvadesetih godina u ulicama oko Ilice oci Ivke Singer trajno ostale
mjerom straha i uZasa. Ali nisu ti djecji strahovi bili razlogom za$to se ona
tako dugo nije udavala. Ne, bas suprotno, Ivku se predugo nije dalo isprositi
jer su te oci odraslu muskadiju toliko privlacile da je stari Abraham Singer
predugo trazio najboljega muza za svoju kcer.

Predug bi bio popis svih prosaca Ivke Singer, ali neke se dugo pamtilo,
toliko dugo koliko je bilo zivih Singera i Tannenbauma, ali i Ciste radosti
ogovaranja medu onima koji su ih poznavali. Jedva da je Ivka napunila
petnaestu kada ju je doSao prositi dubrovacki trgovac MoSo Benhabib, s
kojim je otac trgovao ve¢ punih Cetrdeset godina, pa bi se moglo reci da
su bili i nekakvi prijatelji. MoSo je imao kuce u Dubrovniku i Firenci,
posjede u Madarskoj, Slavoniji i Banatu, i bio je bogat kako nikada nijedan
Singer nece biti. Jednom davno bio je oZenjen, ali bilo je to vrijeme
mladosti, snage i oholosti pa Mo$o skoro da nije ni primijetio kad mu je
Rikica duSu ispustila. Nakon nje se nije Zenio jer nije imao vremena od
silnih poslova, ali kada je, istina prekasno, postao svjestan starosti, bliZila
mu se ve¢ osamdeseta, poZelio je neku koja bi ga ispratila na drugi svijet,
a prethodno mu rodila nasljednika.

— Nijesam ti ja od duga Zivota, necu malu dugo muciti, a ostavit ¢u joj
blaga da si poslije moZe dovesti i princa abesinijskoga — rekao je Abrahamu
Singeru.

Otac tu no¢ nije mogao zaspati. Probdio je i sljedecu. Sedam dana i
sedam noc¢i Abraham Singer nije spavao, da bi na kraju otiSao k Mosi i
rekao mu kako Ivka nije za njega. Ovaj je to mirno primio:

— Ne bih ni ja svoje dijete dao za starca — kazao je Singeru — ne ljutim
se na tebe, nego ti Zelim da ni ti, a ni tvoja lijepa kcer, nikada ne zaZalite
S$to nije za mene posla.

Tesko bi bilo pogadati kada je Abraham prvi puta zaZalio $to Ivku nije
dao za Mosu Benhabiba, da li ve¢ za mjesec dana, kada je MoSo iznenada
umro u Dubrovniku pa je sva njegova imovina, kako nije imao nikoga svoga
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pa tudi oporoke ni zapustil, pripadla drzavi, ali je obZaloval pozneje, ko so
na njegova vrata potrkali revnejsi snubci.

Moso Benhabib je v domu Singerjevih grenek spomin, zato ga niso
omenjali, niti v 8ali ne, v vseh tistih vojnih in povojnih letih, medtem ko se
je rusilo eno in ustvarjalo drugo cesarstvo, ko ni bilo kaj jesti, ko je pustosila
Spanska bolezen, ko se je umiralo in hiralo na vse strani, od bolezni in viska
zdravja, najhuje pa je bilo, da nisi mogel nikamor iti, pobegniti in se skriti,
saj ni bilo denarja niti za ladijsko karto tretjega razreda.

E, MoSo, MoSo, zakaj nisi bil umrl kako leto prej in je sploh ne bi bil
priSel snubit ali pa bi bil preZivel Se kakih deset let in se te ne bi spominjali
po tvojem bogastvu ...

Prvi povojni Ivkin snubec je bil major kraljevske vojasSke sanitete Ismael
Danon, po rodu Beograjcan, uglajen in finih manir, vendar je stari Singer
tudi njega zavrnil, saj se mu je zdelo, da je major malce prevec bucen in da
morda sploh ni fin, ¢e tako vpije. Morda se samo pretvarja in morda bo,
kakor hitro mu bo dal Ivkino roko, pokazal svoj pravi neotesani srbski
obraz. V tistem casu Singerju vsi ti osvoboditelji in zdruZitelji, ki so
preplavili Zagreb in z blatom s svojih Skornjev blatili mestne ulice, niso
ravno zbujali obcudovanja. Bal se je, da bi njihovo zdruZevanje in
osvobajanje lahko porodilo neko, Se vedno nejasno, vendar ni¢ manj
resni¢no in strasno zlo. Odpravil je majorja Danona pri vratih, prenesel
Ivkine solze, saj se je mala do uses zaljubila v ednega Srba, ko pa je bilo Ze
za vse prepozno, ko je major z zlomljenim srcem zaprosil in dobil
premestitev v Skopje, je Abraham Singer od nekih klateZev in vojaskih
ogleduhov po nakljucju izvedel, zakaj je bil major Ismael Danon tako bucen.
Na enem od njihovih kajmakcalanov ali solunov je ostal po eksploziji
granate gluh na eno in naglusen na drugo uho, zato je hrumel, da bi slisal
samega sebe. E, zakaj pa ni tega takrat povedal, je besnel stari Abraham,
jaz pa sem mislil, da svojo h¢er mozim s paprikarjem in larmadZijo,
rogovileZem, je krical in nehote prevrnil veliko leseno skrinjo s
pomarancami, da so se razsule po trgovini med nogami Stirih klateZev in
vojaskih ogleduhov, tistih barab, ki so po Zagrebu §tiri leta preganjali zeleni
kader, zdaj pa so postali glavni karadordevci v mestu.

»Ni¢ vam ne bom placal,« se je Singer drl na njih, »tudi e mi zaZgete
trgovino in razbijete izlozbo.«

Odsli so s sklonjenimi glavami in osramoceni, da vohunijo in Spijonirajo
za nekoga drugega, verjetno pa je to s poziganjem trgovine in razbijanjem
izloZbe tudi njim ¢udno zvenelo. Se vedno ni prisel ¢as za take stvari, a
tudi nikomur, razen staremu Abrahamu Singerju, ni padlo na pamet, da bi
kdaj lahko priSel. Vendar ni bil on, da ne boste napacno razumeli, nikakrSen
prerok, ampak je imel samo slabe Zivce, kdaj pa kdaj ponorel, kot da je v
morfijskem deliriju in se mu prikazujejo prizori, ki jih ne vidi nihce razen
njega. Bogve, od katere babe je dobil to norost in histerijo, ampak po njej
je bil Abraham Singer znan.

Leto ali dve po incidentu z naglusnim majorjem se je med snubci, kate-
rih imena in usode so se Ze zdavnaj izbrisale in izgubile iz vsakogar$njega
spomina, na pragu doma Singerjevih pojavil Emil Kresevljak, mladenic v
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niti je ostavio testamenat, pripala drzavi, ili je zazalio kasnije, kada su mu
na vrata pokucali siromasniji prosci.

Moso Benhabib gorka je uspomena u domu Singerovih pa se zato i nije
spominjao, makar i u $ali, svih onih ratnih i poratnih godina, dok se rusilo
jedno a stvaralo drugo carstvo, nije se imalo Sto za jesti, harala je Spanjolka,
umiralo se i ginulo na sve strane, od bolesti i od viska zdravlja, ali najgore
je Sto se nigdje nije moglo otici, pobjeci i sakriti se, jer nije bilo novca ni
za brodsku kartu trecega razreda.

E, MoSo, Moso, §to ne umrije koju godinu ranije, pa da je ne dodes
bogatstvu...

Prvi poslijeratni Ivkin prosac bio je major kraljevskoga vojnog saniteta
Ismael Danon, rodom Beogradanin, ugladen i finih manira, ali je stari
Singer i njega odbio jer mu se ucinilo da je major malo previSe bucan i da
mozda i nije tako fin ako toliko vice. MoZda se samo pravi i mozda ¢e, ¢im
mu da Ivkinu ruku, pokazati svoje pravo, gedZovansko srpsko lice. U to
vrijeme Singeru bas$ i nisu imponirali svi ti osloboditelji i ujedinitelji koji
su preplavili Zagreb i blatom sa svojih ¢izama zakaljali gradske ulice. Plasio
se da bi od njihovih ujedinjenja i oslobodenja moglo doc¢i neko, jos uvijek
nejasno, ali zato ne manje stvarno i strasno zlo. Otpravio je majora Danona
s vrata, istrpio je Ivkine suze, jer se mala bila zaljubila do usiju u zgodnoga
Srbijanca, a kada je sve vec bilo kasno, kada je major slomljena srca zatraZio
i dobio premjestaj u Skoplje, Abraham Singer slucajno je, od nekih
potukaca i vojnih uhoda, saznao zasto je major Ismael Danon bio tako
bucan. Na nekom od tih njihovih kajmakcalana ili soluna ostao je nakon
eksplozije granate gluh na jedno i nagluh na drugo uho, pa je galamio da
bi ¢uo samoga sebe. E, pa §to onda to nije rekao, bjesnio je stari Abraham,
nego da mislim kako svoju kcéer dajem za paprikara i larmadziju, vikao je i
nehotice prevrnuo veliki drveni sanduk s naran¢ama pa su se rasule po
ducanu, medu noge Cetvorice potukaca i vojnih uhoda, onih propalica
koje su cetiri godine po Zagrebu i okolici gonili zeleni kadar, a sad su
glavni karadordevicevci u gradu.

— NiSta vam necu platiti — vikao je Singer na njih — pa taman da mi
zapalite ducan i razbijete izlog.

Otisli su pokunjeni i osramoceni da uhode i Spijuniraju za nekoga
drugog, a vjerojatno je i njima ¢udno zvucalo to s paljevinom ducana i
razbijanjem izloga. Jo$ uvijek nije doslo vrijeme za takve stvari, niti je kome,
osim starome Abrahamu Singeru, padalo na pamet da bi moglo doci. A ni
on, da se pogreSno ne shvati, nije bio nekakav prorok, nego je samo bio
slab na Zivcima, katkad bi pomahnitao kao da je u morfijskome deliriju,
pa bi mu se prividali prizori koje nitko osim njega nije vidio. Bog zna od
koje je babe to ludilo i tu histeriju pokupio, ali po njoj je Abraham Singer
bio poznat.

Godinu ili dvije nakon incidenta s nagluhim majorom, medu proscima
¢ija su imena i sudbine ve¢ odavno prebrisani i izgubljeni iz bilo Cijeg
sje¢anja, pojavio se na pragu doma Singerovih Emil KreSevljak, mladi¢
ranih tridesetih, kojega je Abraham znao jer mu je jednom, tada kao
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zgodnjih tridesetih, ki ga je Abraham poznal, saj je nekoc, tedaj kot zaob-
ljubljeni duhovnik, priSel k njemu z naroc¢ilom za sedemsto enakih
paketkov s kandiranim sadjem in Ritnkezom, Zelejem iz melone, za neko
sirotiSnico v Bosni. Potreboval je tri dni, da je takSne paketke pripravil,
potem pa ga je precastiti KreSevljak prisilil, da je vse odvil, on pa jih je
nato meril in tehtal, koliko je v katerem sadja, koliko pa kitnkeza, da se ja
ne bi zgodilo, da bi kakSen otrok dobil manjSe darilo od drugega. V njegovi
pravicnosti je bilo nekaj temacnega, kar se ne da preprosto pojasniti in
kar je Singer pozneje opisoval kot veliko zlo, nastalo iz samih dobrih del.
Se tri dni je potreboval Abraham, da je ob nenehnem nadzoru precastitega
tako odtehtal vsak paketek, da niti kandirana malina v enem ni imela vec
kroglic kot kandirana malina v drugem paketku.

Potem pa je, nekaj let pozneje, stal Emil KreSevljak pred Abrahamom
Singerjem, v obleki pariSkega kroja, sesiti iz surove svile, z robckom v Zepu
in diamantno iglo v kravati, cel okopan v kolonjski vodi, in navajal razloge,
zakaj bi mu stari moral dati svojo hcer. To je pocel prav tako pedantno,
kot je tehtal sadje in odmerjal kitnkez, Singer pa ga je kot oCaran poslusal,
ceprav je Ze vnaprej vedel, da takSnemu ¢loveku Ivke ne bo pustil, ¢etudi
bi bil zadnji mozZ in zadnji Zenin na tem svetu.

Emil KreSevljak se je hvalil z duhovniskim poklicem. Le-ta cloveku daje
obcutek odgovornosti za celo Zivljenje, pa tudi urejenost. Bog ima rad
urejene, tega se v semeniScu najprej naucis. To pa, da je pustil boZjo sluzbo,
to je njegova stvar in se drugih ne tice, tudi Emilovih najbliZjih ne. Misterij,
ki ¢loveka pripravi, da se zaobljubi, je isti misterij, ki ga pripelje nazaj, da
bo spet samo ovc¢icav ¢redi, je modroval KreSevljak in napletal svoje Strene
okoli lepe Ivke Singer.

Videl jo je in se vanjo gre$no zagledal Ze tisti dan, ko je priSel po paketke
za sirotiSnico.

Ko je snubec to priznal, se je v Abrahamu Singerju razpocil in se razlil
po drobovju neki grenek sadeZz. Kljub temu ni rekel ni¢, Se namrscil se ni,
kot se mrscijo boleci trebusni koncici, ko jih na pomlad in na jesen obiScejo
njihovi kroni¢ni ciri. Ce bi bilo kaj pravice, bi zdaj tega bivSega popa,
nosljajocega, kot da je sam Skof, in mehkega kot slabo premesani patispanyj,
testo za biskvit, na glavo vrgel iz hiSe, da se nikoli ve¢ ne bi vrnil, da bi ga
izbrisal iz misli in izpred oci, kot vedra dusa izbriSe grde sinoc¢nje sanje,
ampak pravice ni in je tudi nikoli ne bo, niti za to mesto niti za ljudi v
njem, saj nikoli ne povedo, kar v resnici mislijo, in vsa njihova nesreca
izvira iz tega. Kako pa bi obstajala pravica za nekega Abrahama, judovskega
Sufta, kot bi rekla pijana RoZa, ¢e ji po tridesetih letih jemanja na kredo,
na kredit, ki se nikoli ne vrne, ne bi ve¢ dal vsakdanjega litr¢ka vina. Zato
stari Singer Emila KreSevljaka ni vrgel ven, ko mu je le-ta priznal, da je kot
duhovnik gledal Ivko, takrat Se deklico, katere oce je zavrnil komaj dva,
tri snubce, ampak je pustil, naj naSteva razloge, zaradi katerih bi mu moral
dati njeno roko.

»Tezki Casi so, gospod Singer,« je vzdihoval KreSevljak, »tezki, tezki, zelo
tezki. Pa Se tezji bodo,« je poskocil kot petelincek in postal takoj zaskrbljen,
»$e posebe;j za tiste, ki so ostali Kristusu za hrbtom, vi pa ste, gospod Singer,
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zaredeni svecenik, doSao s narudZbom za sedam stotina istovjetnih
paketica s kandiranim vocem i kitnkezom, za nekakvo sirotiSte u Bosni.
Trebala su mu tri dana da takve paketice sastavi, a onda ga je velecasni
Kresevljak tjerao da ih sve odmota, pa je mjerio i vagao koliko u kojemu
ima voca a koliko kitnkeza, da se ne dogodi da neko dijete dobije manji
dar od drugoga. U tom njegovom pravedniStvu bilo je ne¢ega mracnog,
$to se ne da lako objasniti ali Sto je Singer kasnije opisivao kao veliko zlo
nacinjeno od sve samih dobrocinstava. Jo$ tri je dana Abrahamu trebalo
da, uz stalni nadzor veleCasnog, tako odvagne svaki paketi¢ da ni kandirana
malina u jednome nije imala viSe bobica od kandirane maline u drugome
paketicu.

I onda je, nekoliko godina kasnije, Emil KreSevljak stajao pred Abraha-
mom Singerom, u odijelu pariSkoga kroja, saSivenom od sirove svile, s
maramicom u dZepicu i dijamantnom iglom u kravati, sav okupan u kolonj-
skoj vodi, i iznosio razloge za§to bi mu stari trebao dati svoju kéer. Cinio
je to pedantno, jednako kao Sto je vagao voce i mjerkao kitnkez, a Singer
ga je kao opcinjen slusao, iako je unaprijed znao da takvome covjeku Ivku
nece pustiti, pa neka je zadnji muz i zadnji Zenik na ovome svijetu.

Emil KreSevljak hvalio se svecenickim zvanjem. Ono covjeku pruza
osjecaj odgovornosti za cijeli Zivot, ali i urednost. Bog voli uredne, to se
prvo u sjemeniStu nauci. A to $to je napustio sluzbu BoZju, to je njegova
stvar i ne tice se drugih, ¢ak ni Emilovih najblizih. Misterij koji ¢ovjeka
navede da se zaredi isti je misterij koji ga vrati natrag, da opet bude samo
ov¢ica u stadu, mudrovao je KreSevljak i vezao svoj vez oko lijepe Ivke
Singer.

Vidio ju je, i u nju se grjeSno zagledao, jos onoga dana kada je doSao po
paketice za sirotiste.

Kako je prosac to priznao, neka gorka vocka raspuknula se u Abrahamu
Singeru i razlila mu se po utrobi. Ali niSta nije rekao, nije se Cak ni
namrgodio, kao $to se mrgode trboboljni nervcici kada ih, s proljecais
jeseni, posjete njihovi kroni¢ni ulceri. Da je pravde, sad bi tog raspopa,
unjkavoga kao da je glavom biskup i mekanog kao slabo umijeSena
patiSpanja, naglavce izbacio iz kuce, da mu se viSe nikada ne vrati, da ga iz
misli i iz ociju izbriSe, kao Sto vedra duse briSe ruzne sinocnje snove, ali
pravde nema, niti Ce je ikada biti, za ovaj grad i za ljude u njemu, jer oni
nikada ne kazu ono $to zaista misle i sva njihova nesreca je iz toga. A kako
bi bilo pravde za jednoga Abrahama, Zidofskoga Sufta, kako bi to kazala
pijana RoZza, kada joj, nakon trideset godina veresije, viSe ne bi, na kredit
koji se nikada ne vraca, dao svakodnevnu litrenku vina. Zato stari Singer
nije izbacio Emila KreSevljaka kada mu je priznao da je kao pop gledao
Ivku, tada jo$ djevojcCicu, od koje je otac tek odbio dva-tri prosca, nego ga
je pustio da nabraja razloge zbog kojih bi mu trebao dati njezinu ruku.

— TeSka su vremena, gospodine Singer — uzdisao je KreSevljak — teska,
teska, jako teSka. Ali bit ¢e jo§ teza — poskocio je poput pjetli¢a pa se odmah
zabrinuo — pogotovu za one koji su ostali Kristu za ledima, a vi ste,
gospodine Singer, dobar ¢ovjek, na ¢ast sebi i svojoj obitelji, ali znate kako
je, ljudi su gladni, sirotinje je na svakome koraku, a u takvim prilikama
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dober clovek, v Cast sebi in svoji druZini, vendar veste, kako je, ljudje so
la¢ni, revscina je na vsakem koraku, v tak$nih okoliS¢inah pa najprej trpijo
ravno taksSni, kot ste vi. Morate se za$cititi, gospod Singer, zdaj imate
priloZnost: jaz sem se v Ivko zagledal, zaradi nje sem prelomil duhovniske
zaobljube, in nobena druga me ne zanima. Ce ji pustite, da me vzame,
boste tudi vi prisli pred o¢i nasega Gospoda in nih¢e vec vas ne bo vprasal,
kaj ste in kdo ste in katere veroizpovedi ste. Ce mi boste dali Iv¢ico, boste
svoboden clovek.«

Stari Abraham je posluSal Emila KreSevljaka, celo ukazal je, naj ga
zadrZzijo na kosilu, in ga za nedeljsko mizo posadil zraven Ivke, njene roke
pa mu ni dal.

»Lahko ostaneva prijatelja,« je zacel sredi kosila, »vendar ona ni za vas.«

Kresevljaku se je zaletela piScancja perutnicka, zakasljal je in odprl usta,
da bi nekaj rekel, ampak Singer se je nagnil ¢ez mizo in ga prijel za roko:

»Pisc¢ancja koscica je lahko nevarnejSa od ribje. Pazite, ne bi vas rad
imel na vesti.«

Kmalu potem, ko je zavrnil bivSega duhovnika, se je prikazal novi
snubec, Student Hajim Abeatar. Abraham ga je vprasal po druZini, on pa je
odgovarjal, da sta njegova oce in mama mrtva, bliznjih sorodnikov nima, z
daljnimi je prekinil vse stike. Nobene lastnine nima, razen Stipendije
nekak$nega judovskega drustva iz Sarajeva, ki redno prihaja, tako da
nikomur ne bi bil v breme, preden konca Studij in najde sluzbo.

»Zakaj pa bi pustil svoji hceri, da bi se porocila s tabo?« je vprasal Singer.

»Zato ker je priSel njen ¢as za poroko,« je skomignil z rameni mladenic.

Njega si je zapomnil, ker je bil edini, ki ni ni¢esar obljubljal, pa tudi
nicesar zahteval. Hajim je bil bled, neizrazitih potez obraza, niti majhen
niti visok, takSen, da ga z lahkoto pozabi$ in da ne bo nikoli nikomur,
razen tistemu druStvu, ki ga je Stipendiralo, niti malce v breme.

Kdo ve, morda je bil pravi moski za Abrahamovo hcer.

Potem pa dolgo ni bilo nikogar, sosedje so se Ze sprasevali, kaj je narobe
z Ivko Singer, da se ni porocila, ko se je pojavil Salomon Tannenbaum.

Prevedla Mateja Tirgusek

Miljenko Jergovi¢: Ruta Tannenbaum, V.B.Z., Izbrana dela hrvaske knjizevnosti,
Ljubljana 2007. Z dovoljenjem zalozbe V.B.Z.
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najprije stradaju ba$ takvi kao Sto ste vi. Morate se zastititi, gospodine
Singer, sad vam je prilika: ja sam se u Ivku zagledao, zbog nje sam
svecenicke zavjete raskinuo, i nijedna me druga ne zanima. Ako je pustite
da za mene pode, i vi ¢ete Gospodinu naSemu pred oc¢i dodi i vise vas
nitko nece upitati Sto ste i tko ste i od kojega ste vjerozakona. Date li mi
Iv¢icu, bit Cete slobodan covjek.

Saslusao je stari Abraham Emila KreSevljaka, i jo$ je naloZio da ga se
zadrzi na rucku pa ga je, za nedjeljnim stolom, postavio da sjedi uz Ivku,
ali mu nije dao njezinu ruku.

— MoZemo ostati prijatelji — zapoceo je usred rucka — ali ona nije za vas.

KreSevljak se zagrcnuo pile¢im krilcem, pa se nakasljao i zaustio da
nesto kaze, ali se Singer nagnuo preko stola i uhvatio ga za ruku:

— Pileca koscica zna biti gora od riblje. Nemojte da vas nosim na dusi.

Malo nakon $§to je odbio raspopa, stigao je novi prosac, student Hajim
Abeatar. Pitao ga je Abraham za familiju, a on je odgovarao da su mu otac
i majka mrtvi, nema bliZih rodaka, dok je s daljima prekinuo svaki kontakt.
Nikakve imovine nema, osim stipendije nekakvoga Zidovskog druStva iz
Sarajeva, ali ona mu redovito stiZe pa nikome ne bi bio na brizi prije nego
Sto zavrsi studije i nade posao.

— A zaSto bih pustio svoju kcer da pode za tebe? — upitao je Singer.

— Zato §to joj je vrijeme da se uda — slegnuo je ramenima mladic.

Njega je zapamtio jer jedini niSta nije obecavao, niti je Sto traZio. Hajim
je bio blijed, nerazabranih crta lica, pognut, ni malen ni visok, takav da ga
se lako zaboravi i da nikada nikome, osim tom dru$tvu koje ga je stipen-
diralo, nimalo ne bude na teret.

Tko zna, moZzda je bio pravi ovjek za Abrahamovu kcer.

A onda dugo nije bilo nikoga, ve¢ su se susjedi pitali $to to ne valja na
Ivki Singer da se nije udala, kada se pojavio Salamon Tannenbaum.
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Ruta Tannenbaum

(Excerpt)

A few months after the funeral of the nation’s leader, Salamon Tannenbaum
decided to ask for the hand of Ivka Singer, the daughter of a dealer in
colonial goods in Mesnicka Street. Ivka was the small change in a big trans-
action. She was already past thirty and would have remained unmarried
had it not been for Salamon. And no one would have said that she was
unattractive. Petite as she was, fair-skinned and with hair as black as the
darkest night, she looked like a drop of Spanish blood on the asphalt of
Ilica Street. She had the biggest eyes that ever beheld Zagreb. Men would
fall in love with her eyes, women would mock them, and children were
afraid of them for some reason. Her eyes would come to them in dreams,
and were the stuff of their nightmares, so that Ivka Singer’s eyes remained
the essence of fear and horror for the generation born in the twenties in
the streets around Ilica. But those childhood fears weren’t the reason why
it took so long for her to marry. No, quite the contrary, Ivka’s hand was
not given in marriage for so long because those eyes were so attractive to
adult men that old Abraham Singer took too long looking for the best
man for his daughter.

A register of all of Ivka Singer’s suitors would be too long, but some
were remembered for a long time, as long as there were living Singers
and Tannenbaums as well as the pure joy of gossip among others who
knew them. Ivka had barely turned fifteeen when the Dubrovnik mer-
chant Mo$o Benhabib came to court her, with whom her father had had
business dealings for a full forty years, so that one could say that they
were friends of a sort. MoSo had houses in Dubrovnik and Florence, es-
tates in Hungary, Slavonia and Banat, and was far richer than any Singer
ever would be. He had been married once long ago, but that had been a
time of youth, strength and arrogance and so Moso had hardly noticed
when his Rikica gave up the ghost. After her he hadn’t married because
he didn’t have time due to all of his business dealings, but when he be-
came aware of his age—too late to be sure—he was already nearly eighty,
and he wished to have a woman see him off to the other world, and be-
forehand to bear him an heir.

“I'm not long for this world, you see, I won’t torment the little lady too
long, and T'll leave her wealth enough to bring over the prince of Abys-
sinia,” he told Abraham Singer.

That night her father couldn’t get to sleep. He spent the following night
awake, too. Adam Singer didn’t sleep for seven days and seven nights, and
in the end he went to MoSo and told him that Ivka wasn’t for him. The
latter took the news calmly:
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“I'wouldn’t give my child to an old man either,” he told Singer, “I'm not
angry with you; I hope rather that neither you nor your beautiful daugh-
ter ever regret her not marrying me.”

It would be difficult to say when was the first time that Abraham re-
gretted not having given Ivka’s hand to MoSo Benhabib, whether it was
only a month later, when MoSo suddenly died in Dubrovnik and his estate
went to the state, as he had no surviving family and hadn’t left a will, or
whether he regretted it only later, when poorer suitors started knocking
on his door.

Moso Benhabib was a bitter memory in the Singer household and there-
fore wasn’t mentioned, not even in jest, all those years during and after
the war, as one empire was collapsing and another was coming into be-
ing, and there was nothing to eat, the Spanish flu raged, people died or
were Kkilled in droves, from disease or a surfeit of health. But worst of all
was the fact that there was nowhere to go, to flee and hide, because no
one had enough money for a third-class ticket on a ship.

Eh, Mo$o, Moso if only you had died a month earlier, so you wouldn’t
have come to ask for her hand, or lived ten more years, so no one would
remember you for your wealth...

Ivka’s first post-war suitor was one Ismael Danon, a major in the Royal
Army’s sanitation corps, a Belgrader, polished and with fine manners, but
the old Singer refused him too because he got the impression that the
major was a little too noisy and maybe wasn’t so fine if he raised his voice
so much. Maybe he was only putting on an act and would show his true,
boorish, Serbian face as soon as he received Ivka’s hand. At that time, Singer
was not exactly impressed by all those liberators and unifiers who had
flooded Zagreb and soiled its streets with the mud from their boots. He
feared their unifications and liberations might lead to some, still unde-
fined, but no less real and terrible evil. He turned Major Danon away at
his doorstep, endured Ivka’s tears, because his little girl had fallen in love
from head to toe with the handsome Serb; and when it was already too
late for anything, when the brokenhearted major had sought and received
a transfer to Skoplje, Abraham Singer found out by chance from some
vagabonds and spies why Major Ismael Danon was so loud. On one of
those campaigns of theirs in Kajmakcalan or Salonika, Ismael Danon had
completely lost the hearing in one ear and partially in the other from a
grenade explosion, and so he made so much noise just to hear himself.
Well, why didn’t he say that, the old Abraham wondered enraged, instead
of me thinking I was giving my daughter off to pepper farmer and loud-
mouth, he shouted and accidentally knocked over a large wooden box of
oranges, which rolled all over his shop, between the feet of the four vaga-
bonds and spies, those good-for-nothings who had been chasing the
greencoats around Zagreb for four years and were now Karadordevic’s
main agents in the city.

“I'm not going to pay you anything,” Singer shouted at them, “even if
you set my shop on fire and smash the windows.”
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They left, humiliated and ashamed that they had been spying for some-
one else, and that bit about setting the shop alight and smashing the dis-
play windows probably sounded strange to them, too. The time had not
yet come for such things, nor did it occur to anyone apart from old
Abraham Singer that it could. And, to make things clear, it wasn’t that he
was some kind of prophet; he merely had weak nerves. Once in a while
he would go crazy as if he were in some morphinic delirium and he would
have visions that no one else could see. God knows who of the women in
his family he had inherited that madness and hysteria from, but Abraham
Singer was known for that.

A year or two after the incident with the deaf major, among the suitors
whose names and fates have been erased and lost from anyone’s memory,
there appeared on the Singer’s doorstep one Emil KreSevljak, a young
man in his early thirties, whom Abraham knew because he had once come
to him as an ordained priest with an order for seven hundred identical
packages of candied fruit and quince curd for some poor children in
Bosnia. It took him three days to put the packages together, but then Fa-
ther Kresevljak made him unwrap all of them, and measured and weighed
how much candied fruit and quince there was in each of them, so that no
child would receive a smaller gift than any other. There was something
dark in that fairness of his, something that is hard to explain but that Singer
later described as a great evil made of nothing but good deeds. It took
Abraham three more days under the constant supervision of the priest to
weigh out every package to make sure that the candied raspberries did
not weigh a gram more in one package than in another.

And then, several years later, Emil KreSevljak was standing before
Abraham Singer, in a suit of Parisian cut, sewed out of pure silk, with a
kerchief in his pocket and a diamond pin in his tie, awash in the scent of
eau de cologne, and enumerating the reasons why the old man should
give him his daughter. This he did pedantically, just as he had weighed
out the quince curd, and Singer listened to him as if spellbound, though
he knew beforehand that he would never give Ivka to such a man, no
matter if he were the last man and last eligible bridegroom on the face of
the earth.

Emil KreSevljak boasted of his priestly rank. It lends a man a sense of
responsibility throughout his entire life, as well as a certain orderliness.
God loves orderly people, that’s the first thing one is taught in seminary
school. And the fact that he had left the Divine service, that was his busi-
ness and did not concern anyone else, not even Emil’s closest family. The
mystery that leads a man to take up the cloth is the same mystery that
leads him to give it up, to become again a sheep in the flock, KreSevljak
philosophized and wove his net around the beautiful Ivka Singer.

He had seen her, and lusted after her, the very day that he had come for
the little packages for the poor children.

When her suitor confessed to that, a bitter fruit burst inside Abraham
Singer and its juice spread through his insides. But he said nothing, he
didn’t even frown, as nervous men sick in the gut frown in the spring and
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autumn when visited by their chronic ulcers. If there were any justice, he
would have thrown that unfrocked priest, who spoke in nasal tones as if
he had a bishop’s head on his shoulders, and whose skin was soft like a
badly kneaded stollen, headlong out of his house, so he would never come
back, to erase him from his thoughts and his sight, just as a cheerful soul
erases last night’s bad dreams. But there is no justice, nor will there ever
be, for this city and its people, because they never say what they’re really
thinking, and that is the root of all their misfortune. And how could there
be justice for one Abraham Singer, a Jewish creep, as drunken RoZa would
put it, when after thirty years of credit, he would not give her her daily liter
of wine and put it on a tab that would never be paid? That was why the old
Singer didn’t throw out Emil KreSevljak when he admitted that while still
a priest he had looked upon Ivka, who at that time was still a little girl,
and from whom her father had just refused two or three suitors, but let
him continue counting the reasons why he should give him her hand.

“Times are hard, Mr. Singer,” KreSevljak sighed, “hard, hard, very hard.
But they’ll be harder still,” and he jumped up like a cockerel and his face
immediately showed concern, “especially for those who turned their back
on Christ. And, Mr. Singer, you are a good man, to your own credit and
that of your family, but you know how it is, the people are hungry, you
meet them every step of the way, and in such circumstances it is people
like you who suffer first. You must protect yourself, Mr. Singer. Now you
have an opportunity: I lusted after Ivka, I renounced my priestly oath
because of her, and no other woman holds any interest for me. If you let
her come with me, you too will find favor in the eyes of our Lord and no
one will ask you any more what you are and who you are and what your
confession is. If you give me little Ivka, you'll be a free man.”

Old Abraham listed to what Emil KreSevljak had to say, and even or-
dered arrangements for him stay for lunch and set him next to Ivka at the
Sunday dining table, but he did not give him her hand.

“We can still be friends,” he began in the middle of the lunch, “but
she’s not for you.

KreSevljak choked on a chicken wing, cleared his throat and opened
his mouth to say something, but Singer leaned across the table and took
him by the hand:

“Those little chicken bones can be worse than fish bones. Please don’t
let me have you on my conscience.”

Not long after he refused the unfrocked priest, another suitor appeared,
Hajim Abeatar, a student. Abraham asked him about his family, and he
answered that his father and mother were dead, that he had no other close
relatives, and that he had broken off all contact with those more distant.
He had no property apart from a stipend from some Jewish society in
Sarajevo, but it arrived regularly so he wouldn’t be a burden to anyone
before he completed his studies and found work.

“And why would I let my daughter go off with you?” Singer asked him.

“Because it’s time for her to marry,” said the young man and shrugged
his shoulders.
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He remembered him because he hadn’t promised or sought anything.
Hajim was pale, with no distinguishing facial features, neither short nor
tall, so that it was easy for him to be forgotten and to be no burden at all
on anyone other than the society that gave him his stipend.

Who knows, maybe he was the right man for Abraham’s daughter?

And then there was no one for a long time. The neighbors were al-
ready wondering what it was about Ivka that kept her from getting mar-
ried when Salamon Tannenbaum appeared.

Translated by Stephen M. Dickey
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Pobocje soncnega grica

V tistem nesre¢nem Dolu nikdar ni bilo ne deklic ne deklet. Se danes jih
ni, Zensk, so le postarani samski moski, ki jim ni uspelo pravo¢asno
pobegniti od tam. Redke gospodicne, ki jih je morda kdaj vendarle zaneslo
v zatohlo grapo, se v tamkaj$nji senci nikoli niso poskusale odpociti. Se
manj v objemu katerega od moskih. Ze kot otrok si vedel, da je Zivljenje
lahko le drugje ... tam, kjer ne Zivijo samo moski. Pot do tja pa je vodila Cez
pobocja son¢nih gricev, ki so obdajali dolinico in zastirali pogled v
prihodnost. A ¢eprav smo se tega zavedali vsi, je pobegniti uspelo le
redkim. Tisti, ki so si drznili kreniti po poloZnih pobocjih bregov, so bili
skoraj vedno privedeni nazaj, Se preden so se dotaknili obzorja za njimi.
Poskusali smo vsi, a vecina se jih je po nekaj poskusih vdala v samotarsko
usodo, ki je bila za ljudi v tistih krajih neizprosno zakolic¢ena.

Ze leta zivim spodaj na ravnici, v hi$i na samem obrobju mesta, tik ob
poljih. Pogled s terase na dvoriScu se razprostira ¢ez ravnico proti vzhodu,
tukaj ni nicesar, kar bi ga lahko ustavilo, ni ne son¢nih gricev, pa tudi
nikogar ne, ki bi te privedel nazaj, ¢e bi Zelel oditi. A Ze dolgo veC ne Zelim
oditi, zdaj je, kar je, in dobro je tako, kot je.

Ta nepricakovani spomin na Dol in goreco desko Zeljo po pobegu od
tam je priplaval na povrsje moje zavesti ob srecanju s podarjeno sliko, na
kateri je upodobljena krajina, podobna tisti iz deZel mojega otroStva. Slika
zdaj Ze dober teden visi na steni dnevne sobe. Ob ugodju, ki sem se mu v
tem casu z veseljem predajal ob ogledovanju podobe (ugodje je najbrz
vzbujal spomin na tisti Ze davno pozabljeni ob¢utek popolne varnosti,
lasten le preprosti otroski dusi), se je vse pogosteje zacel oglasati tudi
obcutek nelagodja, najbrZz povezan prav s tisto goreco otrosko Zeljo po
begu. Komaj zaznaven, a nadleZen obcutek, ki bi se ga na vsak nacin rad
znebil, kajti v hiSo je prinesel nepotreben nemir.

Sliko sem dobil v dar od mesta ob zadnjem prazniku: olje na platnu ne
povsem obicajnih dimenzij (35 x 120 cm), upodobitev blago gricevnate
pokrajine, ki poc¢iva v mo¢nem soju pozno popoldanskega poletnega
sonca. Ni ravno tipicna slika za slikarja, ki je znan po temacnih oljih: Ze
leta z njegovih platen zevajo spiralaste ¢rne luknje, ta pravokotna emanacija
svetlobe pa se mi je Ze ob prvem pogledu nanjo zdela nekaj povsem
drugega.

Krajina je zaZarela s stene slikarjevega ateljeja takoj, ko mi je tistega
zimskega vecera odprl vrata in me - neodlo¢nega, mencajocega, po
Dusinem posredovanju napotenega k njemu na dom - zvabil ¢ez prag, da
bi skupaj izbrala; morda je zaZarela bolj, kot bi sicer, tudi zato, ker sem
pred tem dolgo taval po vecernih, skoraj povsem zapuScenih in v led
okovanih ulicah v bliZini Kanala, to na steni pa je bilo pravo nasprotje
temacnosti in zmrzali tam zunaj: toplo, svetlo, tako domace ... nasprotno
tudi vsemu drugemu v ateljeju. A se sliki vseeno nisem posvetil takoj, takrat
se mi je zdelo, da si je treba Ze iz vljudnosti ogledati vse, kar se ponuja na
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The Sunny Hill Slope

There have never been any girls at sad old Dol, little or big. There are none
today, either - no women, only elderly single men who have not managed
to escape in time. The few damsels who may have stumbled by chance on
the musty gorge have never sought rest in its shade. Still less in the arms of
any of the men. Even as a child you knew that life could only be elsewhere
... somewhere where not only men lived. And the road there led across the
slopes of the sunny hills surrounding the dell, blocking the view into the
future. Yet even though we were all aware of this, it was few who managed
to escape. Those who ventured on the gentle hill slopes were almost al-
ways brought back before they had touched the horizon beyond. We all
tried, but after a few attempts most resigned themselves to a loner’s fate,
which was inexorably marked out for the people of those parts.

I have lived for years on the plain below, in a house on the very edge of
town, next to the fields. The view from the courtyard terrace stretches
over the plain to the east, nothing there to stop it, no sunny hills and
nobody to bring you back if you wanted to leave. But I have not wanted to
leave in a long time, things are as they are, and they are good as they are.

This sudden memory of Dol and of my burning boy’s desire to escape
from it surfaced in my mind as I encountered a painting, a gift, featuring
a landscape like the lands of my childhood. The painting has hung on my
living-room wall for more than a week now. The pleasure in which I have
happily indulged when viewing the picture (probably awakened by an
echo of that long-forgotten feeling of perfect security peculiar to a child’s
simple soul) has lately been accompanied by ever more frequent stabs of
uneasiness, probably linked to that burning childhood desire to escape.
A barely perceptible yet annoying feeling that I should have dearly liked
to shake off, for it had brought into the house a needless unrest.

The painting had been the town’s gift to me at the last festival: oil on
canvas of slightly uncommon dimensions (35 by 120 cm), the picture of a
gently rolling landscape resting in the mellow glow of the late-afternoon
summer sun. Hardly typical of a painter famous for his murky oil-paint-
ings: for years, his canvases have yawned with spiralling black holes, while
this rectangular emanation of light had struck me as completely different
at the very first glance.

The landscape had glowed from the wall of the painter’s studio as soon
as he opened the door on that winter’s evening, luring me - uncertain,
fidgeting, having been directed to his home address by Dusa’s arrange-
ment - across the threshold so that we might choose together; perhaps it
glowed more brightly than it would have done ordinarily, in part because
I had long been wandering through the almost deserted and ice-bound
evening streets near Kanal, and what was hanging on the wall was a stark
contrast to the gloom and frost out there: warm, bright, so homely ... a
contrast, too, to everything else in the studio. Still, I did not attend to the
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ogled, in se obnasal kot otrok, ki najprej z muko gloda trdo kru$no skorjo
samo zato, da bi bila naslada, ko se bo naposled lotil mehke sredice kruha,
toliko vedja: natan¢no in po vrsti sem si ogledoval razstavljene eksponate,
samo da bi pogled ¢im dlje odvracal od Zelene slike.

Na steni je viselo Se eno platno podobnih dimenzij, prav tako krajina,
spokojno hladna: lesketajoci se okljuki lene reke, ki se pocasi vije med
jelsevjem v zamolklo svetlobo vecernega somraka. Malo vi$je nad obema
pravokotnima platnoma je svetlobo poZzirala ena od njegovih ¢rnih slik,
menda zgodnjih, obeSenih je bilo Se dvoje platen drugih avtorjev,
slikarjevih prijateljev. Na slikarskem stojalu nedale¢ od vrat pa je prav tako
samevala »¢rna¢, Se nedokoncana, ta je bila res tipi¢na zanj - kot iz
katalogov in priro¢nikov!

Da bi spila kavo, je v nekem trenutku predlagal slikar, hotel se je izkazati
kot vljuden gostitelj, me poskus$al zamotiti in sprostiti s pogovorom, ljudje
se velikokrat pogovarjamo samo zato, da bi preglasili tiSino, odgovoril sem
mu, da kave ne bi, prepozno je bilo za kavo, kava mi zviSuje Ze tako previsok
krvni tlak, ponoci bi se zbujal Se pogosteje, kot se sicer.

»I1 si z druZino v Ljubljani« je potem bolj zatrdil kot vprasal in bil je
zelo presenecen, ko sem mu povedal, da ne. Moral me je s kom zamenjati,
ne vem, ali bi mu moral razlagati, kdo sem, bila je pa¢ pomota, zagotovo,
nesporazum; sicer pa - bi se kar koli spremenilo, ¢e bi mu pojasnjeval, da
sem nekdo drug, kot misli, da sem, je to sploh bilo pomembno!

Medtem ko sem nemirno prestopal pred »¢rno« na stojalu in iskal pravi
polozaj, je slikar zastiral svetlobo nad platnom in me opozarjal, da je treba
ujeti resice svetlobe na ¢rnini pod pravim kotom, le tedaj te nebarva
potegne vase; te slike se pac¢ ne da obesiti kamor koli, pa tudi gledati ne
od koder koli. In res, Ze majhen premik glave v levo je bil dovolj, da se je
¢rni monolit uslodil v svetlobno spiralo, ki se je potem pocasi ugrezala v
¢rnino.

»Le zakaj se mi je potem zdelo, da Zivite v Ljubljanil«

Da bo »Crna« ostala na stojalu, je bilo slikarju jasno mogoce celo prej
kot meni, clovek ima izku$nje s pogledi, ki otipavajo platna v njegovem
ateljeju. (Mimogrede: skoraj dvajset let je Ze od Ljubljane, Studentski casi,
niti predstavljam si ne ve¢, da bi ... slikar je le prikimaval, da on tudi ne.)
Namignil je proti krajinama na steni: da mora vcasih pobegniti iz vse te
¢rnine, se je skoraj Ze opraviceval, a da v bistvu gre za isti princip, za iskanje
svetlobe. Lesketajoca se reka na zamolkli pravokotni je Krka na
Dolenjskem, na tisti drugi sliki - naposled sva prisla tudi do tega - je
Goricko. Saj ne da pokrajine ne bi z gotovostjo prepoznal sam, to je vendar
pokrajina mojega otroStva, le Sirokokotni izrez me je nekoliko begal, tak
je najbrz lahko le pogled ¢loveka, ki odraste na ravnici.

Slika prikazuje poloZno, s popoldanskim soncem obsijano pobocje
tipicne goricke krajine; v srediScu podobe leZi zlato Zitno polje, v katero
se zajeda trikotna senca, ki jo mece drevje na njegovi levi, na vrhu pobocja
so vidni obronki gozda v son¢nih barvah, pod poljem je travnik; slikarjev
pogled je podobo ujel z druge, osojne strani dolinice, po kateri morda
tece potok, a tega je mogoce le zaslutiti. Svetlobni kontrast tvorita temno
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painting at once: I felt that, for politeness’ sake alone, I had to inspect
everything on view, and acted like a child who begins by gnawing labori-
ously at the hard bread crust, only to feel an even keener pleasure on
getting round to the soft inside part at last: I viewed the exhibits on dis-
play carefully, one after the other, only to keep my gaze away from the
coveted painting as long as possible.

The wall sported another canvas of similar dimensions, again a land-
scape, serenely cool: the shimmering curves of a lazy river slowly wind-
ing its way among alders into the muted evening twilight. A little above
the two rectangular canvases, the light was being devoured by one of his
black paintings - the early ones, as he said - and there hung two more
canvases by other authors, the painter’s friends. The easel not far from
the door held another lone “black”, unfinished, perfectly typical of him -
a textbook or catalogue example!

A cup of coffee was suggested by the painter at some point, he wanted
to prove himself a polite host, trying to distract and set me at my ease by
chatting, we often chat only to drown the silence, I replied that I would
rather not, it was too late in the day for coffee, coffee raises my already high
blood pressure, I would wake at night even more often than I do now.

“You live in Ljubljana with your family,” he stated rather than asked,
and was very surprised when I told him I did not. He must have mistaken
me for someone, I wonder if I should have explained who I was, it was a
mistake, surely, a misunderstanding; but after all - would it have made
any difference if I had set about explaining that I was someone other than
he thought, did it even matter!

While I was shifting restlessly in front of the “black” on the easel, seek-
ing the right vantage point, the painter screened the canvas from the light
overhead, reminding me that the tassels of light on the black had to be
caught under the right angle, only then would the non-colour suck you
in; this painting simply could not be hung just anywhere, nor watched
from anywhere. Indeed, it took but a tiny movement of the head to the
left for the black monolith to swirl into a spiral of light, slowly sinking
into the blackness.

“I wonder what made me think, then, that you lived in Ljubljana!”

Perhaps the painter knew even before I did that the “black” would stay
on its easel, the man had experience with the glances crawling over the
canvases in his studio. (By the way: it has been almost twenty years since
Ljubljana, college days, I cannot even imagine any longer that I ... the
painter merely kept nodding that he could not, either.) He motioned to-
wards the landscapes on the wall, almost apologetic: sometimes he had to
escape from all that blackness, but it was essentially the same principle, a
search for light. The shimmering river in the muted rectangle was the
Krka in the Dolenjsko region, while that other picture - finally we had
come round to it - was Goricko. Not that I could not have recognised the
landscape with certainty myself, this is, after all, the landscape of my child-
hood, but it was the wide-angle cut that had me slightly confused, a gaze
that must be peculiar to one who has grown up on the plain.
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zelena, skoraj ¢rna kro$nja drevesa v desnem spodnjem kotu slike in ozek
pas sinjega neba brez slehernega oblacka na drugem koncu diagonale;
vmes so v vodoravnih pasovih odtisnjeni razli¢ni odtenki zelene in
rumenkasto ali rdeckasto rjave, ki je najsvetlejsa, skoraj Ze rumena prav
sredi platna. Poleg polj je edina sled ¢loveSkega kolovoz, ki spodaj, s sredine
slike pelje ¢ez travnik med nekaj osamljenih dreves na levi strani, in dve
skoraj nevidni leseni sohi, ki v komaj zaznavni diagonali od leve spodaj
proti desni zgoraj Cez polja vodita elektri¢ni vod. Senca vabi popotnika -
kolovoza in se zlekne v travo pod drevjem. In koScek sinjega neba obljublja
brezmejnost in svobodo onkraj horizonta.

Nobene zares prave identi¢nosti med pokrajino s slike in pokrajinami
svojega otrosStva nisem odkril - morda z izjemo neke poteze v zgornji desni
polovici platna, ki je prizivala v spomin polja in z grmicevjem obrasel
gozdicek na Martininem - pa vendar sem bil prepric¢an, da vsa svetloba in
toplina pronicata skozi sliko prav od tam, iz sveta mojega detinstva. To je
bila svetloba Ze davno pozabljenega, pa zdaj spet obujenega pogleda
dolskega decka, ki hrepeni po Zivljenju onkraj sonc¢nih gricev in ga ob
tem po eni strani obhaja nepopisno veselje, saj verjame, da mu bo nekega
dne gotovo uspelo pobegniti iz te tople, varne, a zatohle doline, po drugi
strani pa ga Ze pesti rahel obcutek krivde zaradi neizogibne izdaje
domacije.

Se enkrat sem si natan¢no ogledal desni zgornji del slike: najbrz res
golo nakljucje, da gozdicek tako zelo spominja na zaplato hrastja sredi
polj na Martininem. Tudi tam se teren, tako kot na sliki, poloZno vzpenja
proti Sintarskemu bregu na severu, na drugi strani - tam nekje pod
nebesno modrino - bi lahko bili Peskovci ali Salovci, takoj za gozdickom
proti vzhodu pa bi se moralo zaceti domanjSevsko. A tam, kjer je na platnu
drevje, med katero pelje kolovoz, bi morale biti dedove gorice in travnik
z dvema orehoma ob njih, na sliki pa ni ne enega ne drugega. Ze me je
zasrbel jezik, da bi slikarju povedal o podobnosti med delom pokrajine z
njegove slike in tistega nesrec¢nega Dola, v katerega nikoli niso prisle
Zenske; da bi mu povedal o priletnih samskih fantih, ki si niso drznili ¢ez
prav tako son¢no pobocje, kot je to, ki Zari z njegovega platna, a je volja po
razlagi uplahnila, Se preden sem naSel pravo besedo. Potrdil sem mu le,
da sliko vzamem.

Malo pozneje me je pospremil Cez dvoriS¢e do ulice. Po veCernem nebu
so bile nasute zvezde, Ce si le dovolj dolgo upiral pogled tja gor, so izplavale -
kljub pritlehni svetlobi uli¢nih svetilk - iz vesolja kot resice svetlobe iz
¢rne slike na stojalu v ateljeju. Spet je stekel pogovor o Ljubljani, o Studiju
pa o druZzini, ni mu dalo miru. OtoZno sem pomislil, da je bila Ljubljana
morda res edini kraj, kjer sem si nekoc, ¢eprav samo za hip, zazZelel Ziveti.
Pomislil sem tudi, da si nikoli nisem na podoben nacin Zelel, da bi moj
dom postalo to panonsko, na ravnico zamrznjeno mestece, pa sem vseeno
ostal, celo dovolj dolgo, da so se mi za to zaceli zahvaljevati s priznanji in
nagradami. Potem sem mu naposled moral povedati, ne brez nejevolje -
kar je takoj zaznal, in mi je bilo Se v istem hipu Zal, ¢lovek ni mislil ni¢
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The painting presents the gentle rise of a typical Goricko landscape,
bathed in the afternoon sun; in the centre lies a golden cornfield with an
encroaching triangular shadow cast by the trees on its left, the top of the
rise reveals sun-coloured forest slopes, and below the field is a meadow.
The painter’s gaze has caught the scene from the opposite, shaded part of
the dell, with its suggestion of a brook. The light contrast is formed by the
dark green, almost black tree-top in the right corner below and by the
narrow band of a cloudless blue sky at the other end of the diagonal; be-
tween the two are printed horizontal bands in various shades of green,
buff or sorrel, which is brightest, already verging on yellow, in the very
centre of the canvas. Beside the fields, the only human traces are the cart
track below, leading from the centre of the picture across the meadow
among the few scattered trees on the left, and two almost invisible wooden
supports carrying an electric cable in a barely perceptible diagonal across
the fields, left below to right above. The shade invites the traveller - in
the imagination, of course! - in the afternoon heat to leave the dusty track
and sink into the grass beneath the trees, while the patch of blue sky prom-
ises boundlessness and freedom beyond the horizon.

I could discover no true identity between the landscape in the paint-
ing and the landscapes of my childhood - except, perhaps, for a feature in
the upper right half of the canvas, which called to mind the fields and the
shrubby grove at Martini - and yet I was sure that it was from there, the
world of my childhood, that all the light and warmth came seeping through
the picture. It was the light of the long-forgotten but now reawakened
gaze of a Dol boy, longing for a life beyond the sunny hills, overcome with
joy beyond words in his belief that one day he would surely escape from
this warm, secure but musty dell, while already plagued by twinges of
remorse for the inevitable betrayal of his home.

I took another close look at the right upper part of the picture: pure
coincidence, must have been, that the grove evoked so strongly the patch
of oaks in the fields at Martini. There, like in the painting, the ground
gently rose towards the hill of Sintarski breg in the north; on the other
side - somewhere under the blue of the sky - might lie Peskovci or Salovci,
and immediately behind the grove, towards the east, there should begin
the DomanjSevci neighbourhood. But where the canvas had trees and the
cart track disappearing among them, there should have stretched Grand-
father’s vineyard hills and, at their feet, a meadow with two walnut trees,
while the painting showed neither. My tongue itched to tell the painter
about the partial likeness between the landscape from his painting and
sad old Dol where women never came; to tell him about the aging bach-
elors who never ventured across a sunny slope just like the one glowing
from his canvas, but my will to explain had faded before I found the right
word. I only confirmed that I would take the painting.

A little later he walked me across the courtyard to the street. The
evening sky was sprinkled with stars, and if you only gazed up long enough,
they would surface - despite the low light of the street lamps - from the
universe like those bright tassels from the black painting mounted in the
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slabega - da nikoli nisem imel druZine, ker tako pac je, in da je dobro
tako, kot je, da Ze od nekdaj Zivim na drugem koncu tega mesta sam, ¢isto
sam in potem ... potem se nisva pogovarjala o nicemer vec.

Pobocje son¢nega grica se zdaj Ze dober teden blesci s stene moje
dnevne sobe. Zacetno navduSenje nad sliko plahni - kot sem Ze omenil -
zaradi nemira, ki se naseljuje v hiSo. Ob svetlobi, ki sije s platna in vzbuja
prijetna, topla obcutja, zagotovo povezana s sre¢nimi dnevi otrostva, je na
sliki Se nekaj, kar svari in vznemirja. Danes sem prvi¢ pomislil, da bi bilo
bolje, ¢e bi se takrat v slikarjevem ateljeju odlocil za »¢rno«. Razmisljal
sem tudi Ze o tem, da bi pokrajino za nekaj casa uskladiS¢il na podstresju
in znova poskusil z njo kdaj pozneje. Vse stvari pocakajo na svoj trenutek,
tudi slika bi se ez Cas naselila v dnevno sobo ¢isto drugace, mogoce z vec
miru, kot se naseljuje sedaj. A povsem mogoce je tudi, da sem v teh dneh
preobcutljiv in da bo obcutek nelagodja izginil tako hitro in nepricako-
vano, kot se je pojavil. Dan ali dva zato Se pocakam.
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studio. The conversation returned to Ljubljana, to my college years and
my family, he could not get over it. Wistfully, I reflected that Ljubljana
may in fact have been the only place where I had ever, although only for a
moment, longed to live. I also reflected how I had never wanted in the
same way to make my home this little Pannonian town, frozen to its plain,
but had stayed on nevertheless, stayed long enough to start receiving
thanks in the form of awards and prizes. At last I had to tell him, not with-
out reluctance - which he sensed at once, to my instant regret because
the man had meant no harm - that I had never had a family because it had
turned out that way, and that it was good the way it was, that I had always
lived at the other end of this town alone, quite alone and then ... then we
talked about nothing more.

The slope of the sunny hill has been glowing from my living-room wall
for more than a week now. My first enthusiasm for the painting has been
waning - as [ have mentioned - in the unrest taking over the house. Be-
side the light shining from the canvas, evoking a pleasure and warmth
which are linked, no doubt, to the happy days of childhood, there is some-
thing else in the painting, something warning and unsettling. Today it has
first occurred to me that I should have settled on the “black” in the paint-
er’s studio instead. I have also considered storing the landscape in the
attic for a while and giving it another try sometime later. All things wait
their time, and in a while the painting, too, might take its place in the
living-room quite differently, with more calm perhaps than now. On the
other hand, I may simply have been oversensitive these days, and the un-
easiness will pass as abruptly and unexpectedly as it came. I will give it a
day or two.

Translated by Nada Groselj
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Ne se usmiliti DuSanskega

(Odlomek)

Naravnih pojavov se ni treba sramovati

Splosno znano je, da je za pitje s trdnim namenom napiti se ga obvezna
cedalje mocnejsa vsebina ...

Dusanski se je v svojem zrelem obdobiju, ali kadar je bil v ilegali, trdno
drzal tega pravila, ¢eprav ga je sem in tja celo njemu uspelo prekrsiti.

Dogajalo se je, da je, ko je zakljucil z vodko, tovari§ Aaron DuSanski
presel na temno pivo, kasneje na most, potem pa je Ze pil likerje in
Sampanjec. Neredko so sluzbene okolis¢ine pripeljale do tega, da se je
njegov dan zacel z brendijem in skodelico kave, kasneje je spil kakSen caj,
potem pa vzel baldrijanove kapljice, validol ali pil vino. Ampak, ah ne, fuj,
vina Du$anski ni nikoli maral. Ni ga cenil. Kadar koli so mu kolegi iz
sindikalne zveze komunisti¢ne partije ali CK LKP(b) govorili o romun-
skem, gruzinskem vinu ali o tistem iz Bordoja, Burgundije, Cila, celo iz
rasisticne JuZne Afrike, je Dusanski vse zavrnil kot oslovsko scanje, dobro
le za splaknit rit. Ce pa se je Ze zgodilo, da je pil vino, ga je premagal
predvsem okus trpkega »kagora«. Polsladkemu, polsuhemu se je izogibal,
¢eprav ni nikoli rekel nikoli. Na duSek je izpraznil tudi madZarskega tokaja -
a to le ob posebnih (mackastih) priloZnostih. Najveckrat je, Ce je Ze pil
trpkega kagora ali kakSno podobno gnusobo, to zmeSal z vodko, celo pivom,
govoril je, da se tako izgubi ogabna vinska aroma.

Aaron DusSanski tudi ni maral raznih zeliS¢nih aperitivov in spodbuje-
valcev prebave, prav lahko je Zivel brez njih: »fernet, »trejos devynerios,
»starkag, »senas azuolas¢, »dainavag, »palanga« ... Zgodilo pa se je, da je
zadnjih dveh, ko so ga sluzbene obveznosti zanesle iz glavnega mesta
republike v Center, spil vec kot celo cisterno. Takole ... »palangac, »dainavac ...
»palangac ... »dainavac ... »Palangac ...

Poletje.

Bil je jubilejni kongres sindikatov v Kremlju.

Delegat DusSanski je kot po navadi prispel v Moskvo dobro zaloZen,
nikakor ne praznih rok. V njegovi aktovki so bili razen mila, brisace, nekaj
parov spodnjic tudi prekajeni Zelodec, domace klobase, Skatlica bonbonov
»asorti¢, slanina in, jasno, »palangac, »dainavae, »8altreze, »zalgiris¢, »benedik-
ting, »bociai¢, eksoti¢ni domaci $nops in celo slivovka, ki jo je dobil za
darilo iz v tistih casih bratske Prage.

Ko je tovari§ Generalni sekretar odprl sindikalni kongres, so delegati
vstali, dolgo in navduseno ploskali povedanemu govoru, se zahvaljevali s
pogledi in se radostno smehljali; vedeli so: nad vsem bedijo kamere
DrZavne varnosti.

Ko pa so spet sedli, jih je navdal cemeren obcutek praznine in Zalosti.

Kaj poceti na kongresu? ...
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Nepasigailéti Dusanskio

romano fragmentas

Nattraliy dalyky nereikia gédytis

Visi Zino, kad gerti, norint deramai apsvaigti, privaloma stipréjancia tvarka.

BrandZiame amZiuje, o ir pogrindyje, DuSanskis uoliai laikési Sios
taisyklés, taciau retkarciais net ir jam tekdavo ja sulauzyti.

Atsitikdavo, kad po degtinés draugas Aaronas DuSanskis iSlenkdavo
tamsaus alaus, véliau sidro, o tada jau pereidavo prie likeriy ir Sampano.
Neretai aplinkybés tarnyboje priversdavo diena pradéti nuo brendZio ir
kavos puodelio, o véliau apsistoti ties arbata, imtis valerijono, validolio ar
vyno. Ne, tfu, DuSankis vyno niekada nemego, nevertino. Kad ir ka kolegos
i$ profsajungy ar LKP(b) CK jam kalbédavo apie rumuniskus, gruziniSkus
vynus, Bordo, Burgundijos, Cilés, net rasistinés Piety Afrikos, visus juos
Dusanskis vadino asily myzalais, tinkanciais nebent uzpakalius apsiplauti.
Tiesa, jei DuSanskiui jau tekdavo gerti vyna, jis labiau linko prie klampaus
“Kagoro”. Pusiau saldaus, pusiau sauso venge, nors niekada nesakydavo
“niekada“, mosteldavo ir vengrisko “Tokajaus” - ypatingomis (pagiriu)
progomis. DaZniausiai, jei jau gerdavo tirSta “Kagora“ ar kita bjaurastj,
skiesdavo ji degtine, net alum, sakydavo, neva tokiu budu dingsta $leikstus
Vyno aromatas.

Trauktiniy, uZpiltiniy Aaronas DuSanskis taip pat nemégo, galéjo ir be
ju gyventi: fernetas, “Trejos devynerios®, “Starka“, “Senas azuolas®, “Dainava”,
“Palanga”... Paskutiniujy, kai tik tekdavo darbo reikalais vykti i$ respublikos
sostinés | Centra, iSgéré ne viena cisterna. Taip ... “Palanga”, “Dainava”...
“Palanga”... “Dainava”... “Palanga’”...

Vasara.

Buvo jubiliejinis Profsajungu suvaziavimas Kremliuje.

Delegatas DuSanskis, kaip visada, atvyko i Maskva pasiruos$es, ne
tusciomis. Portfelyje, be muilo, rankSluoscio, keliy poruy apatiniy, buvo
skilandzio, naminés deSros, saldainiu “Asorti” dézelé, lasiniai, ir, Zinoma,
“Palangos”, “Dainavos”, “Saltrezo®, “Zalgirio”, “Benediktino”, “Bociy”,
egzotiskosios samaneés, net slivovicos, gautos dovanu i$ tuo metu broliskos
Prahos.

Kai Profsajungy suvaziavima pasveikino draugas Generalinis sekreto-
rius, delegatai Zvaliai atsistojo, ilgai plojo uz pasakyta kalba, dékojo
Zvilgsniais, dZiaugesi, Sypsojosi; Zinojo: viska filmuoja Valstybes Saugumo
kameros.

Atsisédus, pasidare nyku, tuscia, litdna.

Ka veikti suvaziavime? ...

Sieloje - vaakumas. Miegoti - dar ankstoka. Generalinis sekretorius
iSskubéjo svarbesniais reikalais - nebebuvo net i ka akiy paganyti ...
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V dusi - vakuum. Spati - Se prezgodaj. Generalni sekretar je odhitel
novim pomembnim obveznostim naproti - zdaj ni bilo ve¢ mesta, kamor
bi ¢lovek lahko polozil o¢i ...

Tako je v trenutku, ko je na tribuni zacel svoj dolgocasni govor neki ne
tako pomemben tovari$, DuSanski skrivaj pokleknil, kot bi si hotel zavezati
odvezano vezalko na cevlju. Ko je odprl aktovko, je odvil prvi dosegljivi
zamasek, steklenico pa je prestavil v kot, da je lahko skozi odprtino med
aktovko in njenim pokrovom neopazno vlekel iz vratu steklenice. Komaj
je koncal in privil zamasek, je zasliSal:

- Kaj pajaz? ...

Ni mu bilo treba imeti posebej izostrenega vida, da je lahko ob sebi
takoj prepoznal Muslima Mohamajeva - lepotca iz Tartuja. Ta veliki babjek
je lakomno cmokal in poziral slino.

- Hoces? je Dusanski povprasal estonskega(?) tenorista.

- Se vprasas, je bil nestrpen pevec in Ze je hlastno vlekel kalvados iz
aktovke.

- Za popizdit, se je zasmejal.

- Tudi jaz bi, je pripomnil majhen kozmonavt Titov.

- Ne pozabite name, se je kot le mogoce tiho vmesala atletska Valentina
TereSkova; dogajanje na tribuni je bilo v nekih Stevilkah, navajali so
nekak$ne termine, govorili o planih, obljubljali velike zmage.

Dusanskemu je bilo nekoliko Zal aktovkine odtekajoCe vsebine, vendar
ga je Valentina Vladimirova TereSkova tako milo pogledala, da ji ni mogel
odreci - to ni bilo kar tako, Zenska, kozmonavtka z jajci, mama, seks simbol
ZSSR.

Nedolgo zatem - ko je svoje porocilo bral vodja revizijske komisije - je
DusSanskemu uspelo odmasiti Ze drugo steklenico, tokrat brezbarvni
»nemunc. Tiho tiho se je v Kremlju izlivala reka Nemun v Kurski zaliv.

- Na Gagarina! je dvignil k ustom aktovko konstruktor Koroliov.

- Na Jurija! ga je zarotniSko podprla balerina Zikina.

- Kaj pa mi, a mi naj pa crknemo? je bolj ko ne sam zase vprasal delegat
Muslim Mohamajev, ko je zvrnil vsebino podane mu aktovke.

- Da se ne bos uscal od strahu, ga je izzivala kozmonavtka.

-»Nemunc« ni Se nikomur Skodil, je trdil Aaron DuSanski, zdaj Ze moc¢no
rdeC v glavo. - »Nemun« je dober. Zmeraj je naS Nemun dober. In tudi
reka Neris je lepa, je dodal, pa tudi Dubysa, Nevezis, SeSupée, Merkys ...

- Ti... ti pankrt, si prav tako eden od nas, se je spet pridruZil konstruktor
Koroliov.

Valentina TereSkova je, da ne bi padel sum nanjo, odvalila od sebe
prazno steklenico kalvadosa.

Aaron DuSanski pa je vnovic odprl.

Aktovka je bila ¢edalje 1azja, razpoloZenje delegatov pa je raslo, dvigala
ga je steklenica letoviS¢arske »palangex.

Zrak v dvorani ni bil prav ni¢ zatohel.

- Bi lahko - malo tiSe! Ne zganjajte no takega kravala! je posegel vmes
Josif Kobzon, general z otroSkim obrazom, zanj, za vojaskega financ¢nika,
so bili izsledki revizijske komisije zanimivi.
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Stai ta akimirka, kai triblinoje nuobodZiai émé kalbéti kazkuris ne toks
reikSmingas draugas, Dusanskis paslapcia pasilenké, neva norejo susiriSti
atsimazgiusi baty raiSteli. Kai pradare portfelj, atsuko pirma pasitaikiusi
kamstelj, o butelj perstate | portfelio krasSta, kad pro tarpelj galéty
nematomas truktelti i$ kakliuko. Vos tik uZsiverte susiguzes, iSgirdo:

- O man?..

Nereikéjo buti nuovokiam, DuSanskis iSkart paZino Salia sedéjusi
Muslima Mohomajeva - grazuolj i§ Tartu, Sis lovelasas godziai sucepse¢jo,
nurijo seile.

- Nori? - pasiteiravo estu(?) tenoro.

- Tik greiciau, - paragino dainininkas ir gerokai truktel¢jo i§ portfelio
kalvadoso. - Zajabis, - pralinksmejo.

- AS taip pat noriu, - prisipazino nedidukas kosmonautas Titovas.

- Manes nepamirskite, - kaip imanydama tyliau priminé apie save
atletiSka Velentina TereSkova; praneséjas i$ triblinos oriai vardino skaicius,
mine¢jo kazkokius terminus, kalbéjo apie planus, Zadé¢jo dideles pergales.

Dusanskiui buvo Siek tiek gaila portfelio turinio, tac¢iau Valentina
Vladimirovna Tereskova taip liidnai pazvelge, kad Aaronas negaléjo jai
atsakyti - ne juokas, moteris, kosmonauté su pautais, mama, TSRS seks
simbolis.

Netrukus, kai revizijos komisijos pirmininkas skaite ataskaita, teko
atkimSti ir kita butelj, tai buvo bespalvis “Nemunas”,- tyliai tyliai upe tekejo
i Kur$iy marias Kremliuje.

- UZ Gagarina! - pakéle portfeli konstruktorius Koroliovas.

- UZ Jurijuy! - suokalbiskai paantrino jam balerina Zykina.

- O mums nebus pizdiec? - veikiau saves, nei delegaty paklause
Muslimas Mahomajevas, kai uzsiverté jam perduota portfelj.

- Nemyzk i kelnes, - padrasino dainininka kosmonauté.

- “Nemunas” dar niekam nepakenké, - patikino jau gerokai jraudes
Aaronas DuSanskis. - “Nemunas” yra gerai. Visada muisy Nemunas gerai.
Ir Neris grazi, - pridure. - Dubysa, Nevézis, SeSupé, Merkys...

- O tu, bliat’, savas vyras, - pasidZiaugeé paZintimi konstruktorius Koro-
liovas.

Valentina Tereskova, kad nekilty jtarimuy, dél visa pikta parideno toliau
nuo saves tuscia kalvadoso butelj.

Aaronas DuSanskis atkimSo dar.

Portfelis vis lengvéjo, delegaty nuotaika taisesi, - tai kurortiné “Palanga”
ja kele.

Tvanku nebuvo.

- Ar jus galite - tyliau! Nebarskinkit! - sudraude draugus vaikisko veido
generolas Josifas Kobzonas, jam, kariuomeneés finansininkui, buvo jdomios
revizijos komisijos iSvados.

- Duok ir tam Zydui, - pasiulé esty(?) kilmés Muslimas Mahomajevas.

- NeiSsikalinek, - perspeéjo DuSanskj Zykina. - Nebuk Zmotas, - sieke
atimti portfelj iS Aarono.

- Tau ka, bliat’, gaila?.. - Siek tiek per garsiai nusistebejo konstruktorius
Koroliovas ir, paplekSnojes per peti, pakvieté prisijungti kukliai prieSais
sedejusius akademikus Landau, Kurcatova ir Kapitsa.
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- Daj Se temu Zidu, je predlagal Estonec(?) Muslim Mahomajev.

- Ne izmikaj se, je DuSanskega posvarila Zikina, - ne bodi no tak $kot,
mu je uspela iztrgati aktovko.

- Saj ti ne bi bilo Zal, pankrt? je nekoliko preglasno siknil konstruktor
Koroliov in med trepljanjem po ramenih povabil akademike Landava,
Kurcatova in Kapitsa, ki so skromno sedeli nasproti, naj se pridruZijo.

- Dajmo fantje, jih je spodbujala TereSkova in podala aktovko proti
ucenjakom fizike. - Odjebite, tole je boljSe od seciranja dreka v laboratoriju,
ni izbirala besed svetovna Zenska Nr. 1. - Labusas casti, je pokazala na
Aarona DuSanskega, - »jurmala«? je ugibala ime pijace.

- »Vi$njevacag, je DuSanski zakotalil prazno steklenico proti komiteju.

Na tribuni so se vrstili govori. Zdelo se je, da ne bo nikoli konec.

Aarona DuSanskega je zacCenjalo skrbeti, da ne bo dovolj do odmora,
ampak, hvala Bogu, da je doma pridobljeno Zganje - Cisti alkohol.

Ko so izpraznili tudi to, po »trejos devyneros« in »starkic, je kozmonavt
Titov zacel SkodoZeljno brencati Znajes, ty, Rakim on parniem byl ...!

Prva se mu je pridruZila Zikina; dekle je lepo pelo, a Zal ni bila na dobrem
glasu, prevec slabotno je zvenela. Muslim Mahomajev je ¢uval svoj tenor,
zato je le s stopali udarjal ritem, tleskal je s prsti in skrit pred prezidiumom
kadil. Tereskovi ni bilo prav ni¢ do pesmi in govorov, nerazlo¢no je
moledovala DuSanskega, naj mu ne bo Zal zanjo po starem hrastu
poimenovane 7ganice iz aktovke. Zenska Nr. 1 je kar naprej ponavljala, da
je v vesolju (v eksperimentalne namene) poskusila ogabno Titovo gorivo.

Navso sreco in v veselje vseh se je pokazalo, da tudi Nobelov nagrajenec
Peter Kapitsa ni odSel od doma nepripravljen - za vsak primer je imel pri
sebi eksperimentalno zeliS¢no Zganje - dobil ga je od romunskih kemikov.

Ko je slednje izpuhtelo, je konstruktor Sergej Pavlovi¢ Koroliov
darezljivo izvlekel termofor, napolnjen z letalskim gorivom »saliut«. Zdaj
se tudi Muslim Mahomajev iz Tartuja(?) ni mogel ve¢ izmikati, z velikim
naporom je v aktovko DuSanskega postavil karelski konjak - za poscat, s
kak$no natancnostjo ga je pogledala »baletna slavcica« Zikina.

Izpili so.

Se so izpili.

Nekdo je zatrdil, da je najboljsi armenski konjak iz Karabaha.

Potem pa jim je postal na smrt potreben prigrizek.

Kljub temu da ga je Dusanski poskusal ustaviti, je kozmonavt Titov odli¢-
no odigral omedlevico in se odplazil iz glavne dvorane ter se kmalu vrnil
iz vladnega bifeja s trilitrskim kozarcem bolgarskega graha in majonezno
omako.

Tovari§ Aaron DuSanski, dusa zadnje klopi kongresa, je z rokami mazal
majonezo na koscke prekajenega mesa in obmetaval druzbo z grahom kot
s hostijami, zelo natancno je ciljal v odprta usta delegatov.

Prevedla Bernarda Pavlovec Zumer

! Ko bi le vedel, kaksen fant je to bil ...
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- Vaikinai, drasiau, - paragino TereSkova ir perdavé fizikos iSminc¢iams
portfeli. - Cia jums, nachui, ne §tudus laboratorijoje tirti, - neieskojo ZodZiy
kiSen¢je pasaulio moteris Nr.1. - Labusas vaiSina, - parodé j Aarong
Dusanskj. - “Jurmala”? - pasitikslino gérimo pavadinima.

-“Zagarés vy$niy’, - parideno prezidiumo pusén tuscia butelj DuSanskis.

Tribunoje liejosi kalbos. Pabaigos, atrodo, niekada nebus.

Aaronas DusSanskis émé nerimauti, kad iki pertraukos neuZzteks, taciau,
acit Dievui, kad jo jsimesta samané - grynas spiritas.

O tada, kai po jos jau géré “Trejas devynerias”, beje, uzsigerdami “Starka”,
kosmonautas Titovas émé piktdziugiskai nitiniuoti “Znajes, ty, kakim on
parniem byl’...

Pirmoji prisijunge Zykina, - graziai mergina dainavo, deja, negarsiai,
labai silpnas ture¢jo balso stygas. Muslimas Mahomajevas saugojo savo
tenora, todél péda musé ritma, spragséjo pirStais ir paslapcia nuo
prezidiumo rtiké. TereSkovai buvo nusipjaut i dainas ir kalbas, ji
painkSdama meldé DuSanskio, kad jis nepagailéty jai besibaigiancio “Seno
azuolo” i§ portfelio. Vis kartojo ir kartojo moteris Nr.1, kad kosmose ne
tokiy Tytovo bjaurasciy (eksperimento vardan) ragavusi.

Bet cia, pasirodo, laimei, Nobelio premijos laureatas Piotras Kapitsa |
suvaziavima atéjes taip pat ne tus¢iomis - apdairiai turejo eksperimentinés
stumbrinés - rumuny chemikai idave.

Kai stumbrine ipuséjo, konstruktorius Sergejus Pavlovicius Koroliovas
dosniai iSsitrauké pusle aviacinio spirito “Saliut”. Dabar ir Muslimui
Mahomajevui i§ Tartu(?) nebuvo kur trauktis, jis labai nenoriai pastate i
Dusanskio portfelj “Triju statiniy” kareliSko konjako, - $tdino, kaip taikliai
pastebejo baleto lakstingala Zykina.

Isgeére.

Dar iSgéré.

Kazkas prasitaré, kad arméniSkas konjakas i§ Karabacho yra geresnis.

Verkiant dabar reikejo uzkandos.

Nors Dusanskis stabdé kosmonauta, taciau Titovas, puikiai suvaidines
nuomario priepuolj, iSsmuko i§ suvaziavimo salés ir netrukus grjZzo i
vyriausybinio bufeto su bulgariSkais Zirneliais ir majonezo padaZzo
trilitriniu.

Draugas Aaronas DuSanskis, suvaziavimo “galiorkos” siela, kabino
saujomis, tepé majoneza ant kindziuky, it komunija svaide Zirnelius, labai
taikliai pataikydamas j praziodytas delegaty burnas.
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Don't Pity Dushansky

(Excerpt)

Be not ashamed of natural things

Everyone knows that if you want to get properly blotto when drinking, it
is essential to do so with the proper rising scale of alcohol content.

At his ripe age, as he had done while serving in the underground,
Dushansky was strict about keeping to this rule, though even he was
known to break it on rare occasions.

It would so happen that after drinking vodka, Comrade Aaron Dushan-
sky would put back some dark ale, and then some cider, and then move
on to liqueurs and champagne. Not infrequently his professional
circumstances dictated that he begin the day with a cup of coffee and a
spot of brandy, later switching to tea, and then falling back on Valerian
root, Validol, or wine. Actually, no, Dushansky never liked wine - he
couldn’t bring himself to appreciate its finer qualities. No matter how
much his colleagues in the trade unions or at the Lithuanian Communist
Party’s Central Committee would praise Romanian and Georgian wines;
Bordeaux or Burgundy; wines from Chile or even racist South Africa;
Dushansky referred to them all as donkey piss fit only for rinsing one’s
behind. Truth be told, when Dushansky did end up drinking wine for
some reason or other, he favoured a glass of thick, viscous Kagor. He
avoided semi-sweets and semi-dries, though he never said never, and was
known to knock back a Hungarian Tokai on exceptional (hair-of-the-dog)
occasions. Most often, if he was already drinking some of that thick Kagor
or some similar abomination, he would cut it with vodka or even beer,
thinking it might get rid of the wine’s nauseating aroma.

Dushansky also disliked fruit, berry, or herb aperitifs and digestifs,
and was quite capable of moving through life without them: Fernet Branca,
Trejos Devynerios, Starka, Senas Azuolas, Dainava, Palanga... He had had
occasion to drink more than one cistern’s worth of these latter two,
especially whenever a business trip saw him leave the republic’s capital
to travel to the Centre. Yes indeed — Palanga... Dainava... Palanga... Dainava...
Palanga...

Summer.

The jubilee year Congress of Trade Unions at the Kremlin.

Delegate Dushansky, as he always did, arrived in Moscow well prepared
and far from empty handed. In his briefcase - along with a bar of soap, a
towel, a few pairs of underpants, some Lithuanian smoked sausage, a box
of “Asorti” chocolate, and a smoked side of pork - there were, of course,
bottles of Palanga, Dainava, Saltrezo, Zalgiris, Benediktinas, and Bo¢iy; as
well as a bottle of some exotic home-made grain alcohol; and even some
Slivovitz he had received as a gift from Prague, which was still a brotherly
place at that time.
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After Comrade General Secretary addressed words of greeting to the
congress, the delegates rose to their feet cheerfully, applauded
him heartily for his speech, gave him looks of gratitude, and smiled joy-
fully - they knew that State Security cameras were trained on them.

After they had once again taken their seats, things became glum, empty,
and sad.

What to do for the remainder of the congress?

One felt a vacuum in one’s soul, but it was still too early to doze off.
The General Secretary took his leave hurriedly since he had other press-
ing affairs, so there was now no safe spot upon which to fix one’s gaze.

The very moment that some not particularly consequential comrade
stepped up to the podium and started his stiflingly dull address,
Dushansky quietly bent forward, as if to tie a shoelace that had come un-
done, opened his briefcase, unscrewed the cap of the first bottle
and shifted it so that its neck was sticking out of a small breach and,
crouching, took a pull. He had just begun drinking when he heard:

“And what about me?”

Dushansky did not need to be keen-sighted to immediately recognise
the man sitting beside him, Muslin MogoMayev, a very handsome lady-
killer from Tartu who was smacking his lips and swallowing his saliva.

“Want some?” Dushansky inquired of the Estonian (?) tenor.

“Be quick about it,” the singer urged, and proceeded to take a long
swig of Calvados from the briefcase. “Bloody good stuff,” he said, his spir-
its buoyed.

“I want some too,” admitted Titov, a diminutive cosmonaut.

“Don’t forget me,” the athletic Soviet Citizen Tereshkova chimed in, as
quietly as possible. From the podium lectern, a speaker rhymed off statis-
tics, mentioned some sort of targets, spoke of plans, and promised a re-
sounding victory.

Dushansky began to lament the dwindling of his briefcase’s contents,
but Soviet Citizen Tereshkova had given him such a mournful look that it
was impossible for him to refuse her: she, a woman who was a sex symbol
in the USSR, a cosmonaut with balls, was not a person to be trifled with.

Not long thereafter, as the chairman of the audit commission read his
report, he was forced to uncork another bottle, of colourless Nemunas -
named after Lithuania’s largest river, and quietly, ever so quietly, did it flow
from the lagoon of Lithuania’s Curonian Spit into the Kremlin.

“To Gagarin’s health!” said Koroliov, the famous engineer, raising the
briefcase to his lips.

“To Yuri!” seconded Zykina, the ballerina, conspiratorially.

“Are we going to get ourselves in the shit?” asked Muslin MagoMayev
when it was again his turn to tip the briefcase, addressing no one in par-
ticular.

“Don’t pee your pants,” said the woman cosmonaut to the singer, a
note of encouragement in her voice.

“A spot of Nemunas has never harmed anyone,” Dushansky, who had
turned beet red, assured him. “Nemunas is jolly good stuff. Our Nemunas
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is always jolly good stuff. And the Neris River is a pretty one too,” he added,
“as is the Dubysa, the NeveéZis, the SeSupe, the Merkys...”

“You, you bastard, are one of us,” said Koroliov, the engineer, overjoyed
by his new acquaintance.

To avoid any suspicions falling on her, Soviet Citizen Tereshkova rolled
the empty bottle of Calvados away from her feet, as far as possible.

Dushansky uncorked another.

The briefcase was growing lighter. The delegates’ mood was improv-
ing - helped along by the Palanga, a drink named after a popular Lithua-
nian beach resort.

The congress hall did not feel stuffy.

“Could you be a bit quieter?! Stop that clattering!” said Kobzon, a baby-
faced sergeant, scolding his comrades, because for him, an army quarter-
master, the review commission’s conclusions were pertinent.

“Oh, give some to that Jew,” suggested Muslin MagoMayev the Estonian
@.

“Stop your shenanigans,” Zykina warned Dushansky. “Don’t be a
Scrooge,” she said, attempting to pull the briefcase away from him.

“Would it hurt you to offer some, tight-arse?” said Koroliov, the
engineer, in a voice that was just a titch too voluble and, with a slap on the
back, invited Landau, Kurchatov, and Kapitsa - three academicians
who were sitting across from them and being quite coy - to join them.

“Come on boys,” urged Tereshkova, handing the briefcase to the egg-
headed physicists. “This is a lot fucking better than sitting in the lab and
staring at shit through a lens,” said the world’s No. 1 woman, who was
never at a loss for words. “The Lithuanian is treating us,” she said, point-
ing to Dushansky. “Jurmala?” she asked, guessing the brand.

“Zagares Vy$niné” said Dushansky, rolling an empty bottle in the direc-
tion of the committee.

Speeches flowed from the podium. It seemed they would never come
to an end.

Aaron Dushansky started feeling panicked, fearing he might run out
of supplies by the time the break came around. Thank God for the home-
made moonshine he’d thrown in - pure alcohol.

And after that bottle had been downed, as well as the Trejos Devynerios,
which in turn was washed down with the Starka, Titov, the cosmonaut,
started humming gloatingly: “If you only knew what a fine fellow he was...”

Zykina was the first to join in the singing. She sang nicely but,
unfortunately, too softly - her vocal chords were very weak. Muslin
MagoMayev decided to rest his tenor’s voice, which is why he tapped out
the tempo with his foot, cracked his knuckles, and smoked on the sly, out
of view of the podium. Tereshova couldn’t have given a damn about the
speeches and songs, and whimperingly begged Dushansky for some of
the Senasis Azuolas which had nearly been polished off. Woman No. 1 kept
repeating, over and over, that while in outer space she had savoured Titov’s
jet-fuel abominations (for experimental purposes) countless times.
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At that point, luckily, the Nobel laureate Piotr Kapitsa showed up. He
too had not arrived at the congress empty handed - having circumspectly
brought with him some experimental sweetgrass liqueur that had been
given to him by Romanian chemists.

When the bottle was half finished, Sergei Pavlovich Koroliov,
the engineer, generously pulled out a hot-water bottle filled with Saliut
aircraft fuel. Which meant Muslin MagoMayev had no choice but to ante
up his bottle of Karelian cognac and place it in Dushansky’s briefcase,
and a shitty liqueur it was as Zykina, the State Ballet Company’s
nightingale, remarked with great accuracy.

They quaffed it.

And they quaffed some more.

Someone made the remark that Armenian cognac from Karabakh was
better.

At that point it became clear that they were in dire need of snacks.

And though Dushansky tried to restrain him, Titov, the cosmo-
naut, feigned a bout of epilepsy and darted from the congress auditorium,
returning promptly with a three-liter container of Bulgarian peas and
some mayonnaise snatched from the buffet table for the party brass.

Comrade Aaron Dushansky, the life of the gallery seats, used his hands
to scoop mayonnaise and spread it on slices of smoked meat, and lobbed
peas into the gaping mouths of the delegates, as if distributing commun-
ion.

Translated by Darius James Ross
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/aznamovani

Moj soSolec v osnovni $oli
je imel modrikaste nohte, modrikaste ustnice in veliko nezaceljivo rano
na srcu.
Smrt ga je zaznamovala. Bil je neviden. Pazil je na obleke drugih, sede na
kamnu
ob igriScu, tej alkimiji potu in prahu.

Ta, ki nosi znamenje kralja,
je hladen, pripravljen na prosti pad,
rojen predc¢asno iz nesre¢ne maternice.

Rdecelasa Zenska, ki ¢aka na pijanega moza,

ga bo Se naprej Cakala na enak nacin, Se sto let.

Ne zaradi alkohola. Zaznamovalo jo je »Cakanje« na njenem obrazu.
In on je kriv le toliko kot tisti gledalec,

ki ga je dez potisnil s ceste v dvorano.

Se ved, ni kriva vojna, da je vzela Zivljenje mladenica
z Zalostnimi o¢mi. Rojen je bil za naborniski seznam.
Otoznost je osnovni arzenal armad.

In potem je ta, ki mu je pisano preZiveti,
Se naprej bo Zrl svoje mlade kot polarni medved,
niti opazil ne bo, da se je vreme otoplilo.

Vsi so zaprti kot teoremi. Njihovo nebo
je najeta hi3a,
kjer ne smes zabiti niti Zeblja.

Cakajo na drug ukaz, ki ga bodo seveda

preslisali kot Odisejevi mozje, ki jim uSesa masi vosek,
ko veslajo mimo siren.

150



Luljeta Lleshanaku

Me fatin e shkruar né fytyré

Shoku im i bangés né shkollén fillore

kishte gishta blu, buzét blu dhe njé vrimé t€ pariparueshme blu né zemér.
I shénuar ne vdekje. I padukshém. Ai ruante rrobat i ulur mbi nje gur
jashté fushés sé lojés, nje alkimije pluhuri dhe djerse.

I vulosuri pér té gené mbret
éshté i ftohté, i gatshém pér njé rénie té liré
i lindur parakohe nga njé mitér e palumtur.

Gruaja flokekuqe g€ pret pérnaté burrin e piré
do té vazhdojé ta presé késhtu edhe njéqind vjet.
Nuk éshté faji i alkoolit. Ajo ka pritje né fytyré
Ai éshté i papérfillshém aq sa spektatori i rastit
q¢€ shiu e futi nga rruga né sallé.

Dhe as nuk éshté faji i luftés q€ i merr jetén djaloshit
me sy melankoliké. Ai ishte i preré pér listat e rekrutimit.
Melankolia éshté arsenali bazé i ushtrisé.

Dhe ai qé éshté i stampuar me mbijetesé
do té vazhdojé t€ ushqehet me té€ vegjlit e tij si ariu polar
pa e marré kurré vesh se moti €shté ngrohur.

Te gjithé té mbyllur si teoremat. Qielli i tyre
€shté njé€ shtépi e marré me qera
ku nuk mund té€ ngulésh as edhe njé gozhdé mé tepér.

Né pritje t€ njé nj€ urdhéri t€ dyté, té cilin do ta injorojne gjithsesi

me veshét zéné mé dyllé,
si njerézit e Odiseut gjaté vozitjes né€ shtegun e nimfave.
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Skrivnost molitve

Pri nas doma

smo molili na skrivaj,

nezno smo mrmrali skozi prehlajene nosove
pod odejami,

vzdih pred in vzdih potem,

tenak in sterilen kot obveza.

Zunaj hise

je bila samo lestev, po kateri si se vzpel,
lesena, celo leto prislonjena ob zid,

za popravilo streSnikov avgusta pred deZjem.
Nobenih angelov, ki bi se vzpenjali po njej,
in nobenih angelov, ki bi se po njej spuscali,

samo moZje, ki jih je mudil iSias.

Molili so, da bi za hip uzrli Njega,
da bi si izpogajali boljSe pogodbe
ali podaljsali roke.

»Gospod, daj mi moc,« so rekli,

bili so potomci Ezava

in zadovoljiti so se morali z edinim blagoslovom,
ki je ostal po Jakobu,

blagoslovom meca.

Pri nas doma je veljala
molitev za znak Sibkosti,
kakor ljubljenje.

In kakor pri ljubljenju

je sledila dolga no¢ strahu,
biti tako sam s telesom.
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Misteri I lutjeve

Né familjen time

lutjet béheshin fshehtas

me z€ t€ ulét, me njé hundé té skuqur nén jorgan,
gati mérméritje,

me njé psherétimé né fillim dhe fund

té hollé, e té€ pastér si njé garzé.

Pérreth shtépisé,

kishte vetém njé palé shkallé pér t u ngjitur

ato t€ drunjtat, té mbéshtetura gjithé€ vitin pas murit,
pér riparimin e tjegullave né€ gusht para shirave.

Né vend té engjéjve,

hipnin e zbritnin burra

q€ vuanin nga shiatiku.

Ata luteshin duke u shikuar sy mé sy me T€,
si n€ njé marréveshje kryezotésh
duke kérkuar nje shtyrje afati.

,Zot, me jep forcé!” e asgjé mé shumé,

se ishin pasardhésit e Esaut,

té bekuar, me té vetmen gjé qé mbeti prej Jakobit,
-shpatén.

Né shtépiné time
lutja ishte njé dobési,
qé€ nuk pérflitej kurré,
si té bérit dashuri.

Dhe njésoj

si té bérit dashuri
pasohej nga nata e frikshme e trupit.
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Stare novice

Novice v vas med gorami ponavadi zamujajo cel mesec.

Na poti se precistijo, oplemenitijo: omenjajo zgolj tiste, ki so umrli in Sli
v nebesa,

in da je coup d’etat »bozZja volja«.

Pomlad ubija samoto s svojo samoto. DomiSljija je
sok, ki te §Citi pred tvojim telesom. Drugace se koSat kostanjev gozd
in pijani moZje zbujajo s premrzlimi rameni prislonjeni ob zidove.

Dekleta se raje porocajo dale¢ proc,
nedotaknjen kip petnajstletnice pustijo
za sabo.

In mozZje porocajo Zene doma pet vasi stran,

Zene, ki bodo rodile preroke med steljo in slamo v hlevu.
Ah, oprostite, hotela sem reci, le eden od njih bo prerok;
drugi bodo vesc¢i metanja kamenja

(tudi to je del prerokbe).

V avgustovskem opoldnevu, kot je to,

bodo 3li iz Sole kot jata vran, ki jo vzemirja vonj po krvi,
in se podili za postarjevo kripo,

dokler se ne spremeni v prah, ki izginja za vogalom.

In nato bodo rabutali divje hruske s »kurbinega dvoriSca«.
Nihce jim ne bo preprecil. Dvema je ljubica ... ZasluZi si!
Med hruskami v Solski torbi je knjiga

»Ana Karenina« Literatura.

Ki jo bodo brali nepotrpezljivo od zadnje strani naprej,
ocis¢ena in oplemenitena kot stare novice.
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Lajme te vonuara

Ne fshatin me midis maleve lajmi vjen nje muaj me vonesé.
Gjate rruges pafajésohet: ai qe vdiq shkoi doemos né parajsé
e nje grusht shteti “eshte vullneti i zotit”.

Perroi mbyt vetmine me vetmi. Imagjinata eshte rreshire
qe te mbron nga trupi. Perndryshe, pylli i rende i geshtenjave
dhe burrat e dehur, gdhihen me shpatulla te ftohta, ngjeshur pas murit.

Vajzat preferojne te martohen larg.
Per te lene prapa, te paprekur
bustin e pesembedhjetevjecares.

Dhe pertej pesé fshatrave vijne nuset,

nuset ge do te lindin femijé- profete midis sanes dhe kashtés né plevicé.
Ah, desha te them vetem njeri do te jete profet

te tjeret do te praktikohen per té€ gjuajtur me guré

(kjo eshte gjithashtu pjesé€ e profecisé).

Ne nje mesdite vjeshte si tani,

ata do te dalin nga shkolla si nje tufé€ e trazuar sorrash prej eres se gjakut,
per t'iu véné pas makines- rrangallé té postés

deri né kthese, kur té zhbéhet né pluhur.

E pastaj do te shkojne te vjedhin dardhe te egra ne “oborrin e kurvés”
Askush nuk i ndalon. Tre burra rresht.. Hak e ka!

Midis dardhéve te egra ne canté- nje libér

me porosine per t'u mbajtur miré€. Nje “Ana Kareniné¢”

qe do te lexohet me padurim duke filluar nga fagja e fundit.

e paster dhe e pafajshme, si nje lajm i vonuar.
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Ponedeljek v sedmih dneh

Polomljene igrace so bile moji tovarisi pri igri:

zebre, navite kitajske puncke, sladoledarski vozicki,

ki mi jih je oce dal za novo leto.

Toda niti ene ni bilo vredno imeti.

Bile so videti kot torte, katerih okrasje

je polizal nagajiv otrok ...

Dokler jih nisem pokvarila,

strla in preiskala njihove notranjosti, drobnih prestav, baterij,
nisem se zavedala, da vadim

svoje razumevanje svobode.

Ko sem prvic¢ gledala pravo sliko,

sem nagonsko stopila nekaj korakov nazaj, po petah,
in nasla natan¢no mesto,

kjer sem lahko raziskovala njeno globino.

Z ljudmi je bilo drugace:

zgradila sem jih,

ljubila, toda namerno ne popolnoma.

Nihce ni bil tako visok kot moder strop.

Kot pri nedokoncanih hisah, namesto strehe jih je prekrivala plasti¢na ponjava
na zacetku deZevne jeseni mojega razumevanja.

Iz anglescine prevedia Veronika Dintinjana
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E hena ne shtate dite

Lodrat e prishura ishin argétimi im.

Zebra, karroca kineze e akullores me kurdisje,

qé€ im at€é m i solli dhuraté pér Vit té Ri,

asgjé nuk vlenin

ishin si torta me kremin e 1€piré fshehtas né€ kuzhiné

derisa dicka metalike u thyhej pérbrenda

dhe hidheshin tej té panevojshme ...

Atéheré€ ua hapja barqet, ingranazhet mikroskopiké, baterité
pa e ditur se kisha béré hapin tim té paré€ drejt té kuptuarit,
si liri nga funksioni.

Kur pér heré té paré pashé njé pikturé té vérteté,
béra disa hapa mbrapa, instiktivisht, me thembra,
po zgjidhja pikén e vdekjes,

nga ku mund té hyja né€ brendiné e gjérave.

Ndérsa me njerézit ishte tjetér gjé,

ata i ndértova veté€. Njerézit i desha,

qé€llimisht jo deri né fund. Asnjéri prej tyre

nuk preku tavanin e kaltér me kokeé,

si shtépité e 1éna né€ mes, me njé plasmas né€ vend té catisé
kur sapo ka filluar vjeshta e lagésht e té kuptuarit.
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Marked

My desk mate in elementary school

had blue nails, blue lips and a big unrepairable hole in his heart.

He was marked by the death. He was invisible. He used to watch the clothes
of others sitting on a stone

confronting the playground, that alchemy of sweat and dust.

The one who is marked to be king
is cold, ready for a free fall
born before his time from an unhappy womb.

The red-haired woman who waits for her drunk husband

will go on waiting for him in the same way, for one hundred years.
It is not the alcohol. She is marked with “waiting” in her face

And he is as guilty as much as the spectator

that rain pushed from the street to the hall.

What's more, it is not the fault of the war that took the life of the young boy
with melancholy eyes. He was born to be on the recruitor’s list.
Melancholy is the basic arsenal of armies.

And then there is one who is marked for survival
will continue to eat his infants like a polar bear
without ever noticing that the weather got warmer.

All of them are closed like theorems. Their sky

is a rented house

where you can’t even hammer another a nail.

They are waiting for a second order, which they will ignore anyway
like the men of Ulysses with their ears blocked with wax,

rowing on the siren’s path.

Translated by author & Henry Israeli
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The Mystery of Prayers

In my family

prayers were said secretly,

softly, murmured through sore noses
beneath blankets,

a sigh before and a sigh after,

thin and sterile as a bandage.

Outside the house

there was only a ladder to climb,

a wooden one, leaning against a wall all year long,

ready to use to repair the tiles, in August before the rains.
No angels climbed up them,

and no angels climbed down them,

only men suffering from sciatica.

They prayed to catch a glimpse of Him,
hoping to renegotiate their contracts,
or to postpone their deadlines.

“Lord, give me strength,” they said,

for they were descendants of Esau,

and had to make do with the only blessing
left over from Jacob,

the blessing of the sword.

In my house praying

was considered a weakness,

like making love.

And like making love

it was followed by a long night of fear,

so alone with the body.

Translated by Shpresa Qatipi & Henry Israeli
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Old News

The news usually comes one month late in the village between the mountains

On its way it gets purified, ennobled: mentioning only who died and
went to the paradise

And that a coup d’etat is “God’s will”.

Spring kills solitude with its solitude. Imagination is

the sap which protects you from your body. Otherwise, the heavy chestnut
forest

and drunken men wake up with cold shoulders leaning against the walls.

Girls prefer to marry far away
leaving the untouched statue of a 15-year-old
behind them.

And men take their wives from five villages far,

wives who will give birth to prophets between grass and straw in the barn.
Ah, sorry, I wanted to say that only one of them will be prophet;

the others will be practised at throwing stones

(this is a part of prophecy, too).

In an Autumn noon like this one

they will go out of school like a disturbed band of crows by the blood smell
running after the skeleton-car of the postman

till it turns to dust, disappearing around a corner.

And then, they will steel wild pears from the “bitch’s courtyard”
Nobody will stop them. She is the lover of the two men... and deserves it!
There is a book between the pears in a school bag.

“‘Anna Karenina”. Literature.

It will be read impatiently starting from the last page

Purified and ennobled like old news.

Translated by author & Henry Israeli
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Monday in Seven Days

Broken toys were my playthings:

zebras, wind-up Chinese dolls, ice-cream carts

given to me as New Year presents by my father.

But not one was worth having.

They looked like cakes whose icing had been

licked off by a naughty child,

until I broke them,

cracked and probed their insides, the tiny gears, the batteries,
not aware then that I was rehearsing

my understanding of freedom.

When I first looked at a real painting

I took a few steps backwards instinctively on my heels
finding the precise place

where I could explore its depth.

It was different with people:

I built them up,

loved them, but stopped short of loving them fully.

None were as tall as the blue ceiling.

Like in an unfinished house, there seemed to be a plastic sheet above
them instead of a roof,

at the beginning of the rainy autumn of my understanding.

Translated by Shpresa Qatipi & Henry Israeli
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BuldoZerist

Ce izstopis iz tramvaja na postajalis¢u Pekarna in gres skozi prehod bloka,
kjer je v pritli¢ju trafika, ter mimo prevrnjenega zabojnika za smeti, prides
do vrste neko¢ oranznih Stirinadstropnih blokov, s katerih se je oluscila
barva. Za njimi se zacne polje, kjer ljudje v tistih nekaj hiSah, ki so jih
pozabili med bloki, pasejo kokosi, svinje in krave. Prav tam se igrajo tudi
otroci. V teh blokih Zivijo delavci TORD-a, Tovarne orodja in rezervnih
delov, torej, takSen odgovor bi dobil radovednez, ¢e bi postavil vprasanje.
Vecina jih je sinov kmetov iz bliZnjih ali daljnih vasi, ki so koncali poklicno
Solo in »jo popihali v mesto, da bi uZivali bolj bel kruh«. Porocili so se s
héerkami kmetov, ki so tudi koncale poklicno $olo, in so skupaj zaposleni
v istem podjetju. Imajo stanovanje, »dobro ali slabo, tako pac jel«»v bloku
iz plos¢« v industrijski coni, »kar pa je dobro, saj je sluzba blizu«.

BuldoZerist ni sin kmetov in se mu zato drugi posmehujejo, sprasujejo
ga, koliko ko¢nikov ima ovca zgoraj. Njegovi starsi so bili delavci, stanovanje
so imeli v bliZini centra. Z njimi se je sprl zaradi dekleta, ki jo je vzel za
Zeno. Koncal je poklicno Solo in se z Zeno in vsem, kar je imel, preselil v
blokos$njake. To je bilo Ze pred leti. Zdaj jih ima 42, visok je in krepak. Ima
vranje ¢rne brke, govori glasno in z zobmi tre orehe. Je miren ¢lovek in se
pri backgammonu ne jezi, rad Cepi v buldoZerju, ki je kot ulit zanj. »Ime
mi je Virgil, sem buldoZerist!« se ti priporoci, ko ti stisne roko in se ti
prisr¢no nasmehne. »Velik si, Virgil, na viSini sil« mu vsakic zaklice slaboten
moZak na tleh, navduSen nad svojimi besedami.

»Moje soZalje, gospod Virgil,« mu je rekla starka, bivsa racunovodkinja.
To je bilo takrat, ko mu je umrla Zena. Bil je na buldoZerju, bilo je spomladi.
Geto so sprejeli v bolniSnico zaradi lazje operacije »vse skupaj nic, tovaris!«.
Najpre;j je Slo za dva dneva, potem za ves teden, »ker se je pokazal manjsi
zaplet¢; in ko sta minila dva tedna, je k njemu priSel sosed, da bi mu povedal,
da mora takoj v bolniSnico. »Tovari$, ali naj naredimo obdukcijo?«

Pravzaprav so bili vsi dogodki v njegovem Zivljenju nekako povezani z
buldozZerjem. Geto je spoznal nekega sobotnega dopoldneva. Bil je mladost-
nik, nor na Zerjave, dvigala, buldozZerje ali rovokopace. Vedel je za nek
kraj na obrobju mesta, kjer so gradili blok. Tam je ob sobotah in nedeljah
na vzpetini stal buldoZer kot kutina, ki se bo vsak hip skotalila. Hodil ga je
gledat vsak konec tedna. Usedel se je na kup zemlje in ga obcudoval. Med
vsem, Zelezobetonom, sodi smole ali kupi peska, je bil buldoZer videti
najlepsi. Ne betonski podporniki, ne kupi siporeksa in ne gore rdece opeke
ga niso toliko privlacili. Nekega sobotnega jutra sta streljaj stran dva
smrkavca prekrizala pot nekemu dekletu. DraZila sta jo z dvema dolgima
vrbovima Sibama in ji govorila svinjarije. Postavil se ji je v bran in jo pospre-
mil do mesta. Vracala se je iz gozda, kamor se je odpravila s Solo, a ji je
postalo dolgcas in se je odlocila, da se vrne sama. Ime ji je bilo Geta in
zanj je postalo to ime najlepSe na svetu. Potem je priSla Ana, Se eno lepo
ime. Ana se jima je rodila v prvem letu zakona. Novica o njenem rojstvu ga

164



Dan Lungu

Buldozeristul

Cum cobori in statia de tramvai de la Fabrica de Piine, daca o iei prin
gangul blocului cu tutungerie la parter si treci pe lingd tomberonul
revirsat, ajungi la un sir de blocuri cu patru etaje, coscovite, care au fost
cindva portocalii. In spatele acestora incepe cimpul, unde oamenii de la
cele citeva case uitate printre blocuri dau drumul la gdini, porci si vaci.
Tot acolo se joacd si copiii. In aceste blocuri locuiesc muncitorii de la
IUPS, adicd Intreprinderea de Utilaje si Piese de Schimb, cum ar afla un
curios dacd ar pune o intrebare. Majoritatea sunt fii de tdrani din satele
mai apropiate sau mai indepdrtate, care au ficut o scoald profesionald si
,S$-au aciuat la oras, cd se maninci o piine mai albd”. Ei s-au insurat cu fiice
de tdrani, care au ficut la rindul lor o scoald profesionald, si lucreaza
impreund in intreprindere. Au un apartament ,bun, rdu, asta e!” ,la
blocurile de plici” in zona industriald, “da-i bine, ca-i aproape de servici”.

Buldozeristul nu e fiu de tirani si ceilalti rid de el, il intreaba cite masele
are oaia sus. Pdrintii lui fuseserd muncitori i aveau apartament aproape
de centru. S-a certat cu ei de la o fatd, pe care a luat-o de nevasta. A facut
profesionala si s-a mutat cu sotie cu tot ,la blocotete”. Dar asta mai demult.
Acum are 42 de ani, e inalt si vinjos. Are o mustatd neagra, cinita, vorbeste
tare si sparge nucile in dinti. E un om linistit, nu se enerveaza la table si-i
place sa stea cocotat pe buldozer, care parca-i numdrul lui. ,Mad numesc
Virgil si sunt buldozerist!”, se recomanda strin-gindu-ti mina si rizind din
toatd inima. ,Esti mare, Virgile, esti la inaltime!”, 1i striga, de fiecare data,
pirpiriul de la parter, incintat de propriile cuvinte.

,Condoleante, domnu’ Virgil!”, ii spuse o bitrinicd, fostd contabild. Asta
cind i-a murit sotia. Era pe buldozer si era primidvara. Geta se internase
pentru o operatie usoard, ,0 nimica toatd, tovarase!”. La inceput a fost
vorba de doua zile, apoi de o siptimind, ,cd s-a ivit o micd complicatie”,
de doud siptamini, apoi a venit un vecin sd-l anunte ca-1 cheama de urgenta
la spital. ,Sa-i facem autopsie, tovarise?”

De fapt, toate evenimentele importante din viata lui sunt legate cumva
de buldozer. Pe Geta o cunoscuse intr-o simbitd dimineatd. Era adolescent,
nebun dupd macarale, elevatoare, buldozere sau ifroane. Stia un loc la
marginea orasului unde se construia un bloc. Acolo stitea simbata si
duminica, pe-o rind, un buldozer ca o gutuie gata s se rostogoleasca. La
fiecare sfirsit de siptimind mergea sa-l1 vada. Se aseza pe un val de pamint
si-l admira. Printre cofraje, fier-beton, butii de smoald sau vrafuri de pietris,
buldozerul pirea cel mai misto. Nici grinzile de beton, nici stivele de bca
si nici micar muntii de cirimidi roscatd nu-l atrigeau mai mult. Intr-o
simbdtd dimineata, la o zvirliturd de bdt, doi mucosi atineau calea unei
fete. O tachinau cu doud vergi lungi de rachita si-i strigau porcarii. I-a luat
apdrarea si a condus-o spre oras. Venea de la padure, unde fusese cu scoala,
dar se plictisise si hotdrise s se intoarcd de una singurd. O chema Geta si
pentru el acest nume a devenit unul foarte frumos. Apoi a venit Ana, alt
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je prav tako doletela na buldoZerju, kot da se niti za hip ne bi premaknil z
njega.

Bivsa racunovodkinja mu je rekla: »Moje soZalje, gospod Virgill« Ni vedel,
kaj naj ji odgovori, ali naj se ji zahvali ali ne, zato je raje molcal. Drugi
sosedje so se Gete spominjali kot Zenske, kot se Sika, dobre po srcu, Skoda,
daje odsla tako mlada, zdravnike bi bilo treba obesiti na obcestne drogove.
On je vsem dal prav. Tri dni se ni mogel povzpeti na buldoZer. O¢istil ga
je, namazal z vazelinom, mu zamenjal olje, ga do vrha napolnil z nafto.
Oskrbel ga je kot bolnika. Rad bi ga krstil Geta, kot je videl, da to po¢no v
filmih, v katerih so poimenovali ladje. Ladja Polarna, dvojambornik
Upanje, jahta Oznanjenje, buldoZer Geta. Ana se je naucila kuhati, prati
in pometati.

Vsake toliko sta Sla na Getin grob. Zvaril je Zelezno ograjico, ki jo je
pobarval zeleno, Ana pa je posadila nekaj roz. Celo pokopalisce so
preplavile Zelezne ograjice, samo modeli so bili razli¢ni. Vse so izdelali v
TORD-u in jih odnesli pol prek ograde, pol pa mimo vratarja. PreSinilo ga
je, da je pomirjujoce, e si ograjen z ograjo, ki so ti jo naredili sodelavci.

Ana je vsakic, tiho naslonjena na kriz, smrkala. Bila je podobna starki.
Tudi nekaj svec je prizgala. Potem sta se vrnila domov, kar ni bilo dalec.
Ko sta odhajala, se je Ana Se vedno obracala nazaj. Novo pokopalisce je
nastalo skupaj z industrijsko cono. Kos zemlje, obkroZen z betonskimi
plos¢ami in dovolj velikimi vrati, da so skoznje lahko §li tudi vojaski tovor-
njaki, saj je bila v bliZini vojaSnica. Virgil je imel na tem pokopaliS¢u
pokopanih veliko znancev: fanta Tdnasea iz livarne, ki ga je scvrl topljeni
aluminij, pa Brinza iz Ghireni, ki je umrl zaradi srca, ¢eprav je bil mlad,
Amarieia, ki ga je pomendral Zelezen drog ... mislim, da je bil Se eden ...
toda ne, Ailenia so odpeljali in ga pokopali v vasi, v Todireni. Na zacetku
cerkve sploh ni bilo, v cerkev so ga odpeljali v dolino in se Sele potem
povzpeli proti pokopaliscu. To je bilo vse do dneva, ko je direktor poslal
ekipo dobrih varilcev in material. V enem tednu je bila koncana. Cerkev
je bila iz ploc¢evine dobre kakovosti, s kriZi iz Se boljSe ploc¢evine, ki so bili
varjeni prvorazredno.

Revolucija ga je doletela - taksno je pac Zivljenje! - ko je jahal buldoZerja.
Neke jame je zasipaval z ruSevinami hi$ na koncu ulice Nationalei. Nekate-
rim so vzeli samo vrtove, drugim gospodarska poslopja, veCini pa kar hiSe.
Gradili so novo Cetrt za delavce nove tovarne.

Ko so zagledali majhnega in debelega Artimona, ki je kot podivjani konj
preskakoval jame, so pomislili, da nekje gori. »Ceausescu je padel!«je uspelo
reci Artimonu s hripavim glasom in rokama, oprtima na buldoZer, kot da
bi ga hotel potisniti proti mestu. »Kaj pravi$, kaj?« ga je Se enkrat ostro
vprasal, da bi se preprical, ali je prav slial. »Cea ... Ceausescuja je konec!«
Za trenutek je Virgil zazijal. Kaj takega ni pric¢akoval.

Na koncu so v podjetju vsi gledali televizijo, nekega mladenica so poslali
po vodko, se objeli, poljubili in na koncu na notranjem dvoris¢u med koluti
Zice, cevmi, zarjavelimi radiatorji in zvitki kartona zaplesali kolo ZdruZitve.
Vsi so razumeli, da se je v tistem trenutku zacelo novo Zivljenje.
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nume frumos. Ana s-a nascut in primul an al cdsniciei lor. Vestea nasterii
ei a primit-o tot pe buldozer, de parca nu s-ar fi clintit nici o clipa de
acolo.

Fosta contabild i-a spus: ,Condoleante, domnu’ Virgil!”. N-a stiut ce sa-
i raspundd, dacd sa-i multumeascd sau nu, asa cd a tacut. Ceilalti vecini isi
aminteau ca Geta era o femeie de treaba, ca fusese buna la suflet, ca e
pdcat ca s-a dus asa tindrd, cd doctorii dstia ar trebui spinzurati de stilpii
de pe marginea strizii. El le-a dat tuturor dreptate. Trei zile n-a putut sia
mai incalece pe buldozer. L-a curitat, I-a uns cu vaselind, i-a schimbat uleiul,
i-a facut plinul cu motorind, l-a ingrijit ca pe cineva bolnav. Ar fi vrut sa-1
boteze ,Geta”, asa cum vizuse in filme cd puneau nume vapoarelor.
Vaporul Polar, goeleta Speranta, iahtul Bunavestire, buldozerul Geta.
Dupa trei zile a pornit din nou treaba. Ana a invitat sa facd mincare, sd
spele rufe, sa mature.

Din cind in cind mergeau la mormintul Getei. Ii sudase un grilaj de fier
pe care-l vopsise in verde si Ana sadise citeva flori. Tot cimitirul se umpluse
de grilaje de fier, doar modelele se deosebeau. Toate erau facute la TUPS si
scoase peste gard sau cu o jumate la portar. {i trecu prin minte ci e linistitor
sd fii imprejmuit cu un gard facut de colegii tdi de munca.

Ana se smiorcdia de fiecare datd, ticutd si cocosatd peste cruce. Semana
cu o bibutd. Aprindea si citeva lumindri. Apoi se intorceau acasd, nu prea
departe. Dupa ce ieseau, Ana mai intorcea privirea. Cimitirul nou se niscuse
odatd cu zona industriald. O bucata de pamint, inconjuratd cu plici de beton
si cu o poartd destul de mare, incit si poatd trece si camioanele militare,
cdci pe aproape exista si o unitate militara. Virgil avea mai multi cunoscuti
ingropati in acest cimitir: un baiat, Tanase, de la turnitorie, care s-a fript cu
aluminiu topit, unul Brinzd, de la Ghireni, care a murit de inima, cu toate ca
era tindr, Amariei, pe care l-a strivit un drug de fier... si parcd mai era unul...
dar nu, pe Ailenii l-au luat si l-au ingropat in sat, in Todireni. La inceput
nici nu exista Biserica, 1i duceau la o bisericd mai la vale si dupa aia ii
urcau inapoi spre cimitir. Asta pind intr-o zi, cind a trimis directorul o
echipi de sudori buni si materiale. Intr-o siptimini a fost gata. O biserici
din tabld de cinci, cu cruci din tabld de sapte, sudate a‘ntiia.

Revolutia l-a prins - asta-i viata! - cilare pe buldozer. Astupa niste gropi
cu darimdturile de la casele din capdtul Nationalei. Unora le-au luat numai
gradina, altora le-au prins acareturile, dar celor mai multi le-au luat chiar
casa. Se construia un cartier nou pentru muncitorii de la o fabrica noua.

Cind l-a zdrit pe Artimon cel mic si gras sirind gropile ca un cal niravas,
nu s-a gindit decit cd a luat foc undeva. ,A cazut Ceaugescu!”, a mai apucat
sd zicd Artimon, cu vocea gituitd si cu amindoud miinile sprijinite de
buldozer, de parcd voia sa-1 impinga spre oras. ,Ce zici, ba?” -a mai intrebat
o datd, rastit, sa fie sigur ca a auzit bine. ,Cea... Ceausescu... s-a terminat!”
Pentru o clipd, Virgil a rimas cu gura cdscatd. La asa ceva nu se asteptase.

In fine, s-au uitat la televizor cu totii, in intreprindere, au trimis un tinerel
dupid vodcid, s-au imbratisat, s-au pupat si, la sfirsit, au jucat si Hora Unirii in
curtea interioara, printre colaci de sirmid, tevi, elementi ruginiti de calorifer
si suluri de carton. Au inteles cu totii cd din acea clipd incep o viatd noud.
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Virgil je Se naprej jahal buldoZerja in nista minili dve leti, ko mu je
sredi poletja, to¢neje 16. avgusta ob §tirih popoldan, z roko, stisnjeno v
pest ob usesu, vratar od dale¢ pomignil, da ga nekdo klice po telefonu.

Gledal je mozica s ¢elado, se ¢udil in zase momljal: »Telefon ima$.« V
Zivljenju je samo petkrat govoril po telefonu, in to samo zaradi nuje. Splezal
je z buldoZerja, si oblekel karirasto srajco in se pocasi odpravil proti
vratarnici. Iz kosa plastike ga je prav tako plasti¢ni glas vprasal, ali je Virgil
Crisnic. Hotel je opsovati tistega na drugi strani Zice, a ga ni mogel, ker ga
ni imel pred sabo. Le kako bi ga lahko? Prav z buldoZerja so ga poklicali,
prav njega in ne koga drugega, da bi ga vprasali, ali je on.

- Imate héer Ano?

Zadrgetal je in vse mu je postalo jasno. Po pricakovanju je héi v
bolnisnici umrla. Vse zdravnike bi bilo treba obesiti na obcestne drogove.
»Gospod Crisnic, bi radi, da naredimo obdukcijo? Zaradi srca je priSlo do
tega. Veliko stresa, ali je doZivela kak3$na Custvena razocaranja? Naj pride
Ghitd z avtom in jo odpelje domov. Bila je zelo Custvena, se vidi. Verjetno
utrujenost ... prehrana ... majhne nesrece ... saj sami veste.« Moral je
poklicati nekaj Zensk, da bi kolikor toliko pripravile pogreb. »Na ulici se
je zgrudila, to¢neje na avtobusnem postajaliSCu. Bila je gneca, bilo je vroce
... Prinesla sta jo nek moski in neka Zenska. Jo prepoznate?«

Majhno, bledo dekle, s suhimi rokami v vzorcasti obleki ... Prikimal je.
Njegovo veliko telo se je zacelo pocasi tresti, kot da bi sredi noc¢i poskuSal
zbuditi otroka, ne da bi ga prestrasil.

Domov so jo pripeljali pozno, poklical je tistih nekaj sorodnikov, kolikor
jih je imel. VecC je priSlo sosedov. Ker je bilo zunaj soparno, so Sepetali, da
jo je treba hitro pokopati. »Se posebe;j tiste zaradi srca. Ja, ja ... Tisti s srcem
ne zdrZzijo dolgo ...«

Na pokopaliScu je duhovnik rekel, da potrebuje mrliski list, tako je po
zakonu, drugace je ne more pokopati.

Na sodisc¢u so zahtevali nekaj od zdravnika in upravne koleke.

V kiosku na sodiSc¢u niso imeli kolekov. Morda jih imajo pri Mladinskem
domu.

Pri Mladinskem domu jih niso imeli. Morda jih imajo prikinu Luceafirul.

Tudi tam jih niso imeli. Nikjer v mestu jih niso imeli.

- Nikjer jih ni, dajte mi tisti papir in bomo zadevo Ze nekako resili ... Saj
veste ... vroce je ... in ... danes je tretji dan.

UsluZbenec majhne rasti z resnim zacetkom plese se je stoje z dlanmi
opiral na pisalno mizo. Vrocini navkljub je imel suknji¢ zapet do vratu.
Gledal je resno s pepelnatimi o¢mi, polnimi pomembnosti svojega
delovnega mesta. Usluzbenca.

- Gospod Crisnic, zelo mi je Zal, toda ne morem vam pomagati. Je v
nasprotju z zakoni drzave in mojim osebnim nacelom. Se ve¢, ¢e bi naredil
to, kar zahtevate od mene, bi to stoodstotno pomenilo zapor.

- Dajte mi ta papir, saj smo razumni ljudje, saj bom podpisal, kaj zavraga?!

- Gospod Crisnic, postavljate me v kocljiv polozaj (oddaja znake Zivéno-
sti). Ce ni zakonito, ni zakonito! Ali smo zato delali Revolucijo, da bi poceli
nezakonite stvari?
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Virgil a rdmas in continuare cdlare pe buldozer si n-au trecut doi ani
ca, intr-un miez de vard, mai precis in ziua de 16 august, la ora 4 dupa
amiaza, portarul fabricii i-a ficut semn de departe, cu mina rotitd in dreptul
urechii si pumnul strins in dreptul obrazului, cd-l cheami cineva la telefon.

Privi la omuletul cu caschetd si se mird, inginind pentru sine: ,La
telefon?!” Nu vorbise decit de vreo cinci ori in viata lui, si numai fortat de
imprejurdri. Cobori de pe buldozer si-si imbricd o cdmasa in carouri, apoi
porni agale citre gheretd. In bucata de plastic, o voce tot de plastic il
intreba daca se numeste Virgil Crisnic. Ar fi vrut sd-l injure pe ala de
dincolo, dar nu putea injura pe cineva pe care nu-l avea in fata. Cum adica?
1l chema tocmai de la buldozer, adici il chemase pe el si nu pe altul, tocmai
sa-1 intrebe daci-i el.

- Aveti o fiica, Ana?

Tresdri si totul 1i fu limpede. La spital, asa cum se astepta, fata murise.
Toti doctorii dstia meritau spinzurati de stilpii de pe stradd. ,Domnu’
Crisnic, doriti sd-i facem autopsie?” ,E din cauza cordului, sa stiti. Mult
stress, a suferit cumva niste deziluzii sentimentale?” Doar sd vind Ghitd cu
masinasi sa o ducdacasi. Era o fiintd sensibild, se vede. Probabil oboseala...
alimentatia... micile necazuri... stiti si dumneavoastra...” Trebuia sd cheme
citeva femei si sa pregdteascd o inmormintare, cit de cit. ,A cazut pe strada,
mai bine zis in statia de autobuz. Era aglomerat, era cald... Au adus-o un
bdrbat si o femeie. O recunoasteti?”

Fata mica si alba, miinile sldbute, rochia de stamba cu buline... Didu
din cap ca da. Trupul lui mare incepu sa se zgiltlie incet, ca si cum ai
incerca sa trezesti un copil, in puterea noptii, fird sa-1 sperii.

Intr-un tirziu a adus-o acasi si si-a chemat neamurile, putine la numir.
S-au adunat mai multi vecini. Cum afara era niduseald, se susotea ca trebuie
ingropatd repede. ,Mai ales cei cu inima... Da, da... Cei cu inima nu tin
mult...”

La cimitir, pdrintele-i spuse cd are nevoie de certi-ficat de deces, altfel,
asta-i legea, n-o poate inhuma.

La tribunal i-au cerut ceva de la medic si niste timbre fiscale.

La chioscul tribunalului nu aveau timbre. Poate linga Casa Tineretului.

Lingd Casa Tineretului nu aveau timbre. Poate lingd cinema Luceafirul.

Nu aveau nici acolo. N-aveau nicdieri in oras.

-Dom’le, nu giasesc nicaieri, dati-mi hirtia aia si om rezolva-o noi cumva...
Stiti... e cald... ee... azi e a treia zi.

Amploaiatul, in picioare, mic de staturd, cu un inceput serios de chelie,
se sprijind cu palmele de tiblia biroului. In ciuda cildurii, sacoul gri e
incheiat pind la ultimul nasture. Priveste grav, cu ochii cenusii, plini de
importanta locului sdu. De functionar.

- Domnule Crisnic, regret foarte mult, dar nu va pot ajuta cu nimic. E
impotriva legilor tirii si a principiilor mele personale. In plus, daci eu
procedez la ce md indemnati dumneavoastra, asta inseamna pentru mine
detentie sutd la suta.

- Dati-mi hirtia aia, ca doar suntem oameni de inteles, semnez pentru
ea, ce naiba?!
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- Ne morem je pokopati na polju ... kot psa ... krS¢ena je! Kaj naj z njo?

- Ne zanima me! Ne vem!

- Ko jo bom pokopal, bom po drzavi iskal koleke ... in vam jih prinesem
... in potem bomo s tem opravili ... opravili.

Gospod izza pisalne mize se skloni k Virgilovemu u$esu in mu zaupno
zaSepeta: - Ne iScite vec kolekov, ker jih ni. Tistih s Socialisti¢no republiko
ne tiskajo vec, zaloge so posle, novih pa $e ni naprodaj ... ne vem, ¢e so Ze
natisnjeni. Raje jo pokopljite, tako kot sem vam rekel, na vrtu, brez popa.

- Kako naj jo pokopljem kot psa, Ce pa je kristjanka?

- Potem jo imej pa doma, da se usmradi, je zarohnel usluzbenec in s
pestjo udaril po kupu spisov.

Sorodniki so se s tak§nim ali druga¢nim izgovorom razbezali. Teta Sanda
je odsla zadnja, rekoc, da ve za potegavscino s koleki na starih dokumentih,
da je tako naredila njena soseda, ki je pred kratkim pokopala moza. Vonj
se je pocasi Siril po stopniScu in pronical pod sosedovimi vrati. Ni si drznil
sneti rjuhe z Aninega obraza. Nek sosed mu je potoZil, da je vonj postal
neznosen, da bi bilo bolje, ¢e bi jo nesel ven na zrak. »Oprosti, Virgil, toda
niti otroci nocejo vec jestil« Nekdo je trkal po radiatorju. Verjetno gospa
racunovodkinja ali pa sosed, ki Zivi poleg, ki je bil strugar. Po mosko je
zgrabil krsto in jo odnesel za blok na polje. Korak za korakom je vedel, kaj
mu je storiti, le da Ane ni mogel pustiti same. Iz §¢avja, posuSenih kravjekov
in plasti¢nih vreck je zakuril ogenj. Nek bradac¢ z vodenimi o¢mi ga je
prosil, ¢e se lahko pogreje. Costico je poznal, veCkrat mu je dal krajec
kruha. Bil je izgubljene pameti in je Zivel od milo8cine, si se pa z njim v
dolocenih trenutkih lahko razumel. Rekel mu je, da je lahko mirne volje
tam in naj pocaka, da mu nekaj prinese.

Sel je za tovarno, k jamam. S ¢lovesko kretnjo je zbudil svoj traktor, ki je
zacel tiho brneti. Preveril je bencin in ga poboZal. Rekel mu je, da imata
delo. »Vzela bova Ano in greva v mesto. Navsezgodaj zjutraj jo bo nasel na
pisalni mizi. Bo$ videl, kako bo vesel!« Se dvakrat ga je po mogko potrepljal
po Kkrizu, ga zajahal in spodbodel z ostrogami. Od rezgetanja so mu S§li
mravljinci po hrbtenici, vzvod pa se je svetil kot sablja v mesecini.

Prevedel Ales Mustar
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- Domnule Crisnic, md puneti intr-o situatie delicata (dd semne de
nervozitate). Dacd nu-i legal, nu-i legal! De asta am ficut noi Revolutie, sd
ne tinem de ilegalitati?

- Nu pot s-o ingrop in cimp... ca pe un ciine... € botezatd crestind! ce sd
fac cu ea?

- Nu mad intereseaza! Nu stiu!

- Dupd ce o ingrop, pornesc prin tard dupd timbre... vd aduc... si
terminam... termindm cu toate astea.

Domnul de la birou se apleacd spre urechea lui Virgil, soptindu-i
confidential: ,Nu mai cautati timbre, cd nu sunt. De cele cu Republica
Socialistd nu se mai fabrica, s-au terminat stocurile, iar de cele noi nu s-au
pus in vinzare... nici nu stiu dacd s-au tiparit. Mai bine ingropati-o asa cum
v-am spus, in gradind, si fird popa.”

- Dar e crestind, cum s-o ingrop ca pe un cline?

- Atunci tine-o in casd, sd se imputd!, rabufneste functionarul izbind cu
pumnul intr-un teanc de dosare.

Rudele, sub un pretext sau altul, fugisera. Matusa Sanda a plecat ultima,
spunind ca stie ea o smecherie cu timbre de pe acte mai vechi, cd asa
facuse o vecind de-a ei, care tocmai isi ingropase barbatul. Mirosul incepuse
sd coboare incet pe scdri, strecurindu-se pe sub usile vecinilor. Nu indrazni
sa ridice cersaful de pe fata Anei. Un vecin i se plinse cd mirosul a ajuns
insuportabil, cd poate ar fi mai bine sd o scoatd afard la aer. ,Te rog sd ma
scuzi, Virgil, dar nici copii nu mai vor sa manince!” Cineva batu in calorifer.
Poate doamna contabild sau poate strungarul de aldturi. Puse voiniceste
sicriul pe umadr si-l duse in spatele blocului, pe cimp. Stia pas cu pas ce are
de ficut, numai cd n-o putea ldsa pe Ana singurd. Aprinse un foculet cu
scaieti, balegd uscata si pungi de plastic. O figurd barboasd, cu ochi aposi,
ii ceru voie si se incilzeasci. 1l stia pe Costici, de multe ori i diduse chiar
el un colt de piine. Avea mintea ratdcitd si trdia din pomand, dar, la nevoie,
te puteai intelege cu dinsul. Ti spuse si stea linistit acolo si si-1 astepte, ci-
i aduce ceva.

Trecu in spatele fabricii, la gropi. Cu un gest firesc, isi trezi buldozerul,
care incepu si forndie cuminte. Il controld de benzini si il mingiie. Ti spuse
cd aveau treabd. ,O ludm pe Ana si mergem in oras. Dimineatd, la prima
ori, 0 s-0 giseasci pe birou. Si vezi ce-o si se bucure!” Il mai bitu de doui
ori barbdteste pe crupd, il incalecd si-i didu pineni. Nechezatul 1i infiora
sira spindrii. Iar levierul luci ca o sabie in bataia lunii.
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The Bulldozerist

As you alight at the bread factory tram stop, if you head through the pas-
sageway of the tenement house with the tobacconist’s on the ground floor
and past the upturned dustbins, you will come to a row of flaking four-
storey blocks which were at one time orange. Behind them stretches a
field where the folk from the few houses forgotten among the blocks let
loose their hens, pigs, and cows. It’s also where the children go to play. In
these blocks live workers from the TSPM, which is to say the Tools and
Spare Parts Mill, as anyone curious enough to ask will discover. Most of
them are the sons of peasants from villages nearby or farther afield, who
have been to trade school and “taken refuge in town, because the bread’s
whiter there.” They married the daughters of peasants, who in their turn
went to trade school and work alongside them in the factory. They have a
flat - “good, bad, that’s all there is to it !” - “in the prefab bocks” of the
industrial zone. “But it’s alright, cause it’s near work.”

The bulldozerist is not a peasant’s son and the others make fun of him.
They ask him how many teeth a sheep has in its upper jaw. His parents
had been labourers and lived in a flat near the centre of town. He quar-
relled with them over a girl, whom he took as his wife. He went to trade
school and moved lock, stock and barrel “to the blocklets.” But that was
long ago. Now he is forty-two. He is tall and brawny. His moustache is
tinted black. He speaks loudly and cracks nuts with his teeth. He is a peace-
able man. He never gets annoyed when playing checkers. And he likes to
sit perched on his bulldozer, which seems made to measure. “My name’s
Virgil and I'm a bulldozerist !” he would introduce himself, shaking your
hand and beaming from the bottom of his heart. “You're a big'un, Virgil,
you’re way up there !” the scrawny little fellow from the ground floor
would always shout out to him, delighting in his own words.

“Condolences, Mr Virgil I” an old woman, a former accountant, said to
him. That was when his wife died. He was up on his bulldozer and it was
spring. Geta had been admitted to hospital for a minor operation - “a
trifle, comrade !” At the beginning, it was a matter of two days ; then a
week, “because a small complication has arisen” ; then two weeks ; then a
neighbour came to inform him that he was summoned urgently to the
hospital. “Shall we do an autopsy on her, comrade ?”

In fact, all the important events in his life are somehow connected to
the bulldozer. He had met Geta one Saturday morning. He was a teenager,
crazy about cranes, elevators, bulldozers, and excavators. He knew a spot
at the edge of town where they were building a block of flats. On Satur-
days and Sundays, there would be a bulldozer sitting there, tilting to one
side like a quince about to topple. Every weekend he would go to see it.
He would sit on a mound of earth and admire it. Out of all the casings,
iron, concrete, barrels of tar, and heaps of gravel, the bulldozer looked
the coolest. Not even the girders, or the stacks of autoclaved cellular con-
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crete, or the ruddy mountains of bricks were more appealing to him. One
Saturday morning, a stone’s throw away, two snot-nosed kids were bar-
ring a girl’s path. They were flicking her with two long willow switches
and calling out dirty words. He leapt to her defence and led her off to-
wards town. She had been coming back from the woods, where she had
been on a school outing, but she had got bored and decided to go back
home on her own. She was called Geta and for him this name became one
that was very beautiful. Then came Ana, another beautiful name. Ana was
born in the first year of their marriage. It was also on the bulldozer that
he received the news of her birth, as though he had not budged from it
for so much as a second.

The former accountant had said to him : “Condolences, Mr Virgil !” He
did not know what to answer, whether to thank her or not, and so he said
nothing. The other neighbours recollected that Geta was an upright
woman, that she had had a good heart, that it was a shame she had de-
parted so young, that those doctors ought to be hanged from the nearest
lamppost. He agreed with them all. For three days he was unable to mount
his bulldozer. He washed it, he greased it with Vaseline, he changed its
oil, he filled its tank with diesel, he tended it like an invalid. He would
have wanted to christen it Geta, just like he had seen in those films where
they name ships. The good ship Polar, the schooner Hope, the yacht An-
nunciation, the bulldozer Geta. Three days later, he went back to work.
Ana learned to cook food, do the laundry, sweep.

Now and then, they would visit Geta’s grave. He had welded her an
iron grating, which he painted green, and Ana had planted a few flowers.
The whole cemetery was full of iron gratings, but the designs were differ-
ent. They were all made at the TSPM and smuggled over the fence, with
half for the porter. It crossed his mind that it is reassuring to be enclosed
by a fence made by your workmates.

Every time, Ana would snivel, silent and hunched over the cross. She
looked like a little old woman. She would also light a few candles. Then
they would go back home, not far away. As they left, Ana would keep turn-
ing to look. The new cemetery had come into being at the same time as
the industrial zone. A patch of earth, fenced in with concrete plates. The
gate was big enough for military trucks to pass through, for there was
also an army base nearby. Virgil had known many of the people buried in
this cemetery : Tanase, a lad from the foundry, who had been scalded by
molten aluminium ; a certain Brinza, from Ghireni, who had had a heart
attack, even though he was only a young man ; Amariei, who had been
crushed by an iron girder... and wasn’t there another one... but no, they’d
taken Ailenii and buried him in his village, up in Todireni. In the begin-
ning there wasn’t even a church, and so they used to take them to the
church down the hill and after that back up to the cemetery. That was
until one day, when the director sent a team of skilled welders and good
materials. It was ready in a week. A church welded from sheet-metal, with
sheet-metal crosses.
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The Revolution caught him - that’s life ! - riding his bulldozer. He was
filling in some pits with the rubble from the houses demolished at the
end of the High Street. From some folk they took only their gardens, from
others their outhouses. But from most they took even their houses. They
built a new district for the workers at the new factory.

When he spotted fat little Artimon leaping over the pits like a restive
horse, the only thing he could imagine was that a fire had broken out
somewhere. “Ceausescu has fallen !” Artimon managed to blurt out, in a
strangled voice, leaning with both hands on the bulldozer, as though he
wanted to push it into town. “What'’s that you say ?” he asked him yet again,
sharply, so as to be sure he had heard aright. “Ceau... Ceausescu... it’s all
over !” For a moment Virgil was left with his mouth agape. He hadn’t been
expecting anything like that.

Finally, he watched it on telly with all the others in the factory, they
sent a lad to fetch some vodka, they kissed and, in the end, they even
danced the Ring-dance of Union in the inner courtyard, among the coils
of wire, the pipes, the rusty radiator elements, and the rolls of cardboard.
To a man they all understood that from that moment a new life was begin-
ning.

Virgil continued to ride his bulldozer, and not even two years had
passed when, at the height of summer, at four o’clock in the afternoon on
16 August to be precise, the factory porter signalled him from afar that
someone wanted him on the ’phone, rotating one hand next to his ear
and holding the other in a fist next to his cheek.

He gazed at the little man in the hardhat and was amazed, murmuring
to himself : “On the phone ? !” He had spoken on the phone no more than
five times in his entire life, and that was only when constrained by cir-
cumstances. He climbed down from his bulldozer and put on his checked
shirt. Then he set off briskly towards the cabin. From a piece of plastic a
plastic voice asked him whether his name was Virgil Crisnic. He would
have liked to swear at the person on the other end, but he couldn’t swear
at someone unless he was there in front of him. What'’s all this ? He was
calling him all the way from his bulldozer, which is to say he’d called him
and no one else, just so he could ask him whether it was him ?

“Do you have a daughter, Ana ?”

He gave a start and everything became clear to him. In hospital, as they
had been expecting, the girl had died. All those doctors ought to be strung
up from the nearest lamppost. “Mr Crisnic, do you want us to do an au-
topsy on her ?” “It was because of her heart, you know. A lot of stress. Had
she suffered any disappointments in love ?” Just let Ghitda come with the
car to take her home. “She was a sensitive soul, apparently. Probably ex-
haustion... poor diet... little misfortunes... you know the kind of thing...”
He would have to call on some of the women to prepare a halfway decent
funeral. “She collapsed on the street, at a bus stop to be precise. It was
crowded, hot... A man and a woman brought her. Do you recognise her ?”

The small, white face, the thin arms, the polka dot dress... He nodded
yes. His huge frame began to shake softly, as though he were a child some-
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one was trying to waken in the middle of the night without frightening
him.

Some time later, he brought her home and summoned the relatives,
few in number. The neighbours outnumbered the family. As it was torrid
outside, there were whispers about having to bury her quickly. “Espe-
cially them with a heart condition... Yes, yes... The ones with a heart con-
dition don’t last long...”

At the cemetery, the priest told him that he needed a death certificate,
otherwise - that’s the law - he couldn’t bury her.

At the tribunal, they asked him for something from the doctor and for
some fiscal stamps.

At the tribunal kiosk they didn’t have any stamps. Maybe round by the
Youth Club.

Round by the Youth Club they didn’t have any stamps. Maybe round by
the Hyperion Cinema.

They didn’t have any there either. There wasn’t anywhere in town that
had any.

“Mister, you can’t find them anywhere, give me that document and we’ll
try to sort it out somehow... You know... it’s so hot... ah... today’s the third
day.”

The clerk, on his feet, short in stature, with grave incipient baldness, is
leaning his palms on the sheet metal of his desk. In spite of the heat, his
grey jacket is buttoned up to the top. He gazes sternly, his ashen eyes
brimming with the importance of his position. That of functionary.

“Mr Crisnic, I very much regret that I am unable to help you. It is against
the laws of the land and my own personal principles. Moreover, if I pro-
ceed to do what you are urging me to do, it would mean prison, one hun-
dred per cent.”

“Give me that document, I'm asking you man to man, I'll sign for it,
what the hell ? I”

“Mr Crisnic, you are putting me in a very delicate situation.” (He shows
signs of anger.) “If it’s not legal then it’s not legal ! Is this why we had a
revolution, so that we could cling to illegalities ?”

“I can’t bury her in a field... like a dog... she’s a baptised Christian !
What am I to do with her ?”

“It’s not my problem ! I don’t know !”

“After I bury her, I'll search the whole country for stamps... I'll bring
you them... and we’ll have done... we’ll have done with all of this.”

The gentleman in the office leaned over towards Virgil’s ear and whis-
pered confidentially : “Don’t keep looking for stamps, because there aren’t
any. They don’t manufacture the Socialist Republic ones any more, the
stocks have run out, and the new ones are not on sale yet... I don’t even
know whether they have printed any. Better bury her like I told you, in
the garden and without a priest.”

“But she’s a Christian, how can I bury her like a dog ?”

“Then keep her in the house, to rot !” thunders the functionary, hitting
a sheaf of files with his fist.
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The relatives, under one pretext or another, had fled. Auntie Sanda
was the last to leave, saying that she knew a trick with stamps from older
documents, because that was what a neighbour of hers had done, who
had just buried her husband. The stench had begun to creep down the
stairwell, slipping under the neighbours’ doors. He did not dare lift the
sheet from Ana’s face. A neighbour complained that the smell had be-
come unbearable, that maybe it would be better if he took her outside,
into the air. “Please forgive me, Virgil, but even the kids are off their food
now !” Someone banged on the radiator pipes. Maybe the accountant lady
or maybe the lathe turner from next door. He heaved the coffin up onto
his shoulder and took it round the back of the block, into the field. He
knew step by step what he had to do, except that he couldn’t leave Ana all
by herself. He lit a fire of thistles, dried cowpats, and plastic bags. A bearded
figure with watery eyes asked him if he could warm himself. It was Costica,
he knew him, and had often even given him crusts of bread. He was out
of his mind and lived on people’s charity, but at a pinch you could come
to an understanding with him. He told him to wait there quietly for him
and that he would bring him something.

He went behind the factory, to the pits. With a natural gesture, he wak-
ened his bulldozer, which began to snuffle contentedly. He checked its
diesel and stroked it. He told it they had business. “We're fetching Ana
and going into town. First thing in the morning, he’ll find her on his desk.
Just you wait and see how happy he’ll be !” He gave it another two manly
slaps on the crupper, mounted, and revved it up. Its whinnying sent a
shiver down his spine. And the lever gleamed like a sword in the rays of
the moon.

Translated by Alistair Ian Blyth
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Poroka Cistilke Marije

(odlomek iz monokomedije)

Cistilka stopi v sobo, osupla sede.

Veste, kaj mi je rekla? Da je delo v domu specifi¢no. Da pa ¢e mi ni
prav, da lahko grem. Takih, kot ste vi, jih samo prek javnih del ponujajo na
stotine.

Ce to ni sramota! Samo naj mi $e kdo kaj rece proti socializmu! Naj
poskusi! Takrat sem bila kljub vsemu ¢lovek. Zdaj sem Stevilka na zavodu
za zaposlovanje, prej pa sem bila delavka.

Sem imela sluzbo in placo. Ne veliko, a sem jo vsaj imela. V tekstilni
tovarni Kroj. Sem lahko $la na pocitnice v sindikalni dom v Jelso.

Za osmi marec smo se na stroske firme vse napile, razjokale in bruhale.
Ker nismo bile vajene vina. No, nekatere so bruhale tudi Se kak mesec
kasneje. Od osmega marca. Ampak vseeno ti ni nobeden rekel, e ti ni kaj
prav, pa pojdi! Danes pa povsod samo to.

Je Zensk na zavodu ko smetja! Tudi v javnih delih same Zenske. Pa tudi na
svetu nas je baje prevec. Jebenti, demokracijo, kjer si manj vreden Ze zato,
ker si Zenska ... In te lahko starci v domovih za onemogle otipavajo za rit.

Socialna mi je rekla, da imajo tudi druge, tudi negovalke in sestre take
izkuSnje. Mislim, da jih starci veckrat poSlatajo.

Da so tudi taki, ki namigujejo Se na hujSe stvari. Mislim, no ... Ampak
rajsi bi prijela v roke mrtvega slepica ... Ceravno se bojim kac.

Pa tudi nekatere stare Zenske baje govorijo nespodobnosti.

Ja, bit Cistilka v domu za ostarele, je res specificno. Ampak tudi tu je
ve¢ zensk. 150 Zensk in 80 moskih. Prekleti moski, koliko so na boljsem!

Ce ostanejo sami, si hitro najdejo kako, ki doma skrbi za njih. Navadno
celo mlajso. Rece, ti bom prepisal stanovanje, ¢e bos skrbela za mene. Ce
se pa porocis, pa bos imela vdovsko penzijo. In Zenske nasedejo.

No, vse ne nasedejo, ampak zracunajo, ¢e se placa. Mnoge niti za tak
dom nimajo pa si opomorejo s stanovanjem ali vdovsko penzijo.

Ce je ne muci predolgo, se splaca. Se edina sre¢a, da moske navadno
prej vzame ... Mislim, Gospod k sebi. Ampak sem prepricana, da jih tri
Cetrt takoj poslje v pekel .... Saj zato pa je prevec Zensk na svetu, ker moske
prej pobere. Je trikrat ve¢ vdov kot vdovcev. In jaz sem med temi vdovami.

Se mlada. Ker je Francek tak znenada za zmeraj zaspal ... Ne vem, kaj je
z njim naredil Gospod. Ampak cetudi ga je zadrzal gori, je sigurno skrit v
kakem oddaljenem kotu ...

Kak smo Zenske nore! Kaj vse so nam delali moski, me pa letamo na
britofe, sadimo roZice, plejemo travo, prizigamo svece. Pravijo, da imamo
najlep3e grobove v Sloveniji v celi Evropski uniji. Ker smo Zenske take.
Poznam ene, ki hodijo vsak dan na britof in naZenejo vsako mravljo, ki gre
prek groba. Druge enkrat na teden sadijo roZice, menjajo svece; $e jaz, ki
nisem ne vem kako vzorna, grem vsakih Stirinajst dni na Fran¢ekov grob
in ga oplejem, zbriSem ploSco. Mislite, da bi on Sel vsakih Stirinajst dni na
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The Wedding of Marija the Cleaner

(Excerpt from a solo comedy)

The cleaner enters, sits down flabbergasted.

You know what she told me? That work at a home was specific. That I
could just pack it in if I didn’t like it. We can get the likes o’ you by the
score through the public works alone.

Ain’t that just a crying shame! Just let anyone say a word against social-
ism now! Just let’em try! I was a human being then, no matter what. Now
I'm a number at the employment office, back then I used to be a worker.

Had my own job and pay. Not much, but least I had one. At the textile
factory, The Fashion Cut. I could go on holiday to the trade union’s holi-
day home at Jelsa.

On the eighth of March, all of us would get plastered at the firm’s ex-
pense and then bawl and throw up. ‘Cause we wasn’t used to wine. Well,
some of them would still be throwing up a month later. From the eighth
of March. But nobody ever said, You don’t like something, just pack it in!
And these days you won’t hear nothing else.

There’s tons of women at the employment office! And nothing but
women doing public jobs. And they say there’s too many of us in the world,
too. What bloody democracy is this when you ain’t worth shit just ‘cause
you're a woman ... And when geezers in old folks’ homes can paw at your
arse.

The social worker says that it happens to others too, like the nurses.
Getting pawed, I mean.

That there’s some geezers even hinting at worse things. Well, I mean ...
But I'd rather handle a dead blindworm ... though I'm scared of snakes.

And they say there’s some old women talking dirty, too.

Yep, being a cleaner in an old folks’ home sure is specific. But there’s
more women even here. 150 women and 80 men. Bloody men, ain’t they
got the best of it!

If they’re left stranded, they’ll find some woman in a trice who'll take
care of them at home. A younger woman, too. Says he, I'll make the flat
over to you if you'll take care of me. And if you marry me, you'll have a
widow’s pension. And the women fall for it.

Well, they don’t all fall for it, they work out if it's gonna pay. Lots of’em
can’t even afford a home like that, so they do well out of a flat or widow’s
pension.

If he don’t nag at her too long, it does pay. Lucky it’s the men that usu-
ally go first ... to the Lord, I mean. But I bet he packs most of’em off to hell
straightaway ... Sure, that’'s why there’s too many women in the world:
‘cause the men peg out first. There’s three times as much widows as there’s
widowers. And I'm one of them widows.

Still young. ‘Cause Franc¢ek passed away so sudden ... Don’t know what
the Lord did with him. But even if he was allowed to stay up there, he’s
bound to be hiding in some out-of-the-way nook ...
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moj grob, ¢e bi bila jaz mrtva? Bi vraga! Enkrat na leto, za dan mrtvih. Moj
sosed Fras je eden redkih vdovcev v tej deZeli vdov. Za prvi november
nese svecCo, pa nikoli ne najde groba svoje Zene Dragice. In se vsako leto
znova razburja, ko iSCe. Pa lani je bila Se tu, pravi, kam je te $Sla ... Zenske,
Zenske, pravi, nikoli jih ni tam, kjer bi morale bit. Ko jo najde, pravi, a tu
si, porkafiks, jaz sem te pa tam iskal!

Ja, ¢e bi moski skrbeli za grobove, na$i britofi sigurno ne bi bili na
prvem mestu v Evropski uniji.

Ze zato je v nacionalnem interesu, da moski prej umrejo. Nu, tudi za
nas Zenske ni slabo, da Zivimo dlje, ha? Me prav zanima, kdo je Sibki in kdo
mocnejsi spol ... ¢e bi bili mocnejsi, ne bi pomrli povprec¢no osem let prej
ko me ...

Jaz tu govorim, moram pa nazaj v sobo gospoda Karla Frangeza. Ce bo
Se enkrat poskusil, ga bom tak po taci ... Socialna je rekla, morate ga sami
drzat na distanci ... Pa je rekla, da je delal v gledaliS¢u in da je drugace fin
gospod. Kolko jaz vem, so fini najhu;si!

(Vzame nekaj cistil in odide. Se vine v sobico, pripelje s seboj vozicek

za ciscenje.)

Zdaj pa bi res kar na ta zadno padla. Pripeljem ta vozicek spet v sobo
gospoda varovanca. Oni so vsi gospe in gospodje. Karl FrangeZ napol
poklapano sedi na postelji, medtem ko cistim. Vse pobriSem. Mizo, tla,
umivalnik. Ko se pripognem, da bi pobrala vedro, stegne roko.

Se zaderem, ne steguj tac, stari. Vem, da vas moram, gospod varovanec,
sposStovati, ampak spoStujte tudi vi mene.

Samo to sem vam hotel dat in rect oprostite. Preberte, da mi ne bo
treba govorit.

Vzela sem papir. Prebrala in brez besed odsla iz njegove sobe. In kaj mi
je napisal? Da na rit pades!

CISTILKA MARIJA IN ROKA
Saj glava ni hotela,

je roka sama poletela.

Jo je zvabila vasa ritka,
ravno prav debela.

Zdaj me je sram,

v o¢i pogledat vam.

Ne pozabite, da sem v domu
tako zlo sam!

Se mi bo na koncu $e zasmilo!

Se jezna ne morem bit ve¢!

Ampak vzpostavila sem distanco, kakor mi je svetovala socialna delavka.
(Vstane in se ogleduje v ogledalu.)
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Ain’t we just nuts, us women! The things the men did to us, and here
we go running to the cemeteries, planting flowers, weeding, lighting can-
dles. They say we've got the prettiest graves in Slovenia in the whole Eu-
ropean Union. Because us women are like that. I know some as go to the
cemetery every day and chase away every ant that crosses the grave. And
there’s others planting flowers and replacing candles every week; even I,
and I'm no shining light, go to Francek’s grave every fortnight to take out
weeds, wipe down the plaque. You think he’d go to my grave every fort-
night if I was the dead one? Like hell he would! Once a year, on All Hal-
lows. My neighbour Fras, he’s one of the few widowers in this country of
widows. He brings a candle every November first but can’t never find the
grave of his wife, Dragica. And rants every year again while he’s looking
for it. She was here only last year, he goes, where’s she gone to ... Women,
women, says he, they’re never where they’re supposed to be. And when
he finds her he goes, Well here you are, dammit, and I been looking for
you all over there!

Yep, if it was the men that took care of them graves, our cemeteries
definitely wouldn’t be at the top in the European Union.

That’s why it’s in the national interest to have the men die sooner.
Though it’s not bad for us women either that we get to live longer, huh?
Who’s the weaker and who’s the stronger sex here, I'd like to know ... if
they was the stronger, they wouldn’t be pegging out eight years before us
on average ...

Well, here I am, chatting away when I oughtta be getting back to Mr
FrangeZ’ room. If he gets fresh again I'm gonna give him such a whack on
the paw ... The social worker says, You got to keep him at a distance your-
self ... And she says he used to work at the theatre and is a fine gentleman
in other ways. As far as I know, them fine folks is the worst!

(Picks up a few detergents and leaves. When she returns to the closet,
she is pushing along a cleaning trolley.)

You could’ve really knocked me down with a feather now. I bring this
here trolley back to Mr Home Resident’s room. They’re misters and mad-
ams, all of’em. Karl Frangez is sitting on his bed, with this hangdog face,
while I'm cleaning. I wipe down everything. The table, the floor, the sink.
And as I bend down to pick up the bucket, he stretches out his hand.

Keep your paws to yourself, old man, I yell. I know I got to respect you,
Mr Home Resident, but you got to respect me, too.

I just wanted to give you this and say I'm sorry. Read it so I don’t have
to talk.

I took the paper. Read it and left his room without a word. And what
was it he’d written for me? Blimey!
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»Vasa ritka ravno prav debela.« Mu bom Ze dala debela ... Je pa res, da
moram malo shuj$at. Ampak, da sem jaz docakala, da je en moski napisal
pesem samo za mene! In to zdaj, ko imam Ze skoraj petdeset let. Sem
ponosna. Ne pa tak ko tista zacugnjena Julija, ki ji ni bilo prav, da je PreSeren
napisal pesem s ¢rkami Primicovi Juliji.

S Franc¢ekom sem bila porocena dvajset let. Pa da bi on napisal kako
pesem za mene? Je bi prevelko tele! No, enkrat sem res mislila, da mi govori
v verzih. Ampak je bilo slucajno. On niti vedel ni! Je sredi noci zacel. Ne
morem spat, pa bi tak rad!

Kaj bi rad? Sem se zadrla, ker me je prestrasil v spanju.

Da mi das. Kar imas$. Saj ves ka;!

Zaspi nazaj!

To je bilo edino pesnistvo med nama. To je bilo Ze potem, ko se je vrnil
iz Nemcije in od svoje Portugalke v Ludwigshafenu ... In sem se jaz malo
nazaj drzala ... Kdaj prej se ne bi!

Zdaj pa cela pesem o meni.

»Saj glava ni hotela,

je roka sama poletela.

Jo je zvabila va3a ritka

Ravno prav debela.

Zdaj me je sram,

V oci pogledati vam.

Ne pozabite, da sem v domu tak zlo sam!«

(Se spet opazugje.)

Veste, da ne vem, ali je res ravno prav debela.
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MARIJA THE CLEANER AND THE HAND
There was no intent,

The hand shot out itself.

By your bottom teased,

As plump as it should be.

Now I am ashamed

To look you in the face.
Don’t forget that at the home
I'm so alone!

Looks like I'm gonna end up feeling sorry for him!

Can’t even be cross any more!

But I've established my distance, like the social worker said.
(Rises to inspect herself in the mirror.)

“Your bottom as plump as it should be.” I'll plump the geezer all right ...
It’s true I got to lose a little weight, though. But fancy that, I lived to have
a man write a poem specially for me! And me nearly fifty. Proud of it, I am.
Not like that prig Julija that turned up her nose when PreSeren wrote a
poem with the letters “Primicova Julija”.

Now Francek, we was married twenty years. But him write a poem for
me? A great big lout like him? Well, once I did think he was talking to me
in verse. But it was just an accident. He didn’t even know! Started in the
middle of the night. I can’t drop off, and I do so want!

Want what? I yelled ‘cause he scared me outta sleep.

That you give me what you got. You know what!

Oh, lay off!

That were the only poetry between us. After he’d already come back
from Germany, and from that Portuguese woman of his in Ludwigshafen ...
And I was holding back a bit ... Wouldn’t have held back before!

And now a whole poem, all about me.

“There was no intent,

The hand shot out itself.

By your bottom teased,

As plump as it should be.

Now I am ashamed

To look you in the face.

Don’t forget that at the home I'm so alone!”

(Inspects herself again.)
You know, I can’t tell if it’s really only as plump as it should be.

Translated by Nada Groselj with the help of Nick Catt
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in Lahko se zgodi karkoli (2007). Poleg prevajanja poezije iz angleScine,
rusc¢ine in srbsc¢ine obcasno piSe tudi o umetniSkem filmu in se ukvarja s
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Druga stran koze

Zelja po pesmi je kot vlaga
v zraku, 80 % in naraSca.

Ponoci grem ¢ez mesto v obliki
mokre luZe, ludi v njej zabrisano valovijo

in suhi otocki Zivljenja se imenujejo:
pumpa, Nobel burek, Hot-horse,
Noc in Dan. »Dobro jutro,« zareZi
ostarel motorist, ki v usnju, s ¢elado,
z motorjem, z rokenrol mladostjo
vstopa v trgovino.

Vsako gibanje se odbije od mojega
telesa, dolgodlaka macka vihravo
puhne mimo mene, ta ura je iztrgana,

¢as se spiralno sesipa
vase, Cakamo v vrsti,

vsak s svojo razcefrano avro,

s frnikulami poZelenja, razsutimi po tleh.
Mesto nam daje infuzijo bles¢ecih

ritmov in nas reSuje prepotenega
stanovanja, roZ v lonckih, ki tiho odmirajo,

mesto je zatociSce iz celofana, v katerem
potrpeZljivo ¢akamo stekli psi.
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The Other Side of Skin

Wishing for a poem is like a dampness
in the air, 80% and increasing.

At night I walk through the city in the shape
of a wet puddle, lights blur in its waving

and dry islands of life are named:

a pump, Nobel Burek, Hot-Horse,

Day and Night. ,Good morning,” grins
an aged motorcyclist, who in leather
with his helmet and motorbike

and a rock-n-roll youth,

enters the shop.

Everything moving repels off
my body, a longhaired cat swiftly
puffs beside me, this hour is torn out,

time spirally collapses
into itself, we are waiting in queues,

everyone with his scraped aura,
with marbles of lust, scattered over the ground.

The city gives us an infusion of glittering
rhythms and saves us from a sweaty

apartment, flowers in pots that are quietly dying away,

the city is a refuge of cellophane
and we patiently await- the rabid dogs.
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Gradbisce ob koncu poletja

Marsikaj se lahko naucis, e Zivi§
poleg gradbiSca. Najprej postavijo
plasti¢na strani$¢a v azurni barvi.
Lije Ze tri dni in rumene

delavske c¢elade izpod napusceyv,
smeh iz skladiSca. Listi so Se zeleni,

a zdi se, kot da nas selijo nekam drugam,

vsako no¢ po malem, zbujamo se v isti
hi$i, ob istem gradbiScu, a nebo je

hladnejse in zvoki z ulice polni
obveznosti. Kaj naj zdaj z vroc¢imi
kamni, ki smo jih celo poletje
polagali na trebuhe? Listi so Se zeleni,

delavci nosijo rumene celade.

Vsak ima svoje trike za preZivetje.
SrameZljive prodajalke ovijajo gole
izlozbene lutke v ovojni papir.

Crnuski klogar vsako jutro roma

v center na franciSkansko kosilo.

Ti pljuvas ¢ez ramo ob mackah

vseh barv in pes vztrajno odnasa copate
v neznano. Listi so $e zeleni, a rumeni

se ve¢ ne ozrejo, ko grem mimo
ograje. Celade z brnenjem, tresenjem,
razbijanjem, drdranjem vecajo luknjo
v zemlji. Naslednjo jesen se bosta

10-12 m v zraku nad njo dva ljubila
v nezni svetlobi iz eroti¢nih filmov

in na$a hiSa bo, potopljena
v temo, ostrmela.
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Construction at the End of Summer

You can learn a lot, living near

a construction site. First they set up

azure-colored plastic toilets.

Rain pouring down for three days and yellow
helmets under jutting roofs,

laughter from a warehouse. The leaves are still green,

but it seems like we are moving somewhere else,

bit by bit every night, we wake up in the same
house, near the same construction, only the sky is

colder and the noise from the street is filled with
obligations. What to do now with the hot stones
we have been placing on the belly

all summer? The leaves are still green,

the workers wear yellow helmets.

Everyone has their own tricks for survival.

Embarrassed salesgirls wrap naked

mannequins in wrapping paper.

Every morning Crnuce’s bum makes a pilgrimage

to the center for a Franciscan lunch.

You spit across your shoulder at multicolored

cats and the dog persistently carries off the slippers

into the unknown. The leaves are still green, but the yellow ones

no longer look back when I pass by

the fence. Helmets accompanied by buzzing, throbbing,
pounding, rattling, deepen the hole

in the earth. Next autumn,

10-20m in the air above, two people will make love
bathed in gentle light from erotic films

and sink into the darkness, our house
will stare in wonder.
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odsli smo na sveto ano, skupina ljudi, povezanih z dvema avtomobiloma,
besedami, smehom in Zareco svetlobo iz revij za jesensko modo. 20
minut hoje za reklamno fotko z mobijem, kot so nas naucili jumbo
plakati. vsaj miha, jana in jaz ne gledamo televizije, kar je dobro in
vcasih slabo: ko ne govori$ drug z drugim, niti s svetom in na zabavi
lepih in mladih ljudi ne ves, za kaj gre. staramo se v tej neZni, sladko-
trpki svetlobi, steklenice okrog svojih prezrelih hrusk Se vedno
natakamo z viljamovko, v skrbeh, da nas bodo sinteti¢ne droge razbile.
oklepamo se drug drugega, ker so nase velike stvari nenadoma postale
igracke in Cutimo, kako se oddaljujemo. pogosto se klicemo po imenih.
tridesetletniki priprtih o¢i in malce negotovi, da je svet pod sveto ano
res nas

(fotografija s svete ane)
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we went to saint anne, a group of people, linked by two cars, words,
laughter and glowing light from the magazines for autumn fashion. 20
minute walk for a commercial photo with a mobile, the way jumbo
posters taught us. at least miha, jana and i don’t watch tv, which is good
and sometimes bad: when you are not talking to each other or the
world and you don’t have a clue at a party full of young and beautiful
people. we are growing old in this soft, sweetly-dry light, bottles around
our overripe pears we are still pouring ourselves viljamovka, worrying
that synthetic drugs will divide us. clinging onto each other we feel our
big things becoming children’s games as we are slowly drifting apart.
often we call each other by name. 30-year-olds with eyes half-open and
somewhat uncertain that the world below saint anne belongs to us

(photography from saint anne)

Translated by Bridgette Bates and the author
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Temnozelena pesem

to je pesem 0 nama,
dolgo sem se je izogibala.

kar nama jemlje svetlobo, potiskava iz
vidnega polja in nalagava majave stole,
neuporabne omarice, prazne okvire slik
v sobo za goste. nekaterih prostorov nikoli
ne uporabljava, vsaj ne
drug z drugim.

to je pesem o nama, zelena,
gladka in tuja lezi
na domacem kuhinjskem
linoleju,
in ko se v najini dolgi tiSini med zajtrkom levi
v besede, ostane le hrapav olupek.

¢eprav nisem nema, to no¢ sem sanjala Zensko z eno
nogo, bila je popolna, moram do dna zapleta,
sanjala sem, da imava skupaj eno nogo,

je to popolno? tezko bi

prisla z njo

do trga, med pesci in avtomobili,
saj ves, trg je dno vsakega mesta, mala
popolnost. Se vedno se lahko plaziva.

to je pesem 0 nama.

vedno sem mislila, da bo ljubezenska.
dno mesta, dno stanovanja, najina ena noga.
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The Dark Green Poem

This is a poem about us two,
I have long avoided.

We push away whatever makes the room
darker, we cram wobbly chairs
misfit cupboards, empty picture frames
into the the spare room. These are spaces we
never use, or at least not
with one another.

This is a poem about us two, green
slippery and foreign, it lies
in the kitchen on the linoleum,
so familiar,
and during our long breakfast silences, when it
changes skin to turn into words, all that’s left is a dried-out shell.

Even if 'm not mute, I dreamed last night of a woman
with only one leg, she was perfect I have to get to the bottom of the plot
I dreamed that we shared one leg,

Is that perfection? It would be difficult

on that one leg

To get to the main square, zizagging between pedestrians and cars,
You know very well that the main square is at the bottom of every town -
a tiny perfection. We could always crawl.

This is a poem about us two.
I always thought it would be a love poem.

At the bottom of the town, at the bottom of the appartment, our one leg.

Translated by Laura Solomon and the author
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Skok iz koze

(Odlomki iz zgodbe Skok ¢ez kozo)

Vedno je bilo nekaj tistih, predvsem iz bliZnjih vasi, ki jim knapovski
praznik ni pomenil drugega kot samo prosti dan in zastonj kraco ter pol
litra vina. Ti so, skoraj kot tatovi, zjutraj, ali vsaj zgodaj dopoldne, prisli do
obrata druzbene prehrane, kjer so na zadnji strani, skriti med parkirane
avtomobile, zamreZene skladiS¢ne prostore trgovin in velikih zabojnikov
za smeti, Zenske v belih rutah skozi okenca Ze delile bele polivinilaste
vrecke in v vsaki je bila zavezana dimljena kuhana kraca in zraven je lezala
pollitrska steklenica, napolnjena nalasc¢ za to priloZnost. Treba je bilo priti
zgodaj in hitro zapustiti mesto, da se ne bi po nepotrebnem srecevali z
mestnimi kamerati, ki so Siroko koradili, zjutraj Se z razpetimi ¢rnimi
suknji¢i uniform in belimi rokavicami v Zepih, da se ne bi prehitro
zamazale. Njim se je bilo treba izogniti, njim in njihovim vpraSanjem, zakaj
da ne gredo na parado.

Za tem zgodnjim valom ljudi, ki so prisli po svoje prazni¢ne zavitke, se
je mesto zopet za hip umirilo, Zenske za okencem so zaprle lopute in z
belimi prtici pregrnile zaboje z belimi vreckami. Potem so jih mo¢ni mladci
naloZili in jih odpeljali h priloZnostnim stojnicam ob jasi, ki se je
razprostirala blizu jezera, na drugi strani kotalkali$¢a, mestnega parka,
pod atletskim Stadionom. Tam se bo razdeljevanje prazni¢nih malic
nadaljevalo vsem na oceh in se bodo skoraj vse krace hitro razrezale kar
tam, pojedle in zalile z vinom. Sonce bo grelo meso in vino in grelo bo
glave in hrbte pod ¢rnimi suknjic¢i in potoc¢ki znoja se bodo vlekli izpod
¢rnih Cepic, ob o¢eh, mimo uses, po sveZe obritih licih in spirali kolonjsko
vodo, ki je zgodaj zjutraj tako zapekla na sveZe postrganih licih.

Za zgodnjim valom ljudi, ki so odnesli bele vrecke s kracami in vinom,
so se ob visoki kamniti kulisi kulturnega doma zaceli najprej zbirati
godbeniki v ¢rnih uniformah, z bles¢ec¢imi instrumenti in kapelnikom, ki
je z rokami na hrbtu stal na robu stopniS$¢a. Na drugi strani prostranega
praznega trga se je dvigala druga kockasta hiSa, biv§a uprava rudnika in
sedanji sedeZ obcine ter vseh drugih politi¢nih organov z zvezo komunistov
na ¢elu, oblecena v zamolklo zelene kamnite plosc¢e krhkega tufa. Kapelniku
so oci Zarele. Sreca in ponos ter pri¢akovanje skorajSnjega korakanja pred
muzikanti so ga skoraj dvignili od tal. Sli bodo po ulicah mesta, ki je za
vsakim vogalom izdajalo svoje knapovske korenine in v katerem ni bilo
ni¢ tako pomembnega, kot dejstvo, da je vsak temelj, vsak robnik, vsak
blok, vsak okrasni grm, vsaka ped mesta natopljena z znojem udarniSkega
dela knapov, ki so skozi desetletje vsak dan po Sihtu hiteli in z golimi rokami
gradili cudez, v katerega se je v€asih pripeljal tudi tovaris$ Tito.
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Leaping From Skin

(Excerpts from the story Jumping the skin)

There were always some people, especially those coming from the nearby
villages, to whom the miner’s feast meant nothing but a day off and a free
ham with a half litre of wine. They came, almost like thieves, in the morn-
ing or early in the forenoon at the latest, reached the social food produc-
tion plant where, hidden among parked cars, in the barred backstreet
warehouse premises of stores and behind large garbage containers,
women wearing white kerchiefs were already distributing white polyvi-
nyl bags; in each was bound a smoked ham, beside which lay a half litre
bottle, filled deliberately for this occasion. It was necessary to come early
and to leave quickly, so they would not unnecessarily meet the town com-
rades, who strode widely, in the morning, in the still unbuttoned black
jackets of uniforms with white gloves in their pockets, so as not to soil
them too soon. They had to be avoided, together with their questions, as
to why they were not going to the parade.

After this first wave of people who came to collect their holiday pack-
age, the town was appeased for a moment again, the women behind the
counter closed the flaps and covered the cases with white bags and white
napkins. Then strong youngsters loaded them and carted them off to oc-
casional stalls by the clearing which spread out near the lake, on the other
side of the roller-skating rink, the town park, under the sports stadium.
There the distribution of holiday packages will continue in front of every-
one’s eyes and almost all the joints will quickly be carved right on the
spot, consumed and washed down with wine. The sun will heat the meat
and wine and it will heat the heads and backs under black jackets and
streams of sweat will roll under black caps, along the eyes, past the ears,
on fresh-shaven cheeks and wash away the Cologne that early in the morn-
ing so stung the freshly scraped cheeks.

After the early wave of people who carried away the white bags with
ham and wine, beside the tall stone scenery of the Cultural Hall first be-
gan to gather musicians in black uniforms with glaring instruments and
the bandmaster who stood, arms behind his back, at the end of the stair-
case. On the other side of the vast empty square rose a second blocky house,
the former administrative office of the mine and the present headquarters
of the municipality and all other political organs, with the League of Com-
munists at the head, covered in dull green slabs made out of brittle tuff. The
bandmaster’s eyes beamed with joy. Happiness and pride as well as antici-
pation of the imminent marching ahead of the bandsmen almost lifted him
off the ground. They will pace the streets of a town whose every corner
bespoke its miners’ roots and where nothing was more important than
the fact that every foundation, every kerbstone, every block, every deco-
rative shrub, every inch of the town, was drenched in the shock-working
sweat of the miners. Throughout the last decade the miners hurried each
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Ta moj kip v parku zgleda od dalec ko en clovek na dveh tankih ficlah.
Sem videl tudi v resnici taksne tanke knapovske noge, spodaj uspicene
do kosti, nad kolenom Siroke bedre in nabito, misicasto telo. Ja. Se spomi-
njam enega taksnega atletskega knapa. Je iz zaleta naredil spago pod
tusi, da je voda kar spricala od njegovih jajc. Ta je bil od dale¢ podoben
mojemu Ripu. V tem zafukanem Rraju je itak vse povezano s knapi in
Sihtom. Tudi spomeniki! Pa Se kurca je imel spredaj, ta moj Sestmetrski
rogovilez, ¢e si ga od dalec pogledal. Takega, v levo zavihanega, s copom
kocin na vrhu. Dobro! Saj ne recem! Moras imeti tudi malo fantazije, da
v tistem betonu vidis knapa s Strlecim kRurcem. Ali pa tud ne, ker si tistega
tica nisem izmislil jaz. Sem slisal od drugih, da ima tisti modernisticni
spomenik v soncnem parku na levo zavihanega kurca. Posteno povedano,
sem prvic sel gledat tisto modernisticno pizdarijo ravno zaradi te Cence.

Od blizu pa ne. Od blizu je bilo cisto drugace. Vse je bilo razbrazdano
pa posrekano, da si je Ripar ziher vse kremple polomu, preden je koncal
to rogovilo. In tisti Rurac sploh ni bil kurac, ampak ena klececa baba, ki
so ji zadaj, na meca, kot en cigu, naloZili sedem tankih descic. Zakaj, ne
vem. Kleci tam, poleg pa stoji en obris, ziher Rnapa, s tako osiljeno glavo.
Ja. Ziher sta par. On pokoncen in oglato obtesan, gleda nekam stran,
ona pa kleci za njim in mu tisci joske, ki v resnici niso joski, ampak en
tak izrezljan Rrog v betonu. Men se zdi tako, Rot baba, Ri se nastavlja in
fehta, da jo eden poboZa po joskih. Sam sem jo pijan en parkrat hotel
pobozat, pa bi si moral nekaj podstavit, da bi dosegel tisti krog, ko je
takSen kot en zizek. Ce nisem bil preve¢ zadrotan, sem lahko skocil le do
nog, ki so strlele iz Ripa in so bile od dalec videti kot Rurac. Ce nisem bil
prevec zadrotan, sem lahko skocil in se z rokami obesil za tiste noge. So
me ja zdrzale brez problemouv. Bi se lahko tud obesil za tistega kRurca, al
pa noge, kakor clovek pogleda, pa se kip ne bi odlomil.

Ja. Jaz sem pogruntal tisti prizor na kipu. Od dalec Ze lahko, da se je
komu zdelo kot kasen nagec s Striecim kurcem pod tusem. Od blizu pa
sta bila knap, ki stoji, gleda stran, in njegova baba, Ri kleci pred njim.

Kapelniku, z rokami na hrbtu, je v sve¢ane misli v€asih res vdirala slaba
vest, da s svojim pocetjem ne seZe niti do kolen zgaranim in zaSvicanim
knapom, ki iz dneva v dan vrtajo in v nenehni nevarnosti za svoja Zivljenja
pozrtvovalno bijejo boj s kruto naravo, ki se upira, toda moc ¢loveskih
rok je neustavljiva in premog se nalaga na dolgi hrbet deponije pred
elektrarno, v kateri zgori za sploSno blaginjo, ki jo omogoca zveza
komunistov na Celu s tovariSem Titom. Toda slaba vest hitro mine. MoZ se
zaveda tudi pomembnosti svojega dela. Godba je dvigala moralo vsem.
Tistim, ki delajo v jami, kot onim, ki delajo zunaj. Godba mora biti. In to
ne kakr$na koli godba. To je rudarska godba, ki bo danes potegnila ¢rno
parado skozi belo mesto, druge dni v letu pa jo bodo najveckrat sliSali na
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and every day after shift and with their bare hands to build the miracle
through which, from time to time, even comrade Tito drove.

*

This statue of mine in the park looks from a distance like a man stand-
ing on two thin sticks. I saw such a thing in reality, too, such thin miner’s
legs, below pointed to the bone, above the knee, wide thighs and a beefy
muscular body. Yeah. I recall one such athletic miner chap. He made such
splits from a running jump under the showers that the water sprayed
right off his bollocks. This one, from a distance looked like this statue
o’mine. In this fucked up place in one way or other everything is linked
with miners and the shaft. Monuments too! And he ‘ad a prick too, in the
front, that twenty-foot blusterer, if you looked at it from afar. Suchlike,
turned up left with a tuft of hair on top. Well! I don’t say! You must have
a bit of imagination to see a miner with a prominent prick in that con-
crete. Or not, ‘cause I didn’t invent that prick. Heard it from the others
that that modernist monument in the sunny park had a left turned prick.
It should in fairness be said that I first went to see that fuck of a modern
art just ‘cause of that babble.

Not from the front, though. From the front it was completely different.
The whole thing was furrowed and scribbled, so I guess the sculptor
must’ve surely broken his clutches before he finished that forked twig.
And that prick was not at all a prick, but a kneeling crone to whom they
added on seven thin tiles back on the calves, that look like a brick. Why),
I couldn’t tell. It’s kneeling there and beside stands an outline, surely of
some miner, with such a pointed head. Yeah. Sure they’re a pair. He erect
and angularly hewed, is looking somewhere aside, and she kneeling be-
hind him and pressing her tits into him, which are not tits for real, but a
sort of carved circle in the concrete. To me, she seems that, a hag offering
herself openly to him and begging someone to caress her tits. I wanted to
caress ‘er myself, several times when drunk, but I'd a had to put something
down to reach that circle, the one that’s like a tit. If  wasn’t too hammered
I could jump to the legs only, which jutted out of the statue and looked
Jrom afar like a prick. If I wasn’t too fuckin hammered I was able to jump
and hang with my hands on those legs. They gave me no problem, they did.
Could too hang meself on that prick or them legs, how man sees them, but
the statue wouldn’t knock off.

Yeah. That scene o’ the statue was my thing. From a distance it sure
can look to some like a nudist with a protuberant prick under the shower.
But from up close it’s one o’ them miners, who stands and looks aside
and ‘is hag kneeling in front of him.

3
The bandmaster, with his arms at the back, had his festive thoughts

invaded by a guilty conscience that he wasn’t on a par with the over-
wrought and sweaty miners, who day by day drill and in constant danger
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pokopaliscu, kjer brez izjeme pospremi do groba vsakogar, ki je Zulil ¢rni
kruh v jami. Hajere in lauferje. Tiste, ki so umrli naravne smrti, ali one, ki
jih je pobilo v jami. Vsem je na zadnji poti igrala ta ista godba, ki jih bo
trgovin, mimo zelenic in svetlih izlozb, mimo rudarskega Solskega centra
in trZznice, na kotalkaliSce, kjer se bo ¢rna kolona razvrstila za Stirimi
petdesetlitrskimi lesenimi sodc¢ki piva in godba bo igrala in dekleta v belih
bluzah in z rde¢imi nageljni bodo tam in vrcki piva bodo tam in vse bo
¢rno in zlati gumbi se bodo blescali in na svecani tribuni bodo sedeli
pomembni moZje in eden od njih bo govoril v mikrofon in potem bodo
novinci skocili ¢ez usnjene predpasnike, ki jim pravijo kozZa.

Godbeniki so se postavljali v red, ne da bi jih kapelnik sploh pogledal,
in Cez trg se je zdaj s te strani, zdaj z one strani pocasi utrnil uniformiran
penzionist, in tam ob godbi so pocasi rasle gruce izmozganih uniformi-
rancev. Cez ¢as so se zacCele z vseh strani kopiciti tudi gruce mladcev,
mnogih prvi¢ v knapovski uniformi, ve¢inoma Ze podprtih vsaj s kakSnim
poZzirkom Zganice. Bili so glasni in objestni in takrat se je kapelnik pocasi
obrnil proti svojim godbenikom in videl, da so fantje brez vsakrSnega ukaza
Ze sestavili pravilno formacijo za zacetek parade. Za njimi so se Se v
neurejenih kolonah pozdravljali uniformirani upokojenci, za njimi pa se
je iz nereda v vrste pocasi postavljala najvecja skupina tistih, ki Se hodijo
na Siht, pomeSana z novinci, ki bodo danes skocili v rudarski stan.

Skoraj socasno, ko se je kapelnik obrnil h godbenikom in z zadovolj-
stvom ugotovil, da so ti kar sami uredili svoje vrste, so se na drugi strani
trga odprla vhodna vrata obcinske hiSe in iz nje sta se naravnost ez trg
proti visoki kamniti kulisi, pod katero se je zbirala parada, namerila vodja
ceremoniala in Se en clovek, ki ga niso poznali, a je bil vedno zraven. Ta
dva bosta dala pravi ukaz za ureditev vrst. Potem se bo eSalon v taktih
godbe premaknil in ¢rni mozje bodo svecano in strumno prehodili skoraj
vse najvaznejSe ulice v centru svojega mesta vse do kotalkaliSca, kjer se
bo zgodil najpomembne;jsi dogodek tega dne. Dogodek, katerega korenine
so bile starejSe kot zveza komunistov in bo Zivel tako dolgo, kot bo Zivel
rudnik. In tako dolgo bo zivelo mesto, ki so si ga za svoj pocitek zgradili
knapi sami, s svojimi Zulji, z udarnis$kim delom, na katero so bili ponosni
vsi! Zdaj resda z zvezo komunistov na ¢elu in tovariSem Titom, ki jih s
strani ni hotel pogledati in je v vsej svoji velicini kar gledal in gledal v tla
in razmisSljal, ali naj sestopi z velike kamnite kocke ali naj ostane zamrznjen
v debeli bronasti plasc.

Ja. In tako. Zdaj sem tukaj pri tej klececi babi, ki ji Striijo noge s te
modernisticne rogovile. Celo mesto praznuje in knapi, Ri so zZjutraj v
paradi prikorakali na kotalkalisce, se zdaj napajajo spodaj, na jezeru.
In se hvalijo, kako so z golimi rokami sestavili ta Rurcev cudez Romu-
nizma na mehkem mocvirju vijugaste vode, zregulirali strugo, posekali
drevje, zasuli tunfe, podrli Zage in mline, spumpali mocvirje, zasuli njive,
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for their lives unselfishly battle with a cruel nature that offers resistance,
yet the might of man’s hands is unstoppable, and coal is laid on the long
back of the dumping ground in front of the power station in which it
burns for the communal benefit, all made possible by the League of Com-
munists with comrade Tito at its head. But the guilty conscience passes
quickly. This man is also aware of the importance of his own work. The
band was raising morale for all. For those who work in the pit as well as
for those who work in the open. There has to be a band. And not just any
band. This is the miner’s band that is going to pull the black parade through
the white town, on other days in the year they will mostly hear it at the
graveyard, where without exception it follows to the grave every person
who scraped his brown bread in the pit. Gaffers and nippers. Those who
died a natural death and those who were killed in the pit. To all of them
on their last journey played the same band which will lead them today
through the straight and even streets, through the crossroads, past the
blocks of flats and the shops, past the green plots and the bright shop-
windows, past the mining school centre and the market building, to the
roller-skating rink where the black column will sort itself behind four
fifty-litre wooden kegs of beer and the band will play and the girls in
white blouses with red carnations will be there, and mugs of beer will be
there and everything will be black and golden buttons will glitter and
important men will sit on the solemn stand and one of them will speak
into the microphone and then the novices will skip over the leather aprons
they call the skin.

The bandsmen were now ranging themselves in a row, without the
bandmaster even glancing at them and a uniformed pensioner slowly
emerged now from this side, now from that and there by the band slowly
grew crowds of jaded uniformed men. In the course of time from all sides
there also began to gather throngs of youngsters, many of them standing
for the first time in a miner’s uniform and mostly assisted by at least a swig
of schnapps. They were loud and high-spirited and then the bandmaster
slowly turned to his bandsmen and saw that the boys without the need for
any command had already assembled the proper formation for the start of
the parade. Behind them and in yet disarranged columns were saluting
uniformed pensioners, and behind them from disorder the largest group
of those who still go to their shift, mixed with the novices, who would
today leap into the mining class was slowly taking up their position.

Almost at the same time when the conductor turned to the musicians
and with pleasure ascertained that they had taken their formations, the
door of the town hall on the other side opened and out of it aimed straight
across the square, towards the tall stony scenery, under which was gath-
ered the parade, the leader of the ceremony and another man, whom they
didn’t know, yet who was always present. These two will issue the right
order for the formations. Then the ranks will move keeping time and the
black-clad men will solemnly and sturdily traverse almost all the most
important streets in the centre of their town, right to the roller-skating
rink, where the major and most important event of that day will take place.
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Peter Rezman

odfurali rodovitno prst in pregnali ribe, Zabe, fazane in zajce na bliZnje
ugrezanine. Kurci Romunisticni!/ So nafukali knape butaste, da bojo
spremenili svet. Kaj pa je to, Ce zreguliras reko, zabetoniras in poasfaltiras
njive in spodkopljes celo vas, cerkev, Rino pa britof? Zato da vsak dan
Jrisn koln nasujes v elektrarnisko pec. Kaj je to? A to je kaksen napredek,
pizda? To ni nic. To nima nobenega smisla/!
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The event that has roots older than the league of communists and that
will live as long as the mine will live. And so long the town will live. And
so long the town will live, which the miners built with their own hands,
by their own sweat for their own rest, on the shock work of which all
were proud! It’s true that now with the league of communists at the head
and comrade Tito, who did not want to look at them even sideways and in
all his greatness kept on looking and looked into the ground and was think-
ing whether to descend from the great stone-cube or to stay frozen in his
thick bronze cloak.

Yeah. And so. Here I am now by this Rneeling crone, whose legs jut out
of this modernist forked twig. The whole town is celebratin’ and miners
who in the morning in the parade marched to the roller-skating rink are
drinking down there, on the lake. And blowin’ their own trumpets how
they, with their bare hands put together this fucking wonder of commu-
nism, on the soft marshes of the winding water, improved the course of
the river, cut down trees, filled up the pools, pulled down the lumber plants
and mills, pumped out the marsh, covered in the fields, shifted the fat soil
and chased away the fish, the frogs, the pheasants and the hares to the
nearby sink holes. Communist fucks! They fucked over the stupid miners
telling them that they’re going to change the world. What's the big deal
with fixing the river, with laying concrete and paving the fields and sap-
ping the entire village, the church, the cinema and the bone yard? To put
[fresh coal into the furnace of the power station. Nothin’ to it. Is it some
Suckin’ progress, or what the fuck? It’s seven shades of shite, that's what
it is. It makes no bloody sense!

Translated by Tomislav Kis
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Maria Sleahtitchi

apokrifi tavajoce dojke

v tistih dnevih in noc¢eh in dnevih in noceh
se ljubijo
z vsemi mojimi junaki

s tistim v senci in tistim na svetlobi
s tistim iz teksta podteksta in arhiteksta

v njih vzbujam noro slo
po lahkomiselnosti in perverznih prizorih

praznim c¢as in ukinjam prostore

s tipoloskih arheologij sla¢im

cistost spodobnosti

tipe arhetipe in arheje

zadete pijance

in jih zapeljem

v najbolj obscene orgije

tu so tripic¢ja s pomenom 0

tu znova pre-oblac¢im svoj jaz in se znova dajem sebi
da bi lahko mirno rekla

izgubljeno onkraj mojega pridnega jaza
zbira ¢as in prostor

na tocki moje absolutne resni¢nosti
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apocrifele sinelui ratdcitor

in acele zile si nopti si zile si nopti
fac dragoste
cu toate personajele mele

cu cel din umbra si cel din lumina
cu cel din text subtext si arhitext

le induc o dorintd nebuna
de frivolitate si scene perverse

golesc timp si anulez spatii

dezbrac de pudorile decentei

arheologii tipologice

tipi arhetipi si archei

betivi narcotizati

dedindu-i

celor mai obscene orgii

aici e locul suspensiilor cu semnificatia 0
aici imi re-trag sinele pe mine mie re-dindu-ma
ca sa pot spune linistit

raticitor dincolo de eul meu cel cuminte
aduna la un loc tip si spatiu

in punctul realitatii mele absolute
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Strojena belina

dobro strojena koza
vpeta v terilnico
ki jo ded hrani v lopi
se skrbno

ocisti
encimov mladosti

drgnejo jo
in drgnejo
z apnencem
ki ga strojarji tako cenijo

odstranijo vse Zivce
tanke Zile
ki jih usmerjajo arome in simfonije

tanjsa se
vse dokler ne postane
znova pergament
ki je dober le za ljubezenske Stirivrsti¢nice
papir iz galaksij in prihodnje svetove
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alb tabacit

pielea dubita bine
prinsa-n melita
pastrata de bunicu-n sopron
se curdta
cu grija
de enzimele tineretii

se roade
se roade
cu o piatrd de var
din cele apreciate de dubalari

se inlatura toate nervurile
vase mai fine
navigate de-arome si simfonii

se subtie
pind devine
din nou pergament
numai bun pentru catrene erotice
hirti de galaxii si lumi viitoare

211



Maria Sleahtitchi

12 /dvanaist/

0.
na veliko soboto
1.
od znotraj pomijem hladilnik
in ga od zunaj pobriSem
2.
ob straneh polita marmelada
levo-desno desno-levo
3.
posusen petersilj kopre in vse ostalo
4.
jagnje v slanici z diSavnicami lovorjev list bazilika majaron
cimet rdeci poper ¢rni in beli poper cel in strt esen
sol po okusu
5.
kar precej cebulnih olupkov kozica
naravne barve za 15-20 jajc za vbogajme
6.
skoraj Cisto povrel bor3¢ z zeljem
na plinskem Stedilniku pogansko kosilo
7.
tezko

tezko

zelo tezko

odstrani$ viSnjevo marmelado
jo ocisti$
8.
kar dobro gre stran
dobro / 0 bog! kako ga je prodal juda
kako je iz njega naredil velikonocno jagnje
9.
in ubogi juda o bog
zakaj
si mu dovolil prodajati
zakaj ga ne bi prodal peter janez matej zakaj prav juda
zakayj si si izbral prav njega
kaj ti je storil
0 bog ni pravicno
da mora biti najbolj ljubljeni tudi izdajalec
kako obrnjeno logiko imas
bog
zakayj si judo prepustil na milost in nemilost ljudem
in kaj ce juda ne bi izpolnil tvojega nacrta
kaj ce ne bi hotel kupcevati kdo bi ga zatoZil
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12 /doisprezece/

o

n simbata pastelui

—_

spal frigiderul pe dinduntru
pe dinafara-] sterg
2.
dulceatd prelinsd pe lateral
stinga-dreapta dreapta-stinga
3.
patrunjel uscat marar si de toate
4.
miel pus la saramurd cu mirodenii frunzi de dafin busuioc maghiran
scortisoard piper rosu pier negru si alb usturoi intreg si frecat
sare dupa gust
5.
coji de ceapd destul de multe un ceaunas
de culoare naturald pentru pomana de 15-20 de oud
6.
scazut de tot un bors cu varza
pe aragaz pagind mincare de prinz
7.
greu
greu
de tot dificil
se ia dulceata de visine
se curdta
8.
se curdta bine
bine / doamne! cum l-a mai vindut iuda
cum l-a fdcut sd fie miel pascal
9.
si iuda sarmanul de ce
doamne
l-ai ldsat sd vindd
de ce sd nu-l vindd petre ioan sau matei de ce tocmai iuda
de ce l-ai ales anume pe el
cu ce fi-a gresit
doamne e nedrept doamne
ca cel mai iubit sd fie neapdrat si cel traddtor
ce logicd sucitd ai
doamne
de ce l-ai ldsat pe iuda de izbelistea oamenilor
si dacd iuda nu-ti indeplinea planul
dacd n-ar fi vrut sd vinzd cine altul l-ar fi pirit
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ni mogoce da ne bi bilo drugih mozZnosti
tudi v nas bos

o bog

zasadil po eno

10.

bog odpusti mu

poniznost

saj se je zgodila samo tvoja volja

11.

odpusti mu Resanje in strah

in izbiro debelo vrv in mocno drevo
12.

usmili se bog saj ga ne potrebujes vec
snemi jarem s posusenega telesa /
posusenega telesa
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cd nu se poate sd nu fi avut tu si alte variante
vei fi semdnat

doamne

si-n fiecare din noi cite una

10.

iartd-i doamne

supusenia

ti-a facut doar hatirul

11.

iartd-i regretul §i teama

si-alegerea fringhie trainicd copac viguros

12.

indurd-te doamne cd doar nu mai ai nevoie de el
scoate-i din streang trupul uscat /

trupul uscat
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the apocryphals of the wandering self

those days and nights and days and nights
I make love
to all my characters

to the one in the shade and to the one in the light
to the one from the text subtext and architext

I induce them a wild desire
for frivolousness and perverse scenes

I empty time and I annul spaces

I take the senses of decency

off typological archaeologies

types archetypes and arches

stoned drunkards

delivering them

to the most obscene orgies

here is where the points have the significance 0
here is where I re-call my self giving myself to me
for I can say quietly

wandering beyond my quiet I

gather time and space

in the point of my absolute reality
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curried white

well curried leather
pinned in the swingle
kept by grandfather in the shed
is cleaned
with care of
the enzymes of youth

it is rubbed

and rubbed
with one of those limestones
curry men value

removed are all the nervures
thinner vessels
navigated by aromas and symphonies

it gets thin
until it becomes
again a parchment
ready for erotic quatrains
maps of galaxies and future worlds
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12/twelve/

0.
on easter saturday
1.
I clean the refrigerator on the inside
I wipe it on the outside
2.
trickled jam on the side
left-right right-left
3.
dry parsley dill and all
4.
lamb in salt water with spices laurel leaf basil marjoram
cinnamon red pepper black and white pepper whole and rubbed garlic
salt
5.
onion peels quite many a small kettle
for natural colour for 15-20 eggs for alms
6.
a beetroot potage with cabbage
on the range pagan midday food
7.
hard

very hard

with difficulty

the jam goes away
cleans out
8.
it cleans out pretty well
well / god! the way judas sold him out
the way you made him be an easter lamb
9.
and judas the poor why
god
have you let him betray
why not peter john or matthew why judas
why have you chosen him
what had he done
god it is unfair god
Jfor the beloved to be unprotected and the one to betray
what a twisted logic you have
god
why have you left judas to the mercy of people
and what if judas had not fulfilled your plan
what if he didn’t want to sell him out who would have done it
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Jor it cannot be that you did not have some other variants
you must have seeded one

in each of us too

god

10.

Jforgive him god his

obedience

he did your favour didn’t he

11.
forgive his regret and fear

and choice strong rope vigorous tree

12.

have mercy god for you don’t need him anymore
get off the noose his dry body /

dry body

Translated by Mihaela Sleahtitchi
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Ewa Sonnenberg

Fin de siecle

Nas fin de siecle se je zacel danes
ravnokar natan¢no ob petih popoldne
v Café de France na glavni ulici

toda ali ima to kakSen pomen

uspesSnost misicastih homoseksualcev
in melanholi¢nih brezspolnih Zensk

v jaknah od nesojenih

pudrajo napako narave stranski produkt
hormonov in umetnih alienacij
farmakolo$ka kraljestva epruvet

Melanholi¢ne poudarjajo intelektualno
nezmernost menijo

(najveckrat s prekriZanimi nogami)

da pesniki ugaSajo v podobah kric¢avih neonov
Fin de siécle Ze sto let blebetanje fraz o umetnosti
V telovnikih kolegov Victorja Hugoja ponavljamo
- Moj bog! -

tam se nekdo vnema za Leonarda!

Leonardo perverzni kontekst oboZevanja
vstavlja v zlate okvircke kralja in kraljico
preoblaci v pisane cunjice

za tolazbo pripne uhan

pomeZikuje proti moskim

- Poglej kak$na Tiranija! -

pogled mu je obvisel na viSini razporka

- Hej ti! Z roZasto rutko okoli vratu

katera od nas bo Kraljica noci? -

Pri okrogli mizici priklicevanje poezije

kakor klicanje duhov

prostori v katerih vlada ve¢na no¢

duh vrtnic parfumov in kadil

obredi svobodnih ljubezni

klavrna nagota skupnega dance macabre
kostumologija od Pierra Cardina

Ah! fantje pijejo malinovec

in se bojijo naslednje Zenske

Fantje na zlatih motorjih
imajo rajsi Rock and Roll
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Fin de siecle

Nasz fin de siecle zaczal si¢ dzisiaj

przed chwila doktadnie o piatej popotudniu
w Café de France przy gtownej ulicy

ale czy ma to jakie$ znaczenie

skuteczno$¢ muskularnych homoseksualistow
i melancholijnych bezptciowych kobiet

w marynarkach po niedosztych
przypudrowuja blad natury produkt uboczny
hormondéw i sztucznych alienacji
farmakologiczne krolestwa probowek

Melancholijne akcentuja przesadnos¢
intelektualna zaktadaja ze

(a najczeSciej noge na noge)

poeci gasna w rycinach krzykliwych neonéw
Fin de siécle od stu lat paplanie frazesow o sztuce
W kamizelkach kumpli Victora Hugo powtarzamy
- Moj boze! -

kto$ tam si¢ egzaltuje Leonardo!

Leonardo perwersyjny kontekst uwielbienia
oprawia w zlote ramki krola i krolowa
przebiera w kolorowe fatataszki

wklada kolczyk na otarcie lez

puszcza oczka w strone mezczyzn

- Patrz jaka Tyrania! -

wzrok zawiesil na wysokosci rozporka

- Ej ty! W kwiecistej apaszce na szyi

ktora z nas zostanie Krélowa Nocy? -

Przy okragtym stoliku wywotywanie poezji
jak wywolywanie duchow

pomieszczenia w ktorych panuje wieczna noc
zapach ro6z perfum i kadzidet

rytualy wolnych mitoSci

zatosna nagoS$¢ wspolnego dance macabre
kostiumologia od Pierre’a Cardina

Ach! chlopcy pija sok malinowy

i boja sie kolejnej kobiety

Chtopcy na ztotych motorach
Wolg Rock and Rolla
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Na smrt izmudceni nimamo ve¢ moci

popiti ¢aja v skodelicah iz kitajskega porcelana

docakali smo zavezo z Zenom

taom ki vodi neznano kam

obcutiti starca da je bilo neko¢ drugace

obcutiti starca da kmalu

Sest let pred koncem dobe

Sest let pred koncem stoletja

sam zase nisem nihce

drugi me imenujejo junak

ravno hodim z njimi po ulicah

pijan od lepote in Kitic iz lastnega sveta

nemocni tvorimo naslednjo generacijo

kjer globina kardinalskih barv tekmuje

s kricece rdeco kokakole

vonj dZinsa oplaja ume s hodni¢nim nebom

Levi Strauss salutira kipu svobode:

STOLETJE JE DRAMA RAZBITEGA BABICINEGA PORCELANA
STOLETJE JE NASLOV PRETIRANO POBARVANEGA STRIPA
STOLETJE JE PETI AS V STVARNIKOVEM ROKAVU
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Smiertelnie zmeczeni nie mamy juz sity

wypi¢ herbaty w filizankach z chifskiej porcelany
doczekaliSmy przymierza z Zen

tao co nie wiadomo dokad prowadzi

zaznac starca ze kiedys$ byto inaczej

zaznac starca ze wkrotce

na sze$¢ lat przed konicem epoki

na szeSc¢ lat przed koficem wieku

sam dla siebie jestem nikim

inni nazywaja mnie bohaterem

wlasnie z nimi chodz¢ po ulicach

pijany uroda i strofami z wlasnego Swiata

bezradni tworzymy kolejne pokolenie

gdzie glebia kardynalskich koloréw rywalizuje

z krzykliwa czerwienia coca-coli

zapach jeansu zaptadnia umysly parcianym niebem

Levi Strauss salutuje statui wolnosci:

WIEK JEST DRAMATEM ROZBITE] PORCELANY PRABABKI
WIEK JEST NAZWA PRZESADNIE POKOLOROWANEGO KOMIKSU
WIEK JEST PIATYM ASEM W REKAWIE STWORCY
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Eroticna

Najlepsi hladilnik v katerega mecem

gozdne in vrtne jagode fiZol in grah si

Najslabse ukrojena na razprodaji

kupljena jakna na zemljevidu tega sveta si
Najmoderne;jsi laserski tiskalnik hewlett-packard

ki tiska Skandalozne odlomke iz Zivljenja nesojenih mistikov si
Najtoplejsi radiator v vseh nadstropjih sveta si
Najdrazja steklenicka parfuma na Champs-Elysé€es si
Popolna tehni¢na oprema fechnics za predvajanje
Schubertove Nedokoncane ali Beethovnovih Udarcev usode si
NajdaljSa mavrica na pariSkem nebu si

Nepresegljiv concorde z nezemskim pospeskom si
NajtrSa pecka v so¢nem mesu burgundskega grozdja si
Demografski visek v vesoljnem merilu si

NajlepSa kljuka v tem mestu si

Vsi kralji in kraljice naenkrat si

Neodigrana partija Saha na svetovnem prvenstvu si
Razglasen klavir v psihiatrovem kabinetu si

Fantasti¢na izlozba v srediS¢u Londona in pozornosti si
Najelegantnejsi vhod v hotel v vsej verigi Hilton si
Najbolj gladka stran Vogue si

Najdragocenejse vilicice na slavnostnem kosilu si
NajzanimivejSe kazalo ki ga posojajo za par minut si
NajucinkovitejSe cepivo proti steklini in gripi si

Tako resen kot Tower v Londonu si

Tako sladka kot sladkor v kockah si

Pariz, 1999
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Erotyk

Jestes najpickniejsza lodowka do ktorej wrzucam

poziomki truskawki fasolke i groszek

Jeste$ najgorzej skrojona marynarka

na mapie tego kraju kupowana na soldach

Jeste$S najnowoczesSniejsza drukarka laserowa hawleti-packard
drukujaca skandalizujace fragmenty z zycia niedoszlych mistykow
Jestes najcieplejszym kaloryferem na wszystkich pietrach Swiata
Jeste$ najdrozsza buteleczka perfum na Champs-Elysées

Jestes perfekcyjnym sprzetem technics do odtwarzania
Niedokoriczonej Schuberta lub Przeznaczenia Beethovena

Jeste$ najdtuzsza tecza paryskiego nieba

Jeste$ odlotowym concordem z nieziemskim przySpieszeniem
Jestes najtwardsza pestka w soczystym miazszu burgunda

Jestes wyzem demograficznym na skale kosmiczna

Jeste$ najtadniejsza klamka w tym mieScie

Jestes wszystkim krolami i krélowymi naraz

Jestes nie rozegrana partia szachow podczas mistrzostw Swiata
Jestes rozstrojonym fortepianem w salonie psychiatry

Jestes wystrzalowa witryna w centrum Londynu i uwagi

Jestes najelegantszym wejSciem do hotelu w catej sieci Hilton
Jeste$ najbardziej Sliska strona Vogue'a

Jestes najcenniejszym widelczykiem na proszonym obiedzie
Jestes najciekawszym spisem treSci wypozyczanym na kilka minut
Jeste$ najskuteczniejsza szczepionka przeciw wsciekliznie i grypie
Jestes tak powazny jak Tower w Londynie

Jestes tak stodka jak cukier w kostkach

Jestes tak wielki jak najwyzszy drapacz chmur w Nowym Yorku

Paryz, 1999
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Negotovost

Potegnil se bom zate pri nekom ki ga ne pozna$
posoja mi potko na travnike otroStva

in kljucek oster kot igla za prebadanje sanj
samo nikdar se ne zaceli ne naredi tega

pusti Zivo svetlino na drugo stran pesmi

tako lepo joce nebo pojoc na kolenih

Sel bom za tvojim otroskim porazom v papirnati
kroni postavil se bom iz 0¢i v 0¢i z resni¢nostjo
zakleto v zlobni krohot samo pomiri vojne

v katere ni zapleten nihc¢e razen tebe

pomiri zmage ki jih nih¢e ne razume

s krikom ne prevpije$ molka

Moja smeSna pesmica ogrel te bom z dlanmi

ko bom prosil Zivljenje oproScenja da sva ga opevala namesto da bi ga Zivela
tvoji naivni in nezni poskusi ogledovanja golih besed

so razveseljevali mojo nec¢imrnost in oZivljali mrtve predmete

ko sem videl kako si ranjuje$ podplate na trdih tleh

sem te ljubil bolj kot kdor koli izmed ljudi

Vroclav, 30. 1. 2001
(naletava rahel sneg)
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Niepewnosc

Wstawie sie za tobg u kogo$ kogo nie znasz
pozycza mi Sciezke na taki dziecinstwa

i kluczyk ostry jak igta do przektuwania snow
tylko nie zabliZniaj si¢ nigdy tego nie rob
zostaw zywy przeSwit na druga stron¢ wiersza
tak picknie ptacze niebo Spiewajac na kolanach

Pojde za twoja dziecinna przegrana w papierowe;j
koronie stane twarza w twarz z rzeczywistoScia
zakleta w ztosliwy rechot tylko uspokoj wojny

w ktorych nikt oprocz ciebie nie bierze udziatu
uspokoj zwyciestwa ktorych nikt nie rozumie
krzykiem nie zagluszysz milczenia

Moj Smieszny wierszyku ogrzeje ci¢ rekami

przepraszajac zycie ze pialiSmy je zamiast w nim uczestniczy¢
twoje naiwne i czute proby podgladania nagich stow

bawily moja pr6znosc i ozywialy martwe przedmioty

widzac jak ranisz stopy na twardym gruncie

kochatem cie bardziej niz ktokolwiek z ludzi

Wroctaw, 30. 01. 2001
(proszy delikatny Snieg)
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Notranji manifest |

Jaz je nekdo slabsi povecan na mero ¢loveka

kakor koli kjer koli zmaSen nakljuc¢ni proizvod tuje kaprice

nikomur nisem nic¢ dolZna sama si izbiram mater oceta

sta prijatelja ljubimca hranita me z lastnim mlekom potem

ni¢ ne dolgujem lepoti dobroti razumu

naloteriji usode sem zadela bogastvo za sovraznike mi placajo z nesmrtnostjo

ni mi treba piti alkohola da bi govorila resnico v barvi ¢rev

ne prikleknem po vsaki besedi pesmi: kisla pasa

za ljudstvo krmljeno s televizijo in veselicami

jadro mojega jezika pluje na odprto morje ne potrebujem
opravicil od hiSnih prijateljev zdravnikov duSe sama bom napisala:
lahko bi pridno v kotu igrala Chopina dalec¢ stran od vonja

po surovem mesu ga nikoli ne jedla ne imenovala: »meja vseh mej«

Dobro je biti na robu
vse se sme

Prevedla Jana Unuk
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Manifest wewngtrzny |

Ja to kto$ gorszy wyolbrzymiony do rozmiarow czlowieka

zrobiony byle jak byle gdzie przypadkowy produkt czyjego$ kaprysu
nikomu nic nie jestem winna sama wybieram matke ojca

sa przyjaciolmi kochankami karmia wlasnym mlekiem potem

nie mam dtugéw wobec pickna dobra rozumu

na loterii losu wygratam fortune za wrogéw placa mi nieSmiertelnoscia

nie musze pi¢ alkoholu zeby mowic¢ prawde w kolorze trzewi

nie dygam po kazdym stowie wiersze: kwasna pasza

dla ludu hodowanego na telewizji i festynach

moj zagiel jezyka wyplywa na pelne morze nie potrzebuje
usprawiedliwieft od przyjaciol domu lekarzy ducha sama napisze:
moglam gra¢ grzecznie w kacie Chopina daleko od zapachu
surowego mi¢sa nigdy go nie jeS¢ nie nazywac: ,granica granic”

Dobrze jest by¢ na krawedzi
mozna wszystko
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Fin de siecle

Our fin de siécle started today

just a minute ago exactly at five o’clock pm

in Café de France on main street

but what does it matter

efficiency of muscular homosexuals

and sexless melancholic women

in jackets from their ex-husbands-to-be

with make-up they cover nature’s mistakes side effects
of hormones and artificial alienations

pharmaceutical kingdoms of test tubes

With some melancholy they stress intellectual
pomposity they assume that

(but mostly they assume the position)

poets fade in prints of screaming neon lights
Fin de siécle hundred-year-old clichés on art
wearing vests of Victor Hugo’s pals

we sigh again “Oh my God!”

somebody there exalts “Leonardo!”
Leonardo a perverse context of admiration
fits the king and queen into a golden frame
changes into colorful frills

puts on an earring to cheer himself up

he winks at men

“Look what Tyranny!”

he scopes out his fly

“Hey you in a flowery scarf!

Which of us will become the Queen of the Night?”
At round table a conjuring of poetry

like a conjuring of ghosts

rooms where eternal night dwells

scent of roses perfume and incense

free love ritual

pathetic nudity of a common danse macabre
costume studies after Pierre Cardin

Oh! the boys drink raspberry juice

and are afraid of the next woman

When the gold wheels roll
Boys love rock-and-roll
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We are too exhausted to drink

tea in china cups anymore

We’ve lived to witness the pact with Zen

tao which leads us god-knows-where

to experience an old man that it was different once

to experience an old man that soon

six years before the end of the epoch

six years before the end of the century

for me myself I am nobody

others call me a hero

it is with them I walk down the streets

drunk with beauty and verses from my own world

helplessly we create another generation

where deep cardinal purple competes

with the screaming red of coca-cola signs

the scent of jeans fertilizes minds with scurvy heaven

Levi Strauss salutes the statue of liberty

CENTURY IS A DRAMA OF A GREAT GRANDMOTHER’S BROKEN CHINA
CENTURY IS A NAME OF AN OVER-COLORED COMIC BOOK
CENTURY IS THE FIFTH ACE UP THE CREATOR’S SLEEVE
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Erotica

You are the most beautiful refrigerator where I keep

strawberries blueberries beans carrots and peas

You are the worst-made sale jacket

within this country’s borders

You are the most modern HP laser model

printing scandalous excerpts from the lives of failed mystics

You are the warmest radiator on all the floors of the world

You are the most expensive perfume on the Champs-Elysées

You are the perfect Technics playing

Schubert’s “Unfinished Symphony” or Beethoven’s “Fate”

You are the longest rainbow of the Parisian sky

You are a mind-blowing Concorde with an unearthly acceleration
You are the hardest pip in a Burgundy’s juicy pulp

You are a cosmic-scale demographic boom

You are the prettiest doorknob in this city

You are all the kings and queens at once

You are a chess game never played at World Championship

You are an out-of-tune piano in a psychiatrist’s salon

You are a fabulous display at the center of London and of attention
You are the most elegant entrance in the whole Hilton chain

You are the smoothest page of Vogue magazine

You are the most precious fork at a business dinner

You are the most interesting table of contents, loaned for a few minutes only
You are the most effective vaccine against flu and rabies

You are as serious as the Tower of London

You are as sweet as cubed sugar

You are as grand as New York’s tallest building

Paris, 1999
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Uncertainty

I'll plead for you with someone you don’t know

he lends me a path towards childhood meadows
and a key sharp as needle used for piercing dreams
just don’t heal over I beg you never to do that
leave a raw opening to poem’s other side

the sky cries so sweetly singing on its knees

I'll follow your childish loss in a paper
crown I'll face reality bewitched

into a cackle have mercy just stop the wars
fought by no one but you

and stop the victories always misunderstood
your screams won't cover silence

My funny little poem I'll warm you in my hands
we'll tell life we're sorry for writing and not living
your naive and tender efforts to spy on naked words
flattered my ego and animated objects

watching you hurt your feet against the hard ground
I loved you more than any human being

Wroctaw, 30® January 2001
(snowing lightly)

235



Ewa Sonnenberg

Internal Manifesto |

My self is someone else blown-up to life size

made wherever and in whatever way a fluke of someone’s whim

I owe nothing to anybody I choose my own mother and father

they are my friends and lovers they feed me with their own milk and sweat
I owe no debt to beauty kindness reason

I've won fortune’s lottery they pay me eternity for my enemies

I don’t have to drink to speak the gut-colored truth

I don’t curtsy after each word my verses: sour fodder

for the folk raised on TV and fun fairs

my tongue sails the open sea I don’t need

excuses from friends family soul doctors I will write by myself:

I could have played Chopin politely in the corner away from the scent
of raw meat never eating it never calling it “the border of borders”

It’s good to be on the edge
one can do everything

Translated by Katarzyna Jakubiak
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Vlada UroSevi¢, rojen leta 1934 v Skopju, je pesnik, pisatelj, kritik, esejist,
prevajalec, urednik Stevilnih antologij in profesor primerjalne knjiZzevnosti
na univerzi v Skopju. Nekaj ¢asa je delal kot kulturni urednik na televiziji in
urejal revijo Razgledi. Med drugim je objavil deset pesniSkih zbirk, pet zbirk
kratke proze ter pet romanov. PiSe tudi eseje in kritike o literaturi in slikar-
zahodnoevropske literarne tradicije, vedno znova pa ga navdihuje magija
domacega Skopja. Za svoje delo je prejel Stevilne nagrade, njegove pesmi in
zgodbe so uvrscene v vse pomembnejSe antologije sodobne makedonske
literature in prevedene v tuje jezike. UroSevic je clan Makedonske akademije
znanosti in umetnosti in Evropske pesniske akademije v Luksemburgu ter
dopisni ¢lan Académie Mallarmé v Parizu. Francoska vlada ga je imenovala
za viteza reda umetnosti in literature. V slovenskem prevodu Vena Tauferja
jeleta 1975 pri zaloZzbi DZS izSla njegova pesniSka zbirka Eder dpyz zpad (Neko
drugo mesto, 1959), letos pa v zbirki Sto slovanskih romanov pri Drustvu
slovenskih pisateljev v prevodu Namite Subiotto izide roman /[Juéa nuea
(Divja liga, 2000).

Vlada Uro$evié, born in 1934 in Skopje, is a poet, writer, critic, essayist,
translator, editor of numerous anthologies and professor of comparative
literature at the University of Skopje. For some time he was cultural editor
of a television programme and also edited the Razgledi magazine. Among
his works there are ten poetry collections, five short prose collections
and five novels. He also writes essays as well as reviews on literature and
painting. The literary discourse in his works is spun from dreams,
imagination and fantasy stories in the Western European literary tradition
and continually inspired by the magic of his home city Skopje. His works
have received numerous awards, his poems and stories have been included
in all the eminent anthologies of contemporary Macedonian literature
and translated into foreign languages. UroSevi¢ is a member of the
Macedonian Academy of Science and Art and the European Academy of
Poetry in Luxembourg as well as a correspondent member of Académie
Mallarmé in Paris. The French government has knighted him as Chevalier
de I'Ordre des Arts et des Lettres. The Slovene translation of Eden dpyz zpad
(Some Other City, 1959) by Veno Taufer was published in 1975 by the
DZS publishing house. This year the Slovene Writers’ Association will
publish the novel [[u6a nuza (The Wild League, 2000), translated into
Slovene by Namita Subiotto, as part of the Hundred Slavic Novels series.
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Vlada UroSevic

Noc polne lune nad Skopjem

(Odlomek)

Knjige s povsem belimi stranmi

lezijo po parkih. Povsod spece lepotice,
ovite v svilo kot bube sviloprejk.

To je nesramno. To je nedopustno. Treba

je obvestiti Zupana in celoten

mestni svet. Kdo je dovolil rusenje

anti¢nih obzidij in slovecih zdraviliS¢?
Spomeniki so prekriti z vrecami za moko.
Govorniki, obleCeni v belo,

mirujejo v slovesnih pozah. Neotesanost
postaja nova oblika lepega vedenja.
PridruZzite se nam pri zbiranju

smesnih belih gob, ki se razbeZijo,

¢e jih ne nabirate molce. Na strehi

Grand hotela se nahaja helikopter,

ves iz stekla. To je nevarno.

To je nerazumno. Nihce

se ne sme podati v takSno avanturo.

Kljuc¢ ima le neko dekle s sladkim nasmehom,
ki je golo zaklenjeno v staro omaro.

Kje skriva klju¢? Njenemu glavniku

rastejo mlecni zobci. V praznem taksiju

je pozabljena violina, polna

zrelih sliv. PoSteni najditelj

se ni prijavil. OglaSujte neveljavnost

svojih starSev v Casopisih, ki jih bodo brali
vasi vnuki. Vse se spreminja,

samo gramofoni s trobljo ostajajo vedno moderni.
S tisto roko je treba na vrata potrkati trikrat,
pa Se trikrat, geslo, ki omogoca vstop

v somrac¢ne dvorane, sredi vitrin, v katerih so ostale
le majhne etikete z napisi v latinsc¢ini.

V nekem kotu lezi napol strgana

karta no¢nega neba. Aldebaran, zvezda
tretje stopnje virtualne velikosti,

stoji nad Vodnim. Sarkofagi pred Postajo:
Peta rimska legija je odpotovala

in pozabila prtljago. Pozar v tovarni Treska
je izzval Piccolomini. V¢asih so baje obstajale
somracne zabave. (O somracnih zabavah

bi vam znala marsikaj povedati vasa babica!)
Evlija Celebija pa zdaj prodaja ¢icerko.
Knjiznica je stalno odprta
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Hok Ha nonHa meceunHa Haji Ckorje

(odnomka)

Kuuru co HanosiHo 6eu cTpaHuIN

Jexar 1o napkosure. Cekajie 3acIiaHy yOaBUITH
00BUTKAH CO CBUJIA KAKO KOKOHU Ha CBUJIEHU Oy6auKu.
Toa e 6ecpamuo. Toa e HeomycTIuBo. Tpeba

J1a ce U3BECTH I'PajIOHAYAIHUKOT ¥ I[eJINOT

rpajicku coBeT. Koj To T03BOJIMII pYIIIEHETO

Ha aHTHIKUTE TBPJMHU U Ha CBEIEHHUTe JICKYBAJIUIITa?
Bps3 crioMeHHUIINTE ce HaBJIeUeHH Bpeku o1 OpaliHo.
ToBopHHUIH 0bJIedeHN BO 6es1o

3aCTaHATH BO CBeUeHH I103H. HecmacHOCTa

CTaHyBa HOB OOJIMK Ha y6aBOTO OJIHECYBatbe.
ITpunpysxere HU ce BO COOUPAEETO

Ha CMeIITHY 6eJIN MeYyPKH IITO Ce pacTypaat

axo He ru 6epere Momdejku. Ha moxpusot

on I'paH/i X0Tesl MMa eJIeH XeJUKOIITEp

IIITO € IEJINOT 0ff cTakJo. Toa e oIacHo.

Toa e HepazymHo. Hukoj

He cMee JIa BJiede BO TaKBa aBaHTYpa.

KirygoT ro uma camo efjHa 6J1aro HacMeBHATa JIeBOjKa
IITO € 3aKJIydYeHa roJia BO eJleH CTap OpMaH.

Kape ro kpue xiygor? Ha HejsauHHOT verrien

MY pacTaT MJICIHH 3allu. Bo IIpasHOTO Takch
3abopaBeHa e eJ[Ha BUOJIMHA II0JIHA

co 3pesy cIUBU. YecHHOT Haofad

He ce npujasmI. OrlacyBajTe I 3a HEBaXKEUKU

CBOMTE POJIUTEIIH BO BECHUITUTE INITO Ke I'M YUTAaT
BamuTe BHynH. Ce ce MeHyBa

caMo rpaModoHH O TpyOa OCTaHyBaaT CEKOTAIll MOJEPHHU.
Co omaa paka Ha opTata Tpeba 1a ce YyKa TPHUIIATH,
I1a IIaK TPUIATH, JIOYHT IIITO 'O OBO3MOXKYBa BIIE30T
BO CAMpavHUTE CAJIH, Cpefle BUTPUHU BO KO OCTaHAJe
CaMO MaJIM €TUKETUIKH CO HATIINCH Ha JATUHCKU.

Bo ejieH aroJI JIeKH HAIOJy CKMHATa

KapTa Ha HOKHOTO He6o. AnebapaH, sBeszia

OJI TPeT CTelleH IPUBHU/HA TOJIEMHHA,

crou Haj BonHo. Caprodasu npey CraHumnara:
ITerrara prMcKa JIerja OTIaTyBaja

3abopasajku ro 6araxot. [Toskapor Bo dabpukara ,,Tpecka“
npenu3BuKaH e of [Tukonomunu. Hekoramn nmao

u campavHu 3a6aBu. (3a campadHuTe 3a6aBU

MOJKe Hajnobpo ma B packaxe 6aba Bu!)

Ho Esimja Yernebuja cera mponasa ebiebuja.
Bubnnorekara e OCTOjaHO OTBOpEHA
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za pozne obiskovalce. 1z enciklopedij je izrezanih
nekaj sumljivih ilustracij, predvsem

posnetkov Lune. Gre za

neko skrivno sekto. Starec s Planine,

to je to. Zavijte spet levo: ptica dodo

je odletela tja. V neki brivnici

je akvarij, v akvariju

lezi pozabljena Zaba-princesa.

Zbirka metuljev z Madagaskarja

je najdena v neki prodajalni bureka in belega peciva.
Razvada uZzivanja v bureku je neozdravljiva.
Instrumenti z neznanim namenom, napisi

z nerazvozljivo pisavo, Zenske z nejasnimi namerami.
Kaj pa ptica dodo? Tisti, ki sledijo ptici dodo,

se bodo zagotovo spotaknili med hojo.

Daut-pasin amam podaja k nebu svojih dvanajst dojk
kot kaksna Artemida iz Efeza,

ki je legla k pocitku. Duh starega slikarja

Se vedno tava v labirintu

in iS¢e izgubljeni baletni copatek.

Mesto ima svoje sporocilo, arhitekti in urbanisti

pa ne razumejo nicesar: razmetavajo stavek,
pripravljen za tisk. Vogali, na katerih stojijo prodajalci semen,
so ta prave pomembne tocke. Kino Kultura

je ekspresionisti¢en kino. Masoni, Judje,

derviske sekte, alkimisti: vsi se borijo

za prostor levo od Kamenega mostu, ¢e gledate

z desnega brega. Ne damo

divjih kostanjev! Kocije so najbolj

spominjale na netopirje, samo leteti

niso mogle. Ce leZe§ na sredo trga Plostad, bos na najboljsi nacin
obcutil okroglost Zemlje.

V luninem arhivu mesta

so nacrti in sheme, popolnoma kabalisti¢ne.

Kardo in dekumanus: na zemljevid mesta

je z iglo pritrjen metulj,

ki spreminja strani neba.

Ne poznamo kode ptice dodo.

Mlecno prozorne dijakinje medicinske $ole,
gimnazijke, jedre kot pravkar

utrgane breskve. Tu nas opazujejo.

Hodite previdno, kot da nicesar

ne opazite. Tista starka

ima deZnik, narejen iz Zabjih koZic. Popolnoma
nematerialen sneg. Iz Opere skozi okna garderob
beZijo ljubimci primadone.

Velike kulise, oblepljene s perjem,
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3a forHUTe HoceTuTeIn. O eHIUKIONENUNTE Ce HCedeHN
HEKOU COMHUTEJIHU Iy CTPAIUH, IIpe]t ce

cHUMKHUTe Ha MeceunHara. Bo npariame e

Hekoja TajHa cekta. Craperor oxf [ImannHara,

Toa e Toa. CKpIIIHeTe IIaK JIeBO: ITUIIaTa 010

3aMuHaIa Hatamy. Bo efHa GepbepHuIia

UMa aKaBPHYM, BO aKBaAPUYMOT

JIexH 3abopaBeHa xaba-IpUHIe3a.

Koseknuja Ha merepyru o Mayarackap

HajlleHa e BO e/[Ha IIPOJIaBHAUIIA 3a Gypek 1 Gellu mednBsa.
CirabocTa Ha Y>KHBaIbeTO BO 6YPeKoT e HeH3JIeurBa.
MHCTpyMeHTH CO Hello3HaTa HaMeHa, HaTIINCH

€O HEOJITaTINBO ITHCMO, KXeHH CO HETIIPOSHPHH HaMepH.

A ntunara gono? OHHe IITO ofiaT IO IITUIIATa JOI0
HEeCOMHEHO HeKajle Ke ce IIpeltHaT BO OJI0T.

JlayT-IIaIiH aMaM T'H 10/IaBa KOH He6OTO CBOHTE IBAHAECET JOjKH
Kako HekakBa Apremuna oji Edec

IIITO JIETHAJIA Ja ce OMOpH. JlyXOT Ha CTapHOT CJIMKAp

c€ yIITe JIyTa HA3 JIABUPHHTOT

6apajku eHa narybeHa H6ajercka maTHKa.

I'pajioT UMa cBoja IIOpaKa a apXUTeKTUTe U ypOaHUCTUTE
HHUIITO He pa3bHpaaT: ro pacTypaar CIOroT

TOTOB 3a IIedaTerbe. AITHTe Ha KOH CTOjaT IPOJjaBaunTe Ha CeMKH
ce BUCTHHCKHTe 3HadajHu Touku. Kunoro ,Kynrypa®

€ eIHO eKCIIPeCHOHNUCTHIKO K1HO. MacoHn, EBpen,
IepBUILIKY CeKTH, aJIXeMHIapH: CHTe ce bopat

3a MeCTOTO JIeBO 0] KaMeHHOT MOcT, aKo IJenare

ot necuuot 6per. He ru aBame

nuBuTe KocTenn! [TajTornTe HajMHOTY

IIpuleraa Ha JIMJIjalld, caMo He Moykea

na setaar. Jla ce erte cpefie IlnommrazioT e Hajpo6ap HAYHH
Zla ce TIOYYBCTBYBa TPKaJle3HOCTa Ha 3eMjaTa.

Bo MeceueBHOT apXUB Ha TPajioT

MMa HaI[PTU U IIeMH HaIloJIHO KabaJIMCTUUKH.

Kapmo u gexyMaHyc: Bp3 IUIaHOT Ha TpafioT

3alIBpCTeHA e CO I elHa Iellepyra

KOja 'l MeHyBa CTpaHHUTe Ha CBETOT.

He ro 3HaeMe KOZIOT Ha ITUIIaTa 10JI0.

Mi1eqHO-IIPOSHUPHU YICHUUKH Off MEIUIIMHCKOTO YIHIUIITE,
TMMHA3UCTKA HAMOBHATH KaKO INTOTYKY

ckuHaTH 1packu. Tyka HE HabIby/lyBaart.

Ogiere IpeTHa3INBO KAKO HUIITO

nia He 3abenexxyBare. Taa crapuiia

1Ma JaJiop HalpaBeH off skabju koxmaky. HamosHo
HeMaTepujasieH cHer. Oxn Onepara, HU3 IIPO30PIUTE Ha IIMUHKEPHUTE
6eraar JbyOOBHHUIUTe Ha IPUMaJIOHATA.

T'oeMu KyJIuCH O6JIeIIeHH CO TIepIyBU
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zataknjene v malih ulicah. Prepovedano
izogibanje: treba je skozi

Zalostna ogledala, skozi vlazna ogledala, skozi
lazna ogledala. V antikvariatih

imajo Cisto nove knjige: nekdo hodi pred ¢asom
in jih ima za zastarele. Tisti prstan,

ki ga ima na sebi Zenska roka ..., ne,

tega vam ne smem povedati. No, prav:

z njim je posvecena poslednja ptica dodo,

videna v Makedoniji. Nadrealizem ni mrtev!

To piSe na nekem sveZe prebeljenem zidu

s ¢rnimi ¢rkami. Konji, okraSeni z zrni fajanse

in ploSc¢icami iz macjega zlata, vlecejo

kocije iz prozornega papirja po ulicah,

polnih ribjih glav in majhnih beneskih gondol

iz plastike. Nekdo spi notri. Tistega,

ki tolmaci bajke, bodo jutri ubile

otroske tolpe. Soseska opravljivka

leti nad specimi hiSami kot prepariran cuk.

V foto prodajalnah so razstavljeni posnetki nekdanjih zarocencey,
zaobljubljenih vecni zvestobi. Vec¢nost

je bankrotirala: malim varcevalcem ne bo nikoli
povrnjena Skoda. Toda roka tvoja in roka moja

Se vedno v ljubezni ¢vrsto se drzita.

Brusilci noZev niso imeli vstopa v javna kopaliSca.
Po drugi strani pa so izvajalci sejemskih vescin
predstavljali dostojanstven poklic.

Razumete? Moram vam povedati,

da v mestu obstaja zarota kartografov in filatelistov.
Ti pravijo, da je ptica dodo pobegnila z ladje.
Ampak s katere ladje? Ne, ne, ni¢ nisem rekel.
Kakorkoli Ze, vse vodi k temu, da nas prisili misliti,
da obstaja neka postna znamka,

ki je namenjena

samo za skrivna pisma.

Pa vendar, piSite mi na naslov: Skopje,

mesto, v katerem ima Luna

za svojo dolZznost,

da premesa karte

mogocega in nemogocega.

Prevedla Namita Subiotto
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3arJaBeHN 110 MaJIUTe YIMIKH. 3abpaHeTo
3a00HKOJIyBatbe: MOpaTe Jla MUHeTe

HU3 T&XXHU OIJIefla)la, HU3 BJIQKMHU OIJIe/[a)la, HU3 JIKHU
orjienana. Bo aHTUKBapHUIUTE

UMa HaIlOJIHO HOBU KHHUTU: HEKOj OJH IIpeJl BpeMeTo

1 Beke I'M cMeTa 3a 3acTapeHH. Toj IIpcTeH

IITO IO IMa Ha ceOe JKeHCKaTa paka... He,

TOa He cMeaM J1a B ro pedaM. J[1o6po, Bo pex:

€O HETo e IIPCTeHyBaHa [10CJIe/[HaTa IITHIIA 10710

BHUJeHa Bo Makenonuja. HajpeaanamMoT He € MpTOB!

Toa nuIyBa Ha efieH IITOTYKY BapOCaH SUJ,

co 1pHHU GYKBH. YKpaceHH co 3pHa off dajaHc

1 €O IUTOYKHM OJf MAUelIKO 3JIaTO KOWUTE T'H BJIeJaT
KOUUHTe Off IPOSHPHA XapTHja HU3 YUK

IIOJIHY pHGjU IJIaBU U MaJIU BeHEIMjaHCKU TOHIOIN

op mractuka. Hexoj ciime BHatpe. OHOJ

IIITO TH TOJIKYBa bajkute ke 6uje yrpe youeH

ol eTckuTe bangu. MaanckaTa 0360pyBadka

JIeTa HaJl 3aCIaHnUTe KYKH KaKo Hperapupan Oys.

Bo doTorpacdckute JykaHU CTOjaT CHEMKI Ha HEKOTAIIHHTE CBPIICHUIIN
3aKOJIHATH Ha Be4Ha BepHOCT. BeyHocTa

6aHKpOTHpaa: CATHHTE IITEaq HeMa HIKOTAII

na 6unat obecrnreTenu. Ho pakaTa TBoja M pakaTa Moja

& yIITe IIBPCTO BO JbyOOBTa CTOjaT.

OcrpaunTe Ha HOKeBH HeMaJle IIPUCTAIl BO jaBHUTe GambH.
HacrpoTu Ha Toa, H3BelyBauuTe Ha MaHAfyPCKUTe BEIITUHU
IIpeTCTaByBaje eleH JOCTOUHCTBEH ecHad.

Cdakare? Mopam J1a BU pedam

ZleKa BO IpajioT IIOCTOH 3aroBop Ha KapTorpacbu U (riaTelucT.
Tue BesaT fexa nTUIATa 10710 U3beraa off 6pozIoT.

Ho on1 koj 6pon? He, He, He CYM KayKaJI HAIITO.

Bo cexoj cirydaj, c€ oiu KOH Toa a HE HaTepa Jla MUCINMe
IleKa IIOCTOU eJIHa IIOLITeHCKa MapKa

IITO € HAMEHeTa

caMo 3a TajHU IHCMa.

Cemak, nunryBajre MU Ha agpeca: Ckolje,

rpaji Bo Koj MeceunHaTa

CMeTa 3a CBOja JIOJDKHOCT

Ila TH U3Mellla KapTHUTe

Ha MOKHOTO I Ha HEBO3MOKHOTO.
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Full Moon Night Above Skopje

(Excerpt)

Books with perfectly white pages

lie around in parks. Everywhere sleeping beauties,
wrapped in silk like silkworm cocoons.

This is rude. This is inadmissible. One should

notify the mayor and the entire

city council. Who authorised the demolition

of antique city walls and renowned spas?

Monuments are covered with flour sacks.

Speakers dressed in white

keep still in solemn poses. Coarseness

is growing into a new form of good manners.

Join us in gathering

hilarious white mushrooms, which tend to scatter

if not picked in silence. On the rooftop

of Grand Hotel, there is a helicopter

made solely of glass. This is risky.

This is imprudent. Nobody

should embark on an adventure like this.

The only key is in the possession of a sweet-smiling girl
who is locked naked in an old wardrobe.

Where does she hide the key? Her comb

is growing baby teeth. In an empty taxicab

there is a forgotten violin full

of ripe plums. The honest finder

has not come forward. Advertise the nullity

of your parents in the newspapers which will be read
by your grandchildren. Everything changes,

only horn gramophones are always in fashion.

That hand should be used to knock on the door three times,
and three times more, a password that grants access
into sombre halls in the midst of glass cabinets, in which
only small labels with inscriptions in Latin remain.

In a corner there is a half torn

map of the night sky. Aldebaran, a star

level three virtual size,

is perched above the Vodno mountain. The sarcophagi in front of the Station:
Fifth Roman Legion departed

and left their luggage behind. The fire in the “Treska” factory
was set by Piccolomini. They say there used to be
sombre parties. (On sombre parties

your grandmother could tell you a thing or two!)

Yet Evliya Celebi sells chickpeas now.

The library is open around the clock
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for late-night visitors. Out of encyclopaedias

a few suspicious illustrations have been cut, most notably
the images of the Moon. It has to do

with a secret order. The Old Man from the Mountain,
this is what it is. Take another left turn: the dodo bird
flew over there. In a barbershop

there is an aquarium, in the aquarium

lies the forgotten Frog Princess.

A Madagascar butterfly collection

has been found in a burek and pastry shop.

Burek indulgence is untreatable.

Instruments of unknown purpose, inscriptions

of undecipherable letters, women of unclear intentions.
What about the dodo bird? Those who follow the dodo
are bound to stumble in their walk.

Daut pasSin amam offers its twelve breasts to the sky

like an Artemis from Ephesus

who lay down to rest. The spirit of the old painter

still wanders the labyrinth,

looking for a lost ballet slipper.

The city has its message, yet architects and urbanists
understand nothing: they disturb the type

set to print. The corners where seed sellers stand

are the ones that are truly important. “Kultura” cinema
is an expressionist cinema. The Masons, the Jews,

the Dervish sects, the alchemists: they all fight for

the space on the left from the Stone Bridge, seen

from the right bank. Horse chestnut trees

are here to stay! Most of all, the carriages

were evocative of bats, they just

couldn’t fly. Lying down in the middle of the “PloStad” square is the best
way to feel the roundness of the Earth.

In the Moon’s archives of the city

there are blueprints and outlines, utterly cabalistic.

The cardo and the decumanus: onto the city map

a butterfly has been pinned,

one that changes the points of the compass.

The dodo bird code is unfamiliar to us.
Milky-translucent medical school students,

high school girls, luscious like peaches

that have just been plucked. We are being watched here.
Step cautiously as if you notice

nothing. The old lady over there

has an umbrella made of frog skins. Utterly

immaterial snow. Out of the Opera changing rooms’ windows,
lovers of the prima donna are fleeing.

Large scenery glued over with feathers
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got stuck in back allies. It is forbidden

to avoid: one must pass through

sad mirrors, through moist mirrors, through

fake mirrors. In second-hand bookshops

brand new books are sold: somebody is ahead of time
and finds them obsolete. The ring

on the female hand over there... no,

I'm not entitled to tell you. Well, alright then:

it was used to consecrate the last dodo bird

ever seen in Macedonia. Surrealism is not dead!

This is written on a freshly painted wall

in black letters. Ornamented with faience beads

and fool’s gold slates, horses draw carriages

made of translucent paper along the streets

filled with fish heads and small Venetian gondolas

out of plastic. Someone is asleep in there. The one

who interprets the myths will tomorrow be killed

by kids’ gangs. The gossiper next door

flies above sleeping houses like a stuffed little owl.

In their shops, photographers display pictures of onetime fiancées
who pledged eternal loyalty. Eternity

filed for bankruptcy: small savers will never be
reimbursed. Yet the hand of yours and the hand of mine
are still tightly held in love.

Knife grinders were prohibited from entering a public bathhouse.
On the other hand, fairground routines

were performed by honourable professionals.

Do you see what I mean? I must tell you

about the conspiracy of cartographers and philatelists in this city.
According to them the dodo bird escaped from the ship.
But what ship was that? No, no, I haven’t said a word.

Be that as it may, it all boils down to making us believe
that there is postage stamp

designed

only for mysterious letters.

Still, you may write to me at the address: Skopje,

the city in which the Moon

finds it its duty

to shuffle the cards

of the possible and the impossible.

Translated by Manja Maksimovic¢
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Opredelitev poezije

Vem, da je umirati tezko -

Kakor vsi, ki ljubijo ostro glasbo svojega telesa,

In vedo, kako z lahkoto prisiliti telo skozi odprtino strahu
Kot skozi Sivankino uho,

Ti, ki so preplesali ves vek - tako se vsako premikanje
Plec in lopatic in stegen svetlika

Z daljno skrivnostjo smisla, kot beseda v sanskrtu,
Pod koZo se igra ime,

Kot riba v no¢nem ribniku -

Hvaljen bodi, Bog, ker si nam dal telo!

Ko umiramo, torej, bi lahko kriki mojstrov

Nad mano dvignili vsaj streho

(Tako je umrl moj praded, pravijo, da ¢arovnik),

In dusa se, skozi Ze razmehcano telo, preliva

Kot skozi mehko kuhan beljak,

Utrudljivo in problemati¢no nabrekla

Se izteguje v zatemnjenje

(Telo pa se medtem pretaka skozi panje

Kot odeja, ki jo Zeli odvreci bolnik,

Ker ga ta dusi) -

Dusa pa Se vedno poskusa preseci

Pritisk mesa, prekletstvo teznosti -

Ob zlomu strele zaradi ledenega navala meteoritov
Se glasno izliva kozmos

In v svojo galakticno cev neprestano

Vpihuje duso, kot list papirja zasuka

Mojo mlado duSo v barvi mokrega zelenja -

Ah, na svobodo! - in:

- Stojte! - zakrici dusa v trenutku pretoka skozi telo,
V trenutku najbolj slepece ostrine med dvema svetovoma -
Stojte, tu se ustavi,

To je, Poezija,

O Bog, kon¢no!

... Prsti poslednji¢ zadrgetajo v iskanju kemi¢nega svincnika
In ko ga najdejo, Ze ne ve¢ moji, piSejo ...
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Busnauenus moesii

3Haro, 1110 BMUPATHMY TSDKKO —

SIK yci, XTO TO6UTH TOUEHY MY3UKY BJIACHOTO Tila,
XT0 BMi€ JIETKO IIPOCUIIIOBATH HIOTO YB OTBOPH CTPaxy,
Sk y BymIKO rosku,

XTO BBeCh BiK HUM IIPOTAHITIOBAB — TaK, 1[0 KOXKEH HOPyX
I1neuqeit, 1 TOIMATOK, 1 CTETOH — CBITUBCS

Jlajiekoro TatHOK CMUCIY, SIK CJIOBO CAHCKPUTCHKOI MOBH,
I M’s131 TIij{ IKIpOIO TpaIH,

MoB pubu B HIYHOMY CTaBKY, -

Isxyto Tobi, Bosxe, 110 1aB Ham Tijo!

OTOX KOJIM IIOMHPATUMY, IYKHITh MalCTpIB,

A6u 3HsIM HaJ[i MHOIO ITOKPIBIIIO

(Tak moMupaB Miit IIpajii, KaKyTh, BilbMaK), -

I och TOfII, KOJIU Kpi3h PO3M sIKJIE BiKe TLIO,
[TepenuBar04nch, MOB Kpi3b HEKPYTO 3BapeHUI 610K,
[Tpo6arMHe HaTy)XHO HaOpsIKiIa JyIia,

BunuHaoInch moTeMHIHHIM

(A TiNO THMYAcCOM TEKTHMe KOPIaMH,

MoB K0BJIpa, 1[0 X0Ue CKUHYTH XBOPHUIA,

Bo BOHa #0ro0 IyIINTH), -

A jyma Bce IHYTHMETBCS IIPOPBATH

CTHCK IJTOTI, TPOKJIIH “paBiTallii, - 0ch TOAI

Y BUJIOM CTeJli ITyMKUM KPIDKaHUM 30pelagioM

Pune Kocmoc

I TATOM B CBOIO TaJIAKTUYHY TPYOy

Bunye myIy, 3akpyTHTb, SIK apKy1I IIallepy,

Moro MOJIOMICIHBKY YTy 6apBH MOKPOi 3eseHi —

Ax, Ha cBOGOmIY! — it

- Criiite! — cKpHKHe BOHa B MUTh IIPOPUBY Kpisb TiJIO,
B MUTB Ha ITOHAKCIIITYYiITiM JIe3i TOMDK IBOMa cBiTaMu, -
CriifTe, omym 3yIuUHITHCS,

Ocp n1e BoHa, [Toesis,

Bosxe, Haperri!

...ITanpIi BocTaHHE MIApIHYTHCS B IIONTYKaX aBTOPYYKH —
Bske 3acTuraoun, poOsIsTIuch BXKe He MOIMIL. ..
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Klitajmestra

Kasandra (Klitajmestri) .. Ti nisi, resni¢no, niti Zenska.

LESJA UKRAJINKA
Agamemnon gre -
vzpenja se po stopnicah in sonce
mu sveti v hrbet in ves izZareva baker,
z vojno bi lahko zalil kalup za klobuke in usnjene vrvice
na njegovih plocevinastih oklepih Skripajo ...
Pospravljati noc¢em!
Ne Zelim si zivalskega smradu iz ust
niti njegovih rok s ¢rnim za nohti, kot s trupel na bojnem polju
trgajo njegove roke z mene obleko
in mogoce za njegovimi nohti $e vedno gnijeta dlaka
in roZevina z obleke in z las pozabljenih.
Mogoce res nisem zenska -
nocem cviliti in se zvijati od smrtonosnega uZitka,
skozi in skozi ohromela zaradi slepece ostrine, ob trskah smrdecega potu,
pod tezo neizbezne carske oblasti, pod telesom,
ki se cedi name z lepljivimi sokovi smrti: sovraZzim
pretanjeno cviljenje psice, ki se izvije iz goltanca
brez moje volje,
zasovrazim onemoglost, ki me ovije nenadoma,
in neenakomerno kozavost njegovega surovega podbradka
nad sabo, nabuhlega zaradi vlage,
kdaj bom oprla oci; o sin Atreja!
Tako se je pod teboj upirala razplastena Troja.
Strela cilja v proZne in v Zive in v tiste, zajete v gradu -
je to damjak? Brizeida? Je mar vroc¢ od Zenske Kkrvi,
plavajo¢ po stegnih, iz tebe naredi zmagovalca,
kot kri, pridobljena iz teles tako, kot ¢rpa pravi¢nik vodo iz skale?
Zgolj sodomija - ne presustvo in ne zoofilija -
premaga Klitajmestro in damjaka in Kasandro in Trojo in Mikene!
Mogoce pa le nisem Zenska.
Agamemnon se pribliZuje in podaljSujejo se sence z vonjem po temi in znoju.
Mene pa tako zebe.
Stojim in se tresem od obsijanosti: ubijati - tudi to je delo!
Presti, tkati
(razpuscati - kot ta iz Itake), roznato telo Ajgista
(ah, kaj ima pri tem Ajgist!) natreti z neZnim oljem,
to je naslada za prste, vaja za prste, taka, ki né primerna za carico:

*V razlicici velike ukrajinske pesnice in dramaticarke Lesje Ukrajinke (1871-1913)
Kasandra te besede naslavlja na Klitajmestro, ko se ob Agamemnonovi vrnitvi srecata
iz oc¢i v o¢i pred vhodom v mikensko palaco.
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KiitemHuectpa

Kaccanapa (do Knimemnecmpu) ... Tu, npaBja, i He KiHKa.

JIECH YKPATHKA
AramMeMHOH ifie —
MiTHIMA€EThCA cXOaMHU, I COHIIe
CBITUTB Y CHUHY HOMY, 1 yBech BiH BIJUTyHIOE MifIo,
MOB HJIUTHUII BiffHOIO 60BBaH, i PUILISTH
IIKIpsIHI TOBOPO3KH OJISAIIIAHUX HOTO OOJIAYHKIB. ..
[Tpubepirs, He X0uy!
He 6axaro 3BiprHOr0 3aIaxy 3 pora,
aHi pyK HOT0 B HIITSX, JIMOBaHUX YOPHUM, - Il PYKU 3pUBAIOTH OIEXY
i3 MeHe, sIK 3 MepTBOT'O TijIa Ha 1101 6010,
1 MO>KJIMBO, TIiJI HIITSIMU IIle JOTHUBAIOTh BOPCHHKA
iyma — i3 ofexxi i BOIOCCS 3a0UTHX.
Mosxe, 51 He )KiHKa —
s He XOUy BHUINATH il 3BUBATUCH O]l CMEPTHOI BTiXH,
HaBWIIT IPOXPOMJICHA JIE30M CIIIIY4NM, Y CKaJIKaX CMEepJII04oro MoTy,
IIiJ] TrapeM, HeoOOPHIIITMM T1apChKOi BIIaH, - ] TLIOM
110 OILIMBA€E Ha MEHe JINIIKUMH COKaMU CMEPTH: HeHaBUJUKY
TOHKe CKaBYJIIHHSI CYKH, KOTpe 3aJISICKOUe
MHMO MOEI BOJIi B Ty MUTb Y MEHe B TOPTaHi,
HEHABHU/PKY XBUJIIO 3MOPH, KOTpa OTOPHE,
it po36yXJ1y OfI BUIBTOCTH IIOPHCTY TapaHKYBaTiCTh
JOT0 TJIEBKOTO IiIrOpJIst OHaJ 06010,
KoJu Oy/ly pO3ILIIONTYBaTh 04i; 0 cuHy ATpes!
Tax 1ix To6010 IpyUanack posivracTana Tpost.
Crpina moninse B IpyTKe, 1 )KUBE, 1 0XOIUIEHE TPEMOM —
e mamp? bpiceina? Yu — ropsa skiHOIBKOI KpOBH,
110 CTeTHAX CIUIMBAIOYU, POOHUTH Tebe IepeMOsKIIEM,
1110 KpoB 1006yBae i3 TiJI, Hade IIpaBeHUK — BOAY 31 CKeJIi?
He nepermo6cTBO, He CKOTOJIIOJICTBO, aJle CKOTOJIOXKCTBO —
3maraTb KiriteMHecTpy, i s1anb, i Kaccanppy, i Tporo, it Mikenu!
Mosxe, g 1 He XKiHKa.
AraMeMHOH Ha[[XOINTh, i TOBIIAIOTH TiHi i3 3aI1aXOM IITBMH i ITOTY.
A MeHI Taku 3UMHO.
SI cTolo 1 APUIKY 3 OCSISTHHS: BOMBATH — TO TaKOK poboTal
IIpsicty, TKaTH
(posmyckatu — sIK Ta, 110 3 ITaku), TposiHjoBe Tio Ericda
(ax, mpudim 1yT Ericd!) HaTHpaTH IeCTIIMBAM OJIIHKOM —
HACOJIOIA JUISI TTAJIBINIB, 3aHSTTS JJISI HAJIbIB, Ta He JJIS IapuIli:
Ile HIYMM He ITUISIXEeTHIII, HDK, IPUMIpOM, MaIlaHHS BiCIIUH,
i cTOKpOT yske Jinmie 6yi0 6 i3 IKUMOCH MOJIUIBHUKOM
YTeKTH — X04 110 [lesibd i, MOXKIIMBO, HOIMINTUCS B )KPHUIL,
Jie IIIOCBSITA HAJIEKATH BCIM HIEPEX0XKHIM KaliKaM,
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to je nikakor ne Zlahtni, noz, na primer, dotikanja ognojka,

in stokrat bolje bi bilo z gorec¢im vernikom

zbezati, vsaj v Delfe in, mogoce, postati svecenica,

kjer si na praznicni dan last vseh mimoidocih pohabljencev,

slepo prepuscajoca se tej brezoblic¢ni sili,

ki ne stremi k zastoju (udarec, ko si v teku: nasaditi se!) -

ki se snuje povsod, spremenljiva, tekoca in nevidna ...

Ah, kako je mraz.

Vzpenjas se, s soncem obsijan v hrbet -

o bogupodobni!

(Kolikor si podoben bogu, toliko si tudi sovraznik, toliko tvoja stopinja
priteguje lestev - na njej vsak korak tehta

trojanska leta - ah, naj bo, zato, bliZe, bliZe ...)

Ko od opoja mrtvi,

oslepela zaradi ¢rno-bele parafe senc, pripeke marmornatih plos¢ -
en - edini mir,

kje je zastor, ki je na njem razneslo 8krlat: ko bo$ zaSel za ta zastor,
bom z eno samo boZansko kretnjo

roke, otrdele zaradi hladu kovine, ki ji je povsem predana,
presegla vse, kar si do sedaj zmogel ti:

zasnovala bom novo carstvo -

svet brez Agamemnona.

Prevedla Andreja Kalc
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BI/JIal0YrCh He3psde Tiil cull, 11036aBJIeHil UKy,

1110 He IparHe cnutsmy (ynap — Ha 6iry: BrOpOIUTHUCH!) —
110 CHY€ThCS II0OBCIOJIHO, MIHJINBA, TeKy4a i He3pHUMa. ..

AX, K 3UMHO.

Cxopulil, OCBITJIEHUI COHIIEM 31 CIIUHH, -

o0 6oropisHuii!

(IITo 6oropiBHIIMMUIL, TO HEHABUIHIIINI, TO IPUTSATATBHIIT
CTYIIa TBOSI CXOJ[aMH — KOKeH-60 KPOK B Hill 3aBaKUTh

3 pix ImioHchbKHi — ax HY Xk 60, Hy OIIIDKTe, HY OJIIDKUe. .. )
3aBMHUpao4n 3 3axBaty,

CIITHYYH 3 YOPHO-OUIOr0 — po3uepKy TiHeil, 0OCOHHS IUIUT MapMYpPOBHUX, -
Ha BCIO CIUIY YSIBH JIepKy co61 Iepeli 30pom

OJJHAM-€AUHUN ITOKOIK,

Jie 3aCJIOHa — BCsI BUOYXJIMI IIYPIYp: KOJIM TH 3aiJIel 3a Hei,
A €[IMHUM OOKHUCTUM KECTOM

PYKH, TBEpIOI O] X0JIONY BIpHOTO iif MeTaiy,

Bce IIepeBepIITy, Ha IO TU JIOCi CIPOMITCs:

sI 3aCHYIO HOBe I1apCTBO —

cBiT 6€3 AraMeMHOHa.
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A Definition of Poetry

I know I will die a difficult death -

Like anyone who loves the precise music of her own body,
Who knows how to force it through the gaps in fear
As through the needle’s eye,

Who dances a lifetime with the body - every move
Of shoulders, back, and thighs

Shimmering with mystery, like a Sanskrit word,
Muscles playing under the skin

Like fish in a nocturnal pool.

Thank you, Lord, for giving us bodies.

When I die, tell the roofers

To take down the rafters and ceiling

(They say my great-grandfather, a sorcerer, finally got out this way).
When my body softens with moisture,

The bloated soul, dark and bulging,

Will strain like a blue vein in a boiled egg white,
And the body will ripple with spasms,

Like the blanket a sick man wrestles off

Because it’s hot,

And the soul will rise to break through

The press of flesh, curse of gravity -

The Cosmos

Above the black well of the room

Will suck on its galactic tube,

Heaven breaking in a blistering starfall,

And draw the soul up, trembling like a sheet of paper -
My young soul - the color of wet grass -

To freedom - then

“Stop!” it screams, escaping,

On the dazzling borderline

Between two worlds -

Stop, wait.

My God. At last.

Look, here’s where poetry comes from.

Fingers twitching for the ballpoint,
Growing cold, becoming not mine.

Translated by Michael M. Naydan and Askold Melnyczuk
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Clytemnestra

Cassandra (7o Clytemnestra) “You’re not really a woman”*

LESYA UKRAINKA
Agamemnon’s coming home.
He’s climbing the stairs, the sun
Is behind him, he’s clanging with brass
Like a war-bloated idol, the leather thongs
Of his armor are squeaking.
Take it off, I don’t want it!
I don’t want the animal smell of his mouth,
Or his hands with their black-rimmed nails - those hands
Rip off my clothes as from a corpse on the battlefield,
And under the nails the flakes
And fuzz from the clothes and hair of the slain are probably still rotting.
Maybe I'm not really a woman.
I don’t want to scream and squirm with mortal pleasure,
Stuck on his gleaming weapon amid gobs of stinking sweat
Beneath a burden more overwhelming than the regal power - under his body
Trickling its sticky death-juices on me - I hate
The high-pitched bitch’s whimper that will escape my throat,
I hate the wave of languor that will embrace me
And the doughy, pitted neck above me
When I open my eyes. O son of Atreus!
That’s how Troy, outstretched, writhed under you.
Your arrows target anything alive, elastic, quick -
Is it the doe? Briseis? or hot female blood
Flowing down thighs that makes you the victor,
Able to draw blood from a body like a sinless man water from a stone?
It wasn’t lust, or beastliness, but bestiality
To have conquered Clytemnestra, and the doe, and Cassandra, Mycenae
and Troy.
Maybe I'm not really a woman.
Agamemnon’s coming, and the shadows smelling of darkness and sweat
are growing longer.
I'm cold.
I'm shaking from the realization: killing is also a job!
Spinning, weaving,
Unweaving (like that woman from Ithaca), rubbing Aegisthus’ rosy body
(what does ke have to do with this?) with soothing oil -
These are pleasures for hands, occupation for hands - but not those of a queen.

*In the version by the great Ukrainian poet and playwright Lesya Ukrainka (1871 -
1913), these are the words spoken by Cassandra to Clytemnestra when the two find
themselves face to face on the threshold of the palace of Mycenae upon Agamemnon’s
return.
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They're no more noble, for instance, than fingering pockmarks.

It would be a hundred times better to run off with some pilgrims,

Say, to Delphi, and become a priestess,

To belong at every feast to every passing cripple,

To give myself up blindly to that faceless force

Without malevolence, and omnipresent - shifting, coursing, unseen...

Oh, how cold I am!

You're climbing the stairs, backlit by the sun -

Oh godlike!

More godlike, more hateful, more compelling

Is your stride up the stairs (each step weighs

One year of the Trojan war) - oh come closer, closer...

Stiff with excitement,

Half-blinded from the black and white - this graph of shadows, patches
of sun on the marble tiles

I'm keeping in my sight, with the whole strength of my imagination,

Just this one small room

Where the curtain’s like burst crimson - when you step behind it,

With a single lordly gesture

Of my hand, steady with the cold of obedient steel,

I'll out-do everything you have accomplished,

I'll set up another kingdom -

A world without Agamemnon.

Translated by Lisa Sapinkopf in collaboration with the author
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Forrest Gander se je rodil leta 1956 v pusc¢avi Mojave v Barstowu v Kaliforniji.
Diplomiral je iz geologije in angleske knjiZzevnosti. Je profesor angleske in
primerjalne knjiZzevnosti na Brown University in avtor esejev, ki so bili
objavljeni v Stevilnih revijah, kot so The Nation, Boston Review in The
Providence Journal. Med njegova najnovejsa dela spadajo pesniSka zbirka
Eye Against Eye (Oko proti o¢esu, 2005), roman As a Friend (Kot prijatelj,
2008) in prevod iz Spanscine Firefly Under the Tongue: Selected Poems of
Coral Bracho (Kresnica pod jezikom: Izbrane pesmi Corala Bracha, 2008).
Je Stipendist Rockefellerjevega sklada United States Artists, prejema pa
tudi subvencijo National Endowment for the Arts ter Stipendije Guggenhei-
move, Howardove in Whitingove fundacije. Njegova spletna stran:
www.brown.edu/Departments/Literary_Arts/people/Forrest/

Forrest Gander was born in 1956 in the Mojave Desert in Barstow, Cali-
fornia. He has degrees in geology and English literature. He is Professor
of English and Comparative Literature at Brown University and has
authored essays for numerous journals including The Nation, Boston Re-
view, and The Providence Journal. Among his recent books are the book
of poems Eye Against Eye (2005), the novel As a Friend (2008), and the
translation (from the Spanish) Firefly Under the Tongue: Selected Poems
of Coral Bracho (2008). A United States Artists Rockefeller Fellow, Gan-
der is recipient of fellowships from the National Endowment for the Arts,
the Guggenheim, Howard, and Whiting foundations. His website can be
found at www.brown.edu/Departments/Literary_Arts/people/Forrest/
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Forrest Gander

Bralcu

Ceprav si iskal nekaj drugega
v ogledalu, se jim ne mores izogniti, ne?
Brazdam sarkazma, oCesnim gubam nespecnosti
in krmeZljavosti oklevanja
in tihemu glasu, ki rece, poglej, koliko je ura, in tvoje ime, in zakaj
se ne ulezes,
da bos jutri spocit za v sluzbo.
Potem se sproZijo sanje.
In vendar si zaradi daljnega upanja $e vedno buden. Se si
buden, ne? Ceprav je Ze pozno in je vprasanje, ki si ga zastavljal,
postalo nekaj drugega.
Kaksno je zdaj?

Kako te je taktilni amnion navade prenehal

varovati? Noc se izlije

v grice, v kremenasti re¢ni prod in v lastovi¢je dupline, v mangrov

korenine, gostece se okoli izgubljenih ribjih trnkov. Na izvesku

bencinske Crpalke se Pegaz priZge in zamiglja in spet prizZge,

in Celjustne miSice usluzbenca trzajo, ko zre proti zalivu,

s Stevilko dela za zobati jermen na koS¢ku papirja v roki.

Vtem ko zvezde zaZarijo in natakarica otrka

prt, se ravno spet odpiras

sli po tem, da bi bil napolnjen z nec¢im? S ¢im? Okrog tebe

brezimne, brezstevilne stvari zganjajo trusc v tiSini,

vpijajo tvoje motrenje prav v trenutku stika, v tistem kriticnem

hipu, ko se tvoja linija pogleda, dvignjena z ogledala in nezZno spuscena
spet dol

v brazdo vrtece se Zemlje, ujame

in se videz izlije kot Zabji spev.

Jaz sem bil tisti, ja, ki sem sledil, ko si vodil in ko si zaostal.
Kako dolgo je trajalo, da sva priSla sem, midva, ki

pripadava temu casu v vseh njegovih praznih minevanjih in
v njegovi polnosti. Naj ti pritisnem usta na hrbet dlani,
preden mi jo umaknes$ z obraza.
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To the Reader

Although you were looking for something else

in the mirror, you can’t avoid them can you?

The wrinkles of sarcasm, the crowfeet of insomnia,

and the bleary-eye of hesitation,

and the silent voice saying look what time it is, and your name, and why
don’t you lie down

so you'll be rested for work tomorrow.

Then the dream snaps on.

And yet a distant hope keeps you awake. You are still

awake, aren’t you? Although it is late now and the question
you were asking

has become something different.

What is it now?

How has the tactual amnion of habit failed

to protect you? The night discharges

itself into hills, into the river’s fan gravel and swallow holes, mangrove

roots thickening around lost fish hooks. In the gas station

sign, Pegasus lights up and flickers out and lights up again,

and muscles twitch in the attendant’s jaw as he stares into the bay,

a timing chain part number on the slip of paper in his hand.

While stars flare and the waitress crumbs

the tablecloth, are you just opening again

to the lust to be filled with something? What is it? Around you,

the nameless, countless things hullabalooing in silence

sop up your looking at the very moment of contact, at the critical

instant when your line of sight, lifted from the mirror and gently set
down again

into a groove of the revolving earth, catches

and appearance pours out like frog song.

It was me, yes, following when you led and when you fell behind.
How long it took us to get here, we who

belong to this time in all its thin passages and in

its fullness. Only let me press my mouth to the back of your hand
before you move it from my face.
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Obletnica

Da ne bil bi znan vedno po svojih ranah,
sem pokopal licinke melanholije

in se obrnil proti tebi.
Zbral sem se

kot mrak
k ¢rnim tulipanom tvojih bradavic.

Za sedem dni sva zaklenila vrata,
ribala sobo s ptic¢jo krvjo.

In nekaj ¢asa je bila,
v duplini, iz katere raste tvoj vrat

med tvojima sijajnima klju¢nicama,
najin edini tekmec glasba,

klavir kostne beline.
Niti ni svetloba splahnela,

temvec se je temnec skrcila.

Surovost gledanja.
Drget.
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Anniversary

Not to be known always by my wounds,
I buried melancholy’s larvae

And turned toward you.
I gathered myself

Like the dusk
To the black tulips of your nipples.

For seven days we locked the door,
We scoured the room with bird’s blood.

And for a little while
In the hollow where your throat rose

From between your splendid clavicles,
Our only rival was music,

The piano of bone-whiteness.
Nor did the light subside,

But deepeningly contracted.

The rawness of the looking.
The quiver.
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Testament

Polizi si prah s stopal in pridi k meni.
Moj doseg ni skrajsan. Vidi$

to smrdljivo ribo? To je tvoja riba.
Zapri odi, otrok, tako zelo ljubljen

in domac s krutostjo.

Jaz, ki ne razsojam, sem tako namenil.
Nisi upal, da slisal bo$ moj glas?

Torej se potolazi s tem drhtenjem,

z mojim dihom v tvojih nosnicah.

Pa koga bi se ti sploh bal? Rekel sem,
ulezi se, da bom lahko hodil po tebi.
In ti si poloZil svoje telo kot tla.

Glej, to sem jaz. Temen in krasen,

kot bujnih ceder rast na klifu.

Poglej me in se raztresc¢i na koscke,
medtem ko gre dezela dalje, polna konj.
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Final Testament

Lick the dust from your feet and come to me.
My reach isn’t shortened. See

this stinking fish? It’s your fish.

Close your eyes, child much loved

and familiar of cruelty.

I, who do not arbitrate, have purposed it.
Didn’t you hope to hear my voice?

So slake yourself on this trembling,

my breath in your nostrils.

And who are you to be afraid? I said

Lie down so I can walk over you,

And you have laid your body like the ground.
Behold, it is I. Dark and lovely,

like cedars blown flush on the cliff.

Look at me and be broken in pieces

while the land goes on full of horses.

269



Yasmina Khadra je psevdonim alZirskega pisatelja Mohammeda Moulesse-
houla, ki se je leta 1955 rodil v Kenadsi. Khadra je obiskoval vojasko Solo in
postal visoki oficir. Da bi se izognil cenzuri, je pisal v franco$c¢ini in prevzel
psevdonim, s katerim se je poklonil svoji Zeni. Svojo identiteto je razkril
javnosti, ko je konec leta 2000 z druZino prebegnil v Francijo, kjer se je ustalil
vkraju Aix-en-Provence. Khadra je zaslovel s trilogijo Morituri (1997), Double
blanc (Dvojno bela, 1998) in L'automne des chimeéres (Jesen himer, 1998),
napisano v tradiciji romana noir. Med drugim je napisal e romane A quoi
révent les loups (O ¢em sanjajo volkovi, 1999), Limposture des mots
(Sleparija besed, 2002), Les hirondelles de Kaboul (Lastovke iz Kabula,
2002), Cousine K (Sestri¢na K, 2003), La part du mort (Del smrti, 2004),
Lattentat (Napad, 2005), Les Sirenes de Bagdad (Bagdadske sirene, 20006)
in Ce que le jour doit a la nuit (Kar dan dolguje noci, 2008). Khadra je
dobitnik Stevilnih literarnih odlikovanj, med drugim prix littéraire beur
FM méditerranée (2005), prix du meilleur polar francophone (2004) in
glavne nagrade alZirskega zdruZenja I'’Association des libraires algériens
(2003). Casnik The San Francisco Chronicle je razglasil Lastovke iz Kabula
za knjigo leta 2004. Za roman Napad, ki je leta 2008 v slovenskem prevodu
Iztoka Ilca izSel pri zalozbi Tuma, je leta 2006 prejel literarne nagrade prix
des libraires, prix découverte in prix tropiques. Delo Ce que le jour doit a
la nuit sta za roman leta razglasili televiziji Liré in France. Njegova dela so
bila prevedena v dvaintrideset tujih jezikov, pred kratkim je v slovenskem
prevodu Iztoka Ilca pri zalozbi Tuma izSel Se roman Lastovke iz Kabula.

Yasmina Khadra is a pseudonym of the Algerian writer Mohammed
Moulessehoul, who was born in 1955, in Kenadsa. Khadra attended mili-
tary school and became a high ranking officer. To avoid censorship he wrote
in French, moreover, he even adopted a special pseudonym by which he
also paid tribute to his wife. He revealed his identity to the public after he
and his family emigrated to France and settled down in Aix-en-Provence
towards the end of the year 2000. Khadra won acclaim with the trilogy
Morituri (1997), Double blanc (Double Blank, 1998) and L'automne des
chiméres (Autumn of the Phantoms, 1998) written in the roman noir genre
tradition. Among other works he has also authored novels such as A quoi
révent les loups (Wolf Dreams, 1999), Limposture des mots (The Decep-
tion of Words, 2002), Les hirondelles de Kaboul (The Swallows of Kabul,
2002), Cousine K (Cousin K, 2003), La part du mort (The Piece of Death,
2004), L'attentat (The Attack, 2005), Les Sirenes de Bagdad (The Sirens of
Baghdad, 2006) and Ce que le jour doit a la nuit (What the Day Owes to
the Night, 2008). Khadra has received the following awards: Prix littéraire
Beur FM Méditerranée (2005), Prix du Meilleur Polar Francophone (2004),
and the main award of the Algerian Bookseller Association (2003). The San
Francisco Chronicle pronounced The Swallows of Kabul the best book of
the year in 2004. For his novel The Attack - its Slovene translation by Iztok
Ilc was published by the Tuma publishing house in 2008 - he won the liter-
ary awards Prix des libraires, Prix Découverte and Prix Tropiques in 20006;
Ce que le jour doit a la nuit was named best novel of the year by both Liré
and France Televisions. His works have been translated into thirty-two for-
eign languages. Recently the Slovene translation of the novel The Swallows
of Kabul by Iztok Ilc has been published by the Tuma publishing house.
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Yasmina Khadra

Lastovke 1z Kabula

(Odlomek)

»Kdo si drzne kosati se z BoZjo jezo?«

Lakomen nasmeh mu priviha ustnice. S prsti si obriSe peno, ki se mu je
zgostila v kotickih ustnic. Glava neodobravajoce odkima, pocasi, nato prst
znova zakoplje v pod, kakor da ga namerava prevrtati.

»Mi smo BoZji vojaki, bratje moji. Zmaga je na$ poklic, paradiZ nas
karavanseraj. Naj kdo od nas podleZe ranam in, glej no, pobrat ga pride
kontingent hurij, lepih kakor tisoCero sonc. Ne imej onih, ki so se Zrtvovali
za Gospodovo stvar, za mrive! Ni res, Zivi so, pri svojem Gospodu, nic
Jjim ne manjka! Njihovi premaganci pa bodo zapustili tostransko kalvarijo,
a Caka jih le ve¢na gehena. Na bojnih poljih in v spominu preZivelih bodo
njihova trupla zgnila kakor mrhovina. Nimajo pravice ne do Gospodove
milosrénosti ne do naSega usmiljenja. Ni¢ nas ne ovira, da ne bi deZel
mumininov® ocistili nesnage, naj od Dzakarte do Jeriha, od Dakarja do
Mehike, od Kartuma do Sdo Paula in od Tunisa do Chicaga z minaretov
odmevajo vzkliki zmagoslavja ...«

»Alahu akbar!/« eksplodira mulov tovaris.

»Alahu akbar!« se vzburkajo glasovi prisotnih.

Ko v moSeji zadoni hrumenje, Zunajra poskoci. Misle¢, da je pridige
konec, privzdigne krila svojega ¢adrija in ¢aka, da pridejo verniki ven. 1z
svetiS¢a ne pride niti ena postava. Prav nasprotno, biri¢i Se naprej
zaustavljajo mimoidoce in jih naganjajo z udarci korobaca v stavbo,
prebarvano v zeleno in belo. Gurujev glas je zdaj Se mocnejsi, podzgan z
lastnimi besedami. Obcasno se dvigne tako visoko, da ob njem ocarani
talibani pozabijo nadzirati zijala. Celo otroci, razcapani in preplaSeni, se
zalotijo pri poslusanju pridige, nato pa se spet vres€e poZenejo proti
uli¢icam, natrpanim z ljudmi.

Najbrz je ura deset in sonce se ne brzda vec. Zrak je nasicen s prahom.
Zunajra se dusi, mumificirana v svojem ogrinjalu. Bes ji zvija trebuh in
stiska grlo. Nora Zelja, da bi v iskanju morebitnega piSa sveZine privzdignila
kuto, Se zaostruje njeno Zivénost. Toda v krilo Cadrija si ne upa niti obrisati
prepotenega obraza. Kakor norica v prisilnem jopicu ostaja prikovana na
stopnisce, da v vrocini kaplja od nje, medtem ko poslusa, kako se njeno
sopenje pospesuje in kako ji kri udarja v sence. Nenadoma si ocita, da
¢aka tukaj, da sedi na pragu ruSevine, podobna pozabljeni malhi, ki
priteguje zdaj vprasujoce oko mimoidocih Zensk zdaj prezirljivi pogled
talibanov. Obcutek ima, da je sumljiv predmet, izpostavljen vsem vrstam
zasliSevanj, in to jo mudi. Preplavi jo sram. Nuja, da bi zbeZala, da bi se
takoj zdaj vrnila v hiSo, zaloputnila vrata za seboj in nikdar vec izstopila, ji
rahlja Zivce. Zakaj je privolila, da bo sledila svojemu moZzu? Kaj je upala, da

* muminin: pravoverni
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Les hirondelles de Kaboul

(Fragment)

- Et qui oserait se mesurer a la colere de Dieu?

Un sourire vorace lui retrousse les levres. De ses doigts, il essuie 'écume
qui s’est épaissie au coin de sa bouche. Sa téte fait non, doucement, puis son
doigt revient piocher le plancher comme s’il cherchait a le transpercer.

- Nous sommes les soldats de Dieu, mes freres. La victoire est notre
vocation, le paradis notre caravansérail. Que I'un de nous succombe a ses
blessures, et ne voila-t-il pas un contingent de houris, belles comme mille
soleils, pour le recueillir. Ne croyez guére que ceux qui se sont sacrifiés
pour la cause du Seigneur sont morts; ils sont bel et bien vivants aupres
de leur Maitre qui les comble de ses bienfaits ... Quant a leurs martyrs, ils
ne quitteront le calvaire d’ici-bas que pour la géhenne de toujours. Comme
des charognes, leurs cadavres pourriront sur les champs de bataille et dans
la mémoire des survivants. Ils n’auront droit ni a la miséricorde du Seigneur
ni a notre pitié. Et rien ne nous empéchera d’assainir la terre des mouminin,
pour que retentissent, de Jakarta a Jéricho, de Dakar a Mexico, de Khartoum
a S30 Paulo et de Tunis a Chicago les clameurs triomphantes du minaret ...

- Allabou aqbar! explose un compagnon du mollah.

- Allabou aqbar! s’ébranle I'assistance.

Zunaira sursaute lorsque la clameur tonne dans la mosquée. Croyant la
séance terminée, elle ramasse les pans de son tchadri et attend de voir sortir
les fideles. Aucune silhouette n’émerge du sanctuaire. Bien au contraire, les
sbires continuent d’intercepter les passants et de les diriger,a coups de fouet,
sur la batisse peinte en vert et blanc. La voix du gourou reprend de plus
belle, galvanisée par ses propres propos. Quelquefois, elle monte si haut que
les taliban subjugués en oublient de contrdler les badauds. Méme les enfants,
déguenillés et hagards, se surprennent en train d’écouter le préche avant de
s’élancer en piaillant vers les ruelles saturées de monde.

1l doit étre dix heures, et le soleil ne se retient plus. L'air est chargé de
poussiere. Momifiée dans son voile, Zunaira suffoque. La colere lui noue le
ventre et lui obture la gorge. Une folle envie de soulever sa cagoule en quéte
d’une hypothétique bouffée de fraicheur redouble sa nervosité. Mais elle
n’ose méme pas s’essuyer la figure ruisselante dans un pan de son tchadri.
Telle une forcenée dans sa camisole, elle reste effondrée sur le perron, a
dégouliner sous la chaleur et a écouter son haletement s’accélérer et le sang
battre a ses tempes. Subitement, elle s’en veut d’étre la, assise sur le seuil
d’une ruine, semblable a un balluchon oublié, attirant tantot I'ceil intrigué
des passantes tantot le regard méprisant des taliban. Elle a le sentiment d’étre
un objet suspect exposé a toutes sortes d’interrogations, et cela la torture.
La honte la gagne.Le besoin de s’enfuir, de retourner sur-le-champ a la maison
et de claquer la porte derriere elle pour ne plus en ressortir lui taillade I’esprit.
Pourquoi a-t-elle accepté de suivre son époux? Qu’espérait-elle trouver, dans
les rues de Kaboul, hormis la misere et les affronts? Comment a-t-elle pu
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bo nasla na ulicah Kabula, razen bede in sramotenj? Kako je lahko privolila,
da si je nadela to strasno odevalo, ki jo iznicuje, ta hodeci Sotor, ki ji
predstavlja razvrednotenje njenega poloZaja in jeCo z mreZasto masko,
vrezano v obraz kakor kalejdoskopske masSrabeje, kako je privolila v
rokavice, ki ji prepovedujejo, da bi stvari prepoznavala na otip, in kako je
privolila v teZo zlorab? Vseeno pa se je bala prav tega. Vedela je, da jo bo
lastna nepremisljenost izpostavila temu, kar najbolj mrzi, kar zavraca celo
v spanju: odvzemu pravic. Gre za nezaceljivo rano, nepokretnost, ki se je
ne moremo navaditi, poSkodbo, ki je ne omilijo ne rehabilitacije ne terapije
in ki se ji ne moremo prilagoditi, ne da bi nas premagal stud do samega
sebe. In Zunajra ta stud jasno zaznava; vre v njej, ji razZira drobovje in
grozi, da jo bo pogubil. Cuti, kako raste globoko v njej, podoben grmadi.
Mogoce se prav zaradi tega pod cadrijem poti in dusi in morda se prav
zaradi tega zdi, da se ji po izsuSenih ustih razliva nekakSen vonj po
kremiranju. NezadrZljiv bes ji pritiska na prsi, ji trpindi srce in ji napenja
vratne Zile. Pogled se ji zamegli: zdaj zdaj bo bruhnila v jok. Z nezasliSanim
naporom zacne krciti pesti, da bi jih prisilila k mirovanju, vzravna hrbet in
se osredotoci na enakomerno dihanje. Pocasi potlaci svoj bes in si
postopoma izprazni glavo. Mora potrpeti, mora vzdrzati, dokler se Mohsen
ne vrne. Ena sama nespretna kretnja, ena pritozba, in po nepotrebnem bi
se nastavila talibanski gore¢nosti.

Mula Basir je strasno navdahnjen, ugotavlja Mohsen Ramat. Podzgan s
svojimi sramotilnimi izbruhi ne prekinja trenutkov vznesenosti, razen ko
potrka po tleh ali ko ponese vrcek k razbeljenim ustnicam. Govori Ze dve
uri, vehementno, z mnogimi kretnjami, njegova slina je enako belkasta
kakor njegove oci. Njegova bivolja sapa, ki odmeva po dvorani, spominja
na sunek zemeljskih ploSC. V prvih vrstah se verniki, pokriti s turbani, ne
zavedajo hude vrocine. Gurujeva gostobesednost jih dobesedno
zasuznjuje, usta drZzijo Siroko odprta, da za nobeno ceno ne bi zgresili
toka odZejajocih besed, ki se zlivajo nanje. V vrstah za njimi so mnenja
deljena; nekateri se poducujejo, nekateri dolgocasijo. Veliko jih ni
zadovoljnih, ker so tukaj, namesto da bi se ukvarjali s svojimi opravki.
Nenehno se presedajo in si manejo prste. Nekega starca je zmanjkalo,
taliban ga strese s konico krepela. Uboga para se na pol prebudi in
zameZika, kakor da ne prepozna kraja, si z dlanjo obriSe obraz, zazeha,
zatem se mu pticji vrat omehca in ponikne nazaj v spanec. Mohsen je Ze
dolgo nazaj izgubil nit pridige. Mulove besede se ga ne dotaknejo vec.
Radoveden se nenehno obraca k Zunajri, negibni na stopni$c¢u na drugi
strani ceste. Ve, da ravno zdaj trpi pod svojim pregrinjalom zaradi sonca
in zaradi dejstva, da ¢emi tam, podobna anomaliji sredi zijal, ona, ki jo je
strah privabljanja pozornosti. Gleda jo, v upanju, da ga bo opazila sredi
trume posameznikov resnih obrazov in nedostojnega molka, nemara
dobro razume njegovo obZalovanje, da se je preprost sprehod po mestu,
kjer se stvari premikajo vroci¢no, ne da bi zares napredovale, tako spre-
vrgel. Nekaj mu pravi, da mu Zunajra zameri. V svoji togosti je tako napeta,
kakor ranjena tigrica, prisiljena v napad ...
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accepter d’enfiler ce monstrueux accoutrement qui la néantise, cette tente
ambulante qui constitue sa destitution et sa geole, avec son masque grillagé
taillé dans son visage comme des moucharabiehs kaléidoscopiques, ses gants
qui lui interdisent de reconnaitre les choses au toucher, et le poids des abus?
Pourtant, c’est exactement ce qu’elle redoutait. Elle savait que sa témérité
allait I'exposer a ce qu’elle déteste le plus, a ce quelle refuse jusque dans
son sommeil:la déchéance. C’est une blessure incurable, une infirmité qu’on
n’apprivoise pas, un traumatisme que n’apaisent ni les rééducations ni les
thérapies et dont on ne peut s’accommoder sans sombrer dans le dégout de
soi-méme. Et ce dégout, Zunaira le percoit nettement; il fermente en elle, lui
consume les tripes et menace de I'immoler. Elle le sent grandir au tréfonds
de son étre, pareil 2 un biicher. C’est peut-étre pour cela qu’elle dégouline et
suffoque sous son tchadri, que sa gorge asséchée semble déverser comme
une odeur de crémation dans son palais. Une rage incoercible lui oppresse la
poitrine, malmene son cceur et gonfle les veines de son cou. Son regard
s’embrouille: elle est sur le point d’éclater en sanglots. Avec un effort inoui,
elle commence par crisper les poings pour contenir leurs tremblements,
redresse le dos et s’applique a discipliner sa respiration. Lentement, elle
refoule sa colere, cran par cran, fait le vide dans sa téte. Il faut qu’elle prenne
son mal en patience, qu’elle tienne le coup jusqu’au retour de Mohsen. Une
maladresse, une protestation, et elle s’exposerait inutilement au zele des
taliban.

Le mollah Bashir est fortement inspiré, constate Mohsen Ramat. Emporté
par ses diatribes, il ne suspend ses envolées que pour cogner sur le plancher
ou porter un carafon a ses levres incandescentes. Il parle depuis deux heures,
véhément et gesticulant, la salive aussi blanchatre que ses yeux. Son souffle
de buffle vibrant dans la salle rappelle une secousse tellurique. Aux premiers
rangs, les fideles enturbannés ne se rendent pas compte de la fournaise. Ils
sont littéralement subjugués par la prolixité du gourou, la bouche grande
ouverte pour ne rien rater du flot de paroles désaltérantes cascadant sur
eux. Derriere eux, les avis sont partagés;il y a ceux qui s’instruisent, et ceux
qui s’ennuient. Beaucoup ne sont pas contents d’étre 1a au lieu de vaquer a
leurs occupations. Ceux-la ne cessent de s’agiter et de se triturer les doigts.
Un vieillard s’est assoupi, un taliban le secoue du bout de son gourdin. A
peine réveillé, le pauvre bougre bat des paupieres comme s’il ne reconnaissait
pas I’endroit, s’essuie la figure avec la paume de sa main puis, apres un
baillement, son cou d’oiseau se ramollit et il se rendort. Mohsen a, depuis
longtemps, perdu le fil du sermon. Les propos du mollah ne l'atteignent
plus. Inquiet, il n’arréte pas de se retourner vers Zunaira, la-bas de I'autre
coté de la chaussée, immobile sur le perron. Il sait qu’elle est en train de
souffrir sous sa tenture, du soleil et du fait de rester la, pareil a une anomalie
au milieu des badauds, elle qui a horreur de se donner en spectacle. Il la
regarde, espérant qu’elle le voie parmi ce ramassis d’individus au facies grave
et aux silences incongrus, peut-étre comprend-elle combien il regrette la
tournure qu’a prise une simple promenade dans une ville ou les choses
bougent fébrilement sans avancer vraiment. Quelque chose lui dit que Zunaira
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Na viSini senc zazvizga korobac:

»Dogaja se spredaj,« ga opomni taliban.

Mohsen se ukloni in Zeni obrne hrbet. Zalosten.

Pridige je konec. Ovcice iz prvih vrst evfori¢no planejo kvisku in se
zgrnejo nad guruja, da bi mu poljubile roko ali kos¢ek turbana. Mohsen
mora pocakati, dokler talibani vernikom ne dovolijo zapustiti moSeje. Ko
se mu konc¢no uspe izmakniti prerivanju, je Zunajra Ze povsem omamljena
od sonca. Obcutek ima, da se je svet zmracil, da se Sumi okoli nje
upocasnjeno vrtincijo, in le stezka vstane.

»I'i ni dobro?« jo vpraSa Mohsen.

Vprasanje ima za tako neslano, da se ji ne zdi vredno odgovoriti nanj.

»Hocem nazaj domov,« rece.

Naslonjena na dvokrilna vrata poskuSa priti k sebi, nato pa brez besed
krene z opotekavimi koraki, nejasnim pogledom, razgreto glavo. Mohsen
jo skuSa podpreti, a ga brezobzirno odrine.

»Ne dotikaj se me,« mu zakrici z ranjenim glasom.

Mohsenu prizadene krik njegove Zene enako bolecino, kot jo je zacutil
pred dvema urama, ko sta ga po ramah udarila dva korobaca hkrati.

Prevedel Iztok Iic

Yasmina Khadra: Lastovke iz Kabula, Zalozba Tuma, Ljubljana 2009. Z dovoljenjem
Zalozbe Tuma.
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lui en veut. Sa roideur est ramassée comme celle d'une tigresse blessée
contrainte de passer a l'attaque ...

Une cravache siffle a hauteur de sa tempe:

- Ca se passe devant, lui rappelle le taliban.

Mohsen acquiesce et tourne le dos a son épouse. Avec chagrin.

Le préche fini, les ouailles des premiers rangs se soulevent dans un
mouvement euphorique et dégringolent sur le gourou pour lui baiser la main
ou un morceau de son turban. Mohsen doit patienter jusqu’a ce que les taliban
autorisent les fideles a quitter la mosquée. Lorsque, enfin, il parvient a se
soustraire aux bousculades, Zunaira est abasourdie par le soleil. Elle a
I'impression que le monde s’est obscurci, que les bruits alentour pirouettent
au ralenti, et a du mal a se relever.

-Tu ne te sens pas bien? lui demande Mohsen. Elle trouve la question si
saugrenue qu’elle ne daigne pas y répondre.

- Je veux rentrer a la maison, dit-elle.

Elle tente de reprendre ses sens, appuyée contre la porte cochere puis,
sans un mot, elle se met a2 marcher en chancelant, le regard incertain, la téte
en ébullition. Mohsen essaye de la soutenir, elle le repousse sans ménagement.

- Ne me touche pas, lui crie-t-elle d’une voix écorchée.

Mohsen recoit le cri de sa femme avec la méme douleur que celle que lui
avaient infligée, deux heures auparavant, les deux cravaches qui s’étaient
abattues en méme temps sur son épaule.
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The Swallows of Kabul

(Excerpt)

“And who would dare to measure himself against the Lord’s wrath?”

A voracious smile curls his lips, and he wipes away the froth that has
gathered in the corners of his mouth. Gently, he shakes his head; then,
with his index finger, he begins pounding the floor again, as though
determined to punch a hole in it. “We are God’s soldiers, my brothers.
Victory is our vocation; Paradise is our caravansarai. Should one of us
succumb to his wounds, he will find a throng of houris, beautiful as a
thousand suns, waiting to welcome him. Never believe that those who
have given their lives in the Lord’s cause are dead, for indeed they have
not died. They are alive; they live with their Master, who showers them
with His blessings. ... As for those who are martyrs to the cause of Evil,
they will depart from the Calvary of this earth only to abide in Gehenna
forever. Like the carrion that they are, their corpses will rot on the
battlefields and in the memories of the survivors. They will have no right
either to the Lord’s mercy or to our pity. And nothing will prevent us
from purifying the land of the mumineen, so that from Jakarta to Jericho,
from Dakar to Mexico City, from Khartoum to Sao Paulo, from Tunis to
Chicago, cries of triumph shall ring out from the minarets. ...”

“Allahu akbar!” one of the mullah’sll companions bursts out.

“Allahu akbar!” the assembly roars in response.

WHEN SHE HEARS the thunderous clamor in the mosque, Zunaira
jumps. Thinking that the sermon is over, she gathers up the skirts of her
burqa and waits for the congregation to come out; but not so much as a
shadow emerges from the sanctuary. Quite the contrary, in fact: the Taliban
police continue to intercept passersby and whip them toward the green-
and-white building, where the holy man, galvanized by his own words,
begins to speak with renewed vigor. From time to time, his voice rises to
such a pitch that the police outside surrender to its spell and forget to
discipline the curious onlookers. Even the children, wild-eyed and clothed
in rags, catch themselves listening to the preacher for a few moments
before they dash off, squealing, into the teeming alleyways around the
mosque.

It must be ten o’clock, and the sun can hold on no longer. The air is
heavy with dust. Mummified under her veil, Zunaira is suffocating. Anger
knots her stomach and obstructs her throat. A mad desire to lift the cloth
in search of a hypothetical breath of fresh air intensifies her nervousness.
But she does not even dare to wipe her dripping face on her burqa. Like a
lunatic in a straitjacket, she stays where she is, slumped on her steps,
sweating in the heat, listening to her breathing quicken and her blood
beat in her temples. All of a sudden, she’s outraged at herself for being
there, sitting like a forgotten sack on the threshold of a ruin, attracting
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curious attention from passing women and contemptuous glances from
the Taliban agents. She feels like a suspicious object exposed to every
sort of interrogation, and this feeling torments her. She’s overcome with
shame. The urge to flee - to return home at once and slam the door behind
her and never leave her house again - convulses her mind. Why did she
agree to go along with her husband? What did she expect to find in the
streets of Kabul except insults and squalor? How could she have consented
to put on this ludicrous outfit, this getup that annihilates her, this portable
tent that constitutes her degradation and her prison, with its webbed mask
over her eyes like the kaleidoscopic grillwork over a window, its gloves,
which take away her sense of touch, its weight of injustice? Exactly what
she feared has come to pass. She knew, before she set out, that her rashness
was going to expose her to the most detestable fact of her existence, to
the constraint that even in her dreams she refuses to accept: the forfeiture
of her rights. It’s an incurable wound, a disability nothing can compensate
for, a trauma beyond rehabilitation or therapy. She cannot resign herself
to it without sinking into self-disgust, and Zunaira perceives that disgust
quite clearly: It's an inner ferment; it sears her guts and threatens to
consume her like a burning pyre. She feels its heat at the core of her being.
Perhaps that’s why she’s sweating and suffocating under her burqa, why
her parched throat seems to be disgorging an odor of cremation onto her
palate. An irrepressible rage constricts her chest, bruises her heart, and
swells the veins in her throat. Her vision clouds; she’s on the verge of
bursting into tears. With a mighty effort, she clenches her fists to stop
her hands from shaking, straightens her back, and concentrates on
bringing her breathing under control. Slowly, she ratchets her anger down,
one notch at a time, and empties her mind of thought. She must suffer
patiently; she must hold on until Mohsen comes back. One mistake, one
protest, and she’ll expose herself uselessly to the zeal of the Taliban.

MOHSEN RAMAT must admit that Mullah Bashir is powerfully inspired.
Carried away by his diatribe, the mullah interrupts his rhetorical flights
only to pound the floor or bring a small carafe to his burning lips. He’s
been speaking for two hours now, impassioned, gesticulating, and his saliva
is as chalky white as his eyes. His taurine breathing, rumbling like a tremor
in the earth, resonates throughout the room. The turbaned faithful in the
front rows are unaware of the stifling heat. Literally enthralled by the
holy man’s verbiage, they listen openmouthed; unquenchably thirsty for
the flood of words cascading down on them. Behind the first rows,
opinions are divided; the mullah’s prolixity instructs some and bores
others. Many in the congregation, here against their will and displeased
at having to neglect their business, wring their hands and shift about
continually. An old man has fallen asleep; a Taliban agent prods him with
his cudgel. Barely awake, the poor devil bats his eyes like a man who can’t
recognize his surroundings. Then he wipes his face with the palm of his
hand, yawns, relaxes his birdlike neck, and goes back to sleep. Mohsen
lost the thread of the sermon some time ago, and now the mullah’s words
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have stopped reaching him altogether. He can’t stop casting anxious
glances over his shoulder at Zunaira, who’s sitting motionless on the steps
across the street. He knows she’s suffering behind her curtain, both from
the heat and from the mere fact of being there, an unmoving anomaly
among all the passersby, she who detests making a spectacle of herself.
He looks over at her, hoping she can make him out in this mob of stony-
faced, incongruously silent individuals. Can she possibly understand how
much he regrets his insistence on going out for a little stroll? In a city
where things move about frantically without ever really advancing, their
walk has taken a turn for the worse. Something tells him that Zunaira will
hold it against him. She’s sitting there in a rigid crouch, like a wounded
tigress compelled to go on the attack and gathering herself to spring. ...

A whip hisses past his temple. “You're looking the wrong way,” a Taliban
agent reminds him.

Mohsen complies and, with a heavy heart, turns his back on his wife.

When the sermon is over, the faithful in the first rows rise euphorically
to their feet and rush upon the holy man, striving to kiss the hem of his
garment or a part of his turban. Mohsen must wait until the Taliban agents
give the congregation permission to leave the mosque. When he finally
manages to break free of the jostling throng, Mohsen finds Zunaira dazed
by the sun. She has the impression that the world has grown darker, she
hears the ambient sounds spin and slow down, and it’s hard for her to get
to her feet.

“You don’t feel well?” Mohsen asks her.

She finds the question so daft that she doesn’t deign to answer it. “I
want to go home,” she says.

Leaning against the remains of an entryway, she tries to recover her
senses, then starts to walk, staggering along with blurred eyes and a boiling
head. Mohsen tries to support her, but she pushes him away roughly. “Don’t
touch me!” she cries out in a strangled voice.

Mohsen feels his wife’s cry as a sharp pain, like the one he felt a couple
of hours ago, when two whips lashed him across the shoulders at the
same time.

Translated by John Cullen

Yasmina Khadra: The Swallows of Kabul. Anchor Books. A Division of Random
House, Inc. New York 2004.
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Alejandra Laurencich je prozaistka in scenaristka. Rodila se je leta 1963
v Buenos Airesu, v druzini slovenskih izseljencev. Sedem let je Studirala
lepe umetnosti in vstopila v knjiZevnost kot avtorica in sourednica
Studentskega Casopisa Bajo bandera, ki je kritiziral vladajoco vojasSko
diktaturo. Po diplomi je Studirala Se filmsko umetnost, vendar je s Studi-
jem prekinila, da bi se posvetila pisanju svoje prve knjige. Za svoj prvenec
kratkih zgodb, Coronadas de gloria (Okronane s slavo, 2002), je prejela
nagrado DrZavnega sklada za umetnost. Kot pisateljica je bila delezna
Stevilnih odlikovanj, njen roman Fin de milenio (Konec tisocletja, 1994)
se je znaSel med finalisti nagrade emecé. Njene zgodbe so objavljene v
antologijah Una terraza propia: nuevas narradoras argentinas (Lastna
terasa: nove argentinske pripovednice, 20006), Cuentos en el aire (Zgod-
be v zraku, 2005) in Primera antologia del cuento breve (Prva antologija
kratke zgodbe, 2006). Leta 2007 je objavila svojo drugo zbirko kratkih
zgodb, Historias de mujeres oscuras (Zgodbe mracnih Zena). PiSe za
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te ha querido (Kdo te je Se ljubil).
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Bosna na vzglavniku

Za Rocio

Govori mi. Blizu je, cutim njen vonj po cigaretah. Nekaj me vprasa in me
gleda. Ampak sploh ne pocaka, da bi ji odgovorila, kar nadaljuje. Skoraj ne
posluSam, kaj mi pravi. Vidim njene ogromne oci, ki so zapicene v moje.
Dvoje zelenih jezer v vetrovnem dnevu. Dvoje razburkanih jezer. Ko je
bila Se dojencek priblizno do enega leta, je kazalo, da bodo tiste o¢i zmeraj
sinje modre, pomislim. Se celo uspavanka, ki sem jo zanjo zloZila po napevu
Run run je sel na sever, jih je opevala tako: Ah, kako lep je moj Jasmincek,
ki ima sinje oci. Blondinka z modrimi o¢mi, so govorili v porodni$nici. Le
kdo je mama te puncke? Ob vecerih se v€asih spomnim tiste uspavanke in
si re¢em: Le kako si se spomnila, da otrocku prepevas ravno na to popevko
Violete Parra! In pomislim, na katero drugo pesem bi si $e lahko izmislila
uspavanko. Zvecer vedno mislim na neumnosti. Ho¢em reci na reci, ki
niso za nikamor. Namesto da bi razmislila, koga bi lahko prosila za denar
za stanarino ali kako bi rekla Zelmi, da zaenkrat, dokler se stvari ne
izboljSajo, ne bom potrebovala njene pomoci, ali o prakticnem in poceni
jedilniku za cel teden ali kaj takega, fantaziram o neumnostih. Sinoc¢i sem
si na primer predstavljala, da nas je zadel cunami in da je vse unicil. Dobro
vem, da ne Zivimo na vulkanskem podrocju. Da lahko naSe mesto prizadene
kvecjemu jugovzhodnik. In to pozimi, ko piha vzhodni veter. Ampak sinoci
sem si predstavljala, da nas je zalil cunami. In videla sem samo sebe, kako
se pod vodo krcevito oprijemam kandelabra in se trudim, da se ne bi
spustila. Z drugo roko sem namre¢ drZala njeno roko. Videla sem jo v kalni
vodi, njene skodrane svetle lase, kot od kake sirene. Deroca voda jo je
odnasala. Cofotala sem, dokler nisem nasla njene roke, in zavpila: DrZzim
te, héerkica, drZim te! Pocasi sem si jo pribliZzala; morala sem napeti vse
modi, ker je voda vsake toliko butnila, ona pa je Ze velika in visoka, ne kot
jaz. Telo se mi je treslo in tresla se je tudi ona, a kon¢no sem jo le lahko
tesno objela; kakor opica z mladi¢em sem splezala po drogu, dokler nisem
zagledala neba in pomolila glave iz vode, ona pa je globoko zajela zrak.
Tako sva pocakali, da je bilo vsega konec. ReSili sva se! Mami, me je klicala,
kakor takrat, ko je bila $e majhna. Mami. Od ganjenosti je jokala. Jaz pa
sem ji ponavljala: Ne govori, sréek, ne jokaj, potrudi se in dihaj. Sinoci
sem bila pa jaz tista, ki sem jokala, ko sem premisljevala take reci; sploh ne
vem, zakaj si jih izmiSljam, saj me potem obide nekakSna tesnoba. In potem
moram spet misliti na neumnosti, da lahko zaspim. Kaksen kandelaber! si
pravim, saj jih Ze leta ni vec. Ali pa vendarle? In tako za¢nem dvomiti in
premiSljujem, kje na nasi ulici so kandelabri. In najraje bi §la ven na ulico,
v sami spalni srajci, da bi ugotovila, kje stojijo drogovi - Ce sploh kje so.
Kot ¢e bi bila od tega odvisna najina usoda - hcerkina in moja. Tako je!
Temu se ne znam izogniti. Zgodi se vsako no¢, ko zaprem oci. Zvoki ugasajo,
v temi ostanejo le macki, ki kot tatovi hodijo po strehah. Se prej, takoj po
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Bosnia sobre la almohada

a Rocio

Ella me esta hablando. La tengo cerca, siento su olor a cigarrillo. Pregunta
algo y se queda mirandome. Pero no me da tiempo a responder y sigue. Casi
no escucho lo que dice.Veo sus ojos enormes, fijos en los mios. Dos lagos
verdes en un dia ventoso. Lagos encrespados. Pensar que cuando era bebé y
hasta mas o menos el afio parecia que esos ojos serian siempre celestes.
Hasta una cancion de cuna que yo le habia inventado sobre la musica de Run
run se fue p’al norte los nombraba asi: Ay qué linda que es mi Jazmincito,
con sus ojos celestitos.Rubia 'y de ojos celestes decian en la clinica. Quién es
la mama de la mufequita. A veces, a la noche, recuerdo esa nana y me digo:
qué ocurrencia, usar ese tema de Violeta Parra para cantarle a un bebé.Y
pienso sobre qué otras canciones podria haber inventado la nana.A la noche
siempre pienso cosas sin sentido. Quiero decir, cosas que no sirven para
nada. En vez de ocuparme de pensar a quién puedo pedirle plata para pagar
el alquiler, o como decirle a Zelma que por ahora voy a prescindir de su
ayuda, hasta que mejore la cosa, 0 un menu practico y economico para la
semana, o asi; imagino pavadas. Anoche por ejemplo, imaginé que venia un
tsunami y arrasaba con todo. Sé perfectamente que no vivimos en zona
volcanica. Que a esta ciudad a lo sumo puede llegar una sudestada.Y eso en
invierno, cuando hay viento del este. Pero anoche imaginé que venia un
tsunami.Y me vi a mi misma aferrada a un poste de la luz bajo el agua haciendo
fuerza para no soltarme porque con la otra mano apretaba el brazo de ella.
La habia podido ver bajo el agua barrosa, el pelo rubio ondulando como el
de una sirena. Se la llevaba la corriente. Manoteé en el agua hasta encontrar
su brazo y grité: jTe tengo, hijita, te tengo! Y de a poco la fui acercando,
habia que hacer mucha fuerza porque el agua embestia cada tanto,y ella ya
es grande, y alta, no como yo. Me temblaba el cuerpo, y el de ella también
temblaba, y finalmente pude abrazarla contra mi; y como un mono con su
cria subi por el poste de luz hasta que vi el cielo y saqué la cabeza del agua 'y
ella dio una bocanada grande de aire.Y nos quedamos asi, las dos, hasta que
todo paso. Nos habiamos salvado. Mami, decia ella, como me decia antes,
cuando era chiquita. Mami.Y lloraba de emocion.Y yo le decia: No hables,
linda, no llores, trata de respirar. Pero era yo la que lloraba anoche cuando
pensaba todo eso, no s€ para qué imagino esas cosas si después me da como
una angustia. Y tengo que pensar otra vez en pavadas para poder dormir.
Qué poste de luz, me digo, si hace afos que no hay postes de luz en la
vereda. 4O si? Y ahi me entra la duda y me pongo a pensar donde estan los
postes de luz en nuestra cuadra.Y me dan ganas de salir a 1a calle,en camison,
a comprobar la ubicacion de los postes de luz -si es que los hay- como si de
ellos dependiera nuestra suerte, la de mi hija y la mia. Es asi. No puedo
evitarlo. Sucede cada noche, cuando cierro los o0jos. Los sonidos se van a
apagando y s6lo quedan los gatos en la oscuridad, andando por los techos
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locitvi, sem se tega ropotanja tam zgoraj zelo bala. Potem pa sem se
navadila, da se ne zgodi nic, da je le ropotanje. Ropot, ki me spremlja v
zgodnjih jutranjih urah, medtem ko ¢akam, da se ona vrne, da se odprejo
vrata ... drsenje njenih copat po hodniku do stranisc¢a, luc, ki se prizge v
njeni sobi, in nato vrata, ki se zapirajo.

So dnevi, ko ¢akam samo na to, da pride ura za spanje: da ugasnem luci,
spustim rolete in se spravim v posteljo. V¢asih se sprasujem, kaj bi bilo, ¢e
bi nas nenadoma zadela katastrofa, na primer vojna kot tista v Bosni. V
enem tednu si sosedje ali prijatelji postanejo sovrazniki. Meja je lahko tu
za vogalom, pri Bertinem kiosku. Vse v razvalinah. V rastlinah ni vec
zelenja, zavese in pohi$tvo so brez barv; vse je sivo, Se nebo. V zraku vonj
po smodniku in po umazaniji. Predstavljam si, da se zapreva v klet. Tja
zdaj spravljam prazne Skatle gospodinjskih aparatov, ploc¢evinke z barvami
in stare igrace. Klet nima vec kot Sestdeset centimetrov - kar bo kasneje
gotovo dober razlog za to, da se bom zamotila - na Sestdeset centimetrov
se ne bi mogli zbasati nikoli, e najmanj pa ona s svojimi dolgimi nogami.
Ampak v vojni, kot si jo umiSljam, nama sluZi kot zatocisce, ko pridejo
vojaki. Z Jasmino se objameva in ko nad sabo zaslisiva korake, zapreva oci.
Ob vsaki stopinji se iz Spranj usipa prah na najine suhe lase, ki so polni usi
- v vojnah so namrec usi in tifus. Usta imava suha in razpokana od Zeje,
kot jih je imela moja babica takrat, ko je morala vleci vozi¢ek v Ljubljano;
petnajst let, pa taka Zeja, da jo je Zgalo po telesu in je pocepnila in pila
vodo iz jarka. Tifus, malarija, v vojaski bolni$nici se ji je bledlo v Stirih
obmejnih jezikih. Zato ne pustim, da bi Jasmina pila vodo iz jarka, ker
vem, da se v vojni voda okuZi. Ne ona ne jaz se ne pritoZujeva, zelo moc¢no
sva objeti v kleti pod jedilnico, ni¢ vec se ne bojiva pajcevin, ki naju bozajo,
ko plapolajo v piSu, ki ga povzrocajo koraki vojakov, ki hodijo po najini
hisi. Slisali sva, da se z Zenskami, ki so same, dogajajo stra$ne stvari, posebno
Se, Ce so lepe. Jasmina je lepotica, od nekdaj je bila. Le kdo je mama te
puncke, so sprasevale medicinske sestre in zdravnice, ko se je rodila. Ko
vojaki odidejo, ko je vse v tiSini, morda odpreva pokrov kleti in podeliva
cigaretni Cik, ki so ga pustili, pohojenega z blatnimi Skornji. V tiSini sliSim,
kako ji kruli po trebuhu. In pomislim, da moram poiskati kaj za v usta.
Vsaj nekaj, pomislim. Najti moram kaj za svojo h¢erko. Spomnim se, da mi
je Berta pred tednom povedala, da je morala ubiti psa in ga zakopati na
vrtu. En teden ni veliko, si dajem pogum, medtem ko sliSim sireno, ki
oznanja policijsko uro, in ropot helikopterja, Se bolj stran, nekako na visini
Sole za anglescino, pa sliSim vpitje ljudi, ki so jih odkrili. Ona me v
polmraku gleda s tistimi svojimi zelenimi o¢mi, komaj osvetljenimi s tle¢im
¢ikom. Prinesla bom kaj za pod zob, ji reCem. In ji naro¢am, kako in kaj, e
se ne vrnem. Ampak vem, da se moram vrniti, ker je ona moj mladicek, ki
ga pusc¢am v gnezdu. Kdo je $e videl, da bi pti¢ zapustil svojega mladica?
Nato se vidim, kako te¢em po cesti, tako kot takrat, ko sem bila majhna in
smo se igrali skrivalnice, na zapik. Ni ga bilo, ki bi me v tem premagal: »Vsi
soigralci pofockanil« Tecem in se izogibam kupom ruSevin, razbitinam
streh in stekla, zidovi, poru$eni zaradi bombardiranja. TeCem naprej in na
vogalu zavijem, vidim luknjo, ki je nastala v steni Bertine hiSe; pois¢em
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como ladrones. Antes, cuando recién me separé, me daba mucho miedo
escuchar esos golpes arriba. Después me fui acostumbrando a que nada
pasara, solo golpes. Sonidos que me acompadan en la madrugada mientras
sigo esperando que ella vuelva, que se abra la puerta, el ruido de sus zapatillas
arrastrandose por el pasillo hasta el bafio, la luz de su cuarto encendiéndose
y luego la puerta que se cierra.

Hay dias en que lo unico que espero es que llegue la hora de dormir,
apagar las luces, cerrar las persianas e ir a la cama. Qué pasaria, me pregunto
a veces, si viniese de pronto una catastrofe, una guerra como la de Bosnia,
por ejemplo. De una semana para otra los vecinos o amigos se convierten en
enemigos. La frontera puede estar aca a la vuelta, en el kiosco de Berta.Todo
convertido en escombros. Ya no hay verdor de plantas,ni color en las cortinas
o los muebles, todo es gris, hasta el cielo. Olor a pdlvora y mugre en el aire.
Imagino que nos encerramos en el sotano. Donde ahora guardo las cajas
vacias de electrodomésticos, las latas de pintura, los juguetes viejos. No tiene
mas de sesenta centimetros el sotano -y eso después, seguro, va a ser un
buen motivo para distraerme-,en sesenta centimetros jamas podriamos caber,
menos ella, con sus piernas largas. Pero en la guerra que yo imagino nos
sirve de guarida cuando entran los soldados. Jazmin y yo estamos abrazadas
y cerramos los o0jos cuando escuchamos los pasos sobre nuestras cabezas, el
polvo de las rendijas cae a cada pisada sobre nuestro pelo seco y lleno de
piojos, porque en las guerras hay piojos, y tifus, y tenemos la boca seca y
cuarteada de sed, como tenia mi abuela esa vez que debia arrastrar la carreta
hasta Lubjana, quince afios y una sed que le quemaba el cuerpo y se agacho
y tomo agua de la zanja.Tifus, malaria, delirios en cuatro idiomas fronterizos,
en un hospital de campana. Por eso no le dejo tomar agua de la zanja a
Jazmin, porque sé que en una guerra el agua se contamina. Ni ella ni yo nos
quejamos, estamos abrazadas, muy fuerte, bajo el piso del comedor,y ya no
nos dan miedo las telas de arafia que son como una caricia cuando se mecen
con el aire que provocan los pasos de los soldados en nuestra casa. Hemos
escuchado que se cometen barbaridades contra las mujeres solas, y sobre
todo si son lindas. Jazmin es hermosa, siempre lo fue. Quién es la mama de la
mufiequita, decian las enfermeras y las doctoras cuando ella naci6. Tal vez
cuando se van los soldados, cuando todo queda en silencio, abrimos un poco
la tapa del s6tano y compartimos la colilla de cigarrillo que han dejado,
aplastada bajo la huella barrosa de una bota. En el silencio escucho el ruido
de las tripas de ella.Y pienso tengo que ir a buscar algo para comer. Algo,
pienso. Tengo que encontrar algo para mi hija.Y recuerdo que hace una
semana Berta dijo que tuvo que sacrificar a su perro y enterrarlo en el jardin.
Una semana no es mucho tiempo, me animo mientras escucho el toque de
queda y el golpeteo de un helicoptero y mas alla, como a la altura de la
escuela de inglés, los gritos de gente que ha sido descubierta. Ella me mira
con sus ojos verdes en la penumbra, iluminados apenas por la brasa de la
colilla. Voy a traer comida, le digo.Y le doy instrucciones por si no vuelvo,
pero sé que tengo que volver, porque ella es mi pichoncito y la dejo en el
nido. Quién ha visto a un pajaro abandonar a su cria.Y entonces me veo
corriendo por la calle, como cuando era chica y jugaba a las escondidas, a
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gomilo prekopane zemlje, pokleknem v blato in za¢nem kopati. Vsa se
tresem, roke, Zivot, ko zadenem ob nekaj mehkega in kosmatega, se mi
zdi, da mi bo pocilo srce; rabila bi noz, si re¢em, in potem, takole, sem spet
v kleti. Mami, pri$la si! mi rece ona in ni ji mar vonj po mrhovini. Kaj pa si
pricakovala, golobicica, ji reCem, ko Zveciva in se smejeva. Majhni koScki,
narezani z nozkom. TeZko jih je poZirati brez pijace, ampak kako pomirijo
bolecino! Potem zaspi na mojih rokah, ki jo zibljejo, v neudobnem poloZzaju,
ker je malo prostora, a skupaj z mano, blizu ust ¢utim vonj njenih las in
njeno pocasno in zadovoljno dihanje. Hvala bogu, lahko sem jo nahranila Se
en dan. Kakor takrat, ko je bila Se dojencek in se je lepo redila - samo z
dojenjem. In spet Cutim, kako mi po izsusenih licih polzijo solze in mocijo
njeno gladko najstniSko ¢elo. Pod blazino poiS¢em robec in se glasno
useknem. Spravim ga v rokav spalne srajce in pogledam na uro. Tri Cetrt na
pet in Se vedno se ni vrnila domov. Da bi se znebila tesnobe, ki me je obSla
zaradi vojnega prizora, se skuSam zamotiti s kako drugo malenkostjo. Kako
sem neumna, si pravim, saj je ona Ze Stiri leta vegetarijanka. Zakaj nisem
Sla iskat kake rastline, ki bi preZivela na vrtu? Kako sem ji vendar mogla
prinesti pasje meso? Prav tam, pri Berti, je gotovo kaka aloja ali avokadovec.
Kako, da se nisem spomnila? In premis$ljujem, ali v vojnah pustijo rasti
sadno drevje ali ga pokoncajo tako kot sovraznike. Take reci premisljujem
ponodi, bedaste, zamotane, a vedno s sre¢nim koncem.

Znova pogledam njene zelene oci. Razburkane.

»Reci kajl« zavpije. V ustih zarisan gnus. »Povej Ze enkrat, prekleto! Kaj
samo stojis!«

Roke imam vroce. Ima me, da bi ji primazala zauSnico. A se zadrZim.
Nekajkrat sem to Ze storila, pa me je udarila moc¢neje nazaj. Nocem iti Se
enkrat Cez to. Ne vem, kako naj jo utiSam.

»Pojdi se srat, zaradi mene ...« moj glas je hripav, Sibek. Ona zmagoslavno
pritrdi. Moram jo ustaviti. Zavpijem ji: »Ampak vedi! Ce gres skozi ta vrata,
nimas$ veC vstopa nazajl«

KaZe, da je groZnja zalegla. Gleda me, kot da ne more verjeti. Cisto iz
sebe. Rada bi razprostrla roke in jo tesno objela. A ona ugane mojo namero
in se nasmehne. Sovrazno. Skloni se. Vidim, kako zgrabi torbo in mi obrne
hrbet. Dolgi svetli lasje ji padajo Cez ramena. Ne da bi se ustavila, odpre
vrata in odide. Ko jih zaloputne, $e nekaj ¢asa odmeva. Naslonim se na fotelj.
Pocasi in tiho se spus¢am, dokler se kolena ne dotaknejo tal. Nicesar ve¢ ni
med nama, si re¢em. A morda si jo bom nocoj lahko predstavljala ob sebi.

Prevedel Vinko Rode v sodelovanju z Mojco Jesenovec
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tocar piedra, no habia quién me ganara en eso, piedra para todos mis
compaileros; corro y esquivo montones de escombros, pedazos de techos y
vidrios, paredes destrozadas por las bombardeos, sigo corriendo y doblo la
esquina, veo el boquete que ha quedado en la pared de la casa de Berta,y
busco el monticulo de tierra removida, me arrodillo en el barro y empiezo a
cavar,y todo me tiembla, las manos, el cuerpo, creo que me va a explotar el
corazon cuando doy con algo blando y peludo, necesito un cuchillo me digo
y luego asi, estoy otra vez en el sotano. jLlegaste, mami! me dice ella 'y no le
importa el olor a carne muerta, Qué esperabas, pichoncita, le digo y
masticamos y nos reimos, pedazos pequefios cortados con el cortaplumas.
Se hace duro tragarlos sin liquido, pero como calman el dolor. Se queda
dormida después, entre mis brazos que la acunan, en una posicion incomoda
por el poco espacio, pero juntas, puedo oler el pelo de ella cerca de mi boca,
y su respiracion lenta y satisfecha. Un dia mas la he podido alimentar, gracias
a Dios. Como cuando era bebé y habia aumentado tanto, s6lo con el pecho.
Y otra vez siento las lagrimas que bajan por mi cara seca y le mojan la frente
lisa, de adolescente. Busco el pafiuelo bajo la almohada y me sueno con
ruido. Me lo guardo en el puiio del camison y miro la hora. Las cinco menos
cuarto y todavia no volvio a casa.Trato de distraerme con alguna otra pavada,
de quitarme la angustia que me ha dejado la escena de la guerra. Qué tonta,
soy, me digo, si ella hace cuatro anos que es vegetariana. Por qué no pude ir
a buscar alguna planta que hubiese quedado viva en un jardin. Como se me
ocurre traerle carne de perro.Ahi mismo, en lo de Berta, debe haber aloe,y
el arbol de paltas, pero como no me di cuenta, y pienso si en una guerra
dejaran en pie los arboles frutales, o también los derribarin como a enemigos.
Esas son las cosas que pienso por las noches, ridiculas, complicadas, siempre
con final feliz.

Vuelvo a mirar sus ojos verdes. Encrespados.

-Deci algo- grita ella. La boca asqueada. -jHabla de una vez, carajo. jQué te
quedas asi!

Tengo las manos calientes. Ganas de pegarle un cachetazo. Pero me
contengo. Alguna vez lo hice y ella me golpe6é mas fuerte. No quiero volver
a pasar por eso. No sé como hacerla callar.

-Andate a la mierda si querés- tengo la voz ronca, débil. Ella asiente,
victoriosa.Tengo que detenerla.-Pero sabé que si atravesas esa puerta no vas
a volver a entrar- le grito.

Parece que mi amenaza dio resultado. Me mira incrédula. Descolocada.
Estoy por alzar los brazos para apretarla contra mi. Pero ella descubre mi gesto
y sonrie. Con odio. Se agacha. La veo agarrar el bolso y darme la espalda. El
pelo rubio y largo le cae sobre los hombros. Sin detenerse abre la puerta y se
va. El portazo queda haciendo eco hasta apagarse. Me apoyo en el sillon. Lenta
y silenciosa me deslizo hasta que las rodillas tocan el suelo.Ya no hay nada
entre nosotras, me digo. Pero quizi esta noche pueda imaginarla junto a mi.
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Bosnia on the Pillow

Jfor Rocio

She’s talking to me. She’s very close. I can smell tobacco on her. She asks
something and stares at me. But she gives me no time to answer and she
keeps talking. I barely listen to what she says. I see her wide eyes, fixed on
me. Two green pools on a windy day. Stormy pools. When she was a baby
and until she turned one year old, it seemed her eyes would always be blue.
I even made up a song to the tune of Run run se fue pa’l norte' that said: Ay
qué linda que es mi Jazmincito, con sus ojos celestitos’. Blonde and blue
eyes said the nurses at the clinic. Who's this little doll’s mother? Sometimes,
at night, I remember this lullaby and I think to myself: What a strange idea:
singing to a baby to the tune of this Violeta Parra’s song. And I think of
other tunes that could have been useful. At night I always think nonsense.
Thoughts that are useless, I mean. I should be thinking who I could borrow
money from to pay the rent, or how to tell Zelma that, for the time being, I
will not need her help, until things get better, I mean, or a practical low
budget menu or something like that; I make up nonsense, instead. Last night,
for example, I imagined a tsunami devastated our land. I know we don’t
live in a land of volcanoes. The worst that can happen to us is a sudestada®.
And that’s in winter, when the east wind blows. But last night I imagined
that tsunami was coming. And I saw myself clinging to a lamp post under-
water with all my might because with my other arm I was holding her tight
by the arm. I had been able to see her under the muddy water, her blonde
hair waving about her like a mermaid’s. The current was dragging her away.
I grasped her arm and shouted: “I've got you, baby, I've got you!” And little
by little I pulled her to me, it was hard because the water beat on us and my
daughter’s big now, and tall, not like me. My body shivered, and she shiv-
ered too, and I could finally hold her close; and like a monkey with her
baby I climbed up the lamp post until I saw the sky and got my head out of
the water and she gasped for air. And we stayed together until it was over.
We had been saved. Mum, she called me, like she used to call me when she
was a baby. Mum. And she cried. And I said to her: Don’t speak, my love, try
to breathe. But it was me crying last night when I was thinking all these
things, I don’t know what'’s the point of my making up this nonsense if it
troubles me so. And I have to keep on with my own nonsense if I want to
fall asleep. What was that lamp post doing there, I wonder, if there have
been no more lamp posts in the street for years now. Or are there? I am
filled with doubts. And then I start wondering where the lamp posts in our

! Run Run went up North.
2 Oh how lovely my little Jazmin is, with her eyes so blue.
* River flood
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block are. And I feel like going out in the street, in my nightgown, to check
where the lampposts are - if there are any left - as if our luck was closely
linked to them, my luck and my daughter’s. That’s the way it is. I can’t help
it. It happens every night, when I close my eyes. The sounds fade away and
only the cats move in the darkness, tiptoeing on the rooftops like thieves.
When my husband left me, I was terrified of noises on the roof. With time
I got used to it, it’s just noises. Sounds that keep me company until dawn,
while I wait for her, for the door to open and the sound of her rubber soles
in the hallway on her way to the bathroom, the light in her bedroom turns
on and then the door that closes.

Some days I just want my bedtime to come. Ilong to turn off the lamps,
close the shutters and get into bed. What would happen, I wonder, if ca-
tastrophe fell upon us, a war like Bosnia’s, let’s say. Our neighbours or our
friends turned into enemies overnight. The border could be around the
corner, in Berta’s kiosk. Everything turned to rubble. No green plants or
coloured curtains or furniture, all grey, even the sky. The air heavy with
gunpowder and filth. I imagine we lock ourselves in the cellar. Where I
keep empty boxes, paint cans, old toys. The cellar is less than three feet
wide - that will certainly occupy my thoughts later - we would never man-
age to cram ourselves into a three-feet space, no way she would fit in
there with her long legs. But in this war of mine the cellar is our hiding
place when the soldiers come. Jazmin and I hug and we close our eyes
when we listen to the footsteps over our heads, dust falls through the
floorboards with each footstep, dust on our dry hair, on our heads swarm-
ing with lice, because when there’s war, there’s lice, and typhus, and our
mouths are chapped and dry with thirst, like my grandmother’s when she
had to drag the cart to Ljubljana, fifteen years old, she was, and the thirst
burned her body when she drank from the ditch. Typhus, malaria, deliriums
in four languages in a field hospital by the road. That’s why I don’t let
Jazmin drink water from the ditch; because I know that during war water
gets contaminated. We don’t complain, her and me, we hold each other
tight, under the dining room floor and we are no longer afraid of spider
webs that caress our faces when the soldiers’ footsteps make them swing.
We have heard the terrible things that happen to lonely women, more so
if they are beautiful, Jazmin is beautiful, she’ s always been. Who’s this
little doll’s mother, said the nurses and the doctors when she was born.
Maybe when the soldiers leave, when silence falls, we open the trap to
the cellar and share the cigarette butt they have thrown to the floor, trod-
den by a muddy boot. In the quietness I hear her stomach rumble. And I
think I have to get her something to eat. Something, I think. I have to get
my daughter something to eat. And I remember Berta said, a week ago,
that she had to kill her dog and bury it in her garden. A week is not such a
long time, I take heart as I listen to the curfew sound, and a chopper’s
rattle, and, further on, close to the English school, the screams of the peo-
ple that have been found. In the half light she looks at me with her green
eyes barely lit by the burning butt. I'll get some food, I say. And I give her
instructions in case I don’t come back, but I know I have to come back,
because she’s my darling and I leave her behind in the nest. Who has seen
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a bird neglecting her chick? And then I picture myself running down the
street like T used to do as a girl, when I played hide and seek, and touched
home base, nobody was better than me at that, home base; I run and dodge
piles of rubble, shattered glass and roof tiles, walls destroyed by bomb-
ings, I run and turn the corner, I see the breach in Berta’s wall, I look for
the mound of removed earth, I kneel on the mud and start digging, and I
shiver all over, my hands shiver, my body, I think my heart will burst when
I hit something soft and hairy, I need a knife, I say to myself, and then I am
in the cellar again. You're back, mum! She says and she doesn’t care about
the stink of dead meat. What did you expect, honey, I say, and we chew
and laugh, tiny bits cut with the penknife. Swallowing them without wa-
ter gets tough, but they ease the pain. She falls asleep afterwards, in my
arms that cradle her, in an awkward position due to the lack of space, but
we're together, I can smell her hair close to my mouth, and her slow satis-
fied breathing. I have been able to feed her one more day, thanks God.
Like when she was a baby and had put so much weight on only by
breastfeeding. And once again I feel my tears falling down my dry face to
her smooth teenage forehead. I search for the handkerchief under the
pillow and noisily blow my nose. I tug it in my nightgown’s sleeve and
look at the watch. A quarter to five and she is not home yet. I try to amuse
myself somehow, ease the anguish triggered in me by the war scene. How
foolish I am. She’s been a vegetarian now for four years. Why couldn’t I
look for some plant left alive in one of the gardens. How could I think of
feeding her dog’s meat. Right there, at Berta’s, there must be an aloe plant,
and the avocado tree, but I didn’t realize, and I wonder if in a war they
spare fruit trees, or if they knock them down like enemies. Those are the
things I think of at night, ridiculous, complicated, with a happy ending
always.

Ilook at her green eyes again. Stormy.

“Say something”, she screams. Her mouth curled with loathing. “Speak
up, shit! What the hell are you doing staring at me like that?!”

My hands are hot. I want to smack her. But I don’t. I once did and she
hit me back harder. I don’t want to go through that again. I don’t know
how to make her stop.

“Go to hell if you want to”, my voice is hoarse, weak. She nods, she
won. I have to stop her. “But if you go through that door, don’t ever come
back”, I shout.

Apparently my threat has been effective. She looks at me in disbelief.
Shocked. I am about to raise my arms and hug her close. But she foresees
my move and smiles. Full of hatred. She bends down. I see her pick up her
bag and turn around. The long blonde hair falls down her back over the
shoulders. Without stopping she opens the door and slams it behind her.
The echo rings in the air and fades away. I lean on the sofa. Slowly and
silently I let myself go until my knees touch the ground. There’s nothing
left between us, I say. But maybe tonight I will be able to imagine she’s
close to me.

Traslated by Inés Garland
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Victor Rodriguez Nuiez, rojen v Havani leta 1955, je kubanski pesnik,
novinar, literarni kritik, prevajalec in humanist. Je pomoc¢nik urednika za
pesnisko serijo Earthworks Series za zaloZbo Salt v Veliki Britaniji in izredni
profesor hispanistike na Kenyon Collegeu v ZDA. Objavil je ve¢ pesniskih
zbirk: Cayama (1979), Con raro olor a mundo (S cudnim vonjem sveta,
1981), Noticiario del solo (Novice osamljenca, 1987), Los poemas de nadie
y otros poemas (Nikogar$nje pesmi in druge pesmi, 1994), El dltimo a la
feria (Zadnji na sejmu, 1995), Oracién inconclusa (Nedokoncana molitev,
2000). Med njegova najnovejsa dela pa sodijo Con raro olor a mundo:
Primera antologia (S cudnim vonjem sveta: Prva antologija, 2004), Actas
de medianoche I (Polnocni zbornik I, 2006) in Actas de medianoche II
(Polno¢ni zbornik II, 2007). Njegove pesmi so naSle mesto v mnogih
uglednih ameriSkih literarnih revijah, pesniSka zbirka Ceniza de Infinito
(Pepel neskoncnosti, 2008) je pred kratkim iz$la pri zaloZzbi Arc v Veliki
Britaniji. Rodriguez Nuiiez je kot novinar in urednik delal pri El Caimdn
Barbudo, eni izmed vodilnih kulturnih revij na Kubi. Med drugim je bil
tudi urednik treh antologij, ki so definirale pesnike njegove generacije,
urejal je razlicne izdaje s komentarji, pisal uvodnike in eseje o Spansko
govorecih ameriskih pesnikih. Za svoja dela je prejel Stevilne pomembne
nagrade, med drugim nagrado david (Kuba, 1980), nagrado plural (Mehika,
1983), nagrado EDUCA (Kostarika, 1995), nagrado renacimiento (gpanija,
2000) in nagrado leonor (Spanija, 2006).

Victor Rodriguez Nuiez, born in Havana in 1955, is a Cuban poet, jour-
nalist, literary critic, translator and scholar. He is associate editor of the
Earthworks Series for Salt, UK and Associate Professor of Spanish at
Kenyon College, USA. Rodriguez Nuiiez has published various poetry col-
lections: Cayama (1979), Con raro olor a mundo (With A Strange Scent of
World, 1981), Noticiario del solo (Lonely Man’s News, 1987), Los poemas
de nadie y otros poemas (Nobody’s Poems and Other Poems, 1994), El
iltimo a la feria (The Last to the Fair, 1995), Oracion inconclusa (Cease-
less Prayer, 2000). His latest works include: Con raro olor a mundo: Primera
antologia (With A Strange Scent of World: First Anthology, 2004), Actas de
medianoche I (Midnight Minutes I, 2006), and Actas de medianoche Il
(Midnight Minutes II, 2007). His poems have appeared in various prestig-
ious American literary journals, and his poetry collection, Ceniza de Infinito
(The Infinite’s Ash, 2008) was recently released in the UK by Arc. Rodriguez
Nuiiez wrote for and was editor of El Caimdn Barbudo, one of Cuba’s lead-
ing cultural magazines. He has also compiled three anthologies that have
defined his generation of poets, and published various critical editions,
introductions, and essays on Spanish American poets. His works have re-
ceived numerous important awards, including the David Prize (Cuba,
1980), the Plural Prize (Mexico, 1983), the EDUCA Prize (Costa Rica, 1995),
the Renacimiento Prize (Spain, 2000) and the Leonor Prize (Spain, 20006).
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Victor Rodriguez Nufiez

[atetek

Ne vem kje sem hodil
a prispel sem

Na ta ¢udni kraj

brez hi$ in pokrajine
Ta goli kraj

s kamenjem na dusi
kjer se poraja svet

Morda tudi ti prides

po tej poti

V tem Zivljenju navelicanem
gotovosti in uspehov

naju druZi le pomota
Poezija je kraljestvo tistih

ki se motijo

Pesniska umetnost?

za Mario Santucho in Victorja Casausa

Podedoval sem kratkovidne oci
predolg nos
vedno priprte ustnice
Zimaste lase
in Se telo upokojenega atleta

Tudi slabo voljo mojega oceta
bolecino moje matere

sumljivo pego moje babice

ledvic¢ne krce vseh skupaj

in celo pogosto vrocino mojega sina

Razlogi ki me silijo
da imam o lepoti slabo mnenje
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Victor Rodriguez Nufiez

Entrada

No sé por qué camino
pero he llegado aqui
Hasta este raro sitio

sin casas ni paisaje

Este lugar desnudo

de las piedras al alma
donde el mundo germina

Quizas también tu llegas
siguiendo ese camino
En esta vida harta

de aciertos y certezas
solo el error nos une

La poesia es el reino

de los equivocados

jArte poética?
Para Maria Santucho y Victor Casaus

Saqué unos 0jos miopes
una nariz bisiesta
unos labios que no puedo juntar
un pelo de camello
mas un cuerpo de atleta retirado

También el mal genio de mi padre

el dolor en el lado de mi madre

el lunar sospechoso de mi abuela

el colico nefritico de todos

y hasta las fiebres constantes de mi hijo

Razones que me obligan
a tener mala opinion de la belleza
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Geslo

Ob prihodu na Baltik
te pricakajo galebi

Voda bo temacna
kakor tvoje sanje brez poletja
obala bo svetla

prav ni¢ po moje

Tam ob prihodu na Baltik
sem jih zapustil

Nebo bo blizu
z mojimi prsti se ga bo$ skoraj lahko dotaknila
ladja bo vedno dlje

prav nic po tvoje

Shrani geslo
Vsako dobro srce je daljnogled
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Contrasefia

A la entrada del Baltico
te esperan las gaviotas

El agua sera oscura
como uno de tus suefios sin verano
La costa sera clara

como nada de mi

A la entrada del Baltico
Alli las dejé yo

El cielo estara cerca
casi podras tocarlo con mis dedos
El barco se alejara

como nada de ti

Guarda la contrasefia
Todo buen corazon es un prismatico
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Madridski nokturno

Ta no¢ mi nicesar ne obeta
njena barva je zaman
To mi govorijo kosti
ki namocene v nespecnosti
zacenjajo Zareti

Potipam te s prsti noci
koprene oblakov brez bradavic
Zarenje brez ustnic
In na mojo blazino plezajo
razmrsene
zvezde

In v noci
oh se disti blisk
razleze po meni
In Se celo stopala
iztirjena ozvezdja
Zelijo pustiti svoje sledi na nebu

No¢ razpira noge
in ponudim ji
svoje prevrete sanje
No¢ ima okus po neskon¢nem
a diSi po jutru
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Nocturno de Madrid

Esta noche no me promete nada
su color es jamas
Me lo dicen los huesos
que comienzan a arder
empapados de insomnio

Te palpo con los dedos de la noche
celaje sin pezones
irradiacion sin labios
Y a mi almohada suben
despeinadas
las estrellas

Ya la noche
oh relampago puro
se derrama por mi
Y hasta los pies
astros desorbitados
quieren dejar sus huellas en el cielo

La noche abre las piernas
y entonces yo le ofrendo
mi suefio fermentado
La noche sabe a nunca
pero huele a manana
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Victor Rodriguez Nufiez

Potrditve

za Joséja Péreza Olivaresa

Moj najmlajsi sin
ki Se ne zna svojega imena
in ga pri hoji zanaSa
ob polnoci
ko ima najvi$jo vrocino
poje

Dvojna je ta pot

razum in vera
Verjamem v razum

- necisti um

Razumem zakaj vera
- vera brezvercev
Med dejstvom in dvomom se kriZata poti
In ko odhajamo se vracamo

PleSe moja omamljena vrtnica
brezskrbna
in brez sramu pred soncem
Pozabim jo na poti
ki se za¢ne na tvojih rokah
in me brez pomislekov pripelje k meni

VpraSanja so tigri
ki preZzijo ob reki
Odgovori
nedosegljiva srnjad
Moija velika Zeja te utaplja
In brodolomec v prahu
pric¢akuje vse kaj drugega
kot predajo

Prevedla Marjeta Prelesnik Drozg
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Confirmaciones

Para José Pérez Olivares

El menor de mis hijos
que aun no sabe su nombre
ni caminar derecho
a medianoche
en la mas alta fiebre
canta

Es doble este camino

La razon y la fe
Tengo fe en la razén

—en la razon impura
Comprendo las razones de la fe
—Ila fe de los herejes
Entre el hecho y la duda cruzan ambos caminos
Y al partir regresamos

Danza mi rosa ebria
desprevenida
sin vergiienza del sol
La olvido en el sendero
que comienza en tus manos
y sin mas vueltas me lleva hasta mi

Las preguntas son tigres
que acechan junto al rio
Las respuestas
ciervos inalcanzables
Mi mucha sed te ahogue
Y naufrago en el polvo
espera cualquier cosa
menos resignacion
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Entrance

I do not know by which path
but I have arrived here

To this strange spot

with no houses or countryside
This naked place

from stones to soul

where the world takes root

Perhaps you too arrive
following that path

In this life sated

with success and certainties
only error unites us

Poetry is the kingdom

of the mistaken

The Art of Poetry?

For Maria Santucho and Victor Casaus

I inherited a myopic gaze
leap-year nose
lips always just slightly parted
hair of a camel
and the body of an athlete retired

Then too my father’s bad temper

my mother’s angst

my grandmother’s suspicious mole
everyone’s bad kidneys

and even the frequent fevers of my son

All are reason enough
to hold beauty in poor esteem
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Countersign

At the entrance to the Baltic
seagulls await you

The water will be obscure
like one of your summerless dreams
The coast will be clear
like nothing that is mine

I left them there
at the entrance to the Baltic

The sky will descend
with my fingers you can almost touch it
The ship will fade away
like nothing that is yours

Keep the countersign safe
Every good heart is a telescope
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Madrid Nocturne

Tonight promises me nothing
its color is nevermore
My bones

beginning to ache
drenched in insomnia tell me

With night’s fingers I touch you
clouds without breasts
mouthless clarity
And unkempt stars
climb
my pillow

Now the night
oh pure lightning flash
overflows for me
And even our feet
wild stars
want to leave their prints on the sky

Night opens her legs
and I offer her
my fermented dream
Night tastes of never
but smells of tomorrow
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Confirmations

For José Pérez Olivares

My youngest son
who still does not know
his name or how to walk
at midnight
with highest fever
sings

This path is two-way

Reason and faith
I have faith in reason—

impure reason

I understand the reasons for faith—
heretics’ faith
Between fact and doubt both ways cross
And upon leaving we return

Dance my drunken rose
unaware
shamelessly of the sun
I forget her on the trail
that begins at your hands
and with no more twists leads to me

Questions are tigers
crouched by the river
Answers
unreachable deer
May my great thirst drown you
And though shipwrecked on dust
expect anything
but resignation

Translated by Katherine M. Hedeen
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Miada vilenica 2009 / Young Vilenica Award 2009

Nagrajenka 9. mlade vilenice v skupini od 6 do 10 let je Jana Stekar, ucenka 1. razreda
Osnovne $ole Alojza Gradnika Steverjan, ltalija, za pesem Pikapolonica.

Ceprav bi pricakovali, da otroske pesmi vsebujejo veliko igre, smeha,
vedrine in brezskrbnosti, pa se je letosnja komisija za nagrado mlada
vilenica znasla v svetu, zelo podobnem svetu odraslih, kar se kaze
predvsem v rimi, Ri si podreja pesem in pesnika, namesto obratno. Po
drugi strani pa je prijetno presenetila uporaba svetlih barv ter izrazov
navdusenja in spogledovanja s pomladjo.

Komisija se je tokrat odlocila za igrivo, otrosko pristno in preprosto
pesem z naslovom Pikapolonica. Mlada pesnica Jana Stekar se ne obreme-
njuje s tem, kaj o njej menijo njeni domaci, saj jo zanima le igra. In v to
igro s stopnjevanjem imena vkljuci tudi bralca. Najvecjo sporocilno moc
ima prav gotovo zadnji verz »srecna sem, ko se igrame. 10 je pravo opozo-
rilo odraslim, da ne pozabijo, Raj otroci poleg ljubezni najbolj potrebujejo.

Pikapolonica

Mama pravi, da sem pika,

ocka pravi, da sem poka,

bratec pravi, da sem pikapoka.
Jaz pa vem, da sem pikapolonica.
Rdeca sem, ¢rne pike imam;
srecna sem, ko se igram.
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Miada vilenica 2009 / Young Vilenica Award 2009

The winner of the 9th Young Vilenica Award in the 6-10 year age category is Jana
Stekar, a first-grader from the Alojz Gradnik Elementary School at S. Floriano del Collio/
Steverjan, Italy, for the poem Ladybird.

Although children’s poems might be expected to bubble with play, laugh-
ter, buoyancy, lightheartedness, this year’s Young Vilenica Award com-
mittee encountered an adult-like world - a feature conveyed especially
through the rhyme subordinating the poem and poet rather than the other
way round. A delightful surprise, on the other hand, was the use of bright
tones, expressions of zest, and flirting with spring.

This year’s choice is the truly playful, childlikely genuine and simple
poem Ladybird. The young poet, Jana Stekar, does not worry about her
Jamily’s opinions of her: all she is interested in is play, into which she
draws the reader as well by gradually unfolding her name. The salient
line is certainly the concluding “When I play I'm really glad” - an apt
warning to adulls not to forget what children, in addition to love, need
most.

Ladybird

Mummy says that I'm a lay,
Daddy says that I'm a dee,
Brother says that I'm a lady.
But I know that I'm a ladybird.
I am red, my spots are black;
When I play, I'm really glad.

Translated by Nada Groselj
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Nagrajenka 9. mlade vilenice v skupini od 11 do 14 let je Gaja Rupnik Caruso, ucenka
8. ¢ razreda Osnovne Sole Idrija, za pesem Fagovar dveh kradjivcev.

Letos je v zraku ljubezen. To je glavna tema vecine pesmi mladih pesnikov.
Ljubezen pa ni vec otrosko pristna in razigrana, pac pa gre Ze za ljubezen,
obarvano z grenkobo, ki jo prinasajo izkusnje odraslosti. Tiste pesmi, Ri
se ohranjajo v sebi otroski svet, so tudi najbolj prepricljive, ker zrcalijo
mlade avtorje. Tudi v tej starostni skupini presenecajo prisotnost rime,
ki je vcasih nasilna, ustaljene besedne zveze in ozka tematika. Tu pa
tam se razRrije tudi spogledovanje z znanimi slovenskimi pesniki.

Tudi Pogovor dveh kradljivcev je ljubezenska pesem. Vendar je k tej
tematiki mlada pesnica Gaja Rupnik Caruso tako po vsebini kot tudi
oblikovno pristopila nekoliko drugace, bolj sveze in igrivo. Ljiubezen v
njeni pesmi se ne zakljuci z begom, Ri vodi v zagrenjenost, pac pa s
pogovorom. Mlada pesnica nam sporoca, da pogovor pomeni rast.
Dvogovor, ki ga pesnica uporablja, deluje sveze in bralcu se zdi, kot da
gre za dogajanje, ki poteka pred njegovimi ocmi. In kRomu kRrademo?
Najbolj sami sebi.

Pogovor dveh kradljivcev

»Krades! Vedno si kradla ...
lepe trenutke,

zasanjane nodi,
nenadzorovan polet.

Ukradla si poljub,
neZen, a prebeZen ...

Preveckrat si kradlal«

Vprasal jo je: »Zakaj?«
Ni ga pogledala,
a je potiho rekla:

»Ljubezen,
nenadzorovanost, ki leti.

Nikoli ti nisem kradla!
Vse sem ti dala:

lepe trenutke,
zasanjane nodi,
nenadzorovan polet ...
... poljub ...

Kradel si samo ti!
Sam sebi ...«
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Miada vilenica 2009 / Young Vilenica Award 2009

The winner of the 9th Young Vilenica Award in the 11-14 year age category is Gaja
Rupnik Caruso, an eighth-grader from the Elementary School at Idrija, for the poem
The Talk of Two Thieves.

Love is in the air this year. It runs through the verse of most young poelts.
But rather than childlikely genuine and playful, it is tinged with a bitter-
ness brought on by adult experience. The most convincing poems are those
which still maintain a children’s world, thus mirroring their young au-
thors. This age category, too, displays a surprising use of - sometimes forced
- rhyme, set phrases, and narrow subject-matter, at times echoing well-
known Slovene poets.

The Talk of Two Thieves is a love poem, too. But this subject is approached
by the young poet, Gaja Rupnik Caruso, with a certain difference in both
content and form: more freshly and playfully. In her poem, love does not
end in running away and a bitter aftertaste, but with a talk. The young
poet’s message is that talking means growing. The dialogue form has an
effect of freshness, as if the event were taking place before the reader’s very
eyes. And who do we steal from? Most of all, from ourselves.

The Talk of Two Thieves

“You steal! You have always stolen ...
beautiful moments,

dreamy nights,

unconstrained flight.

You've stolen a kiss,
sweet but too fleeting ...

You've stolen too often!”

He asked her: “Why?”
Not looking at him,
she said softly:

“Love,
a lack of constraint that can fly.

I've never stolen from you!
I gave you everything:
beautiful moments,
dreamy nights,
unconstrained flight ...

... akiss ...

The only one stealing was you!
From yourself ...”
Translated by Nada Groselj
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DOSEDANJI UDELEZENCI IN NAGRAJENCI
VILENIC / PREVIOUS PARTICIPANTS AND
VILENICA PRIZE WINNERS



Dosedanji udeleZenci in nagrajenci Vilenic / Previous Participants and Vilenica Prize Winners

Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 1986 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

FULVIU TOMIZZI

Utemeljitev nagrade: JoZe Pirjevec

V publikaciji Vilenica 1986 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

PETER ESTERHAZY, REINHARD P. GRUBER, INGRAM HARTINGER, ZBIGNIEW HERBERT, GERT
HOFMANN, TADEUSZ KONWICKI, LOJZE KOVACIC, SLAVKO MIHALIC, GERHARD ROTH,
MILAN RUFUS, EVA SCHMIDT, JAN SKACEL, WISLAWA SZYMBORSKA, FULVIO TOMIZZA,
ISTVAN VAS, IGOR ZIDIC

Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 1987 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

PETRU HANDKEJU

Utemeljitev nagrade: Erik Prunc¢
KRISTAL VILENICE 1987 - GREGOR STRNISA

V publikaciji Vilenica 1987 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

IVAN ARALICA, DEZSO TANDORI, ERZSEBET GALGOCZI, LUBOMIR FELDEK, CARMELA
FRATANTONIO, PETER HANDKE, BOHUMIL HRABAL, GEDA JACOLUTTI, DRAGO JANCAR,
ALFRED KOLLERITSCH, RYSZARD KRYNICKI, ANDRZEJ KUSNIEWICZ, GIULIANA MORANDI-
NI, AGNES NEMES NAGY, JAN SKACEL, GREGOR STRNISA, WISLAWA SZYMBORSKA, DOMINIK
TATARKA, VENO TAUFER, PAVLE UGRINOV, ADAM ZAGAJEWSKI, VITOMIL ZUPAN

Disput: CLAUDIO MAGRIS: EWALDOVA BAKLA / EWALD’S TORCH

Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 1988 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

PETRU ESTERHAZYJU

Utemeljitev nagrade: JoZe Hradil
KRISTAL VILENICE 1988 - EWA LIPSKA

V publikaciji Vilenica 1988 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

BIRGITTA ARENS, FRANCESCO BURDIN, SANDOR CSOORI, JAROSLAV CEJKA, MIROSLAV
CERVENKA, MILAN DEKLEVA, DANIJEL DRAGOJEVIC, BENEDIKT DYRLICH, VLADO
GOTOVAC, MARIAN GRZESCZAK, KLAUS HOFFER, ANTON HYKISCH, GERT JONKE, LASZLO
LATOR, EWA LIPSKA, MARCELIJUS MARTINAITIS, VESNA PARUN, ERICA PEDRETTI, RICHARD
PIETRASS, ILMA RAKUSA, CHRISTOPH RANSMAYR, RENZO ROSSO, JAROSLAW MAREK
RYMKIEWICZ, RYSZARD SCHUBERT, TOMAZ SALAMUN, RUDI SELIGO, JOSEF SIMON,
ALEKSANDAR TISMA, JUDITA VAICIUNAITE, TOMAS VENCLOVA, GIORGIO VOGHERA, JOSEF
WINKLER, DANE ZAJC, STEFAN ZARY

Disput: CZESEAW MILOSZ: CETRTA UCNA URA / THE FOURTH TEACHING LESSON
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Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 1989 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

JANU SKACLU

Utemeljitev nagrade: Albina Lipovec
KRISTAL VILENICE 1989 - DUBRAVKA UGRESIC

V publikaciji Vilenica 1989 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

H. C. ARTMANN, JAN BENO, VOLKER BRAUN, GINO BRAZZODURO, JAN BUZASSY, PAOLA
CAPRIOLO, CSOORI SANDOR, BOGUMIL DUZEL, MIROSLAV DUDOK, PETAR GUDELJ,
CHRISTOPH HEIN, MILAN JESIH, GERT JONKE, EUGENIUSZ KABATC, DANILO KIS, IVAN
KLIMA, JURIJ KOCH, KAJETAN KOVIC, GABRIEL LAUB, FLORJAN LIPUS, MESZOLY MIKLOS,
EMIL MIKULENAITE, ADOLPH MUSCHG, TADEUSZ NOWAK, JOSIP OSTI, TONE PAVCEK,
KORNELIJUS PLATELIS, INGRID PUGANIGG, MIROSLAV PUTIK, ALOJZ REBULA, CARLO
SGORLON, WERNER SOLLNER, ANDRZE]J SZCZYPIORSKI, ANTONIO TABUCCHI, DUBRAVKA
UGRESIC, MIROSLAV VALEK, DRAGAN VELIKIC, LIGIO ZANINI

Disput: GYORGY KONRAD: S SREDINE / FROM THE CENTRE

Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 1990 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

TOMASU VENCLOVI

Utemeljitev nagrade: Veno Taufer
KRISTAL VILENICE 1990 - ALES DEBELJAK

V publikaciji Vilenica 1990 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

FODOR ANDRAS, MIROSLAV KOSUTA, ALEKSANDRA BERKOVA, STELIO MATTIONI, ANDRE]
BLATNIK, LIBUSE MONIKOVA, LEON BRIEDIS, PETER NADAS, MIROSLAV CERVENKA, GASPAR
NAGY, ALES DEBELJAK, BORIS PAHOR, NEDJELJKO FABRIO, MIODRAG PAVLOVIC, BRANKO
GRADISNIK, GIORGIO PRESSBURGER, NIKO GRAFENAUER, KNUTS SKUJENIEKS, REINHARDT
P. GRUBER, JOZE SNOJ, MAJA HADERLAP, EVA SCHMIDT, PAWEL HUELLE, JAN JOSEF SZCZE-
PANSKI, ANTON HYKISCH, ANDRZEJ SZCYPIORSKI, EUGENIUS IGNATAVICIUS, SUSANNA
TAMARO, ANTANAS JONYNAS, LADISLAV TAZKY, LUBOMIR JURIK, GORAN TRIBUSON, DIANA
KEMPFF, BOZENA TRILECOVA, MICHAEL KOHLMEIER, LUDVIK VACULIK, TOMAS SAULIUS
KONDROTAS, JOACHIM WALTER, GYORGY KONRAD, ANKA ZAGAR

Disput: VENO TAUFER: IZZIV ALI ZGAGA? / CHALLENGE OR HASSLE?

Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 1991 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

/BIGNIEWU HERBERTU

Utemeljitev nagrade: Niko Jez
KRISTAL VILENICE 1991 - GRENDEL LAJOS

V publikaciji Vilenica 1991 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

LADISLAV BALLEK, ANDREJ BRVAR, LENKA CHY TILOVA, HEINZ CZECHOWSKI, EORSI ISTVAN,
GRENDEL LAJOS, FABJAN HAFNER, RETO HANNY, IVANKA HERGOLD, ANDRE]J HIENG, ALOIS
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HOTSCHNIG, VIT’AZOSLAV HRONEC, JOKAI ANNA, DONALDAS KAJOKAS, MILAN KLEC,
MIRKO KOVAC, LOJZE KRAKAR, VIT KREMLICKA, BRONISEAW MA]J, LAURA MARCHIG, STEFAN
MORAVCIK, LUKO PALJETAK, OSKAR PASTIOR, JURE POTOKAR, HANS RAIMUND, ROLANDAS
RASTAUSKAS, SOMLYO GYORGY, MARIO SUSKO, IVO SVETINA, SUSANNA TAMARO, ARVO
VALTON, VARADY SZABOLCS, BITE VILIMAITE, ALENA VOSTRA, JOACHIM WALTHER, ERNEST
WICHNER, JOSEF WINKLER

Disput: VLADO GOTOVAC: SKICA O ATLASU / SKETCH OF THE ATLAS

Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 1992 je Drustvo slovenskih pisate-
ljev podelilo
MILANU KUNDERI

Utemeljitev nagrade: Jaroslav Skru$ny
KRISTAL VILENICE 1992 - ENDRE KUKORELLY

V publikaciji Vilenica 1992 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

ALEXANDRA BERKOVA, VYTAUTAS BLOZE, BRANKO CEGEC, SLAVENKA DRAKULIC, GUSTAV
JANUS, DUSAN JOVANOVIC, FERENC JUHASZ, RYSZARD KAPUSCINSKI, MARIE-THERESE
KERSCHBAUMER, EFTIM KLETNIKOV, KRZYSZTOF KOEHLER, UWE KOLBE, MIRKO KOVAC,
ENDRE KUKORELLY, KRZYSZTOF LISOWSKI, DRAHOSLAV MACHALA, VYTAUTAS MARTINKUS,
IVAN MINATTI, LIBUSE MONIKOVA, BORIS A. NOVAK, PARTI NAGY LAJOS, AARNE PUU,
GERHARD ROTH, STEFAN STRAZAY, JANA STROBLOVA, MARJAN TOMSIC, MILOSLAV
TOPINKA, DRAGAN VELIKIC, JANI VIRK, PETER WATERHOUSE

Disput: EVGEN BAVCAR: UNIVERZALIZMI IN NJIHOVA FACIES HYPOCRITICA /
UNIVERSALISMS AND THEIR FACIES HYPOCRITICA

PETER ESTERHAZY: POSTMODERNI BARBARIZEM ALI EVROPA BREZ LASTNOSTI
/ POSTMODERN BARBARISM OR EUROPE WITH NO CHARACTERISTICS

Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 1993 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

LIBUSI MONiKoVi

Utemeljitev nagrade: Neva Slibar
KRISTAL VILENICE 1993 - FRANCESCO MICIELI

V publikaciji Vilenica 1993 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

BALLA ZSOFIA, JOZEF BARAN, ROBERTO DEDENARO, HELMUT EINSENDLE, ALOJZ THAN,
DZEVAD KARAHASAN, MATJAZ KOCBEK, VLASTIMIL KOVALCIK, MARKO KRAVOS, ZVONKO
MAKOVIC, MARTON LASZLO, ROBERT MENASSE, FRANCESCO MICIELI, MARJETA NOVAK
KAJZER, PAUL PARIN, DENIS PONIZ, DIANA PRANCKIETYTE, CARLO SGORLON, ARVO
VALTON, MICHAL VIEWEGH, PIOTR WOICIECHOWSKI, IFIGENIJA ZAGORICNIK SIMONOVIC

Disput: GEORGES-ARTHUR GOLDSCHMIDT, VLADO GOTOVAC, LASZLO KRASZNA-

HORKAI, ANTONIN J. LIEHM: EDVARD KOCBEK: PALICA / EDVARD KOCBEK: THE
STICK
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Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 1994 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

JOSIPU 0STIJU

Utemeljitev nagrade: Denis Poniz
KRISTAL VILENICE 1994 - SLAVKO MIHALIC

V publikaciji Vilenica 1994 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

MARJORIE AGOSAN, EDOARDO ALBINATI, ARNI BERGMANN, MILOS BIEDRZYCKI, CHRISTA
DERICUM, JANKO FERK, ANTONIO FIAN, ANTANAS GAILIUS, VLADO GOTOVAC, EGYD
GSTATTNER, GUNNAR D. HANSSON, DANIEL HEVIER, VIT'AZOSLAV HRONEC, PAWEL HUELLE,
GORAN IGNJATIE JANKOVIC, RICHARD JACKSON, DZEVAD KARAHASAN, LUBOR KASAL,
THOMAS KLING, MAJDA KNE, MIKLAVZ KOMELJ, JURGIS KUNCINAS, FERI LAINSCEK, PHILLIS
LEVIN, SVETLANA MAKAROVIC, GIUSEPPE MARIUZ, MARNO JANOS, MATEJA MATEVSKI,
ANDREJ MEDVED, SLAVKO MIHALIC, DUSAN MITANA, GRZEGORZ MUSIAL, JUAN OCTAVIO
PRENZ, ALEKSANDER PERSOLJA, PETRI GYORGY, LENKA PROCHAZKOVA, GIANFRANCO
SODOMACO, MATTHEW SWEENEY, TOMAZ SALAMUN, IGOR SKAMPERLE, JACHYM TOPOL,
URS WIDMER, UROS ZUPAN

Disput: ALAIN FINKIELKRAUT: INTELEKTUALCI, POLITIKA IN VOJNA /
INTELLECTUALS, POLITICS AND WAR

Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 1995 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

ADOLFU MUSCHGU

Utemeljitev nagrade: Vesna Kondri¢ Horvat
KRISTAL VILENICE 1995 - MARZANNA BOGUMIEA KIELAR

V publikaciji Vilenica 1995 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

JOVICA ACIN, KURT AEBLI, MARJORIE AGOSAN, EUGENIJUS ALISANKA, MARCIN BARAN,
ARNI BERGMANN, KRZYSTOF BIELECKI, DARIUSZ BITTNER, LOREDANA BOGLIUN, BERTA
BOJETU-BOETA, TEREZA BOUCKOVA, LUCAS CEJPEK, ROZA DOMASCYNA, ERIK GROCH,
GUNNAR D. HANSSON, NORA IKSTENA, RICHARD JACKSON, MARZANNA BOGUMILA KIELAR,
RADE KRSTIC, PHILLIS LEVIN, TONKO MAROEVIC, MANFRED MOSER, DANIELIUS
MUSINSKAS, JUAN OCTAVIO PRENZ, RADOVAN PAVLOVSKI, TONE PERCIC, SIBILA PETLEVSKI,
RAOUL SCHROTT, ZORKO SIMCIC, RUDOLF SLOBODA, ANDRZEJ STASIUK, MATTHEW
SWEENEY, TOMAZ SALAMUN, JAN STRASSER, TAKACS ZSUZSA, TANDORI DEZSO, JAROMIR
TYPLT, MILOS VACIK, SASA VEGRI, PAVEL VILIKOVSKY, ERNEST WICHNER, CIRIL ZLOBEC,
VLADO ZABOT, ALDO ZERJAL

Disput: LOJZE KOVACIC: ALI PISATELJ POTREBUJE SVET, KI NJEGA NE POTREBUJE?
/ DOES A WRITER NEED THE WORLD WHICH DOESN'T NEED HIM?

Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 1996 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

ADAMU ZAGAJEWSKEMU

Utemeljitev nagrade: Niko JeZz
KRISTAL VILENICE 1996 - KACA CELAN
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V publikaciji “Vilenica 1996” in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

LOTHAR BAIER, ULDIS BERZINS, PETR BORKOVEC, MAGDA CARNECI, KAROL CHMEL, CLAUDE
MICHEL CLUNY, BRANKO CEGEC, KACA CELAN, ZITA CEPAITE, STEFANO DELLANTONIO,
LJILJANA DIRJAN, DUSAN DUSEK, MILAN DORDEVIC, MENNA ELFYN, ANN JADERLUND, HAY
JANOS, ANTANAS A. JONYNAS, JULIAN KORNHAUSER, ANDRAS FERENC KOVACS, VLADIMIR
KOVACIC, FRIEDERIKE KRETZEN, ENZO MARTINES, LYDIA MISCHKULNIG, BRANE MOZETIC,
BORIS A. NOVAK, IZTOK OSOJNIK, ZARKO PETAN, JAMES RAGAN, ALES RAZANOV, HANSJORG
SCHERTENLEIB, TRIINI SOOMETS, KAREL SIKTANC, ALES STEGER, THORGEIR THORGEIRSON,
MAJA VIDMAR, MARTINS ZELMENIS

Disput: SVOBODA IMAGINACIJE - IMAGINACIJA SVOBODE / IMAGINATION OF
FREEDOM - FREEDOM OF IMAGINATION:

BRANKO MILJKOVIC: POEZIJO BODO VSI PISALI / EVERYBODY WILL BE WRITING
POETRY

Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 1997 je Drustvo slovenskih
pisateljev podelilo

PAVLU VILIKOVSKEMU

Utemeljitev nagrade: Andrej Rozman
KRISTAL VILENICE 1997 - NICOLE MULLER

V publikaciji Vilenica 1997 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

BALAZS ATTILA, PAULS BANKOVSKIS, PETERS BRUVERIS, STEFAN CHWIN, GILLIAN CLARKE,
VITTORIO COZZOLI, VERA CEJKOVSKA, LIUTAURAS DEGESYS, EVALD FLISAR, FRANJO
FRANCIC, NIKO GRAFENAUER, MARIANNE GRUBER, AIME HANSEN, JOZE HUDECEK, HANNA
JOHANSEN, VANDA JUKNAITE, MILA KACIC, DORIS KAREVA, ISTVAN KOVACS, KRISTINA
LJALJKO, PETER MACSOVSKY, HERBERT MAURER, CHRISTOPHER MERRILL, KATJA LANGE
MULLER, NICOLE MULLER, NEZA MAURER, EWALD MURRER, MIHA OBIT, ALBERT
OSTERMAIER, PAVAO PAVLICIC, DELIMIR RESICKI, BRANE SENEGACNIK, ABDULAH SIDRAN,
ANDRZE] SOSNOWSKI, PIERRE-YVES SOUCY, RAGNAR STROMBERG, OLGA TOKARCZUK,
ALTA VASOVA, ANASTASSIS VISTONITIS, ANATOL VJARCINSKI, ANDREW ZAWADCKI

Disput: DAIMON ZAPELJEVANJA / DAIMON OF TEMPTATION:
RAINER MARIA RILKE: ORFE]J « EVRIDIKA « HERMES / ORPHEUS ¢ EURYDIKE e
HERMES

Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 1998 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

PETRU NADASU

Utemeljitev nagrade: Orsolya Gallos
KRISTAL VILENICE 1998 - PETER SEMOLIC

V publikaciji Vilenica 1998 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

AMANDA AIZPURIETE, ANDREI BODIU, JAN CIKVIN, FRANCE FORSTNERIC, NATASZA
GOERKE, FELICITAS HOPPE, ZOE JENNY, ARNE JOHNSSON, JIRI KRATOCHVIL, JOSE JORGE
LETRIA, VIDA MOKRIN PAUER, MAJA NOVAK, OSAMLJENI TEKACI, HAVA PINHAS COEN, ILMA
RAKUSA, IZET SARAJLIC, PETER SEMOLIC, MARKO SOSIC, ALVYDAS SLEPIKAS, SLOBODAN
SNAJDER, PIA TAFDRUP, VENO TAUFER, LASZLO VILLANYI, MILAN VINCETIC, HUGO
WILLIAMS, ANDREA ZANZOTTO
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Disput: TIMOTHY GARTON ASH: KONEC STOLETJA, ZACETEK TISOCLETJA / THE
END OF THE CENTURY, THE BEGINNING OF THE MILLENNIUM

Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 1999 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

ERICI PEDRETTI

Utemeljitev nagrade: Vesna Kondri¢ Horvat
KRISTAL VILENICE 1999 - ANGELO CHERCHI

V publikaciji Vilenica 1999 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

NERINGA ABRUTYTE, ANGELO CHERCHI, LELO CJANTON, RICHARD FLANAGAN, MARIUS
IVASKEVICIUS, RICHARD JACKSON, JANA JURANOVA, JAAN KAPLINSKI, DRAZEN KATUNARIC,
TAJA KRAMBERGER, RYSZARD KRYNICKI, FRANCO LOI, MIHA MAZZINI, MILOS MIKELN,
MIMMO MORINA, ANDREJ MOROVIC, AMIR OR, RAZVAN PETRESCU, ASHER REICH,
CHRISTOPHER REID, KATHRIN ROGGLA, LJUDMILA RUBLJEVSKA, ANNA SANTOLIQUIDO,
ARMIN SENSER, SANDE STOJCEVSKI, VOJO SINDOLIC, ADRIANA SKUNCA, OTTO TOLNAI,
BOGDAN TROJAK, NENAD VELICKOVIC, KAREN VOLKMAN, DANE ZAJC

Disput: TRST NA ZACETKU 20. STOLETJA: FUTURISTICNA UTOPIJA ALI MOZNI
MODEL ZA NADNACIONALNO IN USTVARJALNO SOZITJE V ZDRUZENI (SREDNJT)
EVROPI / TRIESTE AT THE BEGINNING OF THE 20™ CENTURY: A FUTURISTIC
UTOPIA OR REALISTIC MODEL OF TRANS-NATIONAL AND CREATIVE COEXIST-
ENCE OF PEOPLE IN THE COMMON (CENTRAL) EUROPE

Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 2000 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

SLAVKU MIHALICU

Utemeljitev nagrade: Veno Taufer
KRISTAL VILENICE 2000 - VOROS ISTVAN

V publikaciji Vilenica 2000 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

ZORAN ANCEVSKI, PETER BOZIC, UKE BUCPAPAJ, ALES CAR, PRIMOZ CUCNIK, JACQUES
DARRAS, LIDIJA DIMKOVSKA, MIRCEA DINESCU, MICHAEL DONHAUSER, JANIS ELSBERGS,
LEOPOLD FEDERMAIR, MILA HAUGOVA, ZELJKO IVANKOVIC, LIUDVIKAS JAKIMAVICIUS, URS
KARPF, GEORGIU KONSTANTINOV, HASSO KRULL, GARY LAWLESS, UMBERTO MANGANI,
ERIK MENKVELD, BRINA SVIGEL] MERAT, JAUME PEREZ MONTANER, IMRE ORAVECZ,
SILVANA PALETTI, KATHERINE PIERPOINT, ANGELINA POLONSKAYA, MILORAD POPOVIC,
ANA RISTOVIC, SUDEEP SEN, MARCIN SENDECKI, RONNY SOMECK, MARJAN STROJAN,
YORGOS VEIS, VOROS ISTVAN, GERALD ZSCHORSCH

Disput: FRIEDERIKE KRETZEN: VLOGA IN POMEN LITERATURE DANES / THE
MEANING AND THE ROLE OF LITERATURE TODAY

NIKO GRAFENAUER: PISATELJ V EKSCENTRU CASA / WRITER IN THE OFF-
CENTRE OF TIME

REGIS DEBRAY, ZDENKO VRDLOVEC: LITERATURA IN MEDIJI / LITERATURE AND
THE MEDIA
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Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 2001 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

JAANU KAPLINSKEMU

Utemeljitev nagrade: Veno Taufer
KRISTAL VILENICE 2001 - NATALKA BILOCERKIVEC

V publikaciji Vilenica 2001 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

ESAD BABACIC, MOHAMMED BENNIS, NATALKA BILOCERKIVEC, CASIMIRO de BRITO,
RICHARD BURNS, PETERIS CEDRINS, DRAGAN JOVANOVIC DANILOV, ROBERT DAVIS, MICHEL
DEGUY, FERIDA DURAKOVIC, ANDREAS EHIN, HANS EICHHORN, MAURO FACCIONI FILHO,
MICHAEL FARRELL, GARACZI LASZLO, GREG GATENBY, ADAM GLOBUS, ADELA GRECEANU,
PETR HRUSKA, VALDO IMMOVILLI, LAURYNAS KATKUS, VLADIMIR KAVCIC, KATICA
KJULAVKOVA, BARBARA KORUN, MARUSA KRESE, ROMAN LUDVA, SONJA MANOJLOVIC,
NARLAN MATOS, MARIAN MILCAK, BAN'YA NATSUISHI, CLAUDIO POZZANI, MATTHEW
ROHRER, ERIK STINUS, FRANCO SUPINO, VIVIENNE VERMES, THOR VILHJALMSSON, HANS
VAN DE WAARSENBURG, ADAM WIEDEMANN

Delavnice / Workshops: PREVAJANJE POEZIJE, O ESTETSKI KOMPONENTI
VSAKDANJEGA ZIVLJENJA / TRANSLATING POETRY, ON THE AESTHETIC
COMPONENT OF THE EVERYDAY LIFE

MLADA VILENICA 2001 / YOUNG VILENICA AWARD 2001: Spela Poljak

Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 2002 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

ANI BLANDIANI

Utemeljitev nagrade: Lidija Dimkovska
KRISTAL VILENICE 2002 - PAL ZAVADA

V publikaciji Vilenica 2002 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

JORGE ENRIQUE ADOUM, DRITERO AGOLLI, ANDRIY BONDAR, SNEZANA BUKAL, BORA
COSIC, JOZEFINA DAUTBEGOVIC, TANJA DUCKERS, OSWALD EGGER, CHUAH GUAT ENG,
JAKSA FIAMENGO, IOAN FLORA, JANICE GALLOWAY, SINAN GUDZEVIC, MICHAL HVORECKY,
ANATOL KUDRAVEC, ANATOLIJ KUDRJAVICKI, LEENA LANDER, FRANCO MANZONI, MACIEJ
MELECKI, DUSAN MERC, PETR MIKES, VINKO MODERNDORFER, HERTA MULLER, PATRICIA
NOLAN, KNUT @DEGARD, JUSTO JORGE PADRON, MONIKA VAN PAEMEL, RATIMIR PAVLOVIC,
JANIS ROKPELNIS, KEN SMITH, GLEN SORESTAD, LUAN STAROVA, VIDOSAV STEVANOVIC,
LUCIJA STUPICA, TONE SKRJANEC, WILLEM VAN TOORN, PAL ZAVADA

Delavnice / Workshops: PREVAJANJE POEZIJE, O LITERATURI NA INTERNETU, O
VIZUALNI IN LITERARNI PODOBI/ ON TRANSLATING POETRY, ON LITERATURE
ON THE INTERNET, ON VISUAL AND LITERARY IMAGE

MLADA VILENICA 2002 / YOUNG VILENICA AWARD 2002: Ana Salgaj
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Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 2003 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

MIRKU KOVACU

Utemeljitev nagrade: Josip Osti

V publikaciji Vilenica 2003 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:
CONSTANTIN ABALUTA, HANA ANDRONIKOVA, KOSTAS ASSIMACOPOULOS, VLADIMIR
BALLA, MAREK BIENCZYK, BORIS BILETIC, GORDANA MIHAILOVA BOSNAKOSKA, NICOLE
BROSSARD, RENE DE CECCATTY, PAULO DA COSTA, JOHN F. DEANE, PAULETTE DUBE, LYNN
EMANUEL, PAVLE GORANOVIC, NORBERT GSTREIN, JACQUES IZOARD, RUTGER KOPLAND,
HERKUS KUNCIUS, TARAS LUCHUK, DONAL McLAUGHLIN, TOM PETSINIS, VIVIENNE PLUMB,
GREGOR PODLOGAR, ALEK POPOV, STELLA ROTENBERG, PAOLO RUFFILLI, FIONA SAMPSON,
LJUDKA SILNOVA, ANDRE]J E. SKUBIC, EIRA STENBERG, JAMES TATE, KRISZTINA TOTH,
SUZANA TRATNIK, CHRISTIAN UETZ, VLADIMIR VERTLIB, ERIKA VOUK, JULI ZEH

Delavnice / Workshops: PREVAJANJE POEZIJE, PROSTORI TRANSGRESIJE, REVIJA V
REVIJI/ TRANSLATING POETRY, PLACES OF TRANSGRESSION, REVIEW IN REVIEW

MLADA VILENICA 2003 / YOUNG VILENICA AWARD 2003: Ziga Mohoric in Agata
Venier

Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 2004 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

BRIGITTE KRONAUER

Utemeljitvi nagrade: Neva Slibar in Vesna Kondri¢ Horvat
KRISTAL VILENICE 2004 - VALZINA MORT

V publikaciji Vilenica 2004 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

JAN BALABAN, MUHAREM BAZDULJ, ERIC BROGNIET, STEFAN CARAMAN, DASA DRNDIC,
MARTIN FAHRNER, EDWARD FOSTER, GEORGI GOSPODINOV, GINTARAS GRAJAUSKAS,
DANIELA KAPITANOVA, VOJISLAV KARANOVIC, ARTJOM KAVALEVSKI, JURIS KRONBERGS,
ALAIN LANCE, SYDNEY LEA, VASYL MAKHNO, KATARINA MARINCIC, TXEMA MARTINEZ
INGLES, VALZINA MORT, NOVICA NOVAKOVIC, GINO PASTEGA, SZILARD PODMANICZKY,
ALEKSANDAR PROKOPIEV, BARBARA SIMONITI, PETER STEINER, ANNI SUMARI, VLADIMIR
P. STEFANEC, CAI TIANXIN, KRZYSZTOF VARGA, PETER WEBER, ANDREA ZANZOTTO

Prevajalska delavnica / Translation workshop: MERERID PUW DAVIES, LOUIS DE
PAOR, HELENA SINERVO

Disput: PRIMER EDVARD KOCBEK IN SVOBODA IZRAZANJA DANES / THE EDVARD
KOCBEK CASE AND THE FREEDOM OF EXPRESSION TODAY

MLADA VILENICA 2004 / YOUNG VILENICA AWARD 2004: Eva Rener in Brigita
Bercon
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Dosedanji udeleZenci in nagrajenci Vilenic / Previous Participants and Vilenica Prize Winners

Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 2005 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

ILMI'RAKUSA in KARLU-MARKUSU GAURU

Utemeljitvi nagrade: Vesna Kondri¢ Horvat in Drago Jancar
KRISTAL VILENICE 2005 - VLADAS BRAZIUNAS

V publikaciji Vilenica 2005 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

CARLOS A. AGUILERA, VELJKO BARBIERI, JURAS BARISEVIC, VLADAS BRAZIUNAS, ANNA
MARIA CARPI, THEODORA DIMOVA, JURE JAKOB, JANEZ KAJZER, VILIAM KLIMACEK,
OLIVERA KORVEZIROVSKA, CVETKA LIPUS, JAAN MALIN, JIM McCGARRAH, ANNA MITGUTSCH,
SINEAD MORRISSEY, DUSKO NOVAKOVIC, GREGOR PAPEZ, LEUNG-PING KWAN, JEAN
PORTANTE, ZSUZSA RAKOVSZKY, RALF SCHLATTER, STEPHANOS STEPHANIDES, FARUK
SEHIC, MAGDALENA TULLI, MILOS URBAN, LILIANA URSU

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEIROUND TABLE DISCUSSION AT VILENICA:
»Moznosti sobivanja razli¢nih kultur v Evropi in proces iskanja nove kulturne para-
digme«/ “The Possibilities of Coexistence of Different Cultures in Europe and the
Process of Searching a New Cultural Paradigm”

Moderator: Ales Debeljak

MLADA VILENICA 2005 / YOUNG VILENICA AWARD 2005: Rozana Svara, Eva Mohori¢

Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 2006 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

MIODRAGU PAVLOVICU

Utemeljitev nagrade: Veno Taufer
KRISTAL VILENICE 2006 - MOJCA KUMERDE]

V publikaciji Vilenica 20006 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

INGA ABELE, MICHAL AJVAZ, VENKO ANDONOVSKI, LINDITA ARAPI, ALHIERD BACHAREVIC,
SZILARD BORBELY, YIORGOS CHOULIARAS, DAIVA CEPAUSKAITE, ERVIN FRITZ, TATJANA
GROMACA, BRIAN HENRY, OTO HORVAT, NORA IUGA, IVA JEVTIC, EKATERINA YOSSIFOVA,
ZDENKO KODRIC, MARTUS KOPCSAY, MIRAN KOSUTA, MOJCA KUMERDEJ, TEREZIA MORA,
BIRGIT MULLER-WIELAND, CLAUDIO POZZANI, GABRIEL ROSENSTOCK, GORAN SAMARDZIC,
OSTAP SLYVYNSKY, BREDA SMOLNIKAR, TONNU ONNEPALU (EMIL TODE), OLGA
TOKARCZUK, MARKO URSIC, RAPHAEL URWEIDER

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE DISCUSSION AT VILENICA:
»Kdo slisi sosedovo zgodbo?« / “Who Can Hear One’s Neighbour’s Story?”
Moderator: Simona Skrabec

MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN
LITERATURES OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Sodobna baskovska knjizevnost /
Contemporary Basque Writing: BARNARDO ATXAGA, HARKAITZ CANO, MIREN AGUR
MEABE, RIKARDO ARREGI, KIRMEN URIBE

MLADA VILENICA 2006 / YOUNG VILENICA AWARD 2006: Dita Skalic¢, Aljaz
Ferencek, Miroslava Furtkevicova
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Dosedanji udeleZenci in nagrajenci Vilenic / Previous Participants and Vilenica Prize Winners

Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 2007 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

GORANU STEFANOVSKEMU

Utemeljitev nagrade: Lidija Dimkovska
KRISTAL VILENICE 2007 - PIOTR SOMMER

V publikaciji Vilenica 2007 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

DAVID ALBAHARI, ATTILA BARTIS, ATAOL BEHRAMOGLU, BALSA BRKOVIC, GENTIAN
COCOLIL, DUMITRU CRUDU, VYTAUTAS DEKSNYS, DAGNIJA DREIKA, KRISTIINA EHIN,
CAROLYN FORCHE MATTISON, NEJC GAZVODA, SONJA HARTER, IOANA IERONIM, ANDRE]
KURKOV, META KUSAR, ERMIS LAFAZANOVSKI, AGI MISHOL, SENADIN MUSABEGOVIC, ALES
MUSTAR, DENNIS O’'DRISCOLL, MAJA PANAJOTOVA, ROBERTO PAZZI, MONIKA RINCK, PIOTR
SOMMER, IGOR STIKS, JAN STRASSER, EDI SHUKRIU, SAMI TCHAK, TOMAS TRANSTROMER,
CHRISTINA VIRAGH, BARYS ZANCAK, MATJAZ ZUPANCIC

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEl ROUND TABLE DISCUSSION AT VILENICA:
»(Samo)cenzura danes: literarna cenzura v luci politi¢ne korektnosti« / “(Self)-
Censorship Today: Literary Censorship in the Light of Political Correctness”
Moderator: Alenka Puhar

MANJ POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN
LITERATURES OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Sodobna knjiZevnost v ir§cini /
Contemporary Literature in Irish: CELIA DE FREINE, TOMAS MAC SIOMOIN, DAIRENA NI
CHINNEIDE, MICHEAL O CONGHAILE, CATHAL O SEARCAIGH, GABRIEL ROSENSTOCK

MLADA VILENICA 2007 / YOUNG VILENICA AWARD 2007: Katja Lavrencic, Matic Moze

Mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica za leto 2008 je Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev
podelilo

ANDRZEJU STASIUKU

Utemeljitev nagrade: Jana Unuk
KRISTAL VILENICE 2008 - ANDREJ HADANOVIC

V publikaciji Vilenica 2008 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

JURIJ ANDRUHOVIC, LASLO BLASKOVIC, ANDRE] HADANOVIC, CVETANKA ELENKOVA,
IZTOK GEISTER, KICA KOLBE, FLORIN LAZARESCU, ARIAN LEKA, YANG LIAN, DIEGO
MARANI, JEAN-MICHEL MAULPOIX, IRINA NEKIT, IMRE ORAVECZ, MARINA PALEJ, ULRICH
PELTZER, IVANA SAJKO, PETER STAMM, MAGDALENA SVETINA TERCON, DUSAN SAROTAR,
BINA STAMPE ZMAVC, JURI TALVET, ZOE VALDES, ANDREA WINKLER, YO YO, INGA ZOLUDE

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE DISCUSSION AT VILENICA:
»Avtor med tekstom in kontekstom« / “The Author between Text and Context”
Moderator: Marko UrSi¢

MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN
LITERATURES OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Sodobna litovska knjiZevnost /
Contemporary Lithuanian Writing: EUGENIJUS ALISANKA, BIRUTE JONUSKAITE, SIGITAS
PARULSKIS, KORNELIJUS PLATELIS, TOMAS VENCLOVA

MLADA VILENICA 2008/ YOUNG VILENICA AWARD 2008: Liam Visentin, Ana Semrov
325



CLANI ZIRIJE / JURY MEMBERS

Andrej Blatnik, predsednik Zirije, pisatelj, prevajalec, urednik / president
of the jury, prose writer, translator, editor

Ales Steger, podpredsednik Zirije, pesnik, pisatelj, esejist / vice president,
poet, prose writer, essayist

Lidija Dimkovska, pesnica, prevajalka, esejistka / poet, translator, essayist

Niko Grafenauer, pesnik, prevajalec, esejist, urednik / poet, translator,
essayist, editor

Ludwig Hartinger, pesnik, prevajalec, esejist, urednik / poet, translator,
essayist, editor

Vesna Kondri¢ Horvat, docentka za novejSo nemsko knjiZevnost na
Univerzi v Mariboru / associate professor of modern German literature
at the University of Maribor

Tone PerSak, pisatelj / prose writer

Veronika Simoniti, prevajalka, pisateljica / translator, prose writer

Tomaz Salamun, pesnik, prevajalec / poet, translator

Spela Sevsek Sramel, prevajalka, asistentka za slovasko knjiZevnost na
Univerzi v Ljubljani / translator, assistant professor of Slovak literature
at the University of Ljubljana

Veno Taufer, pesnik, prevajalec, esejist, ustanovni predsednik Vilenice /
poet, translator, essayist, founding president of the Vilenica Festival

Jana Unuk, prevajalka / translator

Jani Virk, pisatelj, prevajalec / prose writer, translator
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KONZULTANTI / ADVISORY PANEL

Agnieszka Bedkowska-Kopczyk, prevajalka, docentka na Tehni¢no-huma-
nisti¢ni akademiji v Bielsko-Biali, Poljska / translator, senior lecturer at
the University of Bielsko-Biala, Poland

Miriam Drev, prevajalka, publicistka, pesnica, Slovenija / translator,
columnist, poet, Slovenia

Csordas Gabor, esejist, urednik zalozbe Jelenkor, MadZarska / essayist,
editor at Jelenkor Publishing House, Hungary

Orsolya Gillos, prevajalka, MadZarska / translator, Hungary

Alenka Jensterle-Dolezal, docentka za slovensko knjizevnost na Filozofski
fakulteti v Pragi, Ceska / senior lecturer of Slovene literature at the
Faculty of Arts in Prague, Czech Republic

Erica Johnson-Debeljak, pisateljica, prevajalka, publicistka, Slovenija /
prose writer, translator, columnist, Slovenia

Ales Kozar, prevajalec, Ceska / translator, Czech Republic

Dana Krsakova, kriticarka, literarna raziskovalka na InStitutu za slovasko
knjiZevnost v Bratislavi, Slovaska / literary critic, literary scholar at the
Institute of Slovak Literature in Bratislava, Slovak Republic

Inesa Kurjan, znanstvena delavka, Belorusija / researcher, Belarus

Arian Leka, pisatelj, pesnik, prevajalec, urednik, organizator Mednarod-
nega festivala lirike Poeteka, Albanija / writer, poet, translator, editor,
organizer of the International Lyric Poetry Festival Poeteka, Albania

Tina Mahkota, prevajalka, publicistka, Slovenija / translator, columnist,
Slovenia

Ale$ Mustar, pesnik, prevajalec, Slovenija / poet, translator, Slovenia

Janis Oga, direktor Latvijskega centra za literaturo, filolog, Latvija / director
of Latvian Literature Centre, philologist, Latvia

Vera Pejovi¢, pesnica, prevajalka, Slovenija / poet, translator, Slovenia

Kornelijus Platelis, pesnik, prevajalec, Litva / poet, translator, Lithuania

Marjeta Prelesnik Drozg, bibliotekarka, prevajalka, Slovenija / librarian,
translator, Slovenia

Peter Racz, filozof, pesnik, prevajalec, MadZarska / philosopher, poet, trans-
lator, Hungary

Ilma Rakusa, pisateljica, predavateljica na Univerzi v Ziirichu, Svica / writer,
lecturer at the University of Ziirich, Switzerland

Judit Reiman, prevajalka, predavateljica na Univerzi v Budimpesti, MadZar-
ska / translator, lecturer at the University of Budapest, Hungary

Ana Ristovi¢, pesnica, prevajalka, Srbija / poet, translator, Serbia

Jutka Ruda$, docentka za madzarsko knjiZevnost na Filozofski fakulteti
Univerze v Mariboru, Slovenija / senior lecturer at the Department of
Hungarian Language and Literature at the Faculty of Arts in Maribor,
Slovenia
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Namita Subiotto, docentka na katedri za makedonski jezik in knjiZzevnost
na Filozofski fakulteti v Ljubljani, Slovenija / senior lecturer at the
Department of Macedonian Language and Literature at the Faculty of
Arts in Ljubljana, Slovenia

Brina Svit, pisateljica, publicistka, Francija / prose writer, columnist, France

Tea Stoka, prevajalka, Slovenija / translator, Slovenia
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