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David Albahari

David Albahari se je rodil leta 1948
v Peci v Srbiji. Je pisatelj, esejist in
prevajalec. Med njegova dela sodijo
zbirke kratkih zgodb, kot so Opis smr-
ti (1982), za katero je avtor prejel An-
dri¢evo nagrado, Pelerina (1993), ki je
prejela nagrado »Stanislav Vinaverg,
in zbirka Svake noéi u drugom gradu
(Vsako no¢ v drugem mestu, 2008),
ki je prejela Vitalovo nagrado za knji-
go leta. Roman Mamac (Vaba, 1996)
je leta 1996 osvojil NIN-ovo nagrado
za najboljsi roman. Avtorjeva izbrana
dela so izhajala med letoma 1996 in
1997 v desetih knjigah. Od ustanovi-
tve beograjske zalozbe »Stubovi kultu-
re« je njen hi$ni avtor.

David Albahari je zasluzen tudi za
mnoge prevode sodobnih britanskih,
ameriskih, avstralskih in kanadskih
avtorjev v srbski jezik. Prevajal je av-
torje, kot so S. Bellow, L. B. Singer, T.
Pynchon, M. Atwood, V. S. Naipaul
in V. Nabokov. V stbs¢ino je prevedel
tudi dramska dela Sama Sheparda, Sa-
rah Kane, Caryl Churchill in Jasona
Shermana. Sodeloval je pri programu
International Writing Program v lowi
(1986), bil pa je tudi reziden¢ni pisa-
telj na University of Calgary v okviru
projekta International Writer-in-Resi-
dence in pod okriljem programa Mar-
kin-Flanagan Distinguished Writers
Program (1994-95). Leta 1994 se je

z druzino preselil v Kanado.

David Albahari was born in 1948 in
Pe¢, Serbia. He is a writer, essayist, and
translator. His works include collec-
tions of short stories, such as Opis smrti
(Description of Death, 1982), which
won him the Ivo Andri¢ award; Peleri-
na (Cloak, 1993), which won the Stan-
islav Vinaver award; and Svake noéi u
drugom gradu (Every Night in Another
City, 2008), which won the Vital com-
pany — issued Golden Sunflower award
for the best book of the year. His novel
Mamac (Bait, 1996) won the NIN
award for the best novel in 1996. Be-
tween 1996 and 1997, the author’s
selected works were published in no
fewer than ten collections and antho-
logies. He has been a house author
of the “Stubovi kulture” publishing
house since its inception.

David Albahari has, moreover, trans-
lated works by many contemporary
British, American, Australian and
Canadian authors into Serbian. The
vast array of authors, whose prose he
has translated, includes S. Bellow, I.
B. Singer, T. Pynchon, M. Atwood, V.
S. Naipaul, and V. Nabokov. He has
also translated plays by Sam Shepard,
Sarah Kane, Caryl Churchill and Jason
Sherman. He was a participant in the
International Writing Program in lowa
(1986), and served as an international
writer-in-residence at the University
of Calgary, under the auspices of the
Markin-Flanagan Distinguished Writ-
ers Program (1994-95). He moved to
Canada with his family in 1994.
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David Albahari
Nagrajenec Vilenice 2012

Andrej Blatnik

David Albahari, v Kanadi Zive¢i pisatelj judovskega rodu in srbskega je-
zika, se je rodil leta 1948 v Pe¢i. Njegova prva knjiga, zbirka zgodb Dru-
Zinski cas (Porodiéno vreme), je iz8la leta 1973. Doslej je objavil trinajst
knjig zgodb, $tirinajst romanov, pet zbirk esejev in dve knjigi za otroke, za
Druzinskim casom $e knjige zgodb Obicne price (1978), Opis smrti (1982),
Fras u supi (1984), Jednostavnost (1988), Pelerina (1993), Izabrane price
(1994), Neobicne price (1999), Najlepse price (2001), Drugi jezik (2003),
Senke (2006), Svake noci u drugom gradu (2008) in izbrane zgodbe (Nema
pesma - Izabrane price) leta 2009. Romani so poimenovani Sudija Dimi-
trijevi¢ (1978), Cink (1988), Kratka knjiga (1993), Snezni covek (1995),
Mamac (1996), Mrak (1997), Gec i Majer (1998), Svetski putnik (2001),
Pijavice (2005), Marke (2006), Ludvig (2007), Brat (2008), Cerka (2010)
in Kontrolni punikr (2011).

Prevajal je Stevilne knjige, zgodbe, pesmi in eseje ameriskih, britanskih, av-
stralskih in kanadskih pisateljev, med katerimi so bili Saul Bellow, Vladimir
Nabokov, MargaretAtwood, IsaacB. Singerin ThomasPynchon, inurejalvsto
revij in knjiznih zbirk. Od jesenileta 1994 zivi v Calgaryju v Kanadi. Njegove
knjige so prevedene v ve¢ kot petnajst jezikov, v slovens¢ino izbor zgodb Bese-
de so nekaj drugega (Aleph 2007) in roman Vzba (Cankarjeva zalozba 2008).
Albahari je eden najbolj cenjenih in vplivnih prozaistov nekdanje Jugoslavi-
je, kar potrjuje vrsta prejetih literarnih priznanj. Za Opis smrti je leta 1982
prejel Andri¢evo nagrado, za Pelerino nagradi Stanislava Vinaverja in Bran-
ka Copica, za Vabo pa cenjeno nagrado NIN-a za najboljsi roman leta 1996.
Roman Pijavke (Pijavice) je dobil nagrado mesta Beograda. Albahari je pre-
jel tudi nagrado narodne knjiznice Srbije in mednarodni nagradi Balkanika
in Most-Berlin. Ze v letih 1996/97 je zalozba Narodna knjiga izdala njegova
izbrana dela v desetih knjigah.

Generacije piscev, ki so v zaletku osemdesetih zalenjali preoblikovati prevla-
dujoco podobo proznega pisanja v jezikih nekdanje Jugoslavije, je estetsko
osmislila Albaharijeva kratka zgodba Nema pesem, v kateri Albahari u¢inko-
vito povzema tedanji konflikt med »stvarnostno« in »druga¢no« prozo, saj na
nekaj straneh vkljucuje in mojstrsko medsebojno povezuje tako stereotipni
prizor falokratske dominance kot soocenje akademizma s svojo intelektual-
no nemodjo in nazadnje $e kot razumsko nedosegljivi misterij preseznosti.
Ne preseneca, da je Albahari kot Nemo pesem naslovil tudi osebno antologijo
iz leta 2009. Omenimo, da za slovenski hommage Albahariju s citiranjem
zakljucka te zgodbe v zakljucku svoje knjige Balkanska brv poskrbi Ale§ De-
beljak. Albaharijev vpliv na prozno pisanje na tleh nekdanje Jugoslavije pa
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se ni koncal v generaciji danasnjih petdesetletnikov, o ¢emer prica knjizev-
nost petnajst let mlajSega Muharema Bazdulja in $e mlajsih — morda je tudi
val popularnib, sobotnib, drugih in drugalnih zgodb v slovenski knjizevnosti
zadnjih let nekaksen (zavesten ali ne) odziv na Albaharijeve obicajne zgodbe
(Obitne price) iz leta 1978. Ni nepricakovano, da je Albahari svojo zbir-
ko iz 1999 naslovil Neobicajne zgodbe (Neobicne price): dandanes je pisati
dobesedno obi¢ajne zgodbe — re¢eno z razumljivejsim jezikom neke druge
(neliterarne) kulture — misija nemogoce.

Prostor, v katerega je Albahari na koncu sedemdesetih in zacetku osem-
desetih let vstopal, pa je bil precej drugacen. Tedaj se je cenila stvarnostna
proza, slavila estetika vzdrzljivih marginalcev, mojstrov ulice in prezivetja,
ki so govorili s klenim jezikom, Se bolj obvladali govorico pesti in vsaj prek
nodi, ¢e ne tudi podnevi, obvladovali tudi najlepsa dekleta. Ta prozni kod,
ki bi v kaki bolj razplasteni druzbi dobil domovinske pravice prej v zanrski
kot v kanoni¢ni prozi, nemara najucinkoviteje zastopa vrh tega specifi¢ne-
ga literarnega konteksta, roman Dragoslava Mihailovi¢a Ko so cvetele buce.
Povsem druga¢no estetsko pot, ki je neogibno vkljucevala tudi povsem
drugalno eti¢no lestvico, v kateri zmaga mo¢i ne povozi vseh ostalih vred-
not, je pred prihodom Albaharija v tedanji prozi, pisani v stbi¢ini, opaz-
neje zastopal pravzaprav edinole Danilo Ki$ — in najbrz ni nakljugje, da je
tudi izza KiSevega pisanja, enako kot pri Alabaharijevem, stala judovska
druzinska in kulturna tradicija, in da je tako specificen glas lazje prezivel
v t. 1. prostovoljnem eksilu, kakor se glasi ta blazilna fraza, le da tedaj ne v
novi obljubljeni deZeli Severni Ameriki, temve¢ Se v tradicionalnem zatoci-
$¢u drugacnih umetnikov, v Parizu. (O sili spopada med stvarnostno prozo
in metafikcijskimi prijemi pri¢a dragoceni zbornik dokumentov Treba /i
spaliti Kisa?, o pozornosti, ki jo Kisu namenja Albahari, vrsta znotrajbe-
sedilnih priznanj, o odnosu med, recimo, razmerjem pripovedovalca do
starSevske usode v Albaharijevi Vabi in Kisevem Vitu, pepelu pa bi bilo
mogode pisati zanimive monografije.)

Albaharijeva proza je proza sprememb in praznine. Ze nalteti naslovi nje-
govih knjig nam prikazujejo dva pola njegovega pisanja — e se naslovi knjig
zgodDb v veliki meri ukvarjajo s formo, torej z vrsto zgodbe (od obicajne do
neobicajne), njenim nacinom (»preprostostjo«) in predmetom zgodbarjenja,
pa se v naslovih romanov velikokrat kaze posameznik, dolo¢en shemati¢-
no, z odnosom (brat, héerka), poimenovanjem ali dejavnostjo. Veliko je ne-
doredenega, prepuséenega bralcu. Temu Albahari na pripovednem krozni-
ku namre¢ ne postreze z vsem, stalno ga postavlja pred prekoradevanje mej
in zapolnjevanje vrzeli, ¢esar pa ne pocne le z znotrajbesedilnimi izraznimi
sredstvi, ampak tudi z izbiro kontekstov. Ze v prvi polovici osemdesetih
let, torej v Casu (Se zlasti v Srbiji) komaj mehdajodega se socializma, je v
svoje pisanje vnesel hasisarski besednjak in v Zivljenja svojih likov urbano
popularno kulturo. In vse tiste, ki prostodusno trdijo, da gre za politi¢no
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neangaziranega avtorja, je treba opozoriti, da je Albahari zastavil besedo
in veljavo za povedevanje svobosin, Se preden se je zalela Jugoslavija se-
sipati — konec osemdesetih je bil med vodilnimi v gibanju za legalizacijo
marihuane. Tistim pa, ki se jim zdi tovrstni angazma preparcialen, lahko
v celoti navedemo Albaharijevo zgodbo Pravica mocnejsega, katere poanta
presega krajevna dolocila in ¢asovne omejitve: »Fant stopi na dvorisée s
kosom kruha v rokah. Kruh je namazan z marmelado iz gozdnih sadezev
in fant se ze vnaprej veseli tega okusa. Na dvoris¢u pa k njemu stopi fant iz
tretjega nadstropja, starejsi in moc¢nejsi od njega, in brez besed mu vzame
kos kruha iz roke. Ugrizne, se namrs¢i in pljune. Fuj, gozdni sadezi! rece
in vrze kruh na tla, v prah.«

Proza spremembe se ni izogibala spremembam. Vojne v nekdanji Jugosla-
viji so povlekle veliko lo¢nic, tudi v Albaharijevem pisanju. Ce je bil v krat-
kih prozah iz svojih prvih knjig mojster zamolka, prikazovanja resni¢nosti
skozi opise praznin in ti$in, v novejsih knjigah nekako od Vabe (Mamac,
1996) dalje pisanje spremlja iskanje smisla pisateljske dejavnosti, samo-
sprasevanje, ki je poprej v Albaharijevem opusu nastopalo skozi odmerjeno
samoironijo (ki je hkrati ironija do smiselnosti pisanja nasploh, verniki
pisanja bi morali redno brati njegovo prozno miniaturo Peter Handke). To
smemo brez vedjega tveganja imeti za posledico kolektivne jugoslovanske
izkusnje, vendar tudi v teh besedilih krivda in greh nista natan¢no oprede-
ljena, kakor si zeli prenekateri danasnji bralec, nevoljan sprejemati eti¢ne
odloditve in razsodbe — Albahari tega ne misli poceti namesto njega.

V romanu Vzba mama otrokoma, ko se vojna konca, ree, da gredo do-
mov. Otroka si predstavljata, da bodo spet Ziveli tam, kjer so prej, vendar
si mama kot »domov« ne predstavlja ni¢ dolo¢nega. Sploh ne ve, ¢e mesto
»prej« $e obstaja, pa tudi, ¢e bi obstajalo, se vanj ne bi ve¢ vrnila. »Domovx
je prazen oznalevalec brez oznalenca. Ze v Nemi pesmi starec, ki pozna
skrivnost te pesmi, na vprasanje, od kod je, rece: »Nihce ne ve, od kod je,«
in se smeje.

To pa $e ni zadnji kraj ontoloskega dvoma, ki ga tematizira Albaharievo
pisanje. »Zakaj bi si like izmisljal, ¢e pa $e zase nisem prepri¢an, da vem,
kdo sem,« je neko¢ rekel pisatelj. Sprasevanje o identiteti je zmeraj vpra-
$anje o mejah, pripadnosti, prestopanju in izstopanju. Apatrid ni samo
tisti, ki mora zapustiti svojo domovino — ta odhod je morda celo lazji, ¢e se
tvoja domovina, kot je oznanjena v osebnem dokumentu, ne prilega tvoji
druzinski, kulturni in morda verski tradiciji. Apatrid je tudi tisti, ki v edini
preostali domovini, jeziku, pise tako zelo drugace, da ima v njem malo ali
ni¢ somisljenikov.

David Albahari je morda s prehodom iz Srbije devetdesetih let v Kanado
devetdesetih let prestopil iz ene vrste brezdomstva v drugo — a s svoji-
mi knjiznimi objavami in uredniskim delovanjem je naredil domovino za
Stevilne druge pisce, ki so literarno osamljeni prisli v drugace kultiviran
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literarni prostor. In ko ameriska antropologinja iz Neme pesmi spozna, da
je neobstoj temeljna ¢loveska resnica, njene v klop ¢italnice neopazno vre-
zane inicialke zaZarijo — jaz se vzpostavi z odrekanjem egocentri¢nosti, ni
ved na poti le v Beograd, kjer doume, »kaj pomeni obstajati na meji med
Vzhodom in Zahodom, pa nikomur pripadati, ne biti ne eno ne drugo« —
temve¢ tudi na poti, da se pridruzi pevcem neme pesmi, tistim, ki znajo
zavredi sebe, da se povezejo z drugimi.

»Lepota je pelerina na hrbtu sveta,« re¢e pripovedovaléeva Zena v zgodbi
Pelerina. Ce veliko sodobne proze skusa s takino ali druga¢no pelerino
pregrniti svet, ki ga zares Zivimo, Albaharijevo pisanje s svojimi zamolki in
tisinami tako prevleko odgrinja — Zivljenje olupi do ¢ebulnega jedra, kjer
se pri¢enja nema pesem. David Albahari je eden njenih redkih mojstrov.
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David Albabari
The 2012 Vilenica Prize Winner

Andprej Blatnik

David Albahari, a Serbian-speaking author of Jewish origins now resid-
ing in Canada, was born in Pe¢ in 1948. His first book, a collection of
stories headed Family Time (Porodiéno vreme), came out in 1973. He has
since published twelve more volumes of short stories, fourteen novels, five
essay collections, and two children’s books. Family Time was followed by
the short story volumes Ordinary Stories (Obicne price, 1978), Descrip-
tion of Death (Opis smrti, 1982), Shock in the Shed (Fras u supi, 1984),
Simplicity (Jednostavnost, 1988), Cloak (Pelerina, 1993), Selected Stories
(Lzabrane price, 1994), Unusual Stories (Neobicne price, 1999), The Best Sto-
ries (Najlepse price, 2001), Second Language (Drugi jezik, 2003), Shadows
(Senke, 2006), Every Night in Another City (Svake noéi u drugom gradu,
2008), and a selection of his stories, Mute Song — Selected Stories (Nema
pesma — lzabrane price), in 2009. His novels include Judge Dimitrijevic
(Sudija Dimitrijevic, 1978), Tsing (Cink, 1988), A Short Book (Kratka knji-
ga, 1993), Snow Man (Snezni éovek, 1995), Bait (Mamac, 1996), Darkness
(Mrak, 1997), Goetz and Meyer (Gec i Majer, 1998), Globetrotter (Svet-
ski putnik, 2001), Leeches (Pijavice, 2005), Stamps (Marke, 20006), Ludvig
(2007), Brother (Brat, 2008), The Daughter (Cerka, 2010), and Checkpoint
(Kontrolni punkt, 2011).

He has translated into Serbian many books, stories, poems, and essays by
such American, British, Australian, and Canadian authors as Saul Bellow,
Vladimir Nabokov, Margaret Atwood, Isaac B. Singer, Thomas Pynchon.
Furthermore, he has edited a number of magazines and book series. He
resides in Calgary, Canada, since the autumn of 1994. His books are trans-
lated into more than fifteen languages: the Slovene translations comprise
a short story selection, Words Are Something Else (Besede so nekaj drugega,
Aleph, 2007), and the novel Bair (Vaba, Cankarjeva zalozba, 2008).
Albahari is one of the most distinguished and influential prose writers of
former Yugoslavia, a fact confirmed by his numerous literary awards. His
collection Description of Death won the Ivo Andri¢ award in 1982, another
collection, Cloak, won the Stanislav Vinaver and Branko Copic’ awards,
and his novel Bair won the prestigious NIN award for the best novel of
the year in 1996. Another novel, Leeches, won the Belgrade City Prize.
Albahari has also received the award of the National Library of Serbia and
two international prizes, the Balcanica Award and the Berlin Bridge Prize.
As early as 1996/97, a ten-volume selection of his work was published by
Narodna knjiga.
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The generations of writers who emerged in the early 1980s to reshape the
prose then dominant in the languages of former Yugoslavia received their
aesthetic justification in Albahari’s short story Mute Song, which neatly en-
capsulates the contemporary conflict between “reality” prose and “different”
prose. A mere handful of pages includes and masterfully interweaves a ste-
reotypical scene of phallocratic domination, the academe’s confrontation
with its intellectual powerlessness, and, finally, the mystery of transcendence
inaccessible to reason. Thus it comes as no surprise that Albahari used the
phrase Mute Song as the title of his 2009 personal anthology as well. More-
over, it is by citing the conclusion of this particular story that Ales Debeljak
concludes his own book, Balkan Bridge (Balkanska brv), thus providing a
Slovene homage to Albahari. And Albahari’s influence in the territory of
former Yugoslavia is not restricted to the generation now in their fifties, as
is attested by the work of Muharem Bazdulj, fifteen years his junior, and by
still younger writers. Indeed, the wave of popular, Saturday, other, different
stories in recent Slovene literature may be a (conscious or not) response to
Albahari’s ordinary stories (Obicne price) from 1978. Not surprisingly, Al-
bahari named his 1999 collection Unusual Stories (Neobiéne price): writing
“ordinary” stories, to borrow the more familiar language of another, non-
literary culture, is today nothing short of a Mission Impossible.

The space which Albahari was entering in the late 1970s and early 1980s
was quite different. What was appreciated then was reality prose, the aes-
thetics of tough marginals, street-wise survivor types, who spoke a robust
idiom, were past masters in the language of fists, and — at least by night,
if not by day — mastered the most beautiful girls as well. This prose code,
which a more layered society might have relegated to a genre rather than
to canonical prose, is perhaps best represented by the pinnacle of the literary
context in question, the novel When Pumpkins Blossomed (Kad su cverale
tikve) by Dragoslav Mihailovi¢. Before Albahari’s arrival, the only promi-
nent representative of a different aesthetic path in Serbian prose, a path
where the ethical scale was necessarily different and the victory of brute
force did not supplant all other values, had been Danilo Kis. It is no co-
incidence that both Ki$ and Albahari were backed by a Jewish tradition of
family and culture, which helped their individual voices survive in their
euphemistically called “voluntary exile” — except that theirs was not an
exile to the new promised land, North America, but to the traditional ref-
uge of non-conforming artists, Paris. (The clash between reality prose and
metafictional techniques is attested by a precious collection of documen-
tary evidence, Is Kis to Be Burnt? (Treba li spaliti Kisa?), while Albahari’s
attention to Ki$, his many intratextual compliments, o, say, the narrator’s
actitude to a parents fate in Albahari’s Bair as compared to KiS's Garden,
Ashes (Basta, pepeo), might form the subject of interesting monographs.)
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Albahari’s prose is marked by changes and blanks. The very titles of his
books reveal the polarity of his writing — if the titles of story collections
largely revolve around the form, that is, around the kind of story (from
“ordinary” to “unusual”), its mode (“simplicity”), and its subject, the titles
of novels often feature an individual, who is schematically defined through
a relationship (brother, daughter), name, or activity. Much is left unsaid,
left for the reader to puzzle out. Rather than being served everything on
the narrative platter, the reader is continually forced to overstep boundaries
and fill in gaps — forced not only by intratextual means of expression but
also by Albahari’s choice of context. It was as early as the first half of the
1980s, at a time when socialism (particularly in Serbia) was barely begin-
ning to thaw, that he introduced hash vocabulary into his writing and urban
popular culture into his characters’ lives. All those who candidly label him as
an apolitical author should realise that Albahari had campaigned for greater
liberty even before Yugoslavia began to crumble, joining the vanguard of the
marijuana legalisation movement in the late 1980s. And those who find such
commitment too partial should read Albahari’s story 7he Right of the Stronger
(Pravo jaceg), here quoted in full, since its point transcends the limitations of
time and space: “A boy steps out into the back yard with a slice of bread in his
hands. The bread is spread with forest fruits jam, and the boy is savouring the
taste in anticipation. But in the back yard he is approached by a boy from the
third floor, older and stronger, who plucks the bread from his hand without
saying a word. He takes a bite, frowns, and spits. Ugh, forest fruits! he says,
tossing the bread down on the ground, in the dust.”

The prose of change did not try to avoid changes. The wars in former
Yugoslavia drew many demarcation lines, not least in Albahari’s writing. If
the short prose pieces from his early books show him as a master of apo-
siopesis, of portraying reality through descriptions of blanks and silences,
his more recent books, roughly from Bair (1996) onward, search for the
meaning of a writer’s activity, a self-questioning that had earlier been con-
veyed through measured self-irony (which is indeed directed at the point
of all writing; the devotees of writing should regularly re-read his prose
miniature, Peter Handke). This may well stem from the collective Yugoslav
experience, but even such recent texts do not define guilt or sin with the
precision desired by many readers of today, unwilling to make ethical deci-
sions and judgments, for Albahari has no intention of doing the readers’
task for them.

When the war is over, the mother in the novel Bair tells her two children
that they are going home. The children imagine that they will go back to
living where they lived before, but the mother’s image of “home” is vague.
She does not know whether the city of “before” still exists, and even if
it did, she would no longer return to it. “Home” is an empty signifier
without a signified. Asked where the mute song comes from, the old man
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in Mute Song who knows its secret laughingly counters: “Nobody knows
where it comes from.”

And this is not the last place of ontological doubt thematised in Albahari’s
writings. “Why invent characters, when I am not even sure that I know
who I am myself?” the writer said once. Inquiry into identity is always
an inquiry into borders, belonging, transit and departure. An apatride is
not just one who has to leave his homeland: indeed, this departure may
actually be easier if the homeland proclaimed in your ID does not fit the
tradition of your family, culture, perhaps religion. An apatride is also one
who writes in the only homeland left to him, language, so very differently
that he has few or no sympathisers in it.

With his transit from 1990s Serbia to 1990s Canada, David Albahari may
have passed from one kind of homelessness to another, but his book pub-
lications and editorial work have built a homeland for many other writers,
literary loners who had arrived at a literature site fostered by a different
cultivation. And when the American anthropologist of Mute Song realises
that non-existence is a fundamental human truth, her initials, discreetly
carved in the reading room desk, begin to glow: the self is established by
a renunciation of egocentrism. She is no longer headed just for Belgrade,
where she recognises “what it is to exist on the border between East and
West yet belong to neither, to be neither the one nor the other”; she is also
on her way to joining the singers of the mute song, those who know how
to renounce their selves in order to forge links with others.

“Beauty is the cloak on the back of the world,” says the narrator’s wife in
the story Cloak. If much contemporary prose seeks to spread a cloak over
the world we actually live in, Albahari’s writing, with its incompletions
and silences, draws such covers aside — peeling life like an onion down to
its ever elusive core, where the mute song begins. David Albahari is one of
its rare masters.

Translated by Nada Groselj



20 - DAVID ALBAHARI

Zlatne ribice

Ne, nikada se duhovi neée smiriti kada je re¢ o Iliji. Za mnoge je on, pre
svega, ugledan pisac, ali za neke druge, kojih ima sve vise, on je, samo i
jedino, izdajnik svoje zemlje. Cudno je to, pomislio je na sahrani Veljko,
Ilijin prvi komsija, nekome se oproste i zaborave doista gnusne stvari, a
nekome, kao Iliji, ne brie se mrlja za koju viSe niko i ne zna $ta predstavlja.
Ni on, Ilija, nije vi$e bio siguran za $ta ga optuzuju, ali je pokorno, svih
ovih godina, povijao glavu i trpeo teret uvreda.

Sramota, pomisli Veljko, stvarno sramota, a on je tako dobar ¢ovek. Zena
koja je stajala ispred njega osvrnu se i uputi mu sumnjicav pogled. Ponovo
je, znadi, govorio naglas, namrsti se Veljko i pomisli da bi trebalo da bude
oprezniji, okrenu se i krenu prema izlazu sa groblja. Osim toga, upotrebio
je pogresno gramaticko vreme: Ilija je, naime, bio dobar ¢ovek, ali viSe nije
niti ¢e ikada biti. Uzdahnuo je. Sada mu ne ostaje nista drugo osim da se
privikne na Ilijino odsustvo. A to, slutio je, nece biti lako, pogotovo zbog
toga $to je poslednjih godina, u skladu sa napredovanjem bolesti, Ilija sve
Ce$ée dolazio kod njega. Poslednjih Sest-sedam meseci svracao je svakog
dana, u najraznovrsnijim trenucima, nekada rano ujutru, katkad popodne,
desto uvece, a jednom ili dva puta probudio je Veljka u sred no¢i, mada je
tada ostao samo desetak minuta, ne izgovorivéi nijednu rec.

Veljko nije nikada zamerio 1liji $to se tako ponasa. Uostalom, pisci smeju
da budu ekstravagantni i apsurdno je od njih ocekivati bilo kakva objasnje-
nja. Nekoliko puta je Ilija pokusao nesto da kaze na tu temu, ali Veljko ga
je odmah prekidao i govorio mu da ¢uva redi za svoja nova dela.

Ma, koja dela, bunio se Ilija, nisu to nikakva dela — nedela su to, veruyj
meni na rec.

Veljko mu, naravno, nije verovao, jer je svaki, pa ¢ak i krajnje nedobrona-
meran ¢italac morao da prizna da se u njegovim re¢enicama ose¢ao duh
mudrosti i veli¢ine. U tom pogledu, u pogledu stvaralackih kvaliteta, niko
mu nije ni$ta zamerao, ni prijatelji ni neprijatelji. U stvari, neprijatelji nisu
uopste govorili o onome $to je Ilija napisao ili postigao; oni su govorili
samo o onome $to Ilija #ije uradio. Veljko je ¢ak mogao da izrecituje spi-
sak glavnih zamerki jer su ga oni ponavljali kao papagaji kad god bi im se
ukazala prilika. Cak i onda kada je objavljena vest o Ilijinoj smrti i mnogi
postovaoci njegovog dela izgovarali samo pohvalne recenice, njegovi nepri-
jatelji su nosili plakate sa parolama protiv Ilije.

Da su te plakate doneli na sahranu, Veljko bi sigurno nasrnuo na njih, nis-
ta ga ne bi zaustavilo. Mrtvi moraju da se postuju, bar dok su jos sa nama.
Kada odu u svoj svet, to je druga prica, smatrao je Veljko i nije mu preterano
zasmetalo kada je na zidu pored grobljanske kapije ugledao veliki plakat sa
Ilijinom fotografijom i tekstom ,Ilija je sramota svog naroda®.

Medutim, plakat je zasmetao mladoj Zeni u crnoj haljini koja je odmah po-
Cela da ga cepa. U prvi mah kidala ga je polako, u dugim trakama, a onda
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ga je kidala sve brze i brze, gaze¢i po otkinutim par¢i¢ima, da bi na kraju
histeri¢no zaplakala i nasrnula pesnicama na oronuli zid.

Veljko, koji je do tada igrao ulogu nezainteresovanog prolaznika, nije vise
mogao da izdrzi. Prisao je devojci i pokusao da je uhvati za ruke, nepre-
kidno ponavljajudi: ,Dobro, dosta je, samo polako, sve ¢e biti u najboljem
redu.” Svaki deo te recenice bio je netacan, ali niSta drugo nije mu palo
na pamet. Pa ipak, nekada i laZi pomazu i Veljko je osetio kako devojéin
otpor slabi. U isto vreme okondali su se i njeni histeri¢ni jecaji, $to je Velj-
ko iskoristio da joj da papirnu marmicu i uputi osmeh ohrabrenja. Onda
se malo pognu i rece joj skoro na uvo da joj je to siguno bio omiljen pisac
kada toliko tuguje za njim.

Devojka se odmace od njega i odgovori: Omiljeni pisac? Kojesta, to mi je
otac.

Veljko ustuknu — znao je da se Ilija odavno razveo, ali nikada nije pomislio
da mozda ima decu. Tada se, sa bezbedne udaljenosti, zagleda u devoj¢ino
lice. Sto je duze gledao, sve vie je uvidao da ona ne laze. Crte njenog lica
nepogresivo su se uklapale u crte Ilijinog lica, a njen nos bio je umanjena
replika njegovog nosa. Osmeh takode.. Samo su o¢i bile drugadije. Ilija je
imao crne odi i prodoran, pomalo neprijatan pogled, dok su njene o¢i bile
podatno plave, verovatno, pomislio je Veljko, nasledene od majke.

Sada su te plave o¢i piljile u njega i Veljko pozuri da se predstavi. Rekao je
da je bio prijatelj njenog oca i da su se posebno zbliZili tokom poslednjih
Sest-sedam meseci, tokom perioda, istakao je, kada je Ilija svakodnevno
svra¢ao kod njega.

O, rece devojka, onda znam ko ste. Vi ste Veljko, je I’ ta¢no? Tata mi je pri-
¢ao o vama. Donedavno ste imali psa, a sada imate zlatne ribice. Nasmesila
se i ponovo se zagledala u Veljka.

On je prvo pomislio na psa, s kojim je Ziveo poslednjih petnaaest godina i
nedavno morao da ga vodi kod veterinara da ga uspava, i jedva je uspeo da
zadrZi suze. Tek tada je pomislio na zlatne ribice, na Hiromi i Joko, kako su
se zvale, i na onu tre¢u, bezimenu, i onda podize glavu i smelo rece: Hoéete
da ih vidite? Zivim nedaleko odavde, uostalom, to znate.

Devojka klimnu glavom, pride mu i uhvati ga pod ruku. Krenuli su u
trenutku kada su ljudi koji su prisustvovali sahrani poceli da izlaze i Veljko
malo ubrza korak. Nije zeleo da ga sretne neko od poznanika, pogotovo
sada kada ga je Ilijina ¢erka, za koju niko, slutio je, nije znao, uhvatila pod
ruku i ¢ak malo oslonila podlakticu na njegov kuk. Pogledao je kriSom
udesno i njegov pogled se susreo sa njenim. Nasmejali su se i Ilija je upita
kako se zove.

Samba, re¢e devojka.

Ilija pomisli da nije dobro ¢uo. Kako to mislite — samba, upitao je, samba
kao rumba, onaj ples?

Da, rece devojka, samo $to samba nije rumba.
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Ali, rece Veljko, nikada nisam ¢uo da se neko zove Samba.

Za sve postoji prvi put, re¢e devojka i glasno se nasmeja.

Za sve postoji prvi put, ponovi Veljko, tako se zove jedna Ilijina pricaiu
njoj se pojavljuje devojka koja ima isti takav zvonak smeh.

Nikad ¢itala, re¢e devojka. Onda uzdahnu i rece: Nisam ja ba$ neki veliki
ljubitelj knjizevnosti. Zvucala je kao da joj je ve¢ dojadilo da to ponavlja i
da bi radije razgovarala o ne¢em drugom.

Tek $to nismo stigli, re¢e tada Veljko.

Jedva ¢ekam da vidim ribice, rece devojka.

I doista, ¢im su usli u Veljkov stan, prisla je akvarijumu i nije se vise odmi-
cala od njega, ¢ak ni onda kada se Veljko vratio sa flasom rakije i dve caice.
Red je, rekao je, da popijemo za njegovu dusu. Dodao je punu ¢asicu de-
vojci i ona je ispi u jednom gutljaju, ne odvajajudi pogled od zlatnih ribica.
Onda upita Veljka: Da li znate zasto ga niko ne voli?

Koga? upita Veljko.

Mog oca, rece devojka. Gurnula je kaziprst u vodu i pokus$avala njime da
namami ribice.

Trebalo bi da popijem jo$ jednu ¢asicu, pomisli Veljko i rece: Bio je bolji i
drugadiji od njih, a to se ovde ne oprasta.

Ona je ¢utala i znao je da mu ne veruje.

Samba, pozvao ju je tihim glasom i, kada ga je pogledala suznim o¢ima,
rekao je: Zlatne ribice su, u stvari, mali $arani, jeste li to znali?

Ne, re¢e Samba, nisam. I polako krenu prema njemu.
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Zlate ribice

Ne, duhovi se nikdar ne bodo pomirili, ko je govor o Iliji. Za marsikoga
je bil predvsem ugleden pisatelj, za nekatere druge, in teh je edalje veg, je
pa¢ samo in edino izdajalec svoje domovine. Kako ¢udno, je na pogrebu
premisljal Veljko, Ilijev najblizji sosed, pri nekaterih oprostimo in pozabi-
mo zares nagnusne rec¢i, nekdo, kot je Ilija, pa ne more s sebe izbrisati ma-
deza, za katerega nihce niti ne ve ve¢, kaj zaznamuje. Tudi on sam, Ilija, ni
bil ve¢ preprican, desa ga obtozujejo, vendar je vsa ta leta pokorno povesal
glavo in prenasal breme zalitew.

Sramota, je pomislil Veljko, dejansko sramota, pa tako dober ¢lovek je. Zen-
ska, ki je stala pred njim, se je ozrla in mu namenila sumnicav pogled. Pome-
ni, da je zopet govoril na glas, se je namrscil Veljko in pomislil, da bi moral
biti previdnejsi, se zasukal ter krenil proti izhodu s pokopalid¢a. Poleg tega je
uporabil napacen slovni¢ni ¢as: Ilija je namre¢ 6i/ dober ¢clovek, a ni ve¢ in
tudi nikdar ve¢ ne bo. Zavzdihnil je. Zdaj mu ne preostane ni¢ drugega, kot
da se privadi na Ilijevo odsotnost. Kar pa, je slutil, ne bo $lo zlahka, $e po-
sebej, ker je zadnja leta skladno z napredovanjem bolezni Ilija vse pogosteje
zahajal k njemu. Zadnjih Sest, sedem mesecev je prihajal vsak dan, ob naj-
razli¢nejsih urah, véasih zgodaj zjutraj, spet kdaj popoldne, pogosto zvecer,
enkrat ali dvakrat pa je Veljka prebudil sredi no¢i, éeprav se je takrat pomudil
komaj kakih deset minut in ne da bi spregovoril eno samo besedico.

Veljko ni Iliji nikdar o¢ital njegovega ravnanja. Navsezadnje si pisatelji smejo
privosciti ekstravagantnost in od njih se je nesmiselno nadejati kakr$nih koli
pojasnil. Ilija je nekajkrat poskusil spregovoriti o tej zadevi, vendar ga je Velj-
ko takoj prekinil, ¢e$ naj prihrani besede za svoja nova dela.

Mabh, kaksna dela neki, mu je nasprotoval Ilija, to niso nobena prava dela —
to so zlodejstva, verjemi mi na besedo.

Veljko mu kajpak ni verjel, saj je sleherni, $e celo skrajno nenaklonjen bra-
lec moral priznati, da je bilo v Ilijevih stavkih obcutiti modrost in veli¢ino
duha. Glede tega, glede njegovih ustvarjalnih odlik, mu ni nihée nicesar
odital, ne prijatelji ne sovrazniki. Pravzaprav sovrazniki sploh niso govorili
o tistem, kar je Ilija napisal ali dosegel; govorili so samo o tistem, Cesar Ilija
ni naredil. Veljko je lahko celo zrecitiral seznam poglavitnih ocitkov, ker
so ga ponavljali kakor papige, kadarkoli se je ponudila priloznost. Se celo
tedaj, ko se je razsirila novica o Ilijevi smrti in so bili $tevilni obéudovalci
njegovega dela polni zgolj pohvalnih besed, so njegovi sovrazniki nosili
plakate s parolami proti njemu.

Ce bi plakate prinesli na pogreb, bi jih Veljko zagotovo napadel, ni¢ ga ne
bi ustavilo. Mrtve je treba spostovati, vsaj dokler so $e z nami. Ko odidejo
v svoj svet, je druga pesem, je menil Veljko in ni ga kaj prida motilo, ko
je na zidu ob glavnem vhodu na pokopalis¢e zapazil velik plakart z Ilijevo
fotografijo in napisom »llija je sramota za svoj narod«.
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Je pa plakat zmotil mlado Zensko v ¢rni obleki, ki ga je nemudoma zacéela
trgati z zidu. Sprva ga je trgala pocasi, v dolgih trakovih, potlej pa vedno
hitreje in hitreje in pri tem teptala odtrgane kosce, naposled pa histeri¢no
zahlipala ter se spravila s pestmi nad zdelani zid.

Veljko, ki je dotlej ohranjal drzo nezainteresiranega mimoidocdega, ni ve¢
mogel zdrzati. Pristopil je k dekletu, skusal jo je ujeti za roke, pri tem pa ji
spet in spet prigovarjal: »Je Ze dobro, dovolj bo, le pocasi, vse bo v redu.«
Vsak del tega stavka je bil zgresen, toda ni¢ drugega mu ni prislo na misel.
Sicer pa, véasih zalezejo tudi lazi, in Veljko je zacutil, kako dekletovo upi-
ranje popuséa. V tistem je potihnilo tudi njeno histeri¢no hlipanje, kar je
Veljko izrabil, da ji je ponudil papirnati robéek in namenil opogumljajo¢
nasmesek. Nato se je rahlo sklonil in ji domala na uho dejal, da je bil to
gotovo njen priljubljeni pisatelj, ko tako bridko Zaluje za njim.

Dekle se je odmaknilo od njega in odgovorilo: Priljubljeni pisatelj? Beda-
rija, to je moj oce.

Veljko je odstopil — vedel je, da se je Ilija ze zdavnaj lo¢il, vendar ni nikdar
pomislil, da ima morda otroke. Tedaj je, z varne razdalje, uprl pogled v
dekletov obraz. Dlje ko jo je gledal, tem bolj je spoznaval, da ne laze. Po-
teze njenega obraza so se nezgresljivo ujemale s potezami Ilijevega obraza
in njen nos je bil pomanj$ana kopija njegovega nosu. Prav tako nasmeh.
Le o¢i so bile drugacne. Ilija je imel ¢rne odi in prodoren, po malem ne-
priljuden pogled, medtem ko so bile njene o¢i Zivahno modre, brzkone, je
pomislil Veljko, jih je podedovala po materi.

Zdaj so te modre o¢i strmele vanj in Veljko se je hitel predstaviti. Povedal
je, da je bil prijatelj njenega oéeta in da sta se posebno zblizala v zadnjih
Sestih, sedmih mesecih, v obdobju, je poudaril, ko se je Ilija vsakodnevno
oglasal pri njem.

Oh, je reklo dekle, potem vem, kdo ste. Vi ste Veljko, imam prav? Oc¢ka
mi je pripovedoval o vas. Do pred kratkim ste imeli psa, zdaj pa imate zlate
ribice. Nasmehnila se je in se znova zastrmela vanj.

Veljko se je najprej domislil psa, s katerim je Zivel zadnjih petnajst let in
ga je pred kratkim moral odpeljati k veterinarju, ki ga je uspaval, in komaj
se mu je posrecilo zadrzati solze. Sele potem je pomislil na zlate ribice, na
Hiromi in Joko, kakor sta se imenovali, in na brezimno tretjo, ter potlej
dvignil glavo in pogumno rekel: Bi jih hoteli videti? Zivim nedale¢ od tod,
sicer pa, saj veste.

Prikimala je, se mu priblizala in ga prijela pod roko. Odpravila sta se v
hipu, ko so ljudje, ki so sli za pogrebom, zapuscali pokopalisce, in Veljko
je malce podvizal korak. Ni maral, da ga sre¢a kateri od znancev, zlasti zdaj,
ko ga je Ilijeva h¢i, za katero se mu je zdelo, da ni nihée vedel, prijemala
pod roko in se celo s podlaktom rahlo naslanjala na njegov kolk. Skrivoma
je pogledal v desno in prestregel njen pogled. Zasmejala sta se in vprasal jo
je, kako ji je ime.



DAVID ALBAHARI - 2§

Samba, je reklo dekle.

Veljko je pomislil, da ni dobro slisal. Kako to mislite — samba, je vprasal,
samba kot rumba, tisti ples?

Ja, je reklo dekle, le da samba ni rumba.

Ampak, je rekel Veljko, nikoli nisem slisal, da bi bilo komu ime Samba.
Vse je enkrat prvi, je reklo dekle in se glasno zasmejalo.

Vse je enkrat prvi¢, je ponovil Veljko, tako se imenuje ena od Ilijevih zgodb
in v njej nastopa dekle s prav takim zvonkim smehom.

Nikoli brala, je reklo dekle. Potlej pa zavzdihnila in rekla: Nisem ravno
kaksna velika ljubiteljica knjiZevnosti. Zvenela je, kakor da ji Ze preseda to
ponavljati in bi se raje pogovarjala o ¢em drugem.

Vsak hip bova, je rekel Veljko.

Komaj ¢akam, da vidim ribice, je reklo dekle.

In res, kakor hitro sta vstopila v Veljkovo stanovanje, je zavila k akvariju in se
ni ve¢ ganila od njega, celo tedaj ne, ko se je Veljko vrnil s steklenico Zganja
in kozar¢koma. Spodobi se, je rekel, da spijeva za njegovo duso. Ponudil je
poln kozar¢ek dekletu in izpila ga je na dusek, ne da bi odtrgala pogled z
zlatih ribic. Nato je Veljka vprasala: Ali veste, zakaj ga nihée nima rad?
Koga? je vprasal Veljko.

Mojega oceta, je reklo dekle. Potopila je kazalec v vodo in poskusala z njim
zvabiti ribice.

Moral bi zvrniti $e en kozarcek, je pomislil Veljko in rekel: Bil je boljsi in
drugaden od njih, tega pa ti tukaj ne odpustijo.

Mol¢ala je in vedel je, da mu ne verjame.

Samba, jo je poklical s tihim glasom, in ko ga je pogledala s solzami v oéeh,
je rekel: Zlate ribice so v resnici majhni krapi, ste to vedeli?

Ne, je rekla Samba, nisem. In pocasi usmerila korak proti njemu.

Prevedla Sonja Polanc



26 - DAVID ALBAHARI

Gold Fish

No, the spirits will never rest as far as Ilija is concerned. For some he is
mainly an eminent writer, but for others, and there are more and more of
these, he is one thing only, a traitor to his country. At the funeral, Veljko,
Ilija’s neighbor, was thinking, how strange that in one case it’s acceptable to
forgive and forget what were truly reprehensible actions, while for some-
one like Ilija there is no erasing a blot even though no one can remember
precisely how it came about. Even Ilija was no longer sure what he was
being blamed for, but he bowed his head, all those years, and resigned
himself to suffering with the burden of the affront.

An outrage, thought Veljko, a real outrage, and he’s such a fine man. A
woman standing in front of him turned around and shot him a quizzical
glance. Ah, he must have been thinking out loud again, Veljko frowned,
realizing he should be more watchful, turned and headed toward the ceme-
tery exit. And besides, he had used the wrong verb tense: Ilija had been a
fine man, but he was no longer nor would he ever be again. Veljko sighed.
Now there was nothing to do but accustom himself to Ilija’s absence. But
he sensed that this was not going to be easy, especially since over the last
years, as his illness progressed, Ilija had come by more often. He had been
stopping by daily over the last six or seven months, at all different times,
sometimes in early morning, or in the afternoon, or, often, in the evening,
and once or twice he woke Veljko in the middle of the night, though then
he'd stay for only ten minutes and not say a word.

Veljko never had anything against Ilijas behavior. Writers can be extrava-
gant and it is silly to expect any sort of explanation. Ilija tried to say some-
thing about it several times, but Veljko interrupted him right away and
told him to save his words for his next heroic deed of the pen.

“No, no,” Ilija would protest, “they are not deeds, they’re misdeeds, believe
me.”

Veljko, of course, did not believe him, because every reader, even those
with the worst of intentions, had to admit that one could feel the spirit of
wisdom and greatness in his every sentence. In terms of his creative pro-
wess, no one could say a word against him, friend or foe. Indeed, his foes
never spoke of what Ilija wrote or accomplished; they spoke only of what
llija had nor done. Veljko could even ratte off a list of the main gripes
because they squawked it like parrots at every available opportunity. Even
when the news of Ilija’s death was made public and many of those who
valued his work had only the most laudatory things to say, his foes were
waving around posters with anti-Ilija slogans.

Had they brought the posters to the funeral, Veljko would certainly have
assaulted them, nothing would have stopped him. The dead must be re-
spected, at least while they are still with us. Once they had departed for
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their world, that was something else again, in Veljko’s opinion, and he was
not too upset when he saw a large poster with Ilija’s picture and the words
“Ilija is a disgrace to his nation” on a wall by the cemetery entrance.

The poster did upset a young woman in a black dress who set to ripping
it off the wall. At first she tore it slowly, in long strips, then she ripped off
pieces of it faster and faster, stomping on the shreds, and finally she burst
into frantic tears and hammered the crumbling wall with her fists.

Veljko, who had been playing the role of indifferent bystander up to that
point, could no longer hold himself back. He went over to the young
woman and tried taking her by the hand, repeating over and over again,
“OK, it’s OK, just take it easy, everything will be all right.” No part of the
sentence was true, but nothing else occurred to him to say. Sometimes lies
are a help and Veljko felt the young woman’s defiance weaken. The frantic
sobs also subsided, which gave Veljko a chance to pass her a paper hand-
kerchief and flash her a smile of encouragement. Then he leaned over a bit
and said to her, nearly in her ear, that Ilija must have been her very favorite
writer when she was grieving so deeply for him.

The young woman pulled away from him, and answered, “Favorite writer?
Not at all, he was my father.”

Veljko stepped back — he knew Ilija had gotten a divorce many years be-
fore, but it never occurred to him that the man might have had children.
He took a better look at the woman’s face from a safe distance. The longer
he looked, the more he saw she was not lying. The lines of her face fit the
lines of Ilija’s face without a doubt, and her nose was a smaller version of
his. Her smile, too. Only her eyes were different. Ilija had had dark eyes
and a piercing, often unpleasant, gaze, while her eyes were a pliant blue,
probably, thought Veljko, coming from her mother’s side.

Now those blue eyes stared at him and Veljko hastened to introduce him-
self. He said that he was a friend of her father’s and that they had become
particularly close over the last six-seven months, during a time, as he said,
when Ilija was stopping by his place every day.

“Oh,” said the young woman, “then I know who you are. You are Veljko,
right? Dad spoke of you. You used to have a dog until recently, and now
you have gold fish.” She smiled and again fixed her gaze on Veljko.

First he thought of the dog he had spent the past fifteen years with and had
recently had put down at the vet’s, and he could barely hold back the tears.
Then he thought of the gold fish, Hiromi and Yoko, as he called them, and
a third one, nameless, and then he looked up and said boldly, “Would you
like to see them? I live nearby, as you obviously know.”

The young woman nodded, came over and slipped her arm through his.
They set off just as the people attending the funeral were starting to dis-
perse and Veljko picked up the pace a little. He wasn't eager to run into
anyone he knew, especially now that Ilija’s daughter, whom no one, he
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sensed, was aware of, had taken him by the arm and perhaps even rested
her lower arm on his hip. He glanced stealthily to the right and met her
gaze. They smiled and Ilija asked what her name was.

“Samba,” said the young woman.

Veljko thought perhaps he hadnt heard correctly. “What do you mean —
samba,” he asked, “samba, you mean like the rumba, the dance?”

“Yes,” said the young woman, “except the samba is not the rumba.”
“Still,” said Veljko, “I have never heard of Samba as a name.”

“There is a first time for everything,” said the young woman and laughed
aloud.

“There is a first time for everything,” repeated Veljko, “Ilija has a story with
that for its title and there’s a young woman in it with that same ringing
laugh.”

“Never read it myself,” said the young woman. Then she sighed and said,
“I am not a big literature fan.” This sounded like something she was weary
of repeating and she'd rather talk about something else.

“We're almost there,” said Veljko.

“I can hardly wait to see the gold fish,” said the young woman.

And sure enough, as soon as they entered Veljko’s apartment she went
straight to the aquarium and didn't move away from it even when Vejlko
came back with a bottle of brandy and two glasses. “It is right for us have
a drink for his soul.” He handed a full glass to the young woman and she
downed it in a single swig, never looking away from the gold fish. Then she
asked Veljko, “Do you have any idea why no one likes him?”

“Who?” asked Veljko.

“My father,” said the young woman. She dipped a fingertip into the water
and tried to lure the fish with it.

I need another drink, thought Veljko and said, “He was better and diffe-
rent from them, and here no one can be forgiven for that.”

She said nothing but he knew she didn’t believe him.

“Samba,” he called to her in a soft voice, and when she looked up, her eyes
brimming with tears, he said, “Gold fish are actually little carp. Did you
know that?”

“No,” said Samba, “I didn’t.” And she turned slowly to face him.

Translated by Ellen Elias Bursa¢
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Ne, ne i ne

Ne, ne i ne, kako god pokusao, ma $ta uradio, Mileta Mici¢ nije mogao
da prihvati tvrdnju da e svet postojati i posle njegove smrti. Pomisao da
¢e veé narednog jutra nakon njegovog umiranja ponovo na istoku izadi
sunce, da ¢e se otvoriti trafike i prodavnice prehrambenih proizvoda, da
¢e autobusi gradskog saobracaja tutnjati senovitim ulicama, da ¢e deca ici
u $kolu a odrasli na posao, da ¢e, re¢ju, biti dan isti kao i svaki drugi dan,
ta pomisao, dakle, bacala ga je u ocajanje. Ne, ne i ne, ponavljao je u sebi,
nije mogude da se sve tako zavr$ava, da se sa velike svetske pozornice odlazi
gotovo kriSom, kao da smo samo statisti u vlastitim Zivotima, statisti koji
izlaze na neka pomoc¢na, prikrivena vrata, dok na sceni ostaju zakukuljene
i zamumuljene spodobe koje najednom tvrde da sve znaju o nama, detalj-
nije i bolje nego $to mi sami znamo.

Ne, ne i ne, odbijao je Mileta Mici¢ to da prihvati i ni$ta nije moglo da
ga razuveri. Nista, doduse, nije moglo da potvrdi ni moguénost da jeste u
pravu, nikakva izjava nekog svedoka nije nigde sacuvana, izjava koja bi, na
primer, potvrdivala da se neko, bilo ko, vratio na pozornicu, bez obzira na
to na koja je vrata izasao. Ako je neko uopste bio u drugom svetu i vratio
se odande — ne rac¢unajudi, naravno, junake raznih mitova — onda je taj,
taj koji je uspeo da se vrati, ili to zaboravio ili mu je bilo zabranjeno o
tome da govori. Mileta Mici¢ je odmah odbacivao drugu moguénost, jer
zabrane nista ne znace pripadnicima ljudskog roda. Naime, bezbroj puta
se uverio da $to je zabrana stroze definisana, veca je bila verovatnoda da ée
biti prekr$ena. Zaborav je bio druga pri¢a i mogao je da zamisli kako pose-
tioci drugog sveta, sveta mrtvih, odnosno, oni kojima je dozvoljeno da se
vrate u prvi svet, svet zivih, prolaze na grani¢nom prelazu kroz svojevrstan
skener koji im briSe sva prethodna se¢anja a posebno ona koja se odnose
na boravak u drugom svetu.

Ne, ne i ne, prebacivao je Mileta Mici¢ sam sebi, nije to moglo da bude
tako jednostavno. Zivot je ipak zapetljaniji od toga i ne razresava se jed-
nostavnim prelaskom preko granice. Osim toga, ko je uopste rekao da
postoji neki grani¢ni prostor izmedu ovoga ovde i onoga tamo? A $ta ako
su ti svetovi zapravo izmeSani i jednim delom se poklapaju, tako da medu
zivima ima mrtvih i obratno? Tako gledano, mislio je Mileta Mici¢, mozda
su njegove dileme uzaludne, jer je on, mozda, ve¢ odavno mreav? Ali ako
jeste mrtav, kako to da utvrdi? Da se u$tine? Ustinuo se i vrisnuo od bola.
Dobro je, pomislio je, Ziv je. Da je mrtav, ne bi ga bolelo, to je sigurno,
a verovatno ne bi ni vriStao. Ako mrtvi govore, pomislio je, onda govore
dubokim glasovima. Cak i prerano umrla deca, koja jo§ nisu mutirala, ¢ak
i ona govore dubokim glasovima.

Ne, ne i ne, opomenuo je Mileta Mici¢ sebe, nije moguée da stvari tako
stoje! O ¢emu on uopste razmislja, upitao se, i odakle mu ta ideja o Zivotu
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kao filmu strave i uzasa? Zivot je, ipak, lepsi. Mnogo lepsi; s tom tvrdnjom
uvek ¢e se sloziti, bez obzira na to $to mu je upravo njeno prihvatanje
donelo toliko muka i nesigurnosti. Da zivot nije lep, da svet nije lep, sve
bi bilo mnogo lakse. Dovoljno je da pomisli na velelepnu strukturu pri-
rode, zivotinjskog i biljnog carstva, i da zatim zamisli da je vise nikada
neée videti, i sve se rusilo oko njega, ¢ak se i on sam rusio u sebi, od ¢istog
ocajanja, od nemo¢i da na to na bilo koji nadin uti¢e. Naravno, uvek je
mogao da postavi sebi pitanje o smislu Zivota, ali ne, ne i ne, hiljadu puta
je rekao sebi da neée praviti takve sme$ne greske. Naime, pitati se Sta je
smisao Zivota je apsurdno kada je ¢ovek ziv, bududi da se smisao svakako
nalazi u samom ¢inu zivljenja. Drugim re¢ima, smisao zivota je upravo taj
zivot, odnosno, ako hoée da bude precizniji, smisao Zivota je u obnavljanju
smrti. Zivi se da bi se umrlo. To sigurno ne zvuéi kao parola koja bi mogla
da stekne popularnost, pomislio je Mileta Mici¢, ali — ako je to uteha —
istina nije nikada popularna, zar ne?

Tu skoro, setio se Mileta Mici¢, proditao je kratku pri¢u jednog naseg pisca
u kojoj je bilo napisano da se smisao Zivota sadrzi u ljubavi. Koja glupost,
kolika mera lakovernosti! Jer, ako nesto ne moze da bude nosilac smisla Zivo-
ta, to je upravo ljubav. Kako bi tako nepouzdano oseéanje, tako prevrtljivo i
podlozno najraznovrsnijim uticajima, moglo da bude stegonosa u karavanu
smisla? Ne, ne i ne, protestovao je ceo Miletin organizam, nema tu mesta za
ljubav, nije ga nikada bilo niti ¢e ga ikada biti. Ljubav je prolazna, bestidno
sebi¢na i lako zamenljiva, te prema tome ne moze da bude ono $to podstice
¢oveka da ne veruje da postoji kraj zivota, trenutak posle kojeg ¢ovek vise
nije onakav kakav je do tog ¢asa bio, trenutak kada svi postajemo nesto dru-
go, nesto za $ta niko ne zna $ta je, kao $to niko ne zna sta se desava na samom
pocetku, kako ¢ovek postaje ¢ovek, odakle dolazi svest i da li ona kasnije
i8¢ezava ili ipak ima — odavno to sluti Mileta Mici¢ — visekratnu ulogu, tj.
dode s jednom osobom, ode s njom, pa se vrati s drugom, ne govoreéi nista
o tome gde je bila i kuda ée, mozda, ponovo otiéi.

Ne, ne i ne, udarao je Mileta Mici¢ desnom pesnicom u otvoren dlan leve
ruke, neée se on tako lako predati, neé¢e dozvoliti da ga Zivot ostavi na
milost i nemilost smrti, sateka¢e smrt i pokazale joj ko je gazda u kudi,
mada — kada malo razmisli — nije jasno zasto se okomio na smrt koja samo
dolazi po ono $to je zivot ve¢ uradio. Ne umire se zbog dolaska smrti, veé
zbog odlaska Zivota, zar ne? Zivot je, u stvari, kriv za sve, i za radanje i za
umiranje, kao i za podrugljivo trajanje nakon $to te upotrebi i odbaci po-
put probusene kese. Dopala mu se ta slika i lepo je video sebe kako hoda
razmaknutih nogu zbog povelike rupe na kesi u koju je bio obucen. Kesa
je bila velika i visila na njemu, a kroz rupu na dnu videlo se njegovo klatno
koje se njihalo na sve etiri strane, taéno onako kako je nekada procitao
u Tilu Ojlenspigelu. Setno se osmehnuo kada se setio knjige koju je ¢itao
u dalekoj mladosti, ali seta mu nije donela nikakvo olaksanje, jer je istog
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trena pomislio na to kako ¢e ljudi ¢itati to delo i kada njega vise ne bude
bilo i osetio je gnev, pa je ¢ak i zaskripao zubima.

Ne, ne i ne, ponovo je upozorio sebe, ne sme da dozvoli da ljutnja njime
ovlada. Mirna glava duZe spava, odrecitovao je sebi i onda se upitao $ta ga,
doista, ljuti u toj njegovoj ljutnji. Ako svi ljudi mirno idu u smrt, zasto bi
on smatrao da mu pripada drugacija sudbina? Otkud mu pravo da trazi
pravo na vecan zivot? Onaj ili oni koji su sve to zamislili mogli su da os-
misle koncept ve¢nog Zivota — samo da su hteli to da urade — ali, o¢igledno,
nisu i sad je bilo kasno za podnoSenje Zalbe. Svi rokovi su prosli jos pre
mnogo vekova,a nikakvi nagovestaji revizije ne postoje. Sto bi moglo da
znaci, pomislio je Mileta Mici¢, da mu jedino preostaje da pogne glavu i
mirno pode tamo kuda svi odlaze kada otkuca vreme za ve¢ni poéinak. Ali,
ni ta slika nije mu pruzila utehu. Bilo je lako zamisliti pogrebnu scenu —
ljude na groblju, iskopanu raku, grobare oznojanih éela, Zene u crnini,
muskarce sa naherenim kravatama, musavu decu — i osetiti deo drhtavih
emocija, ali onda je usledilo pitanje $ta ¢e svi oni raditi narednog dana.
Ne $ta ¢e on raditi, jer za njega se znalo: lezaée u svom sanduku, dok ¢e
svi ostali nastaviti da zive svojim redovnim ritmom, kao da Mileta Mici¢
nije nikada postojao. Nepravda, Sapnuo je Mileta Mici¢ iako nije mogao
da kaze zbog ¢ega bi njegov odlazak na drugi svet bio ,nepravda®, a onda
mu je palo na pamet da bi njegovim odlaskom zapravo otiSao ceo svet, jer
nisu li neki filozofi tvrdili da je svet samo spoljna slika naSeg unutrasnjeg
sveta? Kada nas nema, govorili su oni, onda nema ni sveta, nema nicega, iz
praznine si dosao i u prazninu se vrac¢as. Ali, da li je to istina, pitao se Mile-
ta Mici¢, i kako proveriti valjanost te tvrdnje? Jer, ukoliko sam ja onaj koji
zamislja ceo svet, onda ja zamisljam i druge koji, navodno, zamisljaju svoje
svetove. Ne, ne i ne, cela ta prica jeste veoma nategnuta, svet je ili jedan,
jedinstven, ili ga uopste nema. Njegov odlazak niSta ne menja. Sunce se
rada na istoku, zalazi na zapadu, no¢u se negde krije od meseca i zvezda, a
rumeni oblaci prilikom zalaska najavljuju, ako je dobro upamtio, vetrovito
vreme uz duze i kraée kiSne padavine, kojih neée biti mnogo, dva milime-
tra u vr’ glave, ali nekad je dovoljan i samo jedan milimetar da se ¢ovek
udavi. S tim $to ga, ukoliko je ve¢ mrtav, dubina vode ni najmanje ne zani-
ma, treba to naglasiti bududi da uvek ima onih znatizeljnih koji, namerno
ili nenamerno, svejedno, sve ispituju i postavljaju stotine nepotrebnih pi-
tanja, iako postoji samo mali broj doista vaznih pitanja na koja treba od-
govoriti, ili bar pokusati pronaéi odgovor, tokom zivota. Mada, pomislio
je Mileta Mici¢, i to je preterivanje, jer ako ¢ovek veé zna svoju sudbinu,
onda nijedno pitanje — osim onih koja mogu da promene sudbinu — nema
nikakav znacaj. Drugim re¢ima, uzalud se sekira i ocajava, jer $ta god da
pokusa, kakav god odgovor da pronade, nista se time neée promeniti. Na
kraju svega, posle svih pitanja i odgovora, posle svih reci i postupaka, posle
svih pokusaja i odustajanja, uvek ostaje ista stvar — stara, $kripava, ledena
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smrt. Sto znadi, pomislio je Mileta Mici¢, da u smrt nikada ne treba oti¢i
bez dZempera, kao $to se leti, na moru, uvece uvek ponese dzemper kada
se krene u $etnju, jer morski vazduh je prevrtljiv, ¢as je prohladan, cas je
vlaZzan, cas greje a Cas osvezava.

Ne, ne i ne, prekorevao je sebe Mileta Mici¢, ne moze odgovor na njegovo
pitanje da se krije u dZemperu. Tajna Zivota ili smrti ne moZe da bude
utkana u $trikanje, premda je, s druge strane, morao da prizna da mu je
$trikanje uvek izgledalo kao kakav misti¢an ¢in, pravljenje zamr$ene struk-
ture koju je ¢ovek navladio na sebe i tako, najverovatnije, postajao nevoljni
saucesnik osobe koja mu je iStrikala dzemper. Eto, umesto da razmislja o
tome kako da umakne smrti, on razmilja o mustrama i tehnikama $trikan-
ja. Strikanja ili heklanja, upitao se Mileta Mici¢, odjednom nesiguran u to
$ta je komplikovanije i magic¢nije: dve ukrstene igle koje kao da se macuju
ili heklica koja se, nalik na onu zubarsku alatku koja uvek nanosi bol, ne-
prekidno uvladi u petlje koje sama sebi sprema, kao da Zeli da uhvati sebe
jednom zauvek? Dugo je razmisljao o tome, a onda je resio da prilegne.
Dan se ionako produzio preko svake mere, za $ta je kriv sam Mileta Mici¢,
morao je to da prizna, i njegova tvrdoglava upornost da pronade smisao
u odustvu smisla, $to ni mnogo pametnijim od njega nije nikada poslo za
rukom. Zagledao se u svoje ruke kao da bi od njih mogao da dobije neki
odgovor. Medutim, ruke su se samo promeskoljile u njegovom krilu i na-
stavile da ¢ute. Jedino je desni palac, ukocen, pokazivao pravo gore, prema
lusteru, pa je i pogled Milete Mici¢a krenuo za njim. Luster je bio velik,
starinski i prasnjav. Dno najnize staklene kugle bilo je pokriveno umrlim
bubicama i leptiri¢éima, a medu njima se vidno izdvajalo crno, sasuseno
telo jedne bubasvabe. Otkud bubasvaba u kugli lustera, pitao se Mileta
Mici¢, $ta to treba da znaci? Mozda je ta bubasvaba pokusala da se priblizi
izvoru svetla, tog zastraSujuceg sjaja koji je i najsmelije predstavnke njenog
roda terao na trk u potrazi za senkom i mrakom? Mozda je, drugim reci-
ma, htela da dozna isto ono $to je Mileta Mici¢ grozni¢avo pokusavao da
otkrije. A samo sam uspeo da doznam, snuzdio se Mileta Mici¢, da nisam
mnogo drugaciji od bubasvabe i da me sigurno ¢eka isti kraj. Zagledao se
u prasnjavi talog smrti na dnu staklene kugle starinskog lustera, ali nista se
tamo nije pomeralo, nista nije nudilo neku neoéekivanu nadu, prah je ipak
samo prah, kao $to je smrt uvek samo smrt, i ostalo mu je jedino da zatvori
odi, sve ostalo ¢e se odigrati samo od sebe, kao i toliko puta ranije, kao i u
ovoj prilici, ovog Casa, sada, kada, jo§ malo, evo, sad!
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Ne, ne in ne

Ne, ne in ne, naj je kakor koli poskusil, kar koli storil, se Mileta Mici¢
ni mogel sprijazniti s trditvijo, da bo svet obstajal tudi po njegovi smrti.
Pomisel, da bo Ze naslednje jutro po tistem, ko bo umrl, na vzhodu znova
vzslo sonce, da se bodo odprle trafike in Zivilske prodajalne, da bodo avto-
busi mestnega prometa bobneli po sen¢natih ulicah, da bodo otroci sli v
Solo, starsi pa v sluzbo, da bo, skratka, dan kot vsak drug, ta pomisel torej
ga je pahnila v obup. Ne, ne in ne, je ponavljal v sebi, ni mogoce, da se vse
tako konca, da z velikega svetovnega odra odidemo malone na skrivaj, kot
da smo zgolj statisti v lastnih Zivljenjih, statisti, ki zapustijo prizorisée pri
kaks$nih stranskih, skritih vratih, medtem ko na njem ostanejo zakrinkane
in pritajene postave, ki na lepem trdijo, da vedo vse o nas, podrobneje in
bolje, kakor vemo sami.

Ne, ne in ne, se Mileta Mici¢ ni hotel s tem sprijazniti in ni¢ ga ni moglo
prepricati o nasprotnem. Resda tudi ni bilo nicesar, kar bi utegnilo potrditi
morebitno pravilnost njegovega mnenja, nobenega ohranjenega pric¢evanja
ni bilo, pri¢evanja, ki bi, denimo, potrjevalo, da se je kdo, kdor koli, vrnil
na oder, ne glede na to, pri katerih vratih ga je zapustil. Kolikor je kdo
sploh bil v drugem svetu in se od tamkaj vrnil — ¢e seveda ne upostevamo
razli¢nih mitoloskih junakov —, tedaj je tisti, tisti, ki se mu je uspelo vrniti,
bodisi na to pozabil ali pa mu je bilo prepovedano o tem govoriti. Mileta
Mici¢ je nemudoma izkljucil drugo moznost, saj so prepovedi brez po-
mena za pripadnike ¢loveske vrste. Nestetokrat se je namre¢ preprical, da
kolikor stroZje je bila prepoved postavljena, toliko vedja je bila verjetnost
njene kritve. Pozabljenje je bilo druga pesem, in lahko si je predstavljal,
kako obiskovalci drugega sveta, sveta mrtvih, oziroma tisti, ki jim je do-
voljeno, da se povrnejo v prvi svet, svet zivih, gredo na mejnem prehodu
skozi poseben skener, ki jim izbriSe vse poprej$nje spomine, $e posebej pa
tiste, ki se nanasajo na bivanje v drugem svetu.

Ne, ne in ne, je Mileta Mici¢ ocital samemu sebi, to ze ni moglo biti tako
preprosto. Zivljenje je vendarle bolj zapleteno in se ne razplete s preprostim
prehodom ¢ez mejo. Razen tega, kdo sploh pravi, da obstaja kak mejni pro-
stor med tem tukaj in tistim tam? Kaj pa, e sta ta svetova pravzaprav preme-
$ana in se deloma prekrivata, tako da so med Zivimi tudi mrtvi in obratno?
Ce tako gleda, je menil Mileta Mici¢, so njegove dileme nemara jalove, ker
je morda Ze zdavnaj mrtev. Toda &e je res mrtev, kako naj to ugotovi? Naj se
usc¢ipne? Uscipnil se je in kriknil od bolecine. To je dobro, je pomislil, Ziv je.
Ko bi bil mrtev, ga ne bi bolelo, to je gotovo, brzkone pa ne bi niti krikal.
Ce mrtvi govorijo, je pomislil, govorijo z globokim glasom. Celo prezgodaj
umirli otroci, ki $e niso mutirali, celo oni govorijo z globokim glasom.

Ne, ne in ne, se je opominjal Mileta Mici¢, nemogoce, da je tako! O ¢em
sploh razmislja, se je spraseval, in od kod ta predstava o zivljenju kot filmu
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strahti in groze? Zivljenje je vendarle lepse. Veliko lepse; s to trditvijo se bo
vedno strinjal, ne glede na to, da je prav njej na ljubo delezen tolik$nega
trpljenja in negotovosti. Ko bi Zivljenje ne bilo lepo, ko bi svet ne bil lep, bi
bilo vse veliko laZje. Dovolj je bilo, da je le pomislil na veli¢astno zgradbo
narave, zivalskega in rastlinskega kraljestva, ter si nato predstavljal, da ne bo
tega nikdar ve¢ videl, in Ze se je zacelo vse sesedati okrog njega, celo on sam
se je sesedal vase od golega obupa, od nemo¢i, da bi na to kakor koli vplival.
Seveda, vselej si je lahko zastavil vprasanje o smislu Zivljenja, toda ne, ne
in ne, tisockrat si je rekel, da ne bo naredil tako smesne napake. Namrec,
spraevati se, kaj je smisel Zivljenja, je absurdno, ko je ¢lovek Ziv, glede na to,
da se smisel vsekakor skriva v tem, da zivi$ Zivljenje. Z drugimi besedami,
smisel Zivljenja je prav to zivljenje oziroma — ¢e naj bo natan¢nej$i — smisel
sivljenja je v obujanju smrti. Zivimo, da bi umrli. To prav gotovo ne zveni
kot geslo, ki bi lahko postalo priljubljeno, je pomislil Mileta Mici¢, ven-
dar — ¢e je to v tolazbo — resnica ni nikoli priljubljena, mar ne?

Ni dolgo, se je spomnil Mileta Mici¢, kar je prebral kratko zgodbo enega
nasih pisateljev in v njej je pisalo, da je smisel Zivljenja v ljubezni. Kak$na
neumnost, kaksna sveta prepros¢ina! Kajti, ¢e kaj ne more biti nosilec smi-
sla Zivljenja, je to prav ljubezen. Kako bi ¢ustvo, ki je tako nezanesljivo,
tako nestanovitno in podrejeno najrazli¢nejsim vplivom, lahko bilo zasta-
vonosa v karavani smislov? Ne, ne in ne, je ves in scela protestiral Milétov
organizem, tu ni prostora za ljubezen, nikoli ga ni bilo in ga tudi nikoli
ne bo. Ljubezen je minljiva, brezsramno sebi¢na in z lahkoto zamenljiva,
potemtakem ne more biti tisto, kar spodbuja ¢loveka, da ne verjame v
konec zivljenja, v trenutek, po katerem ¢lovek ni ve¢ tak, kakr$en je bil
dotlej, v trenutek, ko vsi postanemo nekaj drugega, nekaj, o ¢emer nihde
ne ve, kaj je, tako kot nihée ne ve, kaj se godi na samem zacetku, kako ¢lo-
vek postane ¢lovek, od kod pride zavest in ali ta pozneje izgine ali pa ima
vendarle — Mileta Mici¢ to od nekdaj sluti — veckratno vlogo, torej pride
z neko osebo, odide z njo in se spet vrne z drugo, ne da bi povedala, kje je
bila in kam bo morda znova odsla.

Ne, ne in ne, je Mileta Mici¢ tolkel z desno pestjo po dlani levice, ne bo
se tako zlahka predal, ne bo dovolil, da ga Zivljenje izro¢i na milost in
nemilost smrti, pocakal bo nanjo in ji pokazal, kdo je gospodar v hisi,
Ceravno — ko malce premisli — ni jasno, zakaj se je spravil na smre, ki le
pride po tisto, s ¢imer je Zivljenje Ze opravilo. Ne umremo zaradi prihoda
smrti, temvec zaradi odhoda Zivljenja, mar ne? Dejansko je Zivljenje krivo
vsega, rojstva in umiranja in posmehljivega trajanja, potem ko te uporabi
in odvrze kot preluknjano vreco. Vse¢ mu je bila ta podoba in lepo se je
videl, kako hodi razmaknjenih nog zavoljo precejsnje luknje na vredi, v
katero je bil oble¢en. Vreca je bila velika in je visela na njem, skoz luknjo
na dnu pa je molel njegov kembelj, bingljajo¢ na vse $tiri strani, natanko
tako, kakor je neko¢ prebral v 7illu Eulenspieglu. Otoino se je nasmehnil,
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ko se je spomnil knjige, ki jo je bral v daljni mladosti, toda otoznost mu
ni prinesla nikakr$nega olajsanja, kajti Ze isti hip ga je presinilo, kako bodo
ljudje to delo brali tudi, ko njega ne bo ve¢, in obsel ga je gnev, da je celo
zaskripal z zobmi.

Ne, ne in ne, se je znova opozarjal, ne sme si dovoliti, da ga premaga jeza.
Mirna glava dlje spi, si je zrecitiral in se potlej vprasal, kaj ga zares jezi v
tej njegovi jézi. Ce gredo vsi ljudje mirno v smrt, zakaj bi sam menil, da
mu pripada druga¢na usoda? Od kod si jemlje pravico, da terja pravico do
vecnega zivljenja? Ta ali tisti, ki so vse to zasnovali, bi lahko ustvarili tudi
naért veénega Zivljenja — ko bi le hoteli to storiti —, vendar o¢itno niso
in zdaj je bilo prepozno, da bi se pritozeval. Vsi roki so potekli Ze pred
davnimi ¢asi in nikakr$nih namigov za revizijo ni bilo. Kar bi utegnilo po-
meniti, je pomislil Mileta, da mu preostane le skloniti glavo in mirno oditi
tja, kamor odidejo vsi, ko odbije ura ve¢nega pocitka. Vendar mu niti ta
predstava ni prinesla tolazbe. Zlahka si je bilo zamisliti pogrebni prizor —
ljudi na pokopalis¢u, izkopan grob, grobarje s prepotenimi ¢eli, Zenske v
¢rnini, moske s postrani kravatami, zapackane otroke — in obcutiti deléek
drhtecih custev, ampak potem je sledilo vprasanje, kaj bodo vsi oni poceli
naslednjega dne. Ne kaj bo pocel o7, kajti zanj se je vedelo: lezal bo v krsti,
medtem ko bodo vsi drugi naprej ziveli v ustaljenem ritmu, kot da Mileta
Mici¢ ne bi nikoli obstajal. Krivica, je posepnil Mileta Mici¢, ¢eravno ni
vedel povedati, zakaj bi bil njegov odhod na drugi svet »krivica«, potem
pa ga je spreletelo, da bi z njegovim odhodom pravzaprav odsel ves svet.
Mar niso nekateri filozofi zatrjevali, da je svet zgolj zunanja podoba nasega
notranjega sveta? Ko ni nas, so pravili, tedaj ni niti sveta, ni¢esar ni, iz praz-
nine prihajas, v praznino se povrnes. Vendar, ali je to res, se je spraeval
Mileta Mici¢, in kako preveriti veljavnost te trditve? Kajti, ¢e sem jaz tisti,
ki si predstavlja ves svet, potem si predstavljam tudi druge, ki si, dozdevno,
predstavljajo svoje svetove. Ne, ne in ne, vse v tej zgodbi je prenapeto, svet
je bodisi eden, enoten, ali pa ga sploh ni. Milétov odhod nicesar ne spre-
meni. Sonce vstaja na vzhodu, zahaja na zahodu, ponodi se nekje skriva
pred luno in zvezdami, rdeci oblaki ob zatonu pa napovedujejo — Ce si je
dobro zapomnil — vetrovno vreme z dolgotrajnejsim ali kratkotrajnejsim
dezjem, ki ga ne bo obilo, dva milimetra je ¢ez in ¢ez dovolj, ampak veasih
zado$¢a en sam milimeter, da se ¢lovek utopi. S tem da ga, ée je Ze mrtev,
globina vode niti najmanj ne zanima, to je treba poudariti, glede na to, da
se zmeraj najdejo radovednezi, ki namenoma ali ne, vseeno, vse preverijo
in zastavijo na stotine nepotrebnih vprasanj, dasi obstaja zgolj prgisce zares
pomembnih vprasanj, na katera je treba odgovoriti ali se vsaj poskusiti
dokopati do odgovora, dokler zivis. Ceprav, je pomislil Mileta Mici¢, je
tudi to pretiravanje, kajti ¢e ¢lovek Ze pozna svojo usodo, potem nobeno
vprasanje — razen tistih, ki jo lahko spremenijo — nima nikakr$nega pome-
na. Z drugimi besedami, zaman se razburja in obupuje, kajti naj kar koli
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poskusi, naj se dokoplje do kakr$nega koli odgovora, se s tem ne bo ni¢
spremenilo. Naposled, po vseh vprasanjih in odgovorih, po vseh besedah
in dejanjih, po vseh poskusih in umikih, te vedno ¢aka ista usoda — stara,
$kripajoca, ledena smrt. Kar pomeni, je pomislil Mileta Mici¢, da se v smrt
nikoli ne smes podati brez puloverja, tako kot poleti, na morju, zmeraj
vzames s sabo pulover, ko se zvecer odpravi$ na sprehod, ker je morski zrak
nestanoviten, zdaj svez, zdaj spet vlazen, zdaj greje, zdaj spet hladi.

Ne, ne in ne, je Mileta Mici¢ oSteval samega sebe, odgovor na njegovo
vpra$anje se ne more skrivati v puloverju. Skrivnost Zivljenja ali smrti ne
more biti vpletena v pletenje, dasi je po drugi strani moral priznati, da se
mu je slednje zmeraj zdelo kot kak$no misti¢no opravilo, izdelovanje za-
pletene strukture, ki jo je ¢lovek nadeval nase in tako, najverjetneje, nehote
postal soudelezenec pri pletenju puloverja. Glej, namesto da bi razmisljal
o tem, kako naj se izmuzne smrti, razmislja o pletilnih vzorcih in tehnikah
pletenja. Pletenja ali kvackanja, se je spraseval Mileta Mici¢, naenkrat ne-
gotov, kaj je bolj zapleteno in bolj misti¢no: prekrizani pletilki, ki kot da se
mecujeta, ali kvacka, ki se, podobna tistemu zobozdravniskemu orodju, ki
ti zmeraj prizadene bole¢ino, neprestano vbada v zanke, ki si jih sama na-
stavlja, kot da hoce enkrat za vselej ujeti samo sebe. Dolgo je premisljeval
o tem, potlej pa se je odlo¢il, da se bo malce zleknil. Dan se je tako ali tako
podaljsal ¢ez vsako mero, Cesar je bil kriv Mileta Mici¢ sam, to je moral
priznati, in pa njegovo trmasto vztrajanje, da bi nasel smisel v odsotnosti
smisla, kar $e mnogo pametnej$im od njega ni §lo nikoli od rok. Zazrl se je
v svoje roke, kot da bi od njih lahko prejel kaksen odgovor. Vendar so mu
roke samo rahlo vztrepetavale v narodju in $e naprej molcale. Le desni pa-
lec, otrpel, je kazal naravnost navzgor, proti lestencu, in tudi pogled Milete
Micica se je dvignil za njim. Lestenec je bil velik, starinski in prasen. Dno
najnizje steklene krogle je bilo prekrito s poginulimi zuzki in metuljeki,
med njimi pa je vidno izstopal ¢rn, posusen trup $¢urka. Od kod s¢urek v
krogli lestenca, se je spraSeval Mileta Mici¢, kaj naj to pomeni? Morda se
je $¢urek poskusal priblizati izvoru svetlobe, te zastrasujoce bles¢ave, ki je
tudi najdrznejse predstavnike njegovega rodu pognala v beg, v iskanje sen-
ce in teme. Morda je, drugace redeno, hotel izvedeti tisto, kar si je Mileta
Mici¢ mrzli¢no prizadeval odkriti. Vendar sem izvedel zgolj to, se je Milete
Miciéa polastila potrtost, da nisem kaj prida drugacen od $¢urka in da me
zagotovo ¢aka enak konec. Zaziral se je v pra$no usedlino smrti na dnu
steklene krogle starinskega lestenca, ampak tam se ni ni¢ premaknilo, ni¢
ni dajalo kaks$nega nepricakovanega upanja, prah je vendarle samo prah,
tako kot je smrt zmeraj samo smrt, in preostalo mu je le, da zatisne odi,
vse drugo se bo zgodilo samo od sebe kot Ze tolikokrat poprej, tako tudi to
pot, ta hip, zdaj, kdaj, Se hipec, glej, zdajle!

Prevedla Sonja Polanc
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No, No, and No

No, no, and no, no matter how hard he tried, no matter what he did, Mi-
leta Mici¢ could not accept the notion that the world would go on existing
after his death. The thought that the very next morning after he died the
sun would rise again in the east, that newspaper kiosks and grocery stores
would open and, city buses would rumble down shady streets, children
would go to school and adults to work, that, this would be a day, in a
word, like any other, that thought cast him into despair. No, no, and no,
he repeated to himself, everything cannot simply come to an end in such
a way, that he would leave almost by stealth from the great world stage, as
if we are nothing more than extras in our own lives, extras who slip out a
hidden side door, while on stage creatures remain cocooned, mummified
which suddenly claim to know all there is to know about us, in more detail
and better than we know ourselves.

No, no, and no, Mileta Mici¢ refused to accept this and nothing could
sway him. There was also nothing, of course, that might confirm the pos-
sibility that he was right after all, no statement by any witness had been
preserved anywhere, a statement to confirm, for instance, that someone,
anyone, had come back to the stage, regardless of which door he'd left
by. If there was someone who had been in the other world and had come
back from there — not counting, of course, the heroes of myth — then the
one, this one who did come back, had either forgotten it all, or had been
banned from speaking of it. Mileta Mici¢ immediately dismissed the latter
possibility because a ban means nothing to members of the human race.
He had seen countless times that the more rigorously a ban was imposed,
the greater the likelihood it would be violated. Forgetting was something
else and he could imagine visitors from the other world, the world of the
dead, or rather, those who had been permitted to return to the first world,
the world of the living, crossing through a scanner of sorts at the border
which would erase their memories, especially those having to do with their
time spent in the other world.

No, no, and no, Mileta Mici¢ fretted, it could not be so simple. Life is
more tangled than that, after all, and it does not resolve by simply crossing
a border. Besides, who ever said there was a border zone between this here
and that there, anyway? And what if these worlds are actually intermingled
and partially overlap, so that there are dead among the living and vice versa?
Seen from that angle, Mileta Mici¢ thought that maybe his dilemmas were
pointless, perhaps he had already been dead for a long time? If he was dead,
how to be sure? Pinch himself? He pinched himself and yelped with pain.
Good, he thought, he was alive. If hed been dead, it wouldn’t have hurt,
for sure, and he also probably wouldn’t have yelped. If the dead speak, he
thought, they speak in deep voices. Even children who died prematurely,
whose voices hadn’t changed yet, even they spoke in deep voices.
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No, no, and no, Mileta Mici¢ warned himself, things can’t possibly be
like that! What was he thinking, he wondered, and where did he get this
idea about life being like a horror movie? Life is more beautiful than that.
Much more beautiful; with this assertion he would always agree, regardless
of the fact that agreeing with it brought him so much pain and anxiety. If
life were not beautiful, and the world were not beautiful, everything would
be much easier. All it took was the thought of the magnificent structure of
nature, the animal and plant kingdom, and then imagining that he would
never see this ever again, and everything came tumbling down around
him, he even tumbled down inside himself out of pure despair, out of
his inability to influence things in any way. He could always, of course,
wonder about the meaning of life, but no, no, and no, he said to himself
a thousand times that he would not make such ridiculous mistakes. To
wonder about the meaning of life is absurd while a person is living, since
meaning surely lies in part in the very act of living. In other words, the
meaning of life is life itself, or, should he want to be more precise, the
meaning of life is in restoring death. One lives to die. That did not have
the ring of a slogan likely to enjoy widespread popularity, thought Mileta
Mici¢, but — if this is any comfort — the truth is never popular, is it?
Recently, Mileta Mici¢ recalled, he had read a short story by a fellow writer
from our part of the world in which the writer said that the meaning of life
was contained in love. How stupid, what a measure of credulity! Because,
if there is something incapable of serving as a vehicle for the meaning of
life, that would be love. How could such an unreliable emotion, so fickle
and subject to the most varied influences, be banner bearer in the caravan
of meaning? No, no, and no, Mileta’s entire organism rebelled, there is no
place here for love, never has been, never will be. Love is transient, shame-
lessly selfish and easily replaceable, and therefore it cannot be what spurs a
person not to believe in an end to life, the moment after which a person is
no longer the way he was until that moment, a moment when we all become
something else, no one knows exactly what, just as no one knows what
happens at the very beginning, how a person becomes a person, where con-
sciousness comes from and whether it later disappears to or has — as Mi-
leta Mici¢ had long been sensing — a manifold role, i.e. arriving with one
person, leaving with that person, then coming back with another, without
a word about where it had been and where it would, perhaps, go again.
No, no, and no, Mileta Mici¢ smacked his right fist onto the open palm of
his left hand, he would not give up so easily, he would not allow life to leave
him to the mercy and mercilessness of death and he would show life who's
in charge here, even though — when he had thought about it — it wasnt
clear why he had it in for death when all death was after was whatever life
had already done. Its not the arrival of death that makes a person die, but
the departure of life, right? It’s all life’s fault, the birthing and the dying, the
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mocking duration after it has used you and discarded you like a plastic bag
with a hole in it. He liked the image and he could clearly envision himself
walking along, his legs far apart because of the largish hole on the plastic
bag he was wearing. The bag was large and hung on him, and through the
hole at the bottom his pendulum could be seen swinging in all four direc-
tions, exactly as he had once read in 7ill Eulenspiegel. He smiled with me-
lancholy when he remembered the books he had read in his distant youth,
but the melancholy brought him no relief, because at the same moment he
thought of how people would be reading those same books when he was no
longer there and he felt fury, and even ground his teeth.

No, no, and no, he cautioned himself again, he mustn’t allow anger to gain
the upper hand. A calm mind sleeps longer, he recited to himself and then
asked himself what it was, really, that angered him in this anger of his. If
all people go peacefully to their death, why would he think he deserved a
different fate? Where did he get the right to seek the right to eternal life?
The person or people who came up with all this could have come up with
the notion of eternal life — if they had been so inclined — but, evidently,
they hadn’t been and now it was too late to lodge a complaint. All the
deadlines had passed many centuries before, and there were no indica-
tions of a revision in the offing. That could mean, thought Mileta Mici¢,
that the only thing left to him was to raise his head and walk calmly to
where all had gone before while the chimes were tolling for eternal repose.
But that image gave him no comfort either. It was easy to imagine the
funereal scene — people at the cemetery, the excavated grave, the grave-
diggers with perspiring brows, women in black, men with crooked ties,
snot-nosed children — and feel a part of the quavering emotions, but then
followed the question of what they would all be doing the next day. Not
what Ae would be doing, because for him it was clear: he would be lying
in his coffin, while all the others went on living at their regular rhythms,
as if Mileta Mici¢ had never existed. Injustice, whispered Mileta Mici¢
although he couldnt say why his departure to the other world would be
“injustice,” and then it occurred to him that with his departure in fact the
whole world would be departing, because didn’t certain philosophers claim
that the world is only an external image of our inner world? When we are
gone, they said, then there is no world, there is nothing, you came from
emptiness and to emptiness you return. But, is that the truth? Mileta Mici¢
wondered, and how to test the validity of that statement? Because, if I am
the one who is imagining the whole world, then I am imagining others who
are, supposedly, imagining their worlds. No, no, and no, this whole story is
over wrought, the world is either one, integral, or it does not exist at all. His
departure changes nothing. The sun comes up in the east, sets in the west,
it hides somewhere at night from the moon and the stars, and red clouds at
night, if he remembered correctly, predicted windy weather with longer or
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shorter spells of precipitation, of which there wouldn’t be much, two mil-
limeters tops, but only one millimeter will suffice to drown a person. And
of course, if he is already dead, the depth of the water is of no consequence
whatsoever to him, this needs to be said since there are always the curious
types who, intentionally or otherwise, either way, examine everything and
ask hundreds of pointless questions, despite that fact that there is only
a small number of truly important questions that need answering, or at
least need a stab at an answer, during a lifetime. Although, thought Mi-
leta Mici¢, this, too, is an exaggeration, because if a person already knows
his fate, then no question matters — except one which might change that
fate. In other words, there is no point to worrying and despairing, because
whatever he tries, whatever answer he finds, nothing will be changed by it.
At the end of everything, after all the questions and answers, after all the
words and procedures, after all the trying and giving up, the same thing
always remains — old, creaking, icy death. Which means, thought Mileta
Mici¢, that one should never go into death without a sweater, just as one
always takes a sweater along in the summertime, at the seaside, when going
for an evening walk, because the sea air is fickle, chilly at first, then damp,
hot for a spell, then refreshing.

No, no, and no, Mileta Mici¢ fretted, the answer to his question is not
hidden in a sweater. The secret of life or death cannot be intertwined with
knitting, although, on the other hand, he had to admit that knitting had
always seemed a mystical act to him, the creation of a tangled structure
that a person pulled onto himself and so, probably, became an unwil-
ling accessory to the person who knitted him the sweater. There, instead
of thinking about how to evade death, he was thinking of patterns and
techniques for knitting. Knitting or crocheting, wondered Mileta Mici¢,
suddenly uncertain of which is the more complicated and magical: two
crisscrossed needles which seem to spar, or the crochet hook which, like a
dentist’s tool that is always inflicting pain, is forever hooking loops it has
made itself; as if it wants to snare itself once and for all? He thought about
this for a long time, and then he decided to lie down. The day had already
stretched on beyond all measure, which was Mileta Mici¢s fault, he had
to admit, as was his stubborn refusal to find meaning in the absence of
meaning, which had never been something those far wiser than he was
had had in hand. He stared at his hands as if he might get an answer from
them. However, the hands merely fidgeted in his lap and kept their silence.
Only the right thumb, frozen, pointed upwards at the ceiling lamp, so
Mileta Mici¢’s gaze followed it up. The lamp was large, old-fashioned, and
dusty. The bottom of the lowest glass globe was littered with dead bugs
and moths, among them, visibly apart, was the black, desiccated shell of a
cockroach. How did the cockroach get up there into the lamp globe, Mi-
leta Mici¢ wondered, what is this supposed to mean? Maybe the cockroach
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tried to get close to the light source, the terrifying glow that propelled even
the boldest members of its kind into a race into shadow and darkness?
Perhaps, in other words, it was looking for the same thing Mileta Mici¢
was feverishly trying to discover. And all I have managed to learn, Mileta
Mici¢ sighed, is that I am not so different from a cockroach and that the
same end surely awaits me. He stared at the dusty sediment of death on
the bottom of the glass globe of the old-fashioned ceiling lamp, but there
was nothing moving there, nothing offered unexpected hope, dust is only
dust, just as death is always only death, and all that was left for him to do
was to close his eyes, everything else would play out on its own, as it had
so many times before, as it was doing here, this instant, now, when, any
minute, there, now!

Translated by Ellen Elias Bursad
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Odée

Dokler so starsi zivi, se s telesom
postavijo med smrt in nas, otroke:
usodo zremo kakor skoz zaveso.

Bolele so me tvoje suhe roke,
ko si umrl, o moj edini oce:
$e tvoje, a ze tuje, pregloboke,

so padle, kamor meni ni mogoce,
v zrak, a ¢isto blizu, sém, k izviru
solzd, kjer padam na obraz in joem.

V tistem stra§nem, vélikem veceru,
ko smo umivali usahlo truplo,
da bi vrnili lep nemir vsemirju,

sem nase vzel, kristalno jasno in osuplo,
svojo ¢lovesko smrt: odslej sem oce
jaz, jaz sem gola rana, ki brezupno

§¢iti otroka pred udarci toce
z edino smrtjo lastnega telesa,
ki raste iz spomina v bodoce

in poje, ritem plesa, sneg slovesa.
Na ono stran letim z zakonom jate

selivk, in jo¢em, ko se vra¢am nate,

moj oce.
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Meje

To isto polno luno gledava ... obzorja
dale¢, predale¢ drug od drugega. Med nama
se pno gorovja. Mehka mahovnata skorja
zara$éa najine stopinje. Cisto sama

si preckala vse meje in prisla na tuje,

v domovino mojih rok. Nevarno sam
se plazim mimo varuhov mejéd: potujem
na severozahod, kjer me je bridko sram

skripanja duse sredi gladkih, strasnih sten.
Stojim pred njimi, temni moski z jugovzhoda,
sumljivega imena, drhte¢, gol kot plen.

Ne morem pobegniti. Meja je usoda.

Zdaj ves: Ceprav prestopi$ mejo, je ne zbrises.
Se vidja bo krojila tvoj korak, kot dvom.
Zemljevid ni privid. Zato govori tise.
Onstran vseh mejd so tvoje ustnice moj dom.
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Tvoj vonj

Tvoj vonj izvira iz razkosja mleka.

Tvoj vonj je mle¢no blag in svez in gost.
Prihaja vame v valovih, reka

daljave, zrak nevidni, vedezna skrivnost.

Oblecena si vanj. Tvoj vonj je obleka,
ki je ne morem nikdar sleci. Gozd,

ki je tako zgos$cen, da ga ne poscka
¢as. Vonj me veze s tabo, rahli most.

Ko vonje cvetja, krhke in bogate,
ki skrivajo tvoj vonj, z objemi sle¢em,
dokon¢no in neskonéno lezem vate.

Disanje dveh teles je mera srece ...
Nato se ne umijem in tvoj vonj
v meni kradoma, skrivnostno traja

in me skeli brez konca in brez kraja,
da tvojo lepo in nevidno sled

zaznam kot najbolj smrtno vseh besed:
kako si dale¢ in je vse zaston,j.
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Najina edina hisa

Po ljubljenju leziva na zmeckani
postelji, Se omamljena z vonjavo
bliZine, in ze dihava daljavo

in riSeva nadrt na zadnji strani

popisanega zvezka: $irni vrt,

velika kuhinja, jedilnica in soba,

ki vanjo skoz visoka okna vre svetloba,
potrebna za pisanje, iz nerodnih ¢rt

ze rastejo zidovi, barva sten bo Ziva,

v spalnici bo krasna dvojna postelja,
natanko taka, kot je tale, kjer leziva,

v budnem stanju sanjava in veva

— vsak zase veva, a si ne poveva na glas —

da bo edino najino prebivalisce,

edino varno, toplo skrivalisce
pred smrtonosno ljubosumnostjo sveta,

ta postelja, ta splav, ki plava skozi ¢as,
skozi nesojeno svetlobo dneva ...

Dovolj za ljubezen. Dovolj za smrt.

Premalo za Zivljenje ...
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Odloéitve

11

Med dvema besedama
izberi tigjo.

Med besedo in molkom

izberi posldsanje.

Med dvema knjigama
izberi tisto, ki je bolj prasna.

Med zemljo in nebom
izberi ptico.

Med dvema zivalma
izberi tisto, ki te bolj potrebuje.

Med dvema otrokoma
izberi oba.

Med manjsim in ve¢jim zlom
ne izberi nobenega.

Med obupom in upanjem
izberi upanje:
tezje ga bos nosil.
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Moj dvojnik

Imam dvojnika. Medtem ko se jaz,

ne¢imrn kot sem, kaZzem ocem sveta,

on sedi doma in gara, gara, gara ...

Moj zvesti suzenj, moj nikomur znan obraz.

Priklenem ga za mrzel radiator

in v skodelico nalijem vode

(da ne umre od zeje). Lu¢ svobode
dolgujem njemu, ki je moj gladiator.

Jé malo, hvalezen za suh kruh in mrk pozdrav.
Spi malo, le po nekaj ur na no¢.
Ko jaz omagam, mi prisko¢i na pomo¢.

On je tisti, ki pide; jaz le podpisujem.
Zdaj je v zadregi zardel. Moj intimni tujec,
moj dvojnik. Rad bi ga malo bolje spoznal.
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Cunjologija

Nasa nona je vse zivljenje bojevala

srdit in sistemati¢en boj proti prahu,

blatu in vsakr$ni umazaniji.

V ta namen je izdelala natan¢no strategijo,
imenovano cunjologija.

V slehernem trenutku je namre¢ razpolagala

s kar sedemnajstimi cunjami,

ki jih je posiljala v spopad zoper umazanijo

kot general oklepne divizije na bojno polje.

Bog ne daj, da bi jih nepooblas¢eni

zlorabljali za napa¢ne namene!

Kdor se je tako dale¢ spozabil,

je bil nemudoma najstroze kaznovan.

Celo lastni sluzkinji tozadevno ni povsem zaupala,
zato jo je z budnim oc¢esom nadzorovala,

$e rajdi pa je armado cunj uporabljala

lastnoro¢no in lastnonozno.

Nastejmo te posvecene krpe in tkanine,

zvesto slede¢ znanstvenemu izrazoslovju noninega cunjoslovija:

1) »ta groba« cunja za stopni$¢e pred vhodnimi vrati;
2) »ta fina« cunja za marmorna tla v ensréeju;
3) »ta mehka« cunja za lod¢enje starega parketa po sobah;
4) »ta Smucig« cunja iz ostankov starih oblek
za ¢iscenje bakrene plosée pod kaminom;
5) »ta velika« vpojna cunja za kamnita tla na terasi;
6) »ta majhna« vpojna cunja za kamnita tla v kuhinji in kopalnici;
7) »ta starac, vselej Cista cunja za lonce in drugo kovinsko posodo;
8) »ta novag, vselej Cista cunja za porcelanasti servis;
9) »ta obcutljiva« cunja za vinske kozarce;
10) »ta hitra« cunja za noze;
11) »ta zvita« cunja za vilice;
12) »ta pedantna« cunja za zlice;
13) »ta glanc« cunja za srebrni jedilni pribor;
14) »ta zauber« cunja za ogledala;
15) »ta speglanac, skoraj prozorna stara cunja za likanje;
16) »ta moska« cunja za vojaske skornje in
17) »ta $ik« cunja za njene lastne Zenske Solencke z visoko peto.
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Nonine razlage velevaznih cunjoloskih distinkcij

so bile strastno pikolovske in temeljito premisljene:

— nozi so gladki in si jih ponavadi ne tla¢imo v usta,
zato zado$¢a preprostej$a obravnava s »ta hitro« cunjo;
— drobni ostanki hrane se radi zataknejo med zobe
vilic, zato jih je treba skrbno izbezati s »ta zvito« cunjo;
— zlice, ki jih tako radi lizemo, pa nezadrzno privlacijo
kar najvedje $tevilo bakeerij, zato terjajo

resne in radikalne higieni¢ne ukrepe,

ki jih lahko zagotovi samo »ta pedantna« cunja.

A vsa ta visoko specializirana in $iroko razvejena cunjologija,
vseh teh sedemnajst fanati¢nih divizij Antiprasne armade,
ki jih je danonoc¢no posiljala v zagrizen boj
ZOper svetovno nesnago
ter jih redno vzdrzevala in menjavala,
ves ta mescanski red,
ki je predstavljal smisel in smoter njenega Zivljenja,
ni mogel pomagati,
ni mogel preprediti,
da se nasi noni,
da se nasi noni ni Zivljenje,
da se nasi noni ni Zivljenje razdtrlo,

razsulo,

nepovratno sesulo

v prah in pepel.



§8 - BORIS A. NOVAK

Metulji

Se teden dni pred smrtjo je gospod Novak vzel mreze
in — kakor slednje jutro — el lovit metulje.

Spremljal ga je sosedov decek, droben, ziv in nezen.
Starec ga je udil, kako naj v satulje

spravlja metulje in kako naj prime krila,
da s prsti ne bi ranil rahlega prahu,

ki brez njega ne morejo leteti, ta mila,
trepetajoca, pisana sfca na dnu

neba ... Na tragikomi¢nem pogrebu
zakrknjenega ateista, kjer so krsti
odbili kriz in so pogrebci kar po vrsti
obracali plasce, da so se videli vsi $ivi,
je dec¢ek odprl skatlo, polno metuljev,

ki so nenadoma zleteli k nebu,

tako trepetajodi, pisani in mili, tako zivi!
O vnebovzetje barv! Letecih src se je kar trlo!

Uradnemu govorcu je metulj zletel v gtlo.
Obstal je nad odprtim grobom. Ves svet je obstal.

Nebo se je odprlo.

Bog se je smehljal.
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Pospraviljanje mrtvibh

Celo zdaj, ko to piSem, mi okus pepela
napolni usta, da s tezavo diham. Kaji,
pospravljanje po mrtvih je strahota. Céla

zivljenja bliznjih po pogrebu presejati,
izbrati med stvarmi nesreéne, ki gredo
v pekel pozabe, in sre¢ne, za v raj spomina. Najti

med zapus¢ino dragocenosti, zlato
za plombe in poroéne prstane, zapestnice
in Zepne ure z zlomljenimi kazalci, vso to

staro Saro spominkov in vizitk, razglednice
in pisma, vazne dokumente in fotografije,
Sivalni pribor in $katle z gumbi, strgane ogtlice

in rjaste kljuce, v hladilniku sadje, ki gnije,
le ¢igav prvi zob, osnovnosolske ucbenike,
ducat oéal razli¢nih dioptrij in okvirjev,

dva ducata osebnih izkaznic in potnih listov, slike
in grafike in na zvrhano polnih policah
te prasne knjige, knjige, knjige, knjige ...

Zadnji pregled Zivljenja, ¢udenje, kaksna lepotica
je bila mama v mladosti, zadnje vonjanje

njenih kril, kjer v gubah $e lebdi oblistan

dubh, tako lep. — Spomin zivi, dokler se vonj $e pne
iz spraznjenih oblek. — Pospravljanje po mrtvih
je sladko-grenki ritual, ki $e zadnji¢ ozivi vse,

kar so bili in imeli, preden jim mrtvaski prti
odsotnosti izbriSejo sledi. Strasna je dilema,
kaj obdrzati in kaj odvre¢i. V dokoné¢no zaprtih

zabojih romajo spomini v smeti. Med dvema
veCernima oblekama in rutama iz svile,
le katero izbrati in resiti nica? ... Vnema
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nas zivih pa gre neusmiljeno naprej, sile
sedanjosti izrivajo utez preteklosti,
polne omare stare krame bi nas zadusile,

treba je narediti prostor in odistiti
spomin, $e preden pregori od teze tovora,
ki ga mora nositi ...

Nato $e dolgo Zari

v kotu kipec z Afriskega roga, brez odgovora,
kdo ga je prinesel sem dale¢, na alpsko pobocje,
naprej bledi intimno pismo strastnega nagovora

oceta materi, tik preden sta postala oce
in mati, datirano '53, devetega aprila,
ki ga je oce hotel uniiti, a ga je za bodoce

odi $e po njegovi smrti ohranila
mati,

zdaj ga hranim jaz, ker sem v njem omenjen prav jaz,
ki me je takrat nosila, tako Zenstvena in mila,

in mudi me vprasanje, kaks$na bo — ko pride ¢as —
usoda tega pisma, ob naslednjem pospravljanju,
véliki &istki zivih nad sledovi mrtvih,

se bo kak obraz
$e sklanjal nad tem pismom in sanjaril o trajanju
in nehanju, bo ljubezen mojih starSev romala
v kanto za smeti

ali skatlo praspomina?

Pokriva me tisina ...

Fragment iz $e neobjavljenega epa
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Father

As long as they live, parents stand
with their own bodies between death and us,
their children: destiny appears as if through a curtain.

I was hurt by your thin arms
when you died, o my only father:
still yours, but already foreign, too deep

they fell where I could not reach them,
into the air, yet quite near, here, to the spring
of tears, where I fall upon my face and weep.

In that terrible evening
when we washed the withered body
to return sweet unrest to the all-embracing peace,

I took upon myself, crystal-clear and amazed,
my own human death: since then I
am the father, I am the naked wound desperately

protecting the child against the hailstones
with the death of my own body
that grows from memory into the future

and sings, the rhythm of dance, the snow of farewell.
[ fly across to the other side, bound by the law of the flock

of migratory birds, and I cry when I return to you,

my father.

Translated by Mia Dintinjana
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Borders

We gaze at the same full moon... horizons
far away, too far from each other. Mountains
rise between us. A soft, mossy crust

grows over our footsteps. All alone

you crossed all borders and came to a foreign country,
to the homeland of my arms. Dangerously alone

I crawl past the keepers of borders: I travel to the
northwest, where I am bitterly ashamed

of the screeching of the soul among smooth, horrible walls.
I stand before them, a dark man from the southeast,

with a conspicuous name, shuddering, as naked as prey.

I cannot escape. Border is destiny.

Now you know: although you cross the border, you don’t erase it.
Rising even higher it will measure your steps, like doubt.

A map is not an illusion. So speak more softly.

Beyond all borders your lips are my home.

Translated by Lili Potpara
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Your Scent

Your scent wells up from the opulence of milk.
Your scent is milky mild and fresh and thick.

It washes over me like waves from distant rivers,
unseen air, the secrets of soothsayers.

You are dressed in it. Your scent is a robe

that never falls from you. A forest so thick

that even time cannot cut through it. Your scent
connects me to you: it is a delicate bridge.

When your own scent is concealed by the smell of flowers,
fragile and rich, I strip them away from you with tender
embraces. I lie inside of you: final and eternal.

The aroma of two bodies is a measure of happiness...
That is why I don’t wash myself and your scent
steals furtively inside of me, mysterious enduring,

timeless and placeless, stinging me.
I recognize your beauty and your unseen

trace as the most fatal of all words.
How far away you are. It is all in vain.
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Our One House

We lie, after love, on a wrinkled

bed, intoxicated with the smell

of nearness yet already breathing
distance, and we sketch on the last page

of a scribbled notebook: a wide garden,
a big kitchen, dining alcove and a room
flooded from a high window with the light
needed to write. Walls rise up from the

awkward letters, the colors will be bright,

in the bedroom a magnificent double bed,

the same one where we lie now

awake and dreaming and knowing — each

of us knowing but neither of us saying it aloud —

that this will be our one and only home,

our one safe and warm hiding place
in a jealous and lethal world,

this bed, this raft floating through time,
through the unfulfilled light of days ...

Enough for love. Enough for death.

Too little for life ...

Translated by Erica Johnson Debeljak



BORIS A. NOVAK - 6%

Decisions

11

Between two words
choose the quieter one.

Between word and silence
choose listening.

Between two books
choose the dustier one.

Between the earth and the sky
choose a bird.

Between two animals
choose the one who needs you more.

Between two children
choose both.

Between the lesser and the bigger evil
choose neither.

Between hope and despair
choose hope:
it will be harder to bear.

Translated by Mia Dintinjana
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My Doppelganger

I have a doppelganger. While I,

vain as [ am, show myself to the world,

he sits at home and works, works, works...
My faithful slave, my face known to no one.

I chain him to a cold radiator

and pour him a glass of water

(so he won't die of thirst). I owe him

the light of my freedom, he, my gladiator.

He eats litdle, is grateful for a bit of dry bread and a dark hello.
He sleeps little, only a few hours each night.
When I stagger in exhaustion, he rushes to my aid.

He is the one who writes; I only put my signature there.
Now he’s blushing in embarrassment. My intimate stranger,
my doppelganger. I wish I knew him a little better.
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Ragology (The Study of Rags)

All her life, our nona waged

a systematic battle against dust,

mud, and all manner of filth and muss.

To this end, she developed a precise strategy,

the study of rags, known to her family as ragology.

At any moment, she would have arrayed

before her some seventeen different rags

that she would send into combat

as division generals in the battle field.

God forbid any unauthorized use

of one or the other for the wrong purpose!

Whoever did so received

the strictest of punishments.

In this regard, our 7ona did not trust even her maid,
and followed her movements with the sharpest gaze.
In the end, she preferred to dispatch her army of rags herself
with her own feet and hands.

I shall enumerate the various types of rags and cloths
using the scientific terminology of nona’s ragology:

1) the “rough” one for the stairs to the front door;
2) the “fine” one for the marble in the entrée;
3) the “soft” one for waxing the old parquet;
4) the “plush” one made from pieces of old clothing
for the copper tiles under the hearth;
5) the “big” absorbent one for the stone floor on the terrace;
6) the “little” absorbent one for the stone floor in the kitchen
and the bathroom;
7) the “old” clean one for the pots and other metal pans;
8) the “new” clean one for the porcelain service;
9) the “sensitive” one for the wine glasses;
10) the “fast” one for the knives;
11) the “clever” one for the forks;
12) the “pedantic” one for the spoons;
13) the “shiny” one for the silver;
14) the “splendid” one for the mirror;
15) the “see-through” rag for the ironing;
16) the “male” rag for the military boots;
17) the “chic” rag for her own high-heeled shoes.
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Nonda’s explanation for these all-important ragological distinctions
was passionately detailed and deeply considered:

— knives were smooth and generally not put in the mouth

hence a simple treatment with the “quick” rag would suffice;

— little scraps of food tended to get lodged between the tines

of the fork, hence the need for careful treatment with the “clever” rag;
— spoons which we like to lick so much and which relentlessly atcract
a great number of bacteria, require serious

and radical hygienic measures that can only

be assured by the “pedantic” rag.

Buc all this advanced and specialized study of rags,
all of these seventeen fanatical divisions of the anti-dust armada,
sent day and night into pitched battle
against the great filth of the world,
regularly deployed and redeployed,
all this bourgeois order,
that represented meaning and purpose in her life,
could not help,
could not prevent,
our nona,
our own dear nona,
our own dear nona’s life from falling apart,
from being scattered about,
irretrievably dispersed
like so much ash and dust.
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Butterflies

Just one week before his death, Mr. Novak took his net

and — like the morning before — went out to catch butterflies.

He was accompanied by the neighbor boy, small, lively, and gentle.
The old man taught him how to place the fragile things

into a special case and how to hold their wings
so the fingers wouldn’t damage that trace of dust,
without which they couldn’t fly, these tender,
fluttering, colorful hearts at the bottom

of the sky ... At the tragicomic funeral
of this incurable atheist, the cross removed
from his coflin, all the mourners wearing

their coats inside out, seams exposed,
the boy opened a box full of butterflies
and they took sudden flight to the sky,

so fluttering, tender, and mild, so wonderfully alive!
Oh, the ascension of colors! A swarm of flying hearts!

A butterfly flew into the eulogizer’s throat.
He stood by the open grave. The whole world stood.

The sky opened.

And God smiled.
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Tidying up after the Dead

Even now, as I write this, the taste of ash
fills my mouth and it is hard to breathe. Because
tidying up after the dead is a horror. To pass

a whole life through a sieve, to choose among
the unfortunate things destined for the hell of oblivion,
and the more happy ones, for the paradise of memory.

To find in this legacy gold used for fillings
and for wedding rings, bracelets and pocket
watches with broken hands, the old detritus

of souvenirs and letters, visiting cards and
post cards, important documents and photographs,
a sewing kit, a box of buttons, a broken necklace

and rusted keys, fruit rotting in the refrigerator,
someone’s first tooth, primary school textbooks,
a dozen glasses with different lenses and frames,

two dozen identification cards and passports,
paintings and prints, and shelves filled to overflowing

with dusty books, books, books, books...

A last glance at a life, amazement, what a beauty
my mother was when she was young, the scent
in her skirts, her rounded soul hovering in the pleats,

so lovely. — My memory of her will live until her scent
abandons the empty clothes. — Tidying up after the dead
is a bittersweet ritual that revives for the last time

everything that she once was and had, before the death
shroud erased all traces. It’s a terrible dilemma,
what to keep and what to throw away. Discarded

memories roam in boxes closed forever.
Two evening dresses with matching silk scarves,
which pair should I save from oblivion? ...
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The zeal of the living continues relentlessly, the force
of the present pushing aside the weight of the past.
All those closets filled with junk would suffocate us,

we must make room, cleanse our memory,
lest it collapse under the weight of the burning
cargo it carries...

It burns for so long,

that statuette from the Horn of Africa —
who brought it so far, to this Alpine land —
and a faded letter, a passionate appeal,

from my father to my mother, just before they
became father and mother, dated 1953, April 9,
that father wanted to destroy but mother saved

after his death for future eyes, and now
I also save because I, who my mother — so feminine,
so mild — carried then, am mentioned in it.

I am tormented by the question: what will be the fate
of this letter when my time comes — the next tidying-up
by the living of the traces left behind by the dead?
Will another face

lean over this letter and dream of lives lived
and lives ended? Will my parents’ love be tossed
in the garbage bin

or in the box of memory?

Silence descends ...

Fragment from the epos (2009-2012)

Translated by Erica Johnson Debeljak
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Antonia Arslan

Antonia Arslan se je rodila leta 1938
v Padovi v Italiji. Priznana avtorica
znanstvenih del, prozaistka, literarna
kriti¢arka, urednica, publicistka, preva-
jalka in nekdanja profesorica moderne
in sodobne italijanske knjizevnosti na
Univerzi v Padovi je znana po inova-
tivnih Studijah o Zenski popularni prozi
in o »potopljeni galaksiji« italijanskih
pisateljic 19. stoletja. Uredila je ve¢ del
o genocidu nad Armenci in o izku$njah
armenskih beguncev v Italiji ter v sode-
lovanju s Chiaro Haiganush Megighi-
an in Alfredom Hemmat Sirakyjem iz
armens¢ine prevedla dve pesniski zbir-
ki Daniela Varjuana — enega najvecjih
armenskih pesnikov, ki je postal zrtev
armenskega genocida. Med njena lite-
rarna dela sodijo trije romani: La Mas-
seria delle Allodole (Pristava Skrjanckov,
2004), za katerega je prejela Stevilne
nagrade, kot sta nagrada italijanskega
kluba PE.N (2005) in nagrada »Pre-
mio Manzoni« (2005), leta 2008 pa
je pri Cankarjevi zalozbi izel tudi
v slovenskem prevodu Irene Trenc-
Frelih; La Strada di Smirne (Cesta
do Smirne, 2009) ter 1/ libro di Mush
(Museva knjiga, 2012). Njena dela so

prevedena v ve¢ kot dvajset jezikov.

Antonia Arslan was born in 1938
in Padua, Italy. A distinguished aca-
demic writer, novelist, literary critic,
editor, and
former professor of modern and con-

columnist, translator,
temporary ltalian literature at the
University of Padova, she is renowned
for her innovative studies on Italian
popular women’s fiction and on the
“submerged galaxy” of Italian women
writers of the nineteenth century. She
has edited many works on the Arme-
nian genocide and on the experiences
of Armenian refugees in Italy, and
translated two volumes of poetry by
Daniel Varjuan — one of the greatest
Armenian poets, who died during
the Armenian genocide — from the
Armenian in collaboration with Chi-
ara Haiganush Megighian and Alfred
Hemmat Siraky. Her literary works
include three novels: La Masseria
delle Allodole (Skylark Farm, 2004),
for which she won numerous awards,
such as the Italian PE.N Club award
(2005) and the Premio Manzoni
(2005), and which has been translat-
ed into Slovene by Irena Trenc-Frelih
(2008); La Strada di Smirne (The
Road to Izmir, 2009), and 7/ libro
di Mush (The Book of Mush, 2012).
Her texts have been translated into
more than 20 languages.
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Katerina e Uincendio di Smirne

Abitava negli anni Cinquanta a Venezia una bella signora greca. Andavamo
da lei a lezione di ballo. Ogni giovedi prendevamo da Padova la corriera delle
due, in modo da avere un’oretta in cittd prima della lezione. Ci scatenavamo
per Venezia, per calli e campielli, correndo, esaltati, e finivamo a fare meren-
da col pane buonissimo di una delle tante panetterie della cicea.

La signora Katerina era grassa, vitalissima e affascinante, portava sempre
scialli multicolori e vistose sciarpe colorate. A casa sua i dischi con le canzoni
greche andavano tutto il giorno, e noi imparammo a danzare col fazzoletto in
mano, i maschi col gile e la fustanela, le femmine con le collane di monetine
e il fazzoletto incrociato sul petto. Prima di tutto pero ci insegno i versi delle
canzoni, con le loro struggenti storie di amore e di morte, come la Samiotissa,
la ragazza di Samo, e la canzone dei tramonti del sole, su cui le nostre voci
immature provavano gorgheggi ed estensioni orientali.

Poi attaccammo con le danze. Il syrzos delle isole, e poi il meraviglioso 4a-
lamatianos, il tsakonikos, la danza del labirinto cretese, e tante altre, lente e
veloci, nostalgiche e gioiose. Ascoltando la kyria Katerina, col suo piffero
magico di storie, leggende e racconti orientali, ci innamorammo di lei e
della Grecia.

Un giorno, che poi chiamammo sempre “il giovedi nero”, la trovammo se-
duta rigida su una sedia in cucina, con gli occhi cupi e la faccia aggrondata.
“Oggi non si fa niente, ragazzi — ci disse quasi con uno sforzo — andate a
giocare in campo, ho mal di testa e sono nervosa”.

Questo lo vedevamo benissimo anche noi, ma non era da lei. Era vero che
qualche volta aveva 'emicrania, ma anche del male lei faceva uno spettaco-
lo, avviluppandosi intorno alla testa fazzoletti colorati imbevuti di acqua e
aceto, parlando a voce bassissima e sventolandosi con un grande ventaglio.
Siccome poi I'emicrania le veniva di mattina, nel pomeriggio cominciava
a star meglio ed appariva soltanto piti illanguidita, e propensa ai racconti
malinconici dei palikari, gli eroi della guerra d’indipendenza del 1821.
Noi ci raccoglievamo intorno a lei per sentirla raccontare con un fil di
voce drammatico, mimandole con sapienza, le avventure di quei giovani
spavaldi o la storia di Ali Tepeleni, pascia di Joannina.

Scendemmo in campo allarmati e curiosi, ma poi, dopo aver girovagato
per un po’ senza meta ¢ col cuore grosso, decidemmo di tornare su e di far-
la parlare. Il nostro amore devoto era deposto ai suoi piedi, per lei avrem-
mo affrontato qualunque nemico. Dunque parlasse, dividesse con noi la
sua pena. Saremmo riusciti a rasserenarla, avriemmo ascoltato insieme le
nostre canzoni e provato i passi degli ultimi balli.

Ma con lei Cera adesso qualcuno. Un grosso signore che non avevamo mai
visto, che ci guardava con aria malinconica e un po’ ottusa, respirando pe-
santemente. Stavano bevendo un caffé. Lui le teneva le mani mollemente,



ANTONIA ARSLAN - 77

lei sospirava, e quando ci vide disse, quasi a fatica: “Bambini, vi presento
mio cugino Harutiun Adamian. E’ il mio unico parente, e vive a Losanna.
Siamo sfuggiti insieme all'incendio di Smirne.”

La frase non ci riveld molto, anche se aveva un suono impressionante.
Cos’era Smirne? Evidentemente una cittd, ma non riuscivamo ad andare
pitt in la. Eppure quella frase basto perché capissimo che Katerina aveva
ancora una storia da raccontarci, la pitt avventurosa, la pit terribile, e per-
ché ci venisse una gran voglia di sentitla.

“Allora raccontaci dell'incendio di Smirne”, pregammo tutti insieme la-
mentosamente. Ci pareva di essere stati defraudati fino ad allora della sto-
ria pitt importante. Ma Katerina ci disse che per quel giorno poteva parlare
solo con suo cugino, e ci diede un solenne appuntamento per la settimana
successiva. “Croce sul cuore e sputo per terra?”, le domandammo tutti
insieme: e lei si fece un solenne segno di croce alla greca e sputd per terra
con decisione, dopodiché ci mando via in fretta.

Il giovedi successivo eravamo eccitatissimi. Arrivammo a Venezia trafelati,
sotto una pioggia diluviante. lo fantasticavo silenziosamente, e mi pareva di
vedere un grande fuoco, il fuoco di Smirne che ci aspettava, bruciare incan-
descente ¢ inestinguibile dietro la cortina spessa dell’acqua, che ci bagnava i
capelli e le scarpe. Cumidita ci entrava nel cuore, e una grande malinconia,
ma l'acqua non spegneva il fuoco, e come I'immagine di un vulcano che
nessun’acqua pud estinguere, acqua e fuoco da quel giorno si unirono nella
mia mente come i due poli di un pericolo minacciosamente incombente.

Il signor Harutiun sedeva sul divano vicino a Katerina, avvolto in una
lussuosa giacca da casa verde scuro, con una camicia giallina e una cravatta
a fiocco di seta verde chiara. Noi lo guardammo estatici, a bocca aperta. Ci
piaceva da morire, e quando appoggid la manona sul braccio di lei, e disse:
“I bambini sono qui, Katerinoula mou, adesso beviamo un kafedaki ¢ poi
gli raccontiamo la storia”, quasi quasi lo applaudimmo.

“Noi due siamo gli unici superstiti della nostra famiglia — comincid lei
quasi esitando — e ogni volta che ci vediamo non possiamo che piangere.
Nostro nonno era un contadino armeno, veniva da un paesino dell’entro-
terra, e sposod una greca di Smirne, un’elegante cittadina che si innamoro
di lui vedendolo al mercato e sentendolo cantare le canzoni del suo paese.
Lottarono con le famiglie e riuscirono a sposarsi e ad essere felici. Come si
volevano bene! Nonno Harutiun e nonna Haroula non riuscivano a stare
distanti 'uno dall’altra”.

Prontamente, Harutiun nipote cavd dalla tasca un fazzoletto di seta ver-
demare, e lei si soffio teatralmente il naso. Questo ci riconfortd molto, era
un indubbio segnale che il racconto era partito bene. “Avevamo tanti pa-
renti — continud Katerina con aria sognante — e tutti lavoravamo insieme
nella stagione dei bachi da seta, in quella dell’'uva e della frutta secca. Gli
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adulti inscatolavano i famosi fichi di Smirne e noi bambini ci occupavamo
dell’uva sultanina, dei pomodori essiccati, dei meloni rotondi, cosi grandi
che ci mettevamo in quattro per sollevarli...”

Prima che si perdesse nei ricordi, il cugino comincio a dialogare con lei
appassionatamente, ¢ per due ore assistemmo a una specie di canto a due
voci, il canto della nostalgia e dell'orrore. Ci descrissero la bella cittd di
Smirne, la perla dell'impero Ottomano, col suo splendido porto naturale
¢ la sua variegata popolazione, in maggioranza composta di greci, e poi di
armeni, turchi, ebrei, levantini.

La citta era rimasta indenne dalle distruzioni della grande guerra, ¢ i suoi
abitanti si illusero di poter rimanere un’isola felice nella quale le diverse
etnie potevano continuare a convivere, in nome della propensione al com-
mercio e della prosperita dei suoi abitanti. Ma Smirne la Bella faceva gola a
molti, e nel maggio del 1919, approfittando della debolezza della Turchia
sconfitta, i greci sbarcarono per una folle avventura di conquista.

Tre anni dopo, nel settembre 1922, l'esercito nazionalista turco, guidato
brillantemente dal generale Mustafa Kemal, riconquisto la citta. I solda-
ti greci, esausti e mal guidati, si erano reimbarcati precipitosamente, e la
popolazione civile fu abbandonata indifesa alla mercé dei conquistatori,
desiderosi di vendetta. “Noi eravamo tutti riuniti nella casa dei nonni, nel
quartiere armeno — disse Harutiun — erano tempi calamitosi, non si poteva
restare in campagna. Era settembre, ['uva era matura, e I'aria cosi dolce...
ma vedere i soldati greci in fuga, ridotti come selvaggi, vestiti di stracci, che
abbandonavano le armi, ci colmo di paura. Riempimmo qualche cesto di
cibo e di pane, e scappammo come tutti in cittd. I carretdi, gli asini, i buoi,
i cavalli, le capre ¢ la gente: una moltitudine furiosa e impaurita si convo-
gliava su Smirne da tutte le direzioni, riempiendo le strade, dirigendosi al
porto e alla speranza di salvezza.

“Noi pensammo — prosegui Katerina, come svolgendo il filo di un discorso
fatto fra loro mille volte — che fosse pilt sicuro rifugiarsi nella zona della
Cattedrale armena di Santo Stefano, situata al centro di un quadrilatero
circondato di solide mura alte da sei a sette metri, e intervallate da massicce
porte metalliche. Ci andammo tutti, dal nonno al vecchio servo Hovakim,
che usci per ultimo di casa, gird I'enorme vecchia chiave nella toppa e
pianse con la testa contro il muro. Io avevo sette anni, e dimenticai la mia
bambola-principessa, tutta vestita di tulle celeste, e ancora di notte la so-
gno, che mi chiede perché ’ho abbandonata: ma per fortuna mi ricordai di
afferrare 'immenso scialle rosso di mia madre, che ci salvd, me e Harutiun,
quando ci trovammo da soli.

Nell’inenarrabile confusione che si verifico quando ci fu infine permesso di
uscire dagli edifici della cattedrale per rifugiarci al porto, perdemmo tutto e
tutti. Le donne vennero portate via, mia madre urlante trascinata per i capel-
li, mio padre e gli altri uomini furono uccisi sul posto, i bambini dispersi. Io
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e Harutiun ci avviluppammo nello scialle, rifugiandoci sotto un ponticello
dove si gettava 'immondizia, in un angolo del grande giardino dei ricchi
signori Louludias, e chiudemmo gli occhi per ore.

Quando li riaprimmo, il fuoco infuriava. Alte flamme danzavano dapper-
tutto, come mani malvagie uscendo dalle finestre cieche dei palazzi, attra-
versavano scoppiettando le strade, esplodevano sibilando nei cortili, dietro
le buganvillee immobili, come pietrificate. Sembravano guidate da una
mente accorta, da un progetto preciso: distruggere la cited degli infedeli,
purificarla attraverso il fuoco. Colori impazziti attraversavano come mete-
ore il cielo sconvolto.”

Sospirando, e guardandosi le mani, Harutiun allora sussurro: “Quattro
giorni durera quell’inferno, da mercoledi 13 settembre 1922 alla domenica
17, distruggendo pitt di cinquantamila edifici, il cuore e 'anima dell’antica
cittd. Il fuoco era stato appiccato cominciando dal quartiere armeno, il
nostro quartiere, lo Haynots, poi si era diffuso con estrema rapidita. Noi
ci guardammo intorno, stringendoci nello scialle rosso, ed eravamo soli.
Sofliava un forte vento di nord-ovest, e non c’era scampo.

Spiavamo il mondo impazzito dalle fessure dello scialle incrociato, che
conservava ancora un odore tenero di mamma: ma il calore che emanava
non era pit il suo, ci soffocava, e diventava ogni momento pili intenso.
Il fuoco sempre pil vicino si rifletteva oscillando nella vasca al centro del
giardino, sull’acqua che ancora copriva il fondo.

Ci capimmo al volo, Katerina ed io. Corremmo alla vasca immergendo
lo scialle nella poca acqua rimasta, e assorbendola tutta. Poi, con tutte
le nostre forze, nervosamente strizzammo il pesante tessuto di lana e ce
lo avvolgemmo stretto intorno, un bozzolo rosso e goffo che camminava
su quattro piedi non sempre in sintonia fra loro, cercando di correre, ma
dove? Eravamo circondati dal fuoco e — oltre il fuoco — da un cordone
minaccioso di soldati turchi.”

“Ti ricordi, mon chéri? — intervenne Katerina — ci salvammo infilandoci
oltre il ponticello, nello stretto cunicolo che di solito serviva allo scarico
dell’acqua piovana, e che si riempiva solo per tre giorni all’anno, in novem-
bre. Andammo avanti per un po’ sottoterra, e io avevo paura di tutto, ma
tu dicesti che non cera ragno o topo o scorpione pitt cattivo degli esseri
umani che ci cercavano e stavano per raggiungerci, e mi spingesti avanti e
avanti, nell’aria irrespirabile della galleria, finché sbucammo all’aperto in
un angolo del porto ancora tranquillo.

Ma illuminato a giorno. Dentro i grandi, moderni edifici della passeggiata
a mare si vedeva gente agitarsi come farfalle impazzite che apparivano e
sparivano passando da una finestra all’altra; e dietro, altissime, occhieg-
gianti maligne sopra gli edifici, le fiamme, crepitanti in un calore insoppor-
tabile, che sembravano aggredire i palazzi per farsi strada piti rapidamente
verso l'indifesa massa umana che gremiva ogni angolo dei moli, stretta fra
il fuoco e il mare.
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Nei nostri occhi, in quel momento, si fisso per sempre la visione dell’orrore e
della solitudine che ci attendevano, noi due soli contro il vasto mondo. Non
ci ha mai pitt abbandonato, e non la possiamo condividere con nessuno.”
“Lo scialle, gia asciutto, ci servi da coperta — concluse Harutiun con gravi-
ta. — Ci salvarono due marinai francesi, impietositi dagli occhi di Katerina,
che ci presero in braccio, ce lo avvolsero intorno e ci portarono sulla loro
nave come un pacco vivente. Ma questa ¢ un’altra storia.” E strinse Kate-
rina fra le braccia.

Allora anche noi ci alzammo tutti insieme, silenziosamente, e li circon-
dammo con le nostre braccia.
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Katerina in poZar v Smirni

V Benetkah je v petdesetih letih Zivela lepa grska gospa. K njej smo hodili
na plesne vaje. Vsak Cetrtek smo se odpeljali iz Padove z avtobusom ob
dveh, da nam je ostala $e kaksna urica za po mestu. V Benetkah smo si dali
duska, se navduseno podili po callih in campiellib in si nazadnje za malico
privosdili slastni kruh v kateri izmed Stevilnih mestnih pekarn.

Gospa Katerina je bila debela, Zivahna in ocarljiva, vedno je nosila pisana
ogrinjala in vpadljive barvaste $ale. V njeni hisi so se ves dan vrtele plosce
z gr$kimi popevkami in plesati smo se naudili z rob¢kom v rokah, fantje v
telovniku in fustaneli, dekleta z ogtlicami iz kovancev in ruto, prekrizano
na prsih. Najprej pa nas je naudila stihe popevk s pretresljivimi zgodbami
o ljubezni in smrti, kakr$ni sta bili Samiotissa, dekle s Samosa, in pesem o
son¢nih zahodih, na katerih so se nasi nezreli glasovi poskusali s tril¢ki in
vzhodnjaskimi zategovanji.

Potem smo zaceli s plesi. Otoskim syrtosom, pa cudovitim kalamatianosom,
pa tsakonikosom, plesom kretskega labirinta, in e mnogimi drugimi, po-
¢asnimi in hitrimi, otoznimi in veselimi. Ob poslusanju kyrie Katerine in
njene ¢arobne piscali pravljic, legend in vzhodnjaskih pripovedk smo se
zaljubili vanjo in v Gréijo.

Nekega dne, ki smo ga odtlej vedno imenovali »¢rni éetrteke, smo jo nasli
vso togo na stolu v kuhinji, z mra¢nimi o¢mi in namr$¢enim obrazom.
»Danes ne bo ni¢, otroci,« nam je skoraj mukoma dejala, »pojdite se igrat
na trg, boli me glava in ziv¢na sem.«

To smo videli tudi sami, vendar ji ni bilo prav ni¢ podobno. Ze res, da je
imela v¢asih migreno, toda tudi iz bole¢ine je znala narediti predstavo,
ko si je ovila glavo s pisanimi rutami, namodenimi v vodo in kis, govo-
rila s komaj sliSnim glasom in se pahljala z velikansko pahljaco. In ker jo
je migrena napadala dopoldne, ji je popoldne Ze $lo na bolje, zdela se je
le malce bolj medla in raje je pripovedovala otozne zgodbe o palikarijih,
junakih vojne za neodvisnost leta 1821. Zbrali smo se okrog nje in jo po-
slusali, ko nam je z dramati¢no uti$anim glasom in poznavalsko mimiko
pripovedovala o dogodivi¢inah teh neustrasnih mladenicev ali zgodbo o
joanninskem pasi Aliju Tepeleniju.

Vznemirjeni in radovedni smo odsli na trg, toda po krajsem tavanju brez
cilja in tezkega srca smo se odlodili, da se vrnemo in jo prisilimo, da spre-
govori. Nasa vdana ljubezen ji je lezala pri nogah, zanjo bi se spoprijeli
s katerim koli sovraznikom. Zato mora spregovoriti, deliti z nami svojo
muko. Uspelo nam jo bo razvedriti, skupaj bomo poslusali nase popevke
in poskusili korake najnovejsih plesov.

Toda nekdo je bil Ze pri njej. Debel gospod, ki ga nismo Se nikoli videli,
ki je otozno in malce topo zrl v nas ter tezko dihal. Pila sta kavo. On jo
je mlahavo drzal za roke, ona je vzdihovala; ko nas je zagledala, je skoraj
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z muko dejala: »Otroci, naj vam predstavim svojega bratranca Harutiuna
Adamiana. Je moj edini sorodnik in Zivi v Lozani. Skupaj sva pobegnila iz
pozara v Smirni.«

Stavek nam ni povedal kaj dosti, ¢eprav je zvenel presunljivo. Kaj je bila
Smirna? O¢itno neko mesto, toda kaj dlje nam ni uspelo prodreti. Pa ven-
dar nam je stavek dal vedeti, da nam ima Katerina povedati $e eno zgodbo,
tisto najbolj pustolovsko, najstrasnejso, in zgrabila nas je strasanska Zelja,
da bi jo slisali.

»Potem pa nam pripovedujte o poZaru v Smirni,« smo rotece zaprosili v en
glas. Zdelo se nam je, da nam je dotlej skrivala najpomembnejso zgodbo.
Toda Katerina nam je rekla, da se lahko tega dne pogovarja samo s svojim
bratrancem, in nam sve¢ano obljubila sestanek za naslednji teden. »Cast-
na beseda?« smo vprasali vsi hkrati, in ona je slovesno naredila znamenje
grskega kriza ter odlo¢no pljunila na tla, nato pa nas na hitro odslovila.

Naslednji cetrtek smo bili neznansko razburjeni. V Benetke smo prispeli
mi je, da za debelim zastorom vode, ki nam modi lase in éevlje, vidim
razbeljen in neukrotljiv velikanski ogenj, ogenj v Smirni, ki nas ¢aka. V
srce nam je silila vlaga, pa tudi velika otoznost, toda voda ni gasila ognja,
in tako kot podoba ognjenika, ki ga ne more pogasiti nobena voda, sta
se tistega dne voda in ogenj zdruzila v moji glavi kakor dva pola grozece
skoraj$nje nevarnosti.

Gospod Harutiun je sedel na divanu poleg Katerine, zavit v razkosen tem-
no zelen domaci jopi¢, z rumenkasto srajco in svetlo zelenim svilenim me-
tulj¢kom. Zamaknjeno, z odprtimi usti smo se zagledali vanj. Na smrt
nam je bil v8e¢, in ko je svojo velikansko roko polozil na njeno podlahet
in rekel: »Otroci so prisli, Katerinoula mou, zdaj bova popila kafedaki in
potem jim bova povedala zgodbo,« smo mu skoraj zaploskali.

»Midva sva edina prezivela ¢lana nase druzine,« je skoraj obotavljivo zacela
ona, »in vsakokrat, ko se vidiva, lahko samo joceva. Najin ded je bil armenski
kmet, doma iz neke vasice v notranjosti, in poro¢il se je z Grkinjo iz Smirne,
elegantno mes¢anko, ki se je zaljubila vanj, ko ga je zagledala na trgu in ga sli-
$ala peti pesmi iz njegove vasi. Kljubovala sta vsak svoji druzini in nazadnje se
jima je uspelo poroiti in biti sre¢na. Kako sta se imela rada! Ded Harutiun
in babica Haroula nista prenesla, da bi bila dale¢ drug od drugega.«
Harutiun vnuk je nemudoma izvlekel iz Zepa svilen robec zelenomodre
barve in Katerina se je teatralno useknila vanj. To nas je precej pomirilo,
kajti bilo je nedvomen znak, da je zgodba na dobri poti. »Imeli smo toliko
sorodnikov,« je zasanjano nadaljevala Katerina, »in vsi so delali skupaj, ko
je bil ¢as pobiranja kokonov sviloprejk ali trganja grozdja ali suenja sadja.
Oderasli so spravljali v $katle slavne smirnske smokve, mi otroci pa smo
skrbeli za rozine, posusene paradiznike, okrogle melone, tako velike, da
smo jih lahko dvignili $ele $tirje ...«
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Preden se je izgubila v spominih, jo je bratranec pritegnil v strasten dvogovor
in dve uri smo bili pri¢e nekak$ni pesmi za dva glasova, pesmi hrepenenja in
groze. Opisala sta nam prelepo mesto Smirno, biser Osmanskega cesarstva,
s sijajnim naravnim pristani$éem in pisanim prebivalstvom, med katerim so
prevladovali Grki, potem pa Armenci, Turki, Judje, Levantinci.

V véliki vojni je ostalo mesto neposkodovano in njegovi prebivalci so se
slepili, da bo ostalo srecen otok, v katerem bodo razli¢ne etnije $e naprej
zivele druga ob drugi v dobro trgovine in blaginje prebivalcev. Toda po
Lepi Smirni so se marsikomu cedile sline in marca 1919 so Grki izkoristili
oslabljenost porazene Turcije in pripluli na noro osvajalsko avanturo.

Tri leta pozneje, septembra 1922, je turska nacionalisti¢na vojska pod si-
jajnim vodstvom generala Mustafe Kemala znova zavzela mesto. Iz¢rpani
in slabo vodeni grski vojaki so se na vrat na nos znova vkreali in nezaséite-
no civilno prebivalstvo prepustili na milost in nemilost osvajalcev, zejnih
maséevanja. »Vsi smo se zbrali v hisi starih starSev v armenski &etrti,« je
povedal Harutiun, »bili so hudi ¢asi, na dezeli nisi smel ve¢ ostati. Bil je
september, grozdje je bilo zrelo in vreme tako milo ... toda pogled na be-
zeCe grike vojake, podobne razcapanim divjakom, ki so odmetavali oroZje,
nas je navdal s strahom. Nekaj ko$ar smo napolnili s hrano in kruhom ter
tako kot vsi pobegnili v mesto. Cize, osli, voli, konji, koze in ljudje: besna
in prestraSena mnozica se je z vseh strani valila proti Smirni, polnila ceste
in se usmerjala proti pristani$¢u in upanju na resitev.

»Mislili smo,« je nadaljevala Katerina, kot bi odvijala nit Ze tisockrat pove-
dane pripovedi, »da se je varneje zate¢i v obmoc¢je armenske katedrale sv.
Stefana, ki stoji sredi pravokotnika, obdanega z debelim obzidjem, visokim
od Sest do sedem metrov in prekinjenim z debelimi Zeleznimi vradi. Vsi smo
odsli tja, od deda do starega hlapca Hovakima, ki je zadnji stopil iz hise, obr-
nil velikanski stari klju¢ v klju¢avnici in se razjokal, naslonjen z glavo na zid.
Jaz sem bila stara sedem let, pozabila sem svojo puncko-princesko, obleceno
v sinji til, in $e zdaj se mi ponoi sanja, da me sprasuje, zakaj sem jo zapustila;
na sre¢o sem se spomnila in pograbila materin velikanski rde¢i $al, ki naju je
re$il — mene in Harutiuna —, ko sva ostala sama.

V nepopisni zmedi, ki je nastala, ko so nam kon¢no dovolili zapustiti stav-
be katedrale in se zate¢i v pristaniice, sva izgubila vse in vsakogar. Zenske
so odpeljali, mater so kri¢ec¢o odvlekli za lase, oeta in druge moske so na
mestu postrelili, otroci so se porazgubili. S Harutiunom sva se zavila v $al
in se zatekla pod mostic¢ek v kotu velikega vrta bogatih gospodov Louludi-
as, s katerega so odmetavali smeti, ter dolge ure mizala.

Ko sva ponovno odprla odi, je Ze besnel pozar. Povsod so poplesavali visoki
plameni, kakor zlohotne roke $vigali skozi slepa okna pala¢, se prasketaje
podili po ulicah in se sikaje razletavali po dvoris¢ih za negibnimi, nekako
okamnelimi bugenvilejami. Bilo je, kot da jih vodi preudaren um, natan-
¢en nadrt: uniciti mesto nevernikov, ga odistiti z ognjem. Nore barve so kot
meteorji parale pretreseno nebo.«
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Harutiun je zavzdihnil in si pogledal roke, nato pa zasepetal: »Pekel je
trajal $tiri dni, od srede, 13. septembra 1922, do nedelje, 17., in unicil ve¢
kot petdeset tiso¢ poslopij, srce in duso starega mesta. Ogenj je bil podtak-
njen pri armenski Cetrti, nasi ¢etrti Haynots, nato pa se je strasansko hitro
razsiril. Stiskajo¢ se v rdedi $al sva pogledala okrog sebe, bila sva sama. Pihal
je mocan severozahodnik in izhoda ni bilo.

Skozi $pranje v prekrizanem Salu, ki je Se ohranil nezni vonj po mami, sva
kukala na ponoreli svet: toda vroéina, ki je vela iz $ala, ni bila ve¢ mamina,
susila naju je in postajala vsak trenutek hujsa. Odbleski vse blizjega ognja
so trepetali v bazenu sredi vrta, na vodi, ki je $e pokrivala dno.

V trenutku sva se razumela, Katerina in jaz. Stekla sva k bazenu, potopila
$al v ostanek vode in pustila, da jo je vsrkal. Potem sva z vsemi mo¢mi
zivéno ozela tezko volneno tkanino in se tesno zavila vanjo kot rde¢ in
neroden zapredek, ki se je premikal na Stirih, ne vedno usklajenih nogah in
poskusal teci, vendar kam? Obkrozal naju je ogenj in — za ognjem — groze¢
kordon turskih vojakov.«

»Se spominjas, mon chéril« se je viesala Katerina, »resila sva se tako, da sva
se zavlekla na drugo stran mosticka v ozek rov, po katerem se je navadno
zlivala dezevnica in ki je bil poln le tri dni v letu, v novembru. Zlezla sva
malce naprej, pod zemljo, in mene je bilo strah vsega, ti pa si rekel, da ni
hujSega pajka ali misi ali skorpijona, kot so ¢loveska bitja, ki naju is¢ejo
in se nama bliZajo, potiskal si me naprej in naprej po rovu, po neznosnem
zraku, dokler nisva prilezla na plano v $e mirnem kotu pristanisca.

Toda osvetljenem kot sredi belega dne. Za velikimi, modernimi zgradbami
ob obmorskem sprehajalis¢u sva videla ljudi, ki so tekali vznemirjeno ka-
kor ponoreli metulji, se pojavljali in izginjali od enega okna do drugega; in
za njimi, nad stavbami, visoke, grozece zlobne plamene, ki so prasketali v
neznosni vrodini in napadali hiSe, da bi si ¢im hitreje utrli pot do nezasdi-
tene ¢loveske mnozice, ki je, stisnjena med ognjem in morjem, napolnila
vse koti¢ke pomolov.

V tistem trenutku se je v najine odi za vedno vtisnila vizija groze in osa-
mljenosti, ki sta naju ¢akali, naju sama proti $irnemu svetu. Nikoli naju ni
zapustila in z nikomer je ne moreva deliti.«

»Sal, zdaj Ze suh, sva uporabila kot plahto,« je resnobno koné¢al Harutiun.
»Resila sta naju francoska mornarja, ki so ju ganile Katerinine o¢i, vzela sta
naju v narodje, naju ovila s $alom in naju kakor Ziv zavoj odnesla na ladjo.
Toda to je ze druga zgodba.« In tesno objel Katerino.

Takrat smo vsi hkrati vstali tudi mi in ju mol¢e oklenili s svojimi rokami.

Prevedla Irena Trenc Frelib
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Katerina and the Fire of Izmir

In the Fifties, a beautiful Greek lady lived in Venice. We used to go to see
her for our dancing lessons. Every Thursday we would take the bus from
Padua at two o'clock so as to be able to enjoy an hour in the city before
the lesson. We had a great time walking around Venice, around its narrow
lanes and small squares, and running about excitedly until we grabbed a
snack of some exquisite bread from one of the many bakeries of the city.
Signora Katerina was fat, vigorous and charming; she always wore multi-
coloured shawls and garishly scarves. At her place, records with Greek
songs were played all day long, and we learned to dance with handker-
chiefs in our hands, the boys with their waistcoat and fustanella and the
girls with coin necklaces and handkerchiefs crossed on their bosom. But
before anything else she taught us the lyrics, with their heartbreaking sto-
ries of love and death, like the Samiotissa, the Samos girl, and the song
about sunsets, which made our immature voices experience oriental trills
and extensions.

Then we began to learn the dances: the syrros from the islands and then the
marvellous kalamatianos, the tsakonikos, the dance of the Cretan labyrinth,
and many others, slow and fast, nostalgic and joyous ones. We listened to
kyria Katerina, whose magic whistle allured us with stories, legends and
oriental tales into falling in love with her and with Greece.

One day, which from then on we always called “the black Thursday”, we
found her sitting stiffly in a kitchen chair, her eyes grim and her face con-
tracted. “Today we won’t do anything, children,” she told us as if with an
effort, “go and play in the square, I've got a headache and I'm nervous.”
We too could see that perfectly, but it was not like her. It was true that
sometimes she had migraine, but she was theatrical with her pain as well,
wrapping around her head coloured handkerchiefs soaked in water and
vinegar, talking in a low voice and waving a big fan. Since her migraine
would come in the morning, in the afternoon she would begin to feel
better, so she would only look weaker and inclined to telling melancholy
stories about palikari, the heroes of the 1821 war for independence. We
gathered around her to hear her tell us in a thin voice, full of drama, and
with the help of skilful mime, about the adventures of those daring young-
sters or the story of Ali Tepeleni, pasha of loannina.

We went down to the square disturbed and curious, but then, after having
wandered around aimlessly and with a heavy heart, we decided to return to
her and get her to speak. Our devout love was there at her feet, for her we
would have stood up against any enemy so that she would talk and share
her suffering with us! We would manage to cheer her up, we would listen
together to our songs and tried the steps of the last dances.

But now there was someone with her. A large gentleman whom we had
never seen before, who was looking at us with a melancholy and slightly
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dull air, breathing heavily. They were drinking coffee. He was holding her
hands softly, she was sighing, and when she saw us she said, as if with
fatigue: “Children, I introduce you my cousin Harutiun Adamian. He is
my only relative and lives in Lausanne. We escaped together from the fire
of Izmir.”

The sentence did not say much to us, although it sounded impressive.
What was [zmir? Obviously a city, but we couldn’t make any more of it.
Nonetheless, that sentence was enough for us to see that Katerina had yet
another story to tell, the most adventurous, the most terrible one, and to
acquire a great desire to hear it.

“Now, tell us about the fire of Izmir,” we asked all together plaintively. It
seemed as if we had by then been tricked out of the most important story.
But Katerina said that that day she could only talk to her cousin and gave
us a formal appointment for the following week. “A Cross on the heartand
a spit on the floor?” we asked her all together; and she made a solemn sign
of the Greek cross and spat on the floor with determination, whereupon
she sent us away in haste.

The following Thursday we were thoroughly excited. We arrived in Ven-
ice panting, under a downpour of rain. I was daydreaming silently and I
seemed to have a vision of a big fire, the fire of Izmir that was waiting for
us, burning incandescently and inextinguishably behind a thick curtain of
water which was soaking our hair and shoes. The damp was entering our
heart, together with heavy melancholy, but the water did not put the fire
out, and like the image of a volcano that no water can extinguish, from
that day on water and fire were united in my mind like two manifestations
of a menacing danger.

Signor Harutiun was sitting on the sofa next to Katerina, wrapped up in
a dark green luxurious casual jacket, wearing a light yellow tie with a light
green silk knot. We looked at him ecstatically, our mouths agape. We liked
him immensely and when he laid his big hand on her arm saying: “The
children are here, Katerinoula mou, now let’s drink a kafedaki and then lets
tell them the story,” we nearly applauded him.

“The two of us are the only survivors of our family,” she began almost
hesitantly, “and each time we see each other we cannot but cry. Our grand-
father was an Armenian farmer, he came from a tiny inland village and
married a Greek from Izmir, an elegant lady who fell in love with him
when she saw him in the market and heard him sing the songs of his vil-
lage. They had fights with their families and managed to get married and
be happy. How much they loved each other! Grandfather Harutiun and
grandmother Haroula couldn’t be away from each other.”

Readily, Harutiun the grandson took from his pocket a sea-green silk
handkerchief and she blew her nose theatrically. This comforted us greatly,
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being an undoubted signal that the story had begun well. “We had many
relatives,” Katerina continued with a dreamy air, “and we all worked to-
gether in the seasons of silkworm rearing, of grape picking and of dried
fruit making. The adults tinned the famous Izmir figs and we children
were busy with sultanas, dried tomatoes and round melons, which were so
big that we formed a group of four to lift them...”

Before he would get lost in his memories, the cousin started to talk to her
passionately and for two hours we witnessed a type of duet, a singing of
nostalgia and horror. They described to us the beautiful city of Izmir, the
peatl of the Ottoman Empire, with its magnificent natural harbour and
its diverse population, made up mostly of Greeks, followed by Armenians,
Turks, Jews, Levatines.

The city remained undamaged from the devastation of the Great War and
its inhabitants were under the illusion that they would be able to continue
to have their happy island where the different peoples could go on living
together with a view to their commercial endeavours and the prosperity of
the inhabitants. But the fair city of Izmir wetted the appetite of many and
in May 1919 the Greeks, taking advantage of the weakness of a defeated
Turkey, disembarked plunging into a crazy adventure of conquest.

Three years later, in September 1922, the nationalist Turkish army, brilliantly
led by the general Mustafa Kemal, reconquered the city. The Greek soldiers,
who were exhausted and without a reliable leader, re-embarked hastily and
the civilians were left defenceless to the mercy of the conquerors, who were
eager for revenge. “We were all reunited at our grandparents’ place, in the
Armenian quarter,” Harutiun said. “The times were hard, it was impossi-
ble to stay in the country. It was September, the grapes were ripe and the
air so sweet... but seeing the Greek soldiers, reduced to a primitive state
and clothed in rags, run away and abandon their arms instilled fear in us.
We filled some baskets with food and bread and fled to the city, like every-
one else. Handcarts, donkeys, oxen, horses, goats and people: an angry and
frightened multitude converged upon Izmir from all directions, filling up
roads while heading towards the harbour in the hope of salvation.”

“We thought,” Katerina continued as if she was taking up the thread of the
story they had told each other a thousand times before, “that it was safer
to take refuge in the area around the Armenian Cathedral of Saint Stephen
situated in the centre of a rectangle surrounded by solid walls which were
between six and seven metres high and were interrupted by several massive
metal gates. We all went, including our grandfather and our old servant
Hovakim, who left the house last, turned the enormous old key in the key-
hole and wept with his head against the wall. I was seven and had forgotten
my doll princess, dressed all in blue, of which I still dream by night and it
keeps asking me why I abandoned it. Fortunately, I remembered to grab
my mother’s enormous red shawl, which saved us, me and Harutiun, when
we found ourselves alone.
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“In the unspeakable confusion which took place when we were finally al-
lowed to get out of the cathedral buildings and seek refuge in the harbour,
we lost everything and everyone. The women were taken away, my mother
was pulled by her hair, screaming; my father and other men were killed on
the spot; the children were dispersed. Me and Harutiun wrapped ourselves
in the shawl and took shelter under a small bridge where rubbish was
thrown, in a corner of the large garden of the rich Louludias family, and
we closed our eyes for hours.

“When we opened them again, the fire was raging. High flames were danc-
ing everywhere like evil hands crawling out of the blind windows of the
palaces; they crackled as they crossed the roads and exploded with a hiss in
the courtyards, behind bougainvilleas, which were motionless, as if petri-
fied. They seemed to be guided by a cunning mind, by a precise goal: to
destroy the city of the infidels and purify it by means of fire. Colours gone
mad were crossing like meteors the distressed sky.”

Sighing and looking at his hands, Harutiun then whispered: “The hell would
last for four days, from Wednesday 13 September 1922 to Sunday 17 Sep-
tember, destroying more than fifty thousand buildings, that is the heart and
soul of the ancient city. The fire began first in the Armenian quarter, which
was our quarter, Haynots, then it spread with the utmost speed. We looked
around, clinging to each other in the red shawl, and were on our own. A
strong northwestern wind was blowing and there was no escape.

“We were spying on the maddened world through the openings of the
crossed shawl, which preserved soft perfume mother’s; but the emanating
heat was not hers any more, it suffocated us getting stronger from one mo-
ment to the next. The flickering fire, which was coming closer and closer,
was reflected in the pond in the middle of the garden, on the surface of the
water still covering the bottom.

“We understood each other immediately, Katerina and me. We ran to the
pond and sank the shawl into the small quantity of water that remained,
absorbing all of it. Then, with all our forces, we nervously wrung the heavy
woollen fabric and wrapped it tightly around our bodies, a red and clumsy
cocoon walking on four feet, which were not always in agreement with each
other, and trying to run — but where? We were surrounded by the fire and,
on the other side of the fire, by a menacing cordon of Turkish soldiers.”
“Do you remember, mon chéri?” Katerina resumed. “We rescued ourselves
slipping across the small bridge into the narrow underground passage which
was normally used only as rain water drain and became full for just three
days a year, in November. For some time we continued underground, and I
was scared of everything, but you said that no spider or mouse was more evil
than the human beings that were looking for us and were trying to reach us,
and you pushed me on and on, in the unbreathable air of the tunnel, until
we got out into the open in a corner of the harbour which was still quiet.
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“But it was lit up as if by daylight. Inside the big, modern buildings on the
seaside promenade one could see people moving restlessly like butterflies
gone mad, who kept on appearing and disappearing as they passed from
one window to another; and behind all that, there were high-rising flames
glancing maliciously above the buildings and crackling in an unbearable
heat so that they seemed to be attacking them to quickly find their way
towards the defenceless mass of people who, squeezed between the fire and
the sea, filled up every single corner of the wharfs.

“That moment, a vision of horror and solitude which awaited the two of
us, who were alone against the big outside world, became for ever fixed in
our eyes. It has never disappeared and we cannot share it with anyone.”
“The shawl, which was already dry, served us as our shield,” concluded
Harutiun heavily. “We were rescued by two French sailors, who — moved
to pity by Katerina’s eyes — took us in their arms, put them around us and
took us onto their ship like a living parcel. But this is a different story.”
And he clasped Katerina tightly in his arms.

Then we too got up all at the same time, silently, and we surrounded them
with our arms.

Translated by Martina Ozbot and Oliver Currie
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Nekaj voljnega in mehkega

Nekaj voljnega in mehkega

se osuva ¢ez mesto

ob son¢nem zahodu.

Odelo nas bo. V orjaski kepi

z majhnim srcem Zze si bomo dihali
za vrat. Izginuli, vsem na o¢eh
bomo zarili globoko

Vv varnost casa,

kjer telesa niso obrobljena s koncem,
pac pa se razlivajo ez rob
osebnega.

Kjer se dvigne roka

in voljno in mehko in brezprizivno
sune v ozko lino vmes.

In tako naprej, v vse smeri.

Rdece

nas bo zajel sram

pod neonskim blagoglasjem.
Obkoljeni z grozo nepremisljenih
gest, sredi razdejanja,

bomo morali poéakati,

da sonce vendarle zaide.

Zrak vse redkejsi popusti

objem in ugasne vid

v valilnici prividov.

Prezivela piSceta se stisnejo

v topel két pocitka.

Nismo hoteli, nismo Zelels,

zaspimo, zaspimo, zaspimo,

noc je.
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Rimska impresija
Noli me tangere

je napis pod sliko
v cerkvi, kjer spomin
vraca se k zacetkom.

Na pragu

izhodnih vrat

se sipka svetloba vsuje
na celo

in se vendarle dotakne

hladne koze.
Zaprhuta

stotero golobov
iznad Piazze Navona
visoko, $e vise,
prebode nebo in

izlije se jutro.
Spran trg se zaobli
okoli vodnjaka

in vse je voda,

ki tece.

Neprizadeti procelji
minulega,

vmes midva

v pri¢akovanju poldneva.

© Studentska zalozba 2010
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Za pol neba

Posedali smo kot prici

na najvigjih vrhovih

sosedove Ce$nje in svetloba

je lila po dlaneh in ez,

po vejah in deblu

do tal. Po pobo¢ju do morja

so zvrgolele sestradane Zelje

po dnevih brez ur,

ki smo jih zlagali kot dragocen nakit
okoli zagorelih vratov

in se ucili, kako se senca

vedno pomika s soncem.

Nismo zaklepali vrat his

iz vonja borovcev.

Vsak je imel svoj kljug,

ki je odklepal tudi morje

na ogreti povrsini,

da smo padali v shlajene globine

kot cirkuske opice

in se vracali vsakic za las

vedji.

Ko smo zvecer opazovali posledice
igre, smo molcali,

ker nismo imeli besede

za konec,

ki prihaja vedno od dale¢ in je majhen,
kakor pikica na obzorju,

preden postane ladja,

velika, ¢e pogledas od spodaj navzgor,

za pol neba.

© Studentska zalozba 2010
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Tulipani

Nekateri

gojijo tulipane

v trebuhu:

vsako jutro obcudujejo barve,
¢utijo, kako kaplja po pecljih sonce,
po sose$éini prisluskujejo klepetom,
da bi jim nasli primerna imena.
Pozno v no¢ razmisljajo,

kako do ¢ebulic,

odpornih na visoke temperature.

Vsaki¢ ko se stemni nebo

in ostali pomislimo,

ali ne bodo morda zopet dezevale
7abe in kobilice,

se zazrejo v vrt, priprejo oci

in ¢akajo, da mine.

Vsakic ko ostali
dvigamo veke,

da bi uzrli lepoto,
oni le stegnejo roko.

Vsaki¢ ko ostali
krenemo na pot,

si oni razvezejo vezalke
in stopijo bosi

na obarvano gredo.

Ko mine, kot vse,

tudi ¢as tulipanov,

se usedejo med gredice in
pocakajo,

da tudi ¢akanje, kot vse,
premine.

Ko mine, kot vse,
tudi vse,

priprejo oci

in mislijo na tulipane.

© Studentska zalozba 2010
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Something Pliant and Soft

Something pliant and soft

is pushing its way through the city

at sunset.

It will envelop us. In a giant ball

with a little heart, we'll soon be breathing
down each other’s necks. Vanished, in plain sight
we'll dig deep into

the safety of a time

where bodies are not bordered by an end
but overflow the brim

of the personal.

Where a hand is lifted

and pliantly and softly and unappeasably
thrusts itself through a narrow window.
And on and on, in all directions.

Red,

we'll be engulfed by shame

beneath the euphony of neon.
Surrounded by the horror of unconsidered
gestures, in the midst of destruction,
we'll have to wait

for the sun to set all the same.

The air, thinner and thinner, eases

its embrace and sight goes out

in a hatchery of visions.

The surviving chicks press into

a warm corner of rest.

We did not want, we did not desire,

lets sleep, let’s sleep, let’s sleep,

it is night.

Translated by Rawley Grau
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Roman Impression
Noli me tangere

is the inscription below the painting
in the church, where memory
returns to the beginning.

At the threshold

of the exit door
fine-grained light pours in
onto the forehead

and nevertheless touches

cold skin.

With a flutter,

a hundred pigeons

fly up above Piazza Navona,
high, even higher,

piercing the sky and

morning pours out.
The washed square
swells

around the fountain,
and all is water,

flowing.

Two unaffected facades

of the past,

between them, the two of us

in expectation of noon.

Translated by Alan McConnell-Duff and Rawley Grau
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By Half the Sky

We settled like birds

on the highest tops

of the neighbour’s cherry tree,

and the light poured over our palms

and through, over the branches and trunk
down to the ground. Over the hillslope
down to the sea, famished desires

were warbling over days without hours,
which we arranged like precious jewellery
around suntanned necks

and learned how the shadow

always shifts with the sun.

We did not lock the doors of the house
made of the scent of the pines.

We cach had our own key

which also unlocked the sea

on the heated surface,

so that we fell into the cooled depths

like circus monkeys

and each time returned barely by a hair
bigger.

When in the evening we observed the outcome
of the game, we were silent,

since we did not have words

for the end,

which always comes from far away and is small,
like a dot on the horizon

before it becomes a ship,

big — if you look upwards from below —

by half the sky.

Translated by Alan McConnell-Duff
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Tulips

Some

grow tulips

in their stomach:

each morning they wonder at the colours,

feel the sun dripping over the stems,

they eavesdrop on the chatter around the neighbourhood
to find suitable names for them.

Late into the night they think about

where they can get bulbs that are

resistant to high temperatures.

Each time when the sky darkens

and we others are considering

whether perhaps it will again rain

frogs and locusts,

they peer into the garden, half-close their eyes,
and wait for it to pass.

Each time when we others
lift our eyelids

to catch sight of beauty
they just stretch out a hand.

Each time when we others
set out on a journey

they untie their laces

and step barefoot

onto the colourful flowerbed.

When, like all things,

the time of tulips also passes,

they sit down among the little flowerbeds
and wait

for the waiting also, like all things,

to pass away.

When, like all things,
all things also pass,

they half-close their eyes
and think of tulips.

Translated by Alan McConnell-Duff and Rawley Grau
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Edenkert
Arulss

Egy napon a férfi azt igért a nének, hogy soha nem fog meghalni. A nd
a hajdt igazgatta, majd térovdn a férfi véllira engedte a tenyerét. A fér-
fi kert vandorlé drnyait bamulta, alkonyodott. Evek 6ta éltek a hdzban.
A férfi szeretett a torndcon id6zni, innen réldtott a kert virdgdgydsdra, a
tolgyfékra, a vildgité derekd nyirekre, és a fatdrzsekre, dgakra is felkdszod
lonc 6rokzold fiizéreire. A kert mogote té kéklett, a tdvolban hegyek fehér
kucsmdi magasodtak.

Ahogy idekoltoztek, mér az elsé napon taldlkoztak idegen halottakkal, akik
a part felé hulldmzé pézsiton és a lombok 4ltal vetett drnyékokon heverész-
tek, vagy a t6 partjdn idéztek. Nem csoddlkoztak, hiszen némelyik halott
éppen veliik érkezett. A nének népesebb csalddja volt, § t8bb halottal birt,
koziliik soknak sir sem jutott. A férfi és a nd olyan korban sziilectek, ami-
kor nem lehetett minden elhunytat eltemetni.

Soha nem halok meg, mondta a férfi a nének azon a napon, és taldn bélin-
tott is. Id6vel a férfi halottai a né halottai lettek, s nem volt ez forditva sem.
Természetes dolognak tekintették, hogy a sajdtjuknak tekintik a mésik gy4-
szait. Am a halottak is csak olyanok voltak, mint az él8k, éppugy iinnepel-
tek, tdrsasdgokat alkottak, szovetkeztek, drulkodtak és vitatkoztak. Néme-
lyik halott bardtsdgos és nyiltszivii volt, a mdsik mogorva és hallgatag. S
akadtak koztiik kellemetlen alakok, ezek 4llandéan pereltek, nyugtalanok
voltak, hidbavalé kérdésekkel zaklactdk 8ket, folyvdst ldzadoztak. A halot-
takkal tobbnyire a nd foglalkozott, beszélgetett vagy jétszott veliik, hallgat-
ta a panaszaikat és az észrevételeiket, néha igyekezett meggy6zni 8ket, hogy
nincs méd visszatérniiik az életbe. A halottak a tavaszi riigyek és a kavargd
héhulldsok mégiil, az 8szi avarbdl figyelték ket, halott tekintetiik halott
titkrén az 8 életiik tiikrozéddee. Némelyik halote békésen viselte a sorsdt,
midsok folyvést prébdlkoztak, visszatéreek volna, lehetdségek utdn kérde-
z6skodtek, akaratoskodtak. Meg lehetett érteni a kifogdsaikat. Egyeseknek
igazdn a rovidre szabott id§ jutott, médsokat a sors igazsdgtalansiga, megint
midsokat az értelemmel {6l nem foghat6 emberi kegyetlenség kinzott meg.
Soha nem halok meg, mondta a férfi azon a napon.

K6sz6nom, mondta a né.

Soha, mondta a férfi.

Ko6sz6ném, mondta a né.

Ha a halottaknak mdr nem volt mit mondaniuk, vagy belefdradtak a jo-
gos vagy kevésbé jogos panaszaikba, visszatériek az ¢jszakdba. Tévedés azt
hinni, hogy a halottak kizdrélag az éji viligban lakoztak, hogy csakis a
sotétség hivja elé Sket. Szdmosan voltak halottak, akik egy délutdn dlmos
pillanatdba, mdsok a hajnali kodbe téreek vissza, és aztdn kiilonssebb ok
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nélkiil hosszan elmaradtak, és sokd jelentkeztek tjra. Ha a férfi a harmattdl
vagy az esOt8l dtdzva tére haza, sokdig sziircsdlte a forrd tedt, a bogrée az
asszony adra a kezébe.

Némelyik halott nem akart elmenni, dllandéan a kertben téblédbolt, de
mert az efféle szerzetb8l mégsem volt nyomaszedan sok, a férfi és a né gy
dontottek, nem csindlnak ebbdl gondot. Velitk maradt néhdny halottuk,
s ha kipillantottak az ablakon, birmikor lithattak Sket. S a kertjitk mint-
ha segitett volna nekik, maga is szabdlyozta a halottak jelenlécér, mint-
ha lombjai, fiivei, nyilé és hervadé virdgjai, az égi torténések fakasztotta
drnyékfoltok, a ldgy permetezéssel hullé vagy vadul csapkodé esbk és a
szélftivdsok révén évta volna magir a tdlzdsok bonyodalmaitél. A kert soha
nem engedett magdba annyi halottat, ami a rend felboruldsit veszélyeztette
volna. De ahogy multak az évek, a kertben tanydt verd élettelen lények
szdma mégiscsak novekedett, aztdn egy-két halott a hdzba is bejdratos lett,
s nem csak afféle régi, 6rokole tdrgyak, fényképek segitségével, de egy aj-
tényikorduldsbdl, a nydri dlmukbdl f6lkoltote 8szi kabdtok illatdbdl is 8k
koszontek vissza.

Amikor a férfi beteg volt, a nd dpolta. Amikor a n8 gyongiile el, a férfi
hozott gydgyszereket a varosbdl, orvost is keritett. A priznicet mennyi-
re szereteék. Szerettek teregetni. Szerettek mosni, egytitt f8zni, szereteék a
hajnalokat. Olykor a torndcon szerelmeskedtek, és a halottak nézeék Sket.
Egészen kozel joteek, és sévdrogva figyelték a mozdulataikat.

Soha nem halok meg, mondta azon a napon a férfi.

Soha?, kérdezte a né.

Soha, mondta a férfii.

A nd elemelte a férfi vallardl a kezé.

Miért mondod ezt?, kérdezte.

Nem tudom, mondta a férfi,

Biztosan tudod, mondta a né.

A halottak udvaroltak is. S hidba is tagadtdk volna, mindkettdjitket meg-
kisértette a féltékenység zavaros érzése, a férfic kiilondsen diihitette egy
pimasz alak, aki foltinden sokat sugdolézott a nd fiilébe. A né kuncogott,
élvezte a férfi gydtrelmét. Aztdn médsnap & duzzogott, mert a férfi csevegett
folszabadultan egy halott ldnnyal.

Nem igaz, hogy mindig boldogok lettek volna. A maguk médjén azonban
rdjottek, hogy a boldogtalansdg érzése, amiért nyilvan mindketten feleltek,
barmikor megmutatja magit. S arra gondoltak, a boldogsig majd kései
beismerésiik lesz. Arra gondoltak, eljon majd a pillanat, amikor kézosen
jelentik be, a legkisebb kétely nélkiil 4llitjdk, hogy boldogok voltak. S nem
az lesz a fontos, hogy ennek az dllitdsnak mennyi igazsiga van, hogy igy
volt-e, hanem az, hogy kimondtdk.

Egy tavaszi reggel, amikor szokatlanul erds szél ztigatta a fdkat, a n6 kelt ha-
marabb. S mert nem akarta zavarni a férfit, a hdl6kopenyét magdra kapva,
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csondesen osont ki a hdlészobdbél. A kert halviny pardban dszott. A lonc
bokrok kézelében sdpadt kisgyerekek iddztek, akik a né testvérei, rokonai
voltak, fistkarikdkkal, a pdrdcdl csillogd fadgakkal, levelekkel jdtszottak.
A n6 szérakozottan készitette a kdvét. Bugyogé vizzel forrdzta le az tiveg-
hengerbe szért dardle kdvészemeket, némi mandulaport, vanilide hintete a
fekete vizbe, majd a sz(irével a zaccot évatosan aldnyomta. A nd két kézbe
fogta a forr6 bogrét, hagyta, hogy a forré pdra az arcit gézolje. A konyha-
asztalt bidmulta, amely roskadozott a friss zoldségekedl, saldcakedl, retkek
piros fejeitdl, paradicsomoktdl, a jégsaldta halvdny labddjécél, valdsdgos br-
jongés volt ez, igazdn ttlzds. De mdr nem volt mit tenni. Taldn meg kellett
volna fésiilkddni. Taldn mdsik papucsba kellett volna belebdjni. Taldn csak
kicsit tovdbb kellett volna 4llni, lehunyt szemmel, itt, a konyhdban, ahogy
mindig is szokta reggelenként.

A n¢ folpillantott, és megldeta meg a férfic.

A férfi kine 4lle a kertben, a halottakkal beszélgetett.

A férfi maga is halott volt.

A nd letette a kdvés bogrée, kibotladozott a torndcra. Bizonydra intett. Bi-
zonydra kidltott, vagy csak felnydgott, mindenesetre a férfi feléje forditotea
a tekintetét. S e tekintet nem mutatott sem fdjdalmat, sem megbdndst.
Nem kért megbocsdtdst. Pedig eldrulta &t. A né azt gondolta, hogy a gyald-
zatos tettek mélyén, nem rosszasdg, nem valamiféle aldvalé akarat munkdl,
hanem a hasztalan és hidbavald igéretek erézidja, a be nem vidltott szavak
elromldsa, a szavak, melyek csak szavak maradnak. Nem tudta, mennyi
idét toltdtt a torndcon. Héség volt, foltdmadt a szél, forrén sepregetett a
kertben. Eldrultdk. Sirt is taldn, a hajdt igazgatta. Megszdmolta a torndc
hamutartéjaban maradt csikkeket. Mindegyik mds méret(i volt. Eldrultdk.
A né a gydsz médozatain gondolkodott, ruhdkon, melyeket hordani fog,
a sir helyén, a szertartdson, a tor eseményén, és azon, hogy eldrultdk. Kép-
telen volt visszamenni a hdlészobdba, ahol a férfi holtteste hevert. Aztdn
esni kezdett.

Es még mdsnap is esett.

Es aztin mdr nem, nem akart elmdlni.

A férfi a kertben, a lonc bokrok mellett 4sta meg a sirt. Olyan konnyt volt
a nd teste, hogy a débbenettdl elakadt a lélegzete. Mintha a ruhdn kiviil
nem is lett volna stlya. Nem szdlt senki rokonnak, sem ismerésnek, nem
értesitett senkit. A vdros felél elért hozz4 a harangszd, az elég volt. A tor-
ndcrdl jol litta a megbolygatott £6ld feketeségét és a kicsiny keresztet. Még
azt akarta, hogy kozel maradjanak egymdshoz. Még nem akarta elkeriilni a
misik vadlé pillantdsdt. Tudta, az druléknak mindig tébbet kell dolgoznia.
Es aztdn tgy koltozote, mint aki soha nem élt.
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Edenski vrt

Izdaja

Nekega dne je moski obljubil Zenski, da ne bo nikoli umrl. Zenska mu
je urejala lase, nato pa obotavljivo spustila dlani na njegove rame. Moski
je strmel v potepuske sence na vreu, mracilo se je. V hisi sta Zivela Ze vel
let. Moski se je rad zadrzeval na verandi, od koder se je odpiral pogled na
cvetli¢ne grede na vrtu, na hraste, na breze svetlikajocih se ledij, na hlode,
veje in zimzelene vence vzpenjajocega se kovacnika. Za vrrom se je modrilo
jezero, v daljavi so se dvigale bele ku¢me gorskih vrhow.

Ko sta se priselila sem, sta ze prvi dan srecala neznane mrtvece, ki so po-
lezavali na valujoci travi v senci kroSenj v smeri proti obali jezera ali se za-
drZevali na njej. Temu se nista ¢udila, saj je marsikateri mrtvec prisel prav
z njima. Zenska je imela ve¢jo druzino, ona je imela ve¢ mrtvecev, mnogi
od njih niso niti prisli do groba. Moski in Zenska sta se rodila v ¢asu, ko ni
bilo mogoce pokopati vsakega pokojnika.

Nikoli ne bom umil, je tistega dne moski rekel zenski in nemara zraven
tudi pokimal. S¢asoma so postali mrtveci moskega mrtveci zenske in isto je
veljalo tudi obratno. Za njiju je bilo nekaj naravnega, da sta enako zZalovala
za svojimi mrtveci kot za mrtveci drugega. Ti mrtveci pa so bili kot Zivi,
ravno tako so praznovali, se druzili, se povezovali, izdajali drug drugega,
se prerekali. Marsikateri mrtvec je bil prijateljski in odprtega srca, kaksen
drug ¢emeren in mol¢e¢. Med njimi pa so se nasli tudi neprijetni mreveci,
ki so se stalno pravdali in bili nemirni, zaman sta silila vanje z vprasanji
zakaj, venomer so se puntali. Z mrtveci se je v glavnem ukvarjala Zenska,
z njimi se je pogovarjala ali igrala, poslusala njihove pritozbe in opazanja,
véasih jih je poskusala prepricati, da ni nadina, ki bi jih vrnil v Zivljenje.
Mrtveci so ju opazovali izza pomladanskih popkov in vrtincastega sne-
Znega meteza, jesenskega suhega listja, v mrliskem zrcalu njihovih mrevih
pogledov se je zrcalilo njuno Zivljenje. Marsikateri mrtvec je mirno prena-
$al svojo usodo, spet drugi so se neumorno poskusali vrniti, sprasevali so,
kak$ne moznosti imajo za to, in kar naprej trmoglavili. Njihove ugovore
je mogoce razumeti. Nekaterim je bil v resnici ¢as kratko odmerjen, druge
je mudila nepravi¢nost usode, tretje ¢loveska krutost, nedojemljiva ¢love-
$kemu razumu.

Nikoli ne bom umrl, je rekel moski tistega dne.

Hyvala, je rekla Zenska.

Nikoli, je rekel moski.

Hyvala, je rekla zenska.

Ce mrtveci niso imeli ve¢ ni¢esar povedati ali so bili Ze utrujeni od svojega
upravi¢enega ali manj upravi¢enega pritozevanja, so se vrnili v no¢. Zmot-
no bi bilo verjeti, da prebivajo mrtveci izklju¢no v no¢nem svetu in da jih
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prikli¢e na dan $ele tema. Stevilni mrtveci so se vrnili s sanjavim trenut-
kom nekega popoldneva, drugi z jutranjo meglo, potem pa brez posebnega
razloga za dolgo ¢asa izostali in se nikoli ve¢ pojavili. Ce se je moski, pre-
mocen od rose ali od dezja, vrnil domov, je dolgo srebal vro¢ ¢aj iz loncka,
ki mu ga je v roke potisnila Zenska.

Marsikateri mrtvec ni hotel oditi in je nenehno kolovratil po vrtu, toda ker
tovrstnih vendarle ni bilo motece veliko, sta se moski in Zenska odlo¢ila, da
si zaradi njih ne bosta belila glave. Nekaj mrtvecev je ostalo z njima in ce
sta pogledala skozi okno, sta jih lahko videla kadar koli. In kot da bi jima
bil vrt v pomo¢, kot da bi tudi sam uravnaval prisotnost mrtvecev in ju
s pomodjo svojih krosenj, trave, razcvetajocih se in venecih roz, madezev
senc, ki jih je ustvarilo nebesno dogajanje, blagega skropljenja ali divjega
zlivanja deZja in pihanja vetra varoval pred zapleti pretiravanj. Vrt ni nikoli
spustil vase toliko mrtvecev, da bi lahko porusili red. Toda z leti je Stevilo
bitij brez zivljenja, ki so se naselila v vrtu, vendarle naraslo, tako da sta en
ali dva mrtveca postala pogosta obiskovalca tudi v hisi, pa ne samo kot
stari, podedovani predmeti in fotografije, saj sta odzdravljala ze tudi iz
skripanja vrat in vonja jesenskih plascev, vzdramljenih iz poletnih sanj.
Ko je bil moski bolan, ga je zenska negovala. Ko je zenska oslabela, je mo-
$ki prinesel zdravila iz mesta in priskrbel zdravnika. Kako rada sta imela
ovijanje v mokro hladne obkladke. Rada sta obesala perilo. Rada sta prala,
skupaj kuhala, rada sta imela jutranjo zoro. Takrat sta se ljubila na verandi,
mrtveci pa so ju gledali. Prisli so ¢isto blizu in s koprnedim pozelenjem
opazovali njune gibe.

Nikoli ne bom umirl, je rekel moski tistega dne.

Nikoli? je vprasala zenska.

Nikoli, je rekel moski.

Zenska je dvignila roko z ramena mogkega.

Zakaj pravi§ to? je vprasala.

Ne vem, je odgovoril moski.

Zagotovo ves, je rekla zenska.

Mortveci so tudi dvorili. In zaman bi zanikali, da je kalen obcutek ljubo-
sumja spravljal oba v skusnjavo, moskega je jezil zlasti neki neotesanec, ki
je nenavadno veliko $epetal Zenski v uho. Zenska se je hihitala in uzivala
v mukah moskega. Naslednjega dne pa je ona kuhala rilec, ker je moski
spros¢eno kramljal z nekim mrtvim dekletom.

Ni res, da sta bila vedno sre¢na. Na svoj nadin pa sta prisla do spoznanja, da
se lahko obcutek nesrece, za katerega sta odgovorna oba, pojavi kadar koli.
Mislila sta tudi na to, da bosta kasneje prisla do spoznanja srece. Mislila sta,
da bo nastopil trenutek, ko bosta lahko skupaj obelodanila in trdila brez naj-
manjSega dvoma, da sta bila sre¢na. In ne bo pomembno to, koliko resnice
je tej v trditvi, se pravi, ali je bilo tako, ampak to, da sta to izrekla.

Nekega pomladanskega jutra, ko so drevesa hres¢ala v nenavadno mo¢nem
vetru, je zenska vstala prej. In ker ni zelela motiti moskega, se je hitro
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ogrnila z jutranjo haljo in tiho smuknila iz spalnice. Vrt se je kopal v rahli
meglici. V blizini grmovja kovacnika so se zadrzevali majhni bledi otroci,
bratje, sorodniki Zenske, in se igrali z obrocki pare, z drevesnimi vejami
in listi, ki so se bled¢ali od vlage. Zenska je raztreseno pripravila kavo. S
klokotajoco vrelo vodo je prelila zmleta kavna zrna v steklenem valju, v
¢rno vodo posula malo mandljevega prahu in vanilije, potem pa s cedilom
previdno usmerjala kavno usedlino na dno. Zenska je prijela vro¢ londek
z obema rokama in pustila, da ji vro¢a para mehca obraz. Buljila je v ku-
hinjsko mizo, ki se je $ibila pod teZo sveZe zelenjave, solat, rdecih glavic
redkvic, paradiznikov, v bledikasto Zogo ledenke, to je bila resni¢na neobr-
zdanost, pravo pretiravanje. Toda ni bilo ve¢ kaj storiti. Morda bi se morala
pocesati. Morda bi si morala natakniti druge copate. Morda bi morala stati
samo $e malo dlje, zaprtih oéi, tu, v kuhinji, kot je imela zjutraj navado.
Zenska je dvignila pogled in zagledala moskega.

Moski je stal zunaj na vrtu in se pogovarjal z mreveci.

Tudi moski sam je bil mrevec.

Zenska je odlozila lonéek s kavo in se opotekla na verando. Gotovo je
pomahala. Gotovo je zakri¢ala ali samo zastokala, vsekakor je moski obrnil
pogled proti njej. Ta pogled pa ni kazal niti bole¢ine niti obzalovanja. Ni
prosil odpus¢anja. Pa Eeprav jo je izdal. Zenska je pomislila, da v globini
sramotnih dejanj ni na delu zlo ne nizkotna volja, ampak erozija nekorist-
nih in ni¢evih obljub, izpridenost neuresnicenih besed, besede, ki ostanejo
samo besede. Ni vedela, koliko ¢asa je prezivela na verandi. Bilo je vroce,
vstal je veter in vrode pometal po vrtu. Izdali so jo. Morda je tudi jokala,
si uredila lase. Prestela je ¢ike, ki so ostali v pepelniku na verandi. Vsak je
bil druge velikosti. Izdali so jo. Zenska je razmisljala o oblikah alovanja,
oblekah, ki jih bo nosila, o mestu za grob, Zalni slovesnosti, pogrebs¢ini in
o tem, da so jo izdali. Ni bila sposobna iti nazaj v spalnico, kjer je lezalo
mrtvo telo moskega. Potem je zadelo dezevati.

Dezevalo je tudi naslednji dan.

In potem ni hotelo, ni hotelo nehati.

Moski je izkopal grob na vreu poleg grmovija kovac¢nika. Telo Zenske je bilo
tako lahko, da mu je od osuplosti zastal dih. Kot da razen obleke ne bi
imela nobene teze. Povedal ni nobenemu sorodniku ali znancu, nikomur
ni poslal obvestila. Iz mesta jo je doseglo zvonjenje in to je bilo dovolj. Z
verande je dobro videl érnino sveta, vrzenega iz reda, in majcen kriz. Zelel
je Se to, da ostaneta drug blizu drugega. Ni se $e Zelel izogniti obtozujoce-
mu pogledu drugega. Vedel je, da morajo izdajalci vedno delati ve¢. Potem
pa se je odselil kot nekdo, ki ni nikoli Zivel.

Prevedla Marjanca Miheli¢
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Garden of Eden

Treason

One day the man promised the woman that he would not die. The woman
was fixing her hair, then she hesitantly placed the palm of her hand on to
his shoulders. The man was gazing at the rambling shades of the garden,
it was getting dark. They had been living in that house for several years.
The man liked sitting on the porch, from there he could see the flowerbed
of the garden, the oaks, the luminous waisted birches, and the evergreen
spikes of the branch climber honeysuckle. A blue pond was located behind
the garden, white mountain peaks were towering far away.

When they moved here, they had already met unknown dead people on
the first day who were lying on the sward wavering to the coast, and on the
shadows of the greenery. They were not surprised, because some of the dead
arrived with them. The woman had a larger family, so she had more dead
people, for a lot of them there was no grave left. The man and the woman
were born in an age, when not every dead person could be buried.

I will never die — said the man to the woman that day —, and he also even
nodded. In the course of time the dead of the man became the dead of the
woman, and it was the same in reverse. They regarded each other’s mournings
as a matter of course. However the dead were just like the living; they were
celebrating, founding communities, co — operating, informing and arguing.
Some of the dead were amiable and open — hearted, the others were mo-
rose and reticent. There were some unpleasent fellows among them; they
were always squabbling, they were anxious, they were bothering them with
useless questions, they were rioting on and on. Mostly the woman was car-
ing for the dead; she was chatting or playing with them, she was listening
to their complaints and observations; sometimes she was trying to per-
suade them that there was no way for them to return to life. The dead were
watching them from the autumnal dead fallen leaves behind the spring —
buds, and the whirling snowfall; their life was reflected on the dead mirror
of their dead eyes. Some of them put up with their destinies peacefully;
others were constantly trying, they would have returned, they were asking
for opportunities, they were stubborn. Their excuses could be understood.
Some had to fall back on short time; others were tortured by the injustice
of fate, or human cruelty incomprehensible by sense.

I will never die, said the man that day.

Thank you, said the woman.

Never, said the man.

Thank you, said the woman.

When the dead had nothing to say, or were weary of their rightful or less
rightful complaints, they returned to the night. It is a mistake to believe



LASZLO DARVASI - 109

that the dead were residing only in the nocturnal world; that only darkness
can make them appear. There were several dead who returned to one sleepy
moment of an afternoon, then they disappeared for a long time for no ap-
parent reason at all, and they came back again very much later. If the man
came home got soaked to the skin by dew or by rain, he was slurping the
hot tea for long from the mug given into his hands by the woman.

Some of the dead did not want to leave, they were constantly strolling in
the garden, but because there were not depressively many from these guys,
the man, and the woman decided not to make a fuss of it. Some of their
dead stayed with them, so if they looked out of the window, they could
see them anytime. It seemed as the garden was giving a hand for them, it
was controlling the presence of the dead; it seemed as though it was try-
ing to protect itself from the ravels of exaggerations through its greenery,
grasses, blossoming and wilting flowers, the shades caused by the celestial
phenomena, the wildly flapping rains, or the rains falling with smooth
sprinkles, and the gust of winds. The garden never let as many dead in as
it could have endangered order. But as time went by, the number of the
lifeless creatures settled down in the garden was increasing after all; then
some of the dead showed up as regular guests in the house, and they were
not using only old, inherited items, photographies to appear, but their ex-
istence was also noticeable in a door creak, or in the scent of the autumnal
coats waked from their summer sleep.

When the man was ill, he was nursed by the woman. When the woman was
weak, the man brought medicines from town, he also got a doctor. How they
loved the cold pack. They liked to hang the washes out to dry. They liked to
wash, and cook together, they liked the dawn. Sometimes they were making
love on the porch, and the dead were watching them. They got quite close to
them, and they were watching their moves wistfully.

I will never die, said the man that day.

Never?, asked the woman.

Never, said the man.

The woman got her hands off the man’s shoulders.

Why are you telling me this?, she asked him.

I do not know, said the man.

You must know it, said the woman.

The dead were also courting. No matter how they would have denied, both
of them were tempted by the confusing feeling of jealousy; the man was
infuriated by especially one cheeky bloke who was whispering strikingly
too much into the woman’s ears. The woman was chuckling, she enjoyed
the sufferings of the man. And she was offended the next day, because the
man was chatting loosely with a dead girl.

It is not true that they were always happy. At the same time they realized that
the feeling of unhappiness — which both of them were responsible for — could
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emerge anytime. And they thought that happiness would be their late con-
fession. It came to their mind that the time would come, when they would
announce together that they could claim without the smallest doubt that they
had been happy. What will be important is not the fact if this claim is true or
not, but the fact that it was announced.

On a spring morning, when an unusually strong wind was booming the
trees, the woman got up earlier. And because she did not want to disturb
the man, she got on her negligee, and she quietly slipped out from the
bedroom. The garden was floating in a vague mist. Pale children — who
were the woman'’s siblings, and relatives — were loitering around the honey-
suckle, playing with smoke rings, boughs in sparkling mist, and leaves. The
woman was making the coffee abstractedly. She was drawing the cracked
coffee beans — strewed into a glass mug — with boiling water; she sprinkled
some almond powder, and vanilla into the black water, then she carefully
pressed down the grounds with the filter. The woman was holding the hot
mug with two hands, letting the burning steam fuming her face. She was
staring at the kitchen — table that was groaning under the fresh vegetables,
salads, red heads of radishes, tomatoes, the dim ball of the iceberg lettuce;
it was really a rampage, even something very extreme. But there was noth-
ing to do. Perharps she should have combed her hair. Perharps she should
have had to slip into other slippers. Perharps she should have stood with
closed eyes for a longer time — here in the kitchen —, how she always did
in the mornings.

The woman lifted up her eyes, and saw the man.

The man was standing outside in the garden, he was chatting with the
dead.

The man himself was also dead.

The woman put down the coffee mug, she fumbled her way to the porch.
She must have waved her hand. She must have shouted, or she just moaned,
nevertheless the man glanced at her. This look showed neither pain, nor re-
gret. It did not ask for forgiveness. Although it betrayed him. The woman
thought that in the deep structures of ingominious acts it was not badness,
it was not a kind of abject will which was labouring, but the erosion of
the useless and purposeless promises, the failure of the unfulfilled words,
the words which just remained words. She did not know how much time
she had been spending on the porch. The weather was hot, the wind was
getting up, it was warmly sweeping in the garden. She has been betrayed.
She might have been crying, she was fixing her hair. She counted the stubs
left in the ashtray of the porch. All of them had a different size. She has
been betrayed. The woman was thinking about the methods of mourning;
about the clothes she would wear, the spot of the grave, the funeral, the
events of the thorax, and about the fact that she had been betrayed. She
was not able to go back to the bedroom, where the body of the man was
lying. Then it started to rain.
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And it was still raining the next day.

And then it was not, it did not want to stop.

The man dug the grave in the garden, next to the honeysuckles. The body
of the woman was so light that he gasped because of the horror. As if she
did not have weight apart from the clothes. He did not tell any of the rela-
tives, or acquaintances what had happened, he did not inform anyone. He
was hit by the chime coming from the town, it was enough for him. From
the porch he could see the blackness of the fiddled ground, and the small
cross quite well. He wanted them to stay close to each other. He did not
want to avoid the other’s accusing glance. He knew that traitors always had
to work more. And then he moved as if he had never been alive before.

Translated by Kristéf Kdléczi, proofread by Dr. Andrea Papp
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Lass uns Radio horen

Das Radio hatte im realen Sozialismus einen besonderen Stellenwert. Es
war das einzige Gerdt mit dem man unmittelbar Kontake mit dem Westen
haben konnte. Um also das Gefiihl haben zu kénnen, ein Dissident zu
sein, brauchte man nicht mehr als ein gutes Radio, eingestellt auf die Fre-
quenz der Sender ,Freies Europa® oder ,, The voice of Amerika®. Sammel-
ten sich drei Menschen um ein Radio, um eine Flasche Schnaps zu teilen,
konnte man schon von einer Widerstandsbewegung reden. Das Radio war
eine wundersame Sache, denn anders als der Schnaps, gab es jedem das
Gefiihl ein Held zu sein. Und alle liebten es.

Sarko Kischev liebte es auch, doch diesem Gefiihl lag eine andere Ge-
schichte zu Grunde. Bis zum Jahr 1987 hatte das Radio so gut wie keine
Rolle in seinem Leben gespielt. Im Herbst desselben Jahres sollte sich nun
alles dndern. Sarko ging nach Plovdiv, um dort Agronomie zu studieren
und mietete ein Zimmer in der Wohnung einer pensionierten Volksschul-
lehrerin. Die Winde dieser Wohnung waren aber so diinn, dass Sarko
nicht nur das Blittern im Fotoalbum, das seine Vermieterin sich im Ne-
benzimmer ansah, héren konnte, sondern auch ihre leisesten Seufzer. All
das wire nicht so bedeutend gewesen, wenn er nicht zwei Wochen spiter
Weneta kennengelernt hitte. Je niher er Weneta aber kam, desto wichtiger
wurden die Winde um ihn herum.

Eines Tages war auch die letzte unsichtbare Wand zwischen den beiden
gefallen, gleich danach ihre Kleider und wie er es befiirchtet hatte, geschah
dies in seinem Zimmer. Im Nebenraum rithrte die Wohnungsbesitzerin
gerade in ihren Kaffee.

,Hier hort man alles®, sagte er aufer Atem.

,Schalte das Radio ein®, fliisterte ihm Weneta zu.

Von nun an wurde das Radio stindiger Begleiter ihres Liebeslebens. Es gab
kaum eine Sendung, die sie nicht kannten. Mal horten sie Musik, mal die
Nachrichten, mal Berichte tiber den Wasserstand der Donau, aber auch
Abhandlungen iiber die Erfolge sozialistischer Planwirtschaft und lobende
Worte fiir alle Brigaden, die den Plan vorzeitig erfiihlt hatten. So geschah
es, dass die beiden immer wenn sie miteinander schlafen wollten, nur ei-
nen Satz auszusprechen brauchten. ,Lass uns Radio horen®.

Die Sendungen beeinfluSten ihre Liebesspiele auf verschiedenste Art und
Weise. Wihrend Revolutions- und Partisanenlieder Weneta am stirksten
erregten und sie experimentierlustiger, erfinderischer und feuriger mach-
ten, konnte Sarko es am lingsten wenn er die Reden hoher Parteifunk-
tionire horte. Vielleicht weil seine Phantasie mit dem Kommunismus
beschiftigt war, dessen Kommen selbst immer weiter und weiter aufge-
schoben wurde. Auf diese Weise verband Sarko das Niitzliche mit dem
Angenehmen, denn das was durch diese Reden fester wurde war nichrt al-
lein sein KlassenbewufStsein. Er war nie ein Dissident gewesen, aber auch
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ihm gab das Radio manchmal das Gefiihl ein Held zu sein. Leider sollten
bald andere Zeiten kommen und mit ihnen auch andere Helden. Nach
dem Zusammenbruch des Kommunismus trennte sich Weneta von Sarko,
weil ihr Liebesleben nicht mehr so recht funktionieren wollte. Wie sollte
es auch. Zwar waren viele neue Sender entstanden, aber die Parteireden
waren verschwunden. Nun war Sarko nichts Festes geblieben. Er hatte kei-
ne feste Beziechung, keine feste Arbeit, keinen festen Wohnsitz, geschwei-
ge denn ein festes KlassenbewufStsein. Also ging er wie viele andere sein
Gliick im Westen suchen. Durch eine Ironie des Schicksals schmuggelte
man ihn in einem mit Radiogeriten beladenem Laster nach Osterreich. So
begann, wie er selber spiter zu sagen pflegte, die lingste Sendepause seines
Lebens. Doch vergleichen mit anderen Einwanderern hatte Sarko Gliick.
Nach einem Jahr schon konnte er eine eigene Wohnung mieteten, nach
drei hatte er einen festen Arbeitsplatz. Eine der ersten Sachen, die er sich
kaufte, war ein Radio. Er schaltete es aber nie ein. Er wartete.

Obwohl es keinem mehr das Gefiihl gab, ein Held zu sein, spielte das Ra-
dio weiterhin eine wichtige Rolle im Leben der Einwanderer. Diejenigen,
die frither den Sendern des Westens gelauscht hatten, versuchten jetzt mit
derselben Inbrunst ihre Heimatsender im Ather zu finden. Es gab auch
kaum eine Werkstatt oder Baustelle, wo nicht Radio gehért wurde. Niche
zufillig waren die ersten Sitze, die Einwanderer akzentfrei aussprechen
konnten den Radiowerbungen entlichen. ,Schau in die Krone“ sangen
Sarkos polnische Kollegen oft auf der Baustelle, wihrend sie Beton misch-
ten. Sarko dagegen suchte nie einen Sender und schaltete kein Radio ein.
Er wischte nur ab und zu den Staub von seinem Gerit und wartete.

Eines Tages wurde sein Warten belohnt. Bei der Taufe der Tochter eines
Kollegen aus Serbien, lernte er nach dem vierten Sliwowitz Jasminka ken-
nen.

»Wenn du Lust hast, konnen wir zu mir gehen®, sagte er, als das Fest zur
Neige ging.

»Und was sollen wir dort tun?“ Die Frage schien einen Teil ihrer Lippen-
farbe fortgewischt zu haben, denn sogleich zog sie einen Lippenstift aus
der Handtasche und schminkte sie nach. Sarko holte tief Luft, denn er
hatte 7 Jahre, 3 Monate und 12 Tage gewartet, um diesen Satz wieder
aussprechen zu konnen.

»Radio héren®, sagte er laut.
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Kein Wunder

Die Sonne scheint, die Hitze steigt, drei Schwarzarbeiter bauen in Wien
fiir sechs Euro die Stunde ein Haus. Sie bauen schnell. Sie bauen morgens,
sie bauen mittags, sie bauen abends. Bezahlt werden sie freitags oder spiter,
so wie der Herr, der sie gemietet hat, es will. Wiirde er wollen, dass sein
Haus bis an den Himmel reicht, wiirden sie es gern so hoch bauen. Aber
soviel will keiner bezahlen. Der Herr, der sie gemietet hat, ist bescheiden.
Nur zwei Stocke will er und ein Schwimmbecken. Und bezahlen wiirde er
sie am liebsten spicter.

Also bauen die drei nur zwei Stock hoch und der Herr im Himmel bleibt
ruhig, weil die Lohne so niedrig und die Herren auf Erden so geizig sind,
dass keiner mehr Interesse hat, einen Turm bis an den Himmel zu bauen.
Die drei Arbeiter kommen aus Osteuropa. Der erste, der Meister, ist
Tscheche. Seit 50 Wintern ist er auf dieser Welt, seit fiinf Sommern in
Wien. Sein Name ist Karel Nemetz, sein Gesicht noch jung, seine Augen
klein und blau, sein Kopfkahl, seine Gedanken in der Heimat, sein Deutsch
gut. Er hat auch in Italien gearbeitet. Mit seinem Vater und seinem Sohn
hat er dort gearbeitet. Apfel haben sie gepfliickt. Schwere Arbeit soll das
gewesen sein. Auf die Biume hitten sie klettern miissen. Auf dem einen sein
70jidhriger Vater, auf dem anderen sein 22jihriger Sohn und in der Mitte er,
Karel. Nicht nur die Minner der Familie Nemetz, alle Minner der Strasse
»Pobeda“ in Brno hingen in italienischen Apfelbiumen. Hinauf und hinun-
ter hatte man sie gehetzt, fiir vier Euro die Stunde. Schlimm. Sehr schlimm.
Danach hat Karel in Osterreich bessere Arbeiten gefunden.

Sein Vater sei leider inzwischen gestorben, sonst hitte er ihn auch hierher
mitgenommen. ,,Er hat’s jetzt ruhig unter der Erde. Keiner kann ihn mehr
hetzen, weder hinauf noch hinunter®, sagt Karel wihrend sie bauen.

Der zweite Arbeiter kommt aus Ruminien, heif$t Dan, ist 28, lebt seit
sieben Jahren illegal in Wien, hat sieben Kilo abgenommen, schickt sei-
nen sieben Geschwistern immer wieder Geld und, obwohl er mit der
deutschen Sprache schon gut umgehen kann, weif§ er immer noch nicht,
was das Wort Wahrheit bedeutet. Er hat es all die Jahre nicht gebraucht.
Ein Visum hat er gebrauch, einen Meldezettel, eine Arbeit, aber nie die
Wahrheit. Vor ein paar Tagen hat Karel etwas auf deutsch erzihlt und das
Wort verwendet. Dan hatte es nicht gekannt. Karel versuchte eine Weile,
ihm die Bedeutung des Wortes zu erkliren, aber bald gab er auf. Es war
nicht so wichtig. Dan ist auch ohne die Wahrheit gut zurechtgekommen.
Der dritte Arbeiter kennt die Bedeutung vieler Worte noch niche. Er heific
Juri, ist 33, kommt aus Moldawien, ist vor einem Jahr aus einem Schiff
in Italien gestiegen, hat sich unter die Leute gemischt und ist sechs Mo-
nate spiter plotzlich in Wien aufgetaucht. Deutsch spricht er wenig. Am
hiufigsten gebraucht er zwei Sitze, die er inzwischen tadellos aussprechen
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kann. Beide sind Fragen. ,Kommt heute der Chef?“, lautet die eine, ,Wie
lange sollen wir noch auf unseren Lohn warten?®, die andere.

Nun bauen alle drei gemeinsam ein Haus. Sie bauen morgens, und mittags
und abends. Nur bezahlt werden sie, wann der Chef will.

Eines Morgens beginnen Juris Hinde zu bluten. Nachts hat er, wihrend
er auf der Baustelle in seinem Schlafsack schlief, Stigmata bekommen. Da
er nicht versichert ist und sich nicht getraut, die Wunden einem Arzt zu
zeigen, bleibt den Menschen ein Wunder und der Kirche ein Heiliger voren-
thalten. ,,Es ist vom Schaufeln®, meint Karel und holt Verbandszeug aus der
Apotheke. ,Schnell, der Chef darf das nicht sehen. Sonst nimmt er einen
anderen®, rit ihm Dan. Juri verbindet seine Hinde und arbeitet weiter.
Die Sonne scheint, die Hitze steigt, drei Schwarzarbeiter bauen in Wien
fiir sechs Euro die Stunde ein Haus. Sie sprechen deutsch miteinander.
Der erste erzihlt viel, am liebsten aber, dass sein Vater nie mehr auf einen
Apfelbaum hinauf- oder von einem hinuntergehetzt werden kann. Der
zweite erzihlt wenig und kennt das Wort Wahrheit immer noch nicht.
Der dritte hort zu, schaut mal seine Kollegen an, mal in den Himmel und
fragt: ,Kommt heute der Chef? und , Wie lange sollen wir noch auf un-
seren Lohn warten? Gestern hat er die Stigmata bekommen. Aber keiner
soll etwas davon erfahren, sonst verliert er seine Arbeit.
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Poslusajva radio

Radio je imel v realsocializmu posebno vlogo. Bil je edina naprava, s po-
moéjo katere si bil lahko v neposrednem stiku z Zahodom. Ce si torej
hotel imeti ob¢utek, da si disident, nisi potreboval drugega kot dober ra-
dio, nastavljen na frekvenco oddajnikov »Freies Europa« ali »The voice of
Amerika«. Ce so se okoli radia zbrali trije ljudje, da bi si delili steklenico
zganja, si ze lahko govoril o odporniskem gibanju. Radio je bil pre¢udovita
stvar, kajti za razliko od Zganja je vsakomur dajal obcutek, da je junak. In
vsi so ga imeli radi.

Rad pa ga je imel tudi Sarko Kischev, toda za to ¢ustvo je bila kriva neka
druga zgodba. Radio ni v njegovem zivljenju igral tako rekoé¢ nobene vloge
do leta 1987. Jeseni prav tistega leta pa se je vse spremenilo. Sarko je odsel
v Plovdiv, da bi tam $tudiral agronomijo, in tako je najel sobo v stanovanju
upokojene osnovnosolske uditeljice. Toda stene tega stanovanja so bile zelo
tanke in Sarko ni slisal le listanja po foto albumu, ki si ga je v sosednji sobi
ogledovala njegova najemodajalka, temve¢ tudi njene najtisje vzdihljaje.
Vse skupaj ne bi bilo tako pomembno, ¢e ne bi dva tedna pozneje spoznal
Wenete. In bliZje kot mu je bila Weneta, tem bolj pomembne so bile stene
okoli njiju.

Nekega dne je padla $e zadnja nevidna stena med njima, takoj zatem Se
njuna obladila, in kot se je bal, se je to zgodilo v njegovi sobi. V sosednjem
prostoru je lastnica stanovanja ravno mesala po skodelici kave.

»Tukaj se vse slidi,« je zadihano rekel.

»Prizgi radio,« mu je zaSepetala Weneta.

Oddlej je bil radio stalni spremljevalec njunega ljubezenskega Zivljenja.
Skorajda ni bilo oddaje, ki je ne bi poznala. V¢asih sta poslusala glasbo,
véasih poroila, véasih novice o vodostaju Donave, pa tudi uradna porocila
o uspesnosti socialisticnega planskega gospodarstva in hvalnice vsem bri-
gadam, ki so plane pred¢asno dosegle. Tako je prislo do tega, da sta takrat,
ko sta se hotela ljubiti, morala izgovoriti le en stavek. »Poslusajva radio.«
Oddaje so najrazli¢neje vplivale na njune ljubezenske igrice. Medtem
ko so Weneto najbolj vzburjale revolucionarne in partizanske pesmi, jo
navduevale za eksperimentiranje, odkrivanje ter jo podzigale, je bil Sar-
ko najbolj vzdrzljiv, &e je poslusal govore visokih partijskih funkcionarjev.
Morda zato, ker je bila njegova domisljija zaposlena s komunizmom, ka-
terega prihod je bil vedno znova odlozen. Tako je Sarko zdruzeval prijetno
s koristnim, kajti to, kar je med temi govori postalo bolj trdno, ni bila le
njegova razredna pripadnost. Nikoli ni bil disident, vendar je radio v¢asih
tudi njemu dajal oblutek, da je junak. Zal pa so kmalu prisli drugaéni ¢asi
in z njimi tudi druga¢ni junaki. Po padcu komunizma je Weneta pustila
Sarka, ker njuno ljubezensko Zivljenje preprosto ni ve¢ funkcioniralo. Le
kako naj bi. Pojavilo se je sicer veliko novih oddajnikov, ampak izginili so
partijski govori. Sarko zdaj ni imel nicesar trdnega ve¢. Ni imel trdne zve-
ze, ne trdnega delovnega razmerja, ne trdne strehe nad glavo, kaj sele trdne
razredne pripadnosti. Tako je el kot veliko drugih iskat sreco na Zahod.
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Po ironi¢nem nakljudju so ga pretihotapili v Avstrijo prav v tovornjaku z
radijskimi sprejemniki. Zacela se je, kot se je sam pozneje veckrat izrazil,
najdaljsa prekinitev oddajanja v njegovem zivljenju. Toda v primerjavi z
drugimi priseljenci je imel Sarko sre¢o. Ze po enem letu si je lahko najel
stanovanje, po treh letih pa je imel stalno sluzbo. Ena od prvih redi, ki si
jih je kupil, je bil radio. Toda nikoli ga ni prizgal. Cakal je.

Ceprav ni radio nikomur ve¢ dajal obcutka, da je junak, je imel $e naprej
pomembno vlogo v zivljenju priseljencev. Tisti, ki so poprej prisluskova-
li zahodnim oddajnikom, so zdaj z enako vnemo poskusali v etru najti
oddajnike iz domovine. Domala nobene delavnice ali gradbisc¢a ni bilo,
kjer ne bi poslusali radia. Ni bilo naklju¢je, da so bili prvi stavki, ki so jih
priseljenci znali izgovoriti brez naglasa, iz radijskih reklam. Sarkovi poljski
kolegi so na gradbis¢u pogosto prepevali Schau in die Krone, medtem ko so
mesali beton. Sarko pa ni nikoli iskal nobenih oddajnikov ali prizigal radia.
Le tu in tam je s svoje naprave obrisal prah in ¢akal.

Nekega dne je bilo njegovo ¢akanje poplacano. Pri krstu héerke kolega iz
Stbije je po ¢etrti slivovki spoznal Jasminko.

»Ce hoces, greva lahko k meni,« je rekel, ko se je zabava blizala koncu.
»In kaj bova tam?« Vprasanje ji je o¢itno z ustnic zbrisalo nekaj barve, kajti
iz torbice je takoj potegnila $minko in jo osvezila. Sarko je globoko vdih-
nil, kajti ¢akal je 7 let, 3 mesece in 12 dni, preden je spet lahko izgovoril
ta stavek.

»Poslusala radio,« je glasno rekel.
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Brez cudeza

Sonce sije, vroc¢ina nara$ca, trije delavei na ¢rno, placani po Sest evrov na
uro, gradijo hiSo na Dunaju. Gradijo hitro. Gradijo zjutraj, gradijo opol-
dne, gradijo zvecer. Pla¢o dobijo ob petkih ali pozneje, kakor se zazdi go-
spodu, ki jih je najel. Ce bi hotel, da njegova hisa sega do neba, bi jo z
veseljem zgradili tako visoko. Toda toliko ne Zeli nihée placati. Gospod,
ki jih je najel, je skromen. Hode le dve nadstropji in bazen. In placal bi
najraje pozneje.

Tako torej trojica gradi le dve nadstropji in gospod v nebesih ostaja miren,
kajti place so tako nizke in gospodje na zemlji tako skopuski, da gradnja
stolpa do neba nikogar ve¢ ne zanima.

Trije delavci prihajajo iz vzhodne Evrope. Prvi, mojster, je Ceh. Na tem
svetu je ze petdeset zim in pet poletij na Dunaju. Ime mu je Karel Nemetz,
ima mlad obraz, majhne modre o¢i, pleso, misli v domovini in dobro go-
vori nemsko. Delal je tudi Ze v Italiji. Tam je bil z oéetom in sinom. Obirali
so jabolka. To je bilo tezko delo. Morali so plezati na drevesa. Na prvem
njegov sedemdesetletni oce, na drugem dvaindvajsetletni sin in na sredini
on, Karel. A ne le moski iz druzine Nemetz, vsi moski z ulice Pobeda v
Brnu so viseli na italijanskih jablanah. Gonili so jih gor in dol, za $tiri evre
na uro. Hudo. Zelo hudo. Nato je Karel nasel boljse delo v Avstriji.
Njegov oce je medtem Zal umrl, drugace bi ga vzel s seboj. »Zdaj ima pod
zemljo svoj mir. Nih¢e ga ne more ve¢ goniti gor in dol,« pripoveduje Ka-
rel, medtem ko gradijo.

Drugi delavec prihaja iz Romunije, ime mu je Dan, star je osemindvajset
let, Ze sedem let Zivi ilegalno na Dunaju, shujsal je za sedem kilogramoyv,
svojim sedmim bratom in sestram redno posilja denar in, ¢eprav mu nem-
§¢ina ne dela ve¢ tezav, $e vedno ne ve, kaj pomeni beseda resnica. Vsa ta
leta je ni potreboval. Potreboval je vizum, potrdilo o bivalis¢u, delo, toda
resnice nikoli. Pred nekaj dnevi je Karel pripovedoval nekaj po nemsko in
uporabil to besedo. Dan je ni poznal. Karel se je nekaj ¢asa trudil, da bi mu
obrazlozil pomen, a je kmalu obupal. Pa saj niti ni bilo tako pomembno.
Dan se dobro znajde tudi brez resnice.

Tretji delavec $e ne pozna pomena veliko besed. Ime mu je Juri, star je
triintrideset let, prihaja iz Moldavije, pred enim letom se je izkrcal z neke
ladje v Italiji, se pomesal med ljudi in se ¢ez $est mesecev nenadoma pojavil
na Dunaju. Zna le malo nemsko. Najpogosteje uporablja dva stavka, ki se
ju je doslej naucil brezhibno izgovoriti. Oba sta vprasanji. »Pride danes
Sef?« se glasi prvo, »Koliko ¢asa bomo morali e ¢akati na placo?« drugo.
Zdaj vsi trije skupaj gradijo hiSo. Gradijo zjutraj, opoldne in zveler. Le
placo bodo dobili takrat, ko bo to hotel $ef.

Nekega jutra so Juriju zacele krvaveti dlani. Ponodi je, medtem ko je spal
v spalni vre¢i na gradbis¢u, dobil stigme. Ker ni zavarovan in si ran ne upa
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pokazati zdravniku, ¢loveku preostane le ¢udez, cerkvi pa svetnik. »To bo
od lopate,« meni Karel in iz lekarne prinese obveze. »Hitro, tega ne sme
videti $ef. Ce ne, bo vzel nekoga drugega,« mu svetuje Dan. Juri si povije
dlani in dela napre;.

Sonce sije, vrodina nara$ca, trije delavci na ¢rno, placani po Sest evrov na
uro, gradijo hiso na Dunaju. Med sabo govorijo nemsko. Prvi veliko pri-
poveduje, najraje o tem, da njegovega o¢eta ne more nikoli ve¢ nih¢e goniti
gor in dol z jablan. Drugi pripoveduje bore malo in $e zmeraj ne pozna be-
sede resnica. Tretji poslusa, v¢asih pogleda kolega, v¢asih v nebo in vprasa:
»Pride danes $ef?« in »Koliko ¢asa bomo morali $e ¢akati na pla¢o?« Veeraj
je dobil stigme. Toda tega ne sme nihce izvedet, sicer bo ostal brez dela.

Prevedla Tina Strancar
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Let’s Listen to the Radio

Radio was especially important during real socialism. It was the only instru-
ment that let you come into direct contact with the West. To be able to feel
like a dissident, all you needed was a good radio tuned to the frequency
of “Radio Free Europe” or “Voice of America.” If three people gathered
around a radio to split a bottle of schnapps, you could already speak of a re-
sistance movement. Radio was a wondrous thing because, unlike schnapps,
it made everybody feel like a hero. And everyone loved it.

Sarko Kischev loved it, too, though his feelings had another story behind
them. Until 1987 radio had played next to no role in his life. In the fall
of that same year everything would change. Sarko left for Plovdiv to study
agronomy and he rented a room from a retired primary school teacher. The
walls of this apartment, however, were so thin that Sarko could hear his
landlady in the next room, not just as she flipped through the photo album
she was looking at, but even her quietest of sighs. None of this would have
mattered much had he not met Weneta two weeks later. The closer he
came to Weneta, the more important the walls around him became.

One day also the last unseen wall between them fell, immediately followed
by their clothes, and, as he had feared, this happened in his room. In the
next room the owner of the apartment was at that very moment stirring
her coffee.

“You can hear everything here,” he said, breathless.

“Turn the radio on,” whispered Weneta.

From then on radio became a constant companion to their love life. They
knew practically every programme. Sometimes they listened to music,
sometimes the news, sometimes reports about the water level of the Dan-
ube, but also treatises on the successes of socialist planned economy with
their laudatory words for all those brigades that had fulfilled their plan
ahead of schedule. And so it was that whenever the two of them wanted
to sleep together, they only had to utter a single sentence: “Let’s listen to
the radio.”

The programmes influenced their loving play in a variety of ways. While
revolutionary and partisan songs stimulated Weneta the most and made
her more eager to experiment, more inventive and fiery, Sarko could go
longest if he was listening to speeches by high-ranking party functionaries.
Perhaps because his fantasy was caught up in communism, whose own
coming was increasingly protracted. This is how Sarko joined the useful to
the pleasurable, since not only his class awareness was made firmer by these
speeches. He had never been a dissident, but radio sometimes lent him,
too, a heroic feeling. Unfortunately other times were soon to come, and
with them other heroes. After the collapse of communism Weneta broke
up with Sarko because their love life was no longer functioning properly.
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And how could it? True, many new stations had been created, but the
party speeches had disappeared. Nothing solid or steady remained for
Sarko. He had no steady relationship, no steady employment, no steady
place of residence, not to speak of a steady sense of class. And so like many
other others he left to try his luck in the West. Through an irony of fate he
was smuggled into Austria in a truck loaded up with radios. That’s how, as
he himself later put it, the longest interruption of programmes in his life
began. And yet compared to other immigrants Sarko was fortunate. After
just one year he could rent an apartment on his own, and after three years
he had steady employment. One of the first things he bought himself was
a radio. But he never turned it on. He was waiting.

Even though it no longer gave anyone the feeling that he was a hero, radio
continued to play an important role in the lives of immigrants. Those
who used to listen to stations from the West now searched the ether with
the same ardour to find stations from their homeland. There was hardly a
workshop or construction site where they didn't listen to the radio. It was
no coincidence that the first sentences that immigrants could pronounce
without an accent were borrowed from radio commercials. “Schau in die
Krone,” often sang Sarko’s Polish co-workers at the building site as they
mixed concrete. Sarko, in contrast, never looked for a station and never
switched on a radio. Now and then he merely wiped the dust from his unit
and waited.

One day his waiting was rewarded. At the baptism of the daughter of a
Serbian co-worker, after the fourth slivovitz, he got to know Jasminka.
“If you feel like it, we can go to my place,” he said as the party was dwin-
dling.

“And what should we do there?” The question seemed to have wiped off
some of the colour from her lips, since she immediately pulled some lip-
stick out of her purse and dabbed some more on.

Sarko took a deep breath, for he had waited 7 years, 3 months and 12 days
to utter that sentence again.

“Listen to the radio,” he said loudly.
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No Wonder

The sun is shining, the temperature’s rising, and in Vienna three illegal
workers are building a house for six Euros an hour. They build quickly.
They build in the mornings, they build in the afternoons, they build in
the evenings. They are paid on Fridays, sometimes later, depending on the
mood of the gentleman who hired them. If he wanted his house to reach
to the heavens, they would gladly build it that high. But nobody wants to
pay them that much. The gendleman who hired them is humble. He wants
only two stories and a swimming pool. And he would prefer to pay them
some time later.

And so the three of them build up to two stories and the Lord in heaven
remains calm because the wages are so low and the lords over the earth are
so cheap that nobody is interested anymore in building a tower that may
reach unto heaven.

The three workers come from Eastern Europe. The first, the head-builder,
is Czech. He’s seen 50 winters in this world, and has been in Vienna for five
summers. His name is Karel Nemetz, his face is still young, his eyes small
and blue, his head bald, his thoughts in the homeland, his German good.
He has also worked in Italy. He worked there with his father and his son.
They picked apples. It is said to have been hard work. They had to climb
trees. In one of them, his 70-year-old father, in the other, his 22-year-old
son, and in the middle, him, Karel. Not only the Nemetz family’s men, all
the men from Pobeda Street in Brno hung from Italian apple trees. They
were chased up and down the trees, for four Euros an hour. Bad. Very bad.
After that Karel found better work in Austria.

His father has, unfortunately, died in the meantime; otherwise he could
have also come here. “It’s peaceful for him below ground. Nobody can
chase him anymore, up or down,” says Karel as they build.

'The second worker comes from Romania, is called Dan, is 28, has been
living illegally in Vienna for seven years, has lost seven kilograms, always
sends money home to his seven siblings and, although he can get by well
enough in German, still doesn’t know what the word Wahrheit means. In
all these years he has never needed it. He has needed a visa, a certificate of
registration, a job, but never the truth. A few days ago Karel was relating
something in German and used the word. Dan did not know it. Karel
tried, for a while, to explain the word’s meaning to him but soon gave up.
It wasn’t that important. Dan got along well without the word “truth”.
The third worker still doesn’t know the meaning of many words. He’s called
Juri, is 33, comes from Moldavia, got off a ship in Italy a year ago, mixed
in with the people and six months later suddenly surfaced in Vienna. He
doesn’t speak much German. Mostly he uses two sentences, which he has
since learned to pronounce irreproachably. Both are questions. “Is the boss
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coming today?” is one, “How long do we still have to wait for our wages?*
the other.

Now the three of them are building a house together. They build in the
mornings, and the afternoons and the evenings. They are only paid when
the boss feels like paying.

One morning Juri’s hands start to bleed. The stigmata appeared overnight,
while he was sleeping in his sleeping bag at the building site. Since he does
not have any insurance and since he did not dare to show his wounds to
a doctor, the people have been deprived of a miracle and the church of a
saint. “It’s from shovelling,” says Karel, and picks up some bandages from
the pharmacy. “Be quick,” advises Dan, “don’t let the boss see that, or he'll
hire somebody else.” Juri wraps up his hands and gets back to work.

The sun is shining, the temperature’s rising, in Vienna three illegal workers
are building a house for six Euros an hour. They speak German to each
other. The first one talks a lot, most happily, however, about the fact that
his father can no longer be chased up an apple tree or down from an ap-
ple tree. The second does not talk much and still doesn’t know what the
word Wahrheit means. The third listens, sometimes looks at his colleagues,
sometimes into the heavens, and asks, “Is the boss coming today?” and
“How long do we still have to wait for our wages?* Yesterday the stigmata
appeared on him. But nobody should learn about this, or he'll lose his job.

Translated by Jason Blake
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Zvyky

Adam si pred spanim ¢istil zuby. Stdl nad umyvadlom a videl sa v zrkadle.

Najprv si diskom vody vypldchol Gsta, vytlacil pastu na kefku, aj tt seréil
pod prid vody — a potom si dlho a dékladne drhol vsetky plosky zubov;
presiel aj na dasnd a jemne si pobehal aj po vyplazenom jazyku.

Napoly uz spal.

Spolahol sa na zvyk — a pokojne ¢akal, aZ sa ruka sama od seba prestane
postvat po zékutiach Gstnej dutiny.

Vzdpiti sa pristihol, Ze robi to isté, ¢o robil aj pred chvilou. Opit si ¢istil
zuby; opit si na zubnt kefku vytlacil zubnt pastu, vypldchol si vodou usta,
opit si smdtral po zuboch. Nenasiel iné vysvetlenie ako to, Ze teraz si ¢isti
zuby chlapik v zrkadle a Adam je iba jeho odraz.

Napoly este spal.

A vtom mu svitlo.

Predtym si povedal slovicko — uz; teraz si povedal — este.

Medzitym bola noc, medzitym Adam spal, medzitym sa chlapik v zrkadle

‘o
uz Cesal.

Rozprava o metide

Adam ticho zdvidel. A zéroven obdivoval. V trolejbuse videl pdna s najvic-
$im oboéim na svete. Na hlave mal klobtk — a pod jeho strechou akoby
visela dalSia strieska zo spojenych chlpov, skd¢ucich nad nosom do vol-
ného priestoru, dve mohutné vlnovky, spolahlivd ochrana a tschovia o¢i
do kazdého pocasia. Nepotreboval nijaké slne¢né okuliare. Pochytal by do
nich dva-tri dazde, ba aj lejaky — a tvdr by ostala suchd: ako vo vate. Po vy-
datnom zaliati by sa mu obocie premenilo na krikovii aleju. Zili by v iom
drobné vtdciky a priatelsky hmyz. Mohol by sa chvilit, Ze st v nej ukryté
hniezda sykoriek a stehlikov, ¢o st najvrikejsi letci v mestskych zdhraddch,
ale naslo by sa aj niekolko taz$ich drozdov. A uréite aj nejakd straka. A is-
krivé pavuéiny, ¢ihajuce na musky, alebo aspoii na slnko, ktoré by v nich
zazinalo jemne vytepané vldkna striebra, prinajmensom ortuti. Zrazu by sa
mu v nich krizovali vludne a tienisté chodniky. Kondriky s listim by ob-
rastli milostnymi vzdychmi. Okrem toho by obodie fungovalo ako mach,
ako privetivd sprdva o riasach a liSajnikoch, istota priaznivej vlhkosti a zi-
vého pareniska, kde sa darf exotickym kvetom, najmi takym oleandrom
alebo kriklavym orchidedm, ¢o st papagdje medzi kvetmi (ako to raz Ada-
movi povedala Skorica). Za takychto okolnosti by sa z niektorého vrabca
celkom iste stal kolibrik — a do obotia by z jeho ligotavych pierok vosiel
smaragdovy jas.
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Na najblizsej zastdvke pdn s najviadsim obodim na svete vystapil. Vietor
mu odftikol klobtk, no chytil ho este vo vzduchu a prilepil dlatiou na dost
velka plesinu, popri ktorej, ¢i skor pod fou, z obocia ndpadne ubudlo,
akoby sa zrazu scvrklo a prestalo oslnovat, ¢o vsak ani trochu neubralo
z Adamovho obdivu. A t jeho zdvist bola iba poctou prirodnému tkazu.

Zamyslel sa.

Vidy je to len trdpenie a nemoznost: napisat akykolvek text vysnivanym
spdsobom.

Pldvanie

Adam pocul svoju starobu. Mala $tyri nohy, dve a dve, viac z nej nevidel.
O o lepsie ju pocul. Plavdrne uprostred zimy st vzdy tiché.

Presiel zo spich do satne a stdl pri otvorenej skrinke, kde mal saty, najprv
nahy ako prst, postupne sa utieral a obliekal, préve vhupol do spodkov
a do tielka z bavlny, do ich dier — a v tej chvili k nemu z ulicky susednych
skriniek priletel hlas s vycitkou: ,,Neprisiel si. Co si neprisiel? Hovoril si, Ze
pride$ — a neprisiel si.”

Spolu sedem dier, hovoril si Adam, $tyri na tielku a tri na spodkoch, pri-
¢om ten isty driek, teda jeho, zapIﬁa dva otvory — a stihol sa este za¢udovat,
Ze si to doteraz nevsimol.

A iny hlas odpovedal: ,,Fake? Fakt som to hovoril? Je to mozné, ja uz som
teraz taky, Ze aj nieo poviem a zabudnem, zZe som to povedal, alebo nie¢o
hovorim a myslim na nie¢o celkom iné. UZ ma len toto pldvanie drzi, uz sa
len na to te$im, ako si zapldvam. A ty eSte robi$ na tej vrétnici, pri tej Zene,
¢o tolko rozpravala — a furt len o sebe?”

»2Nerobim. Nedalo sa to poctvat.“

Adam sa vyklonil spoza skrine, no nikoho nevidel, hlasy starych chlapov
vylietali spoza rohu, jeden tenky, druhy este tensi, oba krotko veselé, ¢i
skor bodro traslavé.

» 10 je dobre, Ze si eSte mdzme zapldvat,“ povedal druhy. ,Ale tie nase zivo-
ty, to bola katastrofa, v§etko najhorsie sme zazili. Toto pldvanie, to ma drZi,
aj som volal jedného, Ze nech ide s nami, nech sem pride, ale ten len stonal,
ze sa mu nechce, tak som mu povedal, ze nech ide na balkén a skoéi odtial,
bude mat pokoj. No povedal, ze sa boji. Uz sa te$im do vody.*

» 1o len velki ludia boli taki statocni, ze vlddali spachat samovrazdu, taky
Hemingway, no takych je mdlo.”

»Ale to je dobre, Ze si mdZeme takto zapldvat, uz od rédna sa te$im.”

SAj ja

A takisto Adam: mal za sebou dvadsat dfzok bazénu, ¢o bol kilometer pli-
vania, hodina ¢asu. Zohol sa, oprel sa rukami o podlahu — a v medzere pod
skrinami zbadal $tyri bosé nohy, dve a dve.
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» 1o nds eSte drzi,“ povedal druhy. , To pldvanie. Ked si spomeniem na —
Ale nespomenul si, zrazu bolo ticho, nohy sa prestali hybat.

,Na ¢o?“

A zase bolo ticho.

»Na ¢o si chce$ spoment?” opytal sa prvy.

,Je to mozné?*

,Prosim?“

»Zabudol som si zobrat plavky,“ povedal druhy. ,Nemds nejaké ndhradné
spodky? Aspon pozicat. Operiem ti ich.”

»,Nemdm,“ povedal prvy.

,Fakt nem4s?“

»,Nemdm nijaké.”

»Lak uz som si zapldval.“

Adama prenikla [ttost, az akdsi vracnost, ndhla vlna stcitu. Zaroveti sa ro-
zosmial, no len ticho, za zubami, nerdd by sa prezradil. Potom buchli dvere
do spich; nohy zmizli. A potom si uvedomil, Ze uz opit pocita, akoby ani
neprestal, dierky a otvory na koseli, na svetri, na remeni, na nohaviciach,
na ponozkich, na topankach, na kabdte, na ciapke. Aj na mokrych plav-
kéch. Spolu 53 dier. To uz sa smial nahlas — a e$te dve gombikové dierky
na golieri kosele, na tie zabudol — a dve v nose a dve v usiach, smial sa,
napokon aj o¢i — a ked tsta so zlym zubom, tak aj zadok s tmou.

Pokus

Adam cvi¢i Skoricu, aby sa nebéla psov, vodi ju po uli¢kich okolo ich
domu — a drzi ju za ruku, ked sa z niektorého dvora vyruti pes bez ndhub-
ku. Ako dieta zazila $ok z toho, Ze cudzi pes na ulici zatitodil na jej mamu
a zranil ju na nohe. Odvtedy sa ich boji. Mykne sa pri kazdom zabrechani.
Adam prestrkdva ruky cez ploty a hladkd psov po hlavdch, pokusa sa dy-
chat na jej strach, no darmo ju nahovdra, aby to aj sama skusila.

»Najprv mu d4$ ovonat ruku,“ hovori. ,A potom ho pohladk4s.”

» 1o sa ti povie.”

»,Neboj sa.“

Za plotom sa vrti maly $pic, cely $tastny, Ze niekoho vidi, no Skorica véha
a nevie sa odhodlat, aby sa ho aspon dotkla.

»Bojim, bojim,“ povie detsky.

,Tak si to skiis na mne.“

LJAko?

Prilozi jej ruku pod nos, chvilu pockd a potom jej zlahka prejde po lici.
JTakto.

»A ty ma pohryznes.“
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,Co som pes?

Skorica opatrne natiahne ruku; nechd si ju ovotiat, potom ho chce pohla-
dit, no opit sa zh4di a schovd ju za chrbdt. Zvlddne to az na druhy pokus.
Adam jej pobozka prsty — a potom ju uhryzne. Poméze to. Skorica sa
osmeli a pohladkd psa za plotom.

Styky

Adam je zaskodeny, takmer znehybnel, sti$uje hlas. Vlastne je to hlapost,
preco by ho mal stiSovat, ked sa zhovdra sim so sebou. Teda: obrazne po-
vedané. O to vi¢imi je zaskoleny. StiSovanie vnitorného hlasu sa podobd
otd¢aniu gombika na starom rddiu, rozdiel je len v tom, Ze aj pri najnizsej
hladine zvuku méze v hlave nahlas kri¢at — sdm na seba. A este jeden maly
rozdiel: nemoéze sa vypnat.

Obrazne povedané: jeho myslienky sa vedia vybrat na necudné chodniky.
Preto aj po prvych krokoch zastand. Hanbia sa. Ale potom sa hned vyho-
voria zo zdbran a krdcaju priamo k sexu (ako ind¢: necudnému). Horsie
je to s tchylkami, tu uz niet vyhovoriek, obrazne povedané, je z toho len
pocit akéhosi vypchatého hlasu, ¢im si Adam hovori, Ze sa so svojim vnd-
tornym hlasom moéze dat vypchat. To je zvldstne, hovori si dalej, sex nikdy
nie je necudny, ale my$lienky nan — vzdy.

Této necudnost je vlastne slast. Nepomdha nijaké — pfff! Ovela hlasnejsie
pocut — hijédd!

Adam sa pred sebou, aj ked len vypchatym hlasom, dost iboho vyhovira,
ze ide o odlahéenie témy, o jej rozveselenie. To by hddam mohol uznat:
sdm sebe. Pridd hlasitost. A tak si to uznd. Pretoze téma je naozaj smutnd,
prinajmensom neveseld, dokonca trdpna — a keby poctivo zasiel na koniec
chodnika, vysvitlo by, Ze aj nechutnd.

Ide o hemoroidy.

Adam si ich natiera hojivou mastou, vkizne prstom do kone¢nika, $myk
tam, $myk sem, pricom tam je dnu, sem je von, aby to mal ¢o najrychlejsie
za sebou, no ani krdtkost ¢asu nezabrdni, aby si nepredstavil ¢osi, ¢o mu
sice nehrozi, ani sa toho nehrozi, len s tym nema ni¢ spolo¢né. Pri Zendch:
zialbohu. Pri chlapoch: chvalabohu. Pretoze ide o andlny styk. A tak sa z
prsta stane penis. Odtial sta¢i krok na stranu, maly dkrok bokom, aby si
spomenul (neklam: pomyslel) na onaniu. Venuje ju (¢i uz spomienku ale-
bo myslienku) svojej druhej ruke — sldvnej pravacke. Prdve s jej pomocou
sa v dalekom detstve (neklam) dostdval do raja. Napokon (neklame) vld¢ne
zovretie je vzdy poruke.

Adam si umyva ruky.

A ked si do dlane pravacky zovrie ukazovak lavej ruky, uvedomi si, ba aj si
to povie, Ze vlastne stloZia.
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Vystacia si aj bez Adama.
A jeho vypchatého hlasu.
A bez jeho necudnych myglienok.

Sldvnostné otvorenie oct

Adam kazdoro¢ne udeloval svoju mald jarnt cenu. Zacal pred piatimi rok-
mi. Vtedy ju ziskal posledny sneh, ktory napadal zaciatkom mdja, takze
hned sa roztopil, ale Adam ocenil jeho samovrazednt odvahu. Nasledujtici
rok ju ziskala Skorica, ktorej vietor na ulici odfukoval ¢ernu sukiiu so
zéstrihom, aZ jej bolo vidiet biele nohavicky, ¢o ju hnevalo, lebo Adam sa
jej smial, preto necakane zasla do obchodu s bieliziou, nechala ho tr¢at
na ulici, kipila si ¢iernu ndhradu, vzdpid sa v kabinke prezliekla — a uz
si vietor mohol fiikat kolko chcel. Dalgiu cenu dostali tzv. moru$ové deti,
ktoré Adam objavil na najtensich kondrikoch tohto stromu pri ich balké-
ne, ako sa tam napchdvaji vo vyskach druhého a treticho poschodia, takze
mal strach, aby odtial nespadli, no najstarsi chlapec ho upokojil, Ze sa ni¢
nemédze stat, pretoze s oboma malymi sestrami maja v skole z lezenia po
stromoch samé jednotky. Vo Stvrtom ro¢niku sa pre nedostatok kandidd-
tov usla cena vetru, jeho fukaniu a povievaniu, pripadne aj ldskaniu, ale
predov$etkym ako najlep$iemu dékazu o hmotnosti vzduchu. Predposled-
na cenu udelil obrézkom pred svojimi o¢ami, ¢o sa mu tam vynorili po
preitani novinovej spravy — o svadbe lastoviciek: dvojica tychto vedlikov si
nad oknom bytu dokondila svoje typické hlinené hniezdo, obaja sa v iom
usalasili a vyser¢ili von hlavicky, pricom desiatky ostatnych lastoviciek po-
tom v pdroch nalietali do ich blizkosti, prudko sa tam obracali a nezvy<aj-
ne hlasno $vitorili, aZ ich sprévanie vyvoldvalo predstavu, Ze mladému pdru
blahozelali k dokondeniu hniezda a zéroven k sobdsu.

Tohtoro¢nt mald jarnt cenu dostal Adamov kamardt Karas — herec, rezisér
a vytvarnik — za sériu pozvdnok, ktoré pocas jedného mesiaca rozosielal
postou na niekolko adries; nastastie aj Adamovi.

Na prvej ho pozyval na vernisdz mracdien, ktord sa uskuto¢nila dna 1. mdja
0 17.00 hodine na nebi strednej Eurépy. Na dal$ej ho ¢akalo pozvanie na
prezentdciu rannych spevov mestského vtdctva, keoré sa uskutoénilo 11.
mdja 0 4,30 hodine v parkoch strednej Eurépy. Potom prisla pozvénka na
aukciu zdvanov jarného vzduchu zo diia 16. méja o 18,00 hodine vo vy-
bezku vysokého tlaku nad tzemim strednej Eurdpy. Nasledoval multime-
didlny projekt vecernych pohybov, ktory sa uskuto¢nil 19. mdja o 21,00
hod. v uliciach strednej Eurépy. Po necelom tyzdni prisla eSte pozvinka na
Gcast pri zahdjeni rastu vybranej zelene v pesich zénach strednej Eurépy —
a vzépiti poslednd pozvdnka do galérie Mona Lisa na sldvnostné otvorenie
odi, ktoré sa uskuto¢nilo dna 30. mdja o 17,00 hodine.
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Vsetky pozvanky boli neprenosné a platili pre dve osoby.

Adam z nadSenia a obdivu premenoval svoju malt cenu na velkd a v du-
chu ju poslal Karasovi ako vyraz tcty, ndklonnosti a nehyntceho obdivu.
Vzépiti cenu zrusil. A zalozil novd: mald letnt cenu.

Prvym kandiddtom bolo more.



134 - DUSAN DUSEK

Navade

Adam si je pred spanjem umival zobe. Stal je pri umivalniku in se gledal v
ogledalu. Najprej si je s curkom vode splaknil usta, iztisnil pasto na $¢etko
in tudi to potisnil pod vodo — potem pa dolgo in natan¢no drgnil vse
zobne ploskve; ustavil se je tudi pri dlesnih in nezno krozil $e po iztegnje-
nem jeziku.

Napol je Ze spal.

Zanagal se je na ustaljeno rutino — in mirno ¢akal, da bo roka sama nehala
premikati $¢etko po koti¢kih ustne votline.

Obenem se je zalotil, da dela natanko to, kar je delal Ze malo prej. Spet
si je umival zobe; spet si je na zobno $¢etko stiskal zobno pasto, si z vodo
splaknil usta, spet drgnil po zobeh. Ni imel druge razlage kot to, da si zdaj
disti zobe moski v ogledalu in je Adam samo njegov odsev.

Napol je e spal.

V tem trenutku se mu je posvetilo.

Pred tem je rekel — Ze; zdaj je rekel — Se.

Medtem je bila no¢, medtem je Adam spal, medtem se je moski v ogledalu
7e Cesal.

Razprava o metodi

Adam je potiho zavidal. In obenem obcudoval. V' trolejbusu je zagledal
gospoda, ki je imel najmoc¢nej$e obrvi na svetu. Na glavi je imel klo-
buk — pod njegovo streho pa je visela nekaksna druga stresica iz povezanih
dladic, ki so poskakovale nad nosom v prazen prostor, dve ogromni kri-
vulji, zanesljiva obramba in zatolis¢e o¢i ob vsakem vremenu. Sonénih
ocal sploh ni potreboval. V obrvi bi ujel samo par kapljic ali celo naliv — in
obraz bi ostal suh: kot v vati. Po izdatnem nalivu bi se obrvi spremenile v
grmicast drevored. V njem bi Ziveli drobni pti¢ki in prijazen mrces. Lahko
bi se pohvalil, da so v njem skrita gnezda sinic in lis¢kov, ki so najbolj
spretni letalci v mestnih vreovih, nadel pa bi se tudi kaksen tezji kos. In
seveda kaksna sraka. In iskrive pajcevine, ki preZijo na musice, ali vsaj na
sonce, ki bi skoznje sevalo nezna, zglajena vlakna srebra ali celo Zivega
srebra. Naenkrat bi skoznje prodrle prijazne in senéne stezice. Majhne veje
z listjem bi bile poras¢ene z ljubezenskimi vzdihljaji. Poleg tega bi obrvi
delovale kot mah, kot privla¢no sporocilo o algah in liSajih, zanesljivost
ugodne vlage in Zivega gojis¢a, kjer uspevajo eksoti¢ne rastline, predvsem
kaksen oleander ali kric¢ece orhideje, ki so kot papagaji med rozami (kot je
to Adamu neko¢ omenila Skorjica). V taksnih okolis¢inah bi iz navadnega
vrabea ¢isto zagotovo lahko nastal kolibrij — in v obrveh bi se iz njegovih
svetlikajocih peresc prikazala smaragdna jasnina.
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Na najblizjem postajalis¢u je gospod z najmocnejsimi obrvmi na svetu iz-
stopil. Veter mu je odpihnil klobuk, vendar ga je Se v zraku ujel in ga z
dlanjo prilepil na precej veliko pleso, ob kateri, bolje re¢eno pod njo, so
obrvi postale neznatne, kot bi se zgubale in prenchale izzarevati, kar pa ni
niti malo zmanjsalo Adamovega ob¢udovanja. Tudi ta njegova zavist je bila
izraz Cisto naravnega spostovanja.

Zamislil se je.

Samo tezave in neuresnicljivost: da bi kakr$no koli besedilo nastalo na
zasanjan nacin.

Plavanje

Adam je slisal svojo starost. Imela je $tiri noge, dve in dve, ve¢ kot to ni
videl. Veliko bolje pa jo je slisal. Bazeni sredi zime so vedno tihi.

Od tusev je $el proti garderobi in stal pred odprto omarico, kjer je imel
obladila, najprej taksen, kot ga je rodila mati, pocasi se je brisal in obladil,
najprej je skocil v bombazne spodnjice in spodnjo majico, v njihove
luknje — in v tistem trenutku je izza sosednje omarice priletelo o¢itajoce:
»Ni te bilo. Zakaj nisi priSel? Rekel si, da prides, pa nisi.«

Vse skupaj sedem lukenj, si je prigovarjal Adam, Stiri na majici in tri na
spodnjicah, pa vendarle isti trup, torej njegov, zapolnjuje dve odprtini — ob
tem se je $e utegnil zacuditi, da tega ni opazil Se nikoli prej.

Drugi je odgovoril: »A res? A to sem rekel? Cisto mogoce, se mi dogaja,
da nekaj re¢em, potem pa pozabim, da sem to rekel, ali pa nekaj re¢em in
mislim na nekaj ¢isto drugega. Samo $e to plavanje me drzi pokonci, samo
tega se Se veselim, kako bom zaplaval. A ti si $e vratar, tam pri tisti zenski,
ki ves ¢as samo govori — in to samo o sebi?«

»Ne, nisem ve¢ tam. Tega se ni dalo ve¢ poslusati.«

Adam se je sklonil pod omarico, videl pa ni nikogar, glasova starejsih gos-
podov sta priduseno poletavala okrog vogala, eden je bil tanek, drug Se
tanjsi, oba krotko vesela ali pa kar rezko tresoca.

»Fino, da lahko $e plavava,« je rekel drugi. »Najino Zivljenje je bilo res
katastrofa, kaj vse sva prezivela. Tole plavanje, samo to me $e drzi pokonci,
tudi jaz sem nekoga povabil, da bi prisel z nama, da naj pride, ampak je
rekel, da se mu ne da, pa sem mu rekel, da naj stopi na balkon in od tam
skoci, pa bo imel mir. Pa mi je rekel, da se boji. Komaj ¢akam na vodo.«
»Samo veliki ljudje so bili tako mo¢ni, da so naredili samomor, recimo
Hemingway, ampak taksnih je malo.«

»Ampak res je dobro, da lahko greva plavat, Ze od jutra se veselim.«

»Tudi jaz.«
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In prav tako Adam: preplaval je ze dvajset dolzin, to je kilometer plavanja
in ena ura asa. Sklonil se je, se z rokami oprl ob tla — in v vimesnem prostoru
med omaricami opazil $tiri bose noge, dve in dve.

»To naju $e drzi pokonci,« je rekel drugi. »To plavanje. Ce se spomnim
na —« Vendar se ni spomnil, naenkrat je bilo vse tiho, noge se niso ve¢
premikale.

»Kaj?«

In spet je bilo tiho.

»Kaj si se spomnil?«

»Pa to ni res!«

»Prosim?«

»Kopalke sem pozabil,« je rekel drugi. »Imas kaksne rezervne gate? Samo
za posodit. Ti jih bom opral.«

»Nimam,« je rekel prvi.

»A res nimas$?«

»Nimam, ne.«

»Toliko o plavanju za danes.«

Adama je prevzelo obzalovanje, skorajda nekaksna toplina, hitri val so¢utja.
Obenem pa se je nasmehnil, samo potihem, za zobmi, ni se hotel izdati.
Potem so se zaloputnila vrata od tusa; noge so izginile. In potem je ugoto-
vil, da spet Steje, kot da sploh ne bi nehal, luknje in odprtine na srajci, na
puloverju, na pasu, na hla¢ah, nogavicah, na ¢evljih, plas¢u, na kapi. In na
mokrih kopalkah. Vse skupaj 53 lukenj. In Ze se je smejal naglas — in Se dve
luknji za gumbe na ovratniku srajce, na ti dve je pozabil — in dve v nosu in
dve v uesih, smejal se je, konec koncev tudi o¢i — in &e $tejemo tudi usta z
nacetim zobom, potem tudi zadnjica s temo.

Poskus

Adam trenira Skorjico, da se ne bi ve¢ bala psov, vodi jo po ozkih ulicah
okrog njune hi$e — prime jo za roko, ¢e s kaks$nega dvoris¢a ste¢e pes brez
nagob¢nika. Kot otrok je videla, da je nek tuj pes na ulici napadel njeno
mamo in jo ugriznil v nogo. Od takrat se jih boji. Zdrzne se ob vsakem
lajezu. Adam steguje roko Cez plot in boza pse po glavah, poskusa pregnati
njen strah, ampak zaman jo prepricuje, da bi tudi sama poskusila.
»Najprej naj povoha tvojo roko,« pravi. »Potem pa ga pobozas.«

»To je lahko redi.«

»Ne boj se.«

Za plotom se vrti mali $pic, ves vesel, da nekoga vidi, Skorjica pa je nego-
tova, ne upa se odloditi, da bi se ga vsaj dotaknila.

»Bojim se, bojim,« re¢e otrosko.
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»Pa poskusi na meni.«

»Kako?«

Vzame njeno roko in jo potisne pod nos, trenutek pocaka in potem jo
narahlo poboza po licu ...

»Tako.«

»Ugriznil me bos.«

»A sem pes?«

Skorjica previdno stegne roko; pusti, da jo ovoha, potem ga ho¢e pobozati,
on pa jo takoj spet skréi in skrije za hrbet. Sele drugi¢ ji uspe. Adam polju-
bi njene prste — in potem jo ugrizne. To pomaga. Skorjica se opogumi in
poboza psa za plotom.

Stiki

Adam je pretresen, skorajda obstane, utiSa glas. Pravzaprav je neumno,
zakaj bi uti$al glas, ¢e se pogovarja sam s sabo. Torej: z drugimi besedami.
Toliko bolj je pretresen. Utisanje notranjega glasu je podobno obracanju
gumba na starem radiu, razlika je samo v tem, da lahko tudi pri najnizji
frekvenci zvoka v glavi naglas kri¢i — sam nase. In $e ena majhna razlika:
ne da se ga izklopiti.

Z drugimi besedami: njegove misli se lahko podajo na nespodobna pota.
Zato po prvih korakih zastanejo. Sram jih je. Potem pa se kaj hitro znebijo
predsodkov in gredo naravnost k seksu (kako drugace: nespodobnemu).
Huje je s perverznostjo, tam ni ve¢ izgovorov, drugace re¢eno, ostane samo
obcutek skorajda kosmatega glasu, s katerim Adam sam sebi pravi, da lah-
ko nasprotuje svojemu notranjemu glasu. To je pa res ¢udno, si prigovarja,
seks nikoli ni nespodoben, misli o njem pa — vedno.

Ta nespodobnost je pravzaprav slast. Ne pomaga — phhhhhh! Veliko
glasneje je slisati — hijaaaaaaaal

Adam se pred samim sabo, ¢eprav samo s kosmatim glasom, bolj slabo
izgovarja, da samo rahlja temo, jo razveseljuje. Lahko pa bi priznal: sam
sebi. Povzdigne glas. In tako tudi prizna. Ker je ta tema res zalostna ozi-
roma vsaj ne vesela, dejansko neprijetna — in ¢e bi ob¢utljivo stopil ¢isto na
konec poti, bi se izkazalo, da je celo ogabna.

Za hemeroide gre.

Adam si jih maze z mastjo za celjenje, prst potisne v zadnjico, smuk tja,
smuk nazaj, tja pomeni noter, nazaj pa ven, da bi bilo ¢im hitreje mimo,
ampak tudi krackost ¢asa ga ne ustavi, da si ne bi predstavljal necesa, kar
mu sicer ne grozi in ga tega ni groza, dejansko pa s tem nima ni¢. Pri
zenskah: na zalost. Pri fantih: hvala bogu. Ker gre za analni stik. In tako iz
prsta nastane penis. Od koder je samo $e korak naprej, malo stran, da bi se
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spomnil (ne lazi: je pomislil) na onanijo. Posveca ji (spominu ali pa misli)
svojo drugo roko — slavno desnico. Prav z njeno pomodjo je v davnem
otroStvu (ne lazi) vstopal v raj. Konec koncev (ne laZe), prozna vdanost je
vedno pri roki.

Adam si umiva roke.

In ko si v dlan desnice stisne kazalec leve roke, mu pride na misel in si tudi
pove, da pravzaprav seksata.

Tudi brez Adama si zadostujeta.

In njegovega kosmatega glasu.

In brez njegovih nespodobnih misli.

Slavnostno odprtje oéi

Adam vsako leto podeljuje svojo malo pomladno nagrado. Zacel je pred
petimi leti. Takrat je dobil nagrado zadnji sneg, ki je zapadel v zacetku
maja in se tudi takoj stopil, ampak Adam je cenil njegov samomorilski
pogum. Naslednje leto jo je dobila Skorjica, ki ji je veter na ulici dvignil
¢rno krilo z razporkom, da so se pokazale bele spodnjice in Adam se je
smejal, kar jo je tako razjezilo, da je ¢isto nepri¢akovano odsla v trgovino s
spodnjim perilom, ga pustila stati na ulici, kupila ¢rno rezervo, se v kabini
preoblekla — in veter je lahko pihal, kolikor je hotel. Naslednjo nagrado
so dobili t. i. murvini otroci, ki jih je Adam odkril na najbolj tankih vejah
tega drevesa pri njihovem balkonu, kako plezajo gor v visini drugega ali
tretjega nadstropja, tako da ga je bilo strah, da ne bi padli, najstarejsi fant
pa ga je pomiril, da se ne bo ni¢ zgodilo, ker imajo vsi trije — tako on kot
njegovi mali sestri — v 3oli pri plezanju po drevesih same petke. Cetrto
leto je zaradi pomanjkanja kandidatov pripadla nagrada vetru, njegove-
mu pihanju in popihavanju, mogoce tudi ljubkovanju, predvsem pa kot
najboljsi dokaz, da zrak obstaja — se premika — je materialen. Predzadnjo
nagrado je podelil podobam pred svojimi o¢mi, ki so se mu prikazale ob
branju ¢asopisne novice — o poroki lastovick: lastovi¢ji par si je pod oknom
stanovanja naredil svoje tipi¢no glineno gnezdo, namestila sta se v njem in
kukala ven z glavicama, potem pa je priletelo k njima na desetine lastovick
v parih, tam so se vreeli in tako nenavadno glasno ¢ivkali, da je bilo videti,
kot da mlademu paru ¢estitajo za dokonéanje gnezda in tudi za poroko.
Letos je malo pomladno nagrado dobil Adamov prijatelj Karas — igralec,
reziser in likovni umetnik — za celo vrsto povabil, ki jih je v razponu enega
meseca razposlal po posti na kar nekaj naslovov; na srec¢o tudi Adamu.
Prvo povabilo je bilo na otvoritev mraka, ki se je zgodila 1. maja ob 17. uri
na nebu srednje Evrope. Na drugem ga je ¢akalo povabilo na predstavitev
jutranjega petja mestnih pticev, ki se je zgodilo 11. maja ob 4.30 v parkih
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stednje Evrope. Potem je prislo povabilo na drazbo vetrov pomladnega
zraka dne 16. maja ob 18. uri na obmod¢ju visokega zraénega pritiska nad
srednjo Evropo. Sledil je multimedijski projekt vecernih premikov, ki se
je zgodil 19. maja ob 21. uri na ulicah srednje Evrope. Po malo manj
kot celem tednu je prislo Se eno povabilo za udelezbo na otvoritvi rasti
izbrane zeli na pe§ conah srednje Evrope — in takoj nato $e zadnje povabilo
v galerijo Mona Lisa na slavnostno odprtje odi, ki se je zgodilo 30. maja
ob 17. uri.

Povabila niso bila prenosljiva in so veljala za dve osebi.

Adam je od navdusenja in ob¢udovanja svojo malo nagrado preimenoval v
véliko in jo v mislih poslal Karasu kot izraz spostovanja, naklonjenosti in
vecnega obludovanja.

Obenem je ukinil nagrado. In si izmislil novo: malo poletno nagrado.
Prvi kandidat je bilo morje.

Prevedla Spela Sevsek Sramel
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Habits

Adam was cleaning his teeth before going to bed. He was standing at the
wash basin and he could see himself in the mirror. First he rinsed out his
mouth with a little water, squeezed the toothpaste onto the brush, which
he also held under the running water — and then he took his time giving
all the surfaces of his teeth a thorough scrubbing; he then moved on to his
gums and gently ran the brush over his stuck-out tongue.

He was already half asleep.

He was relying on habit — and was content to wait until his hand stopped
moving around all the nooks and crannies in his mouth of its own accord.
Suddenly he caught himself doing the same thing he had done a while ago.
He was cleaning his teeth again, squeezing paste onto the toothbrush once
more, rinsing his mouth with water and foraging around his teeth. He
could find no explanation other than it was now the fellow in the mirror
who was cleaning his teeth and Adam was just his reflection.

He was still half asleep.

And then it dawned on him.

Before he had used the word “already”; now he had said “still”.

In between had been the night, in between Adam had been sleeping, and
in between the fellow in the mirror had already combed his hair.

A Treatise On Method

Adam quietly envied. And at the same time admired. In the trolleybus he'd
caught sight of a gentleman with the largest eyebrows in the world. He was
wearing a hat — and hanging under its roof there seemed to be another little
roof of joining hairs, protruding into the space above his nose, two huge
wavy lines, reliable protection and a repository for the eyes in all weath-
ers. He didn’t need sunglasses. They could catch two or three rain showers
or even downpours and his face would stay dry, as if wrapped in cotton
wool. After a thorough soaking his eyebrows would be transformed into an
avenue of bushes. Little birds and friendly insects would live in them. He
could boast that they were hiding the nests of tits and goldfinches, which
are the nimblest fliers in town gardens, but a few of the heavier thrushes
would be found there too. And no doubt a magpie. Shimmering cobwebs
lying in wait for flies, or at least for the sun, which would light up in them
finely hammered threads of silver, or at least of mercury. All of a sudden
welcoming, shady paths would cross in them. Branches with leaves would
grow over them with amorous sighs. Apart from that the eyebrows would
act as moss, as a friendly report on algae and lichens, the certainty of a
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favourable dampness and a living hotbed, where exotic flowers flourish,
especially those such as oleanders or brightly-coloured orchids, which are
the parrots among flowers (Cinnamon once said to Adam). Under such
circumstances a sparrow would no doubt become a hummingbird — and its
iridescent feathers would lend his eyebrows an emerald shine.

At the next bus stop the gentleman with the largest eyebrows in the world
alighted. The wind blew his hat off, but he caught it in the air and with his
hand he stuck it down on his largish bald patch, alongside which, or rather
under which his eyebrows looked noticeably smaller, as if they had sud-
denly shrunk and ceased to dazzle, which did not diminish Adam’s admira-
tion in the least. That envy of his was only respect for a wonder of nature.
He pondered.

It is always tormentingly impossible to write any text in the manner he
dreamed of.

Swimming

Adam heard his own old age. It had four feet, two and two; he couldn’t see
any more of it. But he could hear it all the better for that. Swimming pools
are always quiet in the middle of winter.

Hed walked from the showers into the changing room and was standing
next to the open locker where his clothes were, first stark naked, but gradu-
ally drying himself and getting dressed; he had just slipped into his under-
pants and cotton vest, into their holes — and at that moment a reproachful
voice came from the next row of lockers: “You didn’t come. Why didn’t
you come? You said you'd come — and you didn’t.”

Seven holes all together, Adam told himself, four in his vest and three in
his underpants, while the same trunk, that is, his, fills two openings — and
he still managed to wonder why he hadn’t noticed that before.

Another voice replied: “Really? Did I really say so? It’s quite possible. I'm
like that nowadays; I say something and I forget I've said it, or I say some-
thing and I mean something quite different. It’s only this swimming that
keeps me going; I'm already looking forward to having a swim. Are you
still working in that porter’s office with the woman who talks all the time —
and only about herself?”

“No, I'm not. Couldn’ listen to it any more.”

Adam looked round the locker, but he couldn’t see anyone; the voices of
the old men were coming from round the corner, one weak and high, the
other even more so, both of them tamely merry, or rather cheerfully shaky.
“It’s a good thing we can still swim,” said the second voice. “But our lives
have been a disaster; we've lived through the worst of everything. This
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swimming keeps me going. I even invited one man to come here with us,
but he only groaned that he didn’ feel like it, so I told him to go out onto
the balcony and jump, then he wouldn't have anything more to worry
about. But he said he was scared to. I'm looking forward to getting into
the water.”

“Only great people have found the courage to commit suicide; ones like
Hemingway, but there aren’t many like that.”

“Anyway, it’s a good thing we can go swimming like this. I've been looking
forward to it since the morning.”

“So have I.”

Adam likewise; he'd already done twenty lengths of the pool, which was
a kilometre of swimming, an hour in time. He bent down, supporting
himself with his hands on the floor — and in the gap under the lockers he
caught sight of four bare feet, two and two.

“This keeps us going,” said the second man. “This swimming. When I re-
member...” But he did not remember; there was a sudden silence, the feet
stopped moving.

“What?”

Silence again.

“What did you want to remember?” asked the first man.

“I can’t believe it.”

“What?”

“I've forgotten to bring my swimming trunks,” the second man said.
“Haven’t you got some spare underpants? At least to lend me. I'll wash
them for you.”

“No, I haven’t,” said the first man.

“You really haven't?”

“No, I haven’t.”

“Then I've had my swim for today.”

A sudden wave of sympathy overcame Adam. He felt genuinely sorry. At the
same time he laughed, but only quietly, under his breath, because he didnt
want to give himself away. Then the door to the showers banged; the feet had
disappeared. And then he realised he was once more counting the holes and
openings in his shirt, his sweater, belt, trousers, socks, shoes, coat and hat, as
if he had never stopped. Those in his wet swimming trunks too. Fifty-three
holes all together. This time he laughed out loud — and two more button-
holes in the collar of his shirt — he'd forgotten those — and two in his nose and
two in his ears, he laughed, his eyes as well, after all — and if he counted his
mouth with its bad tooth, then also his bottom with its darkness.
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The Experiment

Adam is training Cinnamon not to be afraid of dogs. He is leading her
through the streets around their house — and he holds her hand if any dog
without a muzzle comes dashing out of someone’s yard. As a child she had
a shock when a strange dog attacked her mother in the street and bit her leg.
Ever since then she has been afraid of them. Every bark makes her jump.
Adam sticks his hands through the fences and strokes the dogs on the head;
he tries to ease her fear, but he can’t persuade her to try it for herself.

“First you must let him smell your hand,” he says. “And then you stroke
him.”

“That’s easier said than done.”

“Don’t be afraid.”

A little spitz is leaping about on the other side of the fence, delighted to
see someone, but Cinnamon hesitates and cannot even get up the courage
to touch him.

“I'm scared, I'm scared,” she says childishly.

“Then try it on me.”

“How?”

He puts her hand under his nose, waits a moment and then lightly runs it
over his cheek.

“Like this.”

“And you'll bite me.”

“What do you think I am - a dog?”

Cinnamon cautiously holds out her hand, allows him to smell it and then
is about to stroke him but once more draws it back and hides it behind her
back. She only succeeds at the second attempt. Adam kisses her fingers —
and then gives her a nip. It helps. Skorica plucks up courage and strokes
the dog through the fence.

Intercourse

Adam is taken aback, he is almost transfixed; he lowers his voice. Actually,
that’s silly; why should he lower it when he’s talking to himself. That is:
metaphorically speaking. This surprises him all the more. Lowering his
inner voice is like turning the knob on an old radio, the only difference
being, that at the lowest level of sound he can still shout aloud in his
head — at himself. And one more little detail: he can’t switch himself off.

Metaphorically speaking: his thoughts can set off along improper paths.
That’s why after the first few steps they come to a halt. They are ashamed.
But then they talk themselves out of their inhibitions and make a beeline
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for sex (how else: improper). It’s worse with perversities, there’s no excuse
there; metaphorically speaking, it’s just a feeling of having something like
a stuffed voice, Adam having told himself that he and his inner voice can
go and get stuffed. That’s odd, he says to himself: sex is never improper, but
thoughts about it — always.

Actually, impropriety is bliss. No whoa! helps. Gee-up! is to be heard much
louder.

Adam gives himself the pretty lame excuse that the intention is to make the
subject less serious, more amusing. I guess he could allow himself that. He
turns up the volume. He does allow it. Because the topic really is sad or, to
say the least, not cheerful, even embarrassing — and if he went the whole
way, it would become clear that it is also distasteful.

It is haemorrhoids.

Adam is applying some healing ointment; he slips his finger into his rec-
tum, slip here, slip there, while here is out and there is in, to get it over
and done with as soon as possible, but not even the shortness of the time
prevents him from imagining something which, though high unlikely, is
not against his liking, it simply has nothing to do with him. In the case
of women: alas. In the case of men: thank God. Because this is anal inter-
course. And so his finger becomes a penis. From there it is only a step off
the path, a little step to one side, for him to remember (don’t lie: to think
of) masturbation. He dedicates it (whether the memory or the thought) to
his other hand — his famous right hand. It was with its help that in far-off
childhood (don’t lie) he found himself in paradise. After all, (he’s not lying)
the supple squeeze is always at hand.

Adam washes his hands.

When the palm of his right hand closes around the first finger of his left
hand, he realises, actually tells himself, that they are in fact having inter-
course.

They can manage even without Adam.

And his stuffed voice.

And without his improper thoughts.

A Ceremonial Opening of Eyes

Every year Adam awarded his own little spring prize. He'd begun this five
years ago. On that occasion it had been bestowed on the last snow that fell
at the beginning of May, so it melted immediately, but Adam appreciated
its suicidal courage. The following year it had been won by Cinnamon,
whose skirt with a slit had been blown up by the wind in the street, reveal-
ing her white panties, which made her angry, because Adam laughed, so
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she had unexpectedly popped into a lingerie shop, leaving him to hang
around in the street, while she bought a black replacement and immedi-
ately changed in the cubicle — and then the wind could blow as much as it
liked. The next prize went to the “mulberry kids” who Adam found on the
slenderest branches of this tree next to their balcony, stuffing themselves at
a height of the second or third floor, so he was afraid they might fall, but the
oldest boy assured him that nothing could happen, because at school he and
his two younger sisters had top marks in tree climbing. In the fourth year,
for lack of other candidates, the prize was granted to the wind, its blowing
and walfting, or caressing, but above all as the best proof of the weight of the
air. He awarded the last but one prize to some pictures that appeared before
his eyes when he had finished reading a newspaper report about a wedding
of swallows: a pair of these birds had completed their typical clay nest above
the window of a flat; they both had made themselves comfortable in it and
stuck their heads out, while dozens of other swallows flew close to them in
pairs, swiftly turning to look at them and chirping unusually loudly, so their
behaviour made you imagine they were congratulating the young pair on
finishing their nest and also on their wedding.

This year’s little spring prize went to Adam’s friend Karas — an actor, direc-
tor and artist — for a series of invitations he sent by post in the course of
one month to several addresses; one of them fortunately being Adam.

In the first he invited him to a preview of an exhibition of clouds that took
place on 1st May at 5 pm in the sky over Central Europe. The next was
an invitation to a performance of morning choruses given by town birds,
on 11th May at 4.30 am in Central European parks. Then an invitation
arrived to an auction of gusts of spring air on 16th May at 6 pm in a ridge
of high pressure over Central Europe. This was followed by a multimedia
project of evening movements that took place on 19th May at 9 pm in the
streets of Central Europe. Less than a week later came yet one more invita-
tion to participate in the inauguration of the growth of selected greenery
in the pedestrian zones of Central Europe — which was quickly followed
by the last invitation to the Mona Lisa Gallery for a ceremonial opening of
eyes, which took place on 30th May at 5 pm.

All the invitations were non-transferable and for two persons.

Adam was so delighted, he renamed his little spring prize a grand prix and
he sent it in spirit to Karas as an expression of respect, affection and undy-
ing admiration.

He then immediately abolished the prize and founded a new one: a litde
summer prize.

The first candidate was the sea.

Translated by Heather Trebatickd
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Engel des Vergessens
(Auszug)

Grof8muctter hat ihre eigenen Absprachen mit der Natur. Sie glaubt, dass
man Feld und Wald freundlich stimmen miisse und nicht mit Versen be-
krinzen. Ein Gedicht bedeute fiir die Natur tiberhaupt nichts, sagt sie,
man miisse sich der Natur gegeniiber untertinig zeigen.

Sie hat Weidenruten auf dem Dachboden gesammelt, die sie aus den
gebundenen Palmbuschen herauszieht, welche jahrlich am Palmsonntag
in der Kirche geweiht werden. Aus den Weidenstingeln fertigt sie kleine
Kreuze an, die wir im Friithjahr auf die Felder tragen, um sie in die ge-
plligte Erde zu stecken, damit der Kartoffelacker fruchtbar bleibe und
der Weizen gedeihe. Wenn sich ein Gewitter zusammenzicht, legt sie Wei-
denstiicke auf die Glut und trégt sie in einer Eisenpfanne durch das Haus.
Der bittere Rauch soll die Luft kldren und die Gewalten der Atmosphire
besinftigen. Den Glauben an Gott miisse man im Herzen tragen, sagt
GrofSmutter, es geniige nicht, ihn in der Kirche zur Schau zu stellen. Auf
die Kirche sei kein Verlass, findet sie, man konne ihr nicht trauen.
Grof8muctter vertraut nur ungewdhnlichen Zeichen am Himmel und kann
sie deuten. Sie glaubt an die Quatemberfeiertage und an den 8. Mai, an
dem sie jedes Jahr zur Messe geht, um sich fiir das Ende der Nazizeit zu
bedanken. Sie glaubt an die Sprache, die an den Willen gerichtet ist, nicht
an das menschliche Ohr. Sie sagt, dass Worte iiber eine grofSe Macht ver-
fugten, dass sie Gegenstinde verzaubern und Menschen heilen konnten,
dass cin besprochenes, mit einer Fiirbitte versehenes und bedachtes Brot in
Krankheit und Not helfen kénne. Ihr ilterer Sohn sei von einer Schlange
gebissen worden, erzihlt sie. Seine Wunde wollte nicht heilen und die
Arzte wussten ihm nicht mehr zu helfen. Sie sei zum alten Rasto¢nik ge-
gangen, damit er ihr einen Zauber gegen das Schlangengift in das Brot
lege. Der alte Rasto¢nik habe sich jedoch geweigert, weil er fiirchtete,
das gefihrliche Odium zu verstirken. Darauthin sei sie zur Zelodec ge-
wandert, die ihr das Brot geweiht habe. Du giftiges Tier sollst dein Gift
zuriicknehmen aus diesem Menschen, habe die Zelodec vom Schlangen-
geist erbeten. Ich banne nicht sein Fleisch, ich banne nicht sein Blu, ich
banne den schrecklichen Krampf, seien die Worte gewesen, mit denen die
Zelodec das Brot geweiht habe. Nachdem ihr Sohn jeden Tag einen Bissen
von diesem Brot gegessen und ein Vaterunser gebetet habe, ohne am Ende
Amen zu sagen, sei er wieder genesen. Das Gift sei aus ihm gewichen. Und
das Wort ist Brot geworden und hat in ihm gewohnt, sooft er das heilende
Wort eingespeichelt hatte. Das gesprochene Brot, das verzehrte Wort.

Ein Gerstenkorn, eine Entziindung am Augenlid, die ich zuweilen be-
komme, kann GrofSmutter abbeten. Ich miisse auf ihre Fiirbitten mit 7e
verujem — ich glaube nicht, antworten und an die Heilung glauben, sagt
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sie. Sie spricht ihre Beschwérung und ahmt mit der Hand iiber meinem
kranken Auge die Bewegungen einer Schnitterin nach. Jedmen Zanjem, sagt
sie, jecmen Zanjem, wihrend ich wiederhole, dass ich nicht glaube, dass
sie die Gerste schneide. Weil ich meinen Zweifel bekenne, sage ich die
Wahrheit, und der Wortzauber wirke, bilde ich mir jedenfalls ein, weif$ es
jedoch nicht.

Grofimutter vertraut mir auch an, dass sie von ihrer Mutter einen Hausse-
gen bekommen habe, als Mitgift, als Wortdach tiber ihrem Kopf. Sie solle
ihn in Notzeiten aufsagen oder an die Tiir des Hauses nageln, damit es
beschiitzt bliebe, vor Hagel und Blitz und vor allem Unheil. Sie verwahre
diesen Segen in einem Kuvert, das man nicht ungefragt 6fInen diirfe. Die
Gebete konnten vom Blatt gelesen und beriihrt werden, allerdings sei es
besser, wenn sie auswendig gelernt wiirden, denn die Wirkung liege im
Gesprochenen, nicht im Geschriebenen.

Ich stelle mir vor, wie die Worte aus dem Brief {iber die Augen in den Kopf
steigen und von dort in unbekannte Hohen; wie die Worte auch unberiihrt,
aus dem Kuvert heraus ihre Wirkung entfalten konnen; wie sie mit der Stim-
me der Sprechenden einen Wortfittich tiber die Beschwérer breiten.

Die alte Keberin habe meinem Grof3vater, bevor er zu den Partisanen ge-
gangen ist, auch einen Segen mitgegeben, in ein samtenes Tuch eingefasst,
damit er ihn behiite vor plotzlichem Tod, vor Verrat und vor einer iiblen
Tat, erzihlt GrofSmutter. Fiinf Vaterunser téglich und finf Ave-Maria soll-
te er beten. Er habe tiglich gebetet und habe tiberlebr als Partisan. Er kam
aus dem Wald zuriick. Wie auch jener Mann den Krieg tiberlebt habe, an
den sich Romana aus Remschenig erinnern kénne, sagt GrofSmutter. Ro-
mana sei damals, zur Zeit ihrer Verhaftung, kaum zehn Jahre alt gewesen.
Man habe sie im Gefingnis in Klagenfurt verhort und an den Haaren
gerissen, als ein Partisan ins Zimmer gebracht wurde, den sie nicht kannte
und bei dem man den gottlichen Schild, wie er sagte, den $¢r bozji, gefun-
den habe. Die Gestapo habe den Partisan gefragt, wozu das gut sei, und er
habe geantwortet, ich stehe unter Gottes Schutz. Daraufhin hitten sie ihn
so lange geschlagen, bis er blutiiberstromt unter den Schligen zusammen-
gebrochen sei. Das Midchen musste alles mit ansehen, aber der Partisan
habe tiberlebt und sei bewusstlos aus dem Zimmer getragen worden. Er
hat den Schutz gehabt durch das Wort, sagt Groffmutter.

Es schaudert mich. Ich bitte den gottlichen Schild, mich davor zu bewah-
ren, daran denken zu miissen, was er abwenden konnte. Denk nicht dar-
Uber nach, sagt GrofSmutter, du hast zu viel gehort und zu viel geglaubt.
Sie lichelt ihr diinnes, verhaltenes Licheln und schiebt mich aus unserer
Kammer hinaus auf den Hof.

Piko lduft bellend an seiner Kette hin und her. Die Hithner rennen mit
lautem Gegacker den Wiesenhang hinter unserem Haus hinab. Sie sprei-
zen die Fliigel und versuchen zu fliegen.
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Das muss ein Habicht sein, sagt GrofSmutter, jetzt jagt er schon vor un-
serer Haustiir! Sie werde den Vorfall den Jagern berichten, damit sie den
Raubvogel schieflen. Mutter kommt mit einem blutenden Hahn im Arm
hinter dem Haus hervor. Er habe mit dem Habicht gekimpft, sie musste
den Riuber regelrecht vom Hahn herunterreiflen, so sehr habe er sich in
seine Fliigel gekrallt, erzihle sie und stellt das verletzte Tier auf den Boden.
Der Hahn schiittelt sich und streckt die blutenden Fliigel aus. Hinkend
und krihend hiipft er auf den Stall zu.

Wirst du seine Wunden verbinden, frage ich Mutter.

Das wird schon verheilen, sagt sie, da hilft kein Verbund.

Nachdem wir allein sind, will ich wissen, was ein Partisan sei. Mutter ist
tiberrascht. Hat dir Grofmutter wieder ihre Geschichten erzihlt? Die Par-
tisanen haben in Erdbunkern gelebt und sich vor den Deutschen verstecke,
antwortet sie. Das sei lange her und miisse mich nicht beschiftigen. Grof3-
vater, habe Grofimutter gesagt, sei auch einer gewesen, sage ich.

Mutter geht wortlos ins Haus. Gleich darauf sehe ich GrofSmutter ins Freie
treten. Von dir lasse ich mir nicht vorschreiben, wie ich das Midchen zu
behandeln habe, von dir nicht, sagt sie vorwurfsvoll und setzt sich an den
Brunnen vor der Haustiir. Mutter bleibt auf der Hausschwelle stehen. Ich
drehe meinen Kopf zu ihr und habe auch GrofSmutter im Blick. Unmerk-
lich zieht es das niedrige Hausdach zu Boden. Im Brunnen plitschert das
Wasser minutenlang in unser Schweigen.



MAJA HADERLAP - I§T

Angel pozabe
(odlomek)

Babica se po svoje sporazumeva z naravo. Misli, da je treba prijazno pri-
sluhniti poljem in gozdovom, ne pa jih krancljati z verzi. Pesem naravi ne
pomeni ¢isto nié, pravi, naravi se je treba ponizno ukloniti.

Na podstresju zbira vrbove $ibe, ki jih navlece iz butar, vsako leto na cvetno
nedeljo blagoslovljenih v cerkvi. Iz vrbovja izdeluje majhne krize, ki jih
pomladi odneseva na polja in zatakneva v zorano zemljo, da bo $e naprej
rodila njiva krompirja, da bo uspevala psenica. Ko se pripravlja k nevihti,
naloZi vrbovje na Zerjavico in ga v Zelezni ponvi nosi po hisi. Grenki dim
naj o¢isti zrak in pomiri sile ozra¢ja. Vero v Boga je treba nositi v sreu, pra-
vi babica, ni dovolj, da jo v cerkvi postavljas na ogled. Na cerkev se clovek
ne more zanesti, meni, ne more ji zaupati.

Babica verjame le v nenavadna znamenja na nebu in jih zna razloziti. Verjame
v praznike pokore in v 8. maj, dan, ko vsako leto odide k masi, da bi se tam za-
hvalila za konec nacizma. Verjame v jezik, ki se ravna po volji, ne po ¢loveskem
uSesu. Pravi, da imajo besede veliko mo¢, da lahko urocijo stvari in zdravijo
ljudi, da lahko kruh, ki se mu priporo¢imo in se mu zapisemo v pripro$nji,
pomaga v stiski in bolezni. Njenega starejSega sina je picila kaca, pripoveduje.
Rana se mu ni hotela zaceliti in zdravniki mu niso ve¢ mogli pomagati. Pa je
odsla k staremu Rasto¢niku, da bi z urokom pregnal kadji strup. Ampak stari
Rasto¢nik tega ni maral, ker se je bal, da bo zlocesto nadlogo samo $e podkre-
pil. Potem se je odpravila k Zelod¢evki in ta ji je blagoslovila kruh. Ti strupena
zival, vzemi nazaj svoj strup iz tega Cloveka, je rotila kadjega duha. Ne zakli-
njam njegovega mesa, ne zaklinjam njegove krvi, zaklinjam strasni kr¢, so bile
besede, s katerimi je Zelod¢evka zarotila kruh. Potem ko je njen sin vsak dan
pojedel kos¢ek tega kruha in zmolil o¢enas, ne da bi na koncu rekel amen, je
spet ozdravel. Strup se je pobral iz njega. In beseda je kruh postala in je v njem
prebivala, brz ko je oslinil zdravilno besedo. Ubesedeni kruh, zauzita beseda.

Babica zna z molitvicami zarotiti jemen, vnetje na veki, ki ga vcasih
dobim. Na njene pripro$nje moram odgovarjati ne verujem in verjeti v
ozdravitev, pravi. Ko izreka svoje zarotitve, nad mojim bolnim ocesom z
roko posnema gibe zanjice. Jecmen Zanjem, jecmen Zanjem, govori, jaz pa
vmes ponavljam, da ne verjamem, da res zanje jeémen. Ker priznam, da
dvomim, izgovorim resnico in besedna ¢arovnija deluje, tako si vsaj domi-
$ljam, zanesljivo pa tega ne vem.

Babica mi tudi zaupa, da je od svoje matere dobila hisni blagoslov, Aisni
Zegen - za doto, za streho iz besed nad svojo glavo. V hudih ¢asih naj ga
izgovarja na pamet ali ga pribije na hi$na vrata, da jo bo obvaroval toée in
strele in vsega hudega. Ta blagoslov hrani v ovojnici, ki je ne sme$ odpreti
nepovabljen. Molitvice lahko beres z listka ali se jih dotikas, vseeno pa je
boljse, ¢e se jih naucis na pamet, deluje namre¢ izgovorjeno, ne zapisano.
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Zamisljam si, kako besede iz pisma skozi o¢i vstopajo v glavo in se od tod
vzpenjajo v neznane visine; kako tudi nedotaknjene, kar iz ovojnice po-
rajajo svoje delovanje; kako glasovi skoznje govorecih razpirajo krila besed
nad zaklinjevalci.

Stara Kebrova je mojemu dedu, preden je Sel k partizanom, tudi dala Zegen
na pot, blagoslov, obrobljen z Zametom, da bi ga varoval pred nenadno
smrtjo, pred izdajo in slabim dejanjem, pripoveduje babica. Vsak dan je
moral zmoliti pet o¢enasev in pet zdravih Marij. Vsak dan je molil in je kot
partizan prezivel. Vinil se je iz gozda. Kakor je vojno prezivel tudi moski,
ki se ga spominja Romana iz Remsenika. Romana je imela takrat, ko so
jo prijeli, samo deset let. ZasliSevali so jo v celovS$kem zaporu in jo vlekli
za lase, ko so v sobo privlekli partizana, ki ga ni poznala in pri katerem
so nasli boZjo podobico, $¢ir bozji, kakor je rekel. Gestapovec je partizana
vprasal, za kaj mu tisto rabi, in ta je odgovoril, da je z njim v boZjem var-
stvu. Potem so ga tako dolgo pretepali, da se je oblit s krvjo zgrudil pod
udarci. Deklica je morala vse gledati, ampak partizan je preZivel in so ga
nezavestnega odnesli iz sobe. Beseda ga je obvarovala, rece babica.

Spreleti me srh. Prosim bozji $¢itek, naj me varuje pred mislijo na tisto, kar
je zmogel odvrniti. Ne misli na to, rece babica, prevec si slisala in preve¢
verjame$. Nasmehne se, medlo in zadrzano, kakor zna, in me iz najine
skupne sobe potisne na dvorisce.

Piko se z lajezem zaganja ob verigi. Kokosi z glasnim kokodakanjem tekajo
po travnatem pobodju za naso hifo. Sirijo krila in skusajo vzleteti.

Kragulj bo, rece babica, zdaj lovi ze na naSem pragu! Povedala bo o tem
lovcem, da plenilca ustrelijo. Z okrvavljenim petelinom v rokah pride izza
hi$e mama. Bojeval se je s kraguljem, ujedo je morala dobesedno odtrgati
s petelina, tako se mu je s kremplji zarila v peruti, pripoveduje in postavi
ranjeno Zival na tla. Petelin se otrese in razsiri krvaveca krila. Sepavo poska-
kujo¢ odkikirika proti hlevu.

Mu bo$ obvezala rane, vprasam mamo.

Se bo ze zacelilo, rece, obveze tu ne pomagajo.

Ko ostaneva sami, bi rada izvedela, kaj je to partizan. Mama je presene-
¢ena. Ti je ze spet babica pripovedovala svoje zgodbe? Partizani so Ziveli v
bunkerjih pod zemljo in se skrivali pred Nemci, odgovori. Ampak to je
bilo davno, s tem naj se rajsi ne ubadam. Dedi, pravi babica, je bil tudi
zraven, reCem.

Mama se brez besedice vrne v hiso. Takoj zatem vidim babico stopiti na pro-
sto. Ti mi ne bo§ predpisovala, kako naj ravnam z decvo, ti ze ne, oditajoce
re¢e in sede na vodnjak pred hi$nimi vrati. Mama obstane na pragu. Obr-
nem se k njej in tudi babico imam v vidnem polju. Nizko streho hise neopaz-
no vle¢e k tlom. Voda v vodnjaku neskon¢ne minute klokoce v nag molk.

Prevedel S'teﬁzn Vevar
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The Angel of Forgetting
(Excerpt)

Grandmother comes to her own agreements with nature. She believes that
you should appease field and forest, not engarland them with verses. A
poem means nothing to nature, she says, you have to show that you are
humble before nature.

In the attic she has gathered together the willow switches she plucks from
the Palm Sunday bundles that are blessed each year in the church. She
makes lictle crosses from the twigs and in spring we take them to the fields
and push them into the ploughed earth so that the potato patch will be
fruitful and the wheat will thrive. Whenever a storm is brewing she lays
bits of willow over embers, then carries them through the house in an
iron pan. The acrid smoke is supposed to clear the air and put the ethereal
forces at ease. Belief in God must rest in the heart, says grandmother, it is
not enough to make a show of it in church. You cannot rely on the church,
she thinks, you cannot trust in it.

Grandmother puts all her faith in strange celestial signs, which she can
interpret. She believes in the Ember Days and in the 8th of May, and each
year she goes to mass on that day to give thanks for the end of the Nazi
regime. She believes in language that aims for the will, not the human ear.
She says that words possess great power, that she can bewitch objects and
heal people, that charmed bread can help in times of sickness and need.
Her eldest son was bitten by a snake, she says. His wound would not heal
and the doctors could do nothing for him. She went to old Rasto¢nik and
asked him to charm some bread for her to counteract the snake’s venom.
But Rasto¢nik refused to help because he feared the wicked odium would
become stronger through that act. Then she walked to Zelodec, who con-
secrated the bread. Venomous beast, thou shalt reclaim the poison from
this human, demanded Zelodec of the snake spirit. Flesh I do not banish,
blood I do not banish, I banish the loathsome seizure. It was through these
words that Zelodec consecrated the bread. After her son had taken a bite
a day from this bread, each time praying an Our Father without saying
amen, he recovered. The poison drained from him. And the Word became
bread and lived in it for as many times as the Word entered the bread
through his saliva. The charmed bread, the consumed Word.

Grandmother can pray away the eyelid infection, the sty, I occasionally
get. To her intercessions I had to reply ne verujem — 1 do not believe — all
the while believing in the cure, she says. As she chants her hand imitates
the movements of a carver over my ailing eye. Jeémen Zanjem, she says,
Jjecmen Zanjem, while I repeat that I do not believe she is cutting the sty.
Admitting my doubt means I am telling the truth, and the verbal magic
works, or so I imagine, although I don’t know.
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Grandmother also confides in me that she was given a house blessing as a
dowry, as a verbal roof over her head. She is supposed to recite the blessing
in times of trouble, or hammer it into the door of the house to protect the
house from hail and lightning and, especially, from disaster. She keeps this
blessing stowed away in an envelope that no one can open without her
permission. Though the prayers can be read from the page and caressed,
it is better if they are learned by heart, for the effect lies in the spoken not
in the written word.

I imagine how the words from the letter ascend past eyes and head and up
to unknown heights; how, even if untouched, the words from the envelope
can unleash their effect; how they, through the voice of the speaker, spread
a charmed wing of words over those who hear.

Before he left to join the Partisans, Old Keberin also gave my grandfather
a blessed charm, wrapped up in a silk scarf, to protect from sudden death,
betrayal and evildoing, says grandmother. He was to recite five Our Fathers
and five Hail Marys daily. He prayed every day and, even though he was
a Partisan, survived. He returned from the forest, just like that other man
who survived the War, the one Romana from Remschenig could remem-
ber, says Grandmother. Romana was barely ten years old when she was
put in jail. They interrogated her in Klagenfurt and tore at her hair when a
Partisan she did not know was brought into the room and found to be in
possession of a blessed shield, 5¢# bozji. The Gestapo asked what the point
of it was, and he replied, I am protected by God. Then they beat him until
he collapsed, bloodied by the blows. The girl had to witness all of this. But
the Partisan survived and was carried unconscious from the room. It was
the Word that protected him, says Grandmother.

This makes me shudder. I ask the blessed shield to prevent me from think-
ing about what it is capable of driving away. Dont think about those
things, says grandmother, you've heard and believed too much. She smiles
her thin, reserved smile and pushes me out of our front room into the yard.

Piko pulls, barking, at his chain. The loudly clucking chickens run down
the hilly slope behind our house. They spread their wings and try to fly.

It must be a goshawk, says Grandmother. Now it comes right up to the
door to hunt! She will inform the hunters, and they will shoot the bird of
prey. Mother appears from behind the house, holding a bloodied rooster.
It had fought with the goshawk and she had to literally tear the predator
from the rooster, so deeply had he torn into the rooster’s wings, she says,
and places the injured animal on the floor. The rooster shakes itself and
stretches out its bloodied wings. Limping and crowing, it hops towards
the coop.

Will you bandage its wounds? I ask mother.

They'll heal soon enough, she says, they don't need bandaging.
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When we're alone together, I ask what a Partisan is, which surprises mother.
Has Grandmother been telling you her stories again? The Partisans lived in
bunkers dug into the earth in order to hide themselves from the Germans,
she replies. But that was a long time ago and should be of no concern to
me. Grandmother says grandfather was also one of them, I say.

Mother walks wordlessly into the house. Immediately I see Grandmother
leaving the house. I won't let you dictate how I have to treat the girl, she
says accusingly, and sits down at the well by the door to the house. Mother
stands at the threshold. I turn my head to her and can also see Grandmother.
We are silent and the water burbles forth for several minutes.

Translated by Jason Blake
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je den

leden

ostré svétlo

da se rozli¢né vyuzit

do slepé ulice zabloudit

kde piekvapend

kde prekvapend hubend Zenskd
zvedne

oci

Per

Zndme ty stoly pfes celé odpoledne.
V pét hodin je potfeba nékde zjistit
jak d4l.

Lidé piji nesvleceni,

uz jdou,

jenom zjisti jak dal.

Hledi do lesku desky,

vlasy jim lezou pfes limec,

pak se najednou zvednou,

jako by na néco prisli,

vychdzeji ven

a jejich zdda

jsou temnd jak nikdy.
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Komora

Jednou na sebe narazime v ptitmi komory,
navzdjem dopadeni — s husi krvi a petrolejem,
vyhrnutymi koSilemi na doma, rysujicimi se
nddory brambor. Pfisli jsme brat.

Je slySet pfistizené oddechovéni, hubend
nit svétla z netésnictho okénka trapné lezi
mezi nami.

Krddez

Ty nase véci z odcizené tasky

jisté v zévetti u feky

zklamané hézeli na jednu hromadu:
kosili s kostkami,

obdlky,

ervenou zenskou sponu.

Jisté to lezi nékde na snéhu,
navzdy, v nepotiebé.
Obdlky se obcas pohnou.
Modr4 barva koéile téZkne.
Kdy naposledy jsme byli
tak spolu?
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Moje matka

Na krev se vzdycky divala
opatrné.

Ne, neubihala pohledem,
ale ani nepfihlidala,
zvédavé nebo vécné.

Lidi stdli na linu a drzeli si ruce,
sedéli na lehdtku,

nékde to teklo

a moje matka to otirala,
néco fikala

a divala se tak opatrné,
jako by mohla vSechno
snadno zvrhnout

do hrozné

smésnosti.

Moje matka je velmi unavend,
najdete ji vzadu,
lezi u odpolednich seridli.

Nocleh

tirdky fvaly jak hladovd
noéni zver

volala jsi na mne cenu
pokoje pro dva

chldpek od pumpy

kostnaty nevyspanim

nds pak vedl po strmém schodisti
Berlin Krakov Terst vsechno
bylo za ndma

nikdy jsem nevidél

tak uzky pokoj

kdyZ jsme se cheéli otocit
museli jsme se obejmout
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Ksiltovky

Uz si nevzpomenes co jsi fikala
tomu malému chlapci s mokrymi kalhotami
ktery nevédél kam jede

zatimco hlavy jeho rodict

v ksiltovkdch hokejovych kluba
pravidelné tloukly o no¢ni okna
tramvaje

Bylo taky jedno

co mu fik4s

$lo o to prosté mluvit

mluvit k nému

az do Zdbiehu

nez svym suchym pld¢em
probudi nakonec ty hlavy

a nez dostane jednu pfes zdda
na neznidmé nocni zastavce

Vzpomen si

vzpometi si tady ve tmé Zdbichu
co jsi mu fikala

vzpomen si

na ta marnd tramvajovd slova
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Partyzdnské ndmésti

Tolik zimnich bot ve vietnamské trznici
az to vysiluje

prespiilis bot i na velké severni mésto
bot na celou vietnamskou valku

Co viechno by se dalo zafidit
nakopnout a pfejit

v tolika botdch

kde uz jsme mohli byt

Kolem opilecké paréiky

v nichZ se poflakuji tlupy stromit

za nimi hlinikovy jas

Den velky

jak slozeny jelen

lezi na Partyzdnském ndmésti

Pak noc ukdze holy

mésic

a je vidét zas jenom na krok

na jeden jediny krok

nékam domu

v levnych vietnamskych botdch

Co jesté chci

Ve zpréviéch se obésila
polskd skolacka.

Nemohu se tam dostat

ptes dalsi prichdzejici zprévy,
abych ji objal v kolenou.

A

malinko pozdvihnul.
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je dan

januar

ostro svetlobo

se da razli¢no izkoristiti

v slepo ulico se izgubiti

kjer presenecena

kjer presenecena suha Zenska
dvigne

pogled

Ob petib

Poznamo tiste mize za ves popoldan.
Ob petih je treba nekje ugotovit,
kako naprej.

Ljudje pijejo, ne da bi se slekli,

ze gredo,

samo da $e ugotovijo, kako napre;j.
Strmijo v lesket deske,

lasje jim zlezejo Cez ovratnik,

pa se naenkrat dvignejo,

kot da jih je nekaj presinilo,
stopijo ven

in njihovi hrbti

so temni kot Se nikoli.
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Shramba

Neko¢ naletiva nase v mraku shrambe,
vzajemno zalotena — z gosjo krvjo in petrolejem,
z zavihanima srajcama za doma, z orisi
krompirjevih novotvorb. Prifla sva jemat.

Slisi se prestrezeno dihanje, tanka
nitka ludi iz netesnjenega okenca morece lezi
med nama.

Kraja

Zagotovo so v zavetju ob reki
tiste nade stvari iz ukradene torbe
razo¢arano metali na kup:
karirasto srajco,

kuverte,

rdeco zensko sponko.

Zagotovo vse to lezi nekje na snegu,
za zmeraj, nepotrebno.

Kuverte se v¢asih premaknejo.
Modra barva srajce postaja tezka.
Kdaj nazadnje sva bila

takole skupaj?
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Moja mati

Na kri je zmeraj gledala
previdno.

Ne, ni odmikala pogleda,
niti ni pogledovala,
zvedavo ali stvarno.
Ljudje so stali na linoleju in sklepali roke
sedeli na lezalniku,

nekje je to teklo

in moja mati je to brisala,
nekaj je rekla

in gledala tako previdno,
kot da bi lahko vse
zlahka sprevrgla

v grozljivo

smesnost.

Moja mati je zelo utrujena,
zadaj jo boste nadli,

pri popoldanskih nanizankah lezi.

Prenodisée

kamioni so hrumeli kot sestradana
nocna zverjad

zaklicala si za mano ceno

sobe za dva

mozakar s ¢rpalke

kos¢en od neprespanosti

nas je potem peljal po strmem stopniscu
Berlin Krakov Trst vse

je bilo za nama

nikdar nisem videl

tako ozke sobe

ko sva se hotela obrniti

sva se morala objeti
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éepici

Ne bos se ve¢ spomnila kaj si govorila
tistemu fantku v mokrih hla¢ah

ki ni vedel kam gre

medtem ko sta glavi njegovih starSev
v Cepicah hokejskih klubov
enakomerno udarjali ob no¢ne Sipe
tramvaja

Vseeno je sicer bilo

kaj mu govoris

$lo je prav za ta govoriti

ga nagovarjati

kar do Zabfeha

dokler s svojim suhim jokom
konéno ne prebudi tistih glav

in dokler ne dobi ene po ta zadnji
na neznani nocni postaji.

Spomni se

spomni se tu v temi Z4breha

kaj si mu govorila

spomni se

tistih odveénih tramvajskih besed
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Partizanski trg

Toliko zimskih ¢evljev na vietnamski trznici
da je Ze utrujajoce

preved Cevljev celo za veliko severno mesto
Cevljev za celo vietnamsko vojno

Kaj vse bi lahko uredili

brenili in prehodili

v toliko ¢evljih

kje bi Ze lahko bili

Okoli parki za pijance

kjer se klatijo trume dreves

za njimi aluminijev sij

Dan velik

kot ustreljen jelen

lezi na Partizanskem trgu

Nato no¢ pokaze golo

luno

in videti je spet samo za en korak

za en samcat korak

nekam domov

v poceni vietnamskih ¢evljih

Kaj bi se rad

V porocilih se je obesila
poljska Solarka.

Ne morem priti tja

preko naslednjih porocil, ki se valijo,
da bi jo objel pod koleni.

In

za malenkost vzdignil.

Prevedla Stanislava in PrimoZz Repar
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it is day

january

the sharp light

can be used diversely

to get lost in a blind alley
where surprised

where a surprised thin woman
raises

her eyes

Five

We've known these tables all afternoon
At five o'clock it’s necessary to somewhere find out
how to go on.

People drink unundressed,

they’re going now,

just finding out how to go on.

They regard the tabletop gloss,

hairs crawling over their collars,

then suddenly they rise,

as if realising something,

they go out

and their backs

are black like never before.
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Chamber

Once into each other we collide in the twilight chamber,
a capture of each other — with goose blood and paraffin,
rolled up home shirts, looming

potato tumours. We came to take.

Startled panting’s heard, a thin
thread of light from an unsealed window lies awkwardly
between us.

Thefs

These things from our stolen bag

on the lee side of the river surely

they threw disappointedly in one pile:
a chequered shirt,

wrappers,

a red woman’s clasp.

It’s surely lying somewhere on the snow
forever, unneeded.

The wrappers sometimes move themselves.
The shirt’s blue colour gets heavier.

When was the last time we were

together like this?
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My Mother

She always looked at blood
carefully.

No, she didn’t turn from it
but she noticed it neither
curiously nor matter-of-factly.
People stood on the lino and held their hands,
sat on deck chairs,
somewhere bleeding

and my mother wiped it,

said something

and looked so carefully

as if she could easily

topple everything over

into a terrible

ridiculousness.

My mother is very tired
you'll find her in the back,

lying by the afternoon serials.

Night Lodging

the TIRs tore like starving

night animals

you called to me the price

of a room for two

the guy from the petrol station
bony unslept

took us then along the steep staircase
Berlin Krakow Trieste everything
was behind us

never had I seen

such a narrow room

when we wanted to turn over

we had to embrace
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Baseball Caps

You don’t remember now what you said
to that little boy with the wet trousers
who didn’t know where he’s going
whilst the heads of his parents

in hockey club baseball caps

knocked regularly on the night windows
of the tram

It made no difference

what you said to him

it was all just about talking

to talk to him

all the way to Zabfeh

till his dry weeping

awakened the heads at last

and until he got one across the backside
at an unknown night stop

Remember

remember here in the Zdbfeh dark
what you said to him

remember

the futile tram words
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Partisan Square

So many winter shoes in the Vietnamese market
that it’s exhausting

far too many shoes even for a large northern town
shoes for the whole Vietnam war

All that could be done

kicked and walked over

in so many shoes

where could we be already

Around are the drunks’ litte parks

where packs of trees loaf around

aluminium brightness behind them

A day as big

as a felled stag

lies on Partisan Square

Then night shows the bald

moon

and we can see again just a step

one single step

somewhere homeward

in cheap Vietnamese shoes

What I Still Want

In the news she hung herself
a Polish schoolgirl

I cannot get there

across the next incoming messages
to hug her knees

And

elevate her a little bit

Translated by Martin Neal
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Tu 08de cnueus...

TH OBAE CITHEII OTKAKO K€ 3aBPIIHII

CO IMIIYBAETO, 4, TATO? TaKa ME IPAlIyBa,

AOAEKA IIE€Ta OKOAY KPEBETOT, MOjaTa IIOMAAAA KepKa.

KO KHM)KEBCH KPUTHYAP BO HHCIICKIIMja. HAU KAKO

AcTe 6€3 HUKAKBU 3AH HAMEPH (mTo e rorema pasaMKa,
3HAM). CEEAHO, MUCAATA IITO TOTAII MH jaAaae

felie OCTPa U M€ CEIHA BO 00ACKYBABETO: K& MOXKAM AH,
ce npamas, Aa 6raaM 6e3MHAOCEH KOH cebe 1 CBETOT

KOT'a CACAHHOT IIaT K€ CEAHAM AQ ITHIIYyBaM? (ceepano

KOTa ke OUA€ Toa: cera, ce CIIAETKAB CO MAHTAAOHUTE. )

Ke MOXKaM AU Ad HE MUCAAM A€Ka Taa

MU T'H CAYIIA IPCTUTE KAKO LWITPAKaaT Bp3 OyKBUTE

AOAEKa 3aCITHBA, U BEPOjaTHO MUCAH A€KA U TIpeA OeanHaTa
CEKOTaIll CYM HEXXEH U TOIOA KaKO CO Hea. Mojara KepKa,
KOja AOIIpBa Ke Tpeba Aa ce COOUH CO CyPOBOCTA HAa BUCTHHATA.
3a IIOTOA AQ HayuH (ceeano xora ke 6uae Toa: jac u aenec
MHCAAM A€Ka yIITE y4aM) — 6e3MHAOCHOCTa KOH cebe e
HajAO6pI/IOT AT KOH COMMAOCTA 32 CBETOT: jac TyKa
MOHEKOTall CIIHjaM — HajYeCcTo o6acaM

AOAEKa cH IpebaM HU3 LIUIEPOT.

08.11.2010, 00:10
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Hoxku xo2a nomucaysam na cmwoyﬁucmso

BO TaKBH HOKH (KOTa IOMUCAYBAII) KOH e

fall IEKOAHO AOATH H GECMUCACHO BaKyyMH3HPAHH,
KOM Ce IIOHEKOTAIl THBKH, IIOHEKOram Oy4Hw,

KOM Ce CEKOTAII CAMOTHH U ITEKOAHO OCAMEHH:

3aTBOPU I'M CUTE IPO30PH, CUTE GAAKOHCKHU BPaTH.

HE OAM BO TOAACT AYPH H BO HajrOAEMa HYXKAQ:

TaMy € )KMACTOT U CEKOTall CIPEMHATA TOIIAA BOAQ.

HE OAM HH BO KyjHaTa (OTKaKO BeKe CH 3aTBOPHA CQ):
TaMy € pepHATa, TaMy ce HOKOBHUTE. (a MIMa M OTPOB

3a TAYBIIM.) BO HOKH KOTa [IOMHCAYBAlll Ha CAMOY6HCTBO
HATOYM CH cAHA AcOeaa (3aT0a e AOGPO WHILETO ceKoram
AA TH € IIPU PaKa, a He BO KyjHATa), 3allaAl CH LIUrapa
(I/IAI/I CBeKa, BA)KHO HEILTO Ad 3aHaAI/IH1) HO HEMOj

Aa ce maauI ce6e: KakBa KOPHCT

aKO HHKOj HEe MOXE AQ TH IO HMACHTUHUKYBA

TPYNOT? IYIUTH CU My3HKa KOja Te HEPBHpPA: K MUCAH
Ha THEBOT, OCTAaBHU IO A2 IIPCHE HU3 Tebe

1 136Ayj IO AO IOCACAHATA KAIIKa. HO

04yj Bo cebe: HeMa PE3OH Aa ja yKauikam cobara
(KAO3ETOT M IPO3OPLHTE TH Ce 3a0pPAHETH 30HH).
AOAEKa 0Ba o YuTaul (TH AaTEHTEH camoy6uerty!) cranu
M [I0YCIIIaj CE. ¥ HOMUCAU ACKA HEMAIL XUBOTHO
OCHIypyBatbe. OTKAKO K€ IOMUCAHII ACKA HUKOj HeMa
Aa ce 0Qajar 0A TBOjaTa CMPT, HATOYH CH.

yute eAHa Acbeaa. MoxkeOU Toral Ke MOMHCAUIIL:
HEILTO. CECAHO IITO. MOKEOH Ke ja IOMHCAHII MUCAATA
KOja KOHEYHO K€ Te AOTEIA. OHAa KOja OTCEKOTALI

camo Tebe Te YeKaAa. ¥ Koja HUeAHa 00AyKIja

HEMa A2 MOKE A2 ja O3HAYH KaKO IPHYHHA 32 CMPT.

(3a MOBOAMTE M OHAaKa PETKO KOj Pa3MHCAYBa.)

31.05.2011, 00:28
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2Keden, newncen

TOTALll, CONUPAM 324 3aBECATA.

TyKa He CyM AOMa, TYKa HHKOj

He Me IT03HaBa. KOTra Ke ce CeITHaM

BO CHMIITA IOAHH 60AHY 60M U MUpHCH:

KOTa Ke Ce CeTHAM CPeAC YAULIA, Hebape

3ary6eH Ha acpaATOT. TOral, 3aCTaHyBaM.

U Ce OTACAYBaM HAOKOAY, Ce 00SHpaM Kako

3AMB OA YCHA XaDMOHHKA AYBHAT KOH SHA.

CHTE CBOM MHHATH IPyOOCTH I 1yBCTBYBaM.

U MOAYAM, 3aLITO BEKE HEMaM KOMY AQ Ce H3BUHAM.
Torai 61 TPrHaA: 10 BOAU U acPaAT U OETOH, Kaae
OHAO, CAMO AQ CTHTHAM. HajAAACKY OA cebe,

BAKOB HAT)KCH U HEXXEH. AOIIUP HA U3APACKAH

IIPCT BP3 XKML} OA THTapa. Tpeba A2 I'i cKpaTam
HOKTHTE. T OAPaB SHAOBHTE HU3 CUTE HAIIAACTCHH
0OM. MAATEPOT HeMa BKYC Ha 3€Mja. MAATCPOT HEMA
BKYC. BOAAQTA € AAAEKY. KAKO 9YBCTBOTO ACKA KHUBEAM
co Tebe, He caM. M AOXKAOT IIPECTaHA. KaKO My3HKa
BO bap Ha 3aTBOparbe. HOHEKOTall ja A0buBam
IIOCACAHATA [THjadKa. APYITIAT, IO rpebaM acPaAToT.
COIMpaM 324 3aBecara. TOTall. U cera. 30yHeT

OA TOACMHHATA Ha I1a3aPOT, OA HETOBUTE NTAHAl'YPCKU
AVIMEHSHU. OA CUTE THE U3MEIIAHU MUPUCH, MUPYAUH
3a HEMHPHA AyILI, TPEIIETH TI0 HOBU OKCAHH. OA CETO
TOQ. U OA SKEATA LITO MU BUE HU3 TPKAAHOT. Hebape
MaATep CyM IIAACTEA BO cebe. JKEACH CyM. U HEXKCH.

25.01.2012, 02:17
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* % %

3HACII AcKa HOKTa Ke OHAe AOATA.

3HACII YILTE IIPEA IOAHOK.

IIOIYCTO Pa3MHCAYBALI 32 KPajoT

Ha HOKTa; HULITO HE 3aBPLIyBa

KOTa K€ TH CKAOITHII OYHUTE.

rAaBaTa TU ¢ HCMUPHA, IPCTUTE

0M TH IUILIYBAAE [IOE3HjA. HAU

€AHO AOATO ITHCMO. 6u Tpebaro

Aa gmraus; 6u Tpe6aso Aa cu

ja IIPETOYMII AYIIATA HU3 TAACOT.

a CaMO HOBU KPATKH TOYHIL: OTHEHH
ja3ULIM OA CIIOMEHH, KOU TOPAT CaMo

HU3 CCKaBambEeTO. HE U HU3 TPKAAHOT;
3aIITO AMIICLI HCIIPEKHUHATO, 3AIUTO
300poBHTE Te U30CTHYBaaT; COOABETHA
Ka3Ha 3a CUTE TBOU 3a00paBarba. U 3a CUTE
AOCETAlIHY HAMEPHU M HCHAMEPHH
3A0ymoTpeOH Ha 300pOBUTE; IOTPYAU CE
Aa UM OHACII HCKPEH COTOBOPHHUK,
CEKOTAILL 3HACII ACKA HULITO He 3aBPLIYBa
KOTa K€ ja 3aTBOPHIL yCTaTa: IIOTOKOT
MHCAH TIOCTOjaHO IIAABU. U PacHE. U
HaHECYBa OCTATOLM OA TPAHKH U
COHYEBH 3DaLiy. KAKO KOTa TOHEKOTall
COHyBAIIl. HAU KOT'a TAMY HEKaAe
AA260KO BO cebe IAQYEII. U ce CMEel.

11.02.2012, 00:20
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CMpmma uma xoca 00 MOPCKd mpesa

BO ITOCAEAHO BpeMeE

4ECTO IOMHUCAYBAM A€Ka K€ yMpaM

HaOpry. TUBKO. 3aTOA HA CHTE UM BEAAM

A€Ka Ke XXUBeaM 0apeM YILTe [IeAeCeT TOAUHH.
CAQTKM U3MaMU KOU HUKOTO HEMA AQ ITOBPEAAT.

BO ITOCAEAHO BpeMeE

4ECTO IIOMUCAYBAM AAAH A CH ja icEdaM

KOCaTa. OACAHAIIL Y€CTO CE TACAAM BO CAaHAAK

€O MeKa IT0CTaBa Co 6oja HA TEYHO CTAPO 3AATO.

I1a TIOMUCAYBaM AQAHM Ha MUAMTE Ke UM 61Aam yOaB MPTOBEII.

3aT0a, HOKUITHTE TH YyBaM
IITO IOAAACKY OA AODAT, YLITE TOAAACKY

0A MHCAMTE. KOTa BeKe K& YMHpPaM, HeKa M€ TAKOB:

O KOCa, o Opaaa, KAKO CHMHAT OA HKOHA. HAU KaKO
TYKYILITO TPIHAT OA IIAHK. HABUCTHHA, HEMA FOAEMA PA3AHKA.

BO ITOCACAHO BpeME

HC ITIOMHCAYBaM Ha HUIITO HOCCGHO. AOBOAHO MU €

IITO IMOHCKOrall MpECIMBaAM. HC COHYBaM. MC 6yAaT IITULIH.
HCMa Ayfe BO MOHMTC COHHMIITA: CAMO ITOBPIINHH U IPOCTOPH:
M€ Y€KaaT CO HETPICHHUEC, Ad 3aUT'PAME BCCCA TAHIL CO CMPTTA.

BO ITOCACAHO BpeME

HaBHCTHHA IIOMHCAYBaM ACKa OBa € IIOCACAHO

BpCEMC. CMPTTaA € y6aBa JKCHA CO ITPOAOPHHU OYH H

AAQHKH ITPETCHKH 32 MOj BKYC. HMa KOCa OA MOpPCKa TpEBa,

HMa AOIIMPH OA AATH. MUPHCA Ha J)KCHA KOja OTCCKOoram cym ja IIO3HaBAaA.

08.11.2010, 02:10
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Ti tu spis

ti tu spis, potem ko nehas

s pisanjem, a, o¢i? me vprasa moja mlajsa héerka,
medtem ko hodi okrog postelje.

kot knjizevni kritik v in§pekciji. ali kot

otrok brez kakrsnihkoli zlih namenov (kar je velika razlika,
vem). vseeno je bila misel, ki mi jo je takrat dala,

ostra in me je zmedla pri oblac¢enju: a bom lahko,

sem se vprasal, neusmiljen do sebe in sveta,

ko bom naslednji¢ sedel k pisanju? (vseeno,

kdaj bo to: zdaj sem se zapletel v hlace.)

bom lahko ne mislil na to, da ona

poslusa, kako moji prsti toléejo po ¢rkah,

preden zaspi, in verjetno misli, da sem tudi pred belino
vedno nezen in topel kot z njo. moja héerka,

ki se bo morala kmalu sooditi s surovostjo resnice.

da bi se potem naucila (vseeno kdaj: jaz $e danes

mislim, da se $e vedno u¢im), da je neusmiljenost do sebe
najbolj$a pot k usmiljenju do sveta: jaz tu

véasih spim — najveckrat bedim,

medtem ko si praskam po jetrih.

08.11.2010, 00:10
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Noéi, ko pomislis na samomor

v tak$nih noceh (ko pomislis), ki so

prav peklensko dolge in nesmiselno izpraznjene,

ki so véasih tihe, v¢asih hrupne,

ki so vedno samotne in peklensko osamljene:

zapri vsa okna, vsa balkonska vrata.

ne hodi na strani$ce, pa naj bo potreba se tako velika:
tam je britvica in vedno pripravljena topla voda.

ne hodi niti v kuhinjo (potem ko si Ze vse zaprl):

tam je pecica, tam so nozi. (pa tudi strup

za misi.) v noceh, ko pomisli§ na samomor,

si nato¢i enega postenega (zato je dobro, da ima$ steklenico vedno
pri roki, ne pa v kuhinji), prizgi si cigareto

(ali sveco, samo da nekaj prizges), ne

prizigaj pa sebe: kaj imas od tega,

e ne more nih¢e identificirati

tvojega trupla? nastavi si glasbo, ki te Zivcira: in misli
na gnev, pusti mu, da brizgne skozte,

in izbljuvaj ga do poslednje kaplje. toda

bljuvaj v sebi: nima smisla, da posvinjas sobo

(vece in okna so zate prepovedani coni).

medtem ko beres tole (ti, latentni samomorilec!), vstani
in se popraskaj. in pomisli, da nima3 zivljenjskega
zavarovanja. ko se bo§ domislil, da se nihée ne bo
okoristil s tvojo smrtjo, si nato¢i.

$e enega postenega. morda se bos$ takrat domislil:
necesa. ¢esar koli. morda se bo§ domislil misli,

ki te bo kon¢no pokopala. tiste, ki je od vedno
Cakala le nate. in ki je nobena obdukcija

ne bo mogla prikazati kot vzrok smrti.

(o povodih tako redkokdo razmiglja.)

31.05.2011, 00:28
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Zejen, nezen

tedaj, obstanem za zaveso.

tu nisem doma, tu me nihce

ne pozna. ko se zdrznem

v sanjah, polnih bolnih barv in vonjav:

ko se zdrznem sredi ulice, kot

izgubljen na asfaltu. tedaj, obstanem.

in pogledam naokoli, ozrem se kot

dih orglic, izpihnjen proti zidu.

vse svoje bivse grobosti za¢utim.

in moldim, ker se nimam ve¢ komu opraviditi.
tedaj bi $el: po vodi in asfaltu in betonu, kamor
koli, samo da pridem. najdlje od sebe,

tako otozen in nezen. dotik razrezanega

prsta na kitarski struni. postrici si moram
nohte. odrl sem zidove skozi vse naplastene
barve. malta nima okusa po zemlji. malta nima
okusa. voda je dale¢. kot ob¢utek, da zZivim

s tabo, ne sam. tudi deZ je ponehal. kot glasba
v baru pred zapiranjem. véasih dobim

zadnjo pijaco. drugi¢, drgnem asfalt.

obstanem za zaveso. tedaj. in zdaj. zmeden

od velikosti trga, od njegovih sejemskih
razseznosti. od vseh teh premesanih vonjav, diSav
za nemirno duso, trepetanj za novimi oceani. od vsega
tega. in od Zeje, ki tuli skozi moje grlo. kot da
bi plastil malto vase. Zejen sem. in neZen.

25.01.2012, 02:17
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ves, da bo no¢ dolga.

ves $e pred polnodjo.

zaman razmislja$ o koncu

nodi; ni¢ se ne konca,

ko zapres odi.

tvoja glava je nemirna, tvoji prsti
bi pisali poezijo. ali

kaksno dolgo pismo. moral bi
brati; moral bi

preliti svojo duso v glas.

pa si naliva$ le nove kratke: ognjeni
jeziki spominov, ki gorijo samo

v obujanju. ne pa tudi v grlu;

ker diha$ prekinjeno, ker

se te besede izogibajo; primerna
kazen za tvoje pozabe. in za vse
dosedanje namerne in nenamerne
zlorabe besed; potrudi se

postati njihov iskreni sogovornik,
vedno. ves, da se ni¢ ne konda,

ko zapres usta: potok

misli nenechno poplavlja. in raste. in
nanasa ostanke vejic in

son¢nih zarkov. kot takrat,

ko sanjas. ali ko tam nekje
globoko v sebi joces. in se smejes.

11.02.2012, 00:20
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Smrt z lasmi iz morske trave'

zadnje case

veckrat pomislim, da bom umtl

kmalu. tiho. zato vsem pravim

da bom Zivel $e najmanj petdeset let.

sladke prevare, ki ne bodo nikogar prizadele.

zadnje case

veckrat pomislim, da bi si postrigel

lase. naenkrat. veckrat se vidim v krsti

z mehko podlogo v barvi tekocega starega zlata.
in razmisljam, ali bom svojim dragim lep mrli¢.

zato hranim $karje

¢im dlje od dosega rok, se dlje

od misli. ¢e bom Ze umrl, naj bom tak:

z lasmi, z brado, kot snet z ikone. ali kot

pravkar odmaknjen od $anka. res, ni velike razlike.

zadnje case

ne razmi§ljam o ¢em posebnem. dovolj mi je

da vcasih prespim. ne sanjam. budijo me ptice.

ni ljudi v mojih sanjah: samo povrsine in prostori:
¢akajo me nestrpno, da zaple$emo veseli ples s smrtjo.

zadnje case

res pomislim, da je to poslednji

¢as. smrt je lepotica s prodornimi oémi in

dlanmi, pretankimi za moj okus. ima lase iz morske trave,
ima dotike iz alg. disi po Zenski, ki sem jo vselej poznal.

08.11.2010, 02:10

Prevedla Namita Subiotto

! Prevod pesmi objavljen v: Igor Isakovski: z bliskov in ognja (izbrane pesmi). Izbrala in
prevedla Namita Subiotto. Ljubljana, KUD Apokalipsa, 2011, Zbirka Frakeal, str. 85-86.
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You Sleep Here...

you sleep here after you finish

writing, right, daddy? that’s how she asks me,

while strolling around the bed, my younger daughter.

like a literary critic in an inspection. or like a

child with no hidden thoughts (which is a big difference,

i know). however, the thought she gave me then

was sharp and distracted me while dressing: would i

be able, i asked myself, to be merciless toward myself

and the world when 1'll be writing next time? (whenever

it may be: now, i mingled up in my trousers.)

would i be able not to think that she listens

my fingers clicking over the letters while she falls asleep,
and most likely thinks that in front of the whiteness

i am always gentle and warm like i am with her. my daughter,
which will have to confront the cruelty of truth.

so she'd be able to learn (whenever it would be: even today, i
think i'm still learning) — the mercilessness towards self is
the best way towards the mercy for the world: sometimes

i sleep here — most often i vigil

while i scrap my liver.

08.11.2010, 00:10
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Nights when You Think of a Suicide

in such nights (when you think of) that are

really hellishly long and senselessly vacuumed,

that are sometimes quiet, sometimes noisy,

that are always sole and hellishly alone:

close all the windows, all balcony doors.

do not go to the toilet even in a biggest need:

there is the razor and the always ready hot water.

do not go to the kitchen, either (after you've closed everything):
there is the oven, there are the knives. (and a rat

poison, too.) at nights when you think of a suicide

pour yourself a fat one (that’s why it’s good to keep the bottle
always by hand, not in the kitchen), light a cigarette

(or a candle, just burn something) but do not

put yourself on fire: what's the use

if no one would be able to identify

your corpse? play music that annoys you: and think

of anger, let it burst through you

and belch it till the last drop. but

vomit within yourself: it makes no sense to mess up the room
(toilet and windows are forbidden zones).

while you read this (you latent suicide!) get up

and scratch yourself. after you'd think that no one wont

get greasy from your death, pour to yourself.

another fat one. maybe then you'll think:

something. anything. maybe you'll think the thought

that will finally kill you. that no autopsy

will be able to mark as a reason for death.

(rarely anyone thinks of motives, anyhow.)

31.05.2011, 00:28

Translated by the author
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Thirsty, Gentle

at that moment, i stop behind the curtain.

this is not my home, nobody knows

me here. when i wince in my dreams,

full of sick colours and scents:

when i wince in the middle of the street

like i were lost on the asphalt. at that moment

i stop and look around, i glance like

harmonica’s breath, blown out to the wall.

i feel all of my past brutalities.

and i keep silent, because there is no one left to apologize to.
at that moment i'd walk: on the water and asphalt and concrete,
wherever, only to arrive. the farthest from myself,

so gloomy and gentle. a touch of a slit

finger on a guitar string. i must cut

my fingernails. i've scaled the walls through all the layers

of paint. mortar doesn’t taste like ground. mortar has

no taste. water is far away. like a feeling of living

with you, not alone. the rain has faded out, as well.

like the music in a closing bar. i sometimes get

the last drink. other times i rub asphalt.

i stop behind a curtain. then. and now. confused

by the size of the square, by its market

dimensions. by all those combined scents, fragrances

for a restless soul, those quivers for new oceans. by

all of it. and by the thirst that winds through my throat.

like i were laying mortar into myself. i am thirsty. and gentle.

25.01.2012, 02:17
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you know it’s going to be a long night.

you know it even before midnight.

vainly, youre thinking about the end

of night; nothing comes to an end

when you close your eyes.

your head is restless, your fingers

would write poetry. or

a long letter. you should

read; you should

pour your soul through your voice.

but you just keep pouring yourself shot after shot: fiery
tongues of memories that only burn

through reminiscence. but not through the throat;
because your breaths are cut off, because

words are avoiding you; a suitable

punishment for all of your oblivions. And for all
of your previous, intentional and unintentional
abuse of words; try to become

their sincere interlocutor,

always. you know that nothing comes to an end
when you close your mouth: the stream

of thoughts overflows constantly. and grows. and
piles up the remains of twigs and

sun rays. like

when you dream. or cry deep down inside. and laugh.

11.02.2012, 00:20

Translated by Aleksandra Kocmut
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The Death Has a Hair of Seaweed

lately

i often think 7'l die

soon. quietly. hence i tell everybody
that {'ll live for at least fifty more years.
sweet deceptions that will harm no one.

lately

i often think i should cut

my hair. all at once. i often see myself in a coffin

with soft lining colored in liquid old gold.

so i think whether i'd be a pretty corpse to my dear ones.

hence, i keep the scissors

as far as possible, even further

from thoughts. since I'll be dying, let me be as i am:

with hair, with beard, as if hung down from a fresco. or as if
just removed from a bar. really, there is no big difference.

lately

i don't think of anything in particular. it’s enough

that sometimes i sleepover. i don’t dream. birds awake me.

there are no people in my dreams: only surfaces and spaces:

they await for me eagerly, to have a joint joyful dance with the death.

lately

i really think this is the latest

time. the death is a beautiful woman with piercing eyes and
hands too thin for my taste. she has a hair of seaweed,

she has touches of algae. it smells of a woman i've always known.

08.11.2010 02:10

Translated by the author
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In the Antifa Zone

(excerpt from novel)

The scream of the chainsaw could be heard long before they entered the
antifa zone. Masculine voices shouted above the din. Pero and Ina went up
separately as they had the night before. Despite the events of the previous
night, she wasn’t ready to be with him yet, to be seen together as a couple
in the morning light. Plus whatever had been discovered in the cave in the
forest clearing had set the town on edge, had triggered an unusual flurry
of activity, a panicky energy out of character with the slow unfolding of a
warm market morning.

It was the third Saturday in June, the temperature still fairly mild but
getting warmer as the hours passed and the sun climbed higher up the
dome of sky. Though only a few minutes past ten, Ina spotted many of
her schoolmates walking or riding up the access road to the forest clearing
informally known as the antifa zone. Strangest of all at this early hour, on
this bright Saturday morning, a day when generally only women moved
about the town with their baskets and patterned shopping totes, were the
black-clad antifa boys roaring up the hill in a pack of scooters, some on
their own and others with the slender rounded backs of gitls slouched be-
hind them, silken hair flapping about their bare shoulders and soft cheeks.
Ina supposed they had dragged themselves out of bed because it was their
clubhouse, their zone, so naturally they would have a proprietary feeling
for whatever had been found up there.

The forest clearing extended some five or six meters between the clubhouse
and the opening of a deep hidden crevasse. A brawny local man in rough
soiled clothes directed the work around the perimeter. Several men sawed
away methodically at the bramble, at the young oak and alder branches that
obscured the entrance to the cavity as they reached up toward the sunlight
above the forest clearing. A couple of police cars stood waiting nearby, doors
lolling open, and, ominously, an ambulance as well. Clusters of observers
milled about, talking and smoking and watching, women holding their bas-
kets, men fumbling to unscrew tiny pewter flasks with calloused fingers.
The antifa boys slouched around in front of the clubhouse, off their scooters
now, disencumbered of their girls, offering each other cigarettes, fiddling
with Zippo lighters, feigning a lack of interest.

Ina noted several strangers in the gathering crowd. Three young people,
two men and one woman, stood by the container where the archeological
equipment, tarps and tools were stored. The young woman, who wiped her
cheeks repeatedly, seemed as if she were upset, crying even. Were it not for
the fact that the three were wearing some sort of protective clothing — pale
green coveralls and surgical masks pushed down from the mouths — they

would have looked like tourists. All three appeared a bit shell-shocked and



ERICA JOHNSON DEBELJAK - 19§

out-of-place, as if they had just stcumbled off a night train at their desti-
nation, blinking at the unfamiliar local sunlight. Ina presumed they were
members of the archeological team that was supposed to start digging in
the cave.

Two uniformed police officers squatted at the edge of the cavity, peering
down, waiting for the saws to fall silent, for the debris to be cleared. Ina
recognized, standing behind them, a tall plain-clothes cop named Suban, a
chief or detective, someone with authority. He was a tall, slightly bent, and
humorless man who the kids instinctively avoided not just because he was a
cop but because, in his gruff and melancholy manner, he seemed to see right
through them, to measure their mette, or usually lack of it, in an instant.
And the town loner was also present, a lean gray-haired icy-eyed German
with a lame right arm. Klaus Schultz. He had been Ina’s German language
teacher during the first year of high school though she didn’t have much to
do with him anymore. It was strange to see him up here now, hovering above
the perimeter of the hole, next to Suban, with Suban it seemed, waiting for
whatever was going to happen, whatever was going to be found.

As Ina sidled up to a couple of girlfriends from school, she noticed the two
ends of an aluminum ladder jutting out of the entrance to the cave, and a
bright green electrical cord flowing down the hole. Neither of those things
had been there the night before when she and Pero had laid down on the
tarpaulin. Or had they? They had noticed so little of their surroundings,
eventually being alert only to their own two bodies.

“It’s a dead boy,” Eva Fabiani whispered in Ina’s ear.

“A boy?” Ina turned her head sharply.

“Our age, I mean. Not a child. That's what they’re saying,” Eva explained.
Then she pointed to the young foreign-looking woman standing in front
of the container, the crying one. “She found him.”

“A skeleton?” Ina asked, confused. Didn’t archeologists dig for fossils and
bones? For old things, ancient things?

“No, stupid,” Eva said. “A boy like us. A real boy. A real body. That’'s what
the big deal’s all about.”

Ina turned around and scanned the faces of the young men in front of the
clubhouse, as if she were counting heads, checking to see who was missing.
A real boy, a real body. Ina’s gaze fell on Pero who stood among the antifa
boys, quiet and motionless, somehow apart from the others.

By this time, both of the uniformed policemen had lowered themselves
down into the hole. They were down there for a while, with Suban and
Schultz crouching at the top, calling down to them. It seemed they were
having some difficulty figuring out how to pull the body up from the cav-
ity. At first they tried to lower a stretcher from the ambulance down into
the hole but it proved too long and rigid to go down the narrow entryway,
even though most of the foliage had been cleared away. It would be much
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harder to maneuver it up with a heavy body on it. With all the fumbling
around, mistakes were probably being made from the standpoint of gath-
ering evidence, not least the destruction of the branches through which
the boy must have fallen, but such was the pressure to get the body out,
almost as if there was still some hope of reviving it, that nobody seemed
to care about anything else. Whispers circulated through the crowd that
it was too tall, too heavy, impossible to handle in the dark, that it was ut-
terly limp and lifeless, or alternatively stiff with rigor mortis, that it was
maimed, cut into pieces, decapitated.

Eventually with the help of most of the men present — the two young men
from the archeological team, the two foresters who had cut the trees away,
the ambulance driver, Suban and Schultz — a soft sling was fashioned from a
tarpaulin and some ropes found among the archeological team’s equipment.
Unseen by the onlookers, the body was placed into this makeshift sling and
hauled laboriously upward. One of the laborers stood on the aluminum lad-
der to keep the sling from tilting or upending altogether while also blocking
the body from bouncing roughly against the steep vertical walls. When the
sling finally emerged from the depths, Suban and Schultz pulled it up to the
surface, opened the tarpaulin on the ground, and arranged the young man’s
body carefully upon the plastic folds. Ina, her hand rising involuntarily to
her lips, realized that the tarp might well have been the same one that she
and Pero had laid on the night before. It was dark green, almost black, and
had been taken from the top of the pile. The dead boy lay in the same posi-
tion that she and Pero had, cave opening behind his head, feet pointed in
the direction of the antifa clubhouse.

Once the body was laid out, Suban stepped back and inspected it silently.
He had a studious expression on his face, as if what had been discovered was
not a corpse, but some ancient scroll or artifact that not only needed to be
deciphered and dated but also inspired a feeling of respect, of awe even. The
cluster of onlookers — unable to see the dead boy’s face clearly from their dis-
tance and angle of vision, and made even more curious by Suban’s attitude
of intense contemplation and by the sudden hush in the clearing and forest
all around — pressed anxiously forward toward the opening of the cave and
the prone figure laying in front of it. The special quality of the light, green
from the surrounding foliage and golden from the morning sun, cast the
whole scene in a magical sylvan aura, as if the clearing were illuminated from
above by an immense halo. There was a stillness and density to the scene that
made it seem momentarily more like a painting in a museum than reality.
What is it about the recent dead that excites everyone so much, Ina won-
dered, though she felt unaccountably excited herself. She had, paradoxically,
the feeling one has when spotting not the presence of unexpected death, but
rather that of unexpected life: a fox or a stag in the forest. That moment of
rapture, the stoppage of time, the miracle when the animal’s wild eyes meet
yours, that fleeting connection with something alien, and then ic’s gone.
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Antifa cona
(odlomek iz romana)

Vrescanje motorne zage je bilo slisati Ze dale¢ pred prihodom v antifa cono.
Skozi trus¢ se je razlegalo kricanje moskih. Pero in Ina sta prisla gor vsak
posebej, tako kot sino¢i, najprej on v prastarem ocetovem spacku, ona pa,
potem ko si je oplaknila obraz in se oblekla, na stari vespi svojega brata.
Kljub dogodkom prej$nje noci $e ni bila pripravljena, da bi bila z njim, da
bi ju ob belem dnevu videli skupaj kot par. Poleg tega pa je tisto, kar so
odkrili v breznu, postavilo vse mesto na prezo, sprozilo je vrvez dejavnosti,
ustvarilo nenavadno energijo, ki je bila povsem neskladna z lagodnim raz-
grinjanjem toplega sobotnega jutra.

Bila je tretja sobota v juniju, vro¢ina je bila $e zmeraj dokaj blaga, a je z mi-
nevanjem ur in vzpenjanjem sonca po kupoli neba vse bolj rasla. Manjkali
so Se natanko trije dnevi do konca $ole in poletja, do svobode, dolgih juter
v postelji in pocitnic ob morju. A ¢eprav je bil konec tedna in je bila ura
zgodnja, komaj nekaj minut ez deset, je Ina opazila ve¢ sosolcev, kako po
cesti pesacijo ali kolesarijo proti gozdni jasi, ki so ji rekli antifa cona. Ob
tej zgodnji uri, v svetlem sobotnem jutru, na dan, ko so po mestu navadno
hodile le Zenske s ko$arami ali z vzorcastimi cekarji v rokah, so bili e naj-
bolj nenavadni v ¢rno obleceni antifajevci, ki so v hrib rjoveli na skuterjih,
nekateri sami, nekateri z dekleti, zgrbljenimi zadaj, da so jim svileni lasje
plapolali okoli golih ramen in mehkih lic. Ina si je lahko predstavljala, da
so se skobacali iz postelj tako zgodaj zato, ker je $lo za njihov klub, njihovo
cono, tako da so seveda gojili zas¢itniska Custva do tistega — karkoli je ze
bilo —, kar je nekdo nasel tam zgoraj.

Gozdna jasa se je raztezala kakih pet ali $est metrov od kluba do ustja bre-
zna. Delo je usmerjal misi¢ast domacin v grobi, umazani obleki, Ina ga je
prepoznala kot ob¢asnega delavca pri njenem ocetu. Ve¢ moz je sistematic-
no zagalo robidovje ter mlade hrastove in jelSeve veje, ki so zastirale vhod
v votlino. V blizini je stalo nekaj policijskih avtomobilov z odprtimi vrati,
zlovesée pa tudi resevalni avto. Naokrog so postopale grucice opazovalcev,
ki so klepetali in kadili in pogledovali, Zenske s kosarami v rokah in moski,
ki so z zuljavimi prsti od¢epili cinaste Cutarice. Antifajevci so sestopili s
skuterjev, raztovorili so dekleta, zdaj pa so posedali pred klubom in si po-
nujali cigarete, kresali vZigalnike in hlinili popolno brezbriznost.

Ina je v zbrani mnoZici opazila tudi neznane obraze. Trije mladi, dva mo-
ska in Zenska, so stali poleg zabojnika, v katerem so bili shranjeni arheolo-
$ka oprema, Sotorke in orodje. Zenska, ki si je veckrat obrisala lica, je bila
videti razburjena, morda je celo jokala. Ce ne bi vsi trije nosili nekaksnih
za$¢itnih oblek — bledo zelenih kombinezonov in kirurskih mask, ki so
si jih zdaj z ust potegnili pod brado — bi bili videti kot turisti. Vsi trije
so se zdeli nekako v Soku in na napaénem kraju, kot da bi bili pravkar
na konénem cilju izstopili iz no¢nega vlaka in zdaj mezikali v nedomace
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lokalno sonce. Ina je domnevala, da so ¢lani arheoloske ekipe, ki naj bi
zalela kopati v jami.

Dva policista v uniformi sta ¢epela ob robu brezna in kukala dol, ¢akala
sta, da Zage potihnejo, da se vejevje odstrani. Ina je za njihovimi hrbdi
prepoznala policista v civilu, ki se je pisal Suban, in$pekrorja ali detektiva,
moza z avtoriteto. Bil je visok, rahlo sklju¢en mozakar brez nasmeska, ki so
se mu fantje nagonsko izogibali — ne samo zato, ker je bil policist, temve¢
predvsem zato, ker se je zdelo, kot da jih s svojim mrkim in melanholi¢-
nim pogledom kadarkoli skoz in skoz spregleda, kot da lahko v trenutku
premeri, koliko jih je zares v hlatah. Ze veckrat je bil na njihovi $oli, na-
vadno v spremstvu enega od svojih moz. Neko¢ je celo zalotil nekoga, ki
je v bliznji ulici prodajal hasis, porinil ga je ob zid, pritisnil obraz ¢isto k
fantovemu, glasno krical nanj, ga stresal. Ina se je tega dobro spominjala,
vse tiste grobijanske nasilnosti, nenadnega vala vznemirjenja, ki je zajelo
vse, a nazadnje je Suban fanta vendarle izpustil.

Tam je bil tudi vaski samotar, mrsavi, sivolasi Nemec ledenih o¢i s hromo
desno roko, Klaus Schulz. Bil je Inin ucitelj nems¢ine v prvem letniku
srednje $ole, a danes ga ni ve¢ kaj dosti videvala. Tu pa tam ga je opazila,
kako pije kavo v lokalu, kamor je rada zahajala s prijateljicami, kako bere
Casopis ali pa tava po ulicah, navadno sam, izgubljen v lastnem svetu, ki ni
docela vgrajen v njihovega. Bilo je ¢udno, da ga zdaj vidi tukaj, nad obo-
dom brezna, poleg Subana, zdelo se je celo, da sta skupaj, kot da ¢akata,
kaj se bo zgodilo, kaj bodo nasli.

Ina se je pridruzila prijateljicama, soSolkama; opazila je konca aluminijaste
lestve, ki sta $trlela iz jame, in svetlo zelen elektri¢ni kabel, ki se je spuscal
v luknjo. Prejsnji vecer, ko sta s Perom legla na Sotorko, ni bilo tukaj ne
enega ne drugega. Ali pa¢? Okolice se nista kaj dosti zavedala, navsezadnje
sta bila pozorna le na lastni telesi.

»Neki mrtev fant je,« je Ini na uho zadepetala Eva Fabiani.

»Fant’« je Ina ostro zasukala glavo.

»Nasih let, mislim. Ni otrok. Tako pravijo,« je pojasnila Eva. Potem je
pokazala mlado Zensko tujega videza, ki je stala pred zabojnikom, tisto
objokano. »Ona ga je nasla.«

»Okostnjaka?« je vprasala Ina, ki je bila zmedena. Kaj arheologi ne izkopa-
vajo fosilov in kosti? Starih stvari, prastarih?

»Ne, trapa,« je dejala Eva. »Pravi fant. Pravo truplo. Zato je tak cirkus.«
Ina se je zasukala in preletela obraze mladenicev pred klubom, kot da jih pre-
$teva, ¢e kdo manjka. Pravi fant, pravo truplo. Ina se je zastrmela v Pera, ki je
stal med antifajevci, tih in negiben, lo¢en od drugih, zamisljen.

Zdaj sta se ze oba uniformirana policista spustila v jamo. Nekaj ¢asa sta bila
tam spodaj, Suban in Schultz pa sta éepela ob robu in klicala dol. Zdelo se
je, kot da se ne morejo odloditi, kako naj truplo dvignejo iz votline. Sprva
so skusali vanjo spustiti nosila iz reSevalnega avta, a so bila predolga in pre-
toga, da bi $la skozi ozki vhod v jamo, ¢eprav so vecino rastlinja odstranili.
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Se dosti teze bi jih bilo potem spraviti ven z natovorjenim tezkim truplom.
Pri vsem tistem Sarjenju po okolici so gotovo naredili tudi kako forenzi¢no
napako, navsezadnje so unicili veje, skozi katere je verjetno padel fant, toda
v zraku je bil tak pritisk, da ga je treba spraviti na plano, kot da je $e zmeraj
kaksno upanje, da bi ga lahko ozivili, in zdelo se je, da nikogar ne briga
za kaj dosti drugega. Med mnozico je krozil $epet, da je truplo preveliko,
pretezko, da ga je nemogoce premikati v temi, da je povsem mlahavo in
brez Zivljenja oziroma da je povsem trdo zaradi mrtvaske okorelosti, da je
izmalic¢eno, razsekano na koscke, obglavljeno.

Nazadnje so s pomodjo vecine navzocih moz — obeh mladenicev iz arheolo-
ske ekipe, gozdarjev, ki so klestili gos¢avo, voznika resevalnega avta, Subana
in Schultza — izdelali mehko nihalko iz $otorskega krila in vrvi, ki so jih
nasli med opremo arheoloske ekipe. Truplo so brez radovednih o¢i gledalcev
polozili v to improvizirano dvigalo in ga zaceli mukotrpno vle¢i navzgor.
Eden od gozdarjev je stal na aluminijasti lestvi in si prizadeval prepreciti, da
bi se gugalnica preve¢ nagnila ali pregrobo butnila ob strme, navpi¢ne stene.
Ko se je dvigalo nazadnje pojavilo iz globine, sta Schultz in Suban tovor
potegnila na povsje. Suban je $otorsko krilo razgrnil po tleh in mladenice-
vo truplo skrbno poravnal. Ina, ki se ji je roka nehote dvignila k ustom, je
spoznala, da bi Sotorsko krilo prav lahko bilo natanko tisto, na katerem sta
prejsnjo no¢ lezala s Perom. Bilo je temno zeleno, skoraj ¢rno, in vzeli so ga
z vtha kupa. Mrtvi fant je lezal v enakem polozaju kot Pero in ona, brezno
je bilo za njegovo glavo, noge pa obrnjene proti klubu antifajevcev.

Ko je bilo truplo enkrat poravnano, je Suban stopil korak nazaj in si ga
molée ogledoval. Na obrazu je imel zamisljen izraz, kot da pred njim ni
truplo, temve¢ nekaksen starodaven rokopisni zvitek ali arcefake, ki ga ni
treba le razvozlati in mu doloditi starost, temveé vzbuja tudi strahosposto-
vanje. Gruda opazovalcev — ki s svoje oddaljenosti in zornega kota ni mogla
jasno videti fantovega obraza in je postala Se radovednejsa zaradi Subano-
vega zbranega premisljevanja ter nenavadne tiSine na jasi in v okoliskem
gozdu — je neucakano pritisnila naprej proti breznu in iztegnjeni postavi,
ki je lezala pred njo. Posebna svetloba, z zelenilom okoliskega listja in po-
zlato jutranjega sonca, je dajala celotnemu prizoru ¢arobno gozdno avro,
kot da jaso od zgoraj osvetljuje velikanska svetilka. Na prizoru je bilo nekaj
tiste umirjenosti in gostote, zaradi katere se je za hip zdel bolj podoben
muzejski sliki kot stvarnosti. Le kaj je na ljudeh, ki so nedavno umrli, da se
vsi tako vznemirijo, je ugibala Ina, ¢eprav je tudi sama Cutila nerazlozljivo
razburjenost. Presenetljivo je imela obcutek, kakrsnega ima ¢lovek, kadar
naleti ne na nepri¢akovano smrt, temve¢ na nekaj nepricakovano Zivega:
na lisico ali jelena v gozdu. Ta trenutek zamaknjenosti, zaustavljenosti ¢asa,
¢udeza, ko se divje odi zivali srecajo s tvojimi, tiste bezne povezave z ne¢im
tujim, in potem je kar naenkrat vse mimo.

Prevedel Andrej E. Skubic
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LIlcaim

Hsxodt vy oTy4dn aa aeTum.

M nocean HU Ha 9Y>KAO MSCTO.
U B rppaaTa HM HACHIIBA ILSCBK.
W B mpaxTa HU Kapa A3 ITbA3HM.

Hsxoii Hu e cTucHaA KaTo B AAaH.
U B aiiuero Ha chHS HU CbCKa.

M xpuaara HU B 3apOAMII KbCa.
Cmyue OT KbATBKA HU (€3 CBSH.

Hiixoit Hu BkomaBa mpes HoTA.
W MbA9MM 32pOBEHU AO LUHSL.
Peske oT AymnTe HE ¢ OM9IKHAL.
ToAu HuU paspaBsi cyTpHHTA.

Hsxoit npusemu HUu A0 €AUH.

bue ¢ uyx ABpBOTO Ha XHBOTA.
U cp6apst ITHYETO € THESAOTO.
W Hosere My 3aBHHTBA C BUHT.

Koii ce pasnopesxxaa B Tost soom?
Koii BppayBa B TBosiTa rpapmHa?
Tocrmoan, ocrana 6e3 Poanna.
U 6e3 ceme TBoiiTO MoTEKAO.

ToakoBa Ay, a HsIMa AyX.
Hsma usxoa, Hama ounienue.
Beunoro aerene e criacenue —
0elle rpemKa KallaHeTo TYK.

OHsw, KOATO IIBPBHU TE IIPE3PSI,
HUIIUAT, C KOTOTO CH TAATOAMIIL,
HETO yTpe 32 AI0OOB IIe MOAMIIL,
oM A0 Hac, CracuTealo, onps.
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Tocrednusam wosex

IMocaeAHUST YOBEK BBPBH KM HAC.
Bes noa. bes bubaus. bes sname.
Tott wama ume. Hama raac. M mamer.

HOCACAHI/IHT YOBCK HC HCKa BAACT.

ITocaeAHUAT YOBEK HE UCKA BAACT.

He ce yemuxsa. Huro nu ce cppan.

He uysctBa ctpax. M crya. M Hama rpaea.
IMocaeAHUST YOBEK BbPBH KbM HAC.

ITocaeAHUSAT YOBEK BHPBU K'bM Hac.
BbpBH 40BeK, a BUXKAAII — TOAQ KYKAQ.
Bopsu 6e3 cpam. Bepsu — 1 cu nuyxka.
ITocAeAHUSAT 9OBEK HE HCKA BAACT.

TTocaeaHuAT 4OBEK He MCKa BAACT.
ITocaeAHHAT € IBPBH MEXAY PaBHH.
ITocaeAHUAT 4OBEK € TYK OTAABHA.
ITocaeaHUAT € TBPBH MEXAY HaC.

[TocAeAHUAT € ITBPBU MEXAY Hac.

Yosek 6e3 poa. bes aercrBo. U 6es maiika.
Bopsu cpep Hac. BesuyscTBen Karo TaitHa.
TToCACAHUST YOBEK HE UCKA BAACT.

[TocAcAHUAT YOBEK HE MCKA BAACT.
SIae opexu, Mea U ABBUH AQTIaA.

A poxbara, KOSITO ¢ Hasamaa

¢ BpeMeTo, KoeTo belle B Hac.
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Ilpemponsane

Koraro y6uxa MoeTo Ky4e

As MbAYax

Korato oTpoBuxa Mosita KOTKa

A3 Mmbagax

Koraro 3akaaxa Mmoero metae

As MpbAgax

Koraro ymbprBHxa Broporo Mu A3
A3 sambAYax KaTo A0OpPO Apyrapye
U pocera mpaga.

Mpbava u xans.

Kade omaumam 2aacoseme uu...

I'sacoBeTe Ha MoeTHTE BpEMEHHO HSMAT KPHAA.
HsKycTBOTO € yAyIIeHa NITUIA, 3aXBBPACHA B KpaKaTa
Ha noeture. M Moske 61 Taka HY € THMCaHO —
HOTPeOHOCTTA OT U3KYCTBO Ce SBSIBA TAM, KBACTO
JKMBOTBT HE € TAKbB, KAKBBTO Tps{6Ba... Axo
H3KYCTBOTO € CypOraT Ha )XMBOTa, TO y HAC UMa
TOASIMO H IPOABAXKHUTEAHO ObActte. U me aofiae He
OT €CTECTBEHUSI TAAA, A OT €CTECTBEHATA c1<p1>6 Ha
ropckara nTMIa.

Cxapandsp

MosiTa MHCBA ACTH TPHIICET CBETAMHHH TOAMHU
us Tam.

U 1o Besika BEpOSITHOCT 1€ Me HaABHIKEE.
Moske 6u HuKOra Beue

HSIMA A2 CE€ CPCIIHEM C HEsl

TYK, Ha 3eMsTa.

U nsma aa Mora HuKora A2 pasbepa

KaKBO TOAKOBA ABATO

ca cu roBopuAH ¢ bora,

6e3 MeH.
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H3nosed na edn xown

IpeanounTam KaMIIHKA TPEA IO3AHTE.

Ho me BKapaxa B IBTSI
KaToO M€ OCCAAaxa.

Casana nedess

Hae casimaTa HeAEASL.

Homem 6poan us ropara,
roaa ¢ TAyTHHUIH becHee —
BBAILIM OAMDKAT H CHAraTa.

U ¢ Bpaummyre urpae,

U B TPEBUTE CE BBPIaASAT...
CreHar, BUKAT U Ce KasiT,
BHAT KaTO Ha yMPSIAO.

I'ocae Tiya kpait pexara,
MMAAHAAH AYIIH c136npa,

OCTpH ChPIIa CU B AyHATa,
TOYH B KPEMbKA CEKHUPA...

Xo0AHM Ha CMBPTTA HA TOCTH.
YepHu cpHUIIA 3aCsIBa,

IHe KPbB U TAO3Ta KOCTH.
JKbHe B TBMHOTO TUHTSBA...

ITaopoBeTe He onaOXKAa,
rpasUHap e 1 rpobap e...
AHreaure HAMAT KOXa,
HO AEp€ T KaTo spe.

Ayxa, BUAU AU KAHAHAO,
COA Ha KAAHHTE PasAaBa.
JKusure netau onssa.
U ru Becu Ha 6ecuao.

..Ho B Hebecnara nocreas
30pAeM ce 30paTa ce OyAn...
Vrpe casnara Hepeas
HHKOMH HsIMa Ad YIYAH.
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Psalm

Nékdo nas leteti odudi.

In na tuje mesto nas posaja.

In nam peska v grlo nasipava.

In v prahu nam telo pred njim polzi.

Nékdo nas kot v svojo pest mecka.
Zejno V jajcu sna nas izsesava.
Podlo krila nam v zarodku trga.
Brez sramu nam rumenjak sesa.

Nékdo nas ponoci zakoplje.
In mol¢imo, do vratu vkopani.
Duse s cirkularko nam mesari.

Zjutraj pa nas gole izkoplje.

Nékdo nas je ¢isto prizemljil.

Bije s kladivom drevo Zivljenja.
Drobno ptico z gnezdom vred razdira.
Noge ji bo z matico privil.

Kdo je v Tvojem domu gospodar?
Kdo po Tvojem vrtu divje ruje?
Bog, saj si ostal brez Domovine.
In pa brez semena Tvoj izvor.

Toliko je dus, nikjer duha.

Ni odis¢enja in ni izhodov.

Le v letenju veénem je resitev —
tu pristati hiba je bila.

Tisti, ki te prvi je preztl,

bednik, s komer zdaj se pogovarjas,
njega jutri za ljubezen prosis,

Ce si nas, Odresenik, uzrl.
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Poslednji élovek

Poslednji ¢lovek proti nam hiti.

Brez biblije. Brez prapora. Brez spola.
Imena nima. Ne glasu. Spomina.
Poslednji ¢lovek noce oblasti.

Posledniji ¢lovek noce oblasti.

Ne smeje se. A niti jezen ni.

Ne ¢uti straha. Mraza. Ni zgeckljiv.
Poslednji ¢lovek proti nam hiti.

Poslednji ¢lovek proti nam hiti.
Koraka ¢lovek, zdi se gola lutka.
Koraka brez sramu. In pozvizgava.
Poslednji ¢lovek noce oblasti.

Poslednji ¢lovek noce oblasti.
Poslednji — prvi med enakimi.
Posledniji ¢lovek tu od davnih dni.
Poslednji ¢lovek — prvi je med nami.

Poslednji ¢lovek — prvi je med nami.
Brez roda. Matere. In brez otro$tva.
Med nami stopa. Hladen kakor tajna.
Posledniji ¢lovek noce oblasti.

Poslednji ¢lovek noce oblasti.
Orehe jé in med, kislico Zvedi.
A ves pridelek, ki ga bo pomlatil,

je Cas, ki smo ga imeli v sebi.
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Prenasanje

Ko so ubili mojega psa

Sem molcal

Ko so zastrupili mojo macko
Sem moldcal

Ko so zaklali mojega petelincka
Sem molcal

Ko so omrtvili moj drugi Jaz
Sem zamolcal kot dober prijatel;
In Se sedaj molcim.

Mol¢im in grizem.

Kam odletajo nasi glasovi ...

Glasovi pesnikov so trenutno brez kril.
Umetnost je zadusena ptica, zalu¢ana v noge
pesnikov. In morda nam je tako usojeno —

da se potreba po umetnosti pojavi tam, kjer
7ivljenje ni taksno, kot bi moralo biti ... Ce je
umetnost nadomestek Zivljenja, tedaj ima pri nas
veliko in trajno prihodnost. In ne bo prisla

iz naravne lakote, pa¢ pa iz naravne zalosti
gozdne ptice.

Skafander

Moja misel leti trideset svetlobnih let
od Tam.

In po vsej verjetnosti me bo nadzivela.
Nemara se nikoli ve¢

ne bom srecal z njo

tu, na Zemlji.

In nikoli ne bom izvedel,

o ¢em sta se tako dolgo

pogovarjala z Bogom

brez mene.



RUMEN LEONIDOV - 209

Izpoved nekega konja

Raje imam bi¢ kot uzde.
A so me najprej osedlali,
$ele nato pognali.

Slepa nedelja

Bliza slepa se nedelja.

V mraku brodi skozi hosto,
s tropi vol¢jimi razsaja —
lizejo ji golo kozo.

In z volkuljami zaplese
in po travi se kotljajo ...
Cvilijo in se kesajo,
tulijo kot za umrle.

Potlej pa ob reki tece,
padle duse si nabira,

stp ostri si z bledo luno,
brusi s kvarcem si sekiro ...

Potlej pa $e smrt obisce
in zaseje ¢rne sanje,
kosti gloda in kri pije,

v temi Zanje encijane ...

Sadezev ne oplojuje,

je vrtnarka in grobarka ...
Angeli so vsi brez koze,

a odira jih kot kozle.

Piha, ¢e kadilo vidi,
zejnim dusam sol razdaja.
Zive kure pokopava

in obesa na vesala.

... A na postelji nebeski
morasto se zora zbuja ...
Jutri pa nedelja slepa
prav nikogar ne zacudi.

Prevedla Namita Subiotto



210 - RUMEN LEONIDOV

Psalm

Someone weaned us from flying.
And planted us on foreign land.

And he’s pouring sand in our throats.
And is making us crawl in the dust.

Someone’s got us clenched in hand.
And is hissing in the egg of our sleep.
And he’s tearing up our inchoate wings.
Sucking shamelessly from our yolk.

Someone digs us in at night.

And we keep quiet, buried up to our necks.
With a bucksaw, he’s cutting from our souls
He digs up our naked bodies in the morning.

Someone landed us, one by one.

And with a hammer, he’s beating the tree of life.
And he’s shaking down the nest and the bird in it.
And he’s tightening a screw on its feet.

Who's in charge in Thy home?

Who is raging in Thy garden?

God, you're left without a Country.
And there is no seed for Thy descent.

So many souls and yet no spirit.
No exit, no purification.
Eternal flying is salvation —
alighting here was a mistake.

He, who scorned you first,

the poor one with whom you're chatting,
tomorrow you'll be begging him for love
Since you, Savior, reduced to us.
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The Last Man

The last man is walking towards us.

Without a gender. Without a Bible. Without a flag.
He has no name. No voice. And no memory.

The last man doesn’t want power.

The last man doesn’t want power.

Doesn’t smile. Nor does he get mad.

He doesn’t feel fear. Nor cold. And he’s not ticklish.
The last man is walking towards us.

The last man is walking towards us
A man is walking, but what you see is a naked dummy.
He’s walking shamelessly. He’s walking and he’s cheeping.

The last man doesn’t want power.

The last man doesn’t want power.

The last is first among equals.

The last man has been here for so long.
The last is first among us.

The last is first among us.

A man without a family. Without a childhood. And without a mother.
He’s walking among us. Unfeeling like a secret.

The last man doesn’t want power.

The last man doesn’t want power.
He eats walnuts, honey, and he chews on dock leaf.
And the child, whom he has swallowed

is the time which was in us.
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Inurement

When they killed my dog

I kept silent

When they poisoned my cat

I kept silent

When they slaughtered my cockerel

I kept silent

When they destroyed my alter ego

I kept my mouth shut like a good buddy
And I still do.

I keep silent and I bite.

Where Do Our Voices Fly Off To...

The voices of the poets are temporarily without wings.
Art is a strangled bird, thrown at the feet

of the poets. And maybe it was meant to be —

The need of art appears where

life is not as it should be. If

art is a surrogate of life, then there is

great and lasting future in us. And it will come not
from the natural hunger, but from the natural grief of

the forest bird.

Space Suit

My thought has been flying for thirty light years
out There.

And it will most probably outlive me.

Maybe we'll never meet again

here on Earth.

And I will never be able to understand

What were they discussing for so long

with God up there,

without me.
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Confession of a Horse

I prefer the whip to the bridle.
But they brought me into line
When they saddled me.

Blind Sunday

Blind Sunday’s coming,.

At night, she’s walking through the forest,
naked, she’s raving with the packs —
wolves lick her figure.

And she’s playing with the she-wolves,
and they wallow in the grass...
Moaning, crying and repenting,
howling to the dead.

Then she runs along the river,
gathering fallen souls,

she sharpens her sickle into the moon,
she grinds her axe into the flint...

She goes to visit death.

She plants black dreams,

Drinks blood and gnaws at bones.
She reaps gentian in the dark.

She doesn’t fertilize the fruits.
She’s a gardener and a gravedigger.
Angels have no skin,

But she skins them like a goat.

She’s blowing, if she sees a float light,
She’s giving salt to the thirsty.
She mourns the living roosters.

And she hangs them on the gallows.

...But in the heavenly bedding
unwillingly the dawn awakens. ..
Tomorrow Blind Sunday

will astonish no one.

Translated by Ivan Landzhev
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New York I Love You, But You’re Bringing Me Down.
Listy do Bijou

26 marca

Droga Bijou,

byty$my z Agata u wrézki. Powiedziata mi, ze bed¢ miata 5 dzieci, za 3 lata
bed¢ mieszkaé w Kanadzie, mam zanieczyszczony piaty czakram, mam jesé
rano jabtko, dwa gryzy, reszt¢ moge wyrzucié, stabo? Zero $ciemy, same
konkrety.

D.

27 marca

Czes¢,

mam juz internet. Przyjechatam, i mimo ze jestem juz troch¢ weteranka
przelotéw klasa ekonomiczna, to ciagle prosty kilkuzwojowy umyst nie
radzi sobie z tg sytuacjq i nieodmiennie klasyfikuje jg do puli ,horoskopy,
UFO, zycie po zyciu”. Wchodzisz do teleportu, kupujesz parg géwien w
sferze wolnoctowej, akurat przeczytasz jaka$ ksiazke Zofii Natkowskiej, ja-
kas$ baba z krakowska sucha w papierze pewex w bagazu podrecznym rzuci
ci kilka oschlych spojrzed na temat twojego ubrania, odwiniesz z papierka
prince polo i ani szybko, ani powoli jeste§ w Nowym Jorku, t¢tniacym
betonowym labiryncie z bardzo malym fragmencikiem teflonowego nieba
symbolicznie majaczacym gdzie§ miedzy wiezowcami.

Czy to nie moze wydawac si¢ dziwne prostej dziewczynie z nie znowu tak
duzego paristwa w Europie Wschodniej, nawyklej do niskiej zabudowy i
architektury przybuddéwki? Juz tego dnia dwa kieliszki wina plus ogélny
niepokdj organizmu z powodu nieposzanowania zasady decorum jednos¢
miejsca i czasu doprowadzily mnie do stanu szczegélnie beznadziejnej po-
datnosci na grawitacje i tylko lezatam na kanapie dyszac, a w telewizji byt
akurat program ,learn to read” — nauka czytania. Kobieta w chryzantemie
na tbie siedzi i opowiada, jak wygladajq litery, podczas gdy na ekranie po-
jawiaja si¢ ich doskonate komputerowe symulacje, a wszystko to ma to
charakterystyczne buddyjskie tempo telewizji edukacyjnej. Myslatam, ze
musialam si¢ jako$ pomyli¢ i pare razy przeczytalam sobie napis ,learn
to read”, ale to nie bylo ani to stynne delirium tremens, ani ekstremalny
przypadek jetlagu, to byta rzeczywistos¢.

Swoja drogg uwazam, ze jetlag jako kompleks objawéw psycho i fizjolo wy-
nikajacych z wojny $wiatéw to potrafi by¢ naprawde cos: budzisz si¢ o 3.30
nad ranem kompletnie trzezwa, myslisz tylko o tym, by zarzuci¢ na szyje sa-
szetke z paszportem, karta euro 2000 i dziesiccioma dolarami na widokdwki,
a twoje nogi wykonujg ruchy fantomowe w kierunku drzwi, jednoczesnie
odmawiajac najdrobniejszej wspStpracy. Koriczy sie tak, ze thuczesz si¢ w dre-
sach po kompletnie ociemniatym i obumarlym Manhattanie razem z garstkq
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deklamujacych co$ w gluchy $wit bezdomnych i raz za razem fapiesz si¢ na
mydli ,,no patrz go, niby bezdomny, a méwi plynnie po angielsku”.

W ogéle Manhattan jako doskonaty obieg zamkniety ludzi picknych, mto-
dych i niekoniecznie picknych i mlodych, ale za to w duzej mierze bo-
gatych, ze swoim okruciedstwem wesolego miasteczka ,albo si¢ $miejesz,
albo wypierdalaj”, musi generowa¢ duzo odrzutu, duzo zawodnikéw rezer-
wowych z przetracona nézka. Jak zagubione bakterie paletaja si¢ bezdomni
i radykalni psychole, ktérym muzyka nie przeszkadza w taricu. Kultura
moéwienia do siebie 0s6b idacych ulicg jest tu w rozkwicie. Wszystko pedzi
i nikt na nic nie zwraca uwagi. Nie ma zbyt wyraznego podziatu na mar-
gines i wlasciwg strong rzeczywistosci, wszystko jest potencjalnym wlasci-
wym marginesem. Chaotyczna fala rozpedzonych jednostek, zawsze goto-
wa ci¢ wdeptaé pomiedzy rzygi, nadgryzione paczki i kubki ze Starbucksa.
Zdaje sig, jakby twdj los tu mégl rozsypad si¢ w ciagu minuty, spali¢ jak
gazeta. Zupelnie nie dziwi¢ si¢ ludziom, ktdrzy pedza ulica na rowerze
przebrani za Supermana, krzyczac do siebie, albo $pia pod metrem w stroju
kréla Murzyndw. Sg dni, ze czujesz, ze sama zaraz tak zrobisz albo péjdziesz
z jednym z tych grubych blondynéw w teniséwkach, co szykanuja ci¢ swie-
zo odbita na ksero biblia i spojrzeniem tak jasnym, ze az strasznym.
Kultura ludzi, ktérym nie do korica wyszto $rubuje wszelkie poziomy!!
Jakze rézni si¢ od stylistyki odrzutu spotecznego w pl, gdzie wylansowane
przez t¢ znang epoke $redniowiecze wartosci takie jak cierpienie, taknienie
kary i gorzki zal rzutuja na wszystko, poczawszy od architektury, przez
budowe zdania, a skoriczywszy na zebractwie miejskim, a zebrak to pét-
martwa natura z fioletowa noga bez stopy wystawiona z zaropiatych szmat
jak relikwia do catowania, a teraz zapta¢, ze wszystko mozna o tobie powie-
dzie¢, ale nie ze jeste$ mna!!

A tu kazdy wie, ze fajerwerk to podstawa wszelkiego zycia: przyjezdza na
samodzielnie skonstrowanych kétkach kolezka bez ndg i rak, wyjmuje gi-
tare, jednym kikutem loopuje bas, drugim uruchamia perkusj¢, potowa ust
gra na gitarze, a druga $piewa w tak beztrosko pickny sposéb, ze 300 oséb
czekajacych na metro milknie, chociaz kazdy tu drze mordg¢ dwadziescia
cztery ha. Inny przebierze si¢ za Statu¢ Wolnosci, jeszcze inny wyjebie z
trzymetrowym krzyzem na skrzyzowaniu i z wydrukowanym na drukarce
napisem JESUS bedzie prezyl dzigsta barwy ciemnej jarzgbiny w najbar-
dziej promienistych u$miechach jakie jest w stanie wygenerowaé otwér
gebowy ludzki, jednym stowem tutaj oni wiedzg jak si¢ zakrecié, catymi
gar§ciami czerpig inspiracjg z gospodarki wolnorynkowej i popkultury!
Zaraz potem byly $wicta. Posztam odwiedzi¢ mojego kolegg, kt6ry przezywat
akurat okres fascynacji niskq ceng win za 3 dolary i potem miatam kaca, i
nie moglam zblizy¢ nawet do ust zadnej z tych zakupionych na Greenpo-
incie sentymentalnych rewelacji kulinarnych, i zniszczytam cata $wigteczng
atmosfere, typiac na wszystkich spode tba swoimi oczami koloru najczystszej
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purpury. Ale byto bardzo eklektycznie: i plonace zajaczki, i makowiec, i ryba
po grecku, i ser tylzycki, i placek z marmelada z niezidentyfikowanych szczat-
kéw owocdw, i piesni zydowskie, i herbata zielona z puszki light, globalizacja
to zjawisko nie do przecenienia.

To miasto jest chore i doznaje si¢ tu tak ogluszajacej samotnosci, ze tak jak
w Polsce w ogdle juz mi si¢ nie chee z nikim gada¢, a tutaj jakie§ mecha-
nizmy obronne, terapia fabuta, jakby zamknicte raz przez nieuwage usta
mogly si¢ zatrzasna¢. Mam taki rodzaj zatrucia konwersacyjnego, kedre
moge poréwnal tylko z tym, jak spotkatam Ci¢ pod automatem z kawa
(a skérki po pomarariczach? Pasjami! Uwielbiam! Biore, wacham, przekta-
dam skérkami po bananach...).

W poniedziatek pojechaty$my z Agata na Brooklyn do fryzjera, bo ona do-
magata si¢ radykalnej odmiany losu poprzez radykalng odmiang wloséw, i
méwia, ze cheieé to méc, albo ze marzenia sig spetniaja — otéz nie zawsze.
Zaktad fryzjerski wyglada jak bric-a-brac i napad na Olimpie, wéréd réz-
nego luksusowego $miecia paleta si¢ z dziesigciu zwyrodnialcéw z takimi
kolezykami typu, ze jest koo $rednicy 10 cm i to jest wmontowane w ucho
w ten sposob, ze cate jest otoczone skdra. Moze to zwykla rzecz, tylko ja
jestem takq gumowa proteza Europejki z Europy Wsch. i nie mam pojecia
o najnowszych trendach w piercingu, ale przyprawia ten widok o podswia-
dome tortury i cheg krzyczeé: ludzie, nie rébcie tego, $wiat bedzie lepszy!
Byto tez kilka fryzjerek i wszystkie wygladaty jak chérki w B52’s.
Przeczytalam tam wszystkie gazety o blizniakach J.Lo i réznych zoomach
na wasy, pachy i wlosy tonowe przeswitujace przez foliowe spodnie oséb,
kt6rych nazwiska brzmia dla mnie réwnie znajomo co Dawid Ozdoba czy
Anna Glogowska, a w tym czasie ten fryzjer utworzyl z wloséw Agaty nieco
zachowawcza fryzure Crystal Carrington spotyka Weronike Rosati na poka-
zie Ewy Minge, suto polewa jg amoniakiem i niezwlocznie podpala.

Wiec potem, by sobie odbi¢ poszly$my do tej wrézki, kedra przyjmuje
w takiej brudnej kanciapie na gléwnej ulicy Greenpointu, gdzie prawdo-
podobnie zytuje na traumach emigracyjnych nieméwiacych po angielsku
Polakéw.

Jest to skromny zaktad czytania z rak i lotu ptakéw, wlasciwie wylacznie
witryna z kawatkiem podiogi o powierzchni okoto 2 metréw kwadrato-
wych, o urzadzeniu bardzo ascetycznym (2 krzesla ogrodowe), atmosfera
nieuchronnie nadchodzacej przysztosci podtrzymywana jest przez snujace-
go si¢ wytarzanego w gnojéwece kota, kilka puzderek w konwencji zdobni-
czej hare hare, wydrukowana na drukarce 200 dioptrii plansz¢ z czakrama-
mi oraz odgtos zacieklego zamiatania zza przepierzenia.

Wigc oto co mi powiedziata Jacy, ta demoniczna osoba o niezwykle brud-
nych, jakby wprost wyjetych z ziemi ogrodowej r¢kach: nie skoriczytam
studidw.

Mam przestaé zajmowad si¢ mezezyznami i natychmiast skofczy¢ studia.
Niezaleznie od tego niedlugo urodze blizniaki. Potem jeszcze troje dzieci.
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Co do sumy tych wszystkich dzieci, nie mogty$my dojs¢ do tadu: raz byto
toS5,raz 7, w kaidym razie zawsze wigcej niz mniej, a przynajmniej nigdy
tyle samo. Za trzy lata bed¢ mieszka¢ w Kanadzie, bed¢ miata miliardy do-
laréw, ale bede weciaz ubierad si¢ tak samo i je$¢ te same rzeczy (czy chodzi
jej o jajka?). Zajdg na sam szczyt. Ale zle $pi¢. Wrézka widzi stosy ciuchéw
w pokoju, mam to natychmiast uprzatnaé.

Codziennie, zanim zaczng rozmawiaé przez telefon, dwa gryzy jabtka. Jak
dam jej sto dolaréw, to wszystko si¢ zmieni i nie bedg juz niemita dla tego
starszego mezczyzny, dla ktdrego jestem niemita, i ona zapali za mnie 24
$wiece. Tak czy siak jeszcze tu wréce dzickowac jej na kolanach, ,wrécisz
do Jacy, bedziesz Jacy przynosi¢ kwiaty”, 30 lat w zawodzie, mam certyfi-
kat z Californii. Przy czym na prawo i lewo sypata ze swoich fanatycznych
czarnych oczu (potem powiedziata nam, ze jest Rumunka) snopy iskier
cokolwicek tylko zetlatych, matowych i juz jakby uzywanych, i znaé byto po
niej pewne znuzenie zawodowe, pewne takie ,ile mozna”, ktére np. ja tez
odczuwatam bardzo silnie po piatym dniu sylwestra.

Sciskam Cie mocno i przesytam troche ryku samochodéw, syren i wrza-

skéw ludzi z ulicy Lexington. Pa! Bardzo wspétczuje Ci, ze jeste$ taka gru-
ba, a ja taka chuda. D.

Otéz moja droga,

dzisiaj szwendajac si¢ tu i owdzie, nagle natrafifam na Baracka Obamg
wychodzacego z jakiego$ sadu na Astor’s Place, zobaczy¢ mojego starego
znajomego Baracka Obame w tak wielkim petnym ludzi miescie, przyznaj,
to byl naprawde fart. Byly barierki i stali jacy$ ludzie, wiec akurat wycho-
dzitam ze Starbucksa i pomysglatam, a co, tez sobie stang, moze bedzie jakis
skandal. No i tak statam, i podchodzito coraz wigcej ludzi, pytajac mnie,
po co tu stoje, ja juz pokatnie dowiedziawszy si¢, ze bedzie wychodzit Ba-
rack Obama, szastalam tg informacjg na prawo i lewo, z coraz swobod-
niejszym akcentem a to z Oklahomy, a to z Pétnocnej Karoliny, czujac sig
prawie jakbym to ja sama byla Barackiem, ktéry ma zaraz wyjs¢ i ogdlne
podniecenie udzielato mi si¢. Wreszcie Barack wyszedt i mimo ze bytam b.
blisko, trudno mi ten widok jakos$ blizej zrelacjonowaé, bo szybko zasto-
nita go szczelnie $ciana telefonéw komérkowych i aparatéw. Zastanawiam
sig, cOz za perwersyjna przyjemno$¢ musi by¢ w posiadaniu filmu z takiego
zdarzenia, minutowego trzgsacego si¢ filmu bez dzwicku 20 pikseli, ta-
kiego samego, ktéry zrobito sobie 200 innych oséb? Ale przez t¢ chwile
czutam si¢ pelnoprawng organiczng czgdcia zbiorowego spazmu i bezde-
chu spoteczeristwa amerykanskiego, i czutam, ze Barack macha prosto do
mnie, i bijac brawo i krzyczac ,,Barack!” czutam, ze mdéj glos, ktérego nie
posiadam, nalezy tylko do niego.

Po tym wszystkim tylko to moge powiedzie¢: Barack Obama istnieje.
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New York I Love You, But You’re Bringing Me Down.
Pisma Bijou

26. marca

Draga Bijou,

z Agato sva ble pri vedezevalki. Povedala mi je, da bom mela 5 otrok, da
bom ¢ez 3 leta Zivela v Kanadi, da mam zapacano peto ¢akro, da moram
zjutraj pojest jabolko, dva griza, drugo lahko vrzem stran, hudo? Brez na-
tega, sam dejstva.

D.

27. marca

Zivjo,

mam Ze internet. Prispela sem, in ¢eprav sem Ze kar mal veteranka letov v
ekonomskem razredu, unih par vijug v mojih preprostih mozganih $e zme-
rom ne zmore dojet te situacije in jo Se naprej razvrs¢a v rubriko »horosko-
pi, NLD, zivljenje po Zivljenju«. Stopis v teleport, kupis par brezveznosti v
brezcarinski coni, glih preberes kaksno knjigo od Zofie Natkowske, kaksna
babnca s krakovsko suho v pewex papirju v priro¢ni prtljagi te parkrat
o$vrkne s hladnim pogledom v zvezi s tvojo obleko, odvijes prince polo,
pa si ne hitr ne pocas ze v New Yorku, utripajo¢em betonskem labirintu z
zelo majhnim ko$¢kom teflonskega neba, ki se simboli¢no svetlika nekje
med stolpnicami.

Le kako se to preprosti punci iz spet ne tko velike drzave v vzhodni Evropi,
vajeni nizkih gradenj in arhitekture prizidkov, ne bi zdelo ¢udno? Se isti
dan so me dva kozarca vina plus splosna vzburjenost organizma zaradi ne-
spostovanja slogovnega nacela enotnosti kraja in ¢asa dogajanja spravili v
stanje $e posebej bedne dovzetnosti za gravitacijske vplive, in sem samo le-
zala na kav¢u in sopla, po televiziji je bla pa ravno oddaja »learn to read« —
te¢aj branja. Zenska s krizantemo na glavi sedi in razlaga, kako zgledajo
¢rke, medtem ko se na ekranu pojavljajo njihove popolne racunalniske
simulacije, vse to ma pa tipi¢no budisti¢en tempo izobrazevalne televizije.
Mislila sem, da sem se najbrz zmotila in sem veckrat prebrala napis »learn
to read«, ampak to ni bil niti slavni delirium tremens niti ekstremni primer
jetlaga, bila je realnost.

Sicer pa opazam, da ta jetlag kot kompleks psiho in fiziolo simptomov, ki
izvirajo iz vojne svetov, ni kar tko: zbudi$ se totalno trezna ob 3.30 zju-
traj, misli§ sam na to, da bi si obesila okol vratu svojo torbico s pasoSem,
kartico euro 2000 in desetimi dolarji za razglednice, tvoje noge pa izvajajo
fantomske gibe proti vratom, ne da bi te kakorkoli ubogale. Konca se tko,
da v trenerki kolovrati$ po totalno potemnelem in opustelem Manhattnu,
skupaj s pescico klosarjev, ki nekaj deklamirajo v gluhi svit, in se na vsake
tolk zaloti§ ob misli »no, le poglej, kao klosar, pa tekoce govori anglesk«.
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Sploh pa Manhattan kot popoln zaprt krog lepih, mladih in ne nujno
lepih in mladih, zato pa precej bogatih ljudi s svojo krutostjo lunaparka
»al se smej al se pa spoki« mora generirat precej Skarta, precej rezervnih
igralcev s pofavlano nogo. Kot zgubljene bakterije se klatijo naokrog klo-
$arji in radikalni psihidi, ki jim glasba ni mote¢ element pri plesu. Kultura
pogovarjanja s samim sabo je tukaj pri osebah, ki hodijo po cesti, na visku.
Vse nekam $iba in nobenga n¢ ne briga. Delitev na obrobje in pravo stran
realnosti ni najbolj jasna, vse je potencialno pravo obrobje. Kaoti¢ni val
drvecih posameznikov, ki so te zmerom pripravljeni zgazit med bruhanje,
nacete krofe in lonc¢ke iz Starbucksa. Zdi se, kot da bi se lahko tvoja usoda
v eni minuti sesula, zgorela kot ¢asopis. Cisto ni¢ se ne ¢udim ljudem, ki
po ulici $ibajo na kolesih, preobleceni v Supermena, in sami zase kaj vpije-
jo, al pa spijo pod metrojem v nosi kralja ¢rncev. So dnevi, ko ¢utis, da bos
vsak ¢as tut sama isto nardila al pa sla z enim od unih debelih blondincev v
supergah, ki te $ikanirajo s sveze sfotokopiranim svetim pismom in pogle-
dom, ki je tko razsvetljen, da je kar grozen.

Kultura ljudi, ki jim ni ¢isto ratalo, forsira do nezavesti!!

Kako zelo druga¢na je od stilistike druzbenega Skarta na pl, kjer vrednote
srednjega veka, kot so trpljenje, hrepenenje po kazni in grenko obzalova-
nje, ki jih lansira ta znana doba, puscajo sled na vsem, zacensi z arhitek-
turo, prek zgradbe stavka in koncavsi z beradenjem v mestih, bera¢ je pa
napol mrtvo tihoZitje z vijol¢no nogo brez stopala, ki jo postavlja na ogled
v gnojnih cunjah kakor relikvijo za kusnt, zdej pa placi pa se zahval, da si
vse drugo, sam jest nel!

Tuki pa vsak ve, da je duhovitost osnova slehernega Zivljenja: tipcek brez
nog in rok se pripelje na vozicku, ki ga je sam naredil, prime kitaro, z enim
strcljem loopira bas, z drugim za¢ne igrat na bobnih, polovica ust igra ki-
taro, druga pa poje na tako brezskrbno lep nadin, da 300 oseb, ki ¢akajo na
metro, utihne, ¢eprav tle vsak gara k ¢rna zvina $tiriindvajset ha. Drugi se
ti preoblece v Kip svobode, spet drug uleti na krizi$¢e s trimetrskim krizem
pa z na tiskalnik sprintanim napisom JESUS pokaze dlesni temno rdece
barve v tako bles¢e¢ih nasmehih, kar jih je zmozna generirat ¢loveska ustna
odprtina, skratka, oni tle vejo, kako se pobrigat zase, na veliko se navdihu-
jejo pri trznem gospodarstvu in popkulturi!

Takoj zatem so bili prazniki. Sla sem obiskat svojga frenda, ki je bil ravno v
fazi navdusenja nad nizko ceno vin za 3 dolarje, in potem sem mela macka
in $e povohat nisem mogla nobene od tistih na Greenpointu kupljenih
sentimentalnih kulinari¢nih specialitet in sem pokvarila celo prazni¢no
vzdusje, ko sem bols¢ala v folk spod ¢ela z unimi oémi v barvi najéistejsega
$krlata. Ampak blo je zelo eklekti¢no: pa flambirani zajcki, pa makova
potica, pa riba po grsko, pa tilzitski sir, pa hlebéek z marmelado iz neiden-
tificiranih ostankov sadja, pa Zidovske pesmi, pa zeleni ¢aj iz piksne light,
globalizacija je res nenadkriljiv pojav.
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To mesto je bolano, in tukaj lahko izkusi$ tako strahotno samoto, da se
mi tko kot na Poljskem sploh ne da ve¢ z nobenim govorit, zdaj pa kar eni
obrambni mehanizmi, terapija s fabulo, kot da bi se usta, ki jih enkrat v
trenutku nepozornosti zapres, lahko zaloputnila. Mam ene vrste konverza-
cijsko zastrupitev, kar lahko primerjam samo s tistim, kako sem te srecala
pred avtomatom s kavo (in pomaran¢ni olupki? Nora sem nanje! Obozu-
jem jih! Primem, voham, prekrivam s slojem bananinih olupkov ...).

V ponedeljek sva se z Agato peljale v Brooklyn k frizerju, ker je ona rabila
radikalno spremembo usode s pomo¢jo radikalne spremembe podobe, in
pravijo, da mo¢na volja gore premika al pa da se sanje izpolnijo — se pravi
ne vedno.

Frizerski salon zgleda kot bric-a-brac pa rop v Olimpiji, sredi raznorazne
luksuzne krame se mota kakih deset degenerirancev z uhani v smislu kro-
gov s premerom 10 cm, to je pa pol tko namontiran v uho, da je okol-
inokol koza. Mogoce to ni ni¢ posebnega, pa sem samo jaz taka gumijasta
proteza Evropejke iz vzh. Evrope in nimam pojma o najnovejsih trendih v
piercingu, ampak ob pogledu na to za¢nem prestajat podzavestne muke in
bi najrajs zakricala: ljudje, ne si tega delat, svet bo boljsi!

Blo je tut par frizerk in vse so zgledale kot unedve pevke v B52's.

Prebrala sem vse revije o dvojckih J.Lo in raznih zoomih brkov, pazduh
in sramnih dlak, ki se vidijo skoz polivinilne hlace oseb, katerih imena mi
zvenijo enako znano kot Dawid Ozdoba oziroma Anna Glogowska, tacas
je pa frizer iz Agatinih las ustvaril nekoliko konservativno frizuro Crystal
Carrington sre¢a Weroniko Rosati na modni reviji Ewe Minge, jo obilno
polije z amoniakom in nemudoma zazge.

Potlej sva pa za nagrado $le k uni vedezevalki, ki uraduje v eni taki umazani
luknji na glavni ulici Greenpointa, kjer se verjetno $lepa na emigracijskih
travmah anglesko negovorecih Poljakov.

To je skromna firma, specializirana za branje iz roke in pti¢jih letov, prav-
zaprav izklju¢no izlozba s ko$¢kom tal povrsine priblizno 2 kvadratna me-
tra, zelo asketsko opremljena (2 plasti¢na stola), vzdusje neizogibno bliza-
jote se prihodnosti vzdrzuje v gnojnici povaljana macka, ki lazi naokrog,
nekaj $katlic v okrasnem stilu hare hare, na tiskalnik 200 dioptrije sprintan
plakat s ¢akrami in zvok besnega pometanja izza pregradne stene.

Tole mi je torej povedala Jacy, ta demonic¢na oseba z nenavadno umazani-
mi rokami, kukr da bi z njimi e pred kratkim rila po vrtni zemlji: nisem
koncala $tudija.

Neham naj se ukvarjat z moskimi in takoj kon¢am $tudij. Ne glede na to
bom kmalu rodila dvoj¢ka. Potem pa $e tri otroke. Kar se tice seStevka vseh
teh otrok, se nama ni uspelo zedinit: enkrat jih je blo 5, enkrat 7, vseka-
kor zmerom ve¢ kukr manj, nikakor pa ne isto. Cez tri leta bom Zivela v
Kanadi, mela bom milijarde dolarjev, vendar se bom $e vedno isto oblacila
in jedla iste stvari (a je mislila jajca?). Prebila se bom na sam vrh. Ampak
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slabo spim. Vedezevalka vidi kupe cunj v sobi, to naj takoj pospravim.
Vsak dan, preden se zaénem pogovarjat po telefonu, dva griza jabolka. Ce
ji dam sto dolarjev, se bo vse spremenil in ne bom ve¢ grda do unga stare;j-
Sega gospoda, do katerega sem grda, in ona bo zame prizgala 24 svec. Itak
se ji bom vrnila $e na kolenih zahvalit, »vrnila se bo$ k Jacy, Jacy bos roze
nosila«, 30 let delovnih izku$enj, mam certifikat iz Kalifornije. Pri ¢emer
je iz svojih fanati¢nih ¢rnih odi (kasneje nama je povedala, da je Romunka)
na levo in na desno stresala snope isker, ¢eprav bolj ko ne skurjenih, mot-
nih in nekak Ze rabljenih, pa poznala se ji je poklicna izérpanost, en tak
»a je lohk Ze konc«, ki sem ga npr. tudi jaz zelo mo¢no obcutila po petem
dnevu silvestrovanja.

Toplo te objemam in posiljam malo hrupa avtomobilskih motorjev, siren
in vpitja ljudi z ulice Lexington. Cau ¢au! Soustvujem s tabo, da si tako
debela, jaz pa tako suha. D.

Torej, draga moja,

danes sem med pohajkovanjem po mestu nenadoma naletela na Baracka
Obamo, ki je prihajal z nekega sodis¢a na Astor's Place, ¢j, videt mojega
starega znanca Baracka Obamo v mestu, ki je tako polno ljudi, priznaj, da
je bil to krompir. Postavljene so ble pregrade in okol njih so stali eni ljudje,
jaz sem glih §la iz Starbucksa, pa sem pomislila, pa kaj, se bom pa $e jaz
ustavla, mogode bo kaksen $kandal. No, pa sem tko stala, in prihajalo je
Cedalje ved ljudi in me sprasevalo, zakaj tam stojim, in jaz sem, ker sem
podtalno ze zvedla, da pride ven Barack Obama, razmetavala s to informa-
cijo na desno in na levo, s ¢edalje bolj spros¢enim naglasom, pa enkrat iz
Oklahome, pa enkrat iz Severne Karoline, in se pocutila skoraj, kot da bi
bla sama Barack, ki naj bi vsak ¢as prisel ven, in sem bla delezna splosnega
vznemirjenja. Kon¢no je Barack prisel ven, a kljub temu da sem bla ful
blizu, o tej sceni tezko kaj ve¢ re¢em, ker ga je hitro nepropustno zakrila
stena mobitelov in fotoaparatov. Sprasujem se, kaksen perverzen uzitek
mora bit posedovanje filma s takega dogodka, enominutnega tresocega se
filma brez glasu 20 pikslov, istega, kot ga je posnelo 200 drugih ljudi? Am-
pak za hip sem se pocutila kot polnopraven organski del kolektivnega krca
in osupnjenosti ameriske druzbe, in ¢utila sem, da Barack maha naravnost
meni, in ko sem ploskala in vpila »Barackl«, sem Cutila, da moj glas, ki ga
nimam, pripada samo njemu.

Po vsem tem lahko re¢em samo to: Barack Obama obstaja.

Prevedia Tatjana Jamnik
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New York, I Love You But You'’re Bringing Me Down
Letters to Bijou

(excerpts)

March 26

Dear Bijou,

Agata and I went to see a psychic. She told me I would have five children,
in three years I'll be living in Canada, my fifth chakra is polluted, in the
morning I should eat an apple, two bites, I can toss the rest. You believe

that? No shit, just the facts.
D.

March 27

Hey,

I have internet now. I arrived, and despite being something of a veteran at
flying coach, this simple four-cylinder brain of mine cant deal with how
this works and invariably files it under “horoscopes, UFOs, the afterlife.”
You step into the teleporter, buy yourself some crap in the duty-free zone,
sure, you'll read some book by Zofia Natkowska, some old lady with dry
Krakow sausage wrapped in Pewex paper in her carryon bag casts you a
few cold glances on account of how youre dressed, you peel a Prince Polo
bar out of its wrapper and, neither fast, nor slow, youre in New York, a
pulsating concrete labyrinth with an itsy-bitsy little fragment of Teflon sky
looming symbolically somewhere among the skyscrapers.

Might this not seem strange to a simple girl from what is after all a not-so-
big country in Eastern Europe, used to short buildings and the architec-
ture of the annex? That day, two glasses of wine, plus the general disquiet
of my organism, what with the disrespect for the principle of decorum of
the unity of place and time, brought me to a state of especially hopeless
susceptibility to gravitation, and all I did was lie panting on the couch, and
just then there was this educational show on TV, Learn to Read. A woman
with a chrysanthemum on her forehead sits and tells you how the letters
look while their perfect computer simulations appear on the screen, and all
this has the characteristic Buddhist tempo of educational programming. I
thought I must have gotten it wrong somehow, and I read the title Learn zo
Read over a couple times, but this was neither the famous delirium tremens,
nor an extreme case of jet-lag; it was reality.

At any rate, I think that jetlag, as a complex of psychophysical symptoms
arising from the war of the worlds, can really come to something: you wake
up at 3:30 in the morning, totally sober, you think only about throwing
on your neck pouch with your passport, Euro 2000 card, and ten bucks
for postcards, and your legs execute their phantom movements toward the
door, simultaneously refusing the slightest cooperation. It ends with you
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wearing sweats, trudging around an utterly dim, dead-quiet Manhattan
with a handful of homeless declaiming something into the deaf sunrise,
and every so often you latch on to the thought, Wel/ have a look at that, hes
homeless, but he’s fluent in English.

In general, Manhattan, as a perfectly closed circuit of people who are beau-
tiful, young, and not necessarily beautiful and young, yet still in large part
rich, with their own happy-town cruelty, “Have a good time, or fuck off,”
must generate a lot of rejection, a lot of back-up contestants who've already
been winged. Like lost bacteria, the homeless and the hardcore nutsos never
stop dancing around, whatever the music. Here, the culture of people walk-
ing the street in conversation with themselves is in full bloom. Everything
moves forward, and no one will pay any attention to anything. There is no
clear distinction between the margin and the proper side of reality; every-
thing is a potential proper margin. A chaotic wave of rushing individuals,
ever ready to trample you into puke, half-eaten donuts, and paper cups from
Starbucks. It seems as if your destiny could dissolve here in the space of a
minute, burn up like newspaper. I can totally see why some people race
down the street on their bikes, dressed up as Superman, screaming to them-
selves, or else sleep in the subway under the finery of the King of the Congo.
There are days when you feel you'll do the same in a minute, or else go out
with one of those fat blond dudes in sneakers who torment you with a Bible
hot off the photocopier and a gaze so clear it’s almost terrifying.

The culture of those who haven’t quite come out on top hits every level!
How much this differs from the stylistics of social rejection in the PL, where
the medieval values promoted by that familiar era, like suffering, bloodlust,
and bitter sorrow, infuse everything, beginning with the architecture, then
to formulating a thought, and ending with begging in the streets, a beggar
being a still-(if you want to call this) life with a footless purple leg sticking
out of festering rags like a relic to be kissed, and now pay me, because say
what they want about you, they can’t say youre me!

But everybody here knows that a flash of brilliance is the basis of any life:
my buddy, no arms, no legs, rolls up on wheels he put together himself,
takes out a guitar, loops the bass with one stump, gets the percussion going
with the other, plays the guitar with one half of his mouth and sings with
the other, in so serenely beautiful a manner that 300 people waiting for
the subway fall silent, even though everybody here screams bloody murder
24/7. Somebody else will dress up as the Statue of Liberty, and someone else
still will fucking jump out on the crosswalk with a three-meter cross and a
printer-printed sign that says JESUS, he’ll be flashing gums the color of dark
rowan berries in the brightest smiles the human oral cavity is capable of-in a
word, around here they know how things get done, they draw whole fistfuls
of inspiration from their free-market economy and pop culture!

Right after this it was the holidays. I went to visit a friend of mine who
was just then going through a period of fascination with the low price
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of three-dollar wines, and then I had a hangover and couldn’t even draw
to my mouth any of those sentimental culinary revelations I'd bought in
Greenpoint, and I ruined the whole festive atmosphere, glowering from
under my brow with eyes the color of purest crimson. But it was quite
electric: the blaring lictle lights, and the poppy-seed cake, and fried fish in
tomato sauce, and the Tilsit cheese, and the tart with marmalade from un-
identified fruit carcasses, and the Jewish songs, and green tea in a can from
light beer: globalization is a phenomenon that cannot be overestimated.
This city is sick, and here one suffers from such deafening loneliness that,
just like in Poland in general, I no longer feel like talking to anybody, and
these are defense mechanisms, story-therapy, as if the mouth, once closed
through negligence, could get stuck. I have some sort of conversation poi-
soning that I can only compare with the time I met you by the coffee
machine (orange peels? A passion of mine! I love ‘em! I take ‘em, sniff ‘em,
I sandwich them between banana peels...).

On Monday Agata and I went to a hairdresser in Brooklyn, since she
needed a radical change of destiny through a radical change of hair, and
they say that if you want it you can have it, or else that dreams do come
true—though not always.

The hair salon looks like bric-a-brac and the assault on Olympus, among
various luxury garbage about ten degenerates are loafing around with these
earrings with a ten-centimeter center hole and placed in the ear in such
a way as to stretch the skin all around it. Maybe that’s a common thing,
only I'm just some rubber prosthetic of a European from E. Europe, and I
have no idea about the latest trends in piercing, but the sight of it tortures
me subconsciously, and I want to scream: People, don’t do that, the world
will be a better place!

There were also several women-hairdressers, and they all looked like the
vocal girls from the B52s.

I read all the papers there about J.Lo’s twins and various close-ups of mus-
taches, armpits, and pubic hair showing through the plastic-wrap pants of
people whose names sound as familiar to me as Dawid Ozdoba or Anna
Glogowska, and meanwhile this hairdresser has made Agata’s hair into the
somewhat conservative doo of Crystal Carrington meets Weronika Rosati
at an Ewa Minge show, and he douses her in ammonia and lights her up
without delay.

So after that we went for some self-reflection, to that psychic, who takes her
clients in this filthy hole in the wall on Greenpoint’s main street, where she
probably exploits the traumas of Polish émigrés who don’t speak English.
Its a modest shop for reading palms, reading from a bird’s-eye view, it’s
actually nothing more than a window front with a bit of floor, about two
meters square, furnished quite ascetically (two lawn chairs), an air of the
unavoidably approaching future is maintained by a cat curled up and
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sleeping in its own mess, a few boxes in the hare hare decorative style, a
board with chakras printed on a 200-dioptre printer, and the echo of furi-
ous sweeping from behind the partition.

So this is what I was told by Jacy, that demonic figure with unusually dirty
hands, as if shed only just pulled them out of garden soil: I never finished
my degree.

I have to stop bothering with men and finish my degree right away. Re-
gardless of the fact that 'm soon going to give birth to twins. And three
more children after that. How many kids total we couldn’t say for sure:
once it was five, once it was seven, and anyway the number only went up,
not down, and it was never the same. In three years I'd live in Canada, have
billions of dollars, but I'd still dress the same and eat the same things (did
she mean eggs?). I'd go straight to the top. But I don’t sleep well. The psy-
chic sees heaps of clothes in the room, I have to straighten up right away.
Daily, before I start talking on the phone, two bites of apple. If I give her
a hundred dollars, all this will change, and I will no longer be unkind to
the older man I'm unkind to, and she'll light twenty-four candles for me.
Come hell or high water, I will come back to thank her on my knees, “You
will come back to Jacy, you will bring Jacy flowers,” thirty years of experi-
ence, I have the certificate from California. All the while, to left and right,
her fanatical dark eyes (she later told us that she was Romanian) gushed
streams of sparks only slightly decayed, dull, as if already used, and she
gave you a sense of professional fatigue, a certain kind of “as best I can,”
the likes of which I, for one, also felt quite powerfully by the fifth day of
New Year’s.

Big hugs, and I'm sending you a little of the din of cars, sirens, and people
yelling from Lexington Avenue. Bye! I really sympathize with you: you're
so fat, and I'm so thin. D.

My Dear,

Today, knocking about here and there, I suddenly ran into Barack Obama
coming out of some court at Astor Place, and to see my old acquaintance
Barack Obama in such a big city full of people—you have to admic, it was
a real fluke. There were barriers set up, and some people standing there,
so I was just coming out of Starbucks and thinking, Why not, I'll stand
here, too, maybe something big will happen. So there I was, and more and
more people showed up and asked me what I was standing there for, and
I, having already learned on the sly that it was Barack Obama who would
be coming out, flung this information all around in an increasingly free
accent, now from Oklahoma, now from North Carolina, feeling almost as
if I were Barack, who was supposed to come out any minute, and I was in-
fected with the general excitement. Finally, Barack walked out, and despite
the fact that I was esp. close, it’s hard for me somehow to describe the sight
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more clearly, since he quickly disappeared behind a wall of cell phones and
cameras. I wonder what kind of perverse pleasure there must be in having
this event on film, a minute’s shaky, soundless, twenty-pixel film that’s the
same as 200 other people have? But for that moment I felt an authentic,
organic part of the collective spasm and breathlessness of American society,
and [ felt that Barack was waving right at me, and applauding and crying
out “Barack!” I felt that my vote, which I don’t have, belongs to him alone.
After all this, all T can tell you is: Barack Obama is real.

Translated by Benjamin Paloff’
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Indrek Mesikepp se je rodil leta 1971
v Tartuju v Estoniji. Leta 1999 je di-
plomiral iz umetnostne zgodovine na
Univerzi v Tartuju. Pesnik, ki svoja
dela objavlja tudi pod psevdonimoma
5 in Frangois Serpent, od leta 2000 so-
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Serpent, and 2004 (2004), for which
he received the coveted Cultural En-
dowment of Estonia Award for the
best poetry collection of the year; as
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see voib olla 42 kraadi

voi 40

aga voibolla ka 38

voi 36

see voib olla tee Tallinnast Riiga
Iggy Popi ja David Bowiega
vahepeatustega

42 ja 36 kraadiga

see voib olla ka veel pikem tee
koridori loppu ja teisele korrusele
libi vannitoa kitsaste torude
kust punane vesi alla ei lihe

aga see koik tuleb

oktoobri jirel november

kylm ja jad

valu

valu

see koik tuuakse kandikul kitte
teel Sinuni
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yhel 66] ma tajusin surma
olematust

ja loplikku pimedust

peale 35 aastat

millest vihemalt 24

olin soovinud surra

ja teinud kaks katset end tappa
aga nyyd

esimest korda

oli see masendav

mitte padsemine

vaid limmatav viltimatus
tal oli Robbie Williamsi nigu
Tina Turneri hiil

ta oli seksjalinn

isamaaliidu valimisplakat

ta oli koik see

mida ma kunagi

ei ole vajanud

mis on tyytu

ja vooras

nyyd oli see kies

kui k6ik mis sulle omane
on kadunud

koik millest oled sa tehtud
need vonked ja valemid ajus
mis teevad kellegi mina

see rakkude kooslus
lihedased suhted
kiindumused

need kellel pole su jaoks enam aega
see koik millest oled loobunud ise
uskudes et ajutiselt

ja siis on nad kadunud
po6rdumatult ldiinud
pimedus

tyhjus

Robbie Williamsi laul
kellegi raadios

minu ja mu kaugenenud
elu vahel

mitte-elu

ehk surm
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kui inimene sureb

siis kolksuvad uksed
soidavad autod

ja taevas venivad pilved
kass peseb silmi
moddujatel on kiire

ja korvaltoas undab arvuti
suur mees on pikali

pool pérandat teda tidis
voi veerand

v6i vihemalt viiendik
keha libivad krambid
nionahk on sinakas
silmad enam ei nie

ega niita vilja

suust voolab verist sylge
enam ta ei raagi

ei nyyd

ega kunagi hiljem

suur raske keha

keeratud yhele kyljele
viimase hetkeni pyyad piista
kuigi enam ei looda

ja siis on see hetk kies
sina oled elus

ja nded ja motled ja tunned
et see tuttav kogu

ei nie ei motle ei tunne

kui inimene sureb

ei muutu sellest midagi
tdnav on tunglemist tiis
kellegi t66piev 16peb

ta lukustab kontoriukse
ema viib lasteaiast
viikse tytre koju

tee peal ostavad kypsist
tina enam ei nuta
tramm keerab vasakule
lift laskub alla
kohvikulaual on suhkruterad
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tehasevirava ees

mees kysib teiselt suitsule tuld
saab

tinab

vaikib

nagu paevast paeva
raudteeylesdidukohal

seisva takso juht

vannub oma keeles

raadio reklaamib kaupa
aknaklaasile langeb

esimene piisk

taevas on hall betoon on hall
asfalt on niiske

ja hall

rohi ei ole veel tirganud
rohelises majas

on vana naise jalgadel kylm
yksinda teleka ees

kui inimene sureb
koik jidb endiseks

see ei saagi teisiti olla

see ei saagi teisiti olla
et sina seda ei usu
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kurbus on nagu sitahida
kas sa talle motled voi ei
ikka ta tuleb

kus sa ka ei oleks

mida ei teeks

varem v6i hiljem

sa tunned teda

sa void olla kodus

voi to6l

anda endast koik

v6i olla niisama

mingida tytrega liivakastis
seista treipingi taga
molutada raamatukogus
kondida yle raudreesilla
Prenzlauer Bergil

minna kunstigaleriisse
Kreuzbergis

komberdada East Endis
kitsast trepist alla
kopituse haisus

nahkjaki taskus piletid
kontserdile Astorias

voi kolmanda liiga mingule
juua sopradega

Eestist toodud viina

jitta pulber teistele

leida Camdeni turult
helehallis hilishommikus
rariteetne Sistersi plaat
voi elada synnist surmani
Virumaa metsade vahel
soovimatagi mujale minna
leida yles loodus

selline mida sa naudid
avara vaatega mererand
korged punased mied
mets voi korb voi raba

voi autodest tormlev jogi
jarskude kivist kallaste vahel

drgata naise kérval
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keda sa armastad
avada silmad
olla 6nnelik

ja rahul

ja soovideta
heledas voodis

kuid veel enne

kui piev loojub

tuleb nii kurbus kui sitahida
kehasse koguneb raskus
paratamatu ja tungiv

ja loomulik

ilus ta ei ole
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lahko je 42-odstotni

ali 40

mogoce tudi 38

ali 36

lahko je cesta iz Talina v Rigo

z Iggyjem Popom in Davidom Bowiejem
z vimesnimi postanki

in z 42 ter 36-odstotnim

lahko je $e daljsa pot

do konca hodnika in do drugega nadstropja
skozi ozke cevi v kopalnici

po katerih rdeca voda ne odteka

ampak to $e vse pride

oktober potem november

mraz in led

bolecina

bolec¢ina

vse to servirano na pladnju

na poti k tebi
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neke nodi sem zaznal smrt
praznino

dokon¢no temo

po 35 letih

od tega sem si vsaj 24 let
zelel umreti

in se vsaj dvakrat skugal ubiti
ampak zdaj

je bilo prvi¢

depresivno

ne beg

ampak zadusljiva neizbeznost
imelo je obraz Robbieja Williamsa
glas Tine Turner

bilo je seks v mestu

volilni plakat konservativne stranke
bilo je vse tisto

Cesar nisem

nikoli potreboval

kar je nadlezno

in tuje

zdaj je bilo pri roki

ko izgine vse tisto

kar si ti

vse iz Cesar si narejen

vsi signali in mozganski vzorci
ki tvorijo podobo nekoga
kombinacija celic

bliznji odnosi

navezanosti

tisti, ki nimajo ve¢ Casa zate
vse, Cemur si se sam odrekel
kot bi bilo nekaj mimobeznega
potem izginejo

nepreklicno so izgubljeni
tema

praznina

pesem Robbieja Williamsa
po radiu neke osebe

med mano in mojim
oddaljenim Zivljenjem
ne-zivljenjem

ki je smrt
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ko ¢lovek umre

se zaloputnejo vrata
avtomobili se premikajo

po nebu se razprostirajo oblaki
macek si umiva obraz
mimoidod¢im se mudi

v sosednji sobi brni racunalnik
velik moski lezi iztegnjen
ez polovico tal

ali cetrtino

ali pa vsaj petino

telo se mu zvija v kr¢ih
obraz je pomodrel

odi ne vidijo

ni¢ ne razkrivajo

iz ust mu tece curek krvi

ne govori ve¢

ne zdaj

in ne kasneje

veliko tezko telo

je prevaljeno na eno stran
do zadnjega ga skusa$ resiti
Ceprav ni vec upanja

potem nastopi trenutek

ti Zivis

in vidi$ in razmisljas$ in Cutis
kako ta znana pojava

ne vidi ne razmislja ne cuti

ko ¢lovek umre

se ni¢ ne spremeni

na ulici vrvez

nekdo zakljudi z delom
zaklene vrata pisarne
mama pelje svojo puncko
domov iz vrtca

na poti kupita piskote
danes ne bo ve¢ joka
tramvaj zavije levo
dvigalo se spusti

zrnca sladkorja na mizi v kavarni
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moski prosi za ogenj
pred vhodom v tovarno
ga dobi

se zahvali

je tiho

kot vsak drug dan

na zelezniskem prehodu
Sofer taksija ¢aka
preklinja v svojem jeziku

na radiu reklamirajo izdelke

na $ipo pade

prva kapljica

nebo je sivo beton je siv
asfalt je moker

in siv

trava Se ni pognala

v zeleni hisi

starka s hladnimi nogami
sama pred televizorjem

ko ¢lovek umre
vse ostane enako
ne more biti drugace

ne more biti drugace
kot da tega ne verjames
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zalost je kot potreba, da se userjes
¢e misli$ nanjo ali ne

kar pride

kjerkoli si

karkoli poc¢nes

slej ko prej

jo zacuti$

lahko si doma

ali v sluzbi

dajes vse od sebe

ali samo si

se igra$ z otrokom v peskovniku
stojis za struznico

postopa$ po knjiznici

preckas zelezniski most

v Prenzlauer Bergu

na poti v galerijo

v Kreuzbergu

se opotekas navzdol

po ozkem stopniscu East Enda
v smradu po plesni

z vstopnicami za koncert v Astorii
v Zepu usnjene jakne

ali med tekmo tretje lige

ko s prijatelji pijes

vodko iz Estonije

podas bel prah napre;j

ko na trznici v Camdenu

neko umirjeno sivo dopoldne
najdes redko plos¢o od Sistersov
ali ko od rojstva do smrti zivis
sredi gozdov Virumaaja

in si ne zeli§ nikamor drugam
sreCujes se z naravo

v kateri uziva$

z odprtim pogledom na morsko obalo
na visoke rdece hribe

na gozd ali puscavo ali barje

ali na deroco reko avtomobilov
med strmimi kamnitimi bregovi
ko se zbudis poleg Zenske
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ki jo ljubis
odpres oci

si sre¢en

in zadovoljen
brez zelja

na beli postelji

ampak $e preden

bo konec dneva

bosta prisli Zalost in potreba, da se userjes
v telesu se bo nabrala teza

neizbezna in nujna

naravna

ne bo lepo

Prevedla Julija Potré
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it might be 42 degrees proof

or 40

or maybe 38

or 36

it might be the road from Tallinn to Riga
with Iggy Pop and David Bowie

with stops on the way

with 42 and 36 degrees

it might also be an even longer road

to the end of a corridor and a second floor
through narrow bathroom pipes

down which red water won’t go

but this is all to come

October then November

cold and ice

pain

pain

all served up on a tray

on the road to you
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one night I sensed death
nothingness

and final darkness

after 35 years

for at least 24 of which

I had wanted to die

and twice tried to do myself in
but now

for the first time

it was depressing

not a way out

but a stifling certainty

it had Robbie Williams’ face
Tina Turner’s voice

it was sexandthecity

a pro patria union poster

it was everything

that I had never needed
that is annoying

and alien

now it was at hand

when all that is you

has vanished

all that you are made of
those pulses and patterns in the brain
that make someone’s me
that cell combination

close relations

attachments

those who no longer have time for you
all that you yourself have abandoned
treating it as temporary

and then they are gone
irrevocably lost

darkness

emptiness

a Robbie Williams song

on someone’s radio

between me and my
distanced life

not-life

that is death
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when a human dies

doors bang

cars move

and clouds stretch across the sky
a cat washes its face

people rush on by

a computer hums next-door
a large man lies flat out
taking up half the floor

or a quarter

or at least a fifth

his body gripped by spasms
his face turns blue

his eyes no longer see

nor reveal

from his mouth comes

a dribble of blood

he no longer talks

not now

or ever again

a big heavy body

turned onto one side

you try to the last to save him
though no hope is left

then the moment comes

you are alive

and see and think and feel
that this familiar figure
neither sees nor thinks nor feels

when a human dies

it changes nothing

the street is bustling
someone leaves work

locks the office door

a mother takes her licte girl
home from kindergarten
they buy biscuits on the way
no crying today

a tram turns left

a lift goes down

sugar grains on a café table
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at a factory gate

a man asks for a light

gets it

says thanks

is silent

like every other day

at a level crossing

a waiting taxi driver

swears in his own tongue
the radio promotes goods
the first drop

hits the windscreen

the sky is grey the concrete is grey
the tarmac is wet

and grey

not a blade of grass in sight
in a green house

an old woman with cold feet
alone in front of the TV

when a human dies
everything stays the same
it couldn’t be otherwise

it couldn’t be otherwise
that you don’t believe it
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sadness is like the need to shit
whether you think about it or not
it still comes

wherever you are

whatever you're doing

sooner or later

you feel it

you might be at home

or at work

giving your all

or simply being

playing with your child in a sandbox
working at a lathe

loafing in the library

crossing the railway bridge

in Prenzlauer Berg

going to a gallery

in Kreuzberg

tottering down narrow

East End stairs

in a stink of mildew

tickets in your pocket

for a concert at the Astoria

or a third division match
drinking with friends

vodka from Estonia

passing on the powder
spotting a rare Sisters record
in Camden market

on a muted grey mid-morning
or living from birth to death
among Virumaa forests
undesiring of anywhere else
encountering nature

the kind that you like

with a sweeping view of the sea
of high red mountains

of forest or desert or bog

or a raging river of cars
between steep stone banks
waking beside the woman
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that you love
opening your eyes
being happy

and content

and wishless

in a white bed

but before

the close of day

sadness and the need to shit both come
heaviness builds up in the body
unescapable and urgent

and natural

and it’s not pretty

Translated by Miriam Mcllfatrick
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Gracani
(ljubavnici)

Pivske boce na prepunom stolu trebale su zavrsiti u rukama radnika, ali sva
je opasnost u iznenadnom rasulu i smijehu: pale su na stol, pale su na tlo i
njihov se mlaz od stakla i mirisa hmelja zakotrljao oko nas.

Sto prazne ¢ase rade u tom trenutku? Sto se dogada s tobom koji sjedis na
tajnom (ljubavni¢kom) mjestu i postajes sudionik zavjere u obi¢no ljetno
popodne? Zavladis se u pricu koja ne Zeli biti ljubavna, stoji$ u njezinoj
sredini i misli§ da povladis krajeve koji vuku naprijed. Lijepo je re¢i da
ti misli§ za ona mjesta gdje si samo bio lijep u oku ljeta, prije oluje, prije
nevremena.

I $to radis, Sto radis jos?

Daleko je do kraja dogadaja i nitko ne Zeli ponoviti narudzbu. Dakle,
recimo sada da bi nam bilo lakse. Odlu¢imo se $to ¢emo dok su nam jos
ruke slobodne, um i srce ¢isti i hrabri! Radnici su zavrsili posao, istovarili
cement, sklonili lopate, ostavili bluze na travnjaku i sjeli u podnozje
izmiSljenog brda, izmisljene planine. Zaokruzeni u misiée i psovke,
bezbrizni, bradati, snazni, iscrpljeni i razlicid, pripadaju onome sto ne
trazi ime, $to ne mari za djetinjstvo. Oni se smiju, oni puse, oni piju. Oni
su siromasni. Oni su bogati. Oni su bolesni. Oni su zdravi. Oni su sretni.
Oni se mude. Oni se ne muce s tim $to su i tko su? Poteskoée svijeta,
ratne i politicke krize zavr$avaju u njihovim psovkama, malim pla¢ama,
ostavljenim obiteljima i podnebljima gdje sada za njih nema mjesta. Oni
su puno mrznje. Oni su prazni od samoce.

Ali ne moze$ se skriti iza njih, jer ne pripada$ podnevu u Gracanima,
dok boce padaju i mlaz od stakla, pjene i mirisa hmelja zaokuplja smijeh,
glasove.

I $to ée$ uraditi sad? Sto ¢e$ uraditi sad?

Utiteljica sjeda u auto i odnosi zvonjavu skolskog sata. To je bilo mojih 45
minuta, kaze. Djecak ne zuri nigdje. To je bio moj dan, utorak ili srijeda,
sretni petak, kaze.

Gdje je tvoj sretni dan, gdje je tvoj sretni sat, pitas.

Ona suti. Ona ga samo gleda — i tako ¢e Gradani zauvijek ostati u njezinim
o¢ima. U njezinoj Sutnji. U njezinu pogledu.
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Viktor
(Vila Ruzi¢)

Viktor zivi u vili na moru, ali to sad nije tema. On zasluzuje daleko
zanimljiviju i ve¢u pricu, pricu bas o njemu. On zasluzuje vise od uvoda.
Ali neka sada tako bude. Pitao nas je za ime, za to¢an datum rodenja nas i
nasih najblizih (ako se to tako kaze). Osjeéa$ neku uznemirenost i zebnju
kao na ispitu ili pred onima koji ti mogu nanijeti ozbiljno zlo.

Sto ako ne zna$ to¢an datum rodenja svoga starijeg ili mladeg sina? Koji
je datum rodenja tvoje Zene? Mozda bi sve ovo trebalo poceti pricati
ispocetka: smjestiti vilu u njezinu stvarnost, opisati njezin izgled i kako
joj se prilazi i kako joj se dolazi. Kako se u njoj razgovara? Kako se s njom
razgovara? Povijest te kude opseznija je od povijesti nekih velikih gradova
ili bezimenih pustara. Ve¢a je i zanimljivija, ako se ne obaziremo na floru i
faunu, velike i male tragove vjetra u pijesku, ako ne pla¢emo nad porazima
ljubavnika kad stize zora i sve izgleda kao da nikada nece iza¢i sunce...
Trebalo bi se sasvim pribliziti njezinim prozorima, pribliZiti se moru,
jer kao da ta vila pretrpana knjigama, starim i vrijednim stvarima gubi
metar po metar slave, gubi sve ono $to je okruZeno i zarobljeno njezinim
zidovima. Vila se mi¢e prema moru onako kako je napustaju vlasnici i
posjetitelji. Njezina je jedina stvarnost pogled prema puéini. Krili smo se,
nas dvoje, iza velikih prozora misleéi da smo nevidljivi, neprimjetni...

Al to je ve¢ prica za neku drugu stvarnost i raspravu o predjelima koji u
jednom trenutku stvaraju privid vje¢nosti. Prije negoli bilo $to kazem o
tebi, bolje da se oboje vratimo u buducu proslost, medu Viktorova pitanja,
koji ¢e zauvijek zapamtiti datum nasega dolaska u vilu, datum rodenja nas
i nasih najblizih (ako se to tako kaze!?).

Ogledalo

Izlazi$ iz kupaonice poslije onoga sto radis iza zatvorenih vrata. Izmedu nas
je maleni hodnik s velikim ogledalom. Nestajes$ u lijevom kutu, jer je tamo
ormar s odje¢om. Hodu te vidjeti golu u zrcalu i bjezim od kompjutora,
okrec¢em se za 180 stupnjeva: jedino $to ugledam jest moje ponovljeno lice
u golemom i pustom prostoru.

Sjedam na svoje mjesto pred lice eckrana, lupam po tastaturi: ho¢u li te tako
dozvati, ho¢u li te tako opisati? Priznajudi $to sam htio, pokazujem koliko
sam slab i to ¢e mi se osvetiti u buduéem zivotu, u tekstu.

Ali tko bi sad o tome brinuo? Gdje si, ho¢u re¢i da mi je to vazno? Sto
radi$? Kako si odjevena, raspitujem se za pokrov, za kraj.
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Ciklona

Javili su da dolazi Penovska ciklona i zbog te smo spasonosne vijesti
donijeli odluku — odlazimo. SlozZili smo se da napustimo na$u privremenu
kuéu za odmor i da je to najbolje za sve nas, da to moramo izvesti u idu¢ih
pola sata.

I to je to.

I to je to.

I sada zatvaramo hitro vrata, udinili smo sve nuzno prije toga: preslozili
hranu iz plinskog hladnjaka, poslije ¢éemo ga ugasiti i ostati u nedoumici.
Jesmo li smijeli zalupiti vrata ili ih ostaviti otvorena, kako su udinili nasi
prethodnici, koji se nisu proslavili u nadim o¢ima, jer su ostavili mnogo
toga neurednog i nesavrenog iza sebe. Znamo da su im za to povoda
dali vlasnici kuée, nasa rodbina, s gomilom narezanog kruha ostavljenog
na radost puzeéim i gadnim $tetodinama, ili s neuniStivim mirisom
raspadaju¢eg krumpira pronadenog u skladistu ispod stepenica.

Stop, mogli smo reéi svemu tome, i sve promijeniti. Sada se treba hitro
spremiti, pomesti za sobom, sudaramo se, mijeSaju se ruke i razlicite
ovlasti. Ali zna se, koliko god to bilo presuéeno, kako su podijeljene modi i
nema velikih promjena u tim ulogama i nitko se ne buni. Djeca su odrasla,
oni crni, veliki i lijepi sli¢e na rijetke ptice s posebnim glasovima, ljudi i
krasni u neskladu s rukama, nogama, vratovima i glavama, prenose stvari
do nesigurna broda, preko prove i konopa do kabine: robu, ribe uhvacene
mrezom i ostima koje ¢emo jesti u gradu.

I dolazi trenutak o kojem se bojis pisati: privladenje prozora i vrata, grilja,
nastupanje tame i hladnoce, sjena dana u kojoj su odumrli glasovi izvana
i u tebi. Strah da ¢e sve tvoje ostati u toj kué¢i u Smokvici, dok zatvaras sve
oko sebe i nesvjesno lovi$ zadnji dio mora, zadnji razgovor i pokret koji si
napravio samo trenutak prije. Lovi$ prizore oko sebe dok polumahnit juris
i skupljas, rasipas i bacas, dok zatvaras.

Dok se zatvara$, dok na glas govoris, sebi o samom sebi, da ¢e duhovi
Kornata uzeti tvoje lice i tijelo, skriti se u njega i prezimiti pokraj onih
koji dodu brati masline, sjediti medu njima i plasiti ih kad usnu da dolazi
nevrijeme ili da ¢e bura raznijeti sve $to su prikupili.

Ne dises u trenutku dok govoris i povlacis zrak i uspomene ljeta. Htio bi
ostati u toj nepomic¢nosti, uzivati u strahu da neée$ nikada vise pokrenuti
ruku ili noge, kao $to se dogada u snovima, sav si u jednom tijelu saliven,
nema oziljaka i paméenja, nema nicega osim nepomic¢nosti, nema nicega
od sve one zudnje za drugim tijelom, nema ni¢ega $to bi pretvorio u rije¢
vecu od samog sebe.

Ali ve¢ si na suncu u brodu i mase$ onima koji ostaju. Oni su u pokretu,
rade, kao da im teret u rukama daje sigurnost i kao da se u njima krije pravi
razlog njihova ostanka. Oni skacu u more i spremaju jedrilicu na izlet do
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obliznjih otoka. Masemo jedni drugima jer zelimo ostati, opstati, jer se
zelimo vratiti. Ti mases jer te je strah da ¢e$ umrijeti, da zauvijek napustas
ovo mjesto i da se nikada nece$ u njega vratiti: zbog Zene koja je trazila
cvije¢e po putovima koji su vodili prema vrhu brda, zbog kupina koje su
ostale male i grke...

Mases i dok odmides i dok zamides, mases i dok odavna sjedis i veé se prica
o proslom ljetu i kako je bilo, mase$ dok sutis i gledas. Mase$ jer znas$ da
ni$ta nije ostalo u kuéi $to bi trebalo nestati. Ti mases jer zna$ da opasnost,
smrt i strah, duhovi i vjetar — niSta tamo nije ostalo i ni¢ega tamo nema,
samo jednostavna prazna kuc¢a na otoku, na Kornatima, u Dalmaciji,
zatvorena kuca pokraj restorana i jedrilica.

Al ti mases jer zna$ da tamo nista nije skriveno i zaboravljeno, ni¢eg nema jer
si ponio sa sobom i taj uzas. On se ne vidi na tvome licu, ali on lupa i pojavit
¢e se kad-tad, i onda kad ne bude$ mislio na zatvorenu ku¢u u Smokvici.
Pojavit ¢e se uzas kojem mislis da si zatvorio vrata i okrenuo mu leda.

Prezent. Perfekt. Poezija

Prolazedi pokraj glavnoga Zzeljeznickog kolodvora, gledam Zrinjevac koji
blista u iznenadnoj zimi: kristalan, precizan, svijetao i hladan, kao vjetar
koji raznosi zadnje jesensko lis¢e, hodam i mislim koliko sam sretan,
radujem se da je poezija na dobrom putu, jer sve je bliza onomu $to ona
i jest: ezoteri¢na, kuéna radinost. Dolazeéi na knjizevnu veéer, posveéenu
mojoj knjizi, osje¢am zahvalnost prema onima koji su dosli, zahvalnost
koja je bez ikakve moje obveze prema njima i njihove prema meni, jer ne
mucim se s njihovim razlozima, o svom dolasku nisam obavijestio nikoga,
ni$ta nisam rekao familiji, prijateljima, gotovo da bih i uku¢anima presutio
razlog kasnog izlaska. Jednostavno, radujem se da je poezija na dobrom
putu, jer sve je bliza onomu $to ona i jest: ezoteri¢na, kuéna radinost. I sve
se ponavlja. I sve se ponavlja. I sve se ponavlja. I sve se ponavlja. I sve se
ponavlja. I sve se ponavlja. Prezent. Perfeke. Poezija.
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Gracani
(ljubimca)

Pivske steklenice na prepolni mizi bi morale koncati v rokah delavcey,
vendar je vsa nevarnost v nenadnem razsulu in smehu: padle so na mizo,
padle so na tla in njihov curek stekla in vonja hmelja se je zakotalil okrog
naju.

Kaj delajo prazni kozarci v tem trenutku? Kaj se dogaja s tabo, ki sedis na
tajnem (ljubimcevskem) mestu in postaja$ udelezenec zarote v navadnem
poletnem popoldnevu? Zavleces se v zgodbo, ki ne zeli biti ljubezenska,
stoji$ v njeni sredini in misli§, da vlece$ konce, ki vlecejo naprej. Lepo
je redi, da misli§ za tista mesta, kjer si bil samo lep v ocesu poletja, pred
nevihto, pred neurjem.

In kaj pocnes, kaj $e pocnes?

Dale¢ je do konca dogodka in nihée ne zeli ponoviti narocila. Torej, reciva
sedaj, da bi nama bilo lazje. Odlociva se, kaj bova, dokler imava roke Se
proste, um in srce ¢ista in pogumna! Delavci so koncali delo, iztovorili so
cement, pospravili lopate, pustili jakne na travniku in sedli v podnozje
izmisljenega hriba, izmisljene planine. ZaokroZeni v miSice in kletvice,
brezbrizni, bradati, mo¢ni, iz¢érpani in razli¢ni pripadajo tistemu, kar ne
zahteva imena, ¢emur ni mar za otro$tvo. Smejijo se, kadijo, pijejo. Revni
so. Bogati so. Bolni so. Zdravi so. Sre¢ni so. Mucijo se. Ne mucijo se s tem,
kaj so in kdo so. Tezave sveta, vojne in politi¢ne krize koncajo v njihovih
kletvicah, nizkih placah, zapu$éenih druzinah in podnebjih, kjer zdaj ni
prostora zanje. Polno sovrastva so. Prazni zaradi samote so.

Vendar se ne mores skriti za njimi, ker ne pripada$ popoldnevu v Gracanih,
ko steklenice padajo in curek stekla, pene in vonja hmelja prevzame smeh,
glasove.

In kaj bos storil zdaj? Kaj bo$ storil zdaj?

Utiteljica se usede v avto in odnese zvonjenje Solske ure. To je bilo mojih
45 minug, re¢e. Fantu se nikamor ne mudi. To je bil moj dan, torek ali
sreda, sre¢ni petek, rece.

Kje je tvoj sre¢ni dan, kje je tvoja sre¢na ura, vprasas.

Ona moldi. Ona ga samo gleda — in tako bodo Gracani za vedno ostali v
njenih o¢eh. V njenem molku. V njenem pogledu.
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Viktor
(Vila Ruzi¢)

Vikeor zivi v vili na morju, ampak to zdaj ni ©ma. Zasluzi si precej bolj
zanimivo in vedjo zgodbo, zgodbo prav o sebi. Zasluzi si ve¢ kot uvod. Ampak
naj bo zdaj tako. Vprasal naju je po imenu, po to¢nem rojstnem datumu,
najinem in najinih najblizjih (¢e se temu tako rece). Cuti§ neko vznemirjenost
in strah, kakor na izpitu ali pred tistimi, ki ti lahko resno skodujejo.

Kaj, ¢e ne ve$ tocnega rojstnega datuma svojega starejSega ali mlajSega
sina? Kateri je rojstni datum tvoje zene? Mogoce bi bilo treba vse to zaceti
pripovedovati od zacetka: umestiti vilo v njeno stvarnost, opisati njen
videz in kako se pristopa k njej in kako se prihaja k njej. Kako se v njej
pogovarja. Kako se z njo pogovarja. Zgodovina te hise je obseznejsa od
zgodovine nekaterih velikih mest ali brezimnih pus¢. Vedja in zanimivejsa
je, Ce se ne oziramo na floro in favno, velike in majhne sledi vetra na mivki,
e ne jo¢emo nad porazi ljubimcev, ko pride zora in je vse videti, kakor da
nikoli ne bo vzslo sonce ...

Treba bi se bilo povsem priblizati njenim oknom, se priblizati morju, kajti
kakor da bi ta vila, prepolna knjig, starih in vrednih re¢i, izgubljala meter
za metrom slavo, izgubljala vse tisto, kar je obdano in ujeto z njenimi
zidovi. Vila se pomika proti morju tako, kot jo zapu$éajo lastniki in
obiskovalci. Njena edina stvarnost je pogled na odprto morje. Skrivala sva
se za velikimi okni, misle¢, da sva nevidna, neopazna ...

Ampak to je Ze zgodba za kaks$no drugo stvarnost in razpravo o predelih, ki
v nekem trenutku ustvarijo privid ve¢nosti. Preden karkoli povem o sebi,
bo bolje, da se oba vrneva v prihodnjo preteklost, med Viktorjeva vprasanja,
on si bo za vedno zapomnil datum najinega prihoda v vilo, najin rojstni
datum in najinih najbliZjih (¢e se to tako rece!?).

Ogledalo

Prides iz kopalnice po tistem, kar po¢ne§ za zaprtimi vrati. Med nama
je majhen hodnik z velikim ogledalom. Izgine$ v levem kotu, ker je tam
omara z oblad¢ili. Ho¢em te videti nago in pobegnem od rac¢unalnika,
obrnem se za 180 stopinj: edino, kar zagledam, je moj ponovljeni obraz v
velikem in pustem prostoru.

Usedem se na svoje mesto pred obraz zaslona, tol¢em po tipkovnici: te bom
tako priklical, te bom tako opisal? S priznanjem, kaj sem hotel, kazem, kako
sibek sem, in to se mi bo mascevalo v prihodnjem Zivljenju, v besedilu.
Ampak koga bizdaj to skrbelo? Kje si, ho¢em reci, da je to zame pomembno.
Kaj delag? Kako si oble¢ena, sprasujem o mrtvaskem preu, o koncu.
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Ciklon

Sporodili so, da prihaja genovski ciklon in zaradi te odresilne novice smo se
odlodili — gremo. Strinjali smo se, da zapustimo naso zacasno pocitnisko hiso
in da je to najbolje za vse nas, da moramo to storiti v naslednje pol ure.

In to je to.

In to je to.

In zdaj hitro zapiramo vrata, pred tem smo postorili vse nujno: hrano
smo prestavili iz plinskega hladilnika, zatem ga bomo izkljudili in dvomili.
Smo smeli zaloputniti vrata ali bi jih morali pustiti odprta, kakor so storili
nasi predhodniki, ki se v nasih oceh niso proslavili, ker so za sabo pustili
veliko razmetanega in nedokoncanega. Vemo, da so jim povod za to dali
lastniki hise, nasi sorodniki, s kupom narezanega kruha, ki so ga pustili
v veselje plaze¢im se in zoprnim $kodljivcem, ali z neunicljivim vonjem
razpadajodega krompirja, najdenega v skladis¢u pod stopnicami.

Stop, bi lahko rekli vsemu temu in vse spremenili. Zdaj se je treba hitro
pripraviti, pomesti za sabo, zaletavamo se, me$ajo se roke in razli¢ne
zadolzitve. Vendar se ve, pa naj bo e tako zamolcano, kako so razdeljene
vloge, in ni veliko sprememb v teh vlogah in nih&e se ne upira. Otroci so
odrasli, tisti ¢rni, veliki in lepi so podobni redkim pticam s posebnimi
glasovi, jezni in ¢udoviti v neskladju z rokami, nogami, vratovi in glavami
nesejo stvari k nezanesljivi ladji, prek premca in vrvi do kabine: oblacila,
ribe, ujete z mrezo in ostmi, ki jih bomo jedli v mestu.

In pride trenutek, o katerem se boji$ pisati: primikanje oken in vrat,
naoknic, nastop teme in hladu, senca dneva, v kateri so odmutli glasovi od
zunaj in v tebi. Strah, da bo vse tvoje ostalo v tej hisi v Smokvici, medtem
ko zapira$ vse okrog sebe in nezavedno lovi§ zadnji del morja, zadnji
pogovor in gib, ki si ga naredil samo hip prej. Lovi§ prizore okrog sebe,
medtem ko napol nor drvis in zbiras, stresas in meces, medtem ko zapiras.
Medtem ko se zapiras, medtem ko na glas govoris, sebi o samem sebi, da
bodo duhovi Kornatov vzeli tvoj obraz in telo, se skrili vanj in prezimili
ob tistih, ki pridejo obirat olive, sedeli med njimi in jih strasili, ko bodo
pospali, da prihaja neurje ali da bo burja raznesla vse, kar so zbrali.

Ne dihas v trenutku, ko govoris, in vleces zrak in spomine poletja. Rad bi
ostal v tej nepremicnosti, uzival v strahu, da ne bo$ nikoli ve¢ premaknil
roke ali nog, kakor se dogaja v sanjah, ves si zlit v enem telesu, ni brazgotin
in spomina, ni niCesar razen nepremicnosti, ni nicesar od vsega tistega
hrepenenja po drugem telesu, ni nicesar, kar bi spremenil v besedo, ve¢jo
od samega sebe.

Ampak Ze si na soncu na ladji in mahas tistim, ki bodo ostali. Premikajo
se, delajo, kakor da bi jim tovor v rokah dajal varnost in kakor da bi se v
njih skrival pravi razlog njihovega ostanka. Skadejo v morje in pripravljajo
jadrnico za izlet do bliznjih otokov. Drug drugemu mahamo, ker Zelimo
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ostati, preziveti, ker se zelimo vrniti. Mahas, ker te je strah, da bo§ umrl,
da za vedno zapuscas ta kraj in da se ne bo$ nikoli ve¢ vrnil vanj: zaradi
zenske, ki je iskala roze po poteh, ki so vodile na vrh hriba, zaradi robid, ki
so ostale majhne in grenke ...

Mabhas, ko se oddaljujes in ko se oddalji§, mahas, ko Ze zdavnaj sedis in se
ze govori o minulem poletju in kako je bilo, mahas, ko moldis in gledas.
Mahas, ker ves$, da v hisi ni ostalo ni¢, kar bi moralo izginiti. Mahas,
ker ve$, da nevarnost, smrt in strah, duhovi in veter — ni¢ ni ostalo tam
in nicesar ni tam, samo preprosta prazna hia na otoku, na Kornatih, v
Dalmaciji, zaprta hisa ob restavracijah in jadrnicah.

Vendar mahas, ker ves, da tam ni ni¢ skrito in pozabljeno, ni¢esar ni, ker
si vzel s sabo tudi to grozo. Ni je videti na tvojem obrazu, vendar razbija
in pokazala se bo slej ko prej, tudi takrat, ko ne bo$ mislil na zaprto hiso
v Smokvici. Pojavila se bo groza, o kateri mislis, da si ji zaptl vrata in ji

obrnil hrbet.

Sedangjik. Preteklik. Poezija.

Hodim mimo glavne Zelezniske postaje, gledam Zrinjevac, ki se bles¢i
v nenadni zimi: kristalen, natancen, svetel in mrzel kot veter, ki raznasa
zadnje jesensko listje, hodim in premisljujem, kako sem srecen, vesel sem,
da je poezija na dobri poti, ker je vse blizja tistemu, kar tudi je: ezoteri¢na
domaca obrt. Ko grem na literarni vecer, posvecen moji knjigi, ¢utim
hvaleznost do tistih, ki so prisli, hvaleznost, ki je brez kakr$nekoli moje
obveznosti do njih in njihove do mene, kajti ne muéim se z njihovimi
razlogi, o prihodu nisem obvestil nikogar, ni¢ nisem povedal druzini,
prijateljem, tudi domadim sem skoraj zamolcal razlog za pozni odhod v
mesto. Preprosto, vesel sem, da je poezija na dobri poti, ker je vse blizja
tistemu, kar tudi je: ezoteri¢na domaca obrt. In vse se ponavlja. In vse se
ponavlja. In vse se ponavlja. In vse se ponavlja. In vse se ponavlja. In vse se
ponavlja. Sedanjik. Preteklik. Poezija.

Prevedla Durda Strsoglavec
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Gracani
(Lovers)

Beer bottles on a cramped table were supposed to end in the workers
hands, but the danger lies in sudden disarray and laughter: they fell on the
table, then on the ground and a gush of glass and hop smell hit us.

What are empty glasses doing at that moment? What is happening with
you, while you are sitting in a secret (lovers’) place, becoming an accomplice
in a conspiracy on an ordinary summer afternoon? You are creeping into a
story that does not want to be a love story; you are standing in its centre,
thinking that you are pulling its ends, the ones that are pulling it forward.
It is nice to say that you are thinking of the places where you were just
beautiful in the eye of the summer, before the storm, before the weather
became rough.

And what else, what else are you doing?

The end of events is still far away and no one would order again. Let us
say it now, then, to make things easier. Let us decide what we are going
to do while our hands are still free, our minds and hearts pure and brave!
The workers have finished their work, unloaded the cement bags, put
their shovels away, and left their blouses on the grass. Now they are sitting
at the foot of an imagined mountain. Enveloped in muscles and curses,
light-hearted, bearded, strong, exhausted, and different, they belong to
that which demands no name, which does not care for the childhood.
They are laughing, smoking, drinking. They are poor. They are rich. They
are sick. They are healthy. They are happy. They are trying hard. They do
not ponder over the question who and what they are? The hardships of the
world, wars and political crises end in their curses, low wages, abandoned
families, and places that hold no room for them now. They are full of
hatred. They are void with loneliness.

But you cannot hide behind them, because you do not belong to the noon
in Gracani, while bottles are falling and a gush of glass, spume, and hop
smell attracts laughter and voices.

And what now? What now?

The teacher gets into her car and takes the ringing of a school lesson with
her. My 45 minutes are over, she says. The boy does not hurry anywhere.
This was my day, Tuesday or Wednesday, a happy Friday, he says.

Where is your happy day, your happy hour, you ask.

She is not saying a word. She is just looking at him — thus Gracani will
always remain in her eyes. In her silence. In her gaze.
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Viktor
(Villa Ruzi¢)

Vikeor lives in a villa at the seaside, but this is not our topic. He deserves a
much more interesting and longer story, a story only about him. He deserves
more than just an introduction. But for now, we shall leave it that way. He
asked us our name, our exact birth date and the birth date of our closest
relatives (if this is the right expression). You feel uneasiness and anxiety, like
in an exam or when facing people who can seriously harm you.

What if you do not know the exact date of birth of your older or younger
son? What is your wife’s date of birth? Maybe this story should be told from
the beginning: the villa ought to be placed into its reality, its appearance
described, as well as the access to it and the way to reach it. How do you
talk in it? How do you talk to it? The history of that house is longer than
the history of some large towns or nameless stretches of wilderness. It is
longer and more interesting if we disregard plants and animals, large and
small traces of wind in the sand, if we do not cry over the defeats of lovers
when dawn comes and everything looks as if the sun would never rise...
We should come very close to its windows, to the sea, because it seems that
this villa, crammed up with books, old and valuable objects, is losing its
glory yard by yard, losing everything surrounded and captured by its walls.
The villa is moving towards the sea as its owners and friends are abandoning
it. Its only reality is a view of the open sea. We hid, the two of us, behind
large windows, thinking that we were invisible, imperceptible...

But this is already a story for some other reality and a discussion on
landscapes that at a certain moment create an illusion of eternity. Before I
say anything about you, it is better that we both return into the fizure past,
to Viktor’s questions, who will forever remember the date of our arrival
into the villa, our date of birth and the date of birth of our closest relatives
(if this is the right expression!?).

Mirror

You are getting out of the bathroom after what you have done behind the
closed doors. Between us is a small corridor with a large mirror. You are
disappearing in the left corner, because there is a wardrobe. I want to see
you naked in the mirror, so I flee from the computer and turn around: the
only thing I see is my repeated face in a vast and abandoned space.

I return to my place before the face of the screen, striking the characters
of my keyboard: shall I summon you in this way, shall I describe you? By
confessing what I wanted I show how weak I am and this will take revenge
on me in my future life, in the text.
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But who would worry about that now? Where are you, I mean to say that
this is important to me? What are you doing? What are you wearing, I am
asking about the cover, about the end.

Cyclone

They said that the Genova Low was coming and because of this liberating
news we have decided to depart from our temporary leisure home. This
was supposed to be the best thing to do for all of us, to be done within the
next half an hour.

And that was all.

And that was all.

Now we are closing the doors in a hurry and we have done everything
necessary before that: took the food out of the gas refrigerator that we
would turn off later, unsure of one thing — should we have closed the door
or should we have left it open, like this had been done by our predecessors.
They were not much of a role model, having left so many untidy and
imperfect things behind them. We know that the house owners, our
relatives, had encouraged this approach by a pile of bread cut in slices, left
there to the joy of creeping and ugly pests or by the omnipresent smell of
decaying potatoes found in the storage under the stairs.

We could have called a stop to all that and changed it. Now we should
pack quickly and tidy up a bit; we collide, hands and different jurisdictions
intersect. But, as much as this is left unspoken, we know with whom the
authority lies; there are no great changes in these roles and nobody protests.
The children have grown up. Suntanned, tall, and beautiful, they resemble
rare birds with special voices; angry and wonderful, in discord with their
hands, legs, and heads they carry things to the unstable boat, over the bow
and ropes to the cabin; merchandise, fish caught in a net and with a trident
that we shall eat in the town.

Then comes the moment you are afraid to write about: locking the doors
and closing the shutters, enveloping the house in darkness and cold, a
shadow of the day in which voices outside and within you have subsided.
There is a fear that everything deeply yours will remain in that house at
Smokvica, while you are closing everything around you, unconsciously
catching the last glimpse of the sea, the last conversation and movement
you have made only a moment earlier. You catch a glimpse of the scenes
around you, while half-crazed you run around picking up, spilling,
throwing away, and locking up.

While you are locking up yourself, while you are talking aloud to yourself
about yourself that the ghosts of Kornati would take your face and your
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body, hide in it and spend the winter by the side of the ones who will come
to pick olives, sit among them and scare them, when they fall asleep, that
a storm is coming or that the northern wind will scatter around everything
they have gathered.

You are not breathing at the moment when you are talking and drawing
the air in and the memories of summer. You would like to remain frozen,
to enjoy the fear of never moving a hand or a leg again, like this happens
in dreams. You are cast all in one body; there are no scars and memories,
nothing apart from immobility, nothing of that craving for another body,
nothing that you could turn into a word larger than yourself.

But you are already in the sun, on board, waving to the ones that remain.
They are busy, working, as if the weight they carry would give them
security, containing the real reason for their staying on the island. They
jump into the sea, preparing a sailboat for a trip to nearby islands. We wave
to each other, because we wish to stay, survive, and come back. You are
waving because you are afraid of dying, of abandoning this place forever
and never coming back; because of a woman who sought flowers along the
paths leading to the top of the hill, because of blackberries that remained
small and acrid...

You are waving while you are getting away and out of sight, you are waving,
although you have been sitting for some time. People are already talking
about past summer, how it was, you are silently waving and looking back.
You are waving because you know that nothing has been left in the house
supposed to disappear. You are waving because you know that danger,
death and fear, ghosts and the wind — nothing has remained there and
there is nothing, just a simple empty house on an island, on Kornat
Islands, in Dalmatia, a locked up house near a restaurant and sailing boats.
But you are waving because you know that there is nothing hidden and
forgotten, that there is nothing because you have taken that horror with
you as well. It is not visible on your face, but it is knocking and will appear
at some point, even when you will not be thinking of the closed house at
Smokvica. Horror will appear of which you think that you have slammed
the door at its face and turned your back to it.
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Present. Perfect. Poetry

Passing the main railway station I am looking at Zrinjevac glittering in a
sudden winter: crystal, precise, illuminated and cold, like the wind that
swirls the last autumn leaves, I am walking and thinking how happy I am.
I am happy that poetry is on a good path, because it is getting closer to
what it really is: an esoteric cottage industry. Arriving at a poetry evening,
devoted to my book, I feel gratitude towards the ones who came, gratitude
devoid of my obligation to them and their obligation to me, because I
am not pondering over their reasons; I have not informed anyone that
I'll be there, said nothing to my family and friends. I almost failed to
reveal the reason of my going out late to my dearest. I am simply glad that
poetry is on a good path, because it is getting closer to what it really is: an
esoteric cottage industry. And everything keeps repeating. And everything
keeps repeating. And everything keeps repeating. And everything keeps
repeating. And everything keeps repeating. Present. Perfect. Poetry.

Translated by Andy Jelcic
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Savura

Toate zilele aveau consistenta de clopot

ca telina pe rizitoare

cadeau de pe ulitele Stezei,

cu tigani si fierastraie isterizate

se izbeau dragistos de geamul

cit un bloc de desen mai mare

pe unde isi zornaia talerii
lumina

cadeau in rotunjite duminici
iubindu-se neinteles cu lumina

si-mi plicea lumina
miturind camera intr-un loc patritos

.
stai pe locul acela,

stai paralizatd pe locul acela,

cici in el intotdeauna vei sta!”

dar locul se-acoperea pe la prinz

cu crestele talpilor de cauciuc,

cu noroiul de bocanc sau de cizma,

si rochita se umplea de pete,

fantomele orbitoare zdrobeau zarzavatul,
plopii cu viespi si miez neajuns,

buba aprinsa de jar,

rostogolindu-se ca un inecat,

tot mai fliminda, spre apus...

»

“stai pe locul acela, stail...

si aburii evadau de prin oale,
si fumul pustesc scria pe tavan,
si cotoarele de varzd semanau cu o pozi:

o fetita oglindindu-se intr-un ciob,

o fetita pindindu-gi mama intr-un ciob
si fratii sporovditori,

si indepartatii vecini

“stai cuminte acolo, pe locul acela stail...”

iubind nemiscati acele duminici.
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Fivimitur:

Mama a fost cea mai buni si cu mult
cea mai frumoasi femeie din lume...

de la unu saizeci i ceva de centimetri incepea
cu ochii caprui si genele boltind pastravii

in apele din reziduuri aurifere

vopsite la minele din Rodna

era o fatd naivi,

o fatd mai mereu singurd sub pielea umflind
rochiile ei de material ieftin,

din doi in doi ani umflindu-se foarte tare
mult dupi al patrulea copil

care am fost eu

mama era acolo mereu

putin, putin mai mare,

cu inflorita-i tristete scotocind dupa miruntis,
aducindu-mi doctorii si bomboane,
cheltuindu-se picatura cu piciturd

in intersectiile lipicioase ale orasului

unde périntii ei o maritaserd

pe la saisprezece ani

mama ridea mult si-mi spunea

cum e cu prostiile, cum e cu tincii din vecini,
cu numerosii mei frati,

cu sandalele rupte, iubitii de mai tirziu,
nefericirile si nelinistea

si ridea si mai mult
printre fericiri solidificate intre certuri
si spalat rufe,
ducindu-mai la doctor,
luindu-mi uniforma albastri de scoala,
9
printre fericiri si uitare

si ridea

ca sd rizi trebuie sd cureti cenusa,
lesia s-o aluneci lucioasa pe pinze
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si ridea, stiind

ci intr-o duminicd n-avea s plece,

intr-o duminici n-avea si uite de noi si de tata,
ca sd-si sugrume isteriile,

ca sd-si amaneteze

frica innebunitoare in care

ca intr-un ciclon mai mereu plutea

si ridea

de viata-i de celofan,

de intrebirile putrezind cu boarfele-n pod,
de serbarile unde printre altfel de mame
ea n-avea zi de nagtere

ea gitea prost, din ce in ce mai prost,

si genele-i aurifere si le incrunta

intre o sedinta si alta,

intre o frici si alta...

mama era o fetiscana trasnita
si a ramas asa, o sord mai mica,
la care ma gindesc des,
care-mi lipseste,
desi parul i s-a rarit,
desi s-a ingrasat...
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Reluare

Parintii mei se certau,
noi intre noi ne certam,
bine era si fii cel mai tare!

in decembrie intepeneau porcii

sub doua sundtoare lovituri de cutit...
bine era sa-ti infunzi capul in perne,
aburii groazei si se prindi in turguri!

bunica, la etajul patru,
tot in decembrie,
cu miinile frumos impreunate
1si amalgama secreta paloare
peste camera cu mine alaturi,
peste buzunarele de ciment inca pline
cu vorbele ei de pe cind
dulciuri ne impartea...
bine era si-i vedem de departe
fiptura cernitd
ca o figurind-n mulaj!

roua se curba dintr-o miaduva
roz-verde sau albastri...
bune erau iernile de cozonac
si noroaiele gilbenelelor
primavara!

dulapul se lasa intr-o ring,

laptele subrezit inunda din sistare,

carticelele soioase de joc

fumegau cu sticla topitd a limpii,

impregnind in tavan toate drumurile...
bune erau ele pe-atunci!

parintii mei se certau,
noi intre noi ne certam,
bine era si fii cel mai tare!



272 - IOANA NICOLAIE

Lut vopsit

Viata mi se sfirsea intotdeauna
cind din sticla de lapte a lampii
lincezeala cadea piezis
pe nesfirsitele paturi

cu-ale lor invelisuri de pai

viata avea o cimarutd secretd

printre glande lacrimale si nervi rosietici
se retrdgea pe nesimtite
in ascunzisul ei de popas,
devorindu-si unul cite unul jupoancle
in neaerisite dulapuri

si fratii mei se dizolvau

in glasul tatei zdruncinind versete din Biblie
Daniel in groapa cu lei,
un pring lonatan stripuns de sageti
si Iona inghitit de-o balena

si glasul tatei prindea pojghita

ca o rani de curind ficuti,

cici banuieli de dragoste asa se iveau :
niciodata nu ticea atit de aproape,
niciodata palmele ingreunate de bataturi
nu-mi atingeau la fel crestetul

mai tindr ca atunci nu era niciodata,

mai tindr, si artdgos,

si aspru cu cerul negru-verzui

al reflectirii in geamuri,
in frustririle-i de barbat dat in copt
si poate impovirat

cici intr-un fel veghea,

urind acea nemdrturisitd veghere
si fata schimbdtoare a neintelegerii
peste ofilite rasaduri
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si poate in felu-i veghea

peste mine i viata-mi,

ce seard de seard isi farimita anticorpii
X o e D1

in denivelirile glasului lui,

in crevasele atit de apropiate

de moarte...
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Gramoz
Vsi dnevi so imeli trdnost zvona

kot zélena na strgalniku
so padali z ozkih ulic Steze
s cigani in histeri¢nimi zagami,
se ljubece zaletavali v $ipo
velikosti malo ve¢jega risalnega bloka,
kjer je s ¢inelami udarjala
svetloba

padali v zaobljene nedelje,
se nerazumno ljubili s svetlobo

vSe¢ mi je bila svetloba,
ki je sobo pometla v kvadratni koticek

»Stoj na tistem mestu,
ohromljeno stoj na tistem mestu,
saj bos tam ostala za vednol«

toda v ¢asu kosila se je mesto prekrilo

z grebeni gumijastih stopal,

z blatom z delovnih &evljev ali $kornjev

in oblekica je bila polna madeZev,

slepece prikazni so teptale zelenjavo,

topole z osami in premalo sredice,

kot od Zerjavice razbeljena oteklina

se je kot utopljenec

vse bolj pozresno prevracala proti zahodu ...

»$toj na tistem mestu, stoj! ...«
in iz loncev je uhajala para
in pobalinski dim je pisal po stropu
in zeljni $tori so bili videti kot fotografija:
neka deklica se je zrcalila v ¢repinji,
neka deklica je prezala na svojo mater v ¢repinji
in klepetavi bratgje
in oddaljeni sosedje

»mirno stoj tam, na tistem mestu stoj! ...«

ko nepremi¢no ljubi$ tiste nedelje.
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Drobtine

Mama je bila najbolj$a in dale¢
najlepsa zenska na svetu ...

zalela se je pri malo ve¢ kot metru in Sestdesetih centimetrih
z rjavimi o¢mi in trepalnicami kot postrvmi, ki so ustvarjale loke
v vodah iz zlatonosnih odplak,

obarvanih v rudnikih iz Rodne

bila je naivno dekle,

malodane vselej sama pod kozo,

ki je napihovala njene obleke iz poceni materiala,
vsaki dve leti so se silovito napihnile,

$e bolj po éetrtem otroku,

ki sem bila jaz

mama je bila vedno tam,

malo, disto malo vedja,

ko je z razcvetelo Zalostjo brskala za drobizem,
mi prinasala zdravila in bonbone,

se kapljico za kapljico trosila

na lepljivih mestnih krizis¢ih,

kjer so jo starsi omozili

pri Sestnajstih.

mama se je veliko smejala in govorila,

kako je s traparijami, kako je s sosedovimi pobi,
mojimi $tevilnimi brati,

strganimi sandalami, bodo¢imi fanti,

nesre¢o in nemirom

in e bolj se je smejala
sredi sre¢, utrjenih med prepiri

in pranjem perila,
ko me je peljala k zdravniku,
kupovala modro $olsko uniformo,
med sre¢ami in pozabo.

res se je smejala

da bi se lahko smejal, mora$ o¢istiti pepel,
na platno vredi sijoci lug
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smejala se je, vedo,

da neke nedelje ne bo odsla,

da neke nedelje ne bo pozabila ne na nas in ne na oceta,
da bi potlacila svoje histerije,

da bi zastavila

ob pamet spravljajo¢i strah, v katerem

je malodane ves ¢as plula kot v ciklonu

posmehovala se je

svojemu celofanskemu Zzivljenju,

vprasanjem, ki so s capami vred plesnela na podstresju,
proslavam, na katerih, za razliko od drugih mam,

ona ni imela rojstnega dneva,

kuhala je zani¢, vedno slabse,

in njene zlatonosne trepalnice so se mrscile

med tem in onim sestankom,

med tem in onim strahom ...

mama je bila trapasta deklica
in je taksna tudi ostala, mlajsa sestra,
na katero pogosto mislim,
ki jo pogresam,
Ceprav so se ji zredcili lasje,
Ceprav se je zredila ...
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Ponovitev

Moji starsi so se prepirali,
mi smo se prepirali med seboj,
dobro je bilo, ¢e si bil najmoénejsi!

decembra so prasici odreveneli

pod dvema odzvanjajo¢ima udarcema z nozem ...
dobro je bilo, ¢e si zakopal glavo med blazine,
da se je para groze spremenila v toco!

babica je v ¢etrtem nadstropju,

prav tako decembra,

z lepo sklenjenimi rokami

svojo skrivno bledico vlivala

v sobo z menoj ob sebi,

in v cementne Zepe

$e vedno polne njenih besed

iz ¢asov, ko nam je delila sladkarije ..
dobro je bilo, ¢e smo od dalec zagledali
njeno uzalos¢eno podobo

kot kipec v odlitku!

iz roznato zelenega

ali modrega mozga se je vila rosa ...
dobre so bile zime iz Sarkljev
dobro je bilo blato ognjica
spomladi!

omara se je povesila,
zvodenelo mleko se je polivalo iz golid,
majhne umazane igralne karte
so se dimile s stopljenim steklom svetilke,
in na strop vrisovale vse poti ...

takrat $e dobre!

moji starsi so se prepirali,
mi smo se prepirali med seboj,
dobro je bilo, ¢e si bil najmocnejsi!
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Pobarvana glina

Mojega zivljenja je bilo konec vsaki¢

ko je iz mle¢nega stekla svetilke

na neskonéne postelje

z njihovimi slamnatimi ovoji
poSevno padala otopelost

zivljenje je imelo skrivno sobico

med solznimi zlezami in rdec¢kastimi Zivci
nesramno se je umikalo
v svoje skrivno pocivalisce
in v neprezracenih omarah

drugo za drugo goltalo spodnja krila

in moji bratje so se topili

v ocetovem glasu ki je zamajal svetopisemske verze
Daniel v levji jami
neki princ Jonatan ki so ga prebodle puscice
in Jona ki ga je pogoltnil kit

in na oéetovem glasu se je naredila krasta

kot na ¢&isto svezi rani

tako so se namre¢ kazali ljubezenski namigi:
$e nikoli ni molcal tako od blizu
$e nikoli se z Zulji otezene dlani
niso tako dotikale vrha moje glave

mlajsi kot takrat ni bil Se nikoli
mlajsi in godrnjav
in strog s ¢rno-zelenkastim nebom
odseva v sipah med zorenjem
v svojih moskih frustracijah
in verjetno obremenjen

ker je nekako bdel

in sovrazil svoje neizpovedano bdenje

kot tudi spreminjajo¢i se obraz nerazumevanja
na ovenelih sadikah
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in morda je na svoj nadin bdel

nad menoj in mojim Zivljenjem

ki je noc¢ za no¢jo drobilo svoja protitelesa
v znizevanju njegovega glasu

v razpokah tako blizu

smrti ...

Prevedel Ales Mustar
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Gravel

Every day had the consistency of bells

like celery root from a grater
they fell from the narrow streets of Steza
with Gypsies and the noisy tantrums of saws
banged seductively on the window
as large as a sketchpad
on which light clanged bright

cymbals

fell into the round of Sundays
perversely making love to the light

and I took pleasure in the light
sweeping the room together into a sort of square spot

“stay on that spot,
paralyzed on that spot
for that’s where you'll always be”

but by lunchtime the spot got covered

by the ridged grid of rubber soles

by mud from work shoes or heavy boots

and the threadbare little dress filled with stains
dazzling phantoms crushed the vegetables

the poplars with wasps but not enough pulp
the ravenous burn from the embers

tumbling like a drowned man

toward the setting sun

« ' »
stay on that spot, stay! . . .

steam rising from pots
an adolescent smoke scribbling on the ceiling

the cabbage stalks that looked like a photo

a little girl a little girl’s face mirrored in a shard
a little girl spying on her mother in a shard
and her chattering brothers

and neighbors twice removed

“stay there quietly on that spot, stay! . ..

motionless loving those Sundays.



IOANA NICOLAIE - 28T

Crumbs

My mother was the best and by far

the most beautiful woman in the whole wide world...

at five foot three she started out

with hazel eyes and lashes like trout leaping
in the waters of auriferous residues

painted in the mines of Rodna

she was a naive girl

a girl almost always lonely under her skin filling
her dresses of cheap materials

year by year stretching them more

even more after her fourth child

me

my mother was always there

lictle by little growing bigger

with her sadness in full bloom looking a few coins
bringing me pills and candy

squandering herself drop by drop

at the sticky intersections of the town

where her parents had married her

when she was sixteen

my mother laughed a lot and told me

about joking around, about the kids next door
about my numerous brothers

about broken sandals, my eventual lovers
disappointments and worries

and she laughed even more

in the midst of the happiness solidified
between quarrels and laundry

taking me to the doctor

buying me my blue school uniform

between happiness and forgetting

and she laughed

to laugh you must clean away the ashes
wipe everything with lye that glistens on dust cloths
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and she laughed knowing

that one Sunday she wouldn’t just run off

one Sunday she wouldn’t forsake Father and us
to stifle her hysteria

to pawn the maddening fear

which forever buffeted her every which way

as in a cyclone

and she laughed

at her cellophane life

at questions rotting with the rags in the attic

at school performances where among other kinds of mothers
she didn’t have a birthday

she was a bad cook, continually getting worse

and her auriferous lashes frowned

between one meeting and the next

between one fear and the next...

my mother was a crazy girl
and so she remained, a younger sister
whom I often think of
whom [ miss
though her hair thinned
though she grew fat...
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Replay

My parents kept quarreling
we quarreled among ourselves
better be the strongest

in December the pigs stiffened

under two ringing blows of a knife
better bury your head under the pillow
the steam of fear freezes into icicles

on the fourth floor, my grandmother
also in December
her hands neatly folded
slowly infused her secret pallor
throughout the room next to me
into the pockets of cement nearly full
with her veins of witchcraft darkened
since the times she'd give us sweets. ..
better look from a distance
at her mourner’s pose
like a plaster figurine!

the dew curved in a marrow-bone
pink-green or blue
better the marigold-muds
of spring!

the wardrobe leaned to the side

the thinner milk spilled over from pails

the filthy little playing cards

smoked by the molten glass of the lamp

impregnating into the ceiling all roads. ..
better those roads

my parents kept quarreling
we quarreled among ourselves
better be the strongest!
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Painted Clay

My life was forever coming to a stop
when from the milky glass of the lamp
drowsiness fell slantwise
across the endless beds

with their entrails of straw

life held a secret little room

among lacrimal glands and pink nerves
it withdrew unnoticed
into the hiding place she'd retreat to
devouring one by one her petticoats
in stuffy wardrobes

and my brothers dissolved

in my father’s voice hammering out Bible verses
Daniel in the lion’s den
a prince Jonathan pierced by arrows

Jonah swallowed by a whale

and my father’s voice formed scabs

as on a recent wound

because this is how hints of love came to the surface
near us he was never quiet
his palms hard with calluses

never touched the top of my head the same way

he had never been younger than at that time
younger and more stubborn
rough like the green-black sky
of reflections on the windows
in his man’s harvest of frustrations

probably overburdened

because in some way he kept watch

hating his unacknowledged vigil

and the changing face of misunderstanding
over withered seedlings
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maybe in his way he kept watch

over me and my life

which night after night crumbled its antibodies
in the lowering of his voice

into crevices so close

to death...

Translated by Adam ]. Sorkin and Irma Giannetti
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Mir

Zbudim se. Preden odprem odi, zasli$im glas, ki pove, da bodo naslednji
dnevi sonéni in hladni, za praznike pa lahko pri¢akujemo kaksno snezin-
ko. Privzdignem glavo in z desno pois¢em daljinski upravljalec. Pritisnem
tipko. V levem zgornjem kotu se pokaze ura. Deset ¢ez polnoé. Se slabe pol
ure imam, pomislim in se dvignem iz troseda, na katerem sem zaspal. Sto-
pim v kuhinjo, prizgem lu¢ nad $tedilnikom in iz omare vzamem posodo s
kavo. Kava mi sicer ne pomaga pri premagovanju spanca, a imam rad okus
¢rinega napitka. Brez sladkorja, z malo mleka.

S skodelico kave se vrnem v dnevno sobo. Hitro preletim programe na
televiziji. Ni¢, vrzem daljinski upravljalec na trosed. Petek zvecer, Sestdeset
programov, na televiziji pa ni¢. Vedno je tako, naredim kratek pozirek,
odloZim skodelico in s troseda potegnem pregrinjalo, s katerim sem bil
pokrit. Na hitro ga iztrepem in prekrijem sedezno pohi$tvo. Potem z mize
pospravim knjige, revije in casopise. Nazadnje pospravim Se posto, med
katero prevladujejo vos¢ilnice in ra¢uni. Poravnam prt in na sredo posta-
vim vazo, ki je bila te dni na tleh, da je bilo na mizi ve¢ prostora. Poleg
vaze postavim rde¢o sveo. Se enkrat poravnam pre in si prikimam, da je
v redu. V tem se razlikujeva, se nasmehnem. Katarina mora imeti vse po-
spravljeno, mene knjige in revije ne motijo. Ustvarjalni nered, se skusam
izgovoriti, kadar me vprasa, zakaj imam vse razmetano. Skusam se izgovo-
riti, ¢eprav vem, da ni bilo misljeno kot vprasanje.

Preden si iz predsobe prinesem jakno, naredim $e en pozirek kave. Preve-
rim, ¢e imam denarnico v zepu. Avtomobilski klju¢i so skupaj z drugimi
klju¢i v vhodnih vratih. Pocasi obujem cevlje, potem zgrabim daljinski
upravljalec, vendar televizorja ne ugasnem. Gledam oglase, ki en za drugim
govorijo o prihajajocih praznikih. Oglasi opozarjajo, ¢esa ne smemo po-
zabiti, in opominjajo, kaj moramo storiti, da bo nase Zivljenje in Zivljenja
tistih, ki nas obdajajo, napolnila zares velika in popolna sreca. Sporocajo
nam, kaks$ni ho¢emo biti in kaj je treba za to kupiti. Ponavljajo, da je vse,
kar ima pomen, mozno zaviti v rde¢ papir, povezati z zlato masno in placati
po povzetju ali s kartico. Ce zadovoljstva ni, so prodajalci v naslednjih §ti-
rinajstih dneh pripravljeni vrniti denar. Sledijo novice. Ugasnem televizor.
Voznja skozi okraseno mesto gre hitro. Pred odcepom na avtocesto je ben-
cinska ¢rpalka. Hodem se ustaviti, da bi kupil kaksno malenkost, a mi
policist, ki stoji sredi ceste, z rokama kaze, da ne morem zaviti. Peljati
moram naprej. Vidim, da se na ¢rpalki nekaj dogaja. Okrog zgradbe utri-
pajo modre in rdece luci. Policisti in resevalci. Dosti ljudi je zunaj. Dosti
ljudi je notri. Med zunaj in notri so nosila. Nosila so med tu in tam. Med
ranjenimi in tistimi, ki jim ni ni¢. Med Zivimi in mrtvimi.

V naslednjem krizis¢u zavijem na avtocesto. Pohodim plin, avto zdrvi
skozi tunel. Na drugi strani je ve¢na no¢. Nobene ludi, samo zasnezena



SEBASTIJAN PREGEL] - 289

pokrajina, ki jo tu in tam obsije odsev srebrne lune. S pogledom na uro se
prepri¢am, da imam dovolj ¢asa. Vozim previdno, ker je cesta poledenela.
Na cestninski postaji je kolona. Za postajo stoji policist v neprebojnem
jopicu, z avtomatsko pusko na prsih. Dokumente, prosim, je vljuden. Iz
denarnice vzamem osebno izkaznico in mu jo podam. Mlad moski pogle-
da izkaznico, potem mene in Se enkrat izkaznico. Vozite previdno, mi vrne
dokument. Mirne praznike.

Z avtoceste zavijem v trenutku, ko na ravnini, na kateri je pristajalna steza,
utripnejo modre ludi. Minuto kasneje ustavim. Avto pustim na ovinku,
kjer se za¢ne plo¢nik. Pohitim proti steklenim vratom, nad katerimi je
napis Prihodi. Na monitorju poiS¢em letalo, s katerim prileti Katarina.
Pise, da je Ze pristalo. Zdaj pristaja naslednje. Stopim korak naprej in gle-
dam ljudi. Moski pred menoj je v elegantni temno sivi obleki. Nestrpno
pogleduje na ro¢no uro. Na njegovi desni stoji mlajsa zenska. V usesih
ima slusalke in na glavi volneno kapo. Gleda nekam naprej, skozi okno,
mimo vozi¢kov in kolone taksijev. Za njo stoji debel moski pri $estdesetih.
Na nosu ima ocala in v desni roki sendvi¢. Smrdi po tuni. Pred njim stoji
deklica, ki vsake toliko ste¢e do mlajse zenske, ki ima ustnice namazane
z bles¢eco $minko. Pri vratih sloni suhljat moski s kartonom, na katerem
ima z debelim flomastrom napisano ime. Cevlje ima mokre. Vrata se ves
¢as odpirajo in zapirajo.

Ko se na izhodu pojavi stevardesa in takoj za njo $e ena, med ljudmi, ki
¢akamo, zavrsi. Debeluh zbase v usta $e zadnji kos sendvica s tuno, zenska
z bles¢e¢imi ustnicami pocepne, da ji deklica pritece v objem, in ji rece: Vi-
dis, Ze prihajajo. Moski s kartonom se postavi na vidnej$e mesto in pogleda
napis, kot bi hotel Se enkrat preveriti, ali ima prav napisano ime. Moski
v elegantni obleki pogleda na uro, potem se obrne k meni in mi prikima:
Brez zamude. Zenska s slusalkami v ugesih stopi na prste, ¢eprav ne vidi ni¢
vec kot prej, ker potniki prihajajo okrog vogala.

Naslednji pride pilot s ¢rnim kovekom, za njim pa vsi, ki jih ¢akamo.
Debeluh se poljublja in objema z drugim debeluhom, moski v obleki ob-
jema gospo v krznenem plaséu, zenska z bles¢e¢imi ustnicami se poljublja
z moskim, ki ima Ze naslednji trenutek na ramenih deklico. Moski s kar-
tonom se rokuje z Zensko v kostimu. Zenska s slualkami treplja starejiega
moskega, jaz objemam Katarino.

Tukaj, na tem letalis¢u, se je pravkar zgodil cudez. Zgodil se je mir. Vse je
dobro. Vsi, ki smo jih ¢akali, so z nami. Mogki, ki so mu odstranili raka z
debelega ¢revesja, je priletel domov. Ta bozi¢ bo prezivel z bratom. Starejsa
zenska se je vrnila z zadnje sluzbene poti. V torbici ima vavéer, s katerim
bo presenetila moza. Cez dva dni odletita. Tam, kamor gresta, ne bo potre-
bovala krznenega plas¢a, on pa ne obleke. Pila bosta koktejle in se glasno
smejala. Ocka se je vrnil od ljubice. Preprican je, da nihée ni¢ ne ve. Na
letalu je sklenil, da je bilo tokrat zadnji¢. Izkoristil bo priloznost. Ne ve,
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s ¢im si jo je zasluzil, odlocen pa je, da je ne izpusti. Nekaj sem ti prinesel,
potegne iz Zepa barbiko in jo poda deklici. Potem poljubi Zeno, ki ve za
drugo zensko, ampak vztraja. Zaradi male. Zenski v kostimu je odleglo.
Sporodilo je prislo do agencije. Sklenili bomo posel. Za novo leto bom
doma, pohiti za moskim s kartonom. Starejsi moski ne zadrzuje solz. Spet
lahko objame héer. Vse bo $e dobro. En dan, en mesec, eno leto. Kolikor
jima je namenjeno.

Objemam Katarino. Poljubljam jo na usta in lica in vrat. Se malo, pa bova
doma. Se malo, pa bova objeta lezala in ni¢ govorila. Samo gledala se bova
in vedela, da imava vse. Poljubljal jo bom na ¢elo in pocakal, da zaspi.
Potem jo bom gledal, dokler ne zaspim $e sam. Ko se zbudiva, bova mo-
gode ze stara, mogoce bova bolna, mogode bo en sam in ne oba. Zato je
pomembno, da jo objemam in poljubljam zdaj in ne potem, nocoj in ne
zjutraj, pomembno je, da se je dotikam, da jo ¢utim, da zaspim ob nje;.
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Peace

I wake up. Even before I open my eyes, I hear a voice saying that we are
in for a sunny and cold spell, with a snowflake or two in store for the
holidays. I raise my head, groping for the remote control with my right
hand. Press a button. The left upper corner of the screen flashes the time.
Ten past midnight. Less than half an hour left, I think, rising from the
three-seater sofa where I had fallen asleep. I make my way to the kitchen,
turn on the light above the stove, take the coffee box from the cupboard.
While coffee does not help me drive away sleep, I like the taste of the black
beverage. No sugar, a dash of milk.

I return to the living room with a cup of coffee. Skim through the TV pro-
grams. Nothing. I toss the remote control on the three-seater. Friday night,
sixty programs to pick from, and nothing worth watching. It’s always like
this. I take a short sip, put the cup away and scoop up the three-seater
spread I'd been wrapped in. Shaking it out in a hurry, I cover the seats.
Then I empty the table of books, magazines, newspapers. Finally I put
away the post, mainly Christmas cards and bills. I smooth the tablecloth,
setting in the middle a vase banished to the floor for the past few days so as
to make room on the table. Next to the vase I place a red candle. I smooth
the tablecloth once more, nodding: it looks fine. This is where we differ,
I smile. Katarina must have everything tidy, while I'm not bothered by
books or magazines. Creative chaos, that is how I excuse myself when she
asks why the place is such a shambles. I excuse myself even though I know
that it is not meant to be a question.

Before bringing my jacket from the hall, I take another sip of coffee. I
check that my wallet is in my pocket. The keys to the car and the rest are
in the front door lock. Slowly, I pull on my shoes, then grab the remote
control but do not turn off the TV. I watch the ads instead, every one of
them about the upcoming holidays. The ads warn us what we should not
forget and remind us what to do so as to let into our lives, and the lives of
those around us, a flood of great and perfect happiness. They tell us what
we want to be like and what to buy for the purpose, repeating that all that
mactters can be wrapped up in red paper, tied with a golden bow, and paid
on delivery or by card. Satisfaction guaranteed, or the sellers will reimburse
us in a fortnight. The news come next. I turn off the TV.

The drive through the Christmas-lit city is fast. There is a petrol station
before the motorway junction. I want to stop for a few trifles, but the
policeman standing in the middle of the road waves me away. I have to
drive on. I see there’s something going on at the station. Blue and red lights
pulsing around the building. Policemen and aides. Lots of people outside.
Lots of people inside. There is a stretcher lying between the outside and the
inside. Lying between here and there. Between the wounded and the well.
Between the living and the dead.
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At the next junction, I take the motorway. I step on the gas, the car shoot-
ing through the tunnel. There is eternal night on the other side. No lights,
only a snowy landscape, lit up at times by the reflection of a silver moon.
A glance at my watch tells me that 'm in good time. 'm driving carefully
because the road is iced over.

There is a line-up before the toll station. Behind the station stands a police-
man in a bullet-proof jacket, with an automatic rifle slung over his chest.
Papers, please. He is polite. I take my ID from my wallet and hand it over.
The young man looks at the ID, then at me, then at the ID again. Drive
carefully, he says, handing back the document. Have a peaceful holiday.

I turn from the motorway just as blue lights flash from the plain with
the taxiway. Pulling up a minute later, I leave the car on the curve where
the pavement begins. I hurry toward the glass door marked Arrivals and
look up Katarina’s plane on the screen. It seems to have landed already.
Right now, there is another landing. I take a step forward, looking around
at people. The man in front of me is wearing an elegant dark grey suit.
He is impatiently glancing at his watch. To his right stands a younger
woman wearing earbuds and a woollen cap on her head. She is gazing
ahead, through the window, past the trolleys and the cab queue. Behind
her stands a fat man of about sixty, with glasses perched on his nose and
a sandwich in his right hand. He smells of tuna. In front of him, a little
girl scampers every now and then up to a youngish woman, whose lips are
painted with a glossy lipstick. Lounging by the door is a skinny man hold-
ing a sign, the name on it written with a thick felt pen. His shoes are wet.
The door keeps opening and closing.

When a stewardess appears at the exit and is followed by another, there is a
stir among the waiting crowd. The fat man crams the last of the tuna sand-
wich into his mouth, the glossy-lipped woman squats down so that the girl
can run into her arms, telling her, See, they’re coming. The man with the
sign takes up a more conspicuous position and looks at the name, as if to
make sure once more that it is spelled correctly. Glancing at his watch, the
eleganty dressed man turns to me and nods: No delay. The woman with
the earbuds stands on tiptoe, even if she can see no better than before since
the passengers are coming around the corner.

Next comes the pilot with his black suitcase, followed by all those we are
waiting for. The fat man is hugging and kissing another fat man, the man
in the suit is hugging a lady in a fur coat, the glossy-lipped woman is kiss-
ing a man who at once swings the little girl up on his shoulder. The man
with the sign is shaking hands with a woman wearing a suit. The earbuds
woman is patting an older man, I am hugging Katarina.

Here, at this airport, a miracle has just happened. Peace has happened. All
is well. All those we have been waiting for are here with us. A man operated
for colon cancer has flown back home. He’s going to spend this Christmas
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with his brother. An elderly woman has returned from her last business
trip. She has a voucher in her handbag, a surprise for her husband. They
are flying away in two days. Where they are going they will need no fur
coat or suit. They will drink cockrails and laugh out loud. A father has
come back from his mistress. He’s sure nobody knows. He decided on the
plane that this had been the last time. He’s going to take a second chance.
While unsure how he has deserved it, he is determined not to let it go. I've
brought you something, he pulls a Barbie doll from his pocket, handing it
to the girl. Then he kisses his wife, who knows about the other woman but
holds on. For the kid’s sake. A woman in a suit feels a surge of relief. The
message had reached the agency. The deal is going through. I'll be home
for New Year’s Eve, she thinks and hurries after the man with the sign. An
older man can’t hold back his tears. He can hug his daughter again. All will
be well. For a day, a month, a year. As long as the fates of the two allow.

I’'m hugging Katarina. Kissing her lips and cheeks and neck. A little longer
and we'll be home. A little longer and we'll be lying in each other’s arms,
not talking. Just looking at each other, knowing that we have it all. I'll be
kissing her forehead, waiting for her to fall asleep. Then I'll watch her until
I fall asleep myself. When we wake up, we may be old, we may be ill, we
may be one instead of both. That’s why it is important that I hug and kiss
her now rather than later, tonight rather than in the morning, that I touch

her, feel her, fall asleep beside her.

Translated by Nada Groelj
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Le margherite di Germana

No, non era assolutamente una persona simpatica, il signor Bruno Benevoli.
Lui era nato, cresciuto e vissuto con l'indole naturale dell antipatico. Antipati-
co dentro, e antipatico fuori.

Quando parlava, per quel poco che parlava, usava sempre il tono sgarbaro di
chi vuole cercare lite, ¢ con lespressione immobile di ciglia raccolte, squardo
scuro, labbra abbassate e mento sollevato, avvisava a qualsiasi tentativo di
approccio, un umore eternamente incazzato. Persino i conoscenti, a dire il vero
molto pochi, affermavano che vederlo sorridere il signor Bruno, era come vedere
la neve scendere in agosto.

Bruno Benevoli lavorarava da trentacinque anni come spazzino, zona stazio-
ne, e da quasi trenta era sposato con la signora Germana, il suo esatto opposto.
Si perché, lei era tranquilla e dolce come il sonno, e cortese come quel sorriso
che portava in giro quasi fosse il castigo immobile di una paresi. Da trentanni,
la signora, oltre a fare la moglie, per una scelta imposta dal marito, occupava
il suo tempo col lavoro della casalinga. A lui il compito di tirare avanti la
carretta, e a lei la dolce attenzione di accudire la casetta. Ed é per questo che
la signora Germana, per una vita accudi, venero e onoro il suo consorte con la
gratitudine della testa bassa e della schiena piegata.

— Si Brunetto! Senz'altro Brunetto! Tutto quello che vuoi Brunetto! —

Per trentanni, quando il capofamiglia, recitando una stanchezza da minatore,
rincasava, puntuale saltava il saluto, si lamentava della fatica e si stravaccava
sul divano, mentre lei, sempre col sorriso stampato in bocca, amorevolmente
gli roglieva le scarpe, le calze, e gli immergeva i piedi nel riposo di un catino
di acqua e sale. Poi, con lattenzione della cameriera, apparecchiava la tavola
e gli serviva la cena, e quindi si metteva a disposizione del servizio: quando
il cibo era di gradimento assisteva all’ingozzamento, quando invece un pugno
protestava sul tavolo perché non gradiva la “portata’, allora lei scattava e si
premurava di fornirgli il ricambio.

— Subito Brunetto! Va bene cosi Brunetto! Sei sazio, Brunetto? —

Finita la cena, il signor Bruno prima ruttava la sua soddisfazione e subito
dopo liberava urgenza di tutti i chiodi che gli pestavano dentro lumore. Gli
accidenti passati sul lavoro, Uinfamita dei colleghi, le maledizioni contro il
Governo ladro, e altri chili di bestemmie da dedicare a quella merda di mondo
che aveva il torto di girare all'incontrario del suo volere. E lei, sempre vicino
e sempre in silenzio, a dargli ragione col gesto automatico dell'assenso. Per
trentanni, alla sera, lui si coricava sul fianco destro e sinfilava nel corridoio
pesante del sonno ordinando un massaggio sulla schiena, e ogni tanto, quando
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gli avanzavano cingue minuti d’insonnia, si metteva a pancia in gin nella
posizione dell’ amore, e allora lei, docile, obbediente ¢ sorridente, allargava le
gambe e gli esauriva il piacere coi tre colpi del coniglio.

— Eccomi pronta Brunetto! Sei contento Brunetto?... Buonanotte Brunet-
to! —

Grazie a uno di quei colpi notturni, nacque Sergio, il loro unico figlio. Figlio
bello come il sole per mamma Germana, che amo e curo quella sua creatura
Jfino a lucidargli il capello. Figlio da tirare su a pane e rimproveri, per il padre
Bruno, che per anni martello quella sua discendenza con tutti gli esempi ran-
corosi che giravano nella sua storia. — Non avere mai pieta per nessuno, nem-
meno degli amici, che sono i primi a sotterrarti sotto i piedi! E non abbassare
mai la testa, e pretendi sempre la tua ragione: con gli womini usa la forza, e
con le donne pretendi lobbedienza! Vero Germana?... —

— Sicuro Brunetto! Hai ragione Brunetto! Serve qualcosa Brunetto? —

Poi, quando il ragazzo fu bocciato due volte in terza media, e inizio a reagire
agl'esempi col fiato largo dello sbadiglio, portare i capelli sulla spalle come la
debolezza delle donne, ¢ a guadagnarsi la vita con la sottomissione umiliante
di una paga operaia, il padre tolse lo spreco dei consigli e si rassegno a crescere
quel figlio senza schiena, col distacco della delusione.

Ando avanti cosi per anni: l'urlo del padre, la noia del figlio, e la paresi della
madpre che imperterrita continuava a sorridere, sorridere. ..

Si, la signora Germana, come se non avesse mai imparato a piangere, sorrideva
sempre. Lei non spese una lacrima per la scomparsa dei genitori, per la morte
del Papa, il tormento deglumori, e nemmeno per quella terribile sciatalgia
che nelle giornate umide gli spaccava la schiena. Niente. Solo all’improvvisa
morte del marito, come per miracolo, riusci finalmente a manifestare lo sfogo
del pianto, tanto che la ristretta cerchia di conoscenti si stupi come per una
neve ad agosto.

La signora Germana pianse per tutti i dieci anni che le restarono di vita,
mantenendo pero sempre e rigorosamente il contrasto di quellimmobilita che le
obbligava il sorriso. Pianto e sorriso che, con frequenza settimanale, lei portava
fino al camposanto, davanti alla foto imbronciata del marito. Li, si faceva il
segno della croce, provvedeva al ricambio dei fiori e poi, nella calma dei de-
Sfunti, si accomodava su una piccola sedia pieghevole e si concedeva il piacere
di una conversazione. ..

— Ben trovato Brunetto! Tutto a posto? Bisogno di qualcosa?..
Hai visto caro, oggi ti ho portato le margherite! Si, lo so, a te non sono mai
piaciuti i fiori, pero mi sembrava un modo tanto carino per avvisarti che qui,
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da questa parte, sta girando una meravigliosa primavera! E poi, perdonami
Brunetto, ma per tutta una vita mi hai proibito di infilare anche solo mezza
rosa in un bicchiere, e adesso che posso, vuoi che rinunci?...

Sapessi che emozione che provo, ogni volta che entro in un negozio da fioraio.
Lo faccio sempre in posti diversi, cosi la signora dietro il banco é costretta
ad informarsi sul motivo dell'acquisto: matrimonio, battesimo, anniversario,
compleanno. Ed io che me ne sto li in silenzio a scuotere la testa, poi, quando si
arrende, tiro un lungo sospiro e quasi felice che non abbia compreso il senso del
mio acquisto, le sbatto sul viso la sorpresa di un bel: - Sono per il mio marito
defunto! -.

Defunto, estinto, sepolto e trapassato!

Ah Brunetto mio, vedessi che noia da quando non ci seil...

Preparo i catini di acqua e sale, e pensandoti, mi lavo i piedi da sola imitando
i gemiti del tuo sollievo. Poi preparo la tavola coi piatii della solitudine: spa-
ghetti con le vongole, spaghetti col sugo, fragole con la panna e un brindisi col
Sferner per aiutare la digestione. Spesso m’ingozzo sbadigliando, perché so che
non ci sara nessuna scossa che pesterd i pugni sulla tavola per protestare il suo
dissenso. Dio mio, che noial... Alla sera, dopo che non ¢ pis la tua schiena,
mi sono tolta labitudine di addormentarmi sul fianco destro, e ho rolto anche
la pazienza dalle dita, quelle che si muovevano nel massaggio sperando che tu
guadagnassi il sospirato sonno. Adesso dormo a pancia in giti, e ho pure impa-
rato a fumare! Si Brunetto, serenamene e tranquillamente impesto la camera di
fumo, con la certezza che nessuno puo interrompermi con l'ordine perentorio di
allargare le gambe, per accontentargli la voglia amorosa del coniglio.

Oggi, dentro un letto grande come la liberta, mi addormento dentro un sonno
senza salto, e prima di chiudere gli occhi, ti penso sempre Brunetto mio, e im-
mancabilmente, giuro, ti dedico con tutta la forza che ho lattenzione di una
preghiera. ..

Prego che nell’Aldila giri una vita per i giusti e per gli ingiusti. E allora spero
tanto che qualcuno abbia la bonti di mozzarti i piedi e poi di infilarteli in
bocea, fino a frantumare quei denti che hanno morsicato la rabbia del pa-
drone. Spero che qualcuno ti pieghi la testa col bastone deglumili, e ti laceri
la schiena con la frusta offesa di chi ha dovuto rinunciare alla dignita. Spero
tanto che ci sia anche una folla di occhi, perché possano concepire e godere il
piacere che ho provato io nel tuo ultimo istante di vita, proprio quando I'in-
Jarto ti stava strozzando la voce, e tu col bisbiglio del servo cercavi disperata-
mente il mio aiuto, mentre io inginocchiata sul letto ti incitavo a tagliare quel
benedetto traguardo.

Su Brunetto, dai che ce la fai! Ti prego Brunetto, fai il bravo, ancora un ul-
timo sforzo, un ultimo strappo! Dai che ci siamo, dai... Si, ecco, cosi, cosi. ..
cosil... Complimenti Brunetto, complimenti, hai visto che ce [hai fatta? Pace
all'anima tua Brunetto, e che Dio ti riservi un occhio di riguardo, mi auguro
quello pits severo!
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Si, spero, prego, e continuamente penso, perché piix lo faccio e pis mi illudo che
tu viva nel debito piacevole della mia rivalsa.

Beh! Adesso vado Brunetto, si é fatto tardi, e io devo ad andare a vivere la mia
noia. Ci vediamo tra una settimana Brunetto! Ah! Brunerto?... La prossima
volta insisto con le margherite, o preferisci i tulipani?...
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Germanine ivanjscice

Ne, gospod Bruno Benevoli sploh ni bil prijeten clovek. Rodil se je, odrascéal in
zivel je z naravno zoprnim znacajem. Zoprn navznoter, Z0pri navzven.
Njegovo govorjene, kadar je sploh govoril, je bilo vedno v neprijaznem tonu,
kot da iste prepir, in z negibnim izrazom namrscenih obrvi, mrkega pogleda,
spustenih ustnic in dvignjene brade je svaril pred kakrinimkoli poskusom pri-
blizanja, vecno razkurjene volje. Celo znanci, resnici na ljubo malostevilni,
so trdili, da je bilo videti nasmeh gospoda Bruna, kot bi videli sneg v avgustu.
Bruno Benevoli je petintrideset let delal kot smetar v okolici glavne postaje in
je bil skoraj trideset let porocen z gospo Germano, ki je bila njegovo popolno
nasprotje. 10 pa zaro, ker je bila mirna in mila kakor spanec in prijazna kakor
nasmeh, ki ga je nosila, kot bi bila otrpla kazen pareze. Ne samo, da je bila
gospa Ze trideset let Zena, ampak je po mozevi Zelji delala kot gospodinja. On
je imel nalogo, da ju prezivilja, ona sladko skrb hisnib opravil. In zato je gospa
Germana celo veénost gospodingjila ter soprogu izkazovala spostovanje in Cast s
hvalezno sklonjeno glavo in skljuceno hrbtenico.

— Ja, Brunetto! Vsekakor, Brunetto! Karkoli hoce$, Brunetto!

Trideset let, kar se je druZinski poglavar z zaigrano rudarsko utrujenostjo vra-
cal domov, redno ni pozdravil, potozil je, da je zbit, in se zavalil na divan,
medtem ko mu je ona vselej z narisanim nasmehom na ustib ljubete sezula
Cevlje in nogavice in mu poloZila noge v vedro slane vode, da si odpocije. Po-
tem je z natakarsko natancnostjo pogrnila mizo, mu postregla z velerjo in mu
bila potem na voljo: ce mu je bila hrana vsed, je bila prica goltanju, ce pa je
udarec pesti po mizi ugovarjal, ker mu »jed« ni bila pogodu, je stekla pro¢ in
mu hitela pripravljat kaj drugega.

— Takoj, Brunetto! Takole bo v redu, Brunetto! Si sit, Brunetto?

Po vecerji je gospod Bruno najprej rignil od zadovoljstva, takoj zatem pa si je
potesil nujno potrebo, da se olajia vsega, kar ga je tiséalo. Nesred, ki so se zgodile
v sluzbi, podlosti sodelavcev, preklinjanja tatinske viade in na kilogramov kle-
tvic na racun tega usranega sveta, katerega krivda je bila, da se vrti nasprotno
od njegove volje. Ona pa, zmeraj ob njem in zmeraj molcela, mu je v znak
strinjanja pritrjevala s samodejnim gibom. Trideset let se je vsak veler ulegel na
desni bok, in ko je stopil na tezek hodnik spanca, je zahteval masazo hrbra in
sem ter tja, kadar mu je ostalo pet minut nespecnosti, se je namestil na trebuh v
liubezenski polozaj in takrat je ona, voljna, ubogljiva in nasmejana, razsirila
noge in mu izsrkala uzitek v treh zajéjibh sunkibh.

— Sem ze nared, Brunetto! Si zadovoljen, Brunetto? ... Lahko no¢, Brunetto!
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Po zaslugi enega izmed teh nocnih sunkov se je rodil Sergio, njun edinec. Sin, lep
kot sonce za mamo Germano, ki je ljubila svojega otroka in tako skrbela zanj, da
so se mu e lasje lesketali. Sin, ki ga je treba vzgajati ob krubu in ofitkibh, je bil
preprican ole Bruno, ki je leta in leta zasipaval potomca z vsemi primeri zamer,
ki so se mu pripetile. — Nikoli se nikogar ne usmili, tudi prijateljev ne, ti te bodo
prui poteptali! In nikoli ne skloni glave in zmeraj zahtevaj svoj prav: pri moskib
uporabi silo, pri Zenskah zahtevaj poslusnost! Ni tako, Germana?

— Seveda, Brunetto! Prav ima$, Brunetto! Ali kaj potrebujes, Brunetto?

Ko je potem fant dvakrat padel v osmem razredu in se zalel na zglede odzivati
s Siroko sapo zehanja, nositi lase na ramenih kot Zensko Sibkost in si slufiti
denar s ponigujoco vdanostjo v delavsko placo, je oce nehal zapravijati nasvete
in se s hladnim razolaranjem sprijaznil, da ima sina brez hrbtenice.

Tako je bilo leta in leta: ocetovo kricanje, sinovo dolgocasje in otrplost matere,
ki se je Se naprej ravnodusino smehljala, smebljala ...

Ja, kot da se gospa Germana nikoli ne bi nautila jokati, zmeraj se je smebljala.
Niti solze ni potocila ob smrti starsev, papetevi smrti, kadar jo je mucilo slabo
razpolozenje ali jo je 0b viaznih dneb sekal v hrbtenico grozen isias. Nié. Sele
0b nenadni moZevi smrti se ji je kot po Cudezu vendarle posrelilo dati duska
Joku, da se je ozki krog znancev zacudil, kot ée bi snezilo avgusta.

Gospa Germana je jokala vseh deset let, kar je Se Zivela, vendar je ves Cas in
dosledno ohranjala kontrast z otrplostjo, v katero jo je primoral nasmesek. Jok
in nasmesek je vsak teden nosila na pokopalisce, pred mozevo namrgodeno
Jfotografijo. Tam se je pokrizala, zamenjala cvetje, potem pa s pokojnisko mir-
nostjo sedla na zloljiv stoléek in si privoscila pogovor ...

— Pozdravljen, Brunetto! Je vse v redu? Ali kaj potrebujes?

Si videl, dragi, danes sem ti prinesla ivanjitice! Ja, vem, tebi roZe niso bile
nikoli vsec, ampak to se mi je zdel prijazen nacin, da te spomnim, da je na
tem koncu Cudovita pomlad! Pa tudi, oprosti mi, Brunetto, vse Zivljenje mi
nisi pustil, da bi vtaknila v kozarec vsaj pol vrtnice, kako naj se temu odpovem
zdaj, ko to labko storim? ...

Ko bi vedel, kako sem vznemirjena vselej, ko stopim v cvetlicarno. Vsakokrat
grem v drugo, tako da me mora gospa za pultom vprasati, za kaksno priloznost
Jjih kupujem: poroko, krst, obletnico ali rojsini dan. In jaz tam molce odki-
mavam, ko pa se vda, globoko vzdibnem in ji skoraj vesela, da ni ugorovila
namena mojega nakupa, vriem v obraz tikole lepo presenecenje: — Za mojega
pokojnega moza so!

Pokojnega, preminulega, pokopanega in rajnega!

Ab, Brunetto moj, ko bi vedel, kako mi je dolglas, odkar te ni! ...
Pripravljam si vedra slane vode in si z mislijo nate sama umivam noge in
pri tem posnemam tvoje stoke ob olajlanju. Potem postavim na mizo jedi
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osamljenosti: Spagete s Skoljkami, Spagete v omaki, jagode s smetano in nazdravim
s fernetom za boljso prebavo. Pogosto med goltanjem zeham, ker vem, da ne bo no-
benega tresljaja, ki bi tolkel s pestmi po mizi v znak negodovanja. Moj bog, kaksen
dolgéas! Zvecer, ko ni ved tvojega hrbra, sem se odvadila zaspati na desnem boku
in potrpeZljivost sem si spravila iz prstov, ki so te masirali v upanju, da te zazibajo
v Zeleni spanec. Zdaj spim na trebubu in celo kaditi sem se naucila! Ja, Brunetto,
vedro in mirno zasmradim sobo z dimom, z gotovostjo, da me nihée ne bo prekinil
z brezpogojnim ukazom, naj razsirim noge, da mu zadovoljim zajéjo slo.

Danes v postelji, veliki kakor svoboda, zaspim v spanec brez trzljajev, in pre-
den zaprem oci, mislim vedno nate, Brunetto moj, in res vsakokrat, priseZem,
vsakokrat ti z vso moljo, ki jo premorem, ti posvetim pozorno molitev ...
Molim, da je v onstranstvu Zivljenje za pravicnike in krivicnike. In zato mol-
no upam, da bo kdo tako dober, da ti bo odsekal noge in ti jib zatladil v usta,
da ti polomi zobe, ki so grizli gospodarjevo jezo. Upam, da ti bo kdo s palico
poniznih upognil glavo, ti z uzaljenim bilem tistega, ki se je moral odpovedati
dostojanstvn, razparal hrbtenico. Moéno upam, da je tam tudi mnoZica oci,
ki si lahko predstavijajo veselje in uZivajo v njem, veselje, ki sem ga okusila v
zadnjem trenutku tvojega Zivljenja, prav takrat, ko ti je infarkt dusil glas in
si s sugenjskim Sepetom obupano iskal mojo pomoc, medtem ko sem te klece na
postelji spodbujala, da prispes na presneti cilj.

Daj, Brunetto, saj ti bo uspelo! Prosim te, Brunetto, bodi priden, samo se malo,
Se zadnjié se potrudi! Daj, skovaj ti je uspelo, daj ... Ja, tako, tako, tako, tako ...
tako! Cestitam, Brunetto, Cestitam, vidis, da ti je uspelo. Pocivaj v miru, Brunet-
to, in naj Bog pazi nate z budnim olesom, upam, da z najstrozjim!

Ja, upam, molim in neprestano mislim, kajti bolj ko to poénem, bolj si domis-

vy

liam, da Zivis v prijetnem dolgu mojega maséevanija.
No, zdaj pa grem, Brunetto, pozno je in moram iti Zivet svoj dolgéas. Se vidiva

Cez en teden, Brunetto! Saj res, Brunetto! ... Prinesem naslednjic spet ivanjsci-
ce ali imas rajsi tulipane?

Prevedla Veronika Simoniti
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Germana’s Daisies

No, Mr. Bruno Benevoli was definitely not a nice person. He was born, grew
up, and lived with a naturally repulsive disposition. Repulsive within, and
repulsive without.

When he spoke, for as little as he did speak, it was always in an unfriendly
tone, as if he was looking for a fight, and his immobile expression and wrinkled
brows, his gloomy look, pursed lips and upraised chin, warned against any at-
tempt to come near to him in his perpetual anger. Even his acquaintances, the
Jfew he actually had, said that seeing Bruno smile was like seeing snow fall in
August.

For thirty-five years Bruno Benevoli had been a garbage man in the station
zone, and hed been married for almost thirty years to Mrs. Germana, his very
opposite. She was as peaceful and mild as sleep and as friendly as the smile she
always bore, as if she had been stricken by palsy. Not only had the woman been
his wife for thirty years, she had, by her husband’s choice, spent all her time
doing the housework. His task was to keep plodding along, and hers was sweetly
and attentively to look after the little house. And that is why Germana kept up
the household for a lifetime, worshipping and honouring her husband with a
bowed, grateful head and a back bent low.

— Yes, Brunetto! Of course, Brunetto! Whatever you desire, Brunetto!

For thirty years, when the head of the household came home, like an exhausted
miner and regularly failing to greet her, he would complain of being beat and
crash onto the couch, while she, always, and with a smile stamped onto her
mouth, would lovingly remove his shoes and socks and dip his feet into a sooth-
ing pail of salt water. And then she would ser the table with a waiters preci-
sion, serve him dinner, and wait on him: if he liked the food, she would see
him gorge and gulp, but if he felt, pounding bis fists on the table, thar the “dish”

was not to his liking, she would scamper off to make something else for him.

— Right away, Brunetto! This will be fine, Brunetto! Are you satisfied, Bru-
netto?

After dinner Bruno would first belch in satisfaction, then immediately take
care of the urgent need to relieve himself of all thar was plaguing him. Acci-
dents that had occurred ar work, the dishonour of his co-workers, curses against
the thieves in government and curses by the pound against the shitty world that
had wrongfully turned against his every wish. She, meanwhile, ever beside
him and ever silent, would nod mechanically in agreement with him. For
thirty years he had laid on his right side every night, and as be slipped into the
corridor of deep sleep, he would demand a back-rub and sometimes, when five
minutes of insomnia overcame him, he would lie on his back ready for love,
and she would, willingly, obediently and smilingly, spread her legs, drawing
out his pleasure in three rabbit thruss.

—I'm ready, Brunetto! Are you happy, Brunetto? ... Good night, Brunetto!
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It was as a result of one of these nocturnal thrusts that Sergio, their only child,

was born. The son, the mother Germana found as beautiful as the sun itself
and whose hair she cared for until it shone. The son who was to be raised on

the bread and reproaches of Bruno the father, who for years hammered into bis
descendent example after rancorous example of all that had gone wrong in his
life. — “Never have pity on anyone, not even friends! Theyll be the first to bury
you! And never lower your head and always demand what is yours: be forceful

with men, and demand obedience from woman! Right, Germana?”

— Of course, Brunetto! You're right, Brunetto! Is there anything I can get
you, Brunetto?

When the boy failed the eighth grade for the second time and began to react to

these examples with great yawns, to wear his hair down to his shoulders like
a weak woman, and to survive on the demeaning wages a worker makes, the
Jather stopped wasting his advice and, with detached disappointment, accepted
that his son had no backbone.

And so it went for years and years: the fathers yelling, the son’s boredom and the
mothers numbness as she continued apathetically to smile, to smile. ..

Indeed, it was as if Germana had never learned how to cry, for she was always
smiling. Not even when her parents died, when the pope died, did she smile,

not even when a bad mood overcame her, or on those damp days when her back
was stricken by a horrible sciatica. Nothing. Not until the sudden death of her
husband did she, as if by miracle, finally manage to display an outpouring of
tears, and her closest circle of acquaintances were as amazed as if it had snowed
in August.

Even though Germana cried for ten long years, for as long as she lived, she
always maintained a rigorous contrast with the numbness onto which she used
to force a smile. Every week she carried tears and a smile to the graveyard, ro

her husband’s wrinkled photograph on the tombstone. There she would cross
herself, change the flowers, before allowing herself, in the calmness of the dead,

to sit on a folding chair and converse with him. ..
— Hello, Brunetto! Everything all right? Is there anything you need?

Did you see, honey, I've brought you daisies! I know youve never liked flow-
ers but it seemed such a nice way of letting you know that our side is having
a lovely spring! And forgive me, Brunetto, but your whole life long you never
allowed me to put even a single rose into a glass, and how can I renounce this
now that I'm allowed to?...

If you only knew how excited it makes me to go ro the florists. I always go to
a different one so that the woman behind the counter can ask me what the
occasion is: a wedding, a baptism, an anniversary or a birthday. I stand there
silently, shaking my head until she gives up, and then I let out a deep sigh and,
almost joyous that she could not guess why I was buying them, throw her a
lovely surprise: They're for my late husband!

My late, passed, buried and deceased one!



PINO ROVEREDO - 30§

Ab, my Brunetto, if you only knew how boring things are now that you're gone!
1 prepare the salt water and wash my own feer with thoughts of you, imitating
your moans of relief- And then I set the table with plates of loneliness: spagherti
with mussels, spaghetti in sauce, strawberries and cream, and I raise a glass
of bitter as a digestive. I ofien yawn as I gorge myself; for I know there will
be no shock of pounding fists expressing displeasure. My God, how dull it is!
At night, now that your back is no longer there, I've gotten over the habit of
sleeping on my right side and I've drawn out the patience from the fingers that
used to massage you in hopes that you would be rewarded with the sleep you

desired. Now I sleep on my stomach and 've even learned how to smoke! Yes,

Brunerto, I serenely, peacefully, stink up the room with smoke, confident that
nobody will interrupt me with peremptory orders to spread my legs so he can

satisfy his bunny urges.

Today, in a bed as great as freedom, I fall asleep without a stir, and before I
close my eyes, I always think of you, my Brunetto, and invariably, I swear, I
dedicate to you with all of my power an attentive prayer ...

1 pray that on the other side there is life for the just and for the unjust. And
that’s why I deeply hope that someone will be so good as ro chop off your feet and
stufff them in your mouth, breaking those teeth that have bitten ar the master’s
anger. I hope that somebody with the stick of humility will make you bow your
head down, and will tear into your back with the insulting whip of one who

had to renounce dignity. I deeply hope that over there is a mass of eyes that can

conceive of and appreciate the joy that I tasted in the last moments of your life,

at the very moment the heart attack was choking out your voice and, with a

slave’s whisper, you desperately sought my help, while I knelt near the bed and
encouraged you to reach that damned goal.

Brunetto! You can make it! I beg you, Brunetto, be good, just a little more,

try just a little harder! You're almost there, go... Yes, like that, like that, like
that...! Congratulations, Brunetto, congratulations! You see that youve made
it? Rest in peace, Brunetto, and may God watch over you with a wakeful eye,

with the sharpest of eyes, I hope!

Yes, I hope, pray and constantly think, for the more I do that, the more I imag-

ine that you are living in the friendly debt of my revenge.

Now I'm going, Brunetto. It late and I have to go live out my boredom. See

you in a week, Brunetto! Ob, and, Brunetto ... next time should I bring daisies
again, or would you prefer tulips?

Translated by Jason Blake
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Goldfischgediichtnis
(Auszug)

Ich bin ihm nachgegangen. Immer wieder. Das erste Mal war ich dreizehn.
Ich habe ihn in der Mittagspause an der Uferpromenade gesehen, lachend
am Arm eciner mir fremden Frau. Er deutete gerade aufs Wasser, als er
mich sah. Fiir einen Moment verschwand das Lachen, er sah mich priifend
an; aber dann, als hitte ich meine Komplizenschaft signalisiert, lachte er
sehr tiber etwas, das die Frau ihm zufliisterte, und legte den Arm um sie.
Wir gingen wie Fremde aneinander vorbei. Mir wurde innerlich kalt, vom
Brustkorb bis in die Eingeweide, ein heftiger inwendiger Wintereinbruch
mit iiberfrierender Nisse und Blitzeis.

Ich zihlte bis zehn und ging ihnen nach, mehrere hundert Meter weit, bis er
sich umdrehte. Ich stand still und starrte ihn an. Es war nur ein kurzer Blick,
den er mir zuwarf, der nachhaltigste, den ich je auf mich gerichtet fiihlte.
Dieser Blick war ein schneller, sauberer Schnitt. Verbindung gekappt.

Ich sah ihm nach, ihm und dieser Frau, stand da und sah dem schlendern-
den Paar tatenlos zu, das sich wie ein leinenloses Schiff weiter und weiter
vom Ufer entfernte.

Abends saflen wir gemeinsam am runden Tisch. »Erzihl was«, forderte
meine Mutter mich auf. Sie sah traurig aus. Ich unterhielt die Familie
beim Essen, weil ich die Stille nicht ertragen konnte. Es waren sehr lustige
oder ganz schreckliche Geschichten. Ich erfand sie, manche stimmten im
Ansatz, die schmiickte ich aus. Entweder war ein Mitschiiler in atembe-
raubender, aber pfiffiger Weise frech gewesen und der Lehrer hatte einen
Kreislaufkollaps erlitten, oder der Vater einer Mitschiilerin war in einem
Boot auf den See hinausgerudert, um sich im Sonnenuntergang zu erschie-
fen, und ich zitierte einen Abschiedsbrief an die Tochter. Meinen Vater
sah ich dabei nur verstohlen an. Er war mit den Augen ganz bei den Spei-
sen und mit den Ohren ganz bei den Geschichten. Er af§ mit gutem Appe-
tit und nahm lebhaft Anteil, amiisierte sich oder schiittelte bedauernd den
Kopf, je nachdem, was die Geschichten an Zuhérerreaktion verlangten.
Aber einen Blick zwischen uns gab es nicht.

Ich habe oft erzihlt, mein Vater sei tot. Aber das stimmt nicht.

Mein Vater trinkt. Jeder Mensch trinkt. Du musst viel trinken ist der hiu-
figste Rat, den man mir gibt. Mein Vater trinke viel, aber nichts Heifes.
Er verabscheut heifle Getrinke. Er trinke Milch, wenn er Durst hat, und
Weinbrand, wenn nicht. Morgens nach dem Duschen zicht er sich einen
Anzug an. Dann trinke er eine Tasse Milch und geht zur Arbeit. Samstags
bleibt er da und setzt sich im Anzug in seinen Ledersessel. Mittags trinke er
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einen Weinbrand. Dann sagt er: »Ich muss noch mal ins Biiro.« Meistens
bleibt ein Stuhl beim Abendessen frei, nicht nur samstags. Er kommt spit
nachts im Taxi nach Hause.

Ich wache auf. Ich hére dumpfe Schlige, jemand klopft mit einem Ham-
mer auf den Teppichboden. Ich liege und horche. Nein. Es sind meine
Eltern, sie kimpfen. Ich weif3, wie das aussieht. Ab und zu hére ich ihre
unterdriickten Schreie. Ich bleibe liegen. Meine Schwester hat mir beige-
bracht: Wenn man ganz still verharrt und leise »ich bin bereit« murmelk,
packe einen der Tod, sticht zu und lisst sein Gift eindringen, das sich blitz-
schnell ausbreitet und einen erstarren lisst. Sie habe es schon oft auspro-
biert. Beim Versteckenspielen, und wenn sie in der Schule nicht aufgeru-
fen werden wolle. Es habe immer geklappt, sie sei dann unsichtbar. Man
diirfe nur nicht vergessen, rechtzeitig »lass mich los« zu rufen. »Ich bin
bereit«, flistere ich. Und schon ldhmt es mich, das Gift. Es funktioniert!

Ob diese Geschichte wahr ist, weif$ ich nicht, aber ich habe sie so oft ge-
hort, dass ich mir nicht vorstellen kann, sie sei es nicht.

An seinem 35. Geburtstag, dem 13. November 1976, besuchte mein Vater
zum ersten Mal eine illegale Spielbank, die gelegentlich im Saal eines traditi-
onsreichen, angesechenen Hotels eingerichtet wurde. Er trat an einen Tisch,
lief$ sich die Regeln erkliren, verstand sie nicht ganz und pokerte los.

Als er in die regnerische Sonntagmorgendimmerung stolperte, trug er die
dickste Brieftasche tiber dem Herzen, die er selber je geschen hatte. Er hat-
te eine ganze Nacht lang gewonnen, auch ohne die Spielregeln im Detail
verstanden zu haben.

Er war noch nicht betrunken genug, um schon nachhause zu fahren. Der
Taxifahrer weigerte sich, ihn zu verstehen. »Schreiben Sie die Adresse hier
auf den Zettel, verlangte er. »Frithbar« kritzelte mein Vater, »kenne ich
nicht«, antwortete der Taxifahrer, vkomm, ich bring dich nach Hause. Wo
wohnst du denn?« Mein Vater zog seine Brieftasche aus dem Jackett, 6ffne-
te sie und hielt dem Taxifahrer einige Scheine hin. »Frithbar«, wiederholte
er. Es war keine Bar, sondern ein Bordell, auch wenn es einen Bereich
gab, in dem Getrinke ausgeschenkt wurden. Andere Giste waren nicht
da, jedenfalls keine trinkenden. Mein Vater bestellte einen Brandy. Als er
vollig durchnisst zu sich kam, lag er vor dem Etablissement auf dem Trot-
toir. Ohne Mantel, ohne Uhr, ohne Brieftasche. Seine Brille war zu Bruch
gegangen und hing halb auf seiner Nase, halb am Ohr. Er hatte einige
Blutergiisse im Bauch- und Rippenbereich sowie im Gesicht.

Er erzihlte uns die Geschichte immer wieder, als Warnung, nehme ich an,
vor Alkohol, Gliicksspiel und Rotlichtmilieu, aber sie bewirkee nichts, we-
der bei uns Kindern, wir fanden sie spannender und abenteuerlicher als
Robinson Crusoe und liebten es, sie immer wieder zu horen und jede Einzel-
heit nachzufragen, noch bei meinem Vater, er trank weiter, pokerte weiter,
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hurte weiter. Kam frithmorgens im Taxi nach Hause, schwer angeschlagen
oft, verletzt, zerfetzt, blau und blutend, legte sich zu meiner grofSen Schwe-
ster ins Bett, weil er wusste, dass meine Mutter ihn dort, aus Riicksicht
auf das schlafende Kind, nicht zur Rede stellen wiirde, stand morgens auf,
duschte, zog sich ein frisches Hemd, einen gereinigten Anzug an, lutschte
ein Eukalyptusbonbon, um die Alkoholfahne zu tiberdecken, und erzihlte
uns die Geschichte von seinem 35. Geburtstag, der schon Jahre zuriicklag.
Obwohl mir jetzt gerade auffillt, dass meine grof8e Schwester nie dabei war,
wenn mein Vater erzihlte. Sie hasst meinen Vater. Sie will nicht, dass er
sich zu ihr ins Bett legt. Mein Vater stinkt, und er schnarcht. Meine grofle
Schwester wacht auf und versucht ihn rauszuschubsen. Aber mein Vater ist
schwer und schlift abgrundtief.

Ich habe oft getriumt, mein Vater sei tot. Dariiber bin ich erwacht,
schreiend, behaupten Zeugen.

Ich bin ihm nachgegangen. Immer wieder. Einmal, ich war 15 und arbei-
tete als Aushilfe in einem Café, das einem alten Ehepaar gehorte, saf er
plotzlich an einem der kleinen Marmortische und bestellte ein Glas Milch.
»Bitte geh wiederl«

»Ich hitte gerne ein Glas Milch«, wiederholte er.

Der alte Besitzer drehte seine Runde und erkundigte sich bei den Gisten,
ob alles zu ihrer Zufriedenheit sei.

»Und, wie macht sich meine Tochter?«

»Sie sind der Vater?« Die beiden schiittelten sich die Hinde, »hoflicher
konnte sie sein, gerade zu den Stammkunden, aber sonst ist sie gar nicht so
tibel«, der Besitzer neigte sich zu meinem Vater: »Hauptsache hiibsch, Sie
wissen ja, fiigte er zwinkernd hinzu. Mein Vater sah mich kurz von oben
bis unten an und nickte fachminnisch. In diesem Moment schloss ich die
Hand um den Griff des Kuchenmessers.

»Ein Gentleman, dein Vater, ein echter«, raunte der Besitzer mir zu.
»Kann ich Feierabend machen?«

»Aber ja, und die Milch geht aufs Haus.« Dann schiittelten sich die beiden
die Hinde, als bereitete es ihnen groftes Behagen, sie wollten gar nicht
mehr aufthéren. Ich nutzte das und ging. »Ade! Herr Storrer, Sie rufen
mich an, ja?« Mein Vater rief mir etwas Unverstindliches nach. Ich betrat
die Musikalienhandlung im Haus gegeniiber und blitterte ein Notenheft
durch, wihrend ich den Eingang des Cafés beobachtete. Mein Vater er-
schien, blieb stehen, blickte nach links, nach rechts, zdgerte, und ging
links die Gasse hoch.

Er weif$ nicht, wo er hin will. Alle paar Meter bleibt er stehen, sieht sich
das Schaufenster einer Apotheke an, eine Leuchtreklame, eine Speisekar-
te. Einmal steht er da und wendet sich wie ein Bettler den Passanten zu,
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wortlos, aber mit Mitleid heischendem, diimmlichem Licheln, wie ich
sogar aus der Entfernung erkenne. Ich schime mich. Ich gehe mit ein paar
schnellen Schritten auf ihn zu, packe ihn am Armel, als wollte ich ihn
verhaften, und bringe ihn nach Hause.

*

Einmal, Jahre spiter, sind wir in der Straflenbahn aneinander vorbeigefah-
ren. An einer Haltestelle erblickte ich ihn in der Bahn, die in entgegenge-
setzter Richtung unterwegs war. Menschen stiegen aus und ein. Er blickte
stumpf vor sich hin. Er schien nichts wahrzunehmen. Ich starrte ihn durch
die beiden Scheiben an und tiberlegte kurz, die Bahn zu wechseln. Er sah
jih auf und in meine Richtung. Meine Straflenbahn setzte sich in Bewe-
gung. Ich drehte mich auf dem Sitz nach ihm um, aber alles, was ich schen
konnte, war sein Nacken. Der Kopf war nach vorne gekippt, es sah aus, als
sei er ganz plotzlich eingenickt. Oder gestorben.

Ich war mir oft sicher, mein Vater sei tot, und dann tauchte er an einer
unerwarteten Ecke auf.
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Spomin zlate ribice
(odlomek)

Vedno znova sem ga zasledovala. Prvi¢, ko sem bila stara trinajst let. Med
opoldanskim odmorom sem ga videla na obrezni promenadi, kjer se je z
roko v roki smeje sprehajal z meni neznano zensko. Ko me je zagledal, je
ravno z roko kazal proti vodi. Za nekaj trenutkov je smeh izginil in s pogle-
dom me je preizkusal; potem pa se je, kot da bi mu nakazala odobravanje,
zelo smejal neemu, kar mu je prisepnila Zenska, in jo objel. Kot tujca sva
$la drug mimo drugega. V notranjosti me je zmrazilo, od prsnega kosa do
drobovja; vame je vdrla zima, z vlaznostjo, ki je zmrzovala, in s poledico.

Prestela sem do deset in jima sledila, ve¢ sto metrov, dokler se ni obrnil.
Obstala sem in strmela vanj. Namenil mi je le kratek pogled, a najbolj
vztrajen, kar sem jih kdaj ¢utila na sebi. Ta pogled je bil hiter, ¢isti rez.
Povezava prekinjena.

Gledala sem za njim, za njim in za tsto Zensko; stala sem in nemocno
gledala za parom, ki je pohajkoval in se kot ladja brez jadra ¢edalje bolj
oddaljeval od obale.

Zvecer smo skupaj sedeli za okroglo mizo. »Povej kaj,« me je spodbuja-
la mama. Videti je bila Zalostna. Med vedetjo sem zabavala druZino, ker
nisem prenesla ti$ine. Pripovedovala sem zelo zabavne ali pa zelo grozne
zgodbe. Izmisljala sem si jih; nekatere so bile v osnovi resni¢ne pa sem
jih potem malce polepsala. Pripovedovala sem, da je bil neki sosolec tako
osupljivo, a nabrito nesramen, da je ucitelja zadela kap, ali pa da je sosol-
kin oce s ¢olnom odveslal na jezero, da bi se ob son¢nem zahodu ustrelil,
in citirala sem poslovilno pismo héerki. Odeta sem ob tem le na skrivaj
pogledala. Z o¢mi je bil ¢isto pri hrani in z usesi ¢isto v zgodbah. Jedel je z
velikim tekom in zivahno sodeloval, se zabaval ali pa obzalujoce zmajeval z
glavo — odvisno od tega, kaksen odziv so zgodbe zahtevale od poslusalcev.
Toda spogledala se nisva.

Pogosto sem pripovedovala, da je moj o¢e mrtev, ampak to ni bilo res.

Moj oée pije. Vsak clovek pije. Veliko moras piti je najpogostejsi nasvet, ki
ga dobim. Moj oce veliko pije, a ni¢ vrodega. Vrodi napitki se mu gnusijo.
Kadar je zejen, pije mleko, ¢e ni Zejen, pa vinjak. Zjutraj se stusira in si oblece
obleko. Potem spije skodelico mleka in gre v sluzbo. Ob sobotah ostaja doma
in se v obleki usede v svoj usnjeni naslonja¢. Opoldne spije vinjak, potem pa
rece: »Se enkrat moram v pisarno.« Pri vecerji ostaja en stol ve¢inoma prazen,
ne le ob sobotah. Pozno ponodi se s taksijem vrata domov.

Nekaj me zbudi. Slis$im pridusene udarce; nekdo s kladivom udarja po pre-
progi. Lezim in poslusam. Ne. To sta moja star$a, ki se tepeta. Vem, kako
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je to. Tu in tam slisim njune potlacene krike. Ostanem v postelji. Sestra me
je poducila: ¢e ostanes ¢isto pri miru in tiho mrmra$ »pripravljena sem,
te zagrabi smrt, zabode te in spusti vate strup, ki se bliskovito razsiri, in
potem otrpnes. Ona je to Ze pogosto preizkusila, ko se igrajo skrivalnice
in kadar v $oli ne zeli biti vpragana. Vedno je delovalo in ona je potem ne-
vidna. Paziti moras$ le, da pravocasno zakricis: »Spusti me.« »Pripravljena
sem,« zadepetam. In strup me Ze hromi. Deluje!

Ne vem, e je ta zgodba resni¢na, a sem jo Ze tolikokrat slisala, da si ne
predstavljam, da ne bi bila.

Na svoj 35. rojstni dan 13. novembra 1976 je oce prvi¢ obiskal ilegalno
igralnico, ki so jo ob¢asno uredili v dvorani uglednega hotela z bogato
tradicijo. Stopil je k mizi, si dal razlozZiti pravila, ki jih ni ¢isto razumel, in
zalel igrati poker.

Ko se je opotekel v dezevni svit nedeljskega jutra, je pri srcu nosil naj-
debelejso denarnico, kar jih je kdaj videl. Celo no¢ je zmagoval, tudi ¢e
podrobnih pravil ni razumel.

Ni bil $e dovolj pijan, da bi se odpeljal domov. Taksist ga ni hotel razumeti.
»Napisite naslov na listek,« je zahteval. »Jutranji bar,« je nakracal o¢e. »Ne
poznam,« je odgovoril taksist. »Pridi, odpeljal te bom domov. Kje stanu-
jes?« Oce je iz suknjica potegnil denarnico, jo odprl in taksistu pomolil ne-
kaj bankovcev. »Jutranji bar,« je ponovil. Ni bil bar, ampak bordel, ¢eprav
so tocili tudi pijaco. Drugih gostov ni bilo, predvsem ne takih, ki pijejo.
Oce si je narodil brendi. Ko se je popolnoma premocen ovedel, je lezal na
plo¢niku pred igralnico. Brez plasca, brez ure, brez denarnice. Ocala so
bila zlomljena in so visela pol na nosu, pol na usesu. Krvavel je v predelu
trebuha, reber in po obrazu.

To zgodbo nam je pripovedoval vedno znova, predvidevam, da kot opozo-
rilo pred alkoholom, igrami na sre¢o in bordeli, a ni u¢inkovala niti pri nas
otrocih — zdela se nam je bolj napeta in bolj avanturisti¢na kot Robinson
Crusoe in smo jo radi vedno znova poslusali in sprasevali o vsaki podrob-
nosti — niti pri o¢etu. Se naprej je pil, igral poker in se kurbal. Domov je
prihajal zgodaj zjutraj s taksijem — pogosto zelo nacet, ranjen, raztrgan, pi-
jan in krvaveé — ter se ulegel v posteljo k moji ve¢ji sestri, ker je vedel, da ga
mama tam iz obzirnosti do specega otroka ne bo klicala na zagovor. Zjutraj
je vstal, se stusiral, si oblekel svezo srajco, ¢isto obleko, lizal evkaliptusov
bonbon, da bi zakril alkoholno zaveso, ter nam pripovedoval zgodbo o
svojem 35. rojstnem dnevu, ki ga je imel ze pred leti — sem se pa pravkar
spomnila, da moje starejse sestre ni bilo nikoli zraven, ko je o¢e pripovedo-
val. Oceta sovrazi. Noce, da se uleze k njej v posteljo. Oce smrdi in smréi.
Moja starejsa sestra se zbudi in ga poskusa poriniti s postelje. Toda moj oce
je tezek in zelo trdno spi.
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Pogosto se mi je sanjalo, da je moj ole mrtev. Zaradi tega sem se zbu-
jala, price pravijo, da sem kricala.

Vedno znova sem mu sledila. Neko¢, ko sem bila stara petnajst let in sem
pomagala v neki kavarni, ki je bila v lasti starega zakonskega para, je kar
naenkrat sédel k eni izmed marmornih mizic in naro¢il kozarec mleka.
»Odidi, prosim!«
»Rad bi kozarec mleka, prosim,« je ponovil.
Stari lastnik je bil na obhodu in goste spraseval, ¢e so zadovoljni.
»In — kako se razvija moja h¢i?«
»Njen oce ste?« Segla sta si v roko. »Do stalnih strank bi lahko bila bolj pri-
jazna, drugade pa sploh ni tako slaba.« Lastnik se je nagnil k oéetu: »Glav-
no, da je lustna, saj veste,« je dodal in pomeziknil. Oc¢e me je na kratko
premeril od glave do peta in poznavalsko prikimal. V tistem trenutku sem
prijela rocaj kuhinjskega noza.
»Tvoj oce je pravi gentleman,« mi je prisepnil lastnik.
»Lahko sedaj grem domov?«
»Seveda, mleko pa ¢astimo mi.« Potem sta si stresala roke, kot da bi jima
bilo to v najve¢je veselje, in sploh nista ve¢ nehala. Izkoristila sem prilo-
znost in odsla. »Adijo, gospod Storrer. Saj me boste poklicali, kajne?« Vsto-
pila sem v trgovino z muzikalijami vis-Z-vis in brskala po notnem zvezku,
medtem ko sem opazovala vhod v kavarno. Oce se je pojavil, se ustavil,
pogledal na levo, na desno, malce okleval in zavil v ulico na levi.
Saj ne ve, kam bi rad sel. Vsakih nekaj metrov se ustavi, si ogleduje izlozbo
lekarne, svetlikajoco se reklamo, jedilni list. Potem se ustavi in nagovarja
mimoidoce kot kak berad, brez besed, a z neumnim nasmehom, ki vzbuja
socutje — kar vidim celo od dale¢. Sram me je. Z nekaj hitrimi koraki se
mu priblizam, ga zagrabim za rokav, kot da bi ga hotela aretirati, in ga
odpeljem domov.

*
Neko¢, ¢ez nekaj let, sva se v tramvaju peljala drug mimo drugega. Na eni
izmed postaj sem ga zagledala v tramvaju, ki je peljal v nasprotno smer.
Ljudje so vstopali in izstopali. Topo je gledal predse. Zdelo se je, kot da
niesar ne zaznava. Skozi obe $ipi sem zrla vanj in za hip pomislila, da
bi prestopila. Nenadoma je dvignil pogled in pogledal proti meni. Moj
tramvaj se je zaCel premikati. Obrnila sem se na sedezu, toda vse, kar sem
videla, je bil njegov tilnik. Glava je padla naprej in videti je bilo, kot da je
v trenutku zakinkal — ali umrl.

Pogosto sem bila prepri¢ana, da je moj oée umrl, potem pa se je pojavil
v kak$nem kotu, kjer ga nisem pricakovala.

Prevedla Vesna Kondrié Horvat
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Memory Like a Goldfish

(extract)

I would follow him. Again and again. The first time, I was thirteen. I saw
him during lunch hour on the promenade by the shore, laughing beside
a woman I didn’t know. He was just pointing out at the water when he
saw me. The laughter died out for a moment, his eyes examined me; but
then, as if I had signaled my complicity, he laughed openly at something
the woman was whispering to him and draped his arm around her. Like
strangers we passed each other. I turned cold inside, from my chest down
to my belly I felt a severe internal onslaught of winter, with extremely fri-
gid wetness and flash freezing.

I counted to ten and followed them for several hundred metres, until he
turned around. I stood still and stared at him. It was merely a fleeting
glance that he cast my way, the most sustained that I had ever felt directed
at me. This look was a quick, clean slash. Contact cut off.

I watched him, him and that woman, I stood there and idly watched the
ambling couple that was drifting like a ship without sails further and fur-
ther away from shore.

In the evenings we would sit together at the round table. “Tell us some-
thing,” my mother would urge me. She looked sad. I would entertain the
family while we ate, because I could not bear silence. The stories would
be hilarious or absolutely horrific. I would make them up, embellish the
ones that were based on truth. Either a classmate had been stunningly,
but cutely, cheeky and the teacher had suffered a circulatory collapse, or a
classmate’s father had rowed out on the lake in order to shoot himself at
sunset, and I'd quoted the farewell letter to his daughter. While doing this I
would look only surreptitiously at my father. His eyes would be trained on
the food, and his ears on the stories. He would eat heartily and show keen
interest, chuckling or ruefully shaking his head depending on the reaction
the stories demanded from listeners. But no glance would pass between us.

I often said that my father had died. But that isn’t true.

My father drinks. Everybody drinks. You have ro drink a lor is the advice
people are always giving me. My father drinks a lot, but nothing that’s
hot. He finds hot drinks nauseating. He drinks milk when he’s thirsty and
brandy when he isn’t. After his morning shower, he puts on a suit. Then he
drinks a cup of milk and goes to work. On Saturdays he stays around and
sits, in his suit, in his leather chair. At lunch he has a brandy. Then he says,
“I have to stop by the office.” Usually there’s an empty chair at dinner, not
only on Saturdays. He comes home late at night, by taxi.

I wake up. I hear thudding, somebody is banging a hammer against the
carpeted floor. I lie there and listen. No. Its my parents, they’re fighting.
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I know what that looks like. I hear the odd restrained shout. I keep lying
there. My sister has taught me something: If you keep very still and mur-
mur “I'm ready,” death will snatch you, dig in, and let his poison seep into
you, which will spread lightning-fast and you'll grow stiff. She’s tried this
out many times. While playing hide-and-seck, and whenever she didn’t
want to be called on in school. It worked every time, and she would then
be invisible. You just have to remember to yell “Let me go” in time. “I'm
ready,” I whisper. And the poison already paralyzes me. It works!

I don’t know if this story is true, but I've heard it so often that I can’t im-
agine it wouldn’t be.

On his 35® birthday, November 13, 1976 my father visited an illegal ca-
sino for the first time. A venerable, distinguished hotel would occasionally
set one up in the ballroom. He went up to a table, had the rules explained
to him, didn’t quite get them, and gambled away.

By the time he stumbled out into the Sunday morning dawn, resting above
his heart was the thickest wallet he had ever seen. The whole night through
he had won, even without completely understanding the rules.

He wasn’t yet drunk enough to go home. The taxi driver couldn’t under-
stand him. “Write the address on this scrap of paper,” he demanded. “Friih-
bar” scribbled my father. “Don’t know it,” said the taxi driver. “Come on,
I'll take you home. Where do you live?” My father yanked his wallet out
of his jacket, opened it, and waved a few bills at the driver. “Frihbar,” he
repeated. It was a bordello, not a bar, even if it did have an area that served
drinks. There were no other guests there, at least no drinkers. My father or-
dered a brandy. When he came to, he was drenched, lying on the sidewalk
in front of the establishment. No jacket, no watch, no wallet. His glasses
were broken and hung half from his nose, half from one ear. His stomach
and ribs had a few bruises, and so did his face.

He would tell us this story over and over again, as a warning, I guess, about
alcohol, gambling and the red-light-milieu, but it had no effect, neither
with us children, who found it more gripping and exciting than Robinson
Crusoe and loved hearing it over and over again and query every detail,
nor with my father, who carried on drinking, gambling and whoring.
Coming home by taxi in the early morning hours, often roughed up,
injured, tattered, blue and bleeding, he would crawl into my older sister’s
bed, because he knew that my mother, out of consideration for the sleep-
ing child, would not take him to task there, then get up in the morning,
shower, put on a fresh shirt, a clean suit, suck on a eucalyptus candy to
cover up his alcohol breath, and tell us the story of his 35" birthday,
which had happened years ago. Come to think of it, my older sister was
never around when my father was telling the story. She hates my father.
She doesn’t want him to crawling into bed with her. My father stinks and
he snores. My big sister wakes up and tries to push him out. But my father
is heavy and sleeps like a rock.
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I have often dreamt my father was dead. Then I wake up screaming,
witnesses claim.

I would follow him. Again and again. Once I was 15, working part-time in
a café that belonged to an old married couple, and all of the sudden he was
sitting at one of the little marble tables, ordering a glass of milk.
“Please just go!”
“I would like a glass of milk,” he repeated.
The old owner was doing his rounds, asking the guests if everything was
to their liking.
“And, how’s my daughter doing?”
“You're the father?” They shook hands. “She could be more polite, especially
to the regulars, but otherwise she’s not bad,” the owner leant down to my
father: “The important thing: she’s pretty. You know how it is,” he added
with a wink. My father gave me a once over, from top to bottom, and nod-
ded expertly. I immediately clutched the handle of the kitchen knife.
“A gentleman, your father, a real gentleman,” whispered the owner to me.
“Can I go home?”
“Sure. And the milk is on the house.” Then the two of them shook hands
as if it was so fun they didn’t want to stop. I took advantage of that and
left. “See you later! Mr. Storrer, you'll give me a call, right?” My father
shouted something incomprehensible. I went into the music shop in the
building opposite and leafed through a sheet music book while I watched
the entrance to the café. My father appeared, stopped, looked left, right,
hesitated, then headed left down the lane.
He doesn’t know where he wants to go. Every few metres he stops, looks
in the display window of a drug store, a neon sign, an outside menu.
Once he stands and turns like a beggar towards the passers-by, silent, but
with a silly, sympathy-craving smile, as I can see even from a distance. I'm
ashamed. I rush towards him, grab him by the sleeve like I want to arrest
him, and bring him home.

*
Once, years later, we drove past each other while on the streetcar. I caught
sight of him at a station, in a streetcar going in the other direction. People
were getting out and in. He was gazing blankly ahead. He didn’t seem to
notice anything. I stared at him through the two panes of glass and for a
second thought of switching streetcars. He looked up suddenly, and in my
direction. My streetcar started moving. I turned in my seat to look at him,
but all I could see was the nape of his neck. His head was slouched down,

and it looked as if he had unexpectedly dozed off. Or died.

I have often felt certain my father is dead, and then he appears in an
unexpected place.

Translated by Jason Blake
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Sandale

Ipak sam nasao nekakvo rjesenje. Nakon $to su me pustili s odsluzenja
moje jednotjedne kazne u zatvoru, ostao sam bez novca, a, bogami, i bez
posla. To dvoje samo po sebi i nije bilo tako gadno, ali stvar je u tome da
¢ovjek mora imati love da plati stan. I hranu. Dobro sad hranu, uvijek
moze$ kupiti vre¢u krumpira ili rize i prezivjeti. Ali ako nemas love za stan,
niski i ¢elavi gazda izbaci te a da od toga ne radi nekakav slucaj. Bez ikakve
ljutnje. Sazaljenja. Ali, kao $to rekoh, snasao sam se. Cini se da se ¢ovjek
uvijek nekako snade. Ili umre. A i to je nekakvo rjeSenje, zlu ne trebalo. To
je uvijek rjesenje.

Sudac s nepokretnim, staklastim o¢ima ponudio mi je da biram izmedu
jednomjese¢nog lezanja u zatvoru i placanja kazne. Ja sam, naravno, sav
usplahiren od prijetnje zatvorom, odmah pristao da platim kaznu. No,
pokazalo se da ipak nemam dovoljno novea za cijeli mjesec, nego tek za
tri tjedna. I tako sam ostao bez love, a ipak sam sjedio u zatvoru u sredistu
Osla, niti dvjesto metara od moje iznajmljene sobe. Tjedan dana. Imao
sam osjecaj da sam se negdje prevario. U racunici. A uvijek sam bio vjest u
matematici. Jos od malih nogu. Svi su se ¢udili: “kako je to dijete, za boga
dragoga, vjesto u matematici”.

I onda, kad sam izmigoljio iz ¢elije, shvatim da nemam za stan za ovaj mje-
sec. A veé sam kasnio s placanjem. Nekako istovremeno kad sam zaglavio
i Sara, moja djevojka, ponekad i moja buduéa zena, otputovala je. Mora
na jug Norveske kod svoje mame koja, jadna, zivi sama u toj kuéerini. No,
ipak sam je uspio izmoliti da me pusti da ta dva ljetna mjeseca provedem
u njezinom stanu. Dok se malo ne snadem, nadem neki posao i novu
sobu. Jedini je problem¢i¢ bio u tome $to je stan bio potpuno prazan. Sara
je zapravo tek dobila klju¢eve od stana i onda je odmaglila i ne stigavsi
preseliti stvari. Jer ja sam bio taj koji ih je trebao unijeti u stan snagom
svojih miSica. A ja sam zaglavio. Sara je samo rekla kako je znala da ¢e se
to dogoditi. Kad-tad, kad-tad. I sad sam bio sam u tom stanu. Potpuno
praznom. Ubacio bih ja svoje stvari, ali nisam ih imao. Osim nesto malo
odjece i nekoliko knjiga. Nasao sam jednu ¢vrstu kartonsku kutiju i stavio
je nasred velike sobe da mi sluzi kao stol. U drugoj sobi na pod sam prostro
vreéu za spavanje. Tako sam namjestio dnevni boravak i spava¢u sobu.
Prvih gedan dana proveo sam na isti na¢in kao i u zatvoru. Lezao sam
u nekom tupilu i razmisljao kako bih trebao ozeniti Saru i napraviti joj
troje djece. I onanirao sam mnogo. Isto kao i u zatvoru. Nisam mogao
jesti, nisam se mogao podignuti iz postelje. Lezao sam zatvorenih odiju i
zamisljao djevojke s kojima sam bio. S kojima sam se mogao sjetiti da sam
bio. Nabolje je bilo s onima koje sam mozda mogao imati, ali koje iz nekog
nesretnog razloga nisam dobio. Ili su mozda djevojke koje su me htjele i
imale, a one koje nisu- nisu. Covjek nikad nije mogao biti siguran. Osim
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u duljinu koju osjeti pod debelom koZom skliskog dlana. Iako sam mislje-
nja da je Zenama vaznija debljina. Debljina ti je najvaznija, uvjeravao sam
se razmazujudi pljuvacku pomijeSanu s ljepljivim znojem svojih mlohavih
prepona. Najvaznija, ponavljao sam.

Ali jednog dana je glad postala neizdrziva i morao sam iza¢i vam. Odlebdio
sam u bunilu do najblizeg ducana i sitniSem kojeg sam uspio skupiti kupio
kruh i dZem od kajsija. Veliku staklenku dZema od kajsija poput onoga $to
ga je pravila moja nana. U nekom drugom Zivotu, dok sam svoju nesreéu
jo$ uvijek znao izraziti rije¢ima. I dok sam jeo taj uvenuli dZem od kajsija,
ucinilo mi se kao da je to vrijeme dio nedijih tudih uspomena. Bio sam
siguran da nikad ranije nisam jeo dZem od kajsija. I ovaj koji sam sad jeo
imao je sve bolji okus. Mrve su padale po kartonskoj kutiji. Trebao bih
nabaviti komad kakve tkanine za stolnjak.

Sljede¢ih dana sam se uspio sabrati. Prijavio sam se na biro za zaposljavanje
gdje su mi rekli da ne brinem, neki posli¢ ¢e iskrsnuti prije ili kasnije. Kon-
taktirat ¢e me ¢im se nesto pojavi. U meduvremenu, strpljenja. I buduéi da
mi je novac hitno trebao, vratio sam se onome $to sam i ranije radio kad
bih zapao u akutnu besparicu. Sviranju u hodniku podzemne Zeljeznice.
Stajao bih na toj stanici kod Narodnog kazaliSta i udarao po Zicama svoje
ve¢ odavno isluzene gitare. Otuznim glasom pjevao melankoli¢ne melodi-
je. Ljudi bi prolazili i ponetko bi ubacio kovanicu. Nekad i dvije. Tako se,
ako bi ¢ovjeku sreca bar malo bila naklonjena, moglo pristojno zaraditi.
Nakon nekoliko dana svirke, ¢inilo se kao da sam se preporodio. Sad si
ve¢ mogao priustiti hamburger ili ¢ak kebab, a ostajalo bi ponekad i za
pivo koje bih poslije svirke podijelio s nekim od kolega $to su zaradivali
na isti nacin. Bilo nas je nekoliko stalnih $to smo svakodnevno svirali na
tom mjestu, a s vremena na vrijeme pojavili bi se i neki novi koji su bili na
proputovanju i koji bi tu svirali nekoliko dana, a zatim nestajali u smjeru
svojih Zelja za nekim novim gradovima.

Jedne vederi, dok sam svirao u tom akusti¢cnom hodniku, zacujem zvuk
harmonike koji je dopirao iz dubine hodnika. U prvo vrijeme nisam obra-
¢ao paznju na taj zvuk, ali s viemenom mi je poceo smetati. Svi smo znali
da je, ako Covjek Zeli svirati u podzemnoj, ovo jedino mjesto za koje si
mogao dobiti dopustenje ¢uvara. Pa ako je mjesto zauzeto, a bilo je jer sam
upravo ja svirao, onda se moralo sacekati da taj koji svira, dakle ja, zavri,
i tek onda do¢i na moje mjesto i svirati. Jedan sat ako je netko drugi ve¢
¢ekao na red ili neograni¢eno ako nije bilo nikog. Napokon krenem ljutito
niz hodnik prema izvoru te muzike. Kako sam se priblizavao, po¢eo sam
razaznavati melodiju. Sli¢ilo je na borbene kora¢nice iz NOB-a. Iako se
nije moglo bas moglo biti siguran. Kad sam prisao, ugledao sam djevojku
kako sjede¢i na koferu rasteze malu harmoniku. Kofer na kojem je sjedila
bio je od harmonike. To sam odmah shvatio. Pored je bio njezin ruksak,
ni$ta veéi od onog s kojim ¢ovjek krene na piknik. Zurila je u prazno u
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beton ispred sebe i mehanicki rastezala i skupljala svoj mijeh. Dobro, nije
odavde pa ne zna za obicaje. Cekao sam da zavrsi pjesmu, a onda prisao do
kutije u kojoj su joj bacali novac i ubacio pet kruna. Pozdravio sam je na
engleskom i nasmijesio se. Rekao sam joj da lijepo svira. Imala je prazne,
vodnjikave odi. I mali, jedva vidljivi, gnojni pristi¢ u kutu usne. Ja sam se
i dalje smjeskao. Ona se zatim naglo digne i po¢ne spremati harmoniku
u kofer. Prikupljeni novac iz kutije istresla je u jednu malu koZznatu vredi-
cu. Imala je na sebi plavu, ispranu suknju, bijelu ljetnu kosulju i sandale.
Sandale. Kozne i isusene. Imala je ogromno stopalo. Bila je niza od mene,
ali sam se mogao zakleti da je imala veée stopalo. Ja sam imao ravna i
velika stopala. Sandale su, vidjelo se to, bile Zenske, i iako dimenzijama
velike, izgledale su elegantno. Ali na njenim grubim i prljavim stopalima
¢inile su se jos Zenstvenijima, njeznijima. Nokti na noznim prstima bili su
nalakirani u tamnocrveno. Ali proslo je otada dosta vremena. Jer samo su
usamljeni, crveni otoci¢i svjedocili o posljednjem lakiranju. Slicila je ma-
loj djevojcici koja se voli igrati s dje¢acima. I voli s njima dijeliti njihovu
grubost. Kosa joj je bila ras¢upana i svijetla bez neke odredene boje. Svo
njezino djecastvo bilo je strpano i zatomljeno u jednom paru iznosanih i
ocvalih sandala. Zelio sam imati nesto s tim sandalama. Bilo $to, pomislio
sam dok se udaljavala.

Poslije toga je nije bilo nekoliko dana. Onda opet, jednog kisnog i teskog
dana, dok sam svojim glasom poku$avao unijeti jo$ viSe jada u vlagom
ispunjen hodnik ugledam je kako ide tegle¢i kofer s harmonikom. Stala je
malo sa strane, a zatim sjela na kofer ¢ekajudi nezainteresirano da zavr$im
sa svojom svirkom. Kosa joj je bila mokra i slijepljena. Sandale crne i ljiga-
ve od vlage. Kimnuo sam joj glavom i spakirao svoju gitaru.

Vratio sam se na isto mjesto nakon sat vremena. Dok sam i$ao prema njoj
koracajuéi u svojim zimskim cipelama, uéinila mi se poput neke pionirke
$to svira borbene pjesme u jeskobnom Domu kuture moje rodne kasabe.
Pri$ao sam joj i ubacio kovanicu od dvadeset kruna. Samo je podigla po-
gled, bezizrazajno kimnula glavom i nastavila Setati prstima po izlizanim
tipkama. Sjeo sam sa strane i zapalio cigaretu. Cekao da zavrsi. Vani je
pljustalo i puhalo u taktu njene muzike.

Kad je zavisila, pri$ao sam joj i tada smo po prvi put put poceli pricati. Bila
je iz Letonije. Engleski je govorila priliéno lose pa smo se sporazumjevali
na mjeSavini engleskog, ruskog i naseg. Izraz njezina lica nije se mijenjao
dok je pricala. Kao da je bila na nekom drugom mjestu, nisi mogao dopri-
jeti do prave nje. Zvala se Ida i jos uvijek je imala pristi¢ u kutu usne. Ili je
to mozda bio novi pristi¢.

Iskreno sam se zacudio kada je nakon kradeg objasnjavanja pristala da ide-
mo popiti pi¢e. Nekako smo se probili kroz tesku kiSnu zavjesu. Pomislio
sam kako ova kiSa nema nideg zajednickog s ljetom. I pogledao na njezina
stopala. Protrnuo sam. Sandale su bezobrazno plazile po njezinoj kozi. Kao
du su znale. Kao da smo svi sve znali.
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Ja sam pio pivo, a ona ¢aj. Na kraju smo popili sve $to smo zaradili tog
dana. Pitao sam je gdje spava. Odgovorila je da spava u vredi za spavanje
ispod jednog mosta. Tamo joj je bilo prili¢no dobro, rekla je. Pozvao sam
je da prespava tu no¢ kod mene. Moj stan je u blizini. Gledala me je neko
vrijeme nepovjetljivo, a onda je ipak pristala. Ali samo ako obe¢am da ¢u
biti dobar. Uvijek sam dobar kad sam pijan, rekao sam. Onda popij jos
jedno, ne, popij jos dva piva prije nego $to krenemo.

Kad smo usli u stan bilo je ve¢ oko ponoéi. Izvadio sam dva piva iz ormara,
ali ona je htjela ¢aj. Nisam imao ni ¢aja ni u ¢emu bi ga skuhao. Nista.
Ali nju to nije previse smetalo. Dok je skidala sandale i odlagala ih pored
mojih cipela, rekla je da joj se svidaju. Moje cipele. Otvarajudi pivo rekoh
da se moZzemo mijenjati. Nasmijesila se i iz ruksaka izvadila crvenu vreéu
za spavanje. Bila je tanka i ¢emerna. Imala je etiketu na kojoj je pisalo
“Yassa”. Pitao sam je odakle joj ta vreéa, a ona je samo neodredeno odmah-
nula rukom. Prosttla je svoju vre¢u malo dalje od moje i onako odjevena
uvukla se u nju. Cinilo se da je odmah zaspala. Sjedio sam na svojoj vredi,
pusio, tiho ispijao pivo. Kroz prozor je dopirala crvena svjetlost. Oblaci
su se razisli i negdje na zapadu je bio prekrasan zalazak. Sunce ¢e ponovo
izadi za dva- tri sata, pomislio sam. I gledao u svoje gole i prljave prozore.
Trebalo bi imati nekakvu zavjesu. Nije se moglo spavati s ljetnim, noénim
suncem. Neizdrzivo je.

Sjedio sam i dugo ¢ekao da se sunce ponovo pojavi. Ona se ubrzo nakon
$to je zaspala poce nemirno vrjeti i okretati u svojoj vreéi. Ponekad bi iz-
govorila neku rije¢ na nerazumljivom jeziku. Jednom se, okrenuvsi prema
meni, otkrila i pokazala razdrljena prsa. Kroz tanku bijelu ko$ulju nazirale
su se grudi. Nije imala grudnjaka, samo potkos$ulju bez rukava. Nije imala
za$to nositi grudnjak. Imala je grudi poput gojaznog dvanaesetogodisnja-
ka. Poput mene u $estom razredu. Kada su me od hormona poludjeli dje-
¢aci u nedostatku boljeg grabili za sise dok bismo igrali nogomet na gele-
snom. Bile su to grudi bez ikakve tezine i mase za koju bi se moglo ¢vrsto
uhvatiti. Bradavice su bile tvrde i napete. Zasiljene poput vrhova dzamija.
Da nije bilo tih bradavica ¢ovjek ne bi mogao sa sigurnosc¢u redi jesu li to
zenske sise ili djecacke grudi. Makinalno prodem po svojim prsima i osje-
tim krutost svojih preosjetljivih bradavica. A i krutost ispod stomaka. Pri-
maknem se i dodirnem joj kosu. Ljepljivu i skorenu. Istovremeno. Osjetio
sam kozu na ruci kako se najezila dok sam je milovao po kosi. Zelio sam
je poljubiti u pristi¢. Ili ga mozda istisnuti, ako je to bilo moguée. Rukom
kliznem do grudi. Bradavice su bile napete da sam pomislio da ¢e prsnuti.
Pomislio sam pijano kako ¢e, bozemesacuvaj, te bradavice prsnuti i iz njih
potei rijeka krvi. Iz ovih sisa nije moglo te¢i mlijeko. Male bebe bi izrezale
sva usta ako bi ih se dojilo na ove sise. Pomislim to i pozurim da ih dota-
knem usnama. Lagano. O$trina dodira zamuti mi pogled. Pozelim da mi
se taj ubod zauvijek usijece. U usne, u ruke. Poput nekog rijetkog otrova.
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Ona se, istovremeno, trgnu i okrenu na drugu stranu. Nije se probudila.
Iako nisam znao da li bi to bilo dobro ili lose. I za koga. Nakon toga sam
znao da moram onanirati. Ali dok sam sjedio ispod prozora na kojeg su
pocele padati prve zrake svjetlosti i pokusavao se smiriti drkanjem, osje¢ao
sam kako mi neka sila to nije dopustala. Najprije nisam mogao svrsiti.
Poslije me uhvatila neka neobja$njiva tuga i izgubio sam erekciju. Drzao
sam u ruci taj amorfni komad mesa i koze i pokusavao misliti na njezine
bradavice. I na pristi¢ u kutu usne. Ali nije i§lo. Onda sam pogledao na
njezine sandale koje su se kocile ispred ulaza u sobu. Tada sam poceo pla-
kati. I svrsavati.

Ne znam kad sam se probudio, nisam imao sat, ali moralo je biti prili¢no
kasno sudeci po jakom suncu. Ide nije bilo. A niti mojih cipela. Jedinih
koje sam imao. Sandale su lezale netaknute. Dok sam hodao u njima, vre-
kao sam neumjereno svojom guzi¢icom. Bio sam se pomalo plasio prije
nego sam na svoja stopala navukao te sandale. Moja su stopala u njima
izgledala mnogo Zenstvenije od njezinih. To me je plasilo. Samo to, Zelio
sam vjerovati. Ali dok sam korac¢ao prema gradu, tog straha nestade. Osje-
¢ao sam nesto oslobadajuée oko kukova. I uZivao mijesaju¢i dupetom od
jednog do drugog kraja ulice. Zelio sam da me netko uhvati za guzicu. Al
ne previse grubo. Ako ikako moze.

U podzemnoj sam nasao Idu kako ¢eka Roya da zavrsi sa svojom svirkom.
Roy je crni de¢ko iz Londona. Svira, kako kaze, Irsku narodnu muziku na
violini. Zapravo je znao odsvirati samo jednu melodiju. Na dva natina.
Brzo i veselo, te sporo i tuzno. Ali bio je jako dobar. Osjetio sam nesto
zivotinjski u njemu kad me je spazio u sandalama. Poznavao sam ja takve
poglede. Samo je bilo ¢udno dobivadi ih.

Ida je izgledala snazno i hladno u mojim teskim cipelama. Cim je Roy
zavr$io, samo je bez rije¢i otvorila svoj kofer, izvadila harmoniku i pocela
svirati. Roy mi se smjeskao s onim svojim pogledom i upitao da li sam za
malo hasisa. Naravno, rekao sam. Otisli smo van i na jednoj zaklonjenoj
klupi popusili dzoint. Osjec¢ao sam se poput princeze. Koju zavidne prija-
teljice opisuju kao kurvicu. Zelio sam da me taj crnac podigne i stavi na
svoja koljena. I da me miluje po guzici. I po nogama. Po mojim snaznim
i velikim prsima.

Kad je Ida zavrsila sa svitkom, bio je moj red. Svirao sam, a njih dvoje su
duvali na istoj klupi. Ida ga nije voljela, to se odmah dalo primijetiti. Plasila
ga se, ali je ipak poduvala njegov dzoint. Vidjelo se to na njoj kad su ponovo
sisli u podzemnu slusati me dok sviram. Ubrzo se pridruzio i Roy na svojoj
violini. A cijela stvar je izmakla kontroli kad je i Ida izvadila svoju udarni¢-
ku harmoniku i ozezi po ruskim borbenim. Ne znam $to su ljudi mislili o
nama dok su prolazili pored nas. Ali ubacivali su nam kao nikad do tad.
Kad smo zaradili brdo love, otisli smo do one iste klupe i dok sam ja brojao
kovanice, Roy je motao novi dzoint. Slozili smo se da je nabolje novce od-
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mah potrositi. Zapravo, Roy je to rekao, a mi smo se morali sloZiti. Kaze da
zna dobar pub i odlazimo tamo drzedi se za ruke. Bio sam kéerka sovjetske
bacacice kladiva i nekog americkog zajebanog sprintera.

Taj pub je bio jedna velika izlozba ¢udaka, $arlatana i akrobata. Bilo je
tu svega, od buntovnih tinejdzera do istroSenih bezglasnih rastafarijanaca.
Cinilo se da Roya svi znaju. On se ubrzo pope na stol i poce svirati svoju
brzu melodiju. U pubu nastade lom. Poslije smo opet svi skupa svirali i
pobrali duge aplauze. Pili smo brzo i halapljivo. Hasis se osje¢ao u svakom
kutu te rupe. I Ida je pila. Vidjelo se da zna piti. U jedno trenutku podize
me i spusti na svoje krilo. Sjedio sam tu neko vrijeme potpuno nemocan
i sretan. Ona me je lizala i ljubila po licu. Stipala mi je bradavice i poput
majke milovala po kitici. Vonjala je po zemlji. Vlaznoj i plodnoj crnici.
Kad smo se napokon izvukli iz tog nestvarnog lokala, predlozio sam da
opet odemo k meni. Ida samo odmahnu glavom i re¢e da nodas Zeli spavati
na njezinom mjestu. Pokazalo se da je to “njezino mjesto” zbilja ispod
mosta u jednom malom parku. Rekao sam da je bolje da idemo k meni jer
se tu motaju samo narkomani i besku¢nici. Samo me je mrko pogledala,
ni$ta ne govoredi. Shvatio sam i nasmijesio se. Posramljeno. Ona je pripre-
mila svoju vreéu za spavanje. Upravo se smrkavalo i ¢ekala nas je kratka
i uzbudljiva no¢. Ovdje je bilo mra¢nije i nekako toplije nego doma kod
mene. Odnosno kod Sare. Na Saru nisam ni pomislio.

Uvukli smo se oboje u vrecu, iako nije bilo lako. Ljubili smo se gladno, kao
dasmossi s tijela pokusavali otkinuti komade mesa. Mislio sam kako ¢e me
pojesti. Saptala mi je najprije na engleskom, zatim ruskom, a da bi poslije
stenjala na nekom nerazumljivom jeziku za kojeg sam pretpostavljao da
mora biti letonski. Mogao sam zamisliti tu sliku iz daleka. Nas dvoje u
vredi izgledali smo poput nekog velikog crva sto se koprea na suncu. Poput
divovskog crva u samrtnom hropcu. Zvukovi koje smo ispustali podsje-
¢ali su na zvuke ogoréene borbe dva umorna ocajnika. Snaznim rukama
grabila je moje tijelo kao da me oblikuje, kao da me cijelog mijesi svojim
ruc¢erdama. Onda se okrenula ledima. Skinuli smo odjeée tek koliko je bilo
potrebno. Jednom rukom sa pokusavao naéi ta bodljikava prsa, ali nisam
uspijevao u svoj toj gunguli. Na kraju sam usao u nju i nas crv zapoce novi,
ujednacen ples. Pretvorio sam se u sluh. Culo se klokotanje rijeke, auta u
daljini, cvrkut ptica, nas dvoje kako otpuhujemo, kao pri nekom teskom
poslu. U jednom trenutku smo se otkotrljali i umalo pali u rijeku. Al nije
nas to omelo. Poput jahaca na rodeu uspio sam se odrzati u sedlu. Ubrzo je
sve bilo gotovo i svo moje sjeme se prosulo unutar “Yassine” vrece za spa-
vanje. Zatim sam je njezno zagrlio odstraga i Sapnuo joj na uho, na nasem:
-Volim te Ida. Jako te volim. Razumijes. Volim te.

Nisam joj mogao vidjeti lice. Nesto vlazno kapnu mi na ruku $to je lezala
ispod njezine brade. Bilo je tiho. I mra¢no. Ptice se nisu vise ¢ule. Ida se
digla bez rije¢i i istrgla vre¢u ispod mene. Ostao sam lezati na tlu gledajuéi
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je kako zamotava svoju vrecu i zakopcava suknju. Obukla je moje cipele,
podigla sve svoje stvari i nekako hladno i nestvarno izgovorila jednu rece-
nicu. Na letonskom, valjda. Nakon tog se okrenula i otiSla stazom $to je
vodila niz rijeku. Cijelo vrijeme sam leZao na zemlji i promatrao je. Tek
nakon nekoliko minuta sam skocio, navukao sandale i krenuo za njom.
Hodao sam cijelu no¢, cijelu ljetnu bijelu no¢. I nisam je nasao. Sjeo sam
na jednu klupu i promatrao svoja stopala u tim sandalama. Poslije sam ih
skinuo i ostavio ispod klupe. Uredno. Zatim sam otiSao kudi bosonog.
Ponovo su se ¢ule ptice. Galebovi, vrane i svrake.

Stajao sam na vratima i gledao u unutra$njost svoje duse. U tom stanu su
mi najvise nedostajale zavjese. Samo zato je zato sve izgledalo tako ogoljelo
i prazno. Samo zato.
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Sandali

Kljub vsemu sem nasel nekaksno resitev. Potem ko sem odsluzil enoteden-
sko kazen v zaporu, sem ostal brez denarja, pa tudi, bogme, brez sluzbe.
To dvoje samo po sebi niti ni bilo tako strasno, toda gre za to, da moras
imeti kaj pod palcem, ¢e hoce$ placati stanovanje. In hrano. No ja, pri
hrani je tako, da lahko vedno kupis vre¢o krompirja ali riza in prezivis. Ce
pa nima$ denarja za stanovanje, te Cokat in plesast gazda vrze ven, ne da bi
iz tega delal dramo. Brez kakr$ne koli jeze. Socutja. Toda, kot sem rekel,
znadel sem se. Zdi se, da se ¢lovek vedno nekako znajde. Ali umre. Tudi
to je nekaksna reitev, ¢e ti ni¢ drugega ne preostane. To je vedno resitev.
Sodnik z nepremi¢nimi, steklenimi o¢mi mi je ponudil na izbiro, da mesec
dni sedim v zaporu ali pa plaam kazen. Groznja z zaporom me je seveda
prestrasila, tako da sem takoj privolil v placilo kazni. Toda izkazalo se je,
da nimam dovolj denarja za ves mesec, ampak samo za tri tedne. In tako
sem ostal brez denarja, a sem vseeno sedel v zaporu v sredis¢u Osla, nid
dvesto metrov stran od moje najete sobe. Teden dni. Imel sem ob¢utek, da
sem se nekje ustel. V rac¢unici. Ceprav sem bil vedno spreten v ratunstvu.
Ze od malih nog. Vsi so se ¢udili: »Ljubi bog, kako je ta otrok spreten v
racunstvi.«

Ko sem se resil iz zapora, sem sprevidel, da nimam denarja za stanovanje za
ta mesec. Pravzaprav sem ze zamujal s pla¢ilom. Nekako isto¢asno je tudi
Sara, moja punca, v¢asih pa tudi bodocda Zena, odpotovala. Morala je na
jug Norveske k svoji mami, ki, revica, zivi sama v tisti bajti. No, nekako
mi je vendarle uspelo izprositi, da lahko ta dva poletna meseca prezivim v
njenem stanovanju. Dokler se nekoliko ne znajdem, najdem kaksno sluzbo
in novo sobo. Edina teZava je bila v tem, da je bilo stanovanje popolnoma
prazno. Sara je namre¢ ravnokar dobila klju¢e od stanovanja in jo potem
pobrisala, ne da bi ji uspelo preseliti stvari. Ker sem bil jaz tisti, ki naj bi
jih odnesel noter, z modjo svojih misic. Toda jaz sem zamodil. Sara je rekla,
da je vedela, da se bo to zgodilo. Prej ali slej. In zdaj sem bil sam v tem
stanovanju. Docela praznem. Saj bi ruknil noter svoje stvari, a jih nisem
imel. Razen nekaj malega obladil in par knjig. Nasel sem trdno kartonsko
$katlo in jo postavil na sredo velike sobe, da bi mi sluzila za mizo. V drugi
sobi sem si na tleh razprostl spalno vreco. Tako sem opremil dnevno sobo
in spalnico.

Prvi teden sem prezivel enako kot v zaporu. Lezal sem v nekaksni otopelo-
sti in razmisljal, da bi se moral oZeniti s Saro in ji narediti tri otroke. Tudi
onaniral sem precej. Enako kot v zaporu. Nisem mogel jesti, nisem mogel
vstati s postelje. Lezal sem z zapreimi o¢mi in si predstavljal punce, s kate-
rimi sem bil. Katerih sem se lahko spomnil, da sem bil z njimi. Najboljse
so bile tiste, ki bi jih morda lahko imel, a jih iz kaksnega nesre¢nega razloga
nisem dobil. Ali pa so me morda punce, ki so me hotele, imele, tiste, ki
me niso, pa ne. Clovek nikoli ne more biti prepri¢an. Razen v dolZino,
ki jo ¢uti pod debelo kozo spolzke dlani. Kljub vsemu sem mnenja, da
je zenskam bolj pomembna debelina. Debelina je najpomembnejsa, sem
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se prepriceval, medtem ko sem razmazoval pljunke, pomesane z lepljivim
potom svojih mlahavih dimelj. Najpomembnejsa, sem ponavljal.

Toda nekega dne je lakota postala nevzdrina in moral sem ven. V blodnji
sem odtaval do najbliZje trgovine in z drobizem, ki mi ga je uspelo nabrati,
kupil kruh in mareli¢cno marmelado. Veliko stekleno posodo mareli¢ne
marmelade, ki je spominjala na tisto, ki jo je delala moja mama. V nekem
drugem zivljenju, ko sem svojo nesreco $e znal izraziti z besedami. In ko
sem jedel to pusto mareli¢no marmelado, se mi je zdelo, kot da je ta ¢as del
spominov nekoga drugega, tujega. Bil sem prepri¢an, da nikoli prej nisem
jedel mareliéne marmelade. Ta, ki sem jo jedel zdaj, pa je imela ¢edalje
boljsi okus. Drobtine so padale po kartonski $katli. Moral bi nabaviti kos
kaksnega blaga za prt.

V naslednjih dneh se mi je uspelo zbrati. Prijavil sem se na zavod za zapo-
slovanje, kjer so mi rekli, naj me ne skrbi, ¢e$ da se bo kaksna sluzbica prej
ali slej pojavila. Obvestili me bojo, takoj ko zvejo za kaj. Medtem pa — po-
trpljenje. Glede na to, da sem nujno potreboval denar, sem se vrnil k temu,
kar sem Zze pocel, kadar sem zapadel v akutno pomanjkanje denarja. K
igranju v hodniku podzemne zeleznice. Stal sem na postaji pri Narodnem
gledalis¢u in tolkel po Zicah svoje ze zdavnaj odsluzene kitare. Z otoznim
glasom sem pel melanholi¢ne melodije. Ljudje so hodili mimo in vsake
toliko ¢asa je kdo vrgel kovanec. Véasih tudi dva. Tako si, ¢e ti je bila sreca
vsaj malo mila, lahko spodobno zasluzil.

Po nekaj dneh igranja se je zdelo, kot da sem se prerodil. Zdaj sem si lahko
privoséil ze hamburger ali celo kebab, ve¢asih pa mi je ostalo $e za pivo, ki
sem ga po igranju podelil s katerim od kolegowv, ki so si sluzili denar na enak
nacin. Bilo nas je nekaj stalnih, ki smo vsak dan igrali na tem prostoru, ob-
¢asno pa so se pojavili tudi kaksni novi, ki so samo potovali mimo in igrali
nekaj dni, nato pa izginili v smeri svojih Zelja po kaksnih novih mestih.
Nekega vecera, ko sem igral v tem akusti¢nem hodniku, zaslisim zvok har-
monike, ki je prihajal iz globine hodnika. Prvi hip se nisem zmenil zanj,
s¢asoma pa me je zacenjal motiti. Vsi smo vedeli: ¢e hoce ¢lovek igrati v
podzemni, je to edini kraj, za katerega si lahko dobil dovoljenje varnostni-
ka. In ¢e je prostor zaseden — in bil je, ker sem pravkar igral — potem si
moral pocakati, da ta, ki igra, torej jaz, neha igrati, in Sele potem si lahko
prisel na njegov prostor in igral. Eno uro, ¢e je kdo drug ze ¢akal v vrsti,
ali neomejeno, ¢e ni bilo nikogar. Konéno sem se jezno odpravil vzdolz
hodnika proti viru te glasbe. Ko sem se priblizeval, sem zacel razpoznava-
ti melodijo. Spominjala je na borbene kora¢nice NOB-ja. Ceprav je bilo
tezko zagotovo vedeti. Ko sem se priblizal, sem zagledal punco, ki je sedela
na kovcku in raztegovala malo harmoniko. Kovéek, na katerem je sedela,
je bil od harmonike. To sem takoj dojel. Zraven je bil njen nahrbtnik, ni¢
kaj vegji od tistega, s katerim gre ¢lovek na piknik. Strmela je v prazno v
beton pred sabo in mehani¢no raztegovala in krcila svoj meh. Dobro, ni
od tod pa ne ve za navade. Cakal sem, da konca pesem, nato pa stopil do
$katle, v katero so ji metali denar, in vrgel vanjo pet kron. Pozdravil sem
jo v angles¢ini in se nasmehnil. Rekel sem ji, da lepo igra. Imela je prazne,
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vodene o¢i. In majhen, komaj opazen gnojni mozolj¢ek v koti¢cku ustnic.
Se naprej sem se smehljal. Nato je naglo vstala in zatela pospravljati har-
moniko v kovéek. Zbrani denar iz $katle je stresla v usnjeni mosnji¢ek. Na
sebi je imela modro, sprano krilo, belo poletno srajco in sandale. Usnjene
in izsuSene. Imela je ogromno stopalo. Bila je niZja od mene, ampak lahko
bi prisegel, da je imela ve¢je stopalo. Sam sem imel ravna in velika stopala.
Sandali so bili, to je bilo o¢itno, Zenski in so, ¢eprav veliki po dimenzijah,
delovali elegantno. Toda na njenih grobih in umazanih stopalih so se zdeli
$e bolj zenstveni, Se neznejsi. Nohti na prstih so bili nekoé temnordece
nalakirani. Ampak odtlej je minilo precej ¢asa. Saj so samo osamljeni rdeci
otocki pricali o zadnjem lakiranju. Spominjala je na majhno puncko, ki se
rada igra s fantki. In ki z njimi rada deli njihovo grobost. Njeni lasje so bili
razmr$eni in nedolo¢ne svetle barve. Vsa njena deskost je bila stlacena in
zadusena v paru ponosenih in odcvetelih sandalov. Hotel sem imeti kaj s
temi sandali. Kar koli, sem pomislil, ko se je oddaljevala.

Potem je nekaj dni ni bilo. Nato pa, nekega deZevnega in tezkega dne, ko
sem s svojim glasom skusal vnesti Se ve¢ trpljenja v vlazni hodnik, sem jo
spet zagledal, kako hodi in tovori kovéek s harmoniko. Stala je malo ob
strani, nato pa sedla na kovéek in brez zanimanja ¢akala, da neham igrati.
Njeni lasje so bili mokri in zlepljeni. Sandali ¢rni in spolzki od vlage. Po-
kimal sem ji z glavo in pospravil svojo kitaro.

Cez eno uro sem se vrnil na isto mesto. Ko sem korakal proti njej v svojih
zimskih cevljih, se mi je zazdela kot kaksna pionirka, ki igra borbene pesmi
v tesnobnem Kulturnem domu v mojem rojstnem mestecu. Pristopil sem k
njej in ji vrgel dvajsetkronski kovanec. Samo dvignila je pogled, brezizrazno
pokimala z glavo in $e naprej sprehajala prste po zlizanih tipkah. Sedel sem
vstran in prizgal cigareto. Cakal, da konéa. Zunaj je besnelo neurje in veter
je pihal v takeu njene glasbe.

Ko je koncala, sem stopil do nje in tedaj sva se prvi¢ zadela pogovarjati.
Bila je iz Latvije. Angles¢ino je govorila precej slabo, tako da sva se spora-
zumevala v mesanici angles¢ine, rus¢ine in nasega jezika. Izraz na njenem
obrazu se med govorjenjem ni spreminjal. Kot da je bila nekje drugje, nisi
se mogel dokopati do njene resni¢ne podobe. Ime ji je bilo Ida in $e vedno
je imela mozoljé¢ek v koticku ustnic. Ali pa je bil to Ze nov mozolj¢ek.
Iskreno me je zacudilo, ko je po krajSem pojasnjevanju pristala na pijaco.
Nekako sva se prebila skozi tezko dezevno zaveso. Pomislil sem, kako nima
ta dez nicesar skupnega s poletjem. In pogledal njena stopala. Otrpnil sem.
Sandali so se nesramno plazili po njeni kozi. Kot bi vedeli. Kot bi vsi vse
vedeli.

Jaz sem pil pivo, ona pa ¢aj. Na koncu sva spila vse, kar sva zasluzila tistega
dne. Vprasal sem jo, kje spi. Odgovorila je, da v spalni vre¢i pod nekim
mostom. Tam ji je kar dobro, je rekla. Povabil sem jo, da prespi to no¢ pri
meni. Moje stanovanje je v blizini. Nekaj ¢asa me je nejeverno gledala,
nato pa vendarle privolila. Ampak samo ¢ée obljubim, da bom priden. Ve-
dno sem priden, kadar sem pijan, sem rekel. Potem pa spij Se eno, ne, spij
dve pivi, preden se odpraviva.
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Ko sva vstopila v stanovanje, je bilo Ze okoli polnoéi. Iz omare sem vzel
dve pivi, toda ona je hotela ¢aj. Nisem imel ne ¢aja ne posode, v kateri bi
ga skuhal. Ni¢. Ampak to je ni preve¢ motilo. Ko si je sezuvala sandale in
jih odlagala zraven mojih cevljev, je rekla, da so ji vie¢. Moji ¢evlji. Ko sem
odpiral pivo, sem rekel, da si jih lahko zamenjava. Nasmehnila se je in iz
nahrbenika izvlekla rdeco spalno vreco. Bila je tenka in bedna. Imela je
etiketo, na kateri je pisalo »Yassa«. Vprasal sem jo, od kod ji ta vreca, a je
samo nedolo¢no zamahnila z roko. Razprostrla jo je malo stran od moje in
se kar oble¢ena zavlekla vanjo. Zdelo se je, da je v hipu zaspala. Sedel sem
na svoji vredi, kadil, tiho pil pivo. Skozi okno je prihajala rdeca svetloba.
Oblaki so se raztrgali in nekje na zahodu je bil ¢udovit sonéni zahod. Son-
ce bo ponovno vzslo ez dve, tri ure, sem pomislil. In gledal svoja umazana
okna. Moral bi imeti kak$no zaveso. Ni mogoce spati pri poletnem, noé-
nem soncu. Nevzdrzno je.

Sedel sem in dolgo ¢akal, da se sonce znova pojavi. Ona se je kmalu po tem,
ko je zaspala, zac¢ela nemirno vrteti in obracati v svoji vreci. Véasih je izgovo-
rila kako besedo v nerazumljivem jeziku. Ko se je enkrat obrnila k meni, se
je odkrila in pokazala razgaljene prsi. Skozi tenko, belo srajco je bilo mogoce
videti obrise prsi. Ni imela modrea, samo spodnjo majico brez rokavov. Ni
bilo razloga, da bi nosila modrc. Prsi je imela kot kaksen rejen dvanajstlet-
nik. Kot jaz v $estem razredu. Ko so me od hormonov obnoreli fantje, ker ni
bilo nicesar boljsega, grabili za prsi, ko smo igrali nogomet pri telovadbi. To
so bile prsi brez kakr$nekoli teze in mase, ki bi jo lahko prijel. Bradavice so
bile trde in napete. Zasiljene kot vrhovi dZamij. Ce ne bi bilo teh bradavic,
¢lovek ne bi mogel zatrdno redi, ali so to zenske ali fantovske prsi. Me-
hani¢no se pogladim po prsih in zacutim nabreklost svojih preobéutljivih
bradavic. Pa tudi nabreklost pod trebuhom. Priblizam se ji in se dotaknem
njenih las. Lepljivih in skorjastih. Isto¢asno. Cutil sem, kako se mi je koza
na roki najezila, ko sem jo bozal. Hotel sem jo poljubiti na mozolj¢ek. Ali
ga morda stisniti, ¢e je bilo to mozno. Z roko zdrsnem do prsi. Bradavice
so bile napete in pomislil sem, da bo brizgnilo iz njih. Pijano sem pomislil,
kako bo, bog me nima rad, iz teh bradavic brizgnila reka krvi. Iz teh prsi ni
moglo te¢i mleko. Dojencki bi si porezali vsa usta, e bi se dojili iz teh prsi.
To pomislim in se jih hitro dotaknem z ustnicami. Narahlo. Ostrina dotika
mi zamegli pogled. Zazelim si, da bi se ta vbod za vedno vsekal vame. V
ustnice, v roke. Kot kak redek strup.

V istem hipu se je zdrznila in se obrnila na drugo stran. Ni se zbudila.
Ceprav nisem vedel, ali bi bilo to dobro ali slabo. In za koga. Nato sem
vedel, da moram onanirati. Ampak ko sem sedel pod oknom, na katero
so zaceli padati prvi zarki svetlobe, in se poskusal umiriti z drkanjem, sem
¢util, kako mi neka sila tega ne dopusca. Najprej mi ni prislo. Nato me je
zajela nerazumljiva Zalost in zgubil sem erekcijo. V rokah sem drzal ta brez-
obli¢ni kos mesa in koze in skusal misliti na njene bradavice. In mozoljé¢ek
v koti¢ku ustnic. Toda ni $lo. Nato sem pogledal njene sandale, ki so $trleli
pred vhodom v sobo. Tedaj sem zacel jokati. In tedaj mi je prislo.

Ne vem, kdaj sem se zbudil, nisem imel ure, ampak glede na mo¢no sonce
je moralo biti Ze zelo pozno. Ide ni bilo. Pa tudi mojih ¢evljev ne. Edinih,
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ki sem jih imel. Sandali so lezali nedotaknjeni. Ko sem hodil v njih, sem
prekomerno migal z ritko. Preden sem obul te sandale, me je bilo nekoliko
strah. Moja stopala so bila v njih videti veliko bolj Zenstvena kot njena.
Tega me je bilo strah. Samo tega, sem hotel verjeti. Ampak ko sem korakal
proti mestu, je strah izginil. Cutil sem nekaj osvobajajo¢ega okoli bokov.
In uZival, ko sem z ritjo migal od enega konca ulice do drugega. Zelel sem
si, da bi me kdo zagrabil za rit. Samo ne preveé grobo. Kakorkoli ze lahko.
V podzemni sem nasel Ido, ki je ¢akala, da Roy neha igrati. Roy je bil ¢rnec
iz Londona. Igral je, kot kaze, irsko ljudsko glasbo z violino. Pravzaprav je
znal odigrati samo eno pesem. Na dva naéina. Hitro in veselo ter pocasi in
zalostno. Ampak bil je zelo dober. Ko me je opazil v sandalih, sem v njem
zacutil nekaj Zivalskega. Dobro sem poznal taksne poglede. Samo nenava-
dno jih je bilo dobivati.

Ida je bila mo¢na in hladna v mojih tezkih ¢evljih. Ko je Roy konéal, je
samo brez besed odprla kovéek, vzela ven harmoniko in zacela igrati. Roy
se mi je smehljal s tistim svojim pogledom in me vprasal, ée sem za malo
hagisa. Jasno, sem rekel. Sla sva ven in na neki klopi, skriti pred pogledi,
pokadila dZoint. Poéutil sem se kot princesa. Ki jo zavistne prijateljice opi-
sujejo kot kurbico. Zelel sem si, da bi me ta ¢rnec dvignil in posadil na ko-
lena. Da bi me bozal po riti. In nogah. Po mojih mo¢nih in velikih prsih.
Ko je Ida nehala igrati, sem bil na vrsti jaz. Igral sem, onadva pa sta kadila
na isti klopi. Ida ga ni imela rada, to si lahko pri pri¢i opazil. Bala se ga je,
ampak je vseeno pokadila kaksen dim njegovega dzointa. To se je videlo,
ko sta se ponovno spustila v podzemno, da bi me poslusala, ko sem igral.
Kmalu se je pridruzil tudi Roy na svoji violini. Vsa stvar pa je usla izpod
nadzora, ko je $e Ida izvlekla svojo udarnisko harmoniko in uZgala ruske
borbene. Ne vem, kaj so si ljudje mislili o nas, ko so hodili mimo. Ampak
metali so nam kot Se nikoli doslej. Ko smo zasluzili goro denarja, smo $li
do tiste klopi, in medtem ko sem jaz $tel kovance, je Roy zvijal nov dzoint.
Strinjali smo se, da je najbolje, ¢e denar takoj porabimo. Pravzaprav je
to rekel Roy, midva pa sva se morala strinjati. Rekel je, da ve za dobro
pivnico, in odpravili smo se tja, drze¢ se za roke. Bil sem héerka sovjetske
metalke kladiva in nekega zajebanega ameriskega sprinterja.

Ta pivnica je bila ena sama razstava ¢udakov, Sarlatanov in akrobatov. Tu
si imel vse mogoce, od uporniskih najstnikov do iztrodenih rastafarijancev,
ki niso dali od sebe niti glasu. Zdelo se je, da vsi poznajo Roya. Kmalu je
stopil na mizo in zadel igrati svojo hitro melodijo. V pivnici je nastal trus¢.
Nato smo spet igrali vsi skupaj in vsakokrat pozeli dolg aplavz. Pili smo
hitro in pogoltno. Hasis si lahko ¢util v vsakem kotu te luknje. Tudi Ida je
pila. Videlo se je, da zna piti. V nekem trenutku me je dvignila in posedla
v narodje. Tu sem sedel nekaj ¢asa, popolnoma nemocen in sre¢en. Ona
me je lizala in poljubljala po obrazu. Mi §¢ipala bradavice in me kot mama
bozala po lul¢ku. Vonjala je po zemlji. Po vlazni in plodni ¢rnici.

Ko sva se konéno izvlekla iz tistega neresni¢nega lokala, sem predlagal, da
greva spet k meni. Ida je samo odkimala z glavo in rekla, da si nocoj Zzeli
spati na svojem mestu. Izkazalo se je, da je ta »njen prostor« Cisto zares pod
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mostom v nekem majhnem parku. Rekel sem, da je bolje, ¢e greva k meni,
ker se tod naokoli motajo samo narkomani in brezdomci. Brez besed me
je mrko pogledala. Dojel sem in se nasmehnil. Osramoceno. Pripravila je
spalno vreco. Pravkar se je mradilo in ¢akala naju je kratka in vznemirljiva
no¢. Tukaj je bilo temneje in nekako topleje kot pri meni doma. Oziroma
pri Sari. Na Saro nisem niti pomislil.

Oba sva se zavlekla v vreco, ¢eprav to ni bilo lahko. Ljubila sva se la¢no,
kot bi si hotela s telesa odtrgati kose mesa. Mislil sem, da me bo pojedla.
Najprej mi je Sepetala v angles¢ini, nato v ruscini, nato pa je stokala v
nekem nerazumljivem jeziku, za katerega sem predvideval, da mora biti
latvijski. Predstavljal sem si to sliko od dale¢. V vreci sva bila videti kot
kaksen velik ¢rv, ki se kobaca na soncu. Kot velikanski ¢rv, ki smrtno hro-
pe. Zvoki, ki sva jih spuscala, so spominjali na zvoke ogoréene borbe med
dvema utrujenima obupancema. Z mo¢nimi rokami je grabila moje telo,
kot da me oblikuje, kot da me celega mesi s svojim Sapami. Nato mi je
obrnila hrbet. Slekla sva se le toliko, kolikor je bilo nujno. Z eno roko sem
skusal najti njene bodicaste prsi, ampak mi v tem direndaju ni uspelo. Na
koncu sem vstopil vanjo in najin ¢rv je zacel nov, izenacen ples. Spremenil
sem se v sluh. Slisalo se je klokotanje reke, avta v daljavi, Zvrgolenje ptic,
naju, kako sopihava kot pri kak$nem tezkem opravilu. V nekem trenutku
sva se odkotalila in skoraj padla v reko. Ampak to naju ni zmedlo. Kot
jezdec na rodeu sem se nekako obdrzal v sedlu. Kmalu je bilo vsega konec
in moje seme se je razlilo znotraj »Yassine« spalne vrece. Nato sem jo nezno
objel od zadaj in ji zasepetal v uho po nase: »Rad te imam, Ida. Zelo te
imam rad. Razumes. Rad te imam.«

Nisem mogel videti njenega obraza. Nekaj vlaznega mi je kapnilo na roko,
ki je lezala pod njeno brado. Bilo je tiho in mra¢no. Ptic ni bilo ve¢ slisati.
Ida je brez besed vstala in strgala vre¢o izpod mene. Se naprej sem lezal na
tleh in jo gledal, kako je zavijala svojo vreco in si zapenjala krilo. Obula je
moje Cevlje, prijela svoje stvari ter nekoliko hladno in nestvarno izgovorila
stavek. Po latvijsko, verjetno. Nato se je obrnila in odsla po poti, ki je vo-
dila vzdol? reke. Ves ¢as sem lezal na zemlji in jo opazoval. Sele ¢ez nekaj
minut sem poskodil, si obul sandale in se odpravil za njo. Hodil sem vso
no¢, vso belo poletno noé. In je nisem nasel. Sedel sem na neko klop in
opazoval svoje noge v teh sandalih. Nato sem jih sezul in pustil pod klopjo.
Ostala sta drug zraven drugega. Domov sem odsel bos. Znova so se zaslisa-
le ptice. Galebi, vrane in srake.

Stal sem na vratih in gledal v notranjost svoje duse. V tem stanovanju so
mi najbolj manjkale zavese. Samo zato je bilo vse videti tako ogolelo in
prazno. Samo zato.

Preveda Visnja Ficor
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Open-toe Sandals

I found some kind of solution, though. After I was released from prison,
where I had done my one-week sentence, I had no money, and what was
worse, no job. Both these things were not that bad as such, but you need
money to pay the rent. And food. Well, food, you can always buy a sack
of potatoes or rice and survive. But if you can’t pay the rent, a sturdily
built, bald landlord will throw you out without much ado. Without anger.
Without pity. But as I said, somehow I managed. It seems that we always
find a way. Or die. This is also a kind of solution, a back-up solution so to
say. This is always a solution.

The judge with immovable, glassy eyes offered me a choice between one
month of prison and paying a fine. Of course, I immediately went for the
fine, horrified at the threat with imprisonment. However, it turned out
that I did not have enough money for the whole fine, but just for three
weeks. Thus all my money was gone without sparing me from prison in the
centre of Oslo, not even two hundred metres away from my rented room.
A week. T had a feeling that I had miscalculated something, even though I
had always been good at maths. Since the earliest childhood. Everyone was
astonished: “Oh my, how good this kid is at maths”.

And then, after crawling out of my cell, I figured out that I had no money
for this month’s rent. And I was already behind with it. About the same
time when they locked me up, Sara, my girlfriend, at times even my future
wife, went to the south of Norway to see her mom, who, poor thing, lived
alone in that huge house. I still somehow managed to persuade her to let
me spend these two summer months in her apartment, until I bring things
in order, find a job, and a new room. The only tiny problem was that
the apartment was completely empty. Actually Sara only got the keys and
then rushed away, without having moved her stuff in. I was actually the
one who was supposed to provide muscles for moving things in. But I got
busted. Sara only said that she knew this would happen. Sooner or later,
sooner or later. Now I was in that completely empty apartment. I would
have brought my stuff, but I had none. Apart from some clothes and a
couple of books. In the back room I spread the sleeping bag on the floor.
Thus I arranged the living-room and the bedroom.

I spent the first week in the same way as in prison. I lay in a kind of stu-
por, thinking that I should marry Sara and have three kids with her. I also
masturbated a lot. Same as in prison. I could not eat or get out of bed. I lay
with my eyes closed, imagining the girls I had been with. The ones I could
remember. My nicest memories were of the girls I maybe might have had,
but for some unfortunate reason this had not happened. Or maybe it is so
that the girls who wanted me had me, while the others just didn't. One can
never be sure. Except in the length you feel under the thick skin of a greasy
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palm. Although I actually think that women find girth more important.
Girth is most important, I tried to persuade myself, spreading spit mixed
with gluey sweat of my limp groins. Most important, I kept repeating.
But one day I could not endure hunger anymore and had to go out. In a
trance I hovered to the nearest store and with the change I was able to dig
out of my pockets I bought some bread and a jar of apricot jam. A large jar
of jam like the one my grandma used to make. In some other life, when I
was still able to express my unhappiness in words. While I was eating this
withered apricot jam, it seemed to me that this time in my life was part
of someone else’s memories. I was sure that never before I ate apricot jam.
The taste of the one I was eating seemed to improve. Crumbles fell on a
cardboard box. I should get a piece of such cloth for the table.

During the next days I managed to pull myself together. I registered with
the public employment office, where they told me not to worry, because
sooner or later some job would turn up. They would contact me immedi-
ately. In the meantime, I had to be patient. Because I badly needed money,
I reverted to what I had done eatlier in acute money shortages. Singing in
the underground. I would stand at that National Theatre station, picking
the strings of my old worn-out guitar. I sang melancholic songs in a sad
voice. Some of the passers-by would throw a coin, sometimes even two,
into a lid of a box. If one was not entirely abandoned by luck, this was a
decent income.

After a couple of days of playing, I felt reborn. I could already treat my-
self to a hamburger or even kebab; sometimes I could even afford a beer,
which, after we were done playing, I would share with some of the col-
leagues who earned their living in the same way. There were a couple of
regulars, who played there every day, but from time to time a couple of
new ones would turn up, just passers-by who would linger around for a
few days and then disappear to some new cities their minds depicted as
more desirable.

One evening, while I was playing in that resounding corridor, I heard the
sound of accordion that came from its depth. At first I paid no attention
to that sound, but it increasingly irritated me. We all knew that, if one
wanted to play in the underground, this was the only place where one
could get the permission of the watchman. If the place was occupied, and
it was, because I was playing there, then one had to wait until that other
person, which was me, finished, and only then replace me and play. For
one hour if there was already someone else waiting or unlimited if there
was no one. In the end I angrily walked down the corridor towards the
source of that music. Coming nearer, I began to recognize the melody. It
resembled a partisan military march from the Second World War. Actu-
ally, one could not be sure. Approaching, I saw a girl sitting on a case and
stretching a bandonedn. The case she sat on belonged to the instrument.
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I figured that out immediately. At her side she had a backpack, no larger
than the kind we use for a picnic. She stared with glazed eyes into the
concrete in front of her, mechanically stretching and folding together her
bellows. Ok, she was not local and did not know our customs. I waited
until she finished the song, then approached the box and threw five crowns
in. I greeted her in English and smiled. I told her she played well. She had
empty, watery eyes. And a tiny, almost imperceptible purulent pimple in
the corner of her mouth. I kept smiling. She suddenly stood up and started
to pack her bandoneén into the case. She poured the coins from the box
into a small leather sack. She wore a blue, washed-out skirt, a white sum-
mer shirt, and open-toe sandals. Sandals. Made of leather and dried out.
She had giant feet. She was smaller than me, but I could have sworn that
she had larger feet. Although I have flat and large feet. Sandals, this was
obvious, were women’s and, although so large, they looked elegant. On
her coarse and dirty feet they looked even more feminine, tender. Her toe
nails were varnished dark red. But long time ago. Because only lonely, red
islands witnessed of the last varnishing. She resembled a little girl who
liked to play with boys. And who liked to share their bluntness. Her hair
was a mess, fair without a definitive colour. All her boyhood was captured
and contained in a pair of worn-out and withered sandals. I wanted to
have something with these sandals. Anything, I thought, while she was
going away.

After that, she did not appear for a couple of days. But then, one heavy and
rainy day, while I tried to bring even more sorrow into the damp corridor
with my voice, I saw her dragging the bandoneén case. She stood aside for
a while and then sat on the case, disinterestedly waiting for me to finish
my playing. Her hair was wet and glued together, her sandals black and
slippery with dampness. I nodded and packed my guitar.

I returned to the same place after an hour. While I was walking towards
her in my winter shoes, she seemed to me like a kid playing combat songs
in the gloomy Culture House of my native village. I approached her and
threw in a twenty crowns coin. She just lifted her eyes, nodded without
expression and continued to pass over the worn-out keys with her fingers.
I sat aside and lit a cigarette. I waited for her to finish. Outside, the heavy
rain and the gusts of wind followed the rhythm of her music.

When she finished, I approached her and for the first time we talked. She
was from Latvia. She spoke a pretty bad English, so that we talked in a
mixture of English, Russian, Serbian, and Croatian. The expression of her
face did not change while she was talking. As if she were someplace else,
one could not reach her real self. Her name was Ida and she still had a
pimple in the corner of her mouth. Or maybe this was a new pimple.

I was truly astonished when after a while she said yes to a drink with me.
Somehow we found our way through the curtain of heavy rain. I thought
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how this rain had nothing in common with summer. I looked at her feet
and shuddered. The sandals were outrageously creeping over her skin. As if
they knew. As if we all knew everything,.

I drank beer, she drank tea. Finally we spent everything we had earned
that day on drinks. I asked her where she slept. In a sleeping bag under a
bridge, she said. It is ok, she said. I invited her to sleep over in my place.
My apartment is not far away. She looked at me distrustfully, but then she
nodded. But only if I promised her to behave. I always behave when I am
drunk, I said. Then have another one, no, two beers before we start.
When we entered the apartment, it was already around midnight. I took
two beers out of the cupboard, but she wanted tea. I neither had tea nor
anything to cook it in or on. Nothing. But she did not mind too much.
While she was taking off her sandals and putting them next to my shoes,
she said she liked them. My shoes. Opening a beer, I said that we could
swap. She smiled and took a red sleeping bag out of her backpack. It was
thin and shabby. It had a label that said Yassa. I asked her where she got it
from, but she just vaguely waved her hand. She spread her sleeping bag at
some distance from mine and crept into it with her clothes on. It seemed
that she fell asleep right away. I sat on my bag, smoking and silently drink-
ing beer. Red light came in through the window. Clouds cleared up and
somewhere in the west revealed a beautiful sunset. The sun will rise again
in two or three hours, I thought. I watched my dirty windows without
curtains. I should get some, really. One cannot sleep in the summer night
sun. It is unbearable.

I sat so very long, waiting for the sun to reappear. Soon after falling asleep,
she began to turn and twitch in her bag. Sometimes she would murmur
a word in an unintelligible language. Once, turning towards me, she re-
vealed her uncovered chest. Through her thin, white shirt, I could discern
her breasts. She had no bra, just a sleeveless undershirt. There was no rea-
son for a bra. She had breasts like a fat twelve-year-old. Like me in the
second grade, when hormone-crazed boys, lacking a better object, grabbed
my tits while we played football in our sports class. These were breasts
with no weight or mass one could hold firmly. Her nipples were hard and
protruding. Like tips of mosque towers. If it were not for these nipples,
one could not be certain if these were a woman’s breasts or a boy’s chest. I
mechanically touched my chest, feeling the hardness of my oversensitive
nipples. And hardness below my belly. I bent forward and touched her
hair. Gluey and rigid. At the same time. I felt goose pimples on my hand
while I stroked her hair. I wanted to kiss her pimple. Or maybe pop it, if
possible. My hand slipped to her breasts. Her nipples were so hard that
I thought they would burst. In my drunken dizziness I thought how, oh
my God, these nipples would burst and a river of blood would flow out of
them. These breasts could yield no milk. Babies would cut their mouths if
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they had to be fed by these breasts. So I thought, rushing to touch them
with my lips. Gently. The sharpness of this touch obscured my sight. I
wished that this stinging would remain captured forever, in my lips, in my
hands. Like a rare poison.

At the same time she twitched and turned to the other side. She did not
wake up. I did not know if that would be good or bad. And for whom. Af-
ter that I knew I had to masturbate. But as I was sitting under the window,
illuminated by first rays of light, trying to calm down by jerking off, I felt
that some force prevented me from doing it. First I could not come. Then
some inexplicable sorrow got hold of me and I lost my erection. I held this
amorphous piece of flesh and skin in my hand, trying to think of her nip-
ples. And the pimple in the corner of her mouth. But it did not help. Then
I looked at her sandals proudly standing in front of the doorway. Then I
began to cry. And I came.

I do not know when I woke up; I had no watch, but it must have been pretty
late, judging by the glaring sun. Ida was not there. As well as my shoes, the
only ones I had. The sandals were there, untouched. While I walked in
them, I exaggerated playfully moving my hips. I was somewhat afraid before
putting the sandals on. My feet looked much more feminine in them then
hers. This frightened me. Just that, I wanted to believe. But as I was walking
towards the town, this fear was gone. I felt something liberating around my
hips. And enjoyed shaking my arse along the street. I wished that someone
might grab me by the arse. But not too roughly. If possible.

In the underground I found Ida waiting for Roy to finish playing. Roy
is a black boy from London. He plays, as he says, Irish folk music on the
violin. Actually he could play just one tune. In two ways: swiftly and mer-
rily and slowly and sadly. But he was very good. I felt something beastly in
him when he spotted me in the sandals. I knew that kind of look. It was
only strange getting one.

Ida looked strong and cold in my heavy shoes. At the moment when Roy
finished, without saying anything, she instantly opened her case, took the
bandonedn out of it and commenced to play. Roy smiled at me with that
look of his, asking me if I would like some pot. Of course, I said. We went
outside and on a sheltered bench we smoked a joint. I felt like a princess.
Described by her jealous friends as a little whore. I wished that this black
guy would lift me up and put me on his knees. And stroke my arse. And
my legs. My strong and large chest.

When Ida finished playing, it was my turn. I played, they smoked grass on
the same bench. Ida did not like him; that was obvious. She was afraid of
him, but took his joint anyway. That could be seen in her when they again
descended into the underground to listen to me playing. Soon Roy joined
in with his violin. The whole thing was out of control when Ida took out her
shock-worker’s bandoneén and stout-heartedly sang her Russian combat
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songs. I have no idea what people thought passing us by. But they threw
in coins like never before. When we earned a pile of money, we went to
that same bench. While I counted the coins, Roy wrapped a new joint. We
agreed that it was best to spend the money right away. Actually Roy said
that and we had to agree. He said he knew a nice pub, so we went there
holding hands. I was a daughter of a Soviet hammer-thrower and some
American hot shot sprinter.

This pub was a large exhibition of lunatics, queers, quacks, and acrobats.
There were all kinds here, from rebelling teenagers to worn-out, silent Ras-
tafarians. It seemed that everyone knew Roy. He soon climbed on a table
and started to play his swift melody. There was havoc in the pub. Later on
we played together again and earned a long applause. We drank quickly
and greedily. Pot could be smelled in each corner of that hole. Ida drank
too. She obviously knew how to do it. At one moment she lifted me from
the floor and put me on her lap. I sat there for some time, entirely power-
less and happy. She licked and kissed my face. She pinched my nipples and
like a mother caressed my prick. She smelled of earth. Humid and fertile
black earth.

When we finally found our way out of this unreal place, I proposed that we
could go to my place again. Ida just shook her head and said that tonight
she wanted to sleep in her usual place. It showed that this “her place” was
indeed under a bridge in a small park. I said that it would be better if we
went to my place, because only junkies and homeless people stumbled
around here. She just gave me a severe look, saying nothing. I understood
and smiled. Ashamed. She prepared her sleeping bag. It was just getting
dark and a short and exciting night was before us. Here it was darker and
somehow warmer than in my home. In Sara’s home. I haven’t even thought
of Sara.

We both crept into the bag, although this was not easy. We kissed hungrily,
as if trying to tear pieces of flesh off our bodies. I thought that she would
eat me up. First she whispered in English, then in Russian; finally she
moaned in some strange language of which I supposed that it had to be
Latvian. I could imagine this scene from a distance: the two of us in a bag
looked like a giant worm twisting in the sun. Like a huge worm in a death
rattle. The sounds we uttered reminded of a deadly combat of two tired,
desperate rivals. With her strong hands she grabbed my body as if she
shaped me, as if she kneaded me with her large hands. Then she turned her
back to me. We took off only the clothes that were in the way. With one
hand I attempted to find these spiky breasts, but in all that fuss I did not
succeed. I finally penetrated her and our worm began a new, synchronized
dance. I turned into hearing. I could perceive the gurgling of the river,
cars in the distance, chirping of birds and the two of us breathing heavily,
like people do when they work hard. At one moment we rolled over and
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almost fell into the river. But this did not discourage us. Like a rodeo rider,
I managed to remain in the saddle. Soon everything was over and my se-
men was spilled inside the Yassa sleeping bag. Then I tenderly hugged her
from behind and whispered in her ear, in my language: “I love you Ida. I
love you very much. Do you get it? I love you.”

I could not see her face. Something moist dripped onto my hand under
her chin. Everything was quiet. And dark. We could hear the birds no
more. Ida stood up without a word and pulled the bag beneath me. I re-
mained on the ground, looking at her packing the bag and buttoning up
her skirt. She put on my shoes, lifted all her belongings and in a manner
somehow cold and unreal spoke one sentence. In Latvian, I suppose. After
that she turned away and left on the path that led along the river. All the
time I was lying on the ground and watching her. Only after a couple of
minutes I jumped up, put on the sandals and followed her. I walked all
night, all that white summer night. And could not find her. I sat on a
bench, watching my feet in those sandals. Later I took them off and left
them under the bench. Neatly aligned. Then I went home barefoot. Again
I could hear birds. Seagulls, crows, and magpies.

I stood in the doorway and looked inside my soul. In that apartment I
missed curtains most. Just because of them everything looked so bare and
empty. Just because of that.

Translated by Andy Jeléi¢
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OOBIKHOBEHHBIH MAABIHK OOBIKHOBEHHDIH
He 000ABIIAHTECh AIMA

ckasasa boraras Térs

3TO OHa O Tebe ckasara

MO HeOOBIKHOBEHHBIH

3aTASIHU B CBOM MpaK

rOBOPHAQ OHA
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Iranema bosresvmuxos
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KUTAM u BEAOPYCCHA
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IIPHUXOAHTC C JKEHAMH
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YEAOBEK CIOPTUBHBIH
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BOT M y Hac

KPOBaBOE BOCKPECCHBE

KPOBBIO IIBETET
HAIII OOLIUIT I[BETOK
HAallla HEHABUCTb

ITOABEAH TIOA MEYU
xop 6abouex
ob6aako HeoduTOB
Ty4y POMaHTHKOB

CAAAM HaAady
BCIO HAPHUIO

Bce 60OpoBBIE XaTKN
BCE CXOBBI ACCSTHACTHUS

TIOACPIKAAM IIMOKaA

3a IITKY
Ha 0Py CAABbI

TPpUyM$aTOPbI
Apyru

6AaI‘OAapI/IM 3a IIOIMBITKY

Ha MAQIY ITBIABITA
Ha BETPY CAE3BI
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MaMa

OAHOI'O M3 MAaABYHKOB

YCIIEA TOABKO CKa3aTh
He 6bIA B METPO
B TOT ACHb

B TOT ACHb
6e3 cyMKH
MOETO ChIHA
KTO BHACA

KTO BUAUT
MOErO ChIHA
U3 ThbMBI B CBET

TPSAAYILETO

Asa nucoma

HCHMO 60Ty

MBI HUYbU
MBI Tebe He CTaao

YTO ThI AEPKHIIb HAC 32 OBEI]
HaM M KPOBU TBOCH HE HAAO
OTOHMAM OT HAaC HaKOHeI

IINCbMO KHAA3IO

MBI TBOU

MBI CMY HC CTAAO

YTO OH ACPJKHT HacC 3a OBCL]
HaM U TCAA €rO HC HAAO
YMCPTBH €I'O HAKOHCL
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ITasay Toavdbepey

B CaAy OTKPBITAsI 3EMASK
KaK 4€pHas IIOCTEAD

U HUKOMY CKa3aTh HEAB3SI
4100 ACYB eIIé TeCHEH

CPeAU pacIaxHyThIX KOPHEH
U COTHYTBIX AOKTEH

YTABI K TOAOBBI AETEH

OBAAbBI MaTepei

U TaK AbIXaHHE APOXKHT

U TaK 3€MAS [apUT

Kak OYATO AAST MCHS MATHUT
1 BCSI CEMBST ACKHT

B CaAy OTKPBITAS 3CMAST
Kak ‘IépHaﬂ IIOCTCAD

H HUKOT'O IPCAATh HCADB3SI
H HC PBIAATDh Ha Hel
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Ceemaane Arexcuesuy

3eMASI KpENOCTen
CTEPTBIX AO AECEH
AHMKOE ITOAE
€BPONENUCKHUX CITOPOB

31 ACHUBBIC

JKHMBO K HAM

B HOBBIM BEK
KAHYYT COCEAH

13 YTOABHBIX KY4

U3 3eMASTHOK
BBIXOAUM OAQKEHHO
THXO0E COAHILIE

KaK BEPHYIO HOBOCTb
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CBET MOM
51 TBOSI IIBIAD

TaHIYIOIas
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Adamov molk

Ani, Zeni in soavtorju

eva

utrujen sem

oce neugnani

seje zivljenje

desno in levo
podarja dihanje
legijam in legijam
preprosto

ne morem mu slediti

dajem imena

vsem tem bitjem

ki jim ni konca

to je pravi pekel
razumi

sanjam

o lastnem ustvarjanju
rad bi poimenoval
svoje izdelke
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navaden decek navaden
ne varajte se dima

je rekla Bogata Teta

to je rekla o tebi

moj nenavadni

zazri se v svojo temo

je govorila

ko zapres odi ljubezni

jo bos nasel tam

in z zaprtimi o¢mi

bos spoznal

ta prah ni vreden ni¢ ni¢
to je govorila o tebi
moja lu¢

ne jezi svoje sijoce sestre
ne zapiraj oci
ne boj se

Vojni turist

sem
podezelan

nisem bil $e v tujini
pa so mi ponudili
prostor v tanku

nisem se mogel odpovedati

bili smo
pobili smo
chinvali gori poti

kaks$ne gore
kak$no morje
kak$no gorje

za eno celo zivljenje
vtiso
v meso
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Planet navijacev
$portni vestnik

prvi stolpec

navijam za klub EVROPA

hoc¢em da bi nasi vedno zmagali

hoc¢em da bi zmagali sijajno

e ne sijajno pa klinc ga gleda
pomembno je da bi vedno vedno zmagali
kajti na$ klub je EVROPA

drugi stolpec

navijam za klub IZRAEL

hoc¢em da bi nasi vedno zmagali

hoc¢em da bi zmagali sijajno

de ne sijajno pa klinc ga gleda
pomembno je da bi vedno vedno zmagali
kajti nas klub je IZRAEL

tretji stolpec

navijam za klub RUSIJA

hoc¢em da bi nasi vedno zmagali

hoc¢em da bi zmagali sijajno

Ce ne sijajno pa klinc ga gleda
pomembno je da bi vedno vedno zmagali
kajti nas klub je RUSIJA

Cetrti stolpec

v novi izdaji
bojo z nami
navijaci

klubov

AMERIKA GRUZIJA
KITAJSKA in BELORUSIJA
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Dusa drage Francije
Eve Sorin

motite se
francija

je temna dezela
mi ne bi

mogli Ziveti

v belorusiji

ste poslusali

radio minsk
popoln zastoj
kulture

parizani

o povrsni

ni jim treba

sei v globino besed
te so zmuzljive

gola tema
preroska slepota
kje smo kje smo
oko slisi

kjer hoce

ne bo nas nazaj
ostanite
na svidenje
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Na trg

*

pridite z Zenami
je vabil predsedniski kandidat
moji ljudje vas bojo zavarovali

mozje

je odvrnil drugi kandidat
lovek iz Sporta

gremo v napad

*

tudi mi imamo
dekabriste

tudi mi imamo
krvavo nedeljo

v krvi cveti
nas skupni cvet
naSe sovras$tvo

*
pripeljali so pod me¢
zbor metuljev

jato neofitov
oblak romantikov

predali so rablju

Vvso narnijo

vse bobrove hisice

vse prihranke desetletja

dvignili so zmaja
za peto

na vzpetino slave

zmagovalci
so drugi

hvala za poskus

na placu pelod

v vetru solze
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% Xk X

mama

nekega decka

lahko je rekel le
nisem bil v metroju
tistega dne

*

tistega dne
brez torbe

kdo je videl

mojega sina

kdo vidi
mojega sina
ki stopa

iz teme v lu¢

Dve pismi
pismo bogu
nikogar$nji smo

nismo tvoja ¢reda
imas nas za ovce

ne maramo tvoje krvi

zapusti nas ze
pismo knezu
tvoji smo

nismo njegova ¢reda
on nas ima za ovce

ne maramo njegovega telesa

ubij ga Ze
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Pavlu Goldbergu

reze¢a zemlja je na vreu
kot ¢rna postelja odprta
nikomur nima$ niti reci
da globlje mora vanjo leci

med temi koreninami
in med komolci zvitimi
ovali mater in na bok
zvaljene glavice otrok

in dih tako pretresa svet
in zemlja se kadi

kot zame bi bila magnet
druzina vsa lezi

reze¢a zemlja je na vreu
kot ¢rna postelja odprta
nikogar nimas$ zdaj izdati
in ne na njej se razjokati
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Svetlani Aleksijevi

dezela trdnjav
razdejanih do dlesni
divja planjava
evropskih prepirov

hej lenobe

hitro k nam

v novo stoletje
klicejo sosedje

iz kupov premoga
in iz zemljank
prihajamo blazeno
tiho sonce

poljubljamo

kot dobro novico

% Xk X

lu¢ moja

sem tvoj prah

plesoci

Prevedel Drago Bajt
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Adam’s Silence

10 Ana, my wife and co-author

eve

i am weary

the relentless father

sows life

left and right

gives breath

to legions upon legions
ijust

cannot keep up with him

i bestow names

on all this creaturedom
which is limitless

it is just hell
understand

i dream

of my own art

i want to name

my handiwork
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a common boy common

do not flatter yourself dima
the Rich Aunt said

that’s what she said about you
my uncommon you

glance into your gloom

she would say

when you close your love eyes

you will find it there

and your eyes closed

you will discern

nothing are these ashes worth nothing
that’s what she would say about you
my sunshine

don’t hurt your radiant sister
don’t close your eyes

don’t be afraid

The Military Tourist

me
a provincial

never been abroad

and suddenly they offered
a seat in a tank

i couldn’t resist

we visited
we slew
tsinkhvali gori poti

what mountains
what sea
what sorrow

to last a lifetime
impress
me



560 - DMITRI] STROCEV

Fan Planet

sporting news

column one

i pull for team EUROPE

i want us always to win

want us to win stylishly

and if stylishly doesn’t work the hell with it
it’s important that we always always win

because our team is EUROPE

column two

i pull for team ISRAEL

i want us always to win

want us to win beautifully

and if beautifully doesn’t work the heck with it
it’s important that we always always win
because our team is ISRAEL

column three

i pull for team RUSSIA

i want us always to win

want us to win beautifully

and if beautifully doesn’t work the heck with it
is important that we always always win

because our team is RUSSIA

column four

in the next issue
we will have

the fans

of soccer clubs

AMERICA GEORGIA
CHINA and BELARUS



DMITRIJ STROCEV - 36[

The Soul of Dear France
Ev Sorin

you're mistaken
france

gloomy country
no longer

could we live

in belarus

we listened to

minsk radio

it sucks

where is culture

parisians

are superficial

they don't need

to plumb the depths of words

they glissade

darkness of the crucifix
seer’s blindness

where are we where are we
the eye hears

where it pleases

we won't return
farewell

good-bye
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Into the Streets

*

come with your wives
called the candidate for president
my people will protect you

boys

another candidate responded
an athletic man

we're going on offense

*

and we got
Decembrists
and we got
bloody sunday

the bloody blooms
our common flower
our hatred

*

they put them to the sword
a choir of butterflies
a cloud of neophytes

a nimbus of romantics

they handed over to the executioner
all narnia

all the beaver lodges

all the troves of the decade

they held the dragon
by his heel

on the glorious mount
g

the triumphant
the droogs

we are grateful for the attempt

pollen on the plaz
tears on the wind
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the mother
of one of the boys

he managed to say only
he was not in the subway
that day

that day

without a satchel
my son

who saw

who sees

my son

as he cometh

from darkness into the light

Two Letters
a letter to god

we're nobody’s

we're not your flock

why do you treat us like sheep
we don’t need your blood either
leave us alone at last

a letter to the prince

we're yours

we're not his flock

for him to treat like sheep

and we don’t need his body either
slay him at last
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* kK

For Pavel Goldberg

the bared earth in the garden
is like black bedding

and there’s no one to tell

to lie closer

in the unearthed roots
are angles
of bent elbows and children’s heads

mothers’ ovals

and breath so trembles
and the earth so steams
as if a magnet to me

and the whole family lies

the bared earth in the garden
is like black bedding

and no one is to be betrayed
and weep not upon her



DMITRIJ STROCEV - 365§

* Kk

For Svetlana Aleksievich

a land of forts
erased to the gums
a barren field

of european feuds
hoj you lazy things
quick come with us
into the new age
call our neighbors
we emerge dazed
from coal pits

from bunkers

the quiet sun

like a true novelty
we kiss

% Xk X
my sunshine

i am your dust

dancing

Translated by Timothy Pogaéar and Irina Stakhanova
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Karlis Verdins

Karlis Verdins se je rodil leta 1979 v
Rigi v Latviji. Diplomiral je iz teorije
kulture na Latvijski akademiji za kul-
turo in doktoriral iz knjiZevnosti na
Univerzi v Latviji (2009). Od leta 2007
deluje na Institutu za knjiZzevnost, folk-
loro in umetnost omenjene univerze.
Je tudi ¢lan urednistva literarne revije
Latvju Téksti (Latvijska besedila). Je pes-
nik, ki je objavil tri pesniske zbirke: Led-
lauzi (Ledolomilci, 2001), Biegpiens ar
keréjumu (Skuta s kislo smetano, 2004)
in Es (Jaz, 2008), za katero je prejel
nagrado za najboljso latvijsko pesnisko
zbirko (2008); in knjigo v verzih za otro-
ke Burtinu zupa (Abecedna juha, 2007),
za katero je prejel latvijsko letno literarno
nagrado za knjizevnost (2007). Njegova
poezija je bila objavljena v razli¢nih anto-
logijah, kot sta A Fine Line (Tanka ¢rta,
2004) in Six Latvian Poets (Sest latvijskih
pesnikov, 2011). Prevodi njegovih izbra-
nih pesmi v slovens¢ino so bili objavljeni
v zborniku Drevi poezije in vina (2007)
in v anologiji Moral bi spet priti, ki je leta
2009 izdla pri zalozbi SKUC. Njegova
dela so prevedena $e v poljs¢ino, rus¢ino
in nedavno tudi v ¢e¢ino.

Karlis Verdin$ was born in 1979 in
Riga, Latvia. He obtained a B.A. in cul-
tural theory from the Latvian Academy
of Culture, and a PhD in Literature
from the University of Latvia (2009).
Since 2007, he has been working at the
Institute of Literature, Folklore, and Art
at the aforementioned University. He is
also a member of the editorial team of
the literary magazine Latvju Teksti. He
is a poet, who has published three col-
lections of poetry: Ledlauzi (The Ice-
breakers, 2001), Biezpiens ar kréjumu
(Cottage Cheese with Cream, 2004),
and Es (Me, 2008), for which he won
the Latvian Poetry Prize (2008); and
a children’s verse book titled Burtinu
zupa (Alphabet Soup, 2007), for which
he received the Annual Literary Award
of Latvia (2007). His poetry has been
included in various anthologies, such as
A Fine Line (2004) and Six Latvian Po-
ets (2011). Translations of his selected
poems into Slovene are included in the
almanac Dnevi poezije in vina (Days of
Poetry and Wine, 2007) and the anthol-
ogy Moral bi spet priti (I Should Be
Coming Back Sometime), which was
published by the SKUC publishing
house in 2009. His works have also
been translated into Polish, Russian,
and most recently Czech.



3068 - KARLIS VERDINS

Udens malki

Teicams paradums — uzglabat varitu tdeni.
Teicama sajiita aiziet ciemos un redzét,

ka vél kads piekopj $o paradumu.

Nav taisniba manam bijusajam,

kurs $o nodarbi uzskatija par psihisku novirzi
un katru dienu nesa no veikala mineraliti.
Metroseksuali un sievietes

manto $o paradumu no paaudzes paaudzé:
varitais idens uzkrajas glita kanna

un karstas dienas glabj kalstoso rikli.

Tacu reizém var glabt ari nevarits adens.

Kad epidemiologe vaicija,

kur gan es sadabuju So infekciju

un es jau paguru domas uzskaitit

visas nekitras, pazemojosas epizodes,

vina ka glabsanas rinki man pasvieda ideju:
,Varbiit no kriana tideni dzérat?”

,Ja,” es laimigi izsaucos, ,ka tad, ka dzéru!”
Vina nosodosi kratija galvu un pirkstu,

bet acis silti iemirdzéjas — ka divi adens malki.

Uzvara

Uzspélésim kadu spéli, kura tu varétu uzvarét!
Noderés gan galda teniss,

gan orienté$anas sacikstes Kalngales meza.

Varam samérities ar kraniniem vai izdzertam glazém —
uzmanigi klausiSos tavus noteikumus.

Gribu redzét to smaidu,

kas apskaidros tavu seju péc parliecinosas uzvaras.
Gribu redzét, ka tu apmierinajuma aizmiedz,
atstadams mani bezmiega —

mani, kam vardi ,uzvara”, ,sasniegums’, ,,panakums”
tagad liek tikai netiksmé nodrebét.
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Labu apetiti!

Ja tu zinatu, kas taja cisina ieksa,

tu to vis neéstu.

Ja tu zinatu, ka tas Skivis ir mazgats,
tu to péc maltites nelaizitu.

Ja tu zinatu, kas tavu jacinu Suva
un ka ieguva tiesibas vinu pardot,
tu taja vis nestaigatu.

Ja tava mate zinatu,

kas tev vakara novilks $o jacinu,
diez vai bartu laidusi tevi pasaulé.

Ja tu zinatu, kur mana mute maldijusies,
tu mani vis nebucotu.

Ja tu zinatu, ko mana mute teikusi,

tu mani vis neklausitos.

Tapéc apéd to cisinu, aizpoga jacinu,
samaksajam un braucam pie manis.
Viss, ko tev varu pateikt no sirds,

ir izsakams isi: labu apetiti!
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Puteklus slaukot

Telpa ap mani nometa veco adu,

ta sakrajas istabas kaktos puteklu vérpetés.
Telpa dzivo vien talak un neatceras neko.
Ari es macos no vinas — saslauku puteklus,
¢ju dusa, noberzéju sev veco adu.

Jauna, sirta un mitra ada neatceras neko.
Ka gan citadi es varétu sédét tai pasa istaba,
gulét tai pasa gulta, iet taja dusa,

berzét sevi ar tam pasam rokam.

Citadi sen jau man bija janokrit istabas kakta,
jasabirst puteklos, janoklast melnaja plastmasas maisa,
jagaida otrdiena vai sestdiena,

kad atbrauks miskastes masina,

savaks konteinera un dosies talak

tais pasas, sen zinamas ielas.

Ce
Es gulu tai pasa gulta,

mana piere ka tikko slaucita grida,
mana ada ka roZaina spilvendrana,
es neatceros neko.
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Pieaugusie

»Neturi muti vala,” saka piecaugusie, ,tev zupa uz kreklina list!”
Vini slauka man lapas taukaina dvieli un stridas —

citi $ai vecuma pasi jau édot,

pasi noslaukoties un sakot ,,paldies”,

citiem $ai vecuma varot pateikt, kas kami atsities.

Barojiet mani, picaugusie,

jus, kas pasi édat tik veikli un daudz.

Kad izaugsu, studésu jurisprudenci un gramatvedibu,

spélésu vijoli, $ahu un tenisu jums par prieku, ka vien vélaties,
tikai nevajag pacelt balsi.

»Neturi muti vala,” saka pieaugusie, ,klausies:

kad jus pariesiet otrajam tiltam, tad metisiet vainadzinu,
pasniegsiet piragus, $nabi lielajiem, morsu mazajiem.
Tad jums uztaisis vartus un palaidis balonus.
Neskrieniet visiem pa prieksu, smaidiet!”

Barojiet mani, picaugusie, jas jau labak zinat tos tiltus.
Tantes un onkas no abam pusém,

kolégi, draugi un kursabiedri,

visi jau Sovakar dabus izteikt savus padomus, novéléjumus.
Gari, ilgi un laimigi gadi paies, lai visus tos istenotu.

»Neturi muti vala,” saka picaugusie,

»apgulies, mérisim asinsspiedienu.

Ja tu vél vienreiz lidisi tuvu pie gazes plits,

ja tu vél vienreiz kaut ko cepsi,

tad aizstitisim uz citu maju, tur tevi baros svesi!”

Barojiet mani, picaugusie, jasu vardus vairs neatceros,
bet katrs vaibsts jasu piktajas sejas skiet pazistams.
Garus gadus es klausijos, macijos,

daudz ko jums varétu pastastit,

tikai vienmér tas karotes maisas pa vidu —

pusvarda apklust, pusvardu norij
mana mute pavérta, brinumu pilna.
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Vodni kaplji

Lepa navada je, da hranis prekuhano vodo.

Sijajen obcutek, ko gre$ na obisk in vidis,

da to navado gojijo tudi drugi.

Moj bivsi se je motil,

to navado je imel za dusevno motnjo,

zato je vsak dan prinasal ustekleni¢eno vodo iz trgovine.
Metroseksualci in Zenske

prenasajo to navado iz roda v rod:

prekuhano vodo hranijo v ¢ednem kotlicku

in tako resijo mnogo presusenih gl v vrocih poletnih dneh.

A véasih lahko pomaga tudi neprekuhana voda.

Ko me je epidemiologinja vprasala,

kje bi se lahko navzel te okuzbe,

in sem bil Ze sit nastevanja

vseh razuzdanih, ponizujocih prigod,

mi je kot resilni obro¢ vrgla idejo:

»Ste morda pili vodo iz pipe?«

»Ja,« sem veselo vzkliknil, »pa sem jo resl«

Zmajala je z glavo in pozugala s prstom,

toda njene o¢i so toplo zazarele — kot dve vodni kaplji.

Zmaga

Igrajva se igro, v kateri ti lahko zmagas!

Namizni tenis na primer

ali orientacijski tek v kalngalskem gozdu.

Lahko primerjava svoja lul¢ka in kozarcke, ki sva jih spila —
pripravljen sem sprejeti tvoja pravila.

Rad bi videl nasmesek,

ki bi ti razvedril obraz po zmagi.

Rad bi videl, kako zadovoljno zaspis,

ko vidi§, da ne morem spati —

brz ko slisim besede zmaga, dosezek, uspeh,
se stresem od groze.
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Dober tek!

Ko bi ti vedel, kaj je v tej klobasi,

je sploh ne bi jedel.

Ko bi vedel, kako so pomili ta kroznik,
ga po jedi ne bi polizal.

Ko bi vedel, kdo je sesil tvoj jopi¢

in kdo je imel od tega dobicek,

ga sploh ne bi nosil.

Ko bi tvoja mati vedela,

kdo ti bo ta jopi¢ nocoj slekel,

te morda sploh ne bi rodila.

Ko bi ti vedel, kam vse so Ze zatavala moja usta,
me sploh ne bi poljubil.

Ko bi vedel, kaj so moja usta rekla,

me sploh ne bi poslusal.

Zato pojej klobaso, zapni si jopi¢,

placajva in odidiva k meni.

Vse, kar ti lahko re¢em iz srca,

ti povem na kratko: dober tek!
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Brisanje prahu

Prostor okoli mene je odvrgel svojo staro kozo,
ta se je po kotih nabirala v svaljkih prahu.
Prostor zivi naprej in se niesar ne spomni.

Iz tega se lahko nekaj nau¢im: pobrisem prah,
se oprham, si zdrgnem staro kozo.

Nova, roznata, vlazna koza se ni¢esar ne spomni.
Le kako bi sicer lahko sedel v isti sobi,
spal v isti postelji, odhajal pod isto prho,

se drgnil z istimi rokami.

Sicer bi se moral sesesti v kotu,

se spremeniti v prah, koncati v ¢rni plasti¢ni vrecki,
pocakati na torek ali soboto,

ko bi se pome pripeljal smetarski tovornjak,

me stladil v zabojnik in se odpeljal naprej

po istih, znanih ulicah.

Spim v isti postelji,

moje Celo je podobno pravkar pobrisanim tlom,
moja koza je kot roznata prevleka za blazino,
jaz pa se nicesar ne spomnim.
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Odrasli

»Zapri usta,« pravijo odrasli, »juha ti kaplja na srajcol«
Obri$ejo mi usta z mastno brisaco in zagodrnjajo:
»Otroci pri tvojih letih jedo Ze sami,

sami se umivajo in znajo reci hvala,

pri drugih otrocih tvojih let to¢no ves, komu so podobni.

Hranite me, odrasli,

vi, ki tako spretno in tako veliko jeste.

Ko bom velik, bom studiral pravo in ratunovodstvo,

igral bom violino, $ah in tenis — kar koli vas bo osrecevalo,
samo ne povzdigujte glasu.

»Zapri usta,« pravijo odrasli, »in poslusaj:

ko gresta ¢ez drugi most, odvrzita vencek,

potem postrezita z mesno pito, dajta Zganje odraslim, sok otrokom.
Potem bosta stopila skozi vrata in baloni bodo spusceni.

Ne tecita pred vsemi, nasmehnita sel«

Hranite me, odrasli, vi, ki bolje poznate te mostove.

Tete in strici po obeh straneh,

sodelavci, prijatelji in so$olci,

vsi boste nocoj dobili priloznost, da mi zazelite kaj lepega.
Minilo bo mnogo dolgih, sre¢nih let, da se bo vse uresnidilo.

»Zapri usta,« pravijo odrasli,

»lezi, da ti izmerimo pritisk.

Ce se bo $e kdaj preve¢ priblizal plinskemu $tedilniku,
Ce si bos $e kdaj poskusal kaj ocvreti,

te bomo poslali od hise in hranili te bodo tujcil«

Hranite me, odrasli, ne spomnim se ve¢ vasih imen,
toda prepoznam vsako potezo vasih jeznih obrazov.
Dolga leta sem poslusal in se ucil,

marsikaj bi vam lahko zdaj povedal,

le tiste zlice so mi ves ¢as v napoto —

prekinjen sredi besede pogoltnem neizredeno
s svojimi razprtimi usti, polnimi ¢udes.

Prevedel Klemen Pisk
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Drops of Water

An excellent habit, to save boiled water.

An excellent feeling to go for a visit and see

others indulging this habit.

My ex was wrong,

he considered this habit a mental disorder

bringing bottled water from the shop every day.
Metrosexuals and women

inherit this habit from generation to generation:
the boiled water is kept in a nice kettle

to save many a parched throat on hot summer days.

Yet there are times when unboiled water can help.

When the epidemiologist asked,

where could I have contracted this infection

and I got tired listing to myself

all the lewd, humiliating episodes

she threw me the lifeline of an idea:

“Have you been drinking tap water perhaps?”

“Yes,” I cried happy and relieved, “that I surely did!”

She shook her head and wagged her finger at me,

yet her eyes sparkled with warmth — two drops of clear water.

Victory

Let’s play a game in which you could win!

Table tennis would do,

as would orienteering in the Kalngale forest.

We can compare our weenies or shots we have downed —
I am ready to accept your rules.

I'd like to see the smile,
that would brighten your face after the victory.
I'd like to see how you fall asleep, satisfied,
leaving me sleepless —

. [{9) » <« . » « »
me, who upon hearing “victory”, “achievement”, “success”,
just shudders with disgust.
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Bon Appétit!

If you knew what’s in that hot dog,

you would certainly not eat it.

If you knew how that plate was washed,
you would certainly not lick it clean.

If you knew who sewed your jacket

and how its sales rights were obtained,
you would certainly not wear it.

If your mother knew,

who will take off your jacket tonight,
she might not have even borne you.

If you knew where my mouth may have strayed,
you would certainly not kiss me.

If you knew what my mouth has said,

you would certainly not listen.

So eat your hot dog, button up your jacket,

let’s go ahead and pay and go to my place.
What I can say to you in all sincerity

takes just a couple of words: bon appétit!



378 - KARLIS VERDINS

Dusting

The space around me shed its former skin,

and it collected in the corners as whirls of dust.
The space lives on without remembering.

I try to learn from it: I pick up the dust,

take a shower, rub off old skin.

The new pink, moist skin remembers nothing,.
How else could I be sitting in that same room,
sleeping in that same bed, taking that same shower,
rubbing myself with those same hands.

Otherwise I would have to drop down in the corner,
turn to dust, end up in a black plastic sack,

wait for a Tuesday or a Saturday

when the garbage truck would come

to put me in a container and then drive on

to these same familiar streets.

I sleep in that same bed,

my forehead like a freshly swept floor,
my skin like a pink pillow-case,

and I remember nothing.
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Adults

“Close your mouth,” say the adults, “youre getting soup all over your shirt!”
They wipe my lips in a greasy towel and mutter:

other kids your age eat on their own,

they clean themselves and know to say “thank you”,

with other kids your age one can tell who takes after whom.

Feed me, adults,

you who eat with such agility and much.

When I grow up, I will study law and accounting,

I will play the violin, chess and tennis — whatever will make you happy,
just do not raise your voices.

“Close your mouth,” say the adults, “and listen up:

when you cross that second bridge, toss in the wreath,

then serve the meat pies, give schnapps to the adults, lemonade to kids.
Then you will go through a gate and balloons will be released.

Don’t run ahead of everyone, smile!”

Feed me, adults, you who know more about those bridges.
Aunts and uncles from both sides,

colleagues, friends and classmates,

all will have a chance to come up with good wishes.

It will take long, happy years to make them all come true.

“Close your mouth,” say the adults,

“lie down, let’s take your blood pressure.

If you get close to the stove one more time,

if you try to fry something there one more time,

we'll send you elsewhere and you'll be fed by strangers!”

Feed me, adults, I no longer remember your names,
yet I recognize every feature in your cross faces.

For many long years I listened and learned,

there is much I could tell you now,

yet the spoons keep getting in the way —

interrupted mid-word, I swallow it all unsaid,
with my mouth half-open, my mouth full of wonders.

Translated by Ieva Lesinska






Gian Mario Villalta

Gian Mario Villalta se je rodil leta
1959 v Pordenonu, kjer Zivi in po-
ucuje na tamkaj$nji srednji tehniski
Soli. Diplomiral je iz knjiZevnosti na
Univerzi v Bologni. Je umetniski vod-
ja pordenonske literarne prireditve
Pordenonelegge, v okviru katere or-
ganizirajo tudi delavnice kreativnega
pisanja. Pesnik, pisatelj, literarni kri-
tik, dramatik in urednik je zacel svoje
pesmi objavljati v literarni reviji Affa-
beta leta 1986. Njegova literarna dela
obsegajo pesniske zbirke Altro che sto-
rie! (Vse prej kot zgodbe!, 1988), Vose
de vose/Voce di voci (Glas glasov, 1995;
2009), Vedere al buio (Videti ponodi,
2007) in Vanita della mente (Necimr-
nost uma, 2011), za katero je prejel
nagrado »Premio Viareggio« za poezi-
jo (2011), prozno delo Un dolore ri-
conoscente (Hvalezna bolec¢ina, 2000)
ter romana 7uo figlio (Tvoj sin, 2004)
in Vita della mia vita (Zivljenje moje-
ga zivljenja, 2006). Uredil in souredil
je tudi ve¢ zbirk o literarnem ustvar-
janju enega najvplivnejsih italijanskih
pesnikov 20. stoletja Andree Zanzotta
ter objavil Stevilne znanstvene ¢lanke
0 njegovi poeziji.

Gian Mario Villalta was born in 1959
in Pordenone, Italy, where he lives and
teaches at a ficeo scientifico. He holds a
degree in literature from the Univer-
sity of Bologna and is now the artistic
director of the Pordenonelegge, a lite-
rary event organized in Pordenone
that also features workshops in creative
writing. A poet, writer, literary critic,
playwright and editor, Villalta began
to publish his poetry in the literary
magazine Alphabeta in 1986. His lite-
rary works include books of poetry Altro
che storie! (All but Stories!, 1988), Vose
de vose/Voce di voci (The Voice of Voices,
1995; 2009), Vedere al buio (Seeing at
Night, 2007), and Vanitia della mente
(Vanity of the Mind, 2011), which re-
ceived the 2011 Premio Viareggio for
poetry); a volume of prose Un dolore
riconoscente (Grateful Pain, 2000) as
well as two novels i figlio (Your Son,
2004) and Vita della mia vita (The Life
of my Life, 2006). He has edited and
co-edited several volumes on the work
of Andrea Zanzotto, one of the most
influential Italian poets of the twen-
tieth century, and has also published
several academic papers on his poetry.
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Kindergarten

— Devessere stato davvero bellissimo crescere in campagna,

ai tuoi anni, per tutto quel verde... La liberta... E poi gli animali,
i coniglierti, i vitellini, i pulcini... Per gli animali, credo,
soprattutto...

— Si, soprattutto per gli animali.

Porcellino

Gli avevano trovato una palla di crusca nell’intestino, compatta
come legno. Mio padre aveva ordinato di scavare una buca e
seppellirlo in fondo al campo: era tardi per scolargli il sangue,

e poi non si poteva veramente sapere.

Avevamo soltanto iniziato, la terra era dura e non avevamo
portato il piccone, quando sono comparsi Morasset e suo figlio,
che aveva la mia etd ma era malato ¢ aveva ripetuto la terza.

Il padre ha fatto domande.

Siamo tornati contenti, dopo che avevamo rimesso al loro posto
e ben calpestato le poche zolle appena intaccate.

Coniglietto

Poi veniva il lavoro fino: l'incisione tra la polpa e la pelle.

Se era perfetta, scuoiarlo era come sfilare un calzino.

Che eri bravo si capiva dalle giunture pulite, senza intaccare i tendini.
Allinizio, perd, togliendolo dalla gabbia, non dovevi guardarlo

— solo afferrarlo bene, calare il fendente a mano nuda dietro le orecchie.
Non era tanto il fremito, dopo il colpo, quando entrava nella

morte con una scossa che risaliva il braccio fino alla spalla.

Era l'attimo prima, quando la potenza degli arti si umiliava,

quel cedere, la testa rilassata, come se gia sapesse.
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Vitellino

Gli zoccoli giallini, quasi trasparenti. La lingua

che fuoriusciva dalle labbra pallide, sigillate, era livida.
Quando tutto era in ordine veniva fuori tirando le zampe,
senza bisogno di corde. Era come vederlo arrivare dall’eternita,
o dalla morte, prima di scuoterlo a testa in git,

mettergli il sale in bocca e sentirlo piangere.

Pulcino

La vecchia con la cerata sulle gambe aveva gli occhiali sporchi
di grasso e di sangue. Piantava la forbice, strappava. Due grani
gialli cadevano nel catino.

Non c’erano schiamazzi, né mai luce abbastanza.

La vecchia teneva uniti i lembi del taglio con tre dita. Strofinava
I’altra mano dentro uno straccio, afferrava ago e filo, gia

pronti, stretti nelle gengive: tre punti, e serrava il nodo, con

la stessa furia, prima di consegnarlo al bambino, che aveva

gia pronto il successivo — arrogante, non sapeva far altro che
roteare 'occhio con sdegno, arruffare le piume.

Gattini

Ne aveva portati due, dagli scavi della nuova casa di 1a della

strada, dove aveva partorito, depositandoli davanti alla stalla,

per mostrarli, lasciando gli aleri alle fosse.

Avrebbero avuto migliore sorte, i prescelti, nella stagione difficile che arrivava.
Dovevo imparare che ne era certa, non perché lo fosse.

Fratellino

Era necessario tornare per riconoscerlo. Toccava a me. Per tutta
la strada in auto e poi a piedi, dal parcheggio fino alle sale
dell’obitorio, sono stato ostaggio di una luce che mi svuotava

il cervello.

Poi qualcosa che non era sgomento e non era sollievo. Riconoscere
chi? Non era lui, non era li, non era altrove.
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Regione

Stazione di servizio

Affanno nel fogliame, nell’attesa

della prima sgrondata di piovasco.

Tu che sei sceso dall’auto per pagare
annusi l'aria, alzi il bavero, ti guardi
nella vetrata mentre ti avvicini.

La bandiera tentenna nei tiranti.

Tu alla colonna della benzina

con la faccia controvento di trequarti.
Luomo prende la carta, 'erba alta
preme sul cartellone con un paesaggio
appoggiato tra il marciapiede e il muro.
Tu e le tue dita che perdono lo schema
delle cifre da imprimere sulla tastiera.
Quando riparti (hai pagato, confuso

— dopo altri due tentativi — in contanti)
I'uomo ¢ rimasto immobile a guardarti
come avresti ripreso la strada con quel sorriso.

Sera

La luce si alza verso il cielo sopra le luci

e il buio dolce degli edifici

abbraccia a lungo lo sguardo.

La luce si alza con un respiro

e promette a tutti un segreto, quiete profonda, pianto.
Passano una sull’altra

facce nelle auto che incroci,

le guardi, a cosa appartieni questa sera, a chi parli?
La lingua perduta degli stormi

che alti si adunano nella luce.

La lingua dei perduti per una parola non detta,

per una parola distorta pervenuta all’orecchio.

Per una volta non sia la ragione o la colpa,

chiama tu, pronuncia le parole che pitt non hai detto.
Non c’¢ vergogna se trovi nel cielo di questa sera
fiducia in qualcosa che non conosci,

e non la vita che si sogna,

ma qualcosa di tuo nella vita che vedi.

Adesso componi il numero, adesso chiedi.
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Kindergarten

— Najbrz je bilo res prelepo odrasiéati na dezeli,

pri tvojib letih, zaradi vsega tistega zelenja ... Svoboda ... Pa Zivali,
zajcki, telicki, piscancki ... Predvsem zaradi Zivali,

se mi zdi ...

— Ja, predvsem zaradi Zivali.

Pujsek

V njegovem ¢revesju so nasli kepo otrobov, ¢vrsto

kakor les. Moj o¢e je ukazal, naj se izkoplje jama

zanj na robu polja: bilo je prepozno, da bi mu odcedili kri,
in poleg tega ni bilo mogoce zanesljivo vedeti.

Komaj zalela sva, zemlja je bila trda in nisva prinesla
krampa, ko se je pojavil Morasset s sinom,

ki je bil mojih let, a bolan, in je ponavljal tretji razred.
Oce je postavljal vprasanja.

Vrnila sva se zadovoljna, po tistem, ko sva polozila nazaj
na mesto in skrbno poteptala redke, rahlo nadete grude.

Zajcek

Potem je prislo na vrsto natan¢no delo: zarez med mesom in kozo.
Ce je bil ta dovrsen, si ga odrl zlahka, kot bi sezul nogavico.

O tvoji spretnosti so pricali sklepi z nenacetimi kitami.

A na zacetku, ko si ga vzel iz kletke, ga nisi smel gledati —

le trdno zgrabiti in z golo roko ostro usekati za usesi.

Ni bil toliko tisti trzljaj po udarcu, ko je stopil v smrt

in je njegov drget presinil roko tja do ramena.

Bil je trenutek prej, ko je mo¢ udov popustila,

tisto vdajanje, spro$¢ena glava, kakor da ze ve.
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Telicek

Rumenkasta, skoraj prosojna kopita. Jezik,

ki je molel izza bledih, stisnjenih ustnic, je bil modrikast.
Ko je bilo vse nared, je $el ven, za sabo je vlekel tace,

vrv ni bila potrebna. Bilo je videti, kot da prihaja iz ve¢nosti
ali iz smrti, preden si ga obrnil na glavo in stresel,

mu nasul soli v usta in slisal, kako joce.

Pis¢ancek

Starka s plahto na kolenih je nosila oc¢ala, umazana

od mascéobe in krvi. Zasadila je $karje, razparala. Rumeni
zrni sta padli v lavor.

Ni bilo slisati ¢ivkanja in nikoli ni bilo dovolj luci.

Starka je drzala skupaj robova ureznine s tremi prsti. Drugo
roko si je obrisala v cunjo ter pograbila iglo in nit, ki sta ji ze
ti¢ali med dlesnimi: trije $ivi, in zadrgnila je vozel,

z enakim besom, preden ga je izrodila otroku, ki je ¢akal

ze z naslednjim — bil je nadut, ni znal ni¢ drugega

kot zanicljivo vrteti oko in mriiti perje.

Mucki

Prinesla je dva, z gradbis¢a nove hise tam

Cez cesto, kjer je skotila, in ju odlozila pred hlevom,

da ju pokaze, ostale pa prepustila jarkom.

Izbranca naj bi ¢akala bolj$a usoda, v tezkih ¢asih, ki so prihajali.
Moral sem spoznati, da je to vedela, in ne, zakaj je bilo tako.

Bratec

Treba se je bilo vrniti, da bi ga prepoznali. Mene je doletelo. Vso
pot, v avtomobilu in nato med hojo, od parkiri§¢a do prostorov
v mrtvasnici, sem bil talec neke lu¢i, ki mi je praznila

mozgane.

In potem nekaj, kar ni bila zbeganost in ne olaj$anje. Prepoznati
koga? Ni bil on, ni bil tam, ni bil drugje.
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Dezela

Bencinska ¢rpalka

Tesnoba med listjem, ¢akajoc,

da se usujejo prve kaplje naliva.

Ti, ki si stopil iz avta, da bi placal,

ovoha$ zrak, privihnes ovratnik,

se ogledujes v $ipi, ko prihajas blize.

Vpeta zastava plapola.

Ti ob pla¢ilnem avtomatu, obrnjen

proti vetru s tremi Cetrtinami obraza.
Moski vzame papir, visoka trava

pritiska na plakat s pokrajino,

ki sloni med plo¢nikom in zidom.

Ti in tvoji prsti, izmika se jim zaporedje
Stevk, ki jih mora$ odtipkati.

Ko se odpelje$ (zmeden si

— po e dveh poskusih — placal z gotovino),
moski ostaja negiben in opazuje,

kako bos nadaljeval pot s tistim nasmehom.

Vecer

Svetloba se dviga proti nebu, nad lué¢mi,

in blagi mrak poslopij

dolgo objema pogled.

Svetloba se dviga z dihanjem

in vsem obljublja skrivnost, globok mir, jok.
Drug drugega prekrivajo

obrazi v avtih, ki t vozijo nasproti,

gledas jih, ¢ému pripadas ta vecer, komu govoris?
Izgubljeni jezik jat,

ki se zbirajo visoko, v svetlobi.

Jezik izgubljencev zaradi neke neizre¢ene besede,
zaradi neke popacene besede, ki je prisla na uho.
Naj vsaj enkrat ne bo razum ali krivda,

poklidi ti, izgovori besede, ki jih nisi ve¢ izrekel.
Ne bo sramu, ¢e na nocoj$njem vecernem nebu
najdes$ zaupanje v nekaj, ¢esar ne poznas,

in ne Zivljenja, ki ga sanjamo,

temved nekaj svojega v zivljenju, ki ga vidis.
Zdaj zavrti Stevilko, zdaj vprasaj.

Prevedel Gasper Malej
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Kindergarten

— It must have really been great, growing up in the country,

at your age, all that greenery... The freedom... And then the animals,

the baby rabbiss, calves, chicks... For the animals, I think, in particular...
— Yes, in particular for the animals.

The Piglet

They found a bran ball in its bowels, as hard

As wood. My father ordered us to dig a hole and

To bury it at the end of the field: it was too late to drain its blood,

And then we couldn’t really be sure.

We had just begun, the soil was stiff and we didn’t

Bring the pick, when Morasset and his son appeared,

Who was my age, but was ill and had repeated the third grade.

My father asked questions.

We returned and felt good, after having put back to their place

And treaded firmly on the few lumps of earth which had hardly been
touched upon.

Little Rabbit

Then came delicate work: cutting between the skin and the flesh.

If it went perfectly, skinning it was like taking off a sock.

If you were good at it, the joints were cleaned without touching the tendons.
At the beginning, though, taking it out of the cage, you mustn't look at it
— Just grab it tight, strike a downward blow with a bare hand behind its ears.
It wasn’t so much the shiver, after the stroke, when it was entering into
Death with a jerk travelling up your arm all the way to the shoulder.

It was the moment before, when the strength of the limbs yielded,

The surrender, its limp head, as if it already knew.
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Little Calf

Light yellow hoofs, almost transparent. The tongue

Coming out of the pale, sealed lips was bluish.

When everything was ready, it came out pulling its legs,

With no need for ropes. It was like seeing it emerge from eternity,
Or from death, before shaking its head down,

Putting salt into its mouth and hearing it cry.

Chick

The old woman with oilskin-covered legs had her glasses dirty

With grease and blood. She thrust the scissors and pulled. Two yellow

Grains fell into the basin.

There was no cackle, and never enough light.

The old woman held together the edges of the cut with three fingers. She rubbed

The other hand in a cloth, seized needle and thread, which were

Ready, held tight between her gums: three stitches; and she tightened the
knot, with

The same rush, before giving it to the child, who was as yet

Ready with the next one — arrogant, it wasn't able to do anything but

Roll its eye with resentment, ruffle its feathers.

Kittens

She brought two of them, from the excavations for the new house across

The road, where she had given birth, placing them in front of the cowshed,

To show them, leaving the others to the pits.

They were to have a better lot, the chosen ones, in the difficult season that
was approaching.

I had to learn that she was sure about it, not why she was.

Little Brother

It was necessary to return to identify him. It was up to me. All

The way in the car and then on foot, from the parking place up to the mortuary
Halls, I was hostage to a light which emptied

My brain.

Then something came which wasn’t dismay and it wasn’t relief. Identify
Who? It wasn’t him, he wasn’t there, he wasn’t elsewhere.
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The Region

Petol Station

Anxiety in the leaves, in expectation

Of the first downpours.

Having got out of the car to pay,

You smell the air, lift your collar, look at yourself
In the glass door as youre getting closer.

The flag halyards are wavering.

You're in the fuel queue

With three quarters of your face against the wind.
The man takes the card, high grass

Presses on the advertising board, with a landscape
Leaning between the pavement and the wall.

You and your fingers that loose track

Of the numbers to type on the keypad.

When you leave (confused as you were, you paid
— After another two attempts — in cash)

The man, motionless, kept looking at

How you would resume your way with that smile.

Evening

The light is rising towards the sky above the lights

And the sweet darkness of the buildings

Holds the look long in its embrace.

The light is rising with a breath

And promises everyone a secret, profound calm and tears.
One on top of another faces

Come and go in the cars passing by,

You look at them, what do you belong to tonight, who are you talking to?
The lost language of the flocks

Gathering high up in the light.

The language of those lost because of a word unsaid,
Because of a distorted word that reached the ear.

For once let it not be right or wrong,

You call, pronounce the words you stopped saying.

It isn’t a disgrace if you find in tonight’s sky

Trust in something you don’t know,

And not life dreaming about itself,

But something yours in the life that you see.

Now dial the number, now ask.

Translated by Martina Ozbot and Oliver Currie









Aldo Zerjal

Aldo Zerjal se je rodil leta 1957 v Po-
stojni. Osnovno $olo je obiskoval v
Pliskovici in Dutovljah, v Novi Gorici
pa je koncal poklicno lesno $olo in se
zaposlil v tovarni pohistva Krasopre-
ma v Dutovljah. Je pesnik, ki je svo-
je literarne prispevke zacel objavljati
konec 70-ih let; od takrat najdemo
njegove pesmi v vecini slovenskih lite-
rarnih revij, kot so Mentor, Sodobnost,
Problemi in Dialogi, in Casopisov ter v
drugih medijih, ki objavljajo literatu-
ro. Izdal je $est samostojnih pesniskih
zbirk: Obrobljena no¢ (1982), Po pi-
kapolonici (1989), Vzpostavijeni stav-
ki (1995), Glasbajala (2000), Smrine
raglike (2005) in lzzabranja (2009),
njegove izbrane pesmi pa so bile ob-
javljene tudi v trijezi¢ni zbirki $estih
slovenskih pesnikov in pesnic V skriv-
ne samopoti / On a secret solitary path /
Per strade segrete e individuali (1998).
Med priznanja, ki jih je prejel za svo-
je delo, spadata nagrada zlata ptica
(1983) in plaketa Srecka Kosovela
(2001). Zivi in ustvarja v Pliskovici.

Aldo Zerjal was born in 1957 in Pos-
tojna, Slovenia. He went to primary
school in Pliskovica and Dutovlje and
graduated from the Vocational Secon-
dary School for Carpentry in Nova
Gorica, after which he found work at
the Krasoprema Furniture Factory in
Dutovlje. He is a poet, who began to
publish his literary pieces at the end of
the 1970s. Since then, we can find his
poetry in the majority of the Slovene
literary magazines, such as Mentor,
Sodobnost, Problemi, and Dialogi; jour-
nals, and other literature-publishing
media. To date he has published six
individual collections of poetry: Obro-
bljena no¢ (Outlined Night, 1982), Po
pikapolonici (After the Ladybug, 1989),
Vzpostavljeni stavki (Established Sen-
tences, 1995), Glasbajala (Voicemusic,
2000), Smrtne razlike (Mortal Differ-
ences, 2005), and lzzabranja (Behind-
the-Reading, 2009). His selected poet-
ry has also been published in the three-
lingual collection by six Slovene poets
and poetesses, V' skrivne samopoti / On
a secret solitary path | Per strade segrete
e individuali (1998). The accolades he
received for his literary work include
the Zlata ptica award (1983) and the
Sre¢ko Kosovel plaque (2001). He lives
and works in Pliskovica.
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Izzabranja

Da se ne bi morda v

srednjih letih sprevrgli

v umetne knjige, ki so

vselej lahko samo vrnitev
vodostaja, zdrs pod jamdenje;

v jasne opredelitve vrst.

Izza katerih ni bilo

prikrivanja branja, ki je samotno
nedotakljivo sporodilo in ne sme
zjutraj izgledati kot izzabranja;
metodic¢na trditev moralistov,
Ceprav je tukaj vse umirjeno, tudi toni.

Od tod

Z leti zaupas svoji pisavi

in si je vec ne zapisuje$

na telo, ker pazi$ nase.

Ceprav te véasih zanese

v samo govorico telesa

in so vsa priporodila prisotnih

brez pomena; kajti pot od

govora do zapisa je lahko kratka

ali pa sumnicava, zato si Stevilko
napises na roko. Potem, ko jo rabis,
pogledas in vidi3, da je roka narobe
obrnjena in da so vsi predali
prazni.
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Crta

Ko zrem v nebo, ohranjam
pred sabo tvoje prste in nohte
na njih, takrat vem, da tudi

ti prav tako gledas iste zvezde;
vse skupaj zveni kot klise, ko
take in podobne sestave lahko
bere$ mimogrede: na avtobusu
ali med ¢akanjem nanj.

Zelo domiselno bi bilo, da sploh
ne bi brali, mogoce bi bili manj
zlobni in v¢asih brez zlomljenega
nosu; pokazali bi, da je premikanje
rib pravzaprav ena sama Crea.

Na nase veke

Na veke je in bo v noceh

legala Glasba na nase veke: otroske
snezno svetle, nabreklo rdece,
zenske in moske veke; zgubane,
stare in mirne, kakor okamnele,

a ne kamnite; pozladene, ali

res zlate, ali res mrtve; na

vse te v noceh lega Glasba,

ki smo jo osamili, da lahko

tako krepi voljo do Zivljenja.
Pomagamo ji z lazjimi elektri¢nimi
sunki, da preZivi in na veke

lega na nase veke.
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Tisina

Da ne re¢em najprej, kar je izgubljeno,

bom rekel: zdaj je bila beseda.

Kaj bi si $e lahko Zeleli: da ne potrebuje

vedje hise kakor prej ali Se prostornejse

v globeli. Pojdite domov in vsaka

vasa hisa bo vedja, ko boste spregovorili besedo
za nazaj in kmalu prenchali,

da Vas ne bi prijavili k tiSini,

ko takrat ljudje vzamejo s seboj

skoraj vse stvari in pobegnejo v zdaj.

Pesem

Véasih si opora samemu sluhu
in si breztezna; samo sapa v grlu,
ki je moja sipka sled v razsulu

in prhka mati v vsezvodju Konca.
... In brez kraja rojeva héere,

ki se same kli¢ejo v imena,

v pare roz zaradi rojstva ...

Nekaj na éistem

Z leti si vse bolj svoboden,
kot skelet je lahka tvoja dusa:
... nezadrzana v upanju

in v obupu je nevzdrzna

kot sipka slika peska

v puscavi, da lahko samo

$e veter kaj stori, popravi.

Potem na distem nekaj se lotevas;
kot dan, ki je samo curek iz nodi,
obarvan s klijo¢imi in kamnitimi
o¢mi.
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Behind-the-Reading

In middle age, be careful

not to turn into

those artificial books

that have always been nothing but the restitution
of the water level, a slide below security;

into a clear definition of species.

Behind them, there was never

any hidden reading, which is a lonely,
untouchable message and can’t seem

like behind-the-reading in the morning;

a methodic statement of moralists,

although everything is calm here, even the tones.

From Here

After the years, you now trust your handwriting
and stop putting it down on your

body, because you take care of yourself.
Although sometimes you get caught

into the body language itself,

and all recommendations of the present ones
are meaningless; for the road

from talking to writing can be short

or suspicious, so you write a number

on your hand. Then, when you need it,

you look, and you see that the hand

is inverted and that all the drawers

are empty.
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A Line

When I look into the sky, I keep

your fingers and your fingernails

before me, then I know that you

look at the same stars;

it sounds like a cliché, for you can

read such compositions incidentally: on a bus
or while waiting for it.

It would be very wise not to read

at all, maybe we would be less

mean and sometimes without broken

noses; we'd show that the movement

of the fish is, in fact, nothing but a single line.

On Our Lids

Through always open lids of time
Music has lain and will lie on our lids in the nights: childish,
snowy bright, swollen red,

women’s and men’s lids; wrinkled,

old and calm, like petrified,

but not stony; gilt, or

actually gold, or actually dead;

on all of those, Music lies in the nights,
Music which we have isolated, so

it can strengthen the will to live.

With mild electric shocks we

help it survive and lie through the

lids of time on our lids.
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Silence

Not to say what is lost firstly,

I'll say: now there has been a word.

What more could we want: that it doesn’t need
a bigger house than before, or wider

in the hollow. Go home, and each of your
houses will be bigger, as you will speak a word
for the bygones and soon stop,

not to be enrolled to silence,

because in that moment, people take almost
everything with them and run off to now.

A Poem

Sometimes, you support the hearing itself

and you are weightless; just a breath in my throat

which is my sandy trace in the breakdown,

and a loose mother in the whole-consonance of the End.
...And endlessly, she gives birth to her daughters

who call their names themselves,

who call their flower pairs because of the birth ...

Something From Scratch

Through the years, you're becoming more and more free,
your soul is light like a skeleton:

...irrepressible in hope

and unbearable in despair

like a grainy picture of sand

in the desert where only the wind

can do, can mend something.

Then from scratch you set about something;

like a day that is nothing but a jet from the night,
coloured with sprouting and stony

eyes.

Translated by Aleksandra Kocmut
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Zineb El Rhazoui

Zineb El Rhazoui se je rodila v Maro-
ku. Je pisateljica, novinarka in borka za
¢lovekove pravice. Je soustanoviteljica
Gibanja za posameznikove svoboscine
(Mouvement Alternatif pour les Liber-
tes Individuelles — MALI), ki je posta-
lo $ire znano po organizaciji piknika
v ¢asu ramadana — islamskega svetega
postnega meseca — v znak protesta zo-
per zakon, ki prepoveduje uzivanje hra-
ne in pijace v ¢asu od sonénega vzhoda
do zahoda. Diplomirala je iz sociologije
religije na Visoki Soli za druzbene vede
(EPHE) v Parizu in leta 2010 v reviji Le
Journal Hebdomadaire, ki jo je maroski
rezim prepovedal, objavila ve¢ strokov-
nih ¢lankov o verskih manjinah in ma-
rabujski sekti. Med njena literarna dela
spadata prispevek k zbirki Zes 1000
unes de Charlie Hebdo (1000 naslov-
nic satiri‘nega tednika Charlie Heb-
do, 2011) in kratka politi¢cna zgodba
Abmed le « businessman » (»Poslovnez«
Ahmed), objavljena v zbirki Nowuvelles
du Maroc (Novice iz Maroka, 2011).
Zaradi ostrega politinega preganjanja
v domovini se je pridruzila mrezi mest
zatocis¢ za preganjane pisatelje (Inter-
national Cities of Refuge Network —
ICORN), v okviru katere od leta 2011

biva in deluje v Ljubljani.

Zineb El Rhazoui was born Morocco.
She is a writer, journalist, and a human
rights activist. She co-founded the Al-
ternative Movement for Individual Lib-
erties (MALI). The movement gained
broad notoriety after staging a picnic
during Ramadan — the Islamic holy
month of fasting, to protest against
the law prohibiting eating and drink-
ing during daylight hours. She has a
degree in sociology of religion from the
School for Advanced Studies in the So-
cial Sciences (EPHE) in Paris and has
published several research papers on
religious minorities and the marabout
cult in Le Journal Hebdomadaire, which
was banned by the Moroccan regime in
2010. Her literary works include a con-
tribution to the collection of stories Les
1000 unes de Charlie Hebdo (The 1000
Covers of the Satirical Weekly Charlie
Hebdo, 2011) and the political short
story Ahmed le « businessman » (Ahmed
“the Businessman”) featured in Nou-
velles du Maroc (News from Morrocco,
2011). After being subject to severe
politically motivated harassment in
her native country, she joined the In-
ternational Cities of Refuge Network
(ICORN), as a member of which she
has been living and working in Ljub-
ljana since 2011.
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Abmed le « businessman »

A Rabat, Tagaddoum a la réputation d’étre un quartier de businessmen.
On est pourtant loin des gratte-ciels de Wall-Street ou de Shinjuku. Ici,
les maisons dépassent rarement les 4 étages, et seuls quelques axes tra-
cent un semblant d’urbanisme. Ni assez moderne pour attirer les hommes
d’affaires, ni assez pittoresque pour figurer dans les guides touristiques, le
quartier est celui des gens ordinaires, ouvriers, petits fonctionnaires, ar-
tistes, commercants, chdmeurs, soldats, artisans... Tous les matins, des au-
tobus bondés quittent 7aqaddoum pour décharger leur cargaison humaine
dans les podles administratifs, industriels ou commerciaux de la ville. A la
méme heure, des essaims de femmes en djellaba, foulard noué sur la téte et
porte-monnaie a la main, pressent le pas pour traverser la route qui sépare
laqaddoum de Souissi, le quartier huppé ot habitent les puissants du pays.
Cuisinieres, nounous ou femmes de ménages chez les riches, elles doivent
Sactiver pour servir le petit-déjeuner A des gens importants, elles cotoient
le faste le plus opulent la journée pour rentrer & 7agaddoum au crépuscule,
en pressant le pas pour aller servir les restes du diner qu’elles emportent
dans des sacs en plastique & leur familles.

Au sud, a la lisiére du quartier de Sowissi, l'ancien Taqaddoum qui fleure
bon les années 60 ressemble a toutes ces médinas postindépendance, ces
villes-nouvelles autochtones ol une architecture pittoresque s'est adaptée
aux besoins de circulation des voitures. Derriere des fagades Potemkine
de maisons jaunitres ou rose barbe-a-papa dilué a la chaux, se cache un
enchevétrement de blocs de ciment couleur poussiére. Plus au fond, un
coulis de taudis en briques se déverse sur le fleuve Bouregreg qui délimite
le quartier au nord. L3, tout ornement de facade est superflu, une jungle
urbaine ol seule la prédation de I'espace faconne les constructions. Dans
cette excroissance mutante du vieux quartier, de vingt ans son ainé, Cest
toute la laideur des années 80 qui défigure le flanc de la vallée du fleuve.
laqaddoum, progrés en arabe, est I'avatar dégénéré d’'une modernité mal
digérée. En vingt ans seulement, les arbres ont disparu, les avenues ont
rétréci, et des ersatz de matériaux de construction ont fait leur apparition.
Explosion démographique, corruption, exode rural, 'absence de politique
sociale de Hassan II avait d¢ja déclenché la bombe 4 retardement, vingt ans
auparavant. Aujourd’hui, cest le régne de I'informel, de I'esbroufe et du
systtme D, un abysse sépare I'Etat des damnés de cette zone. Pas de bati-
ments administratifs, ni de signalisation routiére, ni méme de panneaux
publicitaires. Ici, dans des bicoques peintes en vert, des pharmaciennes
voilées vendent la pilule contraceptive sous le manteau, et des cyber-cafés
d’étage autorisent des gamins a se masturber en groupe devant du porno
américain. Cest que businessman, beznass en darija', veut dire dealer.

! Arabe marocain.
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Ce 19 juin, tous les businessmen de Zazgaddoum nous attendent. Ils ne
sont pas seuls. Il y a aussi des camés, des voyous de quartier, des repris de
justice, et toute la faune humaine que les tréfonds des bidonvilles ont pu
vomir. Pour une fois, I'Etat est 13, a leurs cotés, leur distribue des ceufs, des
drapeaux et des portraits du roi. Armes blanches et batons, sinon fournis,
sont du moins tolérés. Les ceufs, c’est pour nous les jeter A la figure, les
drapeaux et les portraits, Cest pour annoncer la couleur, quant au reste,
disons que c’est pour nous intimider.

Le taxi me dépose en bas de 'avenue principale.

— Je ne peux pas aller plus loin, c’est bloqué.

— Je sais.

Je scanne rapidement des yeux le dispositif de sécurité : fourgons de police
et des forces auxiliaires, motards, barricades. Ca va cogner. Un détail me
rassure toutefois, les merda* aux combis vert douteux qui leur a valu leur
surnom ont leurs casques mais pas leur armure de Robocop. Ca va. Je presse
le pas pour atteindre le chateau d’eau, point de rencontre avec les autres mili-
tants. Nous savons tous quune horde déchainée aux velléités revanchistes
nous attend de pied ferme, mais Cest trop tard, nous devons y aller.

Il y a deux jours, quelques heures avant le discours du roi, nous savions
déja a quoi nous en tenir. Les mogaddems, ces agents d’autorité qui font
partie du folklore national sillonnaient les villes du royaume sur leurs mo-
bylettes Peugeot 103 pour appeler les gens a descendre exprimer « leur joie
spontanée » immédiatement apres allocution royale. Comme on louait
jadis les services des pleureuses pour les enterrements, on peut aujourd’hui
s offrir une foule de supporters qui s'époumonera 2 crier des slogans pané-
gyriques 4 volonté aussi longtemps que le commanditaire continuera a
miser. « Vive le roi ! », quel sésame magique ! Le simple fait de le psalmo-
dier peut s'avérer plus efficace que la priére, non seulement on est rétri-
bué sonnant trébuchant, mais qui sait > On peut méme étre gratifié d’'un
agrément de transport ou de 'envoi d’un proche & la Mecque si le sujet se
montre suffisamment enthousiaste et surtout sil a 'insigne chance de se
faire remarquer par son maitre. A Rabat, ville impériale entourant les rem-
parts de la cité interdite ot le roi régne en monarque absolu, le syndrome
de cendrillon fait des ravages.

Ils sont encore loin, mais je les vois, hissés sur des camions, brandissant
des grands drapeaux rouges frappés d’un sceau de Salomon vert au centre.
La dorure du cadre du grand portrait du roi, kitchissime esthétique du
trdne, jure avec la carcasse bleu pétrole du camion ou il est accroché. Je
ne peux m'empécher de noter que les drapeaux sont neufs et le tissu de
bonne qualité, ils ne peuvent provenir que des réserves logistiques de la
commune urbaine. Mais pourquoi diable est-ce que je traque ces dérails,

* Agents des forces auxiliaires chargés de réprimer les manifestations au Maroc.
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comme si je cherchais encore & me prouver qu’il s'agit d’une manifestation
préfabriquée ? Moi, je n'ai jamais cru a cette farce. Clest aux autres de s'en
rendre compte, ¢a saute aux yeux enfin. Les autres, ce sont ces crédules qui
prennent encore le discours des médias officiels pour argent comptant,
ceux qui accréditent la theése d’un pays divisé entre ceux qui veulent la
liberté et ceux qui veulent le statut quo. Ils ignorent que la liberté est indi-
visible, et ignorent surtout que le makhzen® est un vieillard repoussant qui
ne peut plus saccorder les faveurs de 'amour qu’en payant.

Voila & quoi ressemble un rassemblement de Baltagia® au Maroc. Certes,
le mot vient d’Egypte, mais toute cette mélasse humaine a l'air si local.
Elle me fait penser & une fantasia des temps modernes, les chevaux sont
remplacés par des camions, et les élégants exercices de style équestres de
jadis par des gesticulations de hooligans nourris au rai et a la frustration.
Apres tout, le but reste le méme, la démonstration de force. Tous ces dra-
peaux, cet étalage du culte de la personnalité et de la sainte trinité maro-
caine : Dieu, la Patrie, le Roi, me renvoient a 'imagerie d’une autre épo-
pée dont on a convaincu le peuple, la marche verte. Cest que le national
monarchisme a une esthétique. Plus de 35 ans auparavant, les mogaddems
avaient déja distribué des drapeaux, des corans et des portraits de Hassan
IT & des centaines de milliers de Marocains pour marcher sur le Sahara
espagnol. Aujourd’hui, la fresque parait biblique, elle est partout, méme
sur les billets de 100 dirhams distribués aux patriotes occasionnels plus
discrétement que le reste. J’ai oui-dire que 'Etat allouait un budget de 300
dh® a chaque baltagi, mais que les agents d’autorité empochaient la diffé-
rence. Dans certaines villes, le cachet ne dépasse guere les 30 dh, mais ¢a,
cest une autre histoire. Grice 4 un dispositif makhzenien tentaculaire, le
mythe de 'union nationale libératrice est gravé dans le marbre, les écoliers
marocains, apres avoir récité ’hymne national, apprennent le coran et le
serment de la marche verte dans des salles de classe ou le portrait du roi
veille au-dessus du tableau noir. Le souvenir d’autres épopées, celle du Rif
d’Abdelkrim ou de Bou Gafer des Ait Atta, a soigneusement été effacé des
mémoires. Au Maroc, il ne peut y avoir d’héroisme qui ne porte les armoi-
ries du trone. Au mépris des milliers d’anonymes morts en lutte contre la
colonisation, I'Histoire officielle du Maroc n’accorde le crédit de 'indépen-
dance qu'au Mouvement nationaliste, et évidemment a la monarchie. En
1956, la machine de propagande était déja en marche depuis longtemps,
en quelques décennies seulement, les Alaouites® ont réussi a faire oublier
aux Marocains que ce sont eux qui avaient ouvert la porte a la France. Plus

3 Et. « magasin », terme péjoratif utilisé par les Marocains pour désigner I'Etat féodal.
4 Mercenaires.

> Dirhams marocains. 1 euro = 11 Dh.

¢ La dynastie régnante au Maroc.
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de cinquante ans plus tard, ce sont encore eux qui lui ouvrent des fenétres
d’investissement, il y a eu une décolonisation, mais pas d’indépendance.
Au Maroc, il y a un vrai probléme de mémoire.
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»Poslovnez« Abhmed

V Rabatu je Tagaddoum poznan kot Cetrt poslovnezev. Vendar smo dale¢ od
neboti¢nikov Wall Streeta ali Sindzukuja. Tukajinje stavbe redko presegajo
$tiri nadstropja in le nekaj glavnih cest zaértuje priblizek urbanizma. Cetrt
ni dovolj moderna, da bi pritegnila poslovneze, niti dovolj slikovita, da bi
se zna$la v turisti¢nih vodnikih; to je ¢etrt navadnih ljudi, delavcev, nizjih
uradnikov, umetnikov, trgovcev, brezposelnih, vojakov, obrtnikov ... Vsako
jutro se nabito polni avtobusi odpeljejo iz etrti Taqaddoum in raztovorijo
svoj ¢loveski tovor v administrativnih, industrijskih ali trgovskih sredis¢ih
mesta. Istocasno trume Zensk v dzelabah, z ruto na glavi in denarnico v ro-
kah, pospesijo korak, da bi preckale cesto, ki loc¢uje Taqaddoum od Souissi,
imenitne Cetrti, kjer Zivijo vplivnezi te drzave. Kot kuharice, varuske ali
gospodinjske pomocnice bogatih se morajo podvizati, da pomembnezem
postrezejo zajtrk; Cez dan se sreCujejo z najvedjim razkosjem, da se potem
v mraku vrnejo v Tagaddoum, hite¢, da ostanke velerje, ki jih nosijo v
plasti¢nih vreckah, postrezejo svojim druzinam.

Na jugu, na obrobju éetrti Souissi, je stari del Tagaddouma, ki mocno disi
po Sestdesetih letih, podoben vsem tistim poosamosvojitvenim medinam',
avtohtonim novim mestom, kjer se je slikovita arhitektura prilagodila
potrebam cestnega prometa. Za Potemkinovimi procelji hi§ rumenkaste
ali roznate barve sladkorne pene, razred¢ene v apnu, se skriva zme$njava
cementnih opek pepelnate barve. Bolj zadaj se brozga opec¢natih podrtij
razliva v reko Bou Regreg, ki zamejuje Cetrt na severu. Tam je vsakr$na okra-
Senost fasade odve¢, urbana dzungla, kjer je oblikovanje stavb podrejeno
le plenjenju prostora. V tem mutantskem izrastku stare ¢etrti, dvajset let
starejSe od njega, je vsa grdota osemdesetih, ki kazi bo¢ni del re¢ne doline.
Taqaddoum, ki v arab$¢ini pomeni napredek, je degeneriran avatar slabo
usvojene modernosti. V le dvajsetih letih so drevesa izginila, avenije so se
zozile, pojavili pa so se nadomestki gradbenih materialov. Demografska
eksplozija, korupcija, izseljevanje s podezelja in odsotnost socialne poli-
tike Hasana II. so sprozili bombo s ¢asovnim vzigalnikom ze dvajset let
prej. Danes vladajo siva ekonomija, blefiranje in iznajdljivost; drzavo od
pogubljencev tega predela lo¢uje prepad. Ni upravnih poslopij, ni prome-
tne signalizacije, kot tudi reklamnih panojev ne. Tu v zeleno pobarvanih
podrtijah zakrite lekarnarke na skrivaj prodajajo kontracepcijske tablete,
spletne kavarne v zgornjem nadstropju pa pustijo mulcem, da skupinsko
masturbirajo ob gledanju ameriskih pornofilmov. Poslovnez, beznass v dia-
lektu darija®, pomeni diler.

! Arabski izraz za mesto, zdaj mestno jedro starih orientalskih mest, ki so v izrazitem
nasprotju s sodobnimi mestnimi ¢etrtmi evropskega videza [op. prev.].
? Maroska arabs¢ina [op. avt.].
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19. junija nas vsi poslovnezi Taqaddouma takajo. Niso sami. Tu so tudi
narkomani, ¢etreni huligani, delinkventni povratniki in vsa ¢loveska favna,
kar so je lahko izbruhnile globine slumov. Za spremembo je drzava tam,
ob njih, razdeljuje jim jajca, zastave in portrete kralja. Hladno orozje in
palice so, ¢e Ze ne priskrbljeni, vsaj tolerirani. Jajca so za to, da se jih mece
v obraz, zastave in portreti za razkrivanje namer, kar pa se ti¢e ostalega,
recimo, da je namenjeno temu, da nas prestrasi.

Taksi me odlozi na koncu glavne avenije.

— Dalje ne morem, zaprto je.

— Vem.

Z o¢mi na hitro preletim razporeditev varnostnih sil: kombiji policije in
pomoznih vojaskih sil, motoristi, barikade. Vro¢e bo. Nekaj me vendarle
pomiri, pripadniki merde’ v umazanih zelenih kombinezonih, ki so jim
prisluzili njihov vzdevek, nosijo svoje ¢elade, in ne robokopskih oklepov.
Dobro. Pospesim korak, da dosezem vodni stolp, zbirno tocko z drugimi
borei. Vsi vemo, da nas pobesnela horda z mas¢evalnimi nagibi odlo¢no
¢aka, a prepozno je, moramo iti gja.

Pred dvema dnevoma, nekaj ur pred kraljevim govorom, nam je bila situa-
cija ze kristalno jasna. Mogaddemi, agenti oblasti, ki so del nacionalne fol-
klore, so podolgem in pocez prevozili mesta kraljevine na svojih mopedih
Peugeot 103, da bi ljudi pozvali, naj pridejo izrazit »svoje spontano veselje«
takoj po kraljevem nagovoru. Kot se je neko¢ najemalo zalovalke za po-
grebe, si lahko danes ¢lovek privos¢i mnozico podpornikov, ki na ves glas
po mili volji kri¢ijo slavospevne slogane tako dolgo, dokler tihi druzabnik
vlaga denar. »Zivel kraljl«, Kaksna ¢arobna formula! Ze samo Zebranje teh
besed se lahko izkaze za u¢inkovitej$e od molitve, ne le, da je poplacano z
novci, a kdo ve? Nagrada je lahko tudi prevozno dovoljenje ali posiljanje
bliznjih v Meko, ¢e se osebek izkaze za dovolj zavzetega, predvsem pa, ce
ima posebno sreco, da ga opazi njegov gospodar. V Rabatu, kraljevem me-
stu, ki obdaja obzidja prepovedanega mesta, kjer vlada kralj kot absolutni
monarh, sindrom pepelke povzroca veliko opustosenje.

Dale¢ so $e, a vidim jih, kako se dvigajo iz kamionov, vihte¢ velike rdede za-
stave z zelenim Salomonovim pecatom v sredi. Pozla¢enost okvirja z velikim
portretom kralja, estetski ki¢ prestola se tepe s petrolejsko modrim ogrodjem
kamiona, na katerega je obesen. Ne morem si pomagati, da ne bi opazila,
da so zastave nove, blago pa kvalitetno, prihajajo lahko le iz logisti¢nih zalog
mestnih oblasti. A zakaj za vraga prezim na te podrobnosti, kot da bi si Se
vedno skusala dokazati, da gre za zrezirano manifestacijo? Sama nisem nikoli
verjela tej farsi. Drugi so tisti, ki morajo to dognati, saj navsezadnje bode v
odi. Drugi, lahkoverneZi, ki $e vedno nasedajo diskurzu uradnih medijev,
tisti, ki utrjujejo tezo o drzavi, razdeljeni na tiste, ki si Zelijo svobode, in tiste,

3 Agenti pomoznih vojaskih sil, zadolZeni za zatrtje demonstracij v Maroku [op. avt.].
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ki Zelijo ohraniti status quo. Ne zavedajo se, da je svoboda nedeljiva, pred-
vsem pa se ne zavedajo, da je makhzen® oduren starec, ki si lahko ljubezensko
naklonjenost privos¢i le Se tako, da jo placa.

Takole je videti shod Balragie’ v Maroku. Seveda, beseda prihaja iz Egipta,
a vsa ta kaoti¢na masa ljudi ima tako lokalen pridih. Spomnila me je na
moderno razlicico fantasie®; konje so zamenjali kamioni, elegantne jahalne
vaje v slogu iz nekdanjih ¢asov pa gestikulacije huliganov, pitanih z rai
glasbo’ in frustracijami. Naposled cilj ostaja enak, razkazovanje moci. Vse
te zastave, paradiranje s kultom osebnosti in sveto marosko trojico: Bo-
gom, Domovino, Kraljem, me spominjajo na podobe neke druge epopeje,
v katero se je prepricalo ljudi, Zeleni pohod. Drzavni monarhizem ima
¢ut za estetiko. Pred ve¢ kot 35 leti so moqaddemi ie delili zastave, Korane
in portrete Hasana II. na sto tiso¢e Maro¢anom, da bi $li nad Spansko
Saharo. Danes se legenda zdi bibli¢na, povsod je, celo na bankovcih za
100 dirhamov, ki jih razdeljujejo priloznostnim patriotom bolj diskretno
kot vse ostalo. Slisala sem govorice, da je drzava dodelila 300 dh® vsake-
mu pripadniku balragie, a so agenti oblasti razliko pospravili v svoj zep.
V nekaterih mestih placilo znasa le nekaj malega ¢ez 30 dh, a to je druga
zgodba. Zahvaljujo¢ razras¢enim lovkam makhzenske masinerije je mit
osvobodilne drzavne enotnosti vgraviran v marmor; maroski Solarji se, Se
preden recitirajo drzavno himno, naucijo Koran in prisego Zelenega po-
hoda v $olskih ucilnicah, kjer nad $olsko tablo bdi portret kralja. Spomin
na druge epopeje, epopeje Abd El Krima v Rifu ali berberskega plemena
Ait Atta pri Bou Gaferju, je bil skrbno izbrisan. V Maroku tisti, ki ne nosi
kraljevega grba, ne more biti heroj. Kljub tiso¢im anonimnim mrtvim, ki
so se borili proti kolonizaciji, uradna zgodovina Maroka pripisuje zasluge
za neodvisnost le Nacionalnemu gibanju in seveda monarhiji. Leta 1956
je propagandni aparat ze dolgo deloval; v le nekaj desetletjih so Alaviti’
uspeli izbrisati iz spominov Marocanov, da so bili oni tisti, ki so odprli
vrata Franciji. Ve¢ kot petdeset let pozneje so ponovno oni tisti, ki ji od-
pirajo okna investiranja; dekolonizacija se je zgodila, neodvisnost pa ne. V
Maroku obstaja resen problem spomina.

Prevedla Spela Bibi¢

* Izvorno pomeni skladis¢e, slabsalni izraz, ki ga Marocani uporabljajo za fevdalno
drzavo [op. avt.].

> Pladanci [op. avt.].

¢ Borilna igra na konju, znana v severni Afriki in Arabiji [op. prev.].

” Druzbeno angazirana ljudska glasba, ki izvira iz AlZirije in med drugim kritizira odnos
evropskih kolonij do domacega prebivalstva [op. prev.].

8 Marogki dirham. 1 evro = 11 dh [op. avt.].

? Vladajoca dinastija v Maroku [op. avt.].
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Abmed the “Businessman

In Rabat, 7agaddoum has the reputation of being a district of business-
men. Yet we are far from the skyscrapers of Wall Street or Shinjuku. Here,
the buildings rarely exceed four floors and only a few main roads give some
semblance of urbanism. Not modern enough to attract business people,
nor picturesque enough to be featured in tourist guides, this is the dis-
trict of ordinary people, workers, low-level officials, artists, shopkeepers,
the unemployed, soldiers, craftsmen... Every morning, packed buses leave
1aqaddoum to unload their human cargo in the city’s administrative, in-
dustrial or commercial zones. At the same time, swarms of women in djel-
labas, scarves tied around their heads and wallets in hand, quicken their
pace to cross the road which separates 7aqaddoum from Souissi, the posh
district that is home to the powerful of the country. As cooks, nannies or
housekeepers to the rich, they have to make haste to serve breakfast to
important people; by day, they come into contact with the most opulent
of splendours, only to return to Zaqaddoum at dusk, hurrying back to serve
the dinner leftovers they are carrying in plastic bags to their families.

In the south, at the edge of the Souissi district, the old Tagaddoum, which
has a strong sixties flavour, resembles all those post-independent medinas,
the autochthonous new towns where a picturesque architecture has adapt-
ed to the needs of road traffic. Behind the Potemkin facades of houses,
yellowish or candyfloss pink diluted with lime, hides a tangle of cement
blocks the colour of dust. Further in, a stream of brick hovels flows into
the River Bou Regreg which demarcates the district in the north. There, all
ornament of facade is superfluous, an urban jungle where buildings are
modelled only by the predation of space. In this mutant excrescence of
the old district, twenty years its senior, is all the ugliness of the 80s, dis-
figuring the flank of the river valley. 7agaddoum, progress in Arabic, is the
degenerated avatar of a badly assimilated modernity. In only twenty years’
time, the trees have disappeared, the avenues have narrowed and the ersatz
of building materials have appeared. Demographic explosion, corruption,
rural exodus, the absence of social politics under Hassan II have already
set off the delay-action bomb twenty years ago. Today, it is the reign of the
informal economy, bluff and wangling; an abyss separates the State from
the damned of this area. No administrative buildings, nor traffic signals,
nor even billboards. Here, in shacks painted green, veiled women pharma-
cists sell contraception pills under the counter and the cyber-cafés upstairs
allow boys to masturbate in groups while watching American porn. Busi-
nessman, beznass in darija', means dealer.

! Moroccan Arabic [Author’s Note].
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On 19 June, all the businessmen of 7zgaddoum are waiting for us. They are
not alone. There are also junkies, district hooligans, habitual criminals and
all the human fauna that the depths of slums could spew out. For a change,
the State is there, by their side, distributing eggs, flags and portraits of the
king. Cold weapons and sticks are, if not provided, at least tolerated. The
eggs are for throwing in the face, the flags and portraits are for announcing
intentions, as for the rest, let’s say its purpose is to intimidate us.

The taxi drops me off at the end of the main avenue.

— I can't go any further, it’s blocked.

— I know.

I quickly scan the deployment of the security forces: police and auxiliary
forces vans, motorcyclists, barricades. Things are going to get ugly. Some-
thing reassures me nevertheless, the merda® in their dirty green suits,
which earned them their nickname, are wearing their helmets but not their
Robocop armour. Okay. I quicken my pace to reach the water tower, the
meeting point with the other militants. We all know that a furious horde
with revanchist inclinations defiantly awaits us, but it is too late, we have
to go there.

Two days ago, a few hours before the king’s speech, we already knew where
we stood. The moqaddems, agents of the authorities which are part of the
national folklore, drove all over the cities of the kingdom on their Peugeot
103 mopeds to ask people to come down and express “their spontaneous
joy” immediately after the king’s address. The same way that the services of
weepers could be hired in the past, today one can get themselves a crowd
of supporters who shout themselves hoarse crying out panegyric slogans at
their will, as long as the silent partner continues to invest. “Long live the
king!”, what a magical formula! The simple act of chanting it can prove to
be more effective than a prayer, besides being paid in hard cash, but who
knows? The reward can also be a transport authorisation or a chance to
send a loved-one to Mecca if the subject proves enthusiastic enough and
above all, if they have the incredible luck of getting themselves noticed by
their master. In Rabat, the imperial city surrounding the ramparts of the
forbidden city, where the king reigns as absolute monarch, the Cinderella
syndrome wreaks havoc.

They are still far, but I see them, rising from the trucks, brandishing big
red flags with the green Seal of Salomon in the centre. The gilt of the frame
with the large portrait of the king, aesthetic kitsch of the throne, clashes
with the petrol blue of the truck’s framework that it hangs from. I cannot
help myself noticing that the flags are new and the fabric of good qual-
ity, they cannot come from anywhere else but the logistic reserves of the

* Agents of auxiliary forces, responsible for suppressing the demonstrations in Morocco
[Author’s Note].
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city authorities. But why the hell do I hunt for these details, as if I were
still trying to prove to myself that this was a prefabricated manifestation?
Personally, I have never believed in this farce. It is the others who need to
realize it, it is obvious, after all. The others, the credulous people who still
buy into the discourse of the official media, the people who support the
thesis of a country divided between those who want freedom and those
who want the status quo. They do not realize that freedom is indivisible
and, above all, do not realize that the makhzen’ is a repulsive old man who
is no longer able to get favours of love other than by paying.

This is what the gathering of the Baltagia’ in Morocco resembles. Of
course, the word comes from Egypt, but all this chaotic jumble of people
has such a local air. It makes me think of a modern-day fantasia’; the hors-
es have been replaced by trucks and the elegant equestrian exercises in style
of the old times by the gesticulations of hooligans, fed on rai music® and
frustration. In the end, the goal remains the same, the demonstration of
force. All these flags, this parade of the personality cult and the Moroccan
holy trinity: God, the Homeland, the King, takes me back to the imagery
of another epic which was sold to the people, the Green March. The na-
tional monarchy has a sense of aesthetics. More than 35 years ago, the mo-
qaddems were already distributing flags, Qurans and portraits of Hassan II
to hundreds of thousands of Moroccans to march on the Spanish Sahara.
Today, the legend seems biblical, it is everywhere, even on the 100 ditham
bills distributed to casual patriots more discreetly than all the rest. I have
heard rumours that the State has allocated a budget of 300 Dh” to each
baltagi, but agents of the authorities have pocketed the difference. In some
cities, the fee barely exceeds 30 Dh, but that is another story. Because of
the makhzen’s network of far-reaching tentacles, the myth of the liberating
national union is engraved in marble; before having recited the national
hymn, Moroccan school children learn the Quran and the oath of the
Green March in classrooms, where the king’s portrait watches over from
above the blackboard. The memory of other epics, that of Abd el-Krim
in the Rif or the Ait Atta in Bou Gafer, was carefully erased. In Morocco,
the one who does not bear the royal coat of arms cannot be a hero. De-
spite thousands of the anonymous dead who fought against colonisation,
the Official History of Morocco gives credit for the independence only to

3 Et. “warehouse”, pejorative term used by Moroccans to designate the feudal state
[Author’s Note].

4 Mercenaries [Author’s Note].

> A traditional equestrian performance, practised in North Africa and Arabia [Trans-
lator’s Note].

¢ A form of Algerian folk music with outspoken lyrics that concern social issues, such
as the attitude of European colonies towards native populations [Translator’s Note].

7 Moroccan Dirhams. 1 Euro = 11 Dh [Author’s Note].



414 - ZINEB EL RHAZOUI

the Nationalist Movement and, naturally, to the monarchy. In 1956, the
propaganda machine had already been going for a long time; in just a few
decades, the Alaouites® have succeeded in making the Moroccans forget
that it was them who opened the door to France. More than fifty years
later, it is once again them who are opening the windows to investment for
them; there was a decolonisation, but no independence. In Morocco, there
is a serious problem of memory.

Translated by Spela Bibi¢

8 The ruling Moroccan dynasty [Author’s Note].
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Stony, Grey, Soiled
After Kavanagh

Ballymun you rock hard bitch

My childhood love you thieved.

Your harsh nature quarried my passion.
You carved me from barren streets.

You concreted the feet of my boyhood
And twisted my stride to a stumble.
Your sprawl corrupted my naive tongue,
Indian-inking my guttural mumble.

You preached from the trough of the scrounger,
The heaving, life-strangling trough.
Your mantra stained, your culture stunted,

You kept diamonds dull, in the rough.

You screamed ’cross piss-stained balconies
'The wail of the deserted brood.

You stewed my clothes in smoke and booze
You reared me on stale food.

Your silhouette sours my vision
Of beauty, love and truth.
Ballymun, you barren whore

You spoiled the stock of my youth.

Not for me golden views of mothers
As poverty free young hens,

So I vow to stab at your crusted back
And embrace the poisoned pen

That scars these loveless verses
And curses the tarmac where
The first clean flight of my fury
Got caught in this poet’s prayer.

Ceannt, McDermott, Balbutcher, Shangan,
Wherever I run I see
The stony grey rubble of Ballymun

Rebuilt as dark towers in me.
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Hazelnuts

The hazel grove.

A schoolboy’s paradise.
Five minutes in a car.
Forever using eight year old legs
through cornfields.
Concrete? What concrete?
Heaven on earth

to me at eight.

Trickling water

fluttering leaves

the smell of moss and
rotting trees

turning to muck.

And hazelnuts.

Real

bleeding

hazelnuts.

Not from a shop

from a tree.

From God to me.

From then on in

and even now I see —

the whole world is in my grasp.

The whole world belongs to me (for sharing).

Nothing can stop me eating hazelnuts.
Beautiful

brown

shiny like eggs.

I filled a plastic bag —

blue it was.

I carried them

all the way home.

I only ate a few.

But I'll never forget

those trees I climbed
the hills I rolled down
the hazelnuts

the sunlight

the smiles.
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The Crackle
Jfor Stephen Kennedy

There’s a party full of ‘Fat-Frogs’
and coke all over the table.
There’s a man out by the Liffey
getting out while he’s able.
There’s a fight starting somewhere
a fellah getting stabbed.

There’s a car doing hand-brakers
two girls jumping a cab.

There’s twitchy bouncer hacks
keeping an eye on the door.
That poor lad in the jacks stuck
cleaning puke off the floor.

The country’s getting locked.
There’s nobody to care.

There’s a slut going down

and there’s danger in the air.

There’s men drowned in money

girls who'll never bend.

There’s a beggar whispering ‘honey’
but that’s nothing down his end.
There’s the gentle sound of heartbeats.
There’s alleys full of death.

There’s a man after your brother.
There’s a lightness to your breath.

All these people hanging around
everybody acting cool

and the night-times fucking freezing
but don’t let that fool you.
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There’s a crackle to the city.

There’s a steam of dreams that rises
and it gets behind your eyeballs
and it kind of compromises

the concrete

the shell

all the bits that sing ‘to hell with it.’
There’s another bit

a hoping bit

that screams out

make a difference.

The city’s
electricity.

It shines on us.
We're sparkling!

And love it man
’cause further out

there’s nothing

only darkness.
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Kamnit, siv, krusljiv
Po Kavanaghu

Ballymun, ti betonska cipa,

ki otrosko si ljubezen mi ukradla.
Tvoja krutost mojo strast je pogubila.
Iz golih ulic si me izklesala.

Zacementirala si noge moje deske dobe

in spotaknila moj korak, neko¢ krepak.

Tvoje razpredanje je razkrojilo moj naivni jezik,
potemnilo moj $epet mehak.

Pridigala iz jarka si beraca,

Tistega grozecega, pogubnega.

Tvoja mantra je umazala, kultura tvoja unicila,

ob tebi diamantov povrsina ostane surova, neobdelana.

Cez poscane balkone se razlegalo je

tvoje tarnanje zalege zapuscene.

Oblacila si mi namocila v dim in alkohol
me vzgojila s pomo¢jo postane hrane.

Tvoj obris moj pogled na
lepoto, ljubezen in resnico greni.
Ballymun, ti jalova pocestnica,
oropala si me moje mladosti srzi.

Zame ni bilo zlatih pogledov mater,
mladih kokosi, revi¢ine resenih,

zato prisegam, v krastavi hrbet te zabodem
in si prisvojim besed strupenih,

ki v teh verzih brez ljubezni brazgotine puscajo
in preklinjajo makadamske poti,

kjer se je prvi ¢isti napad divjega besa

ujel v molitev tega pesnika.

Ceannt, McDermott, Balbutcher, Shangan,
kjerkoli hodim, vidim

kamniti, sivi gramoz Ballymuna,

kot temacni stolpi, ki dvigajo se v meni.
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Lesniki

Leskov gaj.

Za 3olarja raj.

Pet minut z avtom.

Z osemletnimi nogami celo ve¢nost
prek koruznih polj.

Beton? Kaksen beton?

Nebesa na zemlji

zame pri osmih.

Vodne kapljice

drhtece listje

vonj po mahu in

gnijoc¢ih drevesih,

ki postajajo blato.

In le$niki.

Resni¢ni

krvavedi

lesniki.

Ne iz trgovine,

z drevesa.

Od Boga do mene.

Od tedaj dalje

in celo zdaj vidim —

ves svet mi je na dosegu.

Ves svet pripada meni (da ga delim).
Ni¢ mi ne prepredi, da bi jedel lesnike.
Prelepi,

rjavi

se svetijo kot jajca.

Napolnil sem plasti¢no vrecko —
modra je bila.

Nesel sem jih

vse do doma.

Pojedel sem jih le malo.

A nikoli ne bom pozabil

tistih dreves, po katerih sem plezal
gricev, po katerih sem se kotalil
lesnikov

son¢nih zarkov

nasmehov.
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Prasketanje
za Stephena Kennedyja

Zabava je in miza se §ibi pod

kokakolo in koktajli.

Nek moski stoji ob reki Liffey,

da pobegne, dokler njegov pogum ne zataji.
Nekje se v zrak letalo dviga,

nekdo pod rebri ¢uti noz.

Nek avto za zabavo se vrti v krogu,

dve dekleti oprezata, ali je taksistu pobegniti moc.

Trzajodi vunbacadi

pazijo na vrata.

Tisti ubogi fant v delovnem pajacu
mora pucat bruhanje po tleh.

Drzava se zapira.

Nikogar ni, ki bi bilo mu kaj do tega.
Se ena kurba gre k hudicu

in po zraku plava nekaj nevarnega.

Neki mozje so v denarju se utopili,

neka dekleta se nikoli ne bodo upognila.
Potepuh Sepece »stéic,

a sam ve, to Se ni¢ ni.

Slisi se nezni zvok sr¢nih utripov.
Uli¢ice polne smrti.

Nekdo ima na muhi tvojega brata.
Tvoje dihanje pa tako lahkomiselno.

Vsi ti ljudje kar tako postopajo,
vsi, kot da ni nié,

in ponodi je prekleto mrzlo,
ampak nikar temu ne nasedaj.
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V mestu nekaj prasketa.
Para sanj se dviga

in ti pod veke sili

in na nek nacin zastre
beton

lupino

vse koscke, ki pojejo »k vragu vse skupaj.

In potem $e en
koscek, ki upa,
zakrici

naredi nekaj.

Mesto je

elektrika.

Sveti na nas.

Kako se lesketamo!

In fant, le ljubi ga,
ker dalje

ni nicesar vec

samo tema.

Prevedla Tanja Ablin
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A Civil War Suite

1. Mathew Brady: First battle of bull run

Wasn't it, after all, Irish riff-raff
from the docks of New Orleans,
Irish “wharf-rats,”

louts and longshoremen,

Irish toughs and roughs

(any of whom would gleefully drive a lance
through the heart

of William Tecumseh Sherman),

Irish rogues and rapscallions,

culchies and munchies

whod make up the 1+ Louisiana Special Battalion
at the First Battle of Manassas

and allow Brady to become such a dab

hand at fixing that guerre in Daguerreotype?

2. Walt Whitman: “Cavalry crossing a ford”

It’s hardly too much to trace the “guidon”

to the court of Eleanor of Aquitaine

and her idea of chivalry bred in the bone.
The “loitering” horses about to spill their guts
are by Keats, for sure, but Keats

out of Tennyson.

That “musical clank” is Whitman’s alone.
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3. Louis Lang: The return of the 69" (Irish) regiment from the seat of war

I¢’s been just a week since they were seen off

by Stonewall Jackson at Bull Run,

which may be why the only one to doff

his cap as if there might be an outbreak of fun

is Captain Meagher, an intimate of muddling through
since he escaped Van Diemen’s Land in 1852.

You'll notice how a smoothbore gun

of the type Meagher favors for close combat

has found its way into the hands

of two brothers who are themselves in a spat

as to why a bayonet might expand

on an entry wound. Sometimes it’s only by a crowded pier
we recognize what we hold dear.

The rifle points toward the linen bands

in which Sergeant Tracy’s own wounds are wrapped.
His wife helps him off the baggage-cart.
Lieutenant Nugent’s right arm is strapped

awkwardly in a sling. The crowd must surely part

before these six or seven drummer boys.

We can all but hear the poise

they bring to those snare drums. I¢’s a tribute to Lang’s art

that we might for a moment forget the sniper

to whom so much of this may be assigned

and focus on an wuilleann piper

lodged in the shadows, for when it comes to what lies behind
the impulse to fade

into the background at this or any parade

the truth is he’s no less blind

to us than we are to him.

I doubt somehow he’ll ever make a start

on learning “The Batde Hymn

of the Republic.” I suppose some might take heart

from Father O’Reilly confiding in a widow how this cup
will pass while drawing up

a slightly revised version of the heaven-chart
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or the half-smile on a man who greets his child

for the first time, or the non-sniper up a tree,

or even the piper who'’s beguiled

Meagher into thinking Ireland might soon be free.
Stooped though he may be over his chanter and drones,
he raises everything a semitone

and allows us for the first time to see

beyond the harbor sky with its rents and rips

to what is now a no-fly dome

where we at last begin to get to grips

with the discontinued Kodachrome

of our great transports

that hardly ever put into ports

and our flag-draped coffins secretly airlifted home.

4. Emily Dickinson: “A slash of blue — A sweep of gray”

Here some still scout
a vineyard path

to trample out

the grapes of wrath...
How many died

in the blood bath?
'This side? That side?
You do the math.
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5. Sally Mann: Manassas

Less the idea of what the world might be “like”
than what it is “like photographed’
has had us lug

over glacier-grooved

and -polished mountains what we once took
for luggage, bags of hominy grits,
barrels of pork and hardtack,

wall-to-wall crates

of wet-glass negatives,

the tackle by which we still hold on with grim
determination to our salt codfish,

the portable darkroom

in which we've yet to cure

ourselves of the idea that art is “pure” or “impure.”
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Suita driavljanske vojne

1. Mathew Brady: Prva bitka pri Bull Runu

Ni bila, navsezadnje, tista irska drhal
iz dokov New Orleansa,

irske pristaniske podgane,

tesla in tezaki,

irski grobijani in neotesanci
(kdor koli od njih bi z radostjo
Williamu Tecumsehu Shermanu
v srce zadrl kopje),

irski surovezi in klatezi,

nastopaci in cmokadi,

tisto mostvo 1. lousijanskega specialnega bataljona
v Prvi bitki za Manassas,

ki je napravilo iz Bradyja takega mojstra

v fiksiranju tiste guerre v dagerotipiji?

2. Walt Whitman: »Konjenica precka plitvino«

Le komajda je pretiravanje slediti »praporcu«

na dvor Eleonore Akvitanske

in k njeni prirojeni predstavi o vitestvu.
»Prestopanje« konj, ki jim bodo skoraj parali drob,
je, zanesljivo, Keatsovo,

Keatsu ga je posodil Tennyson.

A tisti »glasbeni zvenket« je zgolj Whitmanov.
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3. Louis Lang: Vinitev 69. (irskega) regimenta z bojiséa

Komaj teden je minil, odkar je njihov odhod
videl Kamniti Jackson pri reki Bull Run,

in je mogoce stotniku Maeghru bil povod,

da je edini privzdignil kapo, kot da prihaja izbruh
$al, ta zaupni poznavalec vseh zmesnjav,

vpleten vanje po pobegu iz Van Diemen Landa.
Vidite lahko tak$no pusko z gladko cevjo,

kakr$na je Meagherju vSe¢ za bliznji spopad
in se je zdaj znasla v rokah

dveh bratov, ki sta se zapletla v spor,

zakaj bajonet najbrz razsiri rano

ob vbodu. V¢asih le v gne¢i na pomolu
spoznamo, kaj nam je res drago.

Puska kaze proti platnenemu povoju,

ki serzantu Tracyju rano zakriva.
Z voza leze in Zena ga podpira.
Poro¢niku Nugentu desna roka okorno

visi v zanki. Mnozica bo morala odpreti pot

tem $estim ali sedmim bobnarékom.

Samo $e slisati ne moremo

samozavesti, ki jo razglasajo z bobni. Langovi umetnosti je poklon,

da lahko za hip pozabimo ostrostrelca,

ki je mogoce vsega tega krivec,

in se v Severnjaskega piskaca tam v séncah
zazremo, kajti ko pride do tega, kaj se zadaj skriva,
impulz pojenja

onkraj te ali katere koli parade

in je res, da ni on ni¢ manj slep

za nas, kot smo slepi mi za njega.

Nekako dvomim, da se bo kdaj

naudil »Bojno himno

Republike«. Koga bo le opogumil, upam,

oce O'Reilly, ko vdovi pravi, kako ta kupa bo $la mimo,
in pri tem malce popravi nebeski zemljevid,

ali moz, ki prvikrat pokaze svoj napol smehljaj

v pozdrav otroku, ali vrh drevesa strelec, ki ne strelja,
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ali celo piska¢, ki je Meagherja zapeljal

v misel, da Irska morda kmalu doc¢aka dan svobode.

Tako najbrz nad svojim muzikantom in momljanji sklonjen
vzdigne vse poltone

in nam prvikrat videti da

onkraj rez in paranj pristaniskega neba

do ga, kar je zdaj brez muh svod,

kjer kon¢no zacenjamo biti kos

prekinitvam kodakromov

nasih velikih prevozov,

ki komaj kdaj zavijejo v pristan,

in z zastavo pokritim krstam, ki prilete skrivaj domov.

4. Emily Dickinson: »Usek modrine — zamah sivine«

Oglednik tih

stopa sredi trt,

da potepta

jeze sad ...

Koliko smrti

v kopelih krvi?

Na oni strani? Na tej?
Kar sam prestej.
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5. Sally Mann: Manassas

Manj ideja, ¢ému bi svet lahko bil »podobenc,
kakor kaksen je »kot fotografiranc,
nas je potegnilo

prek ledenisko zbrazdanih

in zglajenih planin, kar smo neko¢ razumeli
kot prtljago, vrece ovsene kase,

sode svinjine in prepedenca,

od stene do stene okvirje

z mokrimi steklenimi negativi,

pribor, s katerim $e zmeraj vztrajamo nepopustljivo
odlodeni za naso nasoljeno polenovko,

prenosno temnico,

v kateri se moramo Se posloviti

od nase ideje, da je umetnost »¢ista« ali »nedistac.

Prevedel Veno Taufer






Tom Petsinis

Tom Petsinis se je rodil v pokrajini
Macedonia v Greiji leta 1953. Leta
1959 je z druzino emigriral v Avstra-
lijo. Diplomiral je iz matematike na
Univerzi v Melbournu ter magistriral
in doktoriral na Univerzi v Viktoriji,
kjer je zaposlen kot docent za mate-
matiko. Je pisatelj, dramatik, pesnik
in prevajalec iz gri¢ine. Med njegova
dela spada sest pesniskih zbirk, med
njimi naj izpostavimo 7he Blossom
Vendor (Prodajalec cvetov, 1992), Na-
ming the Number (Poimenovati Ste-
vilo, 1998), Four Quarters (Stiri etr-
tine, 2006), za katero je prejel nagra-
do Wesleyja Michela Wrighta Uni-
verze v Melbournu za poezijo (2006),
in My Father’s Tools (Orodje mojega
oceta, 2009). Napisal je ve¢ dramskih
del: za dramski prvenec 7he Drought
(Susa, knjizna izdaja 1994) je prejel
nagrado »Wal Cherry« za najboljso
izvirno dramsko delo (1993), ter ved
romanov, kot so Raising the Shadow
(Vzgajati senco, 1992), The French
Mathematician (Francoski matema-
tik, 1997) in The Death of Pan (Pano-
va smrt, 2001). Prejel je razli¢ne $ti-
pendije, nazadnje literarno Stipendijo
Drzavne knjiznice v Viktoriji; leta
2009 pa je kot gostujoci pisatelj bival
tudi v Lavignyju v Svici. Njegova dela
so prevedena v ve¢ jezikov.

Tom Petsinis was born in 1953 in the
Greek region of Macedonia and emi-
grated with his family to Australia in
1959. He obtained a degree in ma-
thematics at the University of Mel-
bourne and completed his MA and
PhD at Victoria University, where he
works as a mathematics lecturer. He
is a novelist, playwright, poet, and
translator from Greek whose works in-
clude six collections of poetry, among
them 7he Blossom Vendor (1992),
Naming the Number (1998), Four
Quarters (2006), for which he received
the Melbourne Universitys Wesley
Michel Wright Poetry Prize (2006);
and My Father’s Tools (2009). He also
wrote a number of plays; with his
debut play 7he Drought (published as
a book in 1994) winning him the
Wal Cherry Award for best play script
of the year (1993); and a number of
novels such as Raising the Shadow
(1992), The French Mathematician
(1997), and 7he Death of Pan (2001).
He has been awarded various fellow-
ships, most recently the Creative
Fellowship of the State Library of
Victoria (2008/2009). He was also a
writer-in-residence in Lavigny, Swi-
tzerland in 2009. His work has been
translated into a number of languages.
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Pencil

It lay in a corner of your tool-box:

Red, black-edged, the rectangular stock
Providing rough fingers a firmer grip;
Columbia in gold beginning to fade;
Lead flat, substantial for wood and brick,
And last sharpened by a razor blade;

Its length whittled to less than a third

By crosses, numbers, lines, never words.

Working, you wore it behind your ear
That always blazed crimson with sunset.
A man’s best friend, you instructed,

It marks and remembers, keep it near.

A lifetime later I heed your advice
And start sketching the first draft of this.

Sickle

It waited in the long-abandoned house,
Above the bread-oven bulging like a womb,
Left behind by youth gone overseas

And Death, now driving a diesel harvester.
I rescued it, imagining your delight.

Circumspect, you gripped the handle

Worn bone-smooth by sweat’s abrasive salt,
Reaped a sheaf of sunlight angling in,

Felt the curve blunted by decades of disuse —
But not with the touch I'd expected.

You grimaced using its Slavic name,

Almost whistling it between clenched teeth,
As though that sharp three-letter word

Were made bitter from an absence of vowels,
From its assonance with blood and death.
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Or at that moment did you see again

Wheat fields stricken by unrelenting droughe?
Hear again cicadas hard at their song?

Taste that mix of warm vinegar and leeks
Which never eased your hunger and thirst?

You placed it on the kitchen bench,

Saying it was used to cut my umbilical cord.
I thought of Mum, recently gone,
Labouring for each breath in her dying pain.
You turned to the smell of burning toast.

Plane

There were rules and rituals for its proper use,
Like those that rigged a ship for the voyage South:
Loosening the central screw, re-jigging parts,
Feeling the bevelled blade with a moist thumb,
And tightening again, making the many one.

I'd watch it cruise over rough, weathered wood,

Like Mum’s iron steaming smooth my sea-blue jeans,
Exposing black knotted reefs, treacherous rips,

The strong undercurrents of opposing grain,
Renewing grey timber, smoothing all in its wake.

I'd follow its forward surge, its swish and rush,
Collecting the curled shavings, like crests of waves,
Which we'd race in gutters after the storm,

Or save to stoke Mum’s copper on washing day,
Fascinated by how happily they flamed.
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Trowel

A morning of beginnings and dead ends —
It’s already noon and there’s nothing to show:
The shadow of a three-fingered pen

Caught by lines like the veins in my wrist.

My frustration has sounded a dozen sheets
(Others appreciate the music in this),

Doubled by tearing in halves, quarters, eighths —
Reducing me to a state of unletteredness.

But I compose myself around your tools:
Recalling how this trowel slipped into cement,
Slapped, tapped in time, echoed like a bell

In breaking solid reds cleanly in two.

The wall of the vegie-patch is done:

Four courses high, mortar defined, hardening.
You're cleaning up, the tap’s whistling,

The kite-shaped blade gleaming in the sun.

Clawhammer

I served my apprenticeship in growing up:
Observing, always an arm’s length from the job,
Pigeon-quick in reacting to your call,
Determined to show I was no longer a child.

They were days of hardwood, not pine,

When youd pick your ear with the nail’s point
(The wax of dark words softened steel)

And hammer out a thythm I knew by heart:

Constrained at first, three steadying taps,
Then harder, driving deeper, until halfway in,
When youd strike head to round head,

Each hit a signature of your unbending will.
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I'd practise when you weren't at home,

Testing myself on the backyard bench and stool,
The gate’s impenetrable redgum post,
Struggling to straighten what I couldn't direct.

A son’s apprenticed to his father for life —
That's why I'm finding new uses for this tool:
Today it’s a gavel judging my work,
Tomorrow its claw will extract my mistakes.

Chisel

An extended metaphor long,

It's more singular than the prime
Divisible by nothing and one.

A conduit for the moving mind,
Head silvered by experience,

It channels the urge to create,
Converging to a tapered end

That breaks rock, brick, concrete —
Each impact spicing the air

With approaching thunderstorms,
Adding to unnumbered stars,

Its ring celebrating from sea to sky
The marriage of idea and form:

A wall fourteen courses high.
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Svincnik

Lezal je v kotu tvoje skatle za orodje:
rdeé, s ¢rnim robom, drzalo Stirioglato
za bolj$i oprijem raskavim prstom;
Columbia v 7latu ze bledeca;

ploska mina, ¢vrsta za les in opeko

in nazadnje priostrena z britvico;
prirezana na tretjino svoje dolzine

od krogcev, stevilk, ¢rt, nikdar besed.

Med delom si ga imel za usesom,

zmeraj Skrlatno plamtedim v vederni zatji.
Clovekov najboljsi prijatelj, si ucil,
oznacuje in pomni, vedno ga imej pri roki.

Zivljenjsko dobo pozneje upostevam tvoj nasvet
in za¢nem skicirati prvi osnutek tega.

Srp

Cakal je v davno zapusceni hisi,

nad kru$no pe¢jo, izboklo kot maternica,
mladi, ki so sli prek morja, so pustili tam njega
in Smrt, ki zdaj vozi dizelski kombajn.

Resil sem ga in si predstavljal tvoje veselje.

Preudarno si zagrabil za rocaj,

zbrusen gladko kakor kost od slanega potu,
pozel snop soncave, lebdece v njem,

potipal krivino, skrhano od desetletij nerabe —
toda ne z ob¢utkom, ki sem ga pricakoval.

Spadil si se, ko si izrekel njegovo slovansko ime,
ga skorajda zazvizgal med stisnjenimi zobmi,
kot da je ta ostra beseda iz treh ¢rk

tako grenka zaradi odsotnosti vokalov,

zaradi njene asonance s krvjo in smrtjo.
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Ali pasi v tistem trenutku spet videl

zitna polja, trpe¢a od nenchne suse?

Spet zaslisal ¢rickov tezki spev?

Okusil tisto mesanico toplega kisa in pora,
ki ni nikoli poteila tvoje lakote in Zeje?

Polozil si ga na kuhinjsko klop,

reko¢, da mi je prav ta prerezal popkovino.
Pomislil sem na mamo, pred kratkim umtlo,
hlastajoco za zrakom v smrtni bolecini.

Ti si se posvetil vonju po zazganem toastu.

Obli¢

Pravila in rituali za njegovo pravilno rabo
enaki kot za ladje za plovbo proti jugu:
popusti osrednji vijak, zategni dele,
potipaj poSevno rezilo z vlaznim palcem
in spet pritegni, iz mnogih ustvari eno.

Gledal sem ga, kako drsi po gladini izsusenega lesa

kot mamin zaredi likalnik, glade¢ moje morsko modre kavbojke,
razkriva ¢rne gréaste kledi, zavratne vrtince,

mocne podvodne protitokove

in obnavlja sivi hlod, glade¢ vse v svoji brazdi.

Sledil sem njegovemu navalu, $vistu in naletu,

zbiral oblance, te skodrane valov grebene,

za dirke v jarkih po nevihti,

ali pa jih shranil za mamin bakreni kotel na pralni dan,
ocaran nad tem, kako veselo so vzplamueli.
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Kela

Jutro zacetkov in koncev brez izhoda —

poldne je Ze, nikjer nicesar, kar bi lahko pokazal:
senca peresa, ki ga drZijo trije prsti,

ujeta med ¢ree kot zile na mojem zapestju.

Moj obup v zvenu ducata listov,

(glasbo v tem cenijo drugi),

s trganjem pomnozen dva-, Stiri-, osemkrat
me spravi v stanje analfabetizma.

Toda ob tvojem orodju se spet zberem:
obudim, kako je ta kela zdrknila v malto,
tlesknila, potolkla v ritmu, odmevala kot zvon
in somerno razpolovila &vrste opeke.

Zid zelenjavne grede je koncan:

$tiri vrste visok, ometan, malta se trdi.
Ti cistis, pipa $umi,

rezilo v obliki zmaja se bles¢i v soncu.

Razcepno kladivo

Opravil sem vajenistvo iz odras¢anja:
opazujo¢ delo z varne razdalje

odgovarjal na tvoj klic hitro kot golob,
odlocen, da pokazem, da nisem ve¢ otrok.

Tisto so bili dnevi trdega lesa, ne bora,
ko si se bezal po usesu s konico Zeblja
(vosek temnih besed je mehéal jeklo)

in nabijal ritem, ki sem ga znal na pamet:

sprva zadrzan, trije enakomerni udarci,

nato mocneje, zabijajo¢ globlje, do polovice,
ko si udaril z glavo po okrogli glavi,

vsak udarec podpis tvoje neupogljive volje.
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Vadil sem, ko te ni bilo doma,

se preizkusal na klopi in stolu na dvoriséu,

se trudil na neprebojnem kolu evkaliptove lese,
da bi poravnal, Cesar nisem znal uravnati.

Sin je vajenec ocetov vse Zivljenje —

zato odkrivam nove rabe za to orodje:
danes leseno kladivce, ki presoja moje delo,
jutri bo njegov razcep izpulil moje napake.

Dleto

Dolzine ene razdirjene metafore,
je bolj enkratno kot prastevilo,
deljivo z ni¢ in ena.

Vod za premikajoci um,

glava, posrebrena z izkusnjo,
kanalizira slo po ustvarjanju,
stekajoco se v priostreni konec,
lome¢ kamen, opeko, beton —
vsak udarec odisavi zrak

z bliZzajo¢imi se nevihtami

in dodaja zvezdam brez Stevila
zven svoj, slave¢ od morja do neba
to zlitje ideje in forme:

zid, Stirinajst vrst visok.

Prevedla Tina Mahkota
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Jiaxin Wang

Jiaxin Wang se je rodil leta 1957 v
provinci Hubei na Kitajskem. Po kul-
turni revoluciji se je vpisal na Univer-
zo v Wuhanu, kjer je Studiral kitajsko
filologijo in knjiZzevnost. Leta 1985 se
je preselil v Peking in se zaposlil kot
urednik pri reviji Poezija. Kot gostujoci
predavatelj je bival v Angliji med leto-
ma 1992 in 1994. Kot redni profesor
od leta 2006 poucuje kreativno pisa-
nje na Univerzi Renmin v Pekingu. Je
eden najuglednejsih sodobnih kitajskih
pesnikov, literarni kritik, esejist in pre-
vajalec. Med njegova dela spadajo pe-
sniske zbirke 0% (Spomenik, 1985),
I8 EE (Potujoce skale, 1997),
FHHITF (Pesmi, 2001) in RTERK
(1)1 (Nedokonéana poezija, 2008) ter
eseji N SHHEFHIAHIE (Srecanje ljudi
s svetom, 1989), &1L H LI
AR (Slavec v lastni dobi, 1997), A
FEHERRF (Pesem brez junaka, 2002),
FRJEFK T AT (Iskanje gnezda za
feniksa, 2008) in & HIEKfF (Sneina
zabava, 2010). Uredil je tudi Sest an-
tologij in v kitajs¢ino prevedel izbrane
pesmi in eseje Paula Celana. Njegove
izbrane pesmi so prevedene v ve¢ je-
zikow.

Jiaxin Wang was born in 1957 in Hubei
Province, China. After the Cultural Re-
volution he enrolled in Wuhan Univer-
sity where he studied Chinese philolo-
gy and literature. In 1985 he moved to
Beijing and began working as an editor
for the journal Poerry. He spent time as
a visiting scholar in England between
1992 and 1994. Since 2006 he has
been teaching creative writing as a full
professor at the Renmin University of
China in Beijing. He is one of China’s
most eminent contemporary poets, a
literary critic, essayist, and translator.
His works include the collections of po-
etry 284 (Memorial, 1985), 75l
E&  (Wandering Rocks, 1997), F- 5T
HJiF  (Poems, 2001), and A 52K
~F (Incomplete Poetry, 2008); and the
essays N5 tH L [{AHIE (The Encoun-
ter of Men with the World, 1989), &
(£ H S IR (The Nightingale
in Its Own Era, 1997), %A JEhfE
1 (Poem Without a Hero, 2002), ~
RUJRFK T (Finding a Nest for
the Phoenix, 2008), T (The
Snow’s Entertainment, 2010). He has
also edited six anthologies and trans-
lated selected poems and essays by
Paul Celan into Chinese. His selected
poems have been translated into many
languages.
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Skorpijon

Preobrnil sem vsak kamen na planini,
niti enega Skorpijona: to je bilo otrostvo.
Vendar katero leto, kateri dan?

Zdaj sem se vrnil,

planinski bori mo¢nejsi, visji

in iz Spranje okraste skale

se mi, z Vzdignjenim repom,

skorpijon priblizuje.

Oko proti ocesu, v enem samem hipu,
ze sem kamenje pod njegovimi nogami.

1987
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Balada o varikinu
Pasternaku

Sveca gori,

pisatelj pise sredi zime.

Vsa Rusija je iz¢rpana

in $e enkrat mu pod peresom obstane
sapa sneznega viharja.

Nod, tisina,

kdor koli buden

bi bil osupel ob lepoti bednega sveta
in njegovem beznem miru.

Morda imas$ sreco —

usoda je vzela vse

razen borove mize,

ve¢ kot dovolj

pesniku v teh casih,

ob lastnem bremenu zivljenja,

zeni, ki spi, zalosti

spokojne zimske noi.

Pisi, pesnik, tako kot je Puskin

pisal v zlatu

in spreminjal bolecino v glasbo.
Plamen svece

gori na borovi mizi,

potem tiho skrebljanje

peresa —

nekaj se bliza prek zasnezenega polja,
hladno in zlovesce.

V pesniku nara$¢a vznemirjenost. Brenkajoca radost verzov
se kréi.

Kako bi mu moglo srce vzdrzati vdor
raskavega dihanja volkov?

Kako naj smrti dopusti,

da oneasti to kraljestvo modrega kristala?
Pero se upira,

Ceprav je pesnik vljuden.

Cemu ne ena spodobna no¢

v vseh teh bridkih letih?

Zakaj ne malo miru

in z naSimi besedami

$e enkrat odvrniti smre?

Jasno nebo orkestriranih zvezd,
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pesnik se zanese na umetnost bolj kot na kar koli.
Naj izbrise tragi¢ne note.

Ko bo spal, bo kon¢ana pesem

lezala na borovi mizi,

nezna kot vezenina, preprosta in ¢ista.
Sveca gori

in pero spet poskod¢i prek lista.

Verzi udarjajo v svojem ritmu,
kljubujo¢ namigom usode.

Vendar volkovi zavijajo dalje,

volkovi se blizajo.

Pesnik, zakaj ne bi vtkal njihovih mraze¢ih glasov
v svoje stihe?

Zakaj smrtni spopad zveri in ¢loveka
zapirati v kletko morastih sanj?

Cisti pesnik, kar izpusti§ v pesmi,

bo vdrlo v svet z vecjo divjostjo

kot bles¢ece vrste vol¢jih zob,

ki trgajo ¢lovesko Zivljenje

in so ze dovolj blizu za ugriz.

Zla slutnja!

Jalova pesem,

kako bi mogla zmanjsati

brezmejnost groze?

Pesnik odlozi pero.

Vol¢je zavijanje predira skozi vse,

ko naras¢a iz globin snezne nodi,

v odmorih med eno

in drugo besedo.

Kako lahko $e pisemo,

ko besede ne zmorejo bremena stvari,
ko ne moremo nikoli povedati,

ali mrazeca tozba prihaja z onkraj zasnezenega polja
ali se vzdiguje iz nasih src.

zima 1989, Peking
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Pastorala

Preprican si lahko, da bos zunaj Pekinga

na podezelskih cestah naletel na ovee,

raztepene po poljih kakor neraztopljeni sneg

ali nabrekli cvetovi, ki so se odprli.

V trumah prekrizajo cesto,

pastir jih krice podi

v plevelnati jarek, ko se zaletavajo in poskakujejo sem in tja
skozi prah.

Nikoli nisem bil posebej pozoren,
dokler nisem nekega popoldneva
v sneznem metezu

tesno dohitel tovornjaka z ovecami,
temne odi so strmele dol

nezno in mirno, nezavedajoc se,
kam gredo.

Takrat so se ozrle name
radovedno kakor otroci.

Zavesa snega sc je debelila,
ko sem popustil plin

in opazoval, kako izginjajo.

2004
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Mandarine

Vso zimo jé mandarine,

véasih za mizo,

vcasih na avtobusu.

Vasih, med jedjo,

v knjizni omari snezi.

Véasih, namesto da bi jih jedel,
jih samo lupi, pocasi,

kakor da je v njih nekaj Zivega.

Tako jé mandarine vso dolgo zimo,

in ko jé, se spominja romana,

v katerem junakinja tudi prinese na mizo
kroznik mandarin. Ena se potem trklja
do konca zgodbe.

Imena avtorja ni vedel povedati.

Le mandarine jé v tiini.

Olupki na okenski polici se kopicijo.

Kon¢no se spomni podobe nekaj mandarin

v otrostvu, polozenih ob njegovi postelji

v bolni$nici.

Mati jih je nasla nekje.

Mlajsi brat je prosil za eno, a mati mu je ni hotela dati.
On sam si jih je delil,

Ceprav nobeden ni pojedel zadnje mandarine,

ki je ostala na mizici ob postelji.

Kdo ve, kaj se je zgodilo z njo?

Tako vso zimo jé mandarine,

$e posebej ob dneh, ko snezi ali kadar je obla¢no.
Jé pocasi, kakor da je

Casa na pretek,

kakor da pozira temo.

Jé, lupi, in ko vzdigne glavo,

se v oknu bles¢i sneg.

2006



4062 - JIAXIN WANG

Pivo s sinom

Moz ve¢ kot petdesetih let, zadnja zelja,
da bi posedel ob sinu, odraslem,

a dolgo odsotnem.

Sreca se dvoje kozarcey,

njun zvenk nekaksen objem,
popustita,

potem tisina.

Sin se vzdigne, da bi narodil Se enega,
oce strmi v svoj kozarec,

medtem ko pena z roba

drsi na dno.

December 2007, Amberst, ZDA
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Vse bolj motno ogledalo

1

Ljubezen dreves in kamnov: korenine sleherne etike.

2

Staranje naras¢a, ob mraku se prikaze ve¢ deklet, pobarvanih las,
pomezikujejo s cestnega roba. Zakaj se ne bi ustavil? Kaj si zapustil
takega, da bi bil lahko ponosen? Kaj res mislis, da je tvoja plemenita dusa
v primerjavi z enim njihovih glavnikov vzdrzljivejsa?

3

Ceprav ti vino mo¢no kali um, pozabljene rane zbadajo ostreje kot osti.

4

Nekega dne se bo$ spominjal majhne restavracije, brenc¢ec¢e od muh na
robu Pekinga: kako smo strmeli v veli¢astne lu¢i Hiltona v daljavi in
prvi¢ videli, kako ponizanje prizadene revicino.

5
Letali¢e zaprto, snezni vihar zasipava morje; ni vrnitve domov, le neke
vrste dialog, ki postaja naporen.

6
Tisti, ki Zivijo v hudem mrazu, prihranijo majhen kos zemlje v dvoris¢u,
da bodo posejali son¢nice.

7
Cas je, da snames sliko svoje nekdanje ljubice, vendar pod pogledom
nove ljubimke hiSe, kam jo lahko skrijes?

8
Glede na to, da si zivel od tedaj do zdaj, je tezko verovati, vendar nevera
je strahota.

9
Zlato zrnje plesni, Zetev gnije na polju. Na pragu starec strmi v blagi
jesenski dez. Kaj te je odvrnilo od trpkih beznih pogledov? Zakaj se

zmeraj stamuje$ pisati pesmi o neplodnem ¢loveskem prizadevanju?

10
Ce osel trdi, da je Velik Pesnik, se resnobno priklonis, zakaj to je Dezela
Poezije.
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11
Ko se staras, je prvi drobni zarek poroga v ocesu tvojega sina nezasluzen
dar na dolgo pri¢akovani praznik.

12
To je glasba, ki jo imam rad, kasljanje iz ob¢instva, ko mojster igra: v
temi spet sedem na svoj sedez.

13
Ne gre za to, da si morda starejsi; samo tvoje ogledalo se je zameglilo.

14
Ni stvar v tem, da so dekleta v domadem mestu razpusdena; le tisti
mornar, ki se je vrnil iz viharja, je Ze zdavnaj oslepel.

15

Vsak dan lo$¢is borova tla svoje sobe. Da bi bil pripravljen na Zivljenje z
bosim angelom, ki se nikoli ne prikaze? Nobenega angela ni. Iz kota na
tvojem stropu se spusca debel pajek.

16
Zjutraj vstanes$ in poslusas$ orgle, ob mraku violino in zvecer klavir;
ponodi pa buden slisi$ brezkonéno tisino.

17
Povrnitev vere v Zivljenje je kakor korak noge v zimo; vrne se toplota,
potem stopa$ dalje v snegu.

18

Leta so minila, odkar sta bila zadnji¢ v Zivalskem vrtu: njo $e zmeraj
privla¢i Dvorana Kag, ker pa si ti ni¢ ve¢ ne zeli§ videti tigrov ali labodov,
se nameri§ naravnost proti Gri¢u Opic, kjer se tare otrok.

20

Ko bo njegovo vsezivljenjsko pisanje koncano kakor obdobje tezkega
dela, se mi zdi, da bo stopil iz sobe in se ozr] dale¢, sam sebi mrmraje:
Dete, zdaj ¢utim toplino sonca in slisim iz vrta smeh tvoje héerke ...

2000, Peking

Po angleskib prevodih Diane Shi in Georgea O’ Connela
poslovenil Veno Taufer
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Scorpion

Turned every stone on the mountain,
not one scorpion: this was childhood.
But which year, what day?

Now I've returned,

the mountain pines thicker, taller,
and from a cleft of ochre rock

a scorpion, tail up,

comes toward me.

Eye to eye, in a single moment,
I am the stones beneath his feet.

1987
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The Ballad of Varykino
for Pasternak

A candle is burning,

the writer writes in winter.

All of Russia’s exhausted,

and once more the breath of the snowstorm
stops beneath his pen.

Night, silence,

anyone awake

would be astonished at the beauty of the wretched world
and its momentary peace.

Perhaps you're lucky —

fate took everything

but one pine table,

more than enough

for a poet of these times,

aside from life’s own weight,

the wife asleep, the sadness

of the peaceful winter night.

Write, poet, just as Pushkin

wrote in gold,

turning pain to music.

The burning candle

burns on the pine table,

then the rustle of the pen

goes still —

something’s coming over the snowfield,
chill and ominous.

The poet grows uneasy. The thrumming joy of his lines
contracts.

How can his heart bear to include

the rasping breath of wolves?

How can he let death

profane this realm of blue crystal?

The pen resists

though the poet is correct.

Why not one good night

in all these bitter years?

Why not some peace

and with our words

stave off death once more?

Bright sky of orchestrating stars,
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a poet trusts art above everything.

Let him erase the tragic notes.

When he sleeps, a finished poem

should lie on the pine table,

delicate as embroidery, plain and clean.
The candle is burning

and the pen leaps again across the page.
The lines beat their rhythms

despite fate’s hints.

But wolves keep howling,

wolves draw near.

Poet, why not weave their chilling sound
into your lines?

Why cage the mortal clash of man and beast
inside a fretful dream?

Pure poet, what you left out of the poem
will enter the world with more savagery
than the glinting rows of wolf teeth

that shear off human life,

already near enough to bite.

An omen!

Impotent poem,

how can it reduce

terror’s immensity?

The poet puts down his pen.

The wolves” howls cut through everything,
mounting from the depths of the snowy night,
from the intervals between one word

and another.

The candle is burning.

How can we write on

when words can’t bear things’ weight,
when we can never tell

if the chill whine rises from the snowfield beyond
or from our own hearts.

1989, Winter, Beijing
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Pastoral

On the country roads outside Beijing
you're sure to spot sheep

scattered over fields, like unmelted snow
or swollen blooms burst open.

They cross the road in clumps,

the herdsman barking them down

a weedy ditch, tripping and tumbling
through the dust.

I never paid much attention

until one afternoon

in flurries of snow

I nosed close behind a sheep truck,
the dark eyes gazing down

gentle and quiet, not knowing
where they were headed.

They turned toward me then,
curious as children.

I let the car drift back
through the thickening curtain of snow
and watched them disappear.

2004
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Tangerines

All winter he eats tangerines,
sometimes at the table,
sometimes on a bus.
Sometimes, as he’s eating,
snow falls inside the bookcase.
Sometimes instead of eating,
he simply peels, slowly,

as if something lives within.

So he eats tangerines, all winter long,

and while cating recalls a novel

in which the heroine also brought to the table
a dish of tangerines. One kept rolling

till the end of the story.

But he can’t name the author.

He simply eats the tangerine in silence.

The peels on his windowsill rise higher.

At last an image comes, several tangerines,

in childhood, placed near his hospital bed.

His mother had found them somewhere.

Though his litcle brother begged one, mother refused.
He shared, but neither

would eat the last tangerine,

which stayed on the night stand.

Who knows what became of it?

So he eats tangerines all wincer,

especially on snowy days, gray days.

He eats slowly, as if

there’s plenty of time,

as if he’s devouring darkness.

He eats, peels, and when he lifts his head,

snow glitters at the window.

2006
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A Beer with My Son

For a man over fifty, the lasting wish
to sit beside his son, grown

but long absent.

Two glasses meet,

their clink a kind of hug,

a coming to terms,

then silence.

The son stands to order another,
the father staring in his glass

as the foam at the rim

slides to the bottom.

December, 2007, Amberst, USA
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Darkening Mirror

1
Loving trees and stones: the root of all ethics.

2

The Age advances, and at dusk more girls appear, with tinted hair,
beckoning from the roadside. Why not pull over? What have you left to
be proud of? Do you really think your noble soul, compared to one of
their combs, is more enduring?

3

Though the wine lies heavy on your mind, forgotten wounds stab sharper
than a spike.

4

Someday you'll recall the little restaurant buzzing with flies on the edge
of Beijing: how we sat gazing at the glorious lights of the far-off Hilton,
seeing for the first time how humiliation smites the destitute.

5
Airport shut down, a blizzard madly filling in the sea; no homecoming,
but one kind of dialogue, grown difficult.

6

Those who know how to live in deep cold save a plot of earth in the yard
to sow sunflowers.

7
Time to take down your ex-lover’s painting, but under the eye of the new
mistress of the house, where can you put it?

8
Having lived from then till now, belief is hard, but disbelief is terror.

9

Gold corn mouldering, crops rotting in the field. Old man on the
doorstep, staring in the soft autumn rain. What makes you turn from
bitter glances? Why are you always ashamed to write poems about
fruitless human labor?

10
If a donkey claims he’s a Great Poet, you bow solemnly, for this is The
Land of Poetry.
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11
As you grow old, that first thin gleam of scorn in your son’s eyes comes
like an undeserved gift on a long awaited holiday.

12
This is the music I love, coughs from the audience as the master
performs: I resume my seat in darkness.

13
It’s not that you're any older; your mirror’s just grown dim.

14

It’s not that you're any older; dining alone just takes longer.

15
It’s not that the hometown gitls are loose; just that the sailor back from
the storm went blind long ago.

16

Daily you polish your room’s pine floor. To prepare for life with a
barefoot angel who never appears? There is no angel. From a corner of
your ceiling descends a fat spider.

17
You arise in the morning and listen to the organ, at dusk the violin, and
evening the piano; but awakened at night, you hear unending silence.

18
Restoring faith in life is like stamping your feet in winter; warmth
returns, then you stride off further in the snow.

19

Years since your last trip to the zoo: she’s still drawn to the Hall of
Snakes, but as you no longer wish to see tigers or swans, you head
straight for Monkey Hill, thronged with children.

20

When his lifetime of writing is finished like a term of hard labor, I think
he’ll step from the room and look far away, murmuring to himself:
Child, now I feel the sun’s warmth, and from your garden hear your
daughter’s laughter.

2000, Beijing

Translated by Diana Shi & George O'Connell
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Nagrajenka 12. mlade vilenice v skupini od 7 do 10 let je Tilka
Namestnik, ucenka drugega razreda OS Franca Rozmana - Staneta
Maribor, za pesem Pozabljeni éevlji. Mentorica: Mira Golob.

Izbrana pesem Pozabljeni ¢evlji mlade avtorice Tilke Namestnik morda
daje na prvi pogled napaden vtis ali kritiski pomislek. Zgodb o ¢evljih, ki
pripovedujejo, se spominjajo, so taksni in drugacni, poznamo v otroski
literaturi, tudi v pesemskih oblikah, veliko. A Tilkini ¢evlji nekako niso
iz povsem znane zbirke »literarnih« evljev. Pesnica svojih ¢evljev ne per-
sonificira, kar v otroski literaturi pa tudi v literaturi za otroke najveckrat
zasledimo, ampak so cevlji $e vedno samo éevlji, torej predmet, tako da
je pesnica edini (prvoosebni) subjekt in prvoosebna (pri-)iz-povedovalka.
Tako kot jo razocarajo ¢evlji, kar je razumljivo, saj so samo objekt (neper-
sonificiran), jo razocara tudi bliznja okolica oziroma njeni bliznji. Nihce
se namre¢ ne spomni avtori¢inih preteklih dozivetij. Pesnica uspe resiti
razo¢aranje, morda celo stisko, tako da izpostavi prepric¢anje vase, da verja-
me sebi, svojim obc¢utkom, in to s simpati¢no otrosko kljubovalnostjo, kar
pripelje do poeti¢nega obrata: jaz sama vem, da hodim.

Pozabljeni cevlji

Rjave packe na cevljih,
raztrgani okraski,
uniceni podplati
in zamegljeni dodatki.

Nihce ne ve,
kaj sem v njih dozivela.

Mar se ne spomnijo vec,

kako sem v njih pobegnila
pred tisto trumo vojakov,

pred tistimi sabljami in oklepi?
Se nihée ve¢ ne spomni,

kaj sem v njih docakala

za svoja leta?

Zdaj so sami na polici
na nasem hodniku.

A jaz vsako no¢ hodim z njimi,
a me ne nosi luna,
kot bi kdo pomislil.

Jaz sama vem, da hodim.
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The winner of the 12th Young Vilenica Award in the 7-10 year
age category is Tilka Namestnik, a second-grader from Elementary

School Franc Rozman — Stane, Maribor, for the poem Forgotten
Shoes. Mentor: Mira Golob.

At first glance the selected poem, Forgosten Shoes by the young author Tilka
Namestnik, may give the wrong impression or provoke critical reservations.
Stories about all manner of shoes narrating or reminiscing abound in children’s
literature, including poetry. But somehow Tilkas shoes do not belong to the
thoroughly familiar collection of “literary” shoes. Rather than being personi-
fied, as is common in literature written by and for children, the shoes remain
mere shoes, objects, which leaves the poet as the only first-person subject and
narrator. Just as she is disappointed by her shoes — logically, for they are mere
objects (not personified) — she is disappointed by her environment, by the
people near to her, because nobody remembers her past experiences. The poet
succeeds in assuaging her disappointment, distress even, by highlighting her
self-reliance. With a child’s endearing defiance, she relies on herself, on her
own feelings, which leads to a poetic twist: 1 know myself thar I walk.

Forgotten Shoes

Brown stains on the shoes,
tattered tassels,

run-down soles

and blurry extras.

Nobody knows

where I have worn them.

Can they no longer remember
how I ran, wearing them,
from the troop of the soldiers,
from the sabres and mailcoats?
Can no-one remember

what I have seen in them,

for my age?

They sit alone on a shelf
in our hallway.

But I walk in them every night,
and not in my sleep,
as someone might think.
I know myself that I walk.
Translated by Nada Groselj
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Nagrajenka 12. mlade vilenice v skupini od 11 do 14 let je Marta
Radié, ucenka osmega razreda OS Nikole Tesle Reka, Hrvaska, za
pesem Svoboda (Sloboda). Mentorica: Irena Peic.

Izbrana pesem Svoboda avtorice Marte Radi¢ je pesem, ki z iz¢i$¢eno pesni-
$ko govorico pricara bralcu impresivno in tudi refleksivno vzdusje. Iz pre-
prostega, naklju¢nega dejanja, kot je iz vode pobrati kamen in ga zalucati
v daljavo, avtorici uspe samo vsebino (dogodka) izpovedno oplemenititi in
jo povzdigniti v svet metaforike. Pesnica posredno odpira mnoga vprasa-
nja, ki z njene strani ostanejo neodgovorjena — tako vprasanja kot odgovori
so prepusceni bralcu. Kaj je svoboda, kak$na je lahko njena posledica, kako
jo kdo razume, so vprasanja, ki niso neposredno postavljena, a so nekje v
ozadju in ob branju pesmi in po njem stopijo v ospredje. Pesem ponuja
$e druge vsebinsko poeti¢ne dimenzije in s tem obcutno vsebinsko poeti¢-
no ve¢pomenskost, ki je odlika dobrih pesmi. Kljub po obsegu nekoliko
skromni uporabi pesniSkih »sredstev« lahko za Martino pesem Swvoboda
re¢emo, da ji ni kaj dodati niti odvzeti.

Sloboda Svoboda

Pruzim ruku, Iztegnem roko,
a u ruci dio mora, v roki pa kos¢ek morja,

kamen se kotrlja. kamen se kotali.

Zamahnem

i odleti u daljinu.
Letedi prema stijeni
radosno misli:
»Napokon slobodal«

A onda udari o stijenu,
nastanu dva kamena

i ponovo se stope s

krhkom staklastom povrsinom.

Zamahnem

in v daljavo odleti.

Ko leti proti skali,
radostno premisljuje:
»Kon¢no svobodal«

Potem pa udari ob skalo,
nastaneta dva kamna

in se ponovno zlijeta

s krhko, steklasto povrsino.

Prevedel David Teréon
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The winner of the 12th Young Vilenica Award in the 11—14 year age
category is Marta Radic, an eighth-grader from Elementary School
Nikola Tesla, Rijeka, Croatia, for the poem Freedom. Mentor:
Irena Peic.

With its finely honed poetic idiom, the selected poem, Freedom by Marta
Radi¢, conjures up an impressive and reflective atmosphere for the reader.
A simple, accidental act like plucking a pebble from the sea and tossing it
into the distance is enriched with additional meaning and elevated into a
metaphor. Indirectly, the poet opens many issues which remain unanswe-
red on her part: both questions and answers are left to the reader. What is
freedom, what its consequences may be, how it is understood — all these
questions are not posed directly but hover in the background, stepping to
the fore during and after the poem has been read. The poem offers still
other dimensions of poetic content and thus manifold layers of meaning,
a trademark of good poetry. Despite its sparing use of poetic “devices”,
Marta’s poem Freedom admits no amplification or reduction.

Freedom

I stretch out my hand,
inside a bit of the sea,

a pebble is rolling.

I swing my arm

and it flies far away.
Flying towards a cliff,

it thinks, joyous:
“Freedom at last!”

But, smashing against the cliff,
one becomes two

and they blend again
into fragile glass surface.

Translated by Nada Groselj
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Nagrajenka 12. mlade vilenice v skupini od 15 do 17 let je Veronika
Martinéié, ucenka devetega razreda OS Toneta Cufarja Ljubljana,
za pesem Sonet s érko R. Mentorica: Anica Dobrove.

Pesem Veronike Martinci¢ Sonet s érko R je precej$nja osvezitev med pri-
spevki — ko imamo v mislih 3. starostno skupino avtoric in avtorjev — na-
te¢aja Mlada Vilenica 2012. Pesnica se je preizkusila v klasi¢ni pesniski
obliki, sonetu, ki je pri Veroniki sicer precej svobodna (tako pri rimah kot
pri Stevilu zlogov), vendar dosega dovolj izrazit ritem, ki razen na redkih
mestih omogoca bralcu tekode branje ali interpretacijo. Kar posebej pri-
tegne, je vsebina in izbrana, pesniSko ne ravno vsakdanja tematika. Pesem
je humorna, spro$¢ena. Avtorica neobremenjeno »vpesni« svojo ¢rko R,
svojo zadnjico kot glavni objekt pesmi. Pri tem se spretno izogne banalizi-
ranju in ostane presenetljivo iskrena do sebe in bralca. Veronikina humor-
nost, spro$¢enost, iskrena neposrednost, ki pa je glede na vsebino dale¢ od
prozai¢nosti, daje pesmi Sonet s érko R tisto poeti¢no vrednost, ki zasluzi
vedjo pozornost.

Sonet s érko R

Usedla sem se nanjo,
pod mojo tezo jedi,
malo mar mi je zanjo,
dokler me ne boli.

Zjutraj jo v tesne hlace stlacim,
zveler jo preobletem in umijem,
v $oli veckrat jo potla¢im,

na strani$¢u pa razkrijem.

A je vseeno vesela,
dokler je del mene,

je vsak dan bolj debela.

In ¢&e kdo potrka,
spostljivo vstanem
in z mano moja ¢rka.



MLADA VILENICA 2012 / YOUNG VILENICA AWARD 2012 - 479

The winner of the 12th Young Vilenica Award in the 15-17 year
age category is Veronika Martinéic, a ninth-grader from Elementary
School Tone Cuﬁzr, Ljubljana, for the poem A Sonnet with the
Letter A. Mentor: Anica Dobrovc.

The poem by Veronika Martindi¢, A Sonnet with the Letter A, comes as a
breath of fresh air in the third age category of authors participating in the
“Young Vilenica” 2012 competition. The poet tries her hand at a classic ver-
se form, the sonnet. While Veronika's sonnet is not strict in terms of rhyme
and syllable count, it generally achieves a sufficient rhythmic quality to ena-
ble fluent reading or interpretation. Particularly attractive is the content,
the choice of subject-matter, which is hardly a common poetic choice. The
poem is humorous, laid back, with the author cheerfully “setting to verse”
her letter A, her bottom, as the main object. Adroitly evading banality, she
remains startlingly frank with herself and her reader. Veronika’s humour,
relaxation, her sincere immediacy, which is — in the light of her theme — far
removed from prosiness, invests the poem A Sonnet with the Letter A with
the kind of poetic value which merits closer attention.

A Sonnet with the Letter A

I've sat down on it,

it groans beneath my weight,
but I don’t care a whit

as long as there’s no pain.

By day it’s squeezed in pants, too tight,
and washed when nighttime falls,

I tuck it in at school sometimes,

but strip in toilet stalls.

Still, it seems happy for all that,
as long as it’s a part of me,
it grows each day more fat.

When someone knocks to enter,
I rise for them respectfully,
and so, with me, my letter.

Translated by Nada Groselj
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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:

Péter Esterhdzy, Reinbard P Gruber, Ingram Hartinger, Zbigniew Herbert, Gert
Hofinann, Tadeusz Konwicki, Lojze Kovacié, Slavko Mihalié, Gerhard Roth,
Milan Rifus, Eva Schmidt, Jan Skicel, Wistawa Szymborska, Fulvio Tomizza,
Istvan Vas, Igor Zidié

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA ZA LETO 1987
JE DRUSTVO SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV PODELILO

Petru Handkeju

Utemeljitev nagrade: Erik Prund
KRISTAL VILENICE 1987 — Gregor Strnisa

V publikaciji Vilenica 1987 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:
Ivan Aralica, Dezsi Tandori, Erzséber Galgdezi, Litbomir Feldek, Carmela
Fratantonio, Peter Handke, Bohumil Hrabal, Geda Jacolutti, Drago Janiar,
Alfred Kolleritsch, Ryszard Krynicki, Andrzej Kusniewicz, Giuliana Morandini,
Agnes Nemes Nagy, Jan Skdcel, Gregor Strnisa, Wistawa Szymborska, Dominik
Tatarka, Veno Taufer, Pavle Ugrinov, Adam Zagajewski, Vitomil Zupan

pispuT: Claudio Magris: Fwaldova bakla / Fwald's Torch

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA ZA LETO 1988
JE DRUSTVO SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV PODELILO

Pétru Esterhdzyju

Utemeljitev nagrade: joze Hradil
KRISTAL VILENICE 1988 — Fwa Lipska

V publikaciji Vilenica 1988 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

Birgitta Arens, Francesco Burdin, Sdndor Csodri, Jaroslav Cej/m, Miroslav
Cervenka, Milan Dekleva, Danijel Dragojevié, Benedikt Dyrlich, Viado Gotovac,
Marian Grzesczak, Klaus Hoffer, Anton Hykisch, Gert Jonke, Ldszlé Lator, Ewa
Lipska, Marcelijus Martinaitis, Vesna Parun, Erica Pedretti, Richard Pietrass,
Ilma Ratkusa, Christoph Ransmayr, Renzo Rosso, Jaroslaw Marek Rymkiewicz,
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Ryszard Schubert, Tomaz Salamun, Rudi Svelz'go, Josef Simon, Aleksandar Tisma,
Judita Vaiiunaite, Tomas Venclova, Giorgio Voghera, Josef Winkler, Dane Zajc,
Stefcm Zary’

pispuT: Czestaw Mitosz: Cetrta uéna ura | The Fourth Teaching Lesson

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA ZA LETO 1989
JE DRUSTVO SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV PODELILO

Janu Skdclu

Utemeljitev nagrade: Albina Lipovec
KRISTAL VILENICE 1989 — Dubravka Ugresi¢

V publikaciji Vilenica 1989 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

H. C. Artmann, Jan Beno, Volker Braun, Gino Brazzoduro, Jan Buzdssy, Paola
Capriolo, Sdndor Csodri, Miroslav Dudok, Bogumil Puzel, Petar Gudelj,
Christoph Hein, Milan Jesih, Gert Jonke, Eugeniusz Kabatc, Danilo Kis, Ivan
Klima, Jurij Koch, Kajetan Kovié, Gabriel Laub, Florjan Lipus, Miklos Meszily,
Emil Mikulenaite, Adolph Muschg, Tadeusz Nowak, Josip Osti, Tone Paviek,
Kornelijus Platelis, Ingrid Puganigg, Miroslav Putik, Alojz Rebula, Carlo Sgorlon,
Werner Sollner, Andrzej Szczypiorski, Antonio Tabucchi, Dubravka Ugresic,
Miroslav Valek, Dragan Velikié, Ligio Zanini

pispuT: 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:

Jonynas Antanas, Aleksandra Berkovd, Andrej Blatnik, Leon Briedis, Miroslav
Cervenka, Ales Debeljak, Nedjeljko Fabrio, Andris Fodor, Branko Gradisnik, Niko
Grafenauer, Reinhardt P Gruber, Maja Haderlap, Pawet Huelle, Anton Hykisch,
Eugenius Ignatavitius, Lubomir Jurik, Diana Kempff, Tomas Saulius Kondro-
tas, Michael Kohlmeier, Gyorgy Konrid, Miroslav Kosuta, Stelio Mattioni, Libuse
Monikovd, Péter Nddas, Gdspdr Nagy, Boris Pahor, Miodrag Pavlovié, Giorgio
Pressburger, Eva Schmidt, Knuts Skujenicks, Joge Snoj, Jin Josef Szczepariski,
Andrzej Szcypiorski, Susanna Tamaro, Ladislav Tazky, Goran Tribuson, BoZena
Trilecovd, Ludvik Vaculik, Joachim Walter, Anka Zagar

DISPUT: VENO TAUFER: [zziv ali zgaga? / Challenge or Hassle?
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MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA ZA LETO 1991
JE DRUSTVO SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV PODELILO

Zbigniewu 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 Chytilovd, Heinz Czechowski, Istvin Eorsi,
Lajos Grendel, Fabjan Hafner, Reto Hinny, lvanka Hergold, Andrej Hieng, Alois
Hotschnig, Vitazoslav Hronec, Anna Jékai, Donaldas Kajokas, Milan Kleé, Mirko
Kova, Lojze Krakar, Vit Kremlicka, Bronistaw Maj, Laura Marchig, Steﬁm
Moravik, Luko Paljetak, Oskar Pastior, Jure Potokar, Hans Raimund, Rolandas
Rastauskas, Gyorgy Somlyd, Mario Susko, lvo Svetina, Susanna Tamaro, Arvo
Valton, Szaboles Virady, Bite Vilimaité, Alena Vostrd, Joachim Walther, Ernest
Wichner, Josef Winkler

pisPUT: Viado Gotovac: Skica o Atlasu / Sketch of the Atlas

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA ZA LETO 1992
JE DRUSTVO SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV PODELILO

Milanu Kunderi

Utemeljitev nagrade: Jaroslav Skrusny
KRISTAL VILENICE 1992 — Endre Kukorelly

V publikaciji Vilenica 1992 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:
Alexandra Berkovd, Vytautas Blozé, Branko Cegec, Slavenka Drakulié, Gustav
Janus, Duian Jovanovié, Ferenc Jubdsz, Ryszard Kapusciriski, Marie-Thérése
Kerschbaumer, Eftim Kletnikov, Krzysztof Koehler, Uwe Kolbe, Mirko Kovad,
Endre Kukorelly, Krzysztof Lisowski, Drahoslav Machala, Vytautas Martinkus,
Tvan Minatti, Libuse Monikovd, Boris A. Novak, Lajos Parti Nagy, Aarne Puu,
Gerhard Roth, Stefan Strdzay, Jana Stroblovd, Marjan Tomsié, Miloslav Topinka,
Dragan Velikié, Jani Virk, Peter Waterhouse

DISPUT: Evgen Baviar: Univerzalizmi in njihova Facies Hypocritica / Universalisms
and Their Facies Hypocritica

Péter Esterhdzy: Postmoderni barbarizem ali Evropa brez lastnosti / Postmodern
Barbarism or Europe with No Characteristics
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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:

Zsdfia Balla, Jézef Baran, Roberto Dedenaro, Helmut Einsendle, Alojz Ihan,
Dzevad Karahasan, Matjaz Kocbek, Viastimil Kovalcik, Marko Kravos, Zvonko
Makovié, Liszlé Mdrton, Robert Menasse, Francesco Micieli, Marjeta Novak
Kajzer, Paul Parin, Denis Poniz, Diana Pranckietyté, Carlo Sgorlon, Arvo Valton,
Michal Viewegh, Piotr Woiciechowski, Ifigenija Zagoricnik Simonovié

pIsPUT: Georges-Arthur Goldschmidt, Viado Gotovac, Liszlé Kraszndhorkai,
Antonin J. Liehm: Edvard Kocbek: Palica / Edvard Kocbek: The Stick

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA ZA LETO 1994
JE DRUSTVO SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV PODELILO

Josipu Ostiju

Utemeljitev nagrade: Denis Poniz
KRISTAL VILENICE 1994 — Slavko Mihalié

V publikaciji Vilenica 1994 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:
Marjorie Agosin, Edoardo Albinati, Arni Bergmann, Milos Biedrzycki, Christa
Dericum, Janko Ferk, Antonio Fian, Antanas Gailius, Viado Gotovac, Egyd
Gstéttner, Gunnar D. Hansson, Daniel Hevier, Vitazoslav Hronec, Pawet Huelle,
Goran Ignjatije Jankovié, Richard Jackson, Dzevad Karahasan, Lubor Kasal,
Thomas Kling, Majda Kne, Miklavg Komelj, Jurgis Kuncinas, Feri Lainsiek,
Phillis Levin, Svetlana Makarovié, Giuseppe Mariuz, Jinos Marno, Mateja
Matevski, Andrej Medved, Slavko Mihali¢, Dusan Mitana, Grzegorz Musiat,
Juan Octavio Prenz, Aleksander Perfolja, Gyirgy Petri, Lenka Prochdzkovd,
Gianfranco Sodomaco, Matthew Sweeney, Tomaz Salamun, Igor g/mmperle,
Jachym Topol, Urs Widmer, Uros Zupan

pIsPUT: Alain Finkielkraut: Intelektualci, politika in vojna / Intellectuals, Politics
and War
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MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA ZA LETO 1995
JE DRUSTVO SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV PODELILO

Adolfu Muschgu

Utemeljitev nagrade: Vesna Kondrié Horvat
KRISTAL VILENICE 1995 — Marzanna Bogumita Kielar

V publikaciji Vilenica 1995 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

Jovica Acin, Kurt Aebli, Marjorie Agosin, Eugenijus Alisanka, Marcin Baran,
Arni Bergmann, Krzystof Bielecki, Dariusz Bittner, Loredana Bogliun, Berta
Bojetu-Boeta, lereza Bouckovd, Lucas Cejpek, Réza Domascyna, Erik Groch,
Gunnar D. Hansson, Nora Ikstena, Richard Jackson, Marzanna Bogumita
Kielar, Rade Krstié, Phillis Levin, Tonko Maroevié, Manfred Moser, Danielius
Musinskas, Juan Octavio Prenz, Radovan Paviovski, Tone Pertié, Sibila Petlevski,
Raoul Schrott, Zorko Sim(ié, Rudolf Sloboda, Andyrzej Stasiuk, Matthew Sweeney,
Tomaz Salamun, Jdn Strasser, Zsuzsa Tikdcs, Dezsé Tandori, Jaromir Typlt, Milos
Vacik, Sasa Vegri, Pavel Vilikovsky, Ernest Wichner, Ciril Zlobec, Viado Zabot,
Aldo Ze;jal

DISPUT: Lojze Kovalic: Ali pisatelj potrebuje svet, ki njega ne potrebuje? / Does a
Writer Need the World which Doesnt Need Him?

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA ZA LETO 1996
JE DRUSTVO SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV PODELILO

Adamu Zagajewskemu

Utemeljitev nagrade: Niko Jez
KRISTAL VILENICE 1996 — Kuca Celan

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, Kaéa Celan, Zita Cepﬂite, Stefano Dell antonio,
Ljiliana Dirjan, Dusan Dusek, Milan Dordevié, Menna Elfyn, Jinos Hdy,
Ann Jiderlund, Antanas A. Jonynas, Julian Kornhauser, Andris Ferenc Kovics,
Viadimir Kovalié, Friederike Kretzen, Enzo Martines, Lydia Mischkulnig,
Brane Mozetié, 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
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MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA ZA LETO 1997
JE DRUSTVO SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV PODELILO

Pavlu Vilikovskemu

Utemeljitev nagrade: Andrej Rozman
KRISTAL VILENICE 1997 — Nicole Miiller

V publikaciji Vilenica 1997 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

Attila Baldzs, Pauls Bankovskis, Peters Britveris, Stefan Chwin, Gillian Clarke,
Vittorio Cozzoli, Vera Cej/eow/m, Liutauras Degésys, Evald Flisar, Franjo
Frantié, Niko Grafenauer, Marianne Gruber, Aime Hansen, Joze Hudelek,
Hanna Johansen, Vanda Juknaite, Mila Kaci¢, Doris Kareva, Istvdan Kovdcs,
Kristina Ljaljko, Peter Macsovsky, Herbert Maurer, Neza Maurer, Christopher
Merrill, Katja Lange Miiller, Nicole Miiller, Ewald Murrer, Miha Obit, Albert
Ostermaier, Pavao Pavlitic, Delimir Resicki, Brane Senegacnik, Abdulah Sidran,
Andrzej Sosnowski, Pierre-Yves Soucy, Ragnar Stromberg, Olga Tokarczuk, Alta
VidSovd, Anastassis Vistonitis, Anatol Viarcinski, Andrew Zawadcki

DISPUT: Daimon zapeljevanja | Daimon of lemptation:
Rainer Maria Rilke: Orfej ® Evridika © Hermes / Orpheus © Eurydike © Hermes

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA ZA LETO 1998 JE DRUSTVO
SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV PODELILO

Pétru Nidasu

Utemeljitev nagrade: Orsolya Gdllos
KRISTAL VILENICE 1998 — Peter Semolié

V publikaciji Vilenica 1998 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:
Amanda Aizpuriete, Andrei Bodiu, Jan Cikvin, France Forstnerié, Natasza
Goerke, Felicitas Hoppe, Zoé Jenny, Arne Johnsson, Jiti Kratochvil, José Jorge
Letria, Vida Mokrin Pauer, Maja Novak, Hava Pinhas-Koen, Ilma Rakusa, Izet
Sarajlié, Peter Semolié, Marko Sosi¢, Alvydas S/epi/ms, Slobodan gmzjder, Pia
Tafdrup, Veno laufer, Ldszls Villdnyi, Milan Vincetié, Hugo Williams, Andrea
Zanzotto

DISPUT: Timothy Garton Ash: Konec stoletja, zacetek tisolletja / The End of the
Century, the Beginning of the Millennium
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MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA ZA LETO 1999
JE DRUSTVO SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV PODELILO

Erici Pedretti

Utemeljitev nagrade: Vesna Kondrié 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
Tvaskevitius, Richard Jackson, Jana Juritiova, Jaan Kaplinski, Drazen Katunari,
1aja Kramberger, Ryszard Krynicki, Franco Loi, Miha Mazzini, Milos Mikeln,
Mimmo Morina, Andrej Morovié, Amir Or, Razvan Petrescu, Asher Reich,
Christopher Reid, Kathrin Roggla, Ljudmila Rubljévska, Anna Santoliquido,
Armin Senser, Sande Stojcevski, Vojo Sindolié, Adriana Skunca, Otté Tolnai,
Bogdan Trojak, Nenad Velickovié, Karen Volkman, Dane Zajc

DISPUT: [7st na zalethu 20. stoletja: futuristicna utopija ali mozni model za
nadnacionalno in ustvarjalno sozitje v zdruzeni (srednji) Evropi / Trieste at the
Beginning of the 20" Century: A Futuristic Utopia or Realistic Model of Trans-
National and Creative Coexistence of People in the Common (Central) Europe

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA ZA LETO 2000
JE DRUSTVO SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV PODELILO

Slavku Mibalicu

Utemeljitev nagrade: Veno Taufer
KRISTAL VILENICE 2000 — Istvdn Voros

V publikaciji Vilenica 2000 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

Zoran Ancevski, Peter Bozi¢, Uke Bucpapaj, Ales Car, Primo# Cucnik, Jacques
Darras, Lidija Dimkovska, Mircea Dinescu, Michael Donhauser, Janis Elsbergs,
Leopold Federmair, Mila Haugova, Ze/j/eo Tvankovié, Liudvikas Jakimavitius,
Urs Karpf, Georgiu Konstantinov, Hasso Krull, Gary Lawless, Umberto Mangani,
Erik Menkveld, Jaume Perez Montaner, Imre Oravecz, Silvana Paletti, Katherine
Pierpoint, Angelina Polonskaya, Milorad Popovié, Ana Ristovié, Sudeep Sen,
Marcin Sendecki, Ronny Someck, Marjan Strojan, Brina S‘w‘ge[j Meérat, Yorgos
Veis, Istvan Vords, Gerald Zschorsch

DISPUT: Friederike Kretzen: Vioga 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
Régis 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 Babadié, Mohammed Bennis, Natalka Bilocerkivec, Casimiro De Brito,
Richard Burns, Peteris Cedrins, Robert Davis, Michel Deguy, Ferida Durakovid,
Andreas Ehin, Hans Eichhorn, Mauro Faccioni Filho, Michael Farrell, Ldszlo
Garaczi, Greg Gatenby, Adam Globus, Adela Greceanu, Petr Hruska, Valdo
Immovilli, Dragan Jovanovi¢ Danilov, Laurynas Katkus, Viadimir Kavcié, Katica
Kjulavkova, Barbara Korun, Maruia Krese, Roman Ludva, Sonja Manojlovic,
Narlan Matos, Maridn Milédk, Banya Natsuishi, Claudio Pozzani, Matthew
Robrer, Erik Stinus, Franco Supino, Vivienne Vermes, Thor Vilhjdlmsson, 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 — P#l Zdvada

V publikaciji Vilenica 2002 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

Jorge Enrigque Adoum, Dritéro Agolli, Andriy Bondar, Snezana Bukal, Bora Cosié
Jozefina Dautbegovié, Tanja Diickers, Oswald Egger, Jaksa Fiamengo, loan Flora,
Janice Galloway, Chuah Guat Eng, Sinan Gudzevié, Michdl Hvorecky, Anatol
Kudravec, Anatolij Kudrjavicki, Leena Lander, Franco Manzoni, Maciej Melecki,
Dusan Mere, Petr Mikes, Vinko Moderndorfer, Herta Miiller, Patricia Nolan,
Knut Odegird, Justo Jorge Padron, Monika Van Paemel, Ratimir Pavlovié, Janis
Rokpelnis, Ken Smith, Glen Sorestad, Luan Starova, Vidosav Stevanovié, Lucija
Stupica, Tone S/e;jﬂnec, Willem Vian Toorn, Pil Zdvada

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 Abdlutd, Hana Andronikova, Kostas Assimacopoulos, Viadimir Balla,
Marek Biericzyk, Boris Bileti¢, Nicole Brossard, René De Ceccatty, Paulo Da
Costa, John F Deane, Paulette Dubé, Lynn Emanuel, Pavle Goranovié, Norbert
Gstrein, Jacques Izoard, Rutger Kopland, Herkus Kundius, Taras Luchuk, Donal
Mclaughlin, Gordana Mibailova Bosnakoska, Tom Petsinis, Vivienne Plumb,
Gregor Podlogar, Alek Popov, Stella Rotenberg, Paolo Ruffilli, Fiona Sampson,
Ljudka Silnova, Andrej E. Skubic, Eira Stenberg, James late, Krisztina Toth,
Suzana Tratnik, Christian Uetz, Viadimir 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 Mohorid, Agata Venier

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA ZA LETO 2004
JE DRUSTVO SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV PODELILO

Brigitti 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 Balabdn, Mubarem Bazdulj, Eric Brogniet, Stefan Caraman, Dasa Drndic,
Martin Fabrner, Edward Foster, Georgi Gospodinov, Gintaras Grajauskas,
Daniela Kapitdriovd, Vojislav Karanovié, Artiom Kavalevski, Juris Kronbergs,
Alain Lance, Sydney Lea, Vasyl Makbno, Katarina Marini¢, Txema Martinez
Inglés, Valzina Mort, Novica Novakovi¢, Gino Pastega, Szildrd Podmaniczky,
Aleksandar Prokopiev, Barbara Simoniti, Peter Steiner, Anni Sumari, Viadimir 2
gtefzmec, 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, Brigita Bercon
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MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA ZA LETO 200§
JE DRUSTVO SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV PODELILO

Ilmi Rakusa in Karlu-Markusu GaufSu

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 Barisevié, Viadas Braziunas, Anna
Maria Carpi, Theodora Dimova, Jure Jakob, Janez Kajzer, Viliam Klimdcek,
Olivera Korvezirovska, Cuvetka Lipus, Jaan Malin, [Jim Mcgarrah, 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 / CEI ROUND TABLE DISCUSSION AT VILENICA:
»Moznosti sobivanja razlicnib kultur v Evropi in proces iskanja nove kulturne
paradigme« | “The Possibilities of Coexistence of Different Cultures in Europe and
the Process of Searching a New Cultural Paradigm”

MODERATOR: Ale§ Debeljak

MLADA VILENICA 2005 / YOUNG VILENICA AWARD 2005: Rogana Svara, Eva Mohori¢

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA ZA LETO 2006
JE DRUSTVO SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV PODELILO

Miodragu Pavloviéu

Utemeljitev nagrade: Veno Taufer
KRISTAL VILENICE 2006 — Mojca Kumerdej

V publikaciji Vilenica 2006 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

Inga Abele, Michdl Ajvaz, Venko Andonovski, Lindita Arapi, Alhierd Bacharevid,
Szildrd Borbély, Yiorgos Chouliaras, Daiva Cepczus/mité, Ervin Fritz, Tatjana
Gromaca, Brian Henry, Oto Horvat, Nora luga, lva Jevtié, Zdenko Kodrid,
Mirius Kopcsay, Miran Kosuta, Mojca Kumerdej, Terézia Mora, Birgit Miiller-
Wieland, Tonnu Onnepalu (Emil Tode), Claudio Pozzani, Gabriel Rosenstock,
Goran Samardzi¢, Ostap Slyvynsky, Breda Smolnikar, Olga Tokarczuk, Marko
Ursié, Raphael Urweider, Ekaterina Yossifova

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE DISCUSSION AT VILENICA:
»Kdo slisi sosedovo zgodbo?« / “Who Can Hear One’s Neighbours Story?”
MODERATOR: Simona Skrabec
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MAN] POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN LITERATURES
OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Sodobna baskovska knjizevnost | Contemporary Basque
Writing: Barnardo Atxaga, Miren Agur Meabe, Rikardo Arregi, Harkaitz Cano,
Kirmen Uribe

MLADA VILENICA 2006 / YOUNG VILENICA AWARD 2006: Dita Skali¢; Aljas Ferencek,
Miroslava Furtkevicovd

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 Brkovié, Gentian Cogoli,
Dumitru Crudu, Vytautas Deksnys, Dagnija Dreika, Kristiina Ebin, Carolyn
Forché Mattison, Neje Gazvoda, Sonja Harter, loana leronim, Andrej Kurkov,
Meta Kusar, Ermis Lafazanovski, Agi Mishol, Senadin Musabegovié, Ales Mustar,
Dennis Odriscoll, Maja Panajotova, Roberto Pazzi, Monika Rinck, Edi Shukriu,
Piotr Sommer, Igor Stiks, Jan Strasser, Sami Tchak, Tomas Transtromer, Christina
Viragh, Matjaz Zupancié, Barys Zaniak

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE DISCUSSION AT VILENICA:
»(Samo)cenzura danes: literarna cenzura v luéi politicne korektnosti« / “(Self)-
Censorship Today: Literary Censorship in the Light of Political Correctness”
MODERATOR: Alenka Pubar

MAN] POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN LITERATURES
OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Sodobna knjizevnost v irstini / Contemporary Literature
in Irish: Celia de Fréine, Tomds Mac Sioméin, Dairena Ni Chinnéide, Michedl O
Congbaile, 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 Hadanovi¢

V publikaciji Vilenica 2008 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:
Jurij Andrubovié, Laslo Blaskovié, Cvetanka Elenkova, Iztok Geister, Andrej
Hadanovié, Kica Kolbe, Florin Lizdrescu, Arian Leka, Yang Lian, Diego Marani,
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Jean-Michel Maulpoix, Irina Nekit, Imre Oravecz, Marina Palej, Ulrich Peltzer,
Ivana Sajko, Peter Stamm, Magdalena Svetina Teréon, Dusan Sarotar, Bina
gmmpe Zmavc, Jiiri Talvet, Zoé Valdés, 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, Biruté Jonuskaité, Sigitas Parulskis, Kornelijus Platelis,
Tomas Venclova

MLADA VILENICA 2008 / YOUNG VILENICA AWARD 2008: Liam Visentin, Ana Semrov

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA ZA LETO 2009
JE DRUSTVO SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV PODELILO

Claudiu Magrisu

Utemeljitev nagrade: Veronika Simoniti
KRISTAL VILENICE 2009 — Luljeta Lleshanaku

V publikaciji Vilenica 2009 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

Jana Benovd, Ines Cergol, Kalin Donkov, Umberto Galimberti, Forrest Gander,
Andrea Grill, Miljenko Jergovic, gtefzm Kardo$, Yasmina Khadra, Herkus
Kuntius, Alejandra Laurencich, Luljeta Lleshanaku, Dan Lungu, Tone Partljic;
Jana Putrle Srdié, Peter Rezman, Victor Rodriguez Niiiez, Maria Sleabtitchi,
Ewa Sonnenberg, Viada Urosevié, Oksana Zabuzko

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE DISCUSSION AT VILENICA:
»lzbira med svobodo in zapovedjo: literarna avtonomija in mehanizmi izbora« /
“Choice between Freedom and Command: Literary Autonomy and the Mechanics
of Choice”

MODERATOR: Andrej Blatnik

MAN] POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI: FLANDRIJA NA VILENICI /
LESSER-KNOWN LITERATURES OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: FLANDERS AT VILENICA:
Miriam Van Hee, Stefan Hertmans, Monika Van Paemel, Peter Verhelst

MLADA VILENICA 2009 / YOUNG VILENICA AWARD 2009: Jana Stekar, Gaja Rupnik
Caruso
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MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA ZA LETO 2010
JE DRUSTVO SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV PODELILO

Dzevadu Karahasanu

Utemeljitev nagrade: Jana Unuk
KRISTAL VILENICE 2010 — Goran Vojnovic

V publikaciji Vilenica 2010 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

Max Blaeulich, Jacek Debnel, Kristin Dimitrova, Veronika Dintinjana, Aris
Fioretos, Ludwig Hartinger, Enes Kari¢, Blage Minevski, Salvatore Niffoi,
Radoslav Petkovié, Taras Prohasko, Viktdria Radics, Maja Razborsek, Joachim
Sartorius, Illja Sin, Octavian Soviany, Veronika Sikulova, Jdchym 1opol, Suzana
Tratnik, Goran Vojnovié, C. D. Wright, Agné Zagm/mlyté

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE DISCUSSION AT VILENICA:
»O branju: bralna izkusnja in njene oblike v sodobnem asu« / “On Reading:
Reading Experience and its Forms in Modern Times”

MODERATORKA / MODERATOR: 1anja Lesnicar Pucko

MANJ POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI: WALES NA VILENICI / LESSER-
KNOWN LITERATURES OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: WALES AT VILENICA: Lloyd Jones, Sidn
Melangell Dafydd, Wiliam Owen Roberts, Angharad Price

MLADA VILENICA 2010 / YOUNG VILENICA AWARD 2010: Nina Rozman, Rok Muhic,
Lidija Magdevska

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA ZA LETO 2011
JE DRUSTVO SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV PODELILO

Mirceu Cartdrescuju

Utemeljitev nagrade: Lidija Dimkovska
KRISTAL VILENICE 2011 — Dan Coman

V publikaciji Vilenica 2011 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali:

Pavel Brycz, Pierluigi Cappello, Sarah Clancey, Dan Coman, Ivan Dobnik,
Gyirgy Dragomdn, Jean-Michel Espitallier, Xavier Farré Vidal, Guy Helminger,
Stanka Hrastelj, Ljiljana Joki¢ Kaspar, Gorazd Kocijancic, Tatjana Komissarova,
Alain Lance, Vesna Lemaic, Viadimir Levéev, Nikola Madzirov, Alberto Manguel,
Aleksander Persolja, Edo Popovié, Angelika Reitzer, Tomasz Rézycki, Lubica
Somolayovd, Ognjen Spahié, Agron Tufa, Arturas Valionis, Jan Wagner

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE DISCUSSION AT VILENICA:
»Beri me v Zivo« /| “Read Me Live”

MODERATOR: Gregor Podlogar
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MAN] POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICL: TURCIJA NA VILENICI / LESSER-
KNOWN LITERATURES OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: TURKEY AT VILENICA: Nazli Eray,
Nedim Giirsel, Mehmet Yasin

MLADA VILENICA 2011 / YOUNG VILENICA AWARD 2011: Julija Zeleznik, Teja Gerjovic,
Lara Ruzic Povirk



Clani zirije / Jury Members

Andprej Blatnik, predsednik Zirije, pisatelj, prevajalec, urednik / President of the
jury, prose writer, translator, editor

Lidija Dimkovska, podpredsednica Zirije, pesnica, prevajalka, esejistka / Vice
President of the jury, 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 novej$o nemsko knjizevnost na Univerzi
v Mariboru / Professor of modern German literature at the University of
Maribor

Tone Persak, pisatelj / prose writer

Spela Sevsek Sramel, prevajalka, asistentka za slovasko knjizevnost na Univerzi
v Ljubljani / translator, assistant professor of Slovak literature at the University
of Ljubljana

Veronika Simoniti, prevajalka, pisateljica / translator, prose writer
Tomaz Salamun, pesnik, prevajalec / poet, translator
Ales Steger, pesnik, pisatelj, esejist / poet, prose writer, essayist

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



Konzultanti / Advisory Panel

Agnieszka Bedkowska-Kopezyk, prevajalka, docentka na Tehni¢no-huma-
nisti¢ni akademiji v Bielsko-Biali, Poljska / translator, Assistant Professor at
the University of Bielsko-Biata, Poland

Miriam Drev, prevajalka, publicistka, pesnica, Slovenija / translator, columnist,
poet, Slovenia

Csordds Gdbor, esejist, urednik zalozbe Jelenkor, Madzarska / essayist, editor at
Jelenkor Publishing House, Hungary

Orsolya Gdllos, prevajalka, Madzarska / translator, Hungary

Dana Huckovd, 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

Alenka Jensterle Dolezal, docentka za slovensko knjiZzevnost na Filozofski fakul-
teti v Pragi, Ceska / Assistant Professor 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
Inesa Kuryan, znanstvena delavka, Belorusija / researcher, Belarus

Arian Leka, pisatelj, pesnik, prevajalec, urednik, organizator Mednarodnega
festivala lirike Poeteka, Albanija / writer, poet, translator, editor, organizer of
the International Poetry Festival Poeteka, Albania

Tina Mabkota, prevajalka, publicistka, Slovenija / translator, columnist, Slovenia
Ales Mustar, pesnik, prevajalec, Slovenija / poet, translator, Slovenia

Janis Oga, direktor Latvijskega centra za literaturo, filolog, Latvija / Director
of Latvian Literature Centre, philologist, Latvia

Vera Pejovic, pesnica, prevajalka, Slovenija / poet, translator, Slovenia
Kornelijus Platelis, pesnik, prevajalec, Litva / poet, translator, Lithuania

Marjeta Prelesnik Drozg, bibliotekarka, prevajalka, Slovenija / librarian, translator,
Slovenia

Peter Rdcz, 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, MadZarska
/ translator, lecturer at the University of Budapest, Hungary



Ana Ristovic, pesnica, prevajalka, Srbija / poet, translator, Serbia

Jutka Rudas, docentka za madzarsko knjizevnost na Filozofski fakulteti
Univerze v Mariboru, Slovenija / Assistant Professor at the Department of
Hungarian Language and Literature at the Faculty of Arts in Maribor, Slovenia

Namita Subiotto, docentka na katedri za makedonski jezik in knjiZzevnost na
Filozofski fakulteti v Ljubljani, Slovenija / Assistant Professor 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

Jiiri Talvet, predavatelj na Univerzi v Tartuju, Estonija / lecturer at the University
of Tartu, Estonia



