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Amanda Aizpuriete

Latvijska pesnica, pisateljica in preva-
jalka Amanda Aizpuriete se je rodila
28. marca 1956 v Jarmali. Studirala
je jezikoslovje in filozofijo na Latvijski
univerzi v Rigi in na Literarnem in-
Stitutu Maksima Gorkega v Moskvi.
Bila je radijska novinarka, urednica
za poezijo pri reviji Avots in sodelavka
revije Karogs. Vodila je tecaje na Li-
terarni akademiji pri Zveze latvijskih
pisateljev.

Poezijo in eseje je zacela objavljati
leta 1976, ko so v literarni reviji Li-
teratira un Maiksla iz8le njene prve
zijo Ane Ahmatove, Josifa Brodskega,
Nikolaja Gumiljova, Uweja Kolbeja,
Georga Trakla, Tarasa Sevéenka in
drugih. Iz angles¢ine in nemiine je
prevedla priblizno 30 knjig, med nji-
mi romane Let nad kukaviljim gnez-
dom Kena Keseyja, Orlando Virginie
Woolf, Proces Franza Kafke, Klatezi
dharme Jacka Kerouaca, Veliki Garsby
Francisa Scotta Fitzgeralda in Sramota

Johna Maxwella Coetzeeja. Poleg tega
je sestavila in objavila ve¢ antologij
latvijskih pesnikov.

Poezija Amande Aizpuriete je bila
doslej objavljena v najmanj $tiri-
najstih jezikih, med drugim v nem-
§¢ini, angles¢ini, $ved$¢ini, fin$¢ini,
litov§¢ini in ruséini. Roman Nocna
plavalka je izsel v litovskem prevodu,
v devetdesetih letih prej$njega stoletja
pa so v Nemdiji pri zalozbi Rowohlt
iz8le tri njene pesniske zbirke v prevo-
du Manfreda Petra Heina.

Leta 1999 je Amanda Aizpuriete pre-
jela nagrado Horsta Bieneka za liriko,
ki jo podeljuje Bavarska akademija
lepih umetnosti. Leta 2000 je bila
med trojico avtorjev, ki so zastopali
Latvijo v mednarodnem projektu The
Literary Express. Za izbor pesmi Ane
Ahmatove (2003) je prejela knjizevno
nagrado za prevod poezije, za pes-
nisko zbirko Zam literarno nagrado
Ojarsa Vacietisa, za zbirko Pred odho-
dom pa nagrado Dzintarsa Sodumsa.
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Nagrade in priznanja

1999 nagrada Horsta Bieneka za liriko

2000 nagrada dnevi poezije, za zbirko Na obrobju Babilona

2003 nagrada za najboljsi prevod poezije, za zbirko pesmi Ane Ahmatove
2016 literarna nagrada Ojarsa Vacietisa, za zbirko 7am

2021 letna knjizevna nagrada in nagrada Dzintarsa Sodumsa, za zbirko

Pred odhodom

Bibliografija
Pesniske zbirke

Natks darza mate (Mati bo prisla na vrt). Riga: Liesma, 1980.
Kipu ielas (Ulice sipin). Riga: Liesma, 1986.

Nékamais autobuss (Naslednji avtobus). Riga: Liesma, 1990.
Pédéja vasara (Zadnje poletje). Riga: Preses Nans, 1995.
Babeles nomalé (Na obrobju Babilona). Riga: Enigma, 1999.
Vestufu véjs (Veter besed). Riga: Aténa, 2004.

ledusskapja Supuldziesma (hladilnikova uspavanka [poezija in proza]). Riga:
Mansards, 2011.

Sonakt biju zals putns (Nocoj sem bila zelena ptica [poezija in dnevnik]). Riga:
Pétergailis, 2011.

Turp (Tam). Riga: Pétergailis, 2013.
Pirms izviksands (Pred odhodom). Riga: Neputns, 2020.

Druge knjige

Sartu balozu bars (Jata roznatih golobov [komplet razglednic s pesmimi]).
Riga, 1999.

Nakts peldetija (Nocna plavalka [roman]). Riga: Daugava, 2000.

Sartu balozu bars (Jata roznatih golobov [izbor ljubezenske poezije]). Riga:
Jumava, 2003.

Duiese apie meile (V dvoje o ljubezni [dvojezi¢na izdaja ljubezenske lirike
Amande Aizpuriete in Juliusa Kelerasa]). Vilna: Naujoji Romuva, 2016.
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Antologije

Bliva upe (Gosta reka [izbor poezije, posvecen 80. obletnici neodvisnosti
Latvije]). Riga: Noass, 1988.

Plivurdeja un bezdibenis. Bezdibenis un plivurdeja (Gladijola in brezno. Brezno
in gladijola [antologija latvijske ljubezenske poezije v dveh zvezkih]). Riga;
Jumava, 1999/2000.

Ugis Vekters: Parks naksnigiem sienaziem (Ugis Vekters, Park za no¢ne kobilice).
Riga: Pétergailis, 2001.

Juris Italo Veitners: Putns debesis (Juris Italo Veitners, Ptica na nebu). Riga:
Pétergailis, 2003.

Juris Kunnoss: /ura Kunnosa X (X Jurisa Kunnossa). Riga: Neputns, 2008.

Prevodi poezije

Ana Ahmatova, Baltie gijpuini (Bele ptice selivke). Riga: Liesma, 1983.

Uwe Kolbe, Bezmiega sastivdajas (Sestavine za nespe¢nost). Riga: Nordik, 2000.
Ana Ahmatova, Melnais gredzens (Crni prstan). Riga: Aténa, 2003.

Ivan J. Franko, Dzeja (Poezija). Riga, LUBA, 2006.

Georg Trakl, Sebastians sapni (Sebastijan v snu). Riga: Jauna Daugava, 2006.
Josif Brodski, Dzejas izlase (Izbor poezije). Riga: Neputns, 2009.

Inta Ezergailis, Melnds gailenes (Crne lisicke). Riga: Atvértas Kratuves, 2013.

Nikolaj Gumiljov, Dzeja (Poezija). Riga: Neputns, 2016.

V druge jezike prevedene knjige

Die Untiefen des Verrats. Reinbek: Rowohlt, 1993.

Lass mir das Meer. Reinbek: Rowohlt, 1996.

Babylonischer Kiez. Reinbek: Rowohlt, 2000.

Si som skvimningen dlskar dig. Lund: Ariel Ellerstrom, 2002.
Cymepku a6t ebs1. Riga: ALIS, 2005.

Vibreisilmdinen yd. Turku: Sammakko, 2006.

Plauokotoja naktimis. Sauli: Saulu universitates izdevnieciba, 2009.

Die Untiefen des Verrats. Ziirich: Ink Press, 2017.
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Latvian poet, writer and transla-
tor Amanda Aizpuriete was born on
March 28, 1956, in Jurmala. She
studied linguistics and philosophy at
the University of Latvia in Riga and at
the Maxim Gorky Literature Institute
in Moscow. She was a radio journal-
ist, poetry editor at Avots magazine,
and a contributor to Karogs magazine.
She has taught courses at the Literary
Academy at the Latvian Writers” As-
sociation.

She began publishing poetry and es-
says in 1976, when her first poems
were published in the literary maga-
zine Literatiira un Maksla. She trans-
lated into Latvian the poetry of Anna
Akhmatova, Joseph Brodsky, Nikolay
Gumilyov, Uwe Kolbe, Georg Trakl,
Taras Shevchenko and other authors.
She has translated some 30 books
from English and German, including
Ken Kesey’s novel One Flew Over the
Cuckoos Nest, Virginia Woolf’s Orlan-
do, Franz Kafkas 7he Trial, Jack Ker-
ouac’s 7he Dharma Bums, Francis Scott

Fitzgerald’s The Great Gatsby, and John

Maxwell Coetzee’s Disgrace. In addi-
tion, she has compiled and published
several anthologies of Latvian poets.
Amanda Aizpuriete’s poetry has been
published in at Ileast fourteen lan-
guages, including English, Finnish,
German, Lithuanian, Russian, and
Swedish. Her novel 7he Night Swim-
mer was published in Lithuanian
translation, and in the 1990s three of
her poetry collections, translated by
Manfred Peter Hein, were published
by Rowohlt publishing house in Ger-
many.

In 1999 Amanda Aizpuriete received
the Horst Bienek Prize for Poetry
awarded by the Bavarian Academy of
Fine Arts. In 2000, she was among
the three authors representing Latvia
in the international project the Lit-
erary Express. She received a literary
prize for the translation of a selec-
tion of poetry by Anna Akhmatova
(2003), the Ojars Vacietis Literary
Prize for her poetry collection 7here,
and the Dzintars Sodums Prize for
her collection Before Leaving.
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Literary awards

1999 Horst Bienek Prize for Poetry
2000 Poetry Days Prize Latvia for the poetry collection 7he Outskirts of Babel
2003 literary prize for best translation for the selection of Ana Akhmatova’s

poetry
2016 Ojars Vacietis Literary Prize for the poetry collection 7here

2021 annual book prize and Dzintars Sodums Prize for the poetry collection
Before Leaving

Bibliography
Poetry collections

Niks dirza mate (Mother Will Come into the Garden). Riga: Liesma, 1980.
Kipu ielas (Dune Street). Riga: Liesma, 1986.

Nikamais autobuss (The Next Bus). Riga: Liesma, 1990.

Pédéja vasara (The Last Summer). Riga: Preses Nans, 1995.

Baibeles nomalé (The Outskirts of Babel). Riga: Enigma, 1999.

Vestufu véis (The Dispatch Wind). Riga: Aténa, 2004.

ledusskapja Sapuldziesma (refrigerator lullaby [poetry and prose]). Riga:
Mansards, 2011.

Sonakt biju zafs putns (Tonight I Was a Green Bird [poetry and journal]). Riga:
Pétergailis, 2011.

Turp (There). Riga: Pétergailis, 2013.
Pirms izviksands (Before Leaving). Riga: Neputns, 2020.

Other books

Sartu balozu bars (A Flock of Rosy Pigeons [a set of postcards with poems]).
Riga, 1999.

Natkets peldetija (The Night Swimmer [novel]). Riga: Daugava, 2000.

Sartu balozu bars (A Flock of Rosy Pigeons [a selection of love poetry]). Riga:
Jumava, 2003.

Duiese apie meile (Two about Love [bilingual edition of love poetry by Amanda
Aizpuriete and Julius Keleras]). Vilnius: Naujoji Romuva, 2016.
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Anthologies
Bliva upe (Dense River [a selection of poetry dedicated to the 80™ anniversary
of Latvia’s independence]). Riga: Noass, 1988.

Plivurdeja un bezdibenis. Bezdibenis un plivurdeja (Gladiolus and Abyss. Abyss
and Gladiolus [anthology of Latvian love poetry in two books]). Riga: Jumava,
1999/2000.

Ugis Vekters: Parks naksnigiem sienaziem (Ugis Vekters, Park for Nocturnal
Grasshoppers). Riga: Pétergailis, 2001.

Juris Italo Veitners: Putns debesis (Juris Italo Veitners, A Bird in the Sky). Riga:
Pétergailis, 2003.

Juris Kunnoss: Jura Kunnosa X (Juris Kunnoss's X). Riga: Neputns, 2008.

Poetry translations

Anna Akhmatova, Baltie gajputni (White Flock). Riga: Liesma, 1983.

Uwe Kolbe, Bezmiega sastivdalas (Insomnia Ingredients). Riga: Nordik, 2000.
Anna Akhmatova, Melnais gredzens (Black Ring). Riga: Aténa, 2003.

Ivan Y. Franko, Dzeja (Poetry). Riga, LUBA, 2006.

Georg Trakl, Sebastidns sapni (Sebastian in Dream). Riga: Jauna Daugava,
2006.

Joseph Brodsky, Dzejas izlase (Poetry collection). Riga: Neputns, 2009.

Inta Ezergailis, Melnas gailenes (Black Chanterelles). Riga: Atvértas Kratuves,
2013.

Nikolay Gumilyov, Dzeja (Poetry). Riga: Neputns, 2016.

Translations

Die Untiefen des Verrars. Reinbek: Rowohlt, 1993.

Lass mir das Meer. Reinbek: Rowohlt, 1996.

Babylonischer Kiez. Reinbek: Rowohlt, 2000.

Sé som skvimningen dlskar dig. Lund: Ariel Ellerstrom, 2002.
Cymepxku awbsr Tebst. Riga: ALIS, 2005.

Vibreisilmdinen yd. Turku: Sammakko, 2006.

Plauokotoja naktimis. Sauli: Saulu universitates izdevnieciba, 2009.

Die Untiefen des Verrats. Ziirich: Ink Press, 2017.
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Pesnica skupnega sveta
Aljosa Harlamov

Amanda Aizpuriete je latvijska pesnica, pisateljica, esejistka in preva-
jalka judovskih in romskih korenin. Pripada generaciji, ki je s poezijo
nastopila sredi sedemdesetih let prejsnjega stoletja in se aktivno upr-
la dvojni morali latvijske oziroma sovjetske druzbe. V svoji poeziji
je odkrito in neprizanesljivo pisala o neprijetnih plateh takratnega
zivljenja ter odpirala $tevilne tabujske teme. Zlasti je razkrivala ziv-
ljenje zensk v pretezno patriarhalnem in druzbeno tezavnem okolju.
Njeni motivi izhajajo ve¢inoma iz zivljenjske konkretnosti, podob
zivljenja na obalah njenega domacdega mesta, pojavov, ki so samo
na videz vsakdanji, obi¢ajni, saj po njenih besedah ne obstaja ni¢
takega, kar bi lahko imenovali vsakdanje, >normalno. Clovesko
zivljenje v njeni poeziji je polno nepricakovanih in kompleksnih po-
loZajev in Custev, pod povr$jem vsakdanjosti kataklizmi¢no brbota
in dneve nasih Zivljenj preseva skrivnostna lu¢ ljubezni, poeti¢nega
in smrti. Njen lirski jaz je tako nenehno pod pritiskom dvomov,
strahov in brezupa, povezanim tudi z obcutki ljubezenske prevara-
nosti, izgubljene intime, osamljenosti in samosti.

Ta odnos do sveta se je $e okrepil v devetdesetih letih, po razpadu
Sovjetske zveze, osamosvojitvi Latvije in ekonomski krizi v baltskih
drzavah, ko je prej$nja vsakdanjost postala e trsa, ko sta se literatura
in umetnost v latvijski druzbi morali umakniti skrbi za prezivetje,
etudi je literatura Amande Aizpuriete vztrajno pricala tudi o tej
novi stvarnosti in jo pesnisko obcutljivo objokovala, in ¢etudi je
takrat, zlasti z dvema izboroma v nemséini, postajala kot pesnica
tudi mednarodno prepoznavna. V novem stoletju je njena poezi-
ja pridobila nekoliko mehkejsi ton elegi¢ne melanholi¢nosti, njen
pesniski jezik je postal izrazito magicen, eksistencialno potenten, a
hkrati krhek. Zbirka Na obrobju Babilona sopostavlja komunika-
cijske nesporazume med razli¢nimi jeziki v razpadajocem, vse bolj
postmodernem svetu, z nesporazumi med ljubimcema, ki govorita
drug mimo drugega, vsak svoj jezik.

Zgodovina in intimni svet se v poeziji Amande Aizpuriete sicer
ves Cas prekrivata, sta v atonalnem sozvocju. Veno Taufer, ki je njene
pesmi prvi prevedel v slovenscino, je zapisal: »V njeni izpovedno
lakonski in precizno ubesedeni liriki se mesata resignacija in ironija
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v trenutkih izostrene Zivljenjske izkusnje.« Poezija, ki je spremljala
tektonske premike sveta od sedemdesetih let do danes, ki je presto-
pila tocko konca zgodovine, ni izrisovala zgolj avtoric¢ine avtobio-
grafije — tej interpretaciji se je tudi sama veckrat uprla: »Gre za nas
skupni svet, ne le moj. Ne pisem o svojih izkusnjah, to so izku$nje
nekoga drugega. Verjamem, da je vecina pisateljev medijev. To po-
meni, da ne morem povsem dore¢i, od kod kaj pride in kaj pomeni.
Ne vem in tudi no¢em vedeti.« In e poezija prihaja iz neznanega,
iz prostora, ki presega en, pesnicin jaz, je ustvarjanje poezije zanjo
vedno znova tocka odlocitve: »Pisati ali ne pisati — to je vsa razlika.«
In tej, samo na videz nepomembni odlo¢itvi, odlocitvi za pisanje, za
poezijo, se pridruzuje tudi Zirija leto$njega festivala Vilenica. Odlo-
Citev za to, da veliko nagrado Vilenice podelimo Amandi Aizpuriete,
je namrec vsekakor odloéitev za moc¢ poezije, njene poezije in njene-
ga unikatnega pesniskega glasu.
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Poet of a Common World
Aljosa Harlamov

Amanda Aizpuriete is a Latvian poet, writer, essayist, and translator
of Jewish and Roma origins. She belongs to the generation which
stepped in with its poetry in the mid-seventies and took an active
stand against the double morality of the Latvian or Soviet soci-
ety. Her poetry spoke openly and unsparingly about the unpleas-
ant aspects of life as it was then and broached many taboo topics.
Most of all, it revealed the lives of women in a largely patriarchal
and socially difficult environment. The poet’s motifs mainly spring
from life’s concreteness, from the pictures of life on the shores of
her hometown, from events which are everyday and ordinary only
on the surface because according to her there is nothing that could
be called ‘everyday’ or ‘normal’. Human life in her poetry is full of
unexpected, complex situations and emotions: under the surface of
mundanity there is a cataclysmic simmering of the mystic light of
love, poetry, and death which irradiates our lives. Her lyric persona
is thus constantly beset by doubts, fears, and hopelessness, which is
connected with her feelings of deception in love relationships, loss
of intimacy, loneliness, and solitude.

This attitude to the world was reinforced in the nineties after the
collapse of the Soviet Union, Latvia’s acquisition of independence,
and the economic crisis in the Baltic states, when daily life grew
even harsher and literature and art in Latvian society had to give
way to the struggle for survival. The attitude was reinforced, even
though Amanda Aizpuriete’s literature staunchly bore witness to
the new reality as well, lamenting it with her poet’s sensitivity, and
even though she was becoming an internationally well-known poet,
especially after the publication of two selections from her poems
in German. In our century her poetry acquired a somewhat softer
tone of elegiac melancholy, while her poetry language became strik-
ingly magical, existentially potent yet fragile. Her collection Baibeles
nomalé (Outskirts of Babel) juxtaposes communication misunder-
standings between different languages arising in a crumbling, in-
creasingly postmodern world with the misunderstandings between
two lovers who talk past each other, each in their own language.
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Amanda Aizpuriete’s poetry is steeped in a constant overlap of
history and intimacy, which form an atonal harmony. According
to Veno Taufer, the pioneer of translating her poems into Slovene,
‘her laconic and precisely worded lyric poetry blends resignation
and irony in the moments of sharpened life experience’. The poetry
which has accompanied the world’s tectonic shifts since the seven-
ties, reaching beyond the end of history, has not outlined merely
the author’s autobiography—indeed, this interpretation has more
than once been rejected by the author herself: “What is important is
our common world, not mine alone. I do not write about my own
experiences; those are the experiences of someone else. I believe that
most writers are mediums. That means that I cannot fully determine
where something comes from or what it means. I don't know and I
don’t want to know either.” And if poetry comes from the unknown,
from a space which transcends a single ego—the author’s—she ex-
periences in the creation of poetry, time and again, a moment of
decision: “To write or not to write—that is the only difference.” In
this seemingly trivial decision, the decision for writing, for poetry,
she is joined by the jury of this year’s Vilenica Festival. The decision
to confer the Vilenica International Literary Prize on Amanda Aiz-
puriete is certainly a decision in favour of the power of poetry, her
poetry, and her unique poetic voice.

Translated by Nada Groselj
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Esmu lidziga savai mazmazmazmeitai.
Tapat ka vinai man patik

valkat melnas kleitas,

skatities vecas filmas

un staigat basam — tais retajo celos,
kur to vél var.

Neko daudz jau par vinu es nezinu.
Laika rats nosabéjusi no abam pusém.
Tapat ka es, vina nebaidas tumsas

un nemak izskatities laimiga.

Valodu, kura vina runa, es nedziordu
vai arl nesaprotu.

Kurs teica, ka sorit man savadas acis?
Esmu vecs, nespodrs spogulis,

kura Sorit ilgi skatijas mana mazmazmazmeita.
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Tas laikam buatu vislabak — nelikties zinis

par tipografijam, nemaz nelaist klar vardiem

tos svinigi melnos un vienados burtus,

lai paliek viss mana rokraksta liknés — nevienadas un sraustitas ka
mazs.

Vislabak no aprakstitajam lapam

izlocit kugiSus putnus un taurenus,

palaist gaisa, pa véjam,

uguni, tdeni.

Vélak tie bijigi pieskarsies zemei

vai nu ka pelni, vai slapja papira driskas,

vai taureni nogurusi. No zemes

izaugs puke ar ¢etram ziedlapam ménesainam —

mana skaistaka ¢etrrinde. Ziedputeksni

lidos pa véjam un meklés sev jaunu augsni,

un cilvéki elpos svesadi smarzaino gaisu.

Un muza pavisam cita

manus plecus reiz apskaus par miloto kluvusais dzejolis,
kuru es sen basu aizmirsusi.
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Okei, man nav pasai

jarok sev kaps.

Paveicies piedzimt ramaka zona.
Diikstu sacerét tumsas teiksmas

par saviem ¢iganu, zidu un régu senciem,
un man neurbjas pakausi stobrs.

Bet tie skatieni — ka tie urbjas,

ka tie vardu akmeni lido...

Atnak pie sliek$na dzeltena zvaigzniite,
saka: ,Mani no debesim izstima.
Drikst, es basu tavs majas garins?”
Tadas nu ir maisu mierigas majas —
kaut kas vidéjs starp kapu un debesim.
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Lai talu peldétu, jara jau bija par aukstu.

Nakts gaiss no atminam pae vasaru vél silts un skals.
Sala zvaigzne drebéja man plaukstas,

lidz aizsticas uz vilni atpakal.

Sasildi man rokas. Zinu, ka silta mums maja.

Sasildi man rokas. Né, nekadu zimi zvaigzne tajas neatstaja.
Tikai parak ilgi skatijos, ka vina plaukstas viz.

Tas viss. Varbat — ne gluzi viss.

Lai talu peldétu, adens bija par aukstu.
Es aizpeldéju talu.
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Kurp tevi vest? Varbat uz Kapu ielu?
Ir tada iela — tuvu manam majam,

vél tuvak jarai. Nemanami sakas

un negaiditi beidzas.

Maz gajéju, daudz énu. Abpus darzi,
un viena — violetu tulpju straume.
Tas audzé pardosanai, bet pirms tirgus
nak svétku bridis dikam vérotajam.
Tads pusplaucis un puszagts prieks

ir dzejas vérts.
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ir tadi riti

kad pasaule ka neiepazita autora dzejolu gramata
atskir lapu uz labu laimi

izlasi veltijumu vai spriedumu sev

ir tadas dienas

kad pasaule atsaka sarunaties
aizej mémuma tunelos
kurluma barakas

ir tadi skanigi vakari

kad aizloga véjs

un atras palidzibas auto sirénas
spélé meldinu no senas zaJumballes
vari izvéléties

dejot ta ritma

vai gaudot

ir tadas naktis
kuram nekad nebatu vajafzéjis notikt
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tulkojuma nepazudisu

divu iemeslu dél:

izmisuma intonacija visas valodas spiedz daudzmaz vienadi
muza atvadu glasts atrodas neitrala teritorija

kur tulkot nav pienemts

ko nepateicu

tam vairs nav nozimes

ko neizglastiju

tas iekusis lidlauka asfalta
vai tavas talajas plaukstas
uz mizu vai paris stundam
tavs izmisums nek]asu
nepazudiSu nedz tulkojuma
nedz turpinajuma
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ilgojos péc tas pilsétinas

kur cilveki neaizslédz durvis

kur nav zaglu un sazagtu bagatibu

un televizija naktis translé vecas labas komédijas
péc darza ballitém ilgojos

péc negaiditi sarikotiem karnevaliem

kuros neviens neslépj savu patieso seju

ta vienkarsa iemesla dé|

ka citas sejas nav
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paganisks mezrozu kriims baznicas darza véro

ka starp zvaigzném ranu zimes dejo ar gregorianu koralu notim
érkskainas lietuslases pil uz rokam darzniekam

kurs apstajies noglastit savu miloto kramu

darza miklajas dobés atsedzas senas kapvietas

arl tur danca druidi ar biskapiem

tada liksma un labestiga nakts

gar darza zogu velkas ubadze
darznieks iemet vinas pastieptaja plauksta
sauju zemes ar zvaigzni pa virsu
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piedzimu kaut kur pa celam

starp ticibam un ideologijam
starp absolatu noliegsanu un skatienu augsup
vajadzétu vaicat

kapéc vispar piedzimu?

vajadzétu vaicat

kapéc man tik grti

citas esibas prieksa nomesties celos
vai izslieties pielag$ana?

vajadzétu vaicat

kapéc es vieniga

pa $o skérsielu

aiziesu?
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krucifikss pie sienas blakus aizpagajusa gada kalendaram
uz galda saplisusi smil$u pulkstena stikla ¢aula

smilSu graudinus aizpatis nomaldijies v&j$

pari noputéjusajiem datora klaviataras taustiniem siku pédinu
virkne

tarakans aizrapojis vai musa

vai gads

kuram pietracis sava kalendara

krustasista skatiens caur aizvértiem plakstiem

caur putekliem piepilda telpu

ka neizbeidzamais laiks
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plenci un palaistuves

mes

vismaz milam cits citu

mus vieno naivais prieksstats par citurieni
kur basim citi

bet milestiba turpinasies
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sniegs naik piedot grekus

péc tikdaudz maza gadiem nakti sniegs
joprojam balts ka beznosacijuma milestiba
joprojam grékus piedodoss

pat nejautajot

kas tie bij par grékiem

péc tikdaudz maza gadiem

sniegs nakti padara par svétnicu

un klast par celu

atveru logu

lai sniegparslas ielido

cauri maza restém

vinas lido un smejas ka bérni

negaidita pavasara sniega gaisma

tik spoza

ka janotic:

visi mirusie var augsamcelties no savam navém
aiziet no atminam un fotografijam

no dzejoliem un dziesmam

kas mierinajusas un sapinajusas palicéjus
varbut tapéc tik ilgi aizkavéjos

lai beidzot saprastu:

pavir$ibas skarbajos smieklos

vai vienaldzibas smina

slépties viegli

tapat ka bezceriba ierakties

daudz grutak iemacities

zaudét un piedot
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negaisa nakd

mans draugs uzlika plati ar berlioza rekviemu
stavéja pie valéja loga

diriggja zibenus

lietus $altis uztvéra ritmu

zibeni piekrita uz bridi klat skumji
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pilnméness naktis vecas raganas parvérsas senajas ligavas
pilnméness naktis asinis dobjak pulsé

pilsétas liepas un kapu priedes runajas ar debesim

meza biezokni egles runajas ar vilku un vilka¢u gariem
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caur tenku miglu
caur baumu érkskiem
¢j ziglak

ziglak

akmeni vérties

kad akmens klasi
vairs nesapés

més tevi gaidam
akmeni més
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Podobna sem svoji prapravnukinji.

Tako kot ona tudi jaz rada

nosim ¢rne obleke,

gledam stare filme

in hodim bosa — po tistih redkih cestah,

kjer je to $e mogoce.

O njej ne vem veliko.

Steklo ¢asa je na obeh straneh prekrito s prahom.
Tudi ona se tako kot jaz ne boji teme

in ne zna biti sre¢na na pogled.

Jezika, ki ga govori, ne sli$im

ali ne razumem.

Kdo pravi, da imam danes ¢udne o¢i?

Sem staro, motno ogledalo,

moja prapravnukinja se je davi dolgo gledala v njem.
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Se najbolje bi bilo, da bi se pozvizgala na tiskarne

in moje besede ne bi bile ve¢ dostopne

v teh velicastnih, enakomernih ¢rnih érkah,

vse bi ostalo v krivuljah moje pisave — neravne in nagubane kot
zivljenje.

Strani, popisane s pisavo, bi bilo najbolje

zloziti v ladjice, ptice in metulje,

nato pa jih vredi v zrak, v veter,

v ogenj, v vodo.

Spostljivo se bodo dotaknile tal

v obliki pepela ali mokrih ostankov papirja

ali kot utrujeni metulji. Iz zemlje

bo zrasla roza s Stirimi srpastimi cvetnimi listi —

moja najlepsa Stirivrsti¢nica. V vetru ujet

cvetni prah bo poletel in poiskal nova tla

in ljudje bodo vdihavali nenavadno dise¢ zrak.

In v ¢isto drugem Zivljenju

me bo ¢ez rame objela pesem, spremenjena v ljubimeca,
pesem, ki jo bom Ze zdavnaj pozabila.

1z zbirke Naslednji avtobus (1990)
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Okej, zase mi Ze ne bo treba

skopati groba.

Na sreco sem se rodila v mirnejsih krajih.
Pisati smem temacne zgodbe

o svojih ciganskih, Zidovskih in posastnih prednikih,
ob ¢elo mi nihée ne pritiska cevi pistole.
Toda ti pogledi — kako vrtajo vame,
kaksne kamnite besede letijo iz njih ...
Rumena zvezda prileti na prag

in pravi: »Izrinili so me iz nebes.

Ali smem postati tvoj hi$ni duh?«

Taki so zdaj nasi mirni domovi:

nekje med grobom in nebom.

Iz zbirke Zadnje poletje (1995)
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Morje je bilo prehladno, da bi plavala dalec.

No¢ni zrak s spomini na poletje je $e vedno topel in glasen.
Solnata zvezda mi je drhtela v dlaneh,

dokler je ni nazaj posrkal val.

Pogrej mi roke. Vem, da je najina hisa topla.
Pogrej mi roke. Ne, zvezda na njih ni pustila sledi.
Le predolgo sem gledala, kako se bles¢i v mojih dlaneh.

To je vse — morda ne ¢isto vse.

Voda je bila prehladna, da bi plavala dale¢.
Odplavala sem dale.
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Kam naj te odpeljem? Morda na Ulico vnebovzetja?
Obstaja namre¢ taka ulica, blizu mojega doma

in e blize morja. Neopazno se zaéne

in nepric¢akovano koncéa.

Malo mimoidodih, veliko senc. Na obeh straneh vreovi,
na enem od njih nesteto vijolicastih tulipanov.

Gojijo jih za prodajo, toda preden gredo na trg,
predstavljajo trenutek veselja za nedejavnega opazovalca.
Taks$no napol cvetode in napol ukradeno veselje

je vredno poezije.

Iz zbirke Ulice sipin (1986)
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so jutra

ko je svet podoben knjigi neznanega pesnika
odpre$ jo na naklju¢ni strani

in prebere§ sebi namenjeno posvetilo ali obsodbo

so dnevi
ko se svet noce pogovarjati
ti pa izgine$ v predore nemosti

v barake gluhote

so hrupni veceri

ko piha veter

in sirene resevalnih vozil

igrajo melodijo s stare vaske veselice
lahko se odlocis

in zaplese$ v tem ritmu

ali pa tulis

so noci
ki se ne bi smele nikoli zgoditi
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v prevodu se ne bom izgubila

iz dveh razlogov:

intonacija obupa v vseh jezikih zveni enako
poslovilni objemi potekajo na nevtralnem ozemlju
kjer je prevajanje prepovedano

Cesar nisem povedala

ni ve¢ pomembno

kogar nisem objela

se bo stopil v asfaltni prah

ali v tvoje oddaljene dlani

za vse Zivljenje ali za nekaj ur

ne bom postala tvoj obup

ne bom se izgubila ne v prevodu
ne v njegovem nadaljevanju
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pogresam tisto mestece

kjer ljudje ne zaklepajo vrat

kjer ni ne tatov ne nakradenega bogastva

kjer po televiziji ob vecerih predvajajo stare dobre komedije
pogresam vrtne zabave

spontane karnevale

kjer nihée ne skriva svojega pravega obraza

iz preprostega razloga

ker drugega obraza nima
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poganski Sipkov grm na cerkvenem vrtu opazuje

runske znake ki med zvezdami plesejo z notami gregorijanskega korala
trnove dezne kaplje padajo na vrtnarjeve roke

ki se je ustavil da bi pobozal svoj ljubljeni grm

v vlaznih vrenih gredicah se razkrivajo stari grobovi

tam plesejo tudi druidi in Skofje

tako vesela in dobrosr¢na je ta no¢

ob vrtni ograji se pomika beracica
vrtnar v njeno iztegnjeno dlan vrze
prgisée prsti z zvezdo na vrhu
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rodila sem se nekje na poti
med verstvi in ideologijami
med popolnim zanikanjem in pogledom navzgor
vprasati bi se morala

zakaj sem se sploh rodila
vprasati bi se morala

zakaj mi je tako tezko
poklekniti pred drugim bitjem
ali vstati njemu na cast
vprasati bi se morala

zakaj sem edina

ki bo zavila v to

stransko ulic¢ico
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kriz na steni poleg predlanskega koledarja
razbita buca pescene ure na mizi

zrnca peska ki jih raznasa veter

niz drobnih odtisov stopal na umazanih tipkah ra¢unalniske
tipkovnice

scurek ki se je splazil ¢eznjo ali muha

ali leto

ki je zamudilo svoj koledar

pogled krizanega skozi zaprte oci
napolnjuje zapraseni prostor

kot ¢as brez konca
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pijanci in kurbe

vsaj

ljubimo drug drugega

zdruzuje nas naivna predstava o drugem kraju
kjer bomo druga¢ni

a ljubezen se bo nadaljevala
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sneg pribaja odpuscat grehe

po toliko letih Zivljenja je sneg ponoci
$e vedno bel kot brezpogojna ljubezen
$e vedno odpusca grehe

ne da bi sploh vprasal

kaksni so bili ti grehi

po toliko letih Zivljenja

sneg spremeni noc v svetisce

in postane pot

odprem okno

in spustim snezinke da priletijo
skozi resetke Zivljenja

letijo in se smejijo kakor otroci

nepri¢akovana svetloba spomladanskega snega
tako bleSc¢eca

da kratko malo mora$ verjeti:

vsi mrtvi lahko vstanejo od mrtvih
odidejo iz spominov in fotografij

iz pesmi in napevov

ki so Zalostili in tolazili tiste za njimi
morda sem zato tako dolgo odlasala

da bi konéno razumela:

v grenkem smehu plitkosti

ali v smogu brezbriznosti

se je enostavno skriti

tako enostavno kot se je zakopati v brezup
veliko teze se je nauciti

izgubiti in odpustiti
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v nevihtni noci

je moj prijatelj spustil plos¢o z berliozovim rekviemom
stal je ob odprtem oknu

in dirigiral strelam

naliv se je zacel vrteti v ritmu

strele so se strinjale da se bodo za hip prepustile Zalosti
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ob polni luni se stare ¢arovnice spremenijo v starodavne neveste

ob polni luni kri mo¢neje utripa

lipe in borovci se na sipinah pogovarjajo z nebom

globoko v gozdu se smreke pogovarjajo z duhovi volkov in volkodlaki



48 - AMANDA AIZPURIETE

skozi meglico govoric
skozi trnje klevet

pojdi hitreje

vse hitreje

da se spremenis v kamen
ko postanes kamen

te ne bo ved bolelo
¢akamo nate

kamni smo

1z zbirke Pred odhodom (2020)

Prevedel Klemen Pisk
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I resemble my greatgreatgreatgranddaughter.
Just like her, I like to

wear black dresses,

watch old movies

and walk barefoot—on those few roads
where it is still possible.

I do not know very much about her.

The glass of time is covered with dust on both sides,
yet some semblance can be discerned:

just like me, she is not afraid of the dark
and does not know how to look happy.

The language she speaks I cannot hear

or don’t understand.

Who said I had a strange look in my eyes?

I am an old and smoky mirror

into which my greatgreatgreatgranddaughter
looked for a very long time this morning.
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That probably would be best—not to care

about print shops, not to allow access to my words

to those solemn and symmetrical letters—

to leave it all in the curves of my handwriting,

jerky and uneven like life.

It would be best to take the pages covered with writing
and fold them into ships, birds and butterflies,

then throw them up in the air, into the wind

fire, water.

Later they will reverentially touch the earth

in the form of ashes or wet scraps of paper,

or tired butterflies. The earth

will sprout a flower with four crescent shaped petals—
my most beautiful, quatrain. Pollen

caught in the wind will fly searching for a new soil,
and people will inhale the strangely fragrant air...
And in a different life

a poem turned lover will embrace me, a poem

I will have long since forgotten.

Translated by leva Lesinska
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Ok, I don't have to dig my own

grave. Have accomplished being born

in a more peaceful zone.

Am allowed to compose dark tales

about my Gypsy, Jewish and phantom ancestors
and no gun barrel digs into my forehead.
But those looks—how they bore,

how those stony words fly...

A yellow star arrives at the threshold

and says: ‘I was pushed out of heaven.
May I be your household spirit?’

Such are our peaceful homes now:
somewhere between the grave and sky.
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To swim far, the sea was too cold.

Night air with memories of summer still warm and loud,
a salt star trembled in my palms,

until it was absorbed back into the wave.

Warm my hands. I know our house is warm.

Warm my hands.

No, the star left no mark on them.

I only looked too long at how it shimmered in my palms.
That’s all—maybe—not really all.

To swim far, the water was too cold.

I swam far.
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Where to carry you? Maybe to Ascension Street?

There is such a street—near my home,

still closer to the sea. Begins imperceptibly

and ends unexpectedly.

Few passers-by, many shadows. On both sides, gardens,
and in one—a torrent of violet tulips.

They’re grown to sell, but before market

provide a sacred moment for the idle onlooker.

Such half-blossoming and half-stolen joy

is the worth of poetry.

Translated by Inara Cedrins
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there are mornings

when the world is like a book by an unfamiliar author
you open it up to a random page

you read a dedication or verdict to yourself

there are days

when the world refuses to speak

you disappear into tunnels of muteness
barracks of deafness

there are sonorous evenings

when the wind outside your window

and the ambulance sirens

play a melody from an old village dance party
you can choose

to dance in that rhythm

or howl

there are nights
that should have never happened
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I won't get lost in translation

for two reasons:

the shrieking pitch of despair is more or less the same in all
languages

the caress of a final farewell is located in neutral territory
where translation is frowned upon

what I didn’t say

doesn’t matter anymore

what I didn’t caress

will melt into the runway asphalt
or your distant palms

for a few hours or an eternity

I won’t become your despair

I won't lost in translation

or its continuation
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I miss that small town

where people don't lock their doors

where there aren’t thieves and stolen riches

and on television they show good old comedies at night
I miss garden parties

spur-of-the-moment carnivals

when no one hides their true face

for one simple reason:

they don't have another one
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the pagan rugosa rosebush in the church garden observes

how the runic characters dance among the stars with the Gregorian
chant notes

thorny raindrops trickle down the gardener’s hands

who has stopped to caress his favorite bush

old graves reveal themselves in the garden’s damp beds

it is also there that druids dance with bishops

such a joyous and generous night

a beggar woman drags herself along the wattle fence
in her outstretched hand the gardener throws
a handful of earth with a star on top
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I was born somewhere along the way
between beliefs and ideologies
between absolute denial and a gaze upward
I should have asked

why was I born at all?

I should have asked

why is it so hard for me

to kneel before another being

or stand up for worship?

I should have asked

why am I the only one

that will leave down

this side-street?
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a crucifix on the wall next to the calendar that’s a couple of years old
the cracked glass shell of a sand dial on the table

the grains of sand blown away by an errant wind

a line of tiny footsteps over the dusty keys of the computer’s
keyboard

a cockroach crawled there or a fly

or a year

missing its calendar

the look of the crucified fills the space

through closed eyelids through dust

like endless time
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drunkards and whores

at least

we love one another

we are unified by the naive notion of another place
where we will be different

but love will continue
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The Snow Comes to Forgive Sins

after so many years of life the snow at night
is still white like unconditional love

still forgiving sins

without ever asking

what sins they were

after so many years of life

the snow turns the night into a temple

and becomes a path

I open up the window

so the snowflakes can fly in
through life’s bars

they fly and laugh like children

a light of unexpected spring snow

is so luminous

that you have to believe:

all the departed can be resurrected from the dead
leave memories and photographs

poems and songs

which have pained and consoled those left behind
perhaps that’s why I was so late

so I could finally understand:

it’s easy to hide

in the bitter laughter of shallowness

or the smirk of indifference

just like it’s easy to bury yourself in hopelessness
it’s harder to learn

lose and forgive
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on a stormy night

my friend put on a record with berlioz’s requiem
he stood at the open window

conducting the lightning

the rain showers picked up on the rhythm

the lightning conceded to be sad for a moment
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during the full moon old witches turn into ancient brides

during the full moon blood pulses more deeply

the city’s lindens and dune pines speak with the heavens

the spruces in the depths of the forest speak with the spirits of
wolves and werewolves
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through the fog of gossip
through the thorns of rumor
go quicker

quicker

to turn into stone

when you turn to stone

it won’t hurt anymore

we are waiting for you

we are stones

Translated by Jayde Will
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Andrej Blatnik

Andrej Blatnik se je rodil 22. maja
1963 na Kodeljevem v Ljubljani. Po
Studiju primerjalne knjiZevnosti in
sociologije kulture je magistriral iz
ameriske knjizevnosti in doktoriral
iz komunikologije. Leta 1985 je zacel
delovati kot knjizni urednik, zadnji
dve desetletji pa je tudi univerzitetni
predavatelj za podrogje zaloznistva.
Objavil je pet romanov, Sest knjig
kratkih zgodb, pet knjig kulturnih
studij in u¢benik Pisanje kratke zgodbe
(2010), ki je bil dvakrat ponatisnjen
ter objavljen tudi na Hrvaskem in v
Makedoniji. Iz angles¢ine je prevedel
ve¢ knjig, med njimi romana Sylvie
Plath Srekleni zvon in Paula Bowlesa
Zavetje neba.

Njegove zgodbe so prevedene v ve¢
kot 40 jezikov in objavljene v literar-
nih revijah in antologijah, kot sta Best
European Fiction 2010 (Dalkey Archi-
ve Press, 2010) in Short: An Internatio-

nal Anthology of Five Centuries of Short
Short Stories (Persea Books, 2014). V
tujini mu je doslej v prevodu izslo prek
35 knjig v $tirinajstih jezikih. V' 7he
Columbia Literary History of Eastern
Europe Since 1954 (Columbia Uni-
versity Press, 2008) je Harold B. Segel
napisal, da je Blatnik »gonilna sila so-
dobne slovenske literature«.

Andrej Blatnik je nastopil na Stevil-
nih svetovnih literarnih festivalih,
kot so PEN World Voices (New York
City), Toronto International Festival
of Authors, Jaipur Literary Festival,
Cosmopolis (Barcelona). Bil je ude-
lezenec mednarodnega pisateljskega
programa University of lowa, lowa
City, ZDA, leta 1993, in gostujoci
pisatelj na Old Dominion University,
Norfolk, Virginia, ZDA, leta 1995.
Prejel je ve¢ Stipendij, med njimi
Fulbrightovo. Ve¢ o njem na www.
andrejblatnik.com.
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Izbrane nagrade in priznanja
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O éem govorim, ko pisem o Andreju Blatniku
Jagna Pogacnik

1. a) Zasebno

Ko pisem o Andreju Blatniku, govorim predvsem o dolgotrajnem
branju in prevajanju. V casih, ko smo prisli ze tako dale¢, da osem-
deseta leta postajajo tema zgodovinskih romanov, se z rahlo nostalgi-
jo spominjam svojih osemdesetih, zacetka prevajalske pustolové¢ine
in srece, ki me je obsla, ko sem od knjizevne Revije iz Osijeka prejela
pros$njo, naj prevedem nekaj zgodb iz Blatnikove zbirke Biografije
brezimenih. Ne vem, kaksen splet sre¢nih okolis¢in je pripeljal do
tega, da sem ravno jaz, tedaj $tudentka nizjih letnikov knjizevnosti,
skoraj brez kakr$nekoli prevajalske izku$nje, dobila nalogo, naj pre-
vajam pisatelja, s Cigar prozo sem se spoprijateljila Ze ob prvem bra-
nju. Takrat je bila strasno »>inc ameriska metafikcija in knjizevnost,
ki ti je dajala vedeti, da moras biti zelo naditan, da bi lahko pisal, pa
tudi bral napisano; Blatnik se je s svojo tedanjo prozo sijajno ujemal
s tem in imel Se to prednost, da je bil iz nekaksnih >nasih¢ krajev,
sosed, ki je v knjizevnosti pocel tisto, za kar smo nekako mislili, da je
rezervirano zlasti za Ameri¢ane in njihove visokosolske kroge. Sc¢aso-
ma so se seveda spreminjale knjizevne paradigme in poeti¢ni mode-
li, z njimi pa tudi moje bralne preference, a v nasprotju z mnogimi
pisci, ki sem jih imela rada in o katerih sem pisala pozitivne kritike,
je imel Blatnik redek privilegij, da se je njegova proza spreminjala
skupaj z mano. Ceprav ta trditev zveni skrajno egoisti¢no, kot da bi
svoj bralni okus postavljala za merilo vseh stvari, pa v resnici ne gre
za to, ampak za nekaj povsem drugega. Proza Andreja Blatnika, ki
danes obsega pet romanov in $est knjig kratkih zgodb, knjige esejev,
priro¢nik itd. ter je prevedena v $tevilne jezike, je eden tistih opu-
sov, v katerih je jasno videti napredek in spremembo, v katerih se
vedno zrcali tisto, kar pretenciozno imenujemo duha ¢asa, a se pri
tem ne izgubljajo osnovne znacilnosti avtorjevega pisanja — obrtna
superiornost, mojstrsko oértavanje medosebnih odnosov, nevsiljive
knjizevne in popularnokulturne reference, v katerih se bralec, ¢e
to zmore in zeli, pocuti kot lovec na dodatne pomene, in odlicen,
izbrusen slog, v katerem je na povrsju (ali na dnu) vedno prostor za
inteligenten humor, ki pogosto namerno uhaja v ironijo. Osemde-
seta so — enako kot moj prevod za Revijo — precej dale¢, a v tem casu
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se lahko pohvalim, da je tudi moja prevajalska kariera rraslac skupaj
z Blatnikom — o tem pricajo hrvaski prevodi knjig Zakon zelje, La-
birinti iz papirja, Saj razumes? in Pisanje kratke zgodbe.

2. a) Javno

O metafikciji in kratkih zgodbah

Ce spremljamo Blatnikovo prozo od zacetka osemdesetih, natanéne-
je od leta 1983, ko je izla zbirka zgodb gopki za Adama venijo, do
njegovih romanov Luknje in Trg osvoboditve, objavljenih v pande-
mijskih letih, se vidi, kako je $la po zelo indikativni poti. Na za-
etku je bila metafikcija, pravzaprav pametno dozirana metafikcija,
z zbirko Menjave koz (1990) pa se je Blatnik premaknil proti ma-
lim, vsakdanjim zgodbam, carverjevskemu preizprasevanju mosko-
-zenskih odnosov in prek romana 7ao ljubezni, v katerem uporablja
izku$nje nekaterih trivialnih Zanrov, prisel v zbirki Zakon zelje do
nezakritega carverjevskega citata v prvi zgodbi O ¢em govorivas,
pa tudi do tistega »moski proti Zenskam, kakor se imenuje ena od
pesmi Davida Byrna. Pri tem Blatnik metafikcijskih postopkov ne
zapusca scela, $e zmeraj so tu, vendar uti$ani in pametno vkljuceni v
neke druge pripovedne pokrajine. Se en korak naprej je bil storjen z
romanom Spremeni me, ki spet izhaja iz prej$njega opusa, vendar ga
na odlocilen naéin zaznamuje z novimi sestavinami, ki peljejo ne-
kam na krizi$¢a zanrov, kjer je tezko in nepotrebno enozna¢no defi-
nirati, ali gre za distopijo, satiro, znanstveno fantastiko, ljubezensko
zgodbo, angazirano druzbenokriti¢no prozo ali kako drugo dolo¢i-
lo: vsako od njih je preozko, da bi ta roman lahko udobno umestili
vanj. Vendar danes vemo, da je prav ta roman nekako odprl pot
zadnjim objavam, postapokalipti¢nim Luknjam, ki so zasnovane na
temelju distopije, in Trgu osvoboditve, v katerem se Blatnik, seveda
povsem v svojem slogu, soo¢a z novejso zgodovino in osemdesetimi
leti kot mitsko tocko generacijske nostalgije, ki pa jo je prav tako
treba, kajne, malce podvredi ironiji in samoironiji.

Blatnik je pripadnik t. i. postmodernisti¢ne generacije slovenskih
prozaistov, ki se je v knjizevnosti pojavila v osemdesetih ter se zbrala
okrog revije Literatura in knjizne zbirke Aleph, ki jo je zasnoval prav
on, in se ve¢inoma naslanjala na izku$nje ameriske metafikcije. Blat-
nik je paradigmatski pisec te generacije. Po prvi zbirki kratkih zgodb
Sopki za Adama venijo ter romanu Plamenice in solze, prepletenem z
mrezo motivov in tem trivialnih zanrov in knjizevnih reminiscenc,
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ki ga je knjizevna kritika okarakterizirala kot svojevrsten manifest
nove generacije prozaistov, je objavil Biografije brezimenih. Teh pet-
indvajset kratkih zgodb nedvomno spada v vrh slovenske kratke
proze tega Casa, razvoj, ki ga lahko spremljamo v njih, pa je po-
memben za pot te proze od neomodernizma prek metafikcije do
avtopoeti¢nega eklekticizma. Biografije bralca presenecajo z ve$¢im
poigravanjem z zanri, katastrofi¢tnimi zgodbami, atmosfero tesnobe
in zelo uspesnimi kratkimi kratkimi zgodbami, ki koketirajo z aforis-
ticnostjo in napovedujejo, kaj vse se je pozneje razvilo in zlozilo v
Blatnikovih nadaljnjih knjigah.

Mojstrstvo kratkozgodbarske prakse se je potrdilo v njegovih kas-
nejsih zbirkah Menjave koz, Zakon Zelje, Saj razumes?in Ugrizi. Poleg
tega, da lahko — tako tipi¢no za kritike — opazimo, da je vsaka od teh
knjig obrtno ¢edalje boljsa, nam v praksi prav res prikazejo znano
geslo predstavnikov minimalizma >manj je ve¢«. Blatnikove zbirke so
v pravem pomenu besede zgled pisanja kratke zgodbe, zasnovane na
ekonomic¢nosti naracije, tem in izraznih sredstev, kondenziranosti in
destiliranosti. Zgo$¢ene na vsakodnevne in navidezno mimobezne
prizore, zakon Zelje in posameznika, ki ga ne more nadzorovati, pro-
dirajo naravnost v bit krize identitete, zakona, ljubezni, komunika-
cije, odras¢anja — kajti v klju¢nih trenutkih gre zmeraj za krizo in
nezmoznost prestopanja tanke rdece ¢rte, ki bi morda enkrat nekje
pomenila izhod. Blatnikove zgodbe v popolnosti, tako z obliko kot
vsebino utelesajo staliS¢e, da »nobena zgodba ne more trajati, v be-
sedilu ali zivljenju, povsem vseeno. Genetsko so zgodbe iz vseh nje-
govih zbirk povezane s priro¢nikom Pisanje kratke zgodbe, nastalim
iz izku$nje vodenja delavnic kreativnega pisanja, priro¢nikom, ki je
bil na Hrvaskem preveden in zelo uporabljan. Teorija in praksa pri
Blatniku namre¢ zmeraj stojita z ramo ob rami, o ¢emer nazorno
prica tudi knjiga Labirinti iz papirja. Stoparski vodnik po ameriski
metafikciji in njeni okolici. Ker govorimo o avtorju, ki zna reci, da
ima najraje potovanje in branje, ni ¢udno, da je tudi ta, morda rahlo
nenavadna knjiga (ali vsaj odmaknjena od klasi¢no razumljenih teo-
retskih in znanstvenih vknjizenj, ki se ukvarjajo s kakim delom na-
cionalnih knjizevnosti) podnaslovljena ravno kot stoparski vodnik«.
Prav tako lahko v Labirintih zaznamo avtorjevo pot od navdusenja
nad poigravanjem v besedilu do dolo¢ene zadrzanosti in tudi izhoda
iz ozkega razumevanja metafikcije, ki se v Labirintih izrazi kot Siritev
obzorja zanimanja e na drugo amerisko prozo.
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Tisto, kar se mi zdi pri tem pisatelju izredno pomembno, se na-
vezuje na pravkar povedano in je nekakSen povzetek vse njegove
poetike, bom skusala razloziti prav na tem mestu prehoda od pisanja
o kratkih zgodbah k pisanju o romanih. Andrej Blatnik ima dve
lastnosti, ki ga po mojem mnenju dvigata iz mnozice (pisateljev)
in delata izjemnega. Prva je ta, da nima tezav s spremembo; o tem
najbolje pri¢a ena njegovih davnih izjav, da bi v novih pogovorih o
njegovem pisanju lahko brez nadaljnjega preskocili prve knjige (kar
seveda z mojega gledis¢a ne drzi, a je pomenljivo). Na te spremem-
be, ki se dogajajo iz knjige v knjigo, ne vplivajo aktualne knjizevne
mode ali trendi, temve¢ njegov notranji obcutek, da je dolo¢en mo-
del iz¢érpan in ga je treba razsiriti ali zamenjati. Druga lastnost, ki
bi jo rada poudarila, je sposobnost, da svoj opus gradi kot puzzle,
v katerem vsako novo delo vsebuje delce starega, spremenjenega,
dopisanega, in na ta nadin ustvarja mo¢ne medbesedilne povezave,
za katere je dobro, da so razpoznane, vendar hkrati niso pogoj za
recepcijo. Tako se dogaja tudi v njegovih romanih, v katerih na stra-
teskih mestih zmeraj vznikne kak citat, parafraza ali pa samo aluzija
na kratke zgodbe, ki smo jih brali prej.

2. b) Javno

O romanih

Po Ze omenjenih Plamenicah in solzah je Blatnik napisal kratek roman
ali daljSo pripoved 7ao ljubezni, ki se nekoliko razlikuje od njegove
prej$nje proze. Avtor, sicer (hm, morda bivsi?) ljubitelj eksoti¢nih
potovanj, dogajanje umesca na Tajsko in Ze v naslovu poudarja obe
klju¢ni besedi — pot in ljubezen. Pripoved je zgo$¢ena na najmanjso
mero, tisto, ki vzpostavlja nujen okvir za dialoge, prevladujoce v
romanu. Ljubezenski par je naklonjen potovanjem kot premikanju,
ne kot prihajanju na dolocen cilj, potovanjem v smislu spremembe,
samospoznavanja ali doseganja notranjega miru. Tokrat to i$¢eta v
tajski ezoteri¢ni ustanovi, samostanu s komi¢nimi znaki turisti¢cnega
sredis¢a. Pripovedovalec in njegova sopotnica delujeta po principu
antipodov — ona je predana potovanju, zeli Ziveti kot domadini, pri-
povedovalec pa je precej skepticen do vsega, kar dozZivlja: tipi¢no po
blatnikovsko neprestano relativizira, kriti¢no, ironi¢no in samoiro-
ni¢no analizira vse dogajanje okrog sebe. Ceprav se zgodba za¢ne
kot intimisti¢ni roman, proti koncu dobi razpoznavna obelezja kri-
minalke, potovanje pa postaja iskanje smisla in nekaksno abstraktno
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iskanje (samo)spoznanja. Zelo uéinkovito pa tudi simptomati¢no
se roman konca z dvema vprasanjema: »Me ljubi$?« in spet »Me
ljubig?«, torej z odprtim koncem. Ze v tem romanu je Blatnik posta-
vil temelje svojih poznejsih — za sestavine namre¢ jemlje protislovne
elemente (tu konkretno eksotiko, ezoteriko, vzhodnjasko filozofi-
jo, elemente kriminalke, ljubezenskega romana), ki so presenetljivo
spretno sestavljeni in skupaj ustvarjajo koherentno prozno celoto.

Roman Spremeni me, umescen v bliznjo prihodnost, prav tako —
in to je nadvse pomembno — nima podudevalnih in moralizatorskih
sestavin, ki se velikokrat prilepijo na ta zanr, niti teznje po >veliki
zgodbis, vsaj ne v tistem smislu, ki bi $kodil primarnemu sporo-
¢ilu, ki ga oddaja vsako Blatnikovo delo — literarnosti, pred vsem
drugim! V zgodbi »Tanka rdeca ¢rtac iz zbirke Zakon zZelje beremo
stavek »Ce ne more§ spremeniti usode veline, jo mora$ deliti.« Ta
stavek se je smiselno in z razlogom preselil v ta slojeviti roman, s
¢imer pa se korespondenca s prej$njo prozo ne izérpa. V zanrskem
smislu je Spremeni me nekaj podobnega »popolnemu miksug, ki ga
hoce narediti Borut. Ta se zaveda, da se ustvarjalnost danes reducira
na kompilacijske postopke, ki, naj se zdijo $e tako preprosti, lahko
postanejo delo za vse zivljenje. Borut je leta in leta kot megauspesen
copywriter posredno spreminjal usodo vecine, ko pa je spoznal, kako
se je s tem odmaknil od eti¢nih nacel, ki so ves ta ¢as njegovih veli-
kih profesionalnih uspehov vendar ostajala nekje v globini njegove
biti, se je odlo¢il v svojem Zivljenju napraviti rez in se prepustiti
spremembi. Spodbujen s krizo srednjih let, ki se ujema s splosno
krizo smisla, se v skrbno premisljenem nacrtu odlo¢i zapustiti zeno
Moniko in njuna otroka. Individualni upor posameznika, ki odide
iz lastnega Zivljenja, je edino, kar $e preostane v tem zelo novem
svetu, v katerem je Borut iskreno sodeloval. Z odhodom od doma
in s pismom, ki ga zapusti svoji soprogi, se za¢ne prvi pripoved-
ni rokav romana, ki zaradi svoje cikli¢ne strukture (zacetek je enak
koncu) ter somernega izmenjavanja Borutovih in Monikinih pogla-
vij pusca loceni zakonski par Se naprej povezan, tako na dobesedni
kot na simbolni ravni. S tem se utelesa tisto, v ¢emer je Blatnik ze v
svoji zgodnejsi prozi pokazal pravo mojstrstvo — sijajno prikazova-
nje mosko-zenskih odnosov, zgovorno in niansirano celo v tistem,
kar ostane neizre¢eno, v nedokoncanih ali prekinjenih stavkih toka
zavesti pa se odslikava groza praznine in odtujenost medosebnih in
ozje druzinskih odnosov v svetu, v katerem liki Zivijo.
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In ta svet je, ceprav umescen v bliznjo prihodnost, v resnici svet, v
katerem Ze nekaj ¢asa zivimo, ne da bi se zavedali, kako in kdaj smo
se v njem pravzaprav znasli in kje je trenutek, v katerem se je vse to
zacelo. Prav zaradi nedvomne povezave z naso konkretno stvarnostjo
lahko vso zgodbo romana beremo tudi kot nekaks$no druzbenokri-
tino, angazirano sliko sveta. Potrosniska druzba z vsemi svojimi
neusmiljenimi znadilnostmi, kot so velike korporacije, ki so lovke
svoje >hobotnice« Ze zdavnaj vpletle v drzavne ustanove, pristavljanje
kartic kot edina oblika identifikacije, nakupovalni centri, urejeni kot
celodnevna bivali$¢a, sistemi popolnega nadzora, nova in nova teh-
nologija ... Ali nismo vsega tega ne samo ze videli, ampak tudi Ziveli?

Izrazit smisel za ekonomicnost izraza je iz kratkih zgodb presel
tudi v Blatnikove romane; njegovi stavki so kondenzirani skoraj z
mojstrstvom najboljsih copywriterjev, tako da tudi v romanih do-
minira zaznavni minimalizem. V Blatnikovi prozi je namre¢ veliko
povedano med vrsticami in v njej ni prostora za pojasnila in posre-
dovanja vsevednega pripovedovalca. Neizgovorjeno in neizrekljivo,
zamolcano in aluzivno, vse to je pomembna sestavina vseh njego-
vih romanov. Prav to je znacilno tudi za roman Luknje, objavljen
2020, pisan najbrz z namenom, da bi ga brali kot distopijo, pa je
ta namen pandemijska stvarnost, ki ga je pricakala ob prihodu iz
tiska, popolnoma demantirala. Borutovo »izkljucevanje« iz sveta po
spoznanju, kak$en ta svet pravzaprav je, in njegov individualni upor
se zdita v primerjavi s svetom, v katerem Zivijo junaki Lukenj, ro-
mana, ki ga strukturirajo dialoska osnovna zgodba in prizori v ob-
liki kratkih zgodb, skoraj kot diznilend. V Luknjah tako rekoé¢ ni
vec sveta, kakr$nega poznamo. Je postapokalipsa neznanih vzrokov
in obsega, zato se mora glavni junak, da bi to sploh lahko postal,
splaziti iz svoje luknje, v katero se je zakopal skupaj s pripadajo¢im
kompletom konzerv za prezivetje, da bi pocakal, da neimenovana
kataklizma mine (ali pa tudi ne?). Nepreviden izhod iz lastne nise/
luknje ga poveze z nekom, ki ga nazene na potovanje (kako naj bo
pri Blatniku drugace?), v iskanje artefakta, s katerim bi bilo mogoce
svet re$iti. Umetnost, ki bi lahko resila svet, seveda iz distopije na
trenutke naredi utopijo, vendar je objava leta 2020 pravzaprav ujela
duha casa s pripadajo¢imi dilemami, ki so v ¢asu pandemije obsedle
vse clovestvo. Motivi izbire poti, krozenja in vracanja na izhodisce,
tanke rdece ¢ree, ki je ni mogoce prestopiti, te stalnice Blatnikove
proze, so seveda vidni tudi v tem romanu, ki si za zanrsko oporisce
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jemlje tudi roman ceste, s tem dopolnilom, da cesta, kakor tudi pri
Cormacu McCarthyju, ni ve¢ cesta v pravem pomenu besede, tem-
ve¢ stranpot, s katere kroznega toka je nemogoce izstopiti. Strasljivo
atmosfero tega romana ustvarja popolni minimalizem — v romanu
ni opisa tistega, kar se je godilo prej, ni prostorske ali ¢asovne opre-
deljenosti, niti ne veliko oseb. Cilj potovanja, na katero se dvojica
poda po skorajda beckettovskih poteh, je iskanje izgubljenih glas-
benih posnetkov, ki bi kataklizmi¢nemu svetu lahko vrnili smisel.
V romanu razberemo aluzije na odsek preteklosti, s katerim se je
Blatnik ukvarjal v naslednjem romanu, 7rgu osvoboditve. Zgodovina
jugoslovanskega rocka in panka, >$tiklcic iz zgodovine bivse drzave,
literarizacija resni¢nih dogodkov in oseb, vse to se vpleta v domi-
nanten potek zgodbe, ki se dogaja v dialogih, v postapokalipti¢nem
kontekstu se izgubljajo pricakovane in znane konotacije, razpriujejo
se v skladu s svetom, ki je enako razprsen in paradoksalen. Edino
trdno oprijemali$¢e v romanu — pa smo spet pri tipiéni blatnikolo-
giji — so aluzije, citati, knjiZzevne reference in zavest o smislu poto-
vanja kot vrnitve na kraj, od koder smo se odpravili na pot. Iskanje
tistega, kar pripada preteklosti, kar je izginilo, vendar vemo, da je
nekdaj obstajalo, saj obstaja v kolektivnem spominu (ki pa mu grozi
unicenje, saj kolektiv izginja), romanu katastrofe dodaja Se eno raz-
seznost — zavedanje o preteklosti, ki jo je treba prekopati, preden se
definitivno in dokon¢no zakopljemo vsak v svojo luknjo.

Da pri Blatniku ta pristop nima prav nikakr$ne povezave s ceneno
nostalgijo, ki se nam v raznih oblikah ponuja kot resitev, v resnici
pa je vir prihodka njenim prodajalcem (megle), je Se jasneje po bra-
nju 7rga osvoboditve (2021). Nacelno je ta roman najprepustnejsi za
resni¢nostne teme, ne odmika se v distopi¢ne izlete, mosko-zenske-
mu odnosu, ki je seveda spet v sredis¢u zgodbe, pa daje jasen ¢asovni
(politi¢ni, socialni ...) kontekst, od konca osemdesetih let do bolj
ali manj nasih dni. Roman se za¢ne z velikim ljubljanskim protes-
tom v podporo Cetverici 21. junija 1988 na Kongresnem trgu, kjer
mladeni¢ po spletu okolis¢in spozna dekle in jo povabi na sladoled.
Njun turbulentni odnos je v sredi$¢u enega sloja romana, drugi pa
iz ljubezenske tranzicije prehaja v politi¢no in gospodarsko. Glavni
lik se enako kot tisti v prej$njem Blatnikovem romanu ne znajde
najbolje v vsem, kar se okrog njega dogaja — je pasiven fatalist, ki
ne ve, kako naj izkoristi priloznosti, $irse gledano pa je predstavnik
generacije, ki je presla pot od vsestranskih protestov do popolnega
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fatalizma, od pankovskih in novovalovskih koncertov, mladinske-
ga novinarstva in vere v spremembe do pasivnosti, s katero prav
tako izraza svoj odnos do tranzicije na take »naSe« nacine. Struktu-
ra romana je fragmentarna, Blatnik nima namena izpisati kronike
generacije, vendar se ta posredno izpisuje sama. Spominjanja na
nekatera generacijska vozlis¢a, na druzbene in kulturne dogodke,
idole in njihov somrak, od bendov in koncertov prek medijev do
politike, delajo iz 7rga osvoboditve roman, v katerem je vzpostavljen
pravi katalog nekaterih klju¢nih mest skupne generacijske preteklos-
ti, Stoparski vodnik, a tokrat ne po ameriski metafikciji (po kateri
je bilo potovanje morda lagodnejse), ampak po skupni preteklosti.
Smisel za »montazo« vseh teh resni¢nih dogodkov in resni¢nih oseb
izpred treh desetletij, vpletenih v osebno usodo glavnega lika, po-
kaze Blatnika kot pisatelja, ¢igar knjizevna zrelost je nasla nacin, da
vase vklju¢i vsa orodja, ki jih je uporabljal v prejsnjem pisanju in
zanje zasluzeno prejemal komplimente. Mislim zlasti na dialoge, ki
s svojo dramati¢nostjo in menjavami tonov karakterizirajo like in
oblikujejo zgodbo, pa tudi na Stevilne reference iz sveta popularne
in manj popularne kulture. Blatnikov roman prikazuje zgodbo o
spremembi politi¢ne ureditve, izgubi idealov, spremembi moralnih
paradigem, do Cesar je zelo kriti¢en, vendar je njegovo podrogje boja
$e zmeraj posredna angaziranost in ironija. Ce si v tem »javnemc
besedilu lahko privos¢im biti malce zasebna: osebno se me je najbolj
dotaknilo, da protagonist romana, ta antijunak nasega ¢asa, ki se ne
zmore resiti svoje luzerske pozicije — pise knjizevne kritike. Soocen z
dejstvom, da kritike nikogar ve¢ ne zanimajo in so zato premalo pla-
¢ane ali pa sploh niso, se tudi sam znajde v prostoru marketinskega,
piarovskega izmisljanja sloganov in prodajanja megle. Odgovorno
trdim, da se kaj takega meni (Se) ni zgodilo in da tega besedila ne
pisem s takega polozaja!

Trg osvoboditve je Blatnikov zanesljivo najambicioznej$i roman
doslej, pravi katalog njegove poetike in literarnih postopkov, pa tudi
album neke generacije, ki je pri¢akovala ve¢ in dobila manj. Ven-
dar — ali nismo Ze pri zgodnejsih Blatnikovih delih ugotovili, da je
manj lahko tudi ve¢?

1. b) Zasebno
Kakor je neznanec iz Lukenj preprical protagonista Blatnikovega
romana, naj krene v iskanje izgubljenega artefakta, sem sdmo sebe
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popeljala na podobno, ¢eprav precej manj kompleksno potovanje,
nekaj desetletij nazaj, do zacetka Blatnikovega pisanja ter svojega
branja in prevajanja. Tam sem se ponovno srecala s citati, ki sem jih
nekdaj rada uporabljala pri predstavljanju ali v kritikah. Tako sem
se spomnila, kako so njegovo pisanje primerjali z voznjo z merce-
desom, ga imeli za B. B. Kinga slovenske proze, in potem mi je na
misel priSel stavek, ki ga je Blatnik neko¢ izgovoril kot nekaksen
pisateljski credo: »Raje Zivim kot piSem, vendar se v pisanem tekstu
pocutim resni¢nejsega.« Blatnikova proza, lahko sklenemo, je iro-
ni¢na do obstojec¢ih modelov, Zanrov in teorij pa tudi do lastne po-
zicije v vsem tem. Na kratko, izvrsten spoj celovitosti in fragmen-
tarnosti, teorije in prakse, a vedno reader friendly. V tem njegovem
tridesetletnem knjizevnem potovanju pa je zanimivo e eno dejstvo:
ko je bila knjizevnost v svojem dominantnem toku (ne samo v Slo-
veniji, temve¢ tudi v $irSem okolju) druzbeno aktivna, je Blatnik
o tem izrazal svoje stalis¢e tako, da je pisal intimne zgodbe, v ka-
terih je bilo pomembnejse od vsega tega zunanjega na primer to,
zakaj se v knjigah ve¢ ne poljublja, niti ne govori o poljubljanju,
ampak govori le o tem, da se o poljubljanju samo $e govori. Ce
dobro premislimo, je to zelo pomembno vprasanje. In ko so se pisa-
telji ve¢inoma umaknili v ni$e posameznikovega intimnega sveta, je
Blatnik zacel tematizirati druzbeno ozadje svojih zgodb o posamez-
nih intimah. Vse to jasno pripelje do trenutka, v katerem moram —
parafrazirajo¢ avtorja — priznati, da se v njegovih besedilih vedno
pocutim resni¢nejso, vprasanje, ali raje Zivim ali berem, pa bom za
zdaj vseeno pustila kot odprt konec.
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What I Talk about When I Write about
Andprej Blatnik

Jagna Pogacnilk

1. a) In Private

When I write about Andrej Blatnik, I mostly talk about many years
of reading and translating. At a time when the 1980s are already
becoming a theme for a historical novel, it is with a touch of nostalgia
that I recall my own eighties, the beginning of my translation
adventure and my overwhelming happiness when I was asked by
the literary magazine Revija in Osijek to translate several stories
from BlatniK’s collection Biografije brezimenih (Biographies of the
Nameless). | have no idea by what train of lucky circumstances it
was that I, a junior literature student with practically no translating
experience, was entrusted with translating an author whose prose
I had made friends with on the very first reading. What was all
the vogue at that time was American metafiction and the kind of
literature which suggested that one should be enormously well-
read in order to both to write and to read others” writings. With
his then prose, Blatnik fitted in to a nicety, and an additional
advantage was that he came from ‘our’ parts, a neighbour who did
things in literature that we had somehow considered a prerogative
of the Americans and their academic circles. The literary paradigms
and poetic models gradually changed, of course, as did my reading
preferences, but unlike many authors whom I liked and reviewed,
Blatnik had the rare privilege that his prose changed together with
me. This statement may sound extremely self-centred, as if I were
upholding my reading taste as the measure of everything, but the
point lies elsewhere. Andrej Blatnik’s oeuvre, translated into many
languages, which today includes five novels and six books of short
stories, books of essays, a handbook and more, is one of those
oeuvres which clearly shows progress and change, always reflecting
the pretentiously named zeitgeist, but never losing the basic features
of the author’s style—superior craftsmanship, virtuoso delineation
of relationships, unobtrusive literary and pop-cultural references
which make the reader—if equal to and eager for the task—feel
like one hunting for additional meanings, as well as a brilliant
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polished style, which always accommodates on the surface (or at
the bottom) an intelligent humour often purposefully shading into
irony. Like my translation for Revija, the eighties are now far away,
but I may boast that my translator’s career in the meantime ‘grew’
together with Blatnik—as attested by my Croatian translations of
his books Zakon zelje (Law of Desire), Labirinti iz papirja (Paper
Labyrinths), Saj razumes? (You Do Understand), and Pisanje kratke
zgodbe (Writing Short Stories).

2. a) In Public

On Metafiction and Short Stories

Tracing Blatnik’s prose from the early eighties, more precisely from
1983, which saw the publication of his short story collection Sopki
za Adama venijo (Bouquets for Adam Fade), to his novels Luknje
(Holes) and 7rg osvoboditve (Liberation Square), published in
the pandemic years, reveals the telling trajectory it has followed.
Beginning with metafiction, or rather, cleverly dosed metafiction,
Blatnik’s course in his collection Menjave koz (1990, Skinswaps)
shifted towards small everyday stories, a Carver-like inquiry into
male-female relationships. After the novel 7z0 [jubezni (The Tao of
Love, translated into English as Closer to Love), which draws on the
experience in certain trivial genres, the collection Zakon zelje brings
an overt Carver quotation in its first story, ‘O ¢em govoriva’ (‘What
We Talk About’), as well as the “Women vs. Men’ theme, which is the
title of a David Byrne song. While metaphysical techniques are not
entirely abandoned, they are toned down and cleverly blended into
other narrative landscapes. Another step forward was taken in the
novel Spremeni me (Change Me), which again departs from Blatnik’s
preceding oeuvre but is decisively marked by new elements. These
lead to a genre crossroads, where it is both difficult and needless
to define the text unequivocally as dystopia, satire, science fiction,
love story, socially committed critical prose, or something else:
each label is too narrow to accommodate the novel comfortably.
Yet we know today that it was just this novel that paved the way for
BlatniK’s latest publications, the postapocalyptic Luknje, founded
on dystopia, and 7rg osvoboditve, which—steeped in Blatnik’s style,
of course—confronts recent history and the eighties as a mythical
point of his generation’s nostalgia, again subjected, as might be
expected, to a touch of irony and self-irony.
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Blatnik belongs to the so-called postmodernist generation
of Slovene prose writers, which emerged in the literature of the
eighties. Gathering around the Literatura magazine and the book
series Aleph, conceived and created by Blatnik himself, it largely
drew on the experience of American metafiction. The paradigmatic
writer of this generation is none other than Blatnik. His first short
story collection, Sopki za Adama venijo, and the novel Plamenice in
solze (Torches and Tears) with its network of motifs, trivial genre
themes and literary reminiscences, which was perceived by literary
criticism as a singular manifesto of a new writers’ generation, were
followed by Biografije brezimenih. Those twenty-five short stories
undoubtedly belong to the apogee of the short fiction written in
Slovenia at the time. Moreover, the development to be traced through
them is important for the journey of this prose from neomodernism
through metafiction to autopoetic eclecticism. Biografije surprises the
reader with its deft play on genres, catastrophic stories, atmosphere
of anxiety, and highly successful ‘short short stories’, which flirt
with an aphoristic quality, foreshadowing the developments and
compositions in Blatnik’s later books.

Blatnik’s mastery of the short story was confirmed by his later
collections, Menjave koz, Zakon zelje, Saj razumes? and Ugrizi (Bites).
Apart from alerting us—as literary critics—to the craftsmanship
refined in each successive book, they show us in practice the
well-known motto of the representatives of minimalism: ‘Less
is more.” Blatnik’s collections are genuine models of short story
writing, based on economy of narration, themes and expressive
devices, on condensation and distillation. Focused on everyday and
seemingly fleeting scenes, on the law of desire and the individual
unable to control it, they pierce straight into the heart of identity
crisis, marriage, love, communication, growing up, for the crucial
moments always involve a crisis and inability to cross the thin red
line which might someday, somewhere, lead to an exit. Both in
form and content, Blatnik’s stories perfectly embody the view that
‘no story can last’, either in text or in life. Genetically, the stories
from all his collections are associated with his handbook Pisanje
kratke zgodbe, based on his experience of leading creative writing
workshops, which was translated and widely used in Croatia.
Indeed, for Blatnik theory and practice always stand side by side,
as is graphically attested by the book Labirinti iz papirja. Stoparski
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vodnik po ameriski metafikciji in njeni okolici (Paper Labyrinths: A
Hitchhiker’s Guide to American Metafiction and Its Surroundings).
Since we are talking about an author who, in his own words, likes
travelling and reading best, it comes as no surprise that this book,
perhaps slightly unusually (or at least removed from the classically
conceived theoretical and scholarly formulations which address
a part of a national literature), should be subtitled ‘a hitchhiker’s
guide’. Labirinti traces the author’s journey from delight in textual
play to a certain reserve as well as to departure from a narrow
conception of metafiction—a departure which takes the form of
extending his interests to other kinds of American prose as well.

What I consider to be Andrej Blatnik’s particular asset is related
to the above and forms the summary of all his poetics. I will seek to
explain it at this point, passing from the discussion of his short stories
to a discussion of his novels. Andrej Blatnik has two characteristics
which (in my opinion) raise and single him out from the multitude
of writers. The first is that he has no problem with change: this is
best attested by his time-honoured claim that his first books might
as well be omitted in new interviews about his writing (not my
own view, of course, but meaningful nevertheless). These changes,
occurring from book to book, are not influenced by topical literary
fashions or trends, but rather by his inner sense that a given model
has been exhausted and thus needs to be expanded or replaced. The
other characteristic that I wish to stress is his ability to build his
oeuvre like a puzzle: each new work includes fragments of the old,
the changed, the added, thus establishing strong intertextual links,
the recognition of which profits the reader but is not a prerequisite
for reception. The same process appears in his novels, which feature
at strategic moments a quotation, paraphrase, or mere allusion to
the short stories which we have read before.

2. b) In Public

On Blatnik’s Novels

After the novel Plamenice in solze, mentioned above, Blatnik
composed a short novel or long novella, 7a0 ljubezni, which diverges
somewhat from his previous prose. The author, a (perhaps former?)
fan of exotic trips, sets the story in Thailand and stresses the two
key words in the very title—"the way’ and ‘love’. The narrative is
congested down to a minimum, the minimum which forms an
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indispensable framework for the dialogues dominating the novel.
It presents a couple with a penchant for travelling, not travelling
as arriving at a certain destination but as moving: travelling in
the sense of change, of attaining self-knowledge and inner peace.
This time they seek it in an esoteric Thai institution, a monastery
with the comical trappings of a tourist centre. The narrator and his
companion work as antipodes—while she is dedicated to travelling,
eager to live like the locals, the narrator is rather sceptical of all
he encounters: in the typical Blatnik manner he keeps relativising
all surrounding events and analysing them critically, ironically,
and self-ironically. Even though the story begins as an intimist
novel, it assumes towards the end recognisable markers of a crime
story, while travelling increasingly becomes a quest for meaning
and an abstract quest for (self-)knowledge. Most effectively as
well as symptomatically, the novel ends with a double question:
‘Do you love me?” and again, ‘Do you love me?’—that is, with an
open ending. This work already lays the foundations for Blatnik’s
later novels by employing contradictory ingredients (in this case
exoticism, esoterics, Oriental philosophy, elements of a crime story
and a love story), which are assembled with surprising dexterity into
a coherent whole.

Similarly, and this is very important, the futuristic novel Spremeni
me, set in the near future, avoids the didacticism and moralising
often attendant on this genre. Moreover, it avoids all pretensions to
a ‘great story’, at least in the sense which would damage the primary
message conveyed by each of Blatnik’s works, above all their literary
quality. The story ‘Tanka rdeca ¢rta’ (‘A Thin Red Line’) in the
collection Zakon Zelje includes the sentence: ‘If you cant change the
fate of the majority, you have to share it.” And this sentence, moved
to the multilayered novel Spremeni me for a good reason, is not an
isolated example of reference to BlatniK’s preceding prose. From the
perspective of genre, Spremeni me is reminiscent of the ‘perfect mix’
striven for by the protagonist, Borut. The protagonist is aware that
creativity is reduced today to compilation processes, which may
become a lifelong work despite their seeming simplicity. A hugely
successful copywriter, Borut has spent year after year indirectly
changing the fate of the majority, but when he realises how far this
has made him stray from the ethical principles which had persisted
in the depths of his being throughout his professional triumphs,
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he decides to make a cut in his life and surrender to change. Egged
on by his midlife crisis, which corresponds to the general crisis of
meaning, he forms a carefully considered plan to leave his wife
Monika and their two children. The rebellion of the individual who
leaves his own life is all that remains in this brand new world, in
which Borut used to participate with great sincerity. His departure
from home and farewell letter to his wife begin the first narrative
strand of the novel. Its cyclic structure (identical beginning and
ending) and the balanced exchange of Borut’s and Monika’s chapters
leaves the separated couple linked together at literal and symbolic
levels. This is an embodiment of the feat by which Blatnik has already
proved his mastery in his earlier prose: a brilliant portrayal of male-
female relationships, eloquent and nuanced even in what remains
unsaid, while the unfinished or interrupted sentences of the stream
of consciousness mirror the horror of the void and the alienation
of interpersonal and familial relationships in the characters’ world.

And we have in fact been living in this world for some time,
even if it is set in the near future, and even if we have been living
in it without being aware just how and why we landed in it or at
which moment it all began. This indisputable connection with our
reality permits us to read the whole story as a socially critical and
committed picture of the world. A consumer society with all its
merciless features, such as the giant corporations which had long ago
spread their ‘octopus’ arms to the state institutions, the scanning of
cards as the only form of identification, shopping centres arranged
as day lounges, total control systems, always new technologies...
Haven’t we already seen and even lived this?

Blatnik’s pronounced interest in the economy of expression spreads
from his short stories to his novels: his sentences are condensed
almost with the virtuosity of the most consummate copywriter,
making a noticeable minimalism a dominant feature in the novels
as well. BlatniK’s prose tells a lot between the lines, leaving no room
for the explanations or mediations of an omniscient narrator. The
unspoken and unspeakable, the suppressed and the allusive, all of
this forms an important part of all his novels. It is likewise typical of
his novel Luknje, published in 2020 and probably written with the
intention of being read as a dystopia, but thwarted in this intention
by the pandemic reality into which it emerged from the printing
press. Borut’s self-exclusion from the world on recognising what it is
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really like and his individual rebellion seem almost like Disneyland
compared to the world inhabited by the protagonists of Luknje, a
novel structured by a dialogical main plot and by scenes in the form
of short stories. In Luknje, the world as we know it practically no
longer exists. It is a postapocalypse of unknown causes and extent,
and if the hero is to become the hero at all, he has to crawl out of the
hole where he has buried himself with a stock of tinned food to wait
for the unnamed cataclysm to pass (or maybe not?). A thoughtless
exit from his niche/hole brings him together with someone who
sends him on a journey (how could Blatnik’s text ever take a different
turn?), on a quest for an artefact which could help save the world.
Of course the notion of world-saving art transforms dystopia into
utopia at times, but the novel’s publication in 2020 captured the
zeitgeist with its accompanying dilemmas, which obsessed humanity
during the pandemic. Such staples of Blatnik’s prose as the motifs
of choosing your way, of circling and returning to the start, of the
thin red line which cannot be crossed, are visible in this novel as
well. One of its genre mainstays is the road novel, except that, as
is the case with Cormac McCarthy, the road is no longer a road in
the strict sense of the word: rather, it is a sidetrack running in an
inescapable loop. The uncanny atmosphere is created by thorough
minimalism—there is no description of the preceding events, no
definition of time or place, and there are not even many characters.
The goal of the two men’s journey along nearly Beckettian ways is
their search for lost music recordings, which might restore meaning
to the cataclysmic world. The novel already contains allusions to
the same past period which is addressed in Blatnik’s next novel,
Trg osvoboditve. The history of Yugoslav rock and punk, scraps of
former Yugoslavia’s history, the literary treatment of historical events
and personages, all this is interwoven in the main plot. The plot
unfolds in dialogues: the expected and familiar connotations fade
in the postapocalyptic context and scatter in accordance with the
world, which is just as scattered and paradoxical. The only secure
foothold in the novel—another instance of typical Blatnikology—
is the allusions, quotes, literary references, and the sense that the
point of a journey is the return to the starting point. The quest for
something that belongs to the past, something vanished of which
we nevertheless know that it once existed because it lives on in the
collective memory (threatened by extinction because the collective
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is disintegrating), adds still another dimension to the catastrophe
novel—an awareness of the past, which should be thoroughly dug
into before we bury ourselves in our holes, finally and irrevocably.
Blatnik’s approach has not the remotest connection with the
cheap nostalgia which is peddled to us in various guises as salvation
but in fact only profitable to its pedlars. This crystallises even more
clearly after reading 77g osvoboditve (2021). Of all of Blatnik’s novels,
this one is the most receptive to reality themes: it never withdraws
into dystopic excursions, and moreover provides the male-female
relationship, which is again the centre of the story, with a clear
temporal (political, social, etc.) context, from the late 1980s roughly
to our own day. The novel begins with the great Ljubljana protest in
support of ‘the Four’, JBTZ, on 21 June 1988 in Ljubljana’s present-
day Congress Square (at the time named Trg osvoboditve, Liberation
Square), where a young man runs into a girl and offers to buy her
an ice cream. Their turbulent relationship is central to one of the
novel’s layers, while another layer passes from a transition in love
to the transition in politics and economy. Like in Blatnik’s previous
novel, the hero is bewildered by the multitude of events surrounding
him—he is a passive fatalist, uncertain how to take advantage of
his opportunities, and—from a broader perspective—representative
of a generation which has walked the whole way from a variety of
protests to utter fatalism, from punk and New Wave concerts, youth
journalism, and belief in change, to passivity, through which this
generation likewise expresses its attitude to transition in ‘our’ ways.
The structure of the novel is fragmented, and though Blatnik has
no intention of spelling out his generation’s chronicle, it spells itself
out indirectly of its own accord. Memories of generational nodes,
of social and cultural events, of idols and their twilight, from music
bands and concerts through media to politics, make 77¢ osvoboditve a
novel which catalogues certain key topics of a generation’s common
past: another hitchhiker’s guide, except that it travels through a
common past rather than through American metafiction (which
may have been more comfy). By his flair for assembling all those
real events and real persons from three decades ago, here involved
in the personal fate of the hero, Blatnik proves that his literary
maturity has found a way to subsume all the instruments used and
deservedly accoladed in his previous writing. In particular I mean
the dialogues, where the dramatic qualities and tone changes define
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the characters and form the story, as well as the numerous references
to popular and not-so-popular culture. Blatnik’s novel portrays a
change of political order, loss of ideals, shift in moral paradigms.
While highly critical of all these, he still continues his battle through
indirect commitment and irony. If I may be permitted a private
reflection in this ‘public’ text: what struck me the most was that the
protagonist, an antihero of our time, unable to shake off his loser’s
position—writes literature reviews. Faced with the fact that reviews
are no longer of interest to anyone and consequently paid poorly
or not at all, he, too, finds himself in the grip of marketing and PR
slogan coining and wool-pulling. I can responsibly claim that I have
never had any such experience (yet), and that it is from no such
position that I am writing this text!

Trg osvoboditve is undoubtedly Blatnik’s most ambitious novel to
date, a proper catalogue of his poetics and literary devices as well as
the album of a generation which expected more and received less.
But—haven’t we established, even for his earlier works, that less can
be more?

1. b) In Private

Just as the stranger in Luknje persuades the protagonist of BlatniK’s
novel to begin his quest for a lost artefact, I persuaded myself to
embark on a similar albeit much less complex journey—one that
goes several decades back to the beginning of Blatnik’s writing and
my reading and translating careers. On this journey I revisited the
quotations which I used to twine into my presentations and reviews.
I remembered that his writing had been compared to a ride in a
Mercedes, that he had been considered the B. B. King of Slovene
prose, and then a sentence occurred to me that had once been
uttered by Blatnik as a writer’s credo: ‘I prefer living to writing, but
in a written text I feel more real.” Blatnik’s prose, one may conclude,
is ironic towards the existing models, genres and theories as well
as to its own position among them. In short, a brilliant fusion of
wholeness and fragmentariness, theory and practice, but always
reader-friendly. Another striking fact in his literary journey of
thirty years is that at a time when mainstream literature (not only
in Slovenia but more widely) was socially active, Blatnik conveyed
his views on the subject by writing intimate stories in which a more
pressing issue than all the externals was, for instance, why people no
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longer kiss in books or even talk about kissing but only talk about
the fact that kissing is only talked about. Considered properly, this
is indeed a burning question. Conversely, when writers tended to
withdraw into the niches of the individual’s intimate world, Blatnik
began to address the social background of his individual intimate
stories. All of this leads to the moment where I—paraphrasing the
author—have to admit that his texts have always made me feel more
real. The question whether I prefer living or reading, however, I will
leave open-ended for the time being.

Translated by Nada Groselj
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Luknje
(odlomki)

14.

Dokler so klimatologi v televizijskih oddajah govorili o porusenem
naravnem ravnovesju, ljudje niso verjeli, vse to je neko pametnjako-
vanje, so govorili, zmeraj je bilo pozimi mraz, poleti pa vroce, kako
naj bo drugace, kaj pa ti znanstveniki mislijo, da so, nimajo pojma,
in $e placujemo jih za to. Potem so zaceli spremembe cutiti v lastnih
Cevljih. Tropski dez je zalival ulice, odto¢ni jaski niso ve¢ mogli gol-
tati. Promet je zastajal, zalivalo je vozila, ustavljala so se brez reda,
celo tisti, ki bi lahko vozili naprej, po tako zagnetenih cestah niso ve¢
mogli. Tisti, ki so res morali dalje, so si sezuli ¢evlje, privihali hlace in
brodili kamorkoli Ze. Potem so se zacele Siriti govorice, da nikar ta-
kole. Da ob takih povodnjih iz globeli odtokov, kjer nihce ne ve, kaj
zivi tam spodaj, priplavajo stvori, ki jih sicer nikdar ne vidimo. Da se
ti pod koZzo neopazno zarijejo li¢inke, ki se za¢nejo hraniti s tvojim
telesom, in ko opazi$ spremembe, ko zacuti§ migotanje pod kozo,
ko ga zagledas in zakridis, je ze prepozno, tekel bo$ k zdravnikom,
ki bodo zmajevali z glavami, ure in ure bodo navijali dolge ¢rve,
zarejene v tvojem telesu, na laboratorijske kolute, a nobena analiza
ne bo pomagala, znotraj bos$ ves preluknjan, telesni sokovi se bodo
brez ovir, brez zadrzkov pretakali med seboj, kakor se res ne bi smeli,
¢e bi hotel Ziveti, pa ne bo slo, ¢e gre takole, se vse pomesa in potem
razkroji, pri Zivem telesu, nobena molitev ne pomaga, smo Ze videli
take rei in $e jih bomo, vsakdo se lahko okuzi, Ze neznatna ranica na
telesu je dovolj, da tista spodnja bitja zlezejo noter in se nebrzdano
razmnozujejo, hranijo se s tvojim tkivom, zapreti, nepredusno za-
preti je treba, a kako, in sploh ne zdaj, zdaj je prepozno.
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23.

Na zahodni strani je rasla panika. Svojéas so vzhodnjaki ostajali
doma, vladarji jih niso spuscali skozi Zelezne zavese, zdaj so pre-
plavljali svet. In ga zaceli kupovati. Cene niso bile vazne. Po glavah
so jim brnela gesla, ki so jih zborno ponavljali v Solah, bili smo nic,
bodimo vse in podobna. Ocitno so jih vzeli resno.

Mogoce je, da ponorijo, so govorili analitiki v medijskih sporo-
¢ilih. Veasih ljudje pa¢ ponorijo. Obsedenost, ki kakor da pride od
zunaj, kakor da iz drugega osondja. Amok. In potem zgrabijo maceto
in sekajo, zgrabijo volan avtomobila in zbijajo, zgrabijo brzostrel-
ko in resetajo. In potem, ¢e prezivijo, ¢e jih ne potepta ali raztrga
besne¢a mnozica zalujocih za umrlimi, ¢e si v trenutku razsodnosti
ne sodijo sami, potem ne vedo, kako je ta Zelja po ubijanju, ta zelja
po razbijanju vsega, prisla do njih, prisla v njih, prisla in vztrajala,
dokler ji ni bilo zado$¢eno, dokler niso vse zavore popustile. Seveda
je necloveska, kako bi kaj takega lahko bilo ¢lovesko? Ne vedo, kako,
ne vedo, zakaj, nicesar ne vedo. A vseeno je, ali vedo ali ne, to ne
spremeni poglavitnega: mrtvi so $e zmeraj mrtvi, razsekani, zbiti,
preresetani.
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23.1.

Narediti drugi svet, &e ti prvi izgine. Ce ga poirejo tajfuni ali taj-
kuni. Prislo bi prav, tako prav, da mnogi razmisljajo v tej smeri. In
o smeri gradnje. V nebo? V zemljo? Kaj je tezje, kaj je bolj varno?
Morda pa v vse smeri, e v eni ni resitve, so $e druge?

Ko se ladja potaplja, je v¢asih treba priznati — resilni ¢olni so pre-
majhni za vse. Tudi ta drugi svet bo majhen. Bo$ sploh koga vzel s
sabo, ti, ki bos$ ta svet lahko zgradil? Ali ni najbolj udobno v dvorcu,
kjer ni nikogar? V luknji, ¢e nimas dvorca?
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Trg osvoboditve
(odlomki)

Trg revolucije

Zborovanje je bilo napovedano za ob dveh popoldne. Prisel je kakih
petnajst minut prej in na trgu ni bilo skoraj nikogar. Organizatorji
so zbegani begali z enega konca na drugega. Odrski delavci so se
vprasujoce spogledovali: tak oder, tako mo¢no ozvocenje — za nekaj
deset ljudi?

Darko je tekel mimo njega, oziral se je naokrog, kot da bi poma-
galo, ¢e vsak trenutek preverja, ali morda kdo vendarle $e prihaja, da
vseh teh kablov niso vlekli zaman. Za nekaj deset ljudi, a to je bilo
premalo. Zaman. Prestregel je njegov vprasujoci pogled in razsiril
roke. Svoje sem naredil, ve¢ ne morem, je sporocal. Videti je bilo, da
sta oba enako presenecena. Toliko vznemirjenja je bilo v preteklih
dneh, toliko ljudi je govorilo, da bi bilo treba nekaj narediti, zdaj
pa so vsi ostali doma! Tako res ne more§ spreminjati sveta. Se svoje
ulice ne.

Potem se je zacelo. Z vseh stranskih ulic so zalele pritekati reke
ljudi. Z leve, z desne, od vsepovsod. Nezaustavljivo. Hipiji, panker-
ji, Studentje, klosarji, poslovnezi, delavci, profesorji, kmetje. Vsi. V
nekaj minutah je bil trg poln do zadnjega koticka. Popolni neznanci
so si kimali in se pozdravljali. Skupaj smo, so si sporocali brez besed.
Nismo sami. Veliko nas je, in $e prihajajo. Se veé nas bo.

Zacelo se je tudi na odru. Kitare so brnele. Pankrti, bend iz delav-
skih Most, ki je pred pol leta nehal igrati, se je znova zbral posebej
za to priloznost. Pero je z odra zavpil, da ne gre za politiko, da ho-
¢ejo nazaj svoje prijatelje iz nogometne ekipe, ki so zdaj v vojaskih
zaporih. Intimno je politi¢no. Politi¢no je intimno. Srece ¢loveku
ne more dati niti drzava niti sistem niti politi¢na stranka — lahko pa
mu jo vzame.
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57

Nova revija ni nastala zlahka, prisla pa je po poti, ki se bo nekaj
desetletij kasneje zdela skoraj idili¢na: nekaj razumnikov se je leta
1980 podpisalo pod predlog, da bi v imenu demokracije potrebo-
vali novo revijo za misljenje in pesnistvo, najvisji politi¢ni organi so
nekaj ¢asa debatirali o tem vprasanju, kresala so se mnenja in navse-
zadnje je dve leti kasneje denar prisel. Zlati ¢asi debat o misljenju in
pesniStvu, Se v najvisjih politi¢nih krogih, bi rekel kak cinik.

Odlocilna je bila 57. stevilka, z naslovom uvodnika opredeljena
kot Prispevki za slovenski nacionalni program. Za izhodisce je bilo
zapisano, da so se Slovenci v Jugoslaviji znasli v krizi, »ki se kaze v
posebni malodusnosti, v mnozi¢nem izseljevanju in v visokem ko-
licniku samomorilnosti«. Nobene razlike v bruto druzbenem pro-
izvodu ni bilo omenjene, ta je v odcepitveni besednjak prisla kasneje.
Bili so ¢asi, ko se mislecem in pesnikom ni bilo treba utemeljevati
skozi ekonomijo dodane vrednosti, upostevanja vredne so bile tudi
druge govorice. Osamosvojitev se je zacela kot osamosvajanje duha,
ne denarja.

Ceprav je Nova revija pisala o re¢eh, ki so bile Ze dolgo v zraku, so
na njenih straneh te komaj predstavljive zamisli iz oblakov sestopile
na papir. Nastala je panika. Po vsej republiki so se sestajali politi¢no
organizirani in tolmacili drug drugemu, kaj pise v teh fotokopijah,
ki so sle iz rok v roke, in kaj je s tem, kar pise, v resnici misljeno.
Brali so tudi tisti, ki sicer niso.

»A ti imas$ tisto revijo?« ga je vprasal oce.

»Katero revijo?«

»Daj no. Saj ves, kaj mislim.«

Cez nekaj dni mu jo je prinesel nazaj. »Zanimivo,« je rekel.

»Kako se ti je zdelo?«

»Saj pravim.«

»Daj no. Povej kaj ved.«

Oce se je nasmehnil.

»Nisem navajen povedati kaj ve¢. To je za vas mlade.«

»Se pravi, da se strinjas, da je treba povedati ve¢.«

»Pravim tudi, da se boj casov, ko bo$ lahko povedal vse. Takrat
morda nihée ne bo poslusal. Zdaj je drugace.«

Pokazal je proti stropu in mu pokimal. Pogovor je bil konc¢an.
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Mikrofon v zidu
Kdor se spomni osemdesetih, ni bil zraven, so se leta in desetletja
hahljali rojeni v $estdesetih. A vendar so radi govorili o osemdesetih,
¢asu svoje mladosti, ki je, bolj ko se je oddaljeval, postajal vse bolj
idealen. Govorili so o iztekanju ¢asa marksisti¢nega opija za ljudstvo
(dok je bilo Tita, bilo je i sita, je pisalo na zidu nekega popularnega
lokala, in iz je bil ljubkovalni izraz za hasisevo smolo) in pritekanju
obcutka, da svet, v katerega so bili rojeni, razpada in da se novi iz te
preobrazbe morda ne bo prikazal. Da je to — to. Vse, kar je mogoce.
Da je treba uzivati trenutek, preteklosti ni ve¢, jutri je predalec.

Tisti, rojeni prej, so verjeli drugace: da ni ni¢ pozabljeno, da je vse
zabelezeno, zapisano, dokumentirano. Da ¢lovek nikjer, niti doma,
ne sme misliti preve¢ na glas, saj nikoli ne ves, kdo slisi, kaj mislis.
V stanovanje zaprti pesnik, nekdaj minister in predsednik parla-
menta, je po razkritju svojega strahu in poguma postal nehoteni
upokojenec. Dve leti po vnovi¢nem izidu svojega vojnega dnevnika
s hrepenenjskim naslovom 7ovarisija, spominov amaterja med pro-
fesionalci, zaradi katerih je pri tovari$ih dokonéno zapadel v nemi-
lost, je pesem, v kateri je zapisal »moj molk je zgovornejsi, v njem
si obsojen na brezno resnice«, objavil v knjigi Porocilo. In porocil o
njem ni manjkalo, desetine obvescevalcev so proizvajale tisoée strani
dokumentov.

Jih je sploh kdo kdaj bral? Ali so ta poro¢ila svoj namen dosegala

ze s tem, da so obstajala? Da se je vedelo, da obstajajo?
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Holes

(excerpts)

14.

While it was just climatologists talking about the disrupted natural
balance on television, nobody took them seriously, what a lot of
palaver, they said, it’s always been cold in the winter and hot in the
summer, how’s that going to change, what do these eggheads know,
they’re full of hot air, and getting paid for it, too! Then people began
to feel the changes in their shoes. Tropical downpours inundated
the streets, the drains incapable of swallowing all the water. Traffic
jammed as flooded vehicles stalled erratically, even those still driv-
able could no longer navigate the clogged-up roads. The people who
simply had to go on took off their shoes, rolled up their pants, and
waded wherever it was. Then the rumors started that one had bet-
ter not do that. Floods like this flush out of the drains, out of the
depths where nobody knows what lives, creatures that are normally
never seen. And then larvae burrow under your skin without your
knowledge and start feeding on your flesh, and when you notice
the change, when you feel the writhing under your skin, when you
see it and scream, it’s already too late, you rush to the doctors, they
shake their heads, taking lab reels and coiling and coiling on them
the worms living in your body for hours on end, but no amount of
probing does any good, youre punctured full of holes in the morn-
ing, your juices mix freely, unimpeded, the way they’re really not
supposed to if you're to stay alive, but you won't if it goes on like this,
everything blends and you rot alive, there’s no amount of prayer that
can save you, we've seen stuff like that before and we'll see it again,
anyone can get infected, the tiniest injury anywhere on your body is
enough for the creatures from down there to crawl in and reproduce
uninhibited, feeding on your tissue, those places need to be closed,
sealed off, but how, and besides, how now, it’s too late now.
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23.

On the West side, panic grew. In the old days, the Easterners used
to stay in their countries, not allowed through the iron curtains by
their rulers, but now they flooded the world. And began buying it
up. Not heeding the prices. Their heads buzzing with the slogans
they used to repeat in chorus at school: We used to be nothing, lets
be everything now. Things like that. Theyd obviously taken them
seriously.

They might run amok, analysts pontificated in reports in the me-
dia. Sometimes people just go berserk. An obsession that seems to
come from the outside, as if from some other solar system. Amok.
And they grab a machete and hack away, or grab the steering wheel
and mow down, or grab a machine gun and riddle with bullets.
And then, if they survive—unless the rioting crowd of the mourn-
ing trample or tear them to death, unless in a moment of clarity they
take their own lives—they have no idea how this desire to kill, to
wreck everything came over them, came and persisted until it was
fulfilled, until all restraint went entirely out the window. Sure it’s
inhuman, how could something like that be possibly human? They
don’t know how, they dont know why, they don’t know anything.
But it doesn’t matter whether they know or don’t know, that doesn’t
change what really matters: The dead are still dead, hacked to pieces,
mowed down, riddled with bullets.
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23.1.

To make another world if the first one disappears. If it’s swallowed
up by typhoons or tycoons. That would come in so handy, so very
handy that many people are thinking along those lines. Along the
lines of construction. Skywards? Underground? Which is harder,
which is safer? Perhaps in all directions, so if there’s no salvation in
one there are others?

When the ship is sinking it is sometimes necessary to admit
that the lifeboats are simply too small to hold everyone. This other
world, too, will be too small. Will you take anyone along with you,
anyone at all—you who'll be able to build this world? Isn’t a man-
sion most comfortable with no one in it? Or a hole, if you don’t have
a mansion?
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Liberation Square
(excerpts)

Revolution Square

The rally was scheduled for two p.m. He came some fifteen minutes
early and found the square virtually empty. The organizers rushed
about in confusion. Stage hands exchanged quizzical looks: Such a
stage, such a sound system, and for what—a few dozen people?

Darko jogged past him, glancing around, as if it might do some
good to keep checking if somebody else was coming so that pull-
ing all the cables wouldn’t have been for nothing. For a few dozen
people, that’s too few. For nothing. He caught his questioning look
and spread his arms.  did my best, theres nothing more I can do. They
both seemed equally baffled. All that excitement over the past days,
all those people saying something should be done, and now they've
all gone and stayed at home! That’s no way to change the world. Not
even your own street.

And then it began. All the side streets started spouting rivers of
people. From the left, from the right, from everywhere. Unstoppa-
ble. Hippies, punks, students, bums, businessmen, workers, univer-
sity professors, farmers. Everyone. In a matter of minutes the square
filled to capacity. Total strangers nodded hello to one another. Say-
ing wordlessly, we're in this together. We're not alone. There’re many
of us, and more are coming. There’ll be even more of us.

The action onstage also began. The guitars twanged. Pankrti, a
band from the working-class district of Moste that had broken up
six months before, came together specially for this occasion. Pero
the front man yelled from the stage that this was not about politics,
that they wanted their friends from their football team back, friends
that were now in military lockup. The intimate is political. The po-
litical is intimate. Neither the state nor the system nor any political
party can give one happiness—but they sure can take it away.
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Starting Nova revija was by no means easy, but the way it was done
would come to seem almost idyllic a few decades later: in 1980, a
group of intellectuals brought forward a proposal stating that, in
the name of democracy, a new journal for thought and poetry was
needed; the highest political bodies debated the issue for a while;
opinions were ventured and clashed; and finally, after two years, the
money was granted. The golden age of debates about thought and
poetry including the highest political circles, cynics might say.

The turning point came with issue no. 57, titled eponymously
with its editorial Contributions to the Slovene National Program.
It began by saying that the Slovenians were facing a crisis in Yu-
goslavia, a crisis “apparent in a special kind of dejection, in mass
emigration and a high suicide rate”. There was no mention of the
differences in the GNPs of the federal units; that would enter the
secessionist vocabulary later. In those early days, thinkers and poets
were not yet obliged to justify themselves through the economy of
added value; other kinds of speech were deemed equally worthy of
consideration. Independence started out through the emancipation
of the spirit, not money.

Nova revija wrote about things that had been in the air for a long
time, but on its pages these hardly conceivable ideas descended from
the clouds and settled on paper. And caused a panic. Those politi-
cally organized convened all over the republic, interpreting for each
other the photocopied texts that went from hand to hand, and their
true meaning. Even those who never read, read them.

“Do you have that journal?” his father asked.

“What journal?”

“Come on, you know what I mean.”

He brought it back a few days later. “Interesting,” he said.

“What did you think?”

“Like I said.”

“Oh, come on. Elaborate.”

His father smiled.

“I'm not used to elaborating. That’s for you, young people.”

“So you're saying you agree that more should be said.”

“Im also saying beware of a time when you can say anything. It
just might so happen no one will listen. It’s different now.”

He pointed at the ceiling and nodded. The conversation was over.
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Microphone in the wall

Whoever remembers the eighties wasn’t there, those born in the sixties
would snicker for years, even decades. But they liked talking about
the eighties all the same, about the time of their youth, a time that
grew increasingly ideal the further away it was. They talked about
the ebbing of the time of the Marxist opium for the people (some
grafhiti on the wall of a popular bar said Before Tito quit we had
plenty of shit, with shit being the local term for hashish) and the
rising feeling that the world they'd been born into was falling apart
and that a new one might never emerge from this transformation.
That this was it, all there was. That one should enjoy the moment,
because the past was gone and tomorrow was too far away.

Those born earlier held different views: that nothing was ever for-
gotten, that everything was on file, recorded, documented. That one
should never think out loud too loudly, not even at home, because
one never knew who could hear you think. Decades ago, a poet—a
former president of the People’s Assembly and minister—had been
retired against his will and confined himself to his apartment after
making public his fear and courage. Two years after the publication
of his wartime diary with the yearning title Comradeship, a memoir
of an amateur among professionals that brought about his final fall
from grace among his comrades, he published a poem with the lines
“my silence / which is loquacious / and draws you to the depth of
truth” in his book Porocilo (Report). And there was certainly no lack
of reports about him: dozens of agents produced thousands of pages
of documents.

Did anyone ever read them? Or did these reports accomplish
their purpose merely by existing? By everyone knowing they existed?

Translated by Tamara M. Soban

>«

Translator’s note: The lines of verse from Edvard Kocbek’s “Microphone in the wall” are
taken from Sonja Kravanja’s translation, available at: https://www.poetryinternational.
org/pi/poem/5160/auto/0/0/Edvard-Kocbek/Mikrofon-v-zidu/en/tile.

© Translation: 1977, Sonja Kravanja

From: Embers in the house of night

Publisher: Lumen, Inc., 0-930829-42-5
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Katia Sophia Ditzler

Katia Sophia Ditzler (Berlin, 1992)
je rusko-nemska interdisciplinarna
umetnica, ki deluje in ustvarja na pre-
mansa in digitalnih medijev. Na Uni-
verzi v Leipzigu je Studirala kreativno
pisanje in kulturno antropologijo (in-
dologijo, tibetologijo, mongolistiko),
na Univerzi Tarasa Sevéenka v Kijevu
film, ukrajind¢ino in filozofijo, na Li-
terarnem institutu Maksima Gorkega
v Moskvi prevajanje in rusko knji-
zevnost, v Yogyakarti indonezijsko
gamelansko glasbo, sen¢no lutkarstvo
in javanski ples ter v Berlinu drama-
turgijo. Po rezidenci pri Institutu za
gledaliske raziskave v Melbournu zivi
in deluje v Berlinu. Objavlja v perio-
diki in antologijah, ustvarja filmske
posnetke in performanse za festivale.
V svojih aktualnih poskusih raziskuje
politi¢cno mitologijo in mehanizme
propagande v kontekstu vojaskega
spopada med Ukrajino in Rusijo.

Katia Sophia Ditzler (Berlin, 1992)
is a Russian-German interdiscipli-
nary artist who works and creates at
the intersections of poetry, music,
video, performance, and digital me-
dia. She studied creative writing and
cultural anthropology (Indology, Ti-
betology, and Mongolian Studies)
at the University of Leipzig, film,
Ukrainian and philosophy at the
Taras Shevchenko University in Kyiv,
translation and Russian literature at
the Maxim Gorky Literature Insti-
tute in Moscow, Indonesian Gamelan
music, shadow puppetry, and Java-
nese dance in Yogyakarta, and dra-
maturgy in Berlin. After residing at
the Institute for Theatre Research in
Melbourne, she now lives and works
in Berlin. She publishes in magazines
and anthologies, creates film footage
and performances for festivals. In her
current experiments, she is exploring
political mythology and mechanisms
of propaganda in the context of the
military conflict between Ukraine
and Russia.
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Boden I

ich bin verwurzelt in Erosion

fiille die Reservoirs mit Keuschlamm

reinige und entleere sie wieder

lasse dich nieder

wo kurzzeitig keine Lava flieflen wird

wie gut, dass die Lichelnden keine Ahnung haben

fur dich hebe ich die Friichte vom Vorjahr auf

und die frischen in Zukunft

befrage die Erdbeeren des Schicksals

die Johannisbeeren des Hochmuts

die Himbeeren der Gesetzestreue

ich habe immer darauf gewettet, mit den Embryos infiziert zu werden
stattdessen habe ich mich ausgedehnt und ausgebreitet

ich bin zusammengesetzt aus den Schreien der Ungeborenen
und den ganzen Kérpern

die nicht meiner geworden sind

im Vakuum werde ich mich wohlfiihlen
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schau dir meine Hinde an

sie sind mit roter Farbe bestickt

ich rolle mich hin und her

ich schwinge mich auf

unsere Wirbelsdulen passen nicht zum Boden
deswegen konnen wir uns tiberall schlafen legen

kdstlich ist der Duft deiner Salben
dein Name hingegossenes Duschil

ich will auch wihlerisch sein

ich freue mich iiber fruchtbare Erde

tiber Humus und aufgelockerte Schichten
und die Verlockungen der Sedimente

den eigenen Weinberg konnte ich nicht hiiten
schon sind wir, verlockend, eine Wolldecke ist unser Lager
Stahlbeton sind die Balken unseres Hauses, Gipskarton die Winde

es gibt keine Schuld

aber sie ist ein stilisiertes Blumenmuster
wo weidest du die Erde, wo verschanzt du dich am Mittag?

ich betrete immer den Boden, auf dem ich gerade stehe
dort wo meine FiifSe mit den Boden verschmelzen
werde ich zur Nymphe

wird man eine Alraune herauszerren

ihr den Mund wegschnitzen

ich tibergie8e die Krater mit Sdure

damit sie zu Gebirgen werden

niemand kam

niemand betrat den Boden
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wie nett, dass gerade jetzt sich unsere Lieblingsplaneten
fir einen Monat aufgereiht haben

und erkennbar sind mit bloflem Auge

deine Schwarzbrauen werden besungen in Liedern

die geschrieben wurden

als du noch nicht lebtest

wir stehen auf den verbotenen Feldern

auf denen keine Windmiihlen sich in Drachen verwandeln
wenn man sich umdreht

auf denen Binke um Hexentanzplitze herum stehen
sie haben die Herzen der Industrie

ich warte hier, bis du wiederkommst

und starre auf die Kadmiumflammen

in den Fenstern der Hochhiuser

lass uns in Bars gehen

mit Tischplatten aus Platinen veralteter Supercomputer

eine Sénfte lief der Machthaber zimmern aus Holz vom Sperrmiill
die Pfosten in Silber, die Lehne in Gold

aber niemand trigt uns

du kannst mir alles erzihlen was du willst

ich schaue dir beim Bewegen zu

ich finde keinen Halt im Grund

aber wir schweben ohnehin

mir gefillt deine Prinzipientreue

und dass ich so etwas nicht besitze

du glaubst an so vieles

an das ich nicht glaube

ich hore dir zu und betrachte dabei die Asphaltkristalle
die Biche unter dem Strafleneis

ich finde keine Schuld bei dir

dabei suche ich ausgiebig

du weifdt gar nicht, wie sehr ich mich von der Flucht abhalte
aber der Sex ist gut
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komm
wandern wir auf das Land
schlafen wir in den Dérfern

ich weif$ nicht einmal

wie man dich ins Verderben locken kénnte
ich halte dir die Augen zu

damit du die AufSenwelt nicht sehen musst

ein verschlossener Garten
ein versiegelter Quell
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ich erinnere mich

dass du Holz bist

der Boden speichert Wirme

ich schmiege mich ans Weltall

unsere Landnahmen waren erfolgreich

die Zeitlosigkeit wird voriibergehen

die Fassungslosigkeit auch

es ist zu frith, mit feuchter Erde iiberschiittet zu werden
es ist zu friih, sich fiir eine Idee zu entscheiden

das Tier bekommt Futter, bevor es hungrig wird

ich habe mich bei der Landnahme nicht dumm angestellt
ich bin Sklavin der Asymmetrie

mir gehoren

Radiogalaxien und die Tentakel der unschuldigen Dimonen
ich withle mich durch bis zum Mittelpunkt der Erde
nur Kopfschiisse halten ab von

der Eroberung des Pferdekopfnebels

weift du

man muss sich nur

die Wiederauferstehung zur Gewohnheit machen

und ich mag die Stille

wenn allein dein Atem die Zeit einteilt
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Tla 1

zakoreninjena sem v eroziji

zabojnike polnim s konopljiko

distim jih in znova praznim

namesti se tam

kjer vsaj nekaj ¢asa ne bo tekla lava

kako dobro, da smehljavci nimajo pojma
zate pobiram lanske plodove

in sveze v prihodnosti

spra$ujem za svet jagode usode

ribez napuha

maline spostovanja zakonov

od nekdaj sem stavila, da se bom okuzila z zarodki
namesto tega sem se le razlezla in razsirila
sestavljena sem iz krikov nerojenih

in iz celih teles

ki niso postala moje

v vakuumu se bom pocutila dobro
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oglej si moje dlani

izvezene so z rdeco barvo

kotalim se sem in tja

vihtim se

najini hrbtenici se ne prilegata tlom
zato lahko legava spat kamorkoli

slastno disijo tvoja mazila
tvoje ime vlito olje za prhanje

tudi jaz bi bila rada izbir¢na
veselim se rodovitnih tal
humusa in zrahljanih plasti
in sku$njav usedlin

za lastni vinograd nisem mogla poskrbeti
lepa sva, vabljiva, volnena odeja je najino lezisce
Zelezobetonski so stebri najinega doma, stene mavine plosée

nih¢e ni kriv
a krivda je stiliziran cvetli¢ni vzorec

kje bos pasel zemljo, kje se bos vkopal opoldne?

stopam vedno na tla, na katerih ravno stojim
tja, kjer se moja stopala zrascajo z zemljo

se spreminjam v nimfo

bodo izpulili mandragoro

izrezali ji ustje

kraterje bom prelila s kislino

da bodo zrasli v gorovja

nihée ni prisel

nihée ni polozil noge na tla
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kako lepo, da so se prav zdaj najini najljubsi planeti
za en mesec takole poravnali

in so vidni s prostim o¢esom

tvoje ¢rne obrvi opevajo pesmi

ki so bile napisane

ko te sploh $e ni bilo

stojiva na prepovedanih poljih

na katerih se mlini na veter ne spreminjajo v zmaje
kadar se ozre$

na katerih stojijo klopce okoli plesis¢ za ¢arovnice
imajo srca industrije

tukaj pocakam, da se vrne$

in strmim v kadmijeve plamene

v oknih stolpnic

pojdiva v bare

v katerih so mize prekrite s tiskanim vezjem zastarelih
superracunalnikov

nosilnico je dal viadar stesati iz lesa kosovnih odpadkov
stebricke v srebru, naslonilo iz zlata

vendar naju nihée ne prenasa

pripovedujes mi lahko, karkoli hoces

gledam te, ko se premikas

nobene opore ne najdem v tleh

ampak saj tako ali tako lebdiva

vSe¢ mi je tvoja nacelnost

in da je sama ne premorem

v toliko stvari verjames

v katere jaz ne

poslusam te in zraven opazujem kristale asfalta
potocke pod ledenimi luzami cest

nobene krivde ne najdem pri tebi

pa jo kar natan¢no i$¢em

sploh ne ves, kako mocno se upiram temu, da bi zbezala

ampak seks je pa dober
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niti tega ne vem

kako bi te lahko zvabila v pogubo

ti bom zatisnila oci

da ti ne bo treba gledati sveta tod zunaj

pridi
pojdiva po dezeli

spiva po vaseh

zaprt vrt
zapecaten vodnjak
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spomnim se

da si les

tla vpijajo toploto

stiskam se k vesolju

uspesno sva zaposedla dezele

brez¢asnost bo minila

zbeganost prav tako

prezgodaj je, da bi bila zasuta z vlazno zemljo
prezgodaj je, da bi se odlocila za kako idejo
zival dobi jesti, Se preden je la¢na

pri zaposedbi zemlje se nisem sprenevedala
sem suznja asimetrije

meni pripadajo

radijske galaksije in lovke nedolznih demonov
prerivam se prav do sredi$¢a zemlje

edino streli v glavo odvracajo od

osvojitve meglice konjske glave

ves

potrebno je edino to

da ti obujanje od mrtvih preide v navado
in meni je tisina vSec

ko samo tvoj dih razvrsca cas

Prevedel Ales Ucakar
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Soil 1

I’'m rooted in eroded soil

fill the reservoirs with monk’s pepper,

clean and empty them again

settle down

where lava might not flow, temporarily

how nice it is that the ones who are smiling have no clue
for you I keep last year’s fruit

and the fresh ones in future

consult the strawberries of destiny

the red currants of haughtiness

the raspberries of law-abidance

I always bet on being infected with embryos
instead I extended and spread myself

I am composed of the cries of those unborn
and of all the bodies which didn’t become mine
[ will feel well in the vacuum
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look at my hands

they've got red color stitched into them

I roll from side to side

I soar

our spinal cords don’t match with the ground
that’s why we can lie down and sleep anywhere

delicate is the fragrance of your perfume

your name is a shower oil poured out

but I also want to be choosy

I would be glad for fertile earth

with humus and loosened-up layers
and the temptations of the sediments

my own vineyard I had not looked after

how beautiful we are and how you delight me, our bed is a woolen
blanket

the beams of our house are made of ferroconcrete, its paneling of

plasterboard

there is no such thing as guilt
it’s a stylized flower pattern

where will you lead your flock to graze, where will you entrench it at
noon?

I always step on the ground on which I'm standing
there, where my feet merge with the ground

I'll become a nymph

one will tear out a mandrake

carve its mouth away

I pour acid over craters

so they’ll become mountain ridges

nobody came

nobody set foot on the soil
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how nice it is that our favorite planets

aligned themselves now for one month

and became visible to the unaided eye

your black brows are being sung about in all sorts of songs

written when you weren't yet alive

why do we stand on the forbidden fields

on which no windmills turn into dragons

when you turn around

where benches are grouped around fairy rings

they've got the industry’s hearts

I am waiting here for you to come back

[ stare at the cadmium flames

in the windows of the apartment buildings across the street

and let’s also keep going to bars

where the tabletops are made of motherboards from outdated
supercomputers

the potentate has had a palanquin made of wood from bulky waste
he has had the posts made of silver, the canopy of gold

but nobody carries us

you can tell me anything you want

I watch you move

I don’t find footing in the ground

but we're hovering anyway

[ like your scrupulousness, too

and the fact that I dont have anything like it
you believe in so much I don’t believe in

I listen and look at the tarmac crystals

the streams under the road ice

I don’t find guilt in you

though I search thoroughly

you can’t imagine how much I deter myself from the escape
but the sex is good
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come
let us go o the fields
we will spend the night in the villages

I don’t even know

how to lure you into ruin

I cover your eyes

so you won't have to see the outside world

a garden enclosed
a sealed fountain
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I remember

youre wood

the ground saves the heat

I snuggle up to outer space

our annexations were successful

the timelessness will pass

so will the bewilderment

it’s too early to be covered with humid soil
it’s too early to opt in for an idea

the animal is fed before it gets hungry

I wasn't too stupid while taking the land

[ am asymmetry’s slave

I own

radio galaxies and the tentacles of innocent demons
I plod through until the center of the earth
and only shots to the head keep you away
from the conquest of the horse head nebula
you know

you just have

to make resurrection a habit

and I like the silence

when only your breath divides time

Translated by the author
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Dejan Dukovski

Dejan Dukovski (Aejan Ayxoscku;
Skopje, 1969) je makedonski dra-
matik in scenarist. Diplomiral je iz
dramaturgije na Fakulteti za dramske
umetnosti (FDU) v Skopju pri Gora-
nu Stefanovskem. Tam je na oddelku
za filmski in televizijski scenarij tudi
predaval, od leta 2015 pa je drama-
turg v Makedonskem narodnem
gledalis¢u v Skopju. Njegova bese-
dila so prevedena v $tevilne jezike,
postavljena so bila na razli¢ne odre,
tudi veckrat nagrajena na domacih
in mednarodnih gledaliskih festiva-
lih. Med njegovimi odmevnej$imi
dramskimi besedili so ITocaeanuor
Gaakancku Bammup (1989; Zadnji
balkanski vampir), Cuajan mrpxor
manna (1991; Siljan $torklja Stanca),
Baakanor He ¢ mpros (1992; Balkan
ni mrtev), Bype 6Gapyr (1994; Sod
smodnika), Mame my e6am xoj nps
noyna (1996; Jebem mater tistemu,
ki je prvi zacel), Apyra crpana (2003;
Druga stran), ITpasen rpas (2007;
Prazno mesto), Yrepyc (2009; Ute-
rus), Msrybenn Iepmannu (2011;
Izgubljene duse) in Ayxor wro oau
(2014; Dubh, ki hodi). Dukovski je
tudi avtor ve¢ scenarijev, med drugim
za filme Cserao cuso (1993; Svetlo
sivo), Bype 6Gapyr (1995; Sod smod-
nika), Kaxo Bo aom con (2003; Kot
v grdih sanjah) in Ssoneme Bo raasa
(2002; Zvenenje v glavi). Film >Sod
smodnika¢ v reziji Gorana Paskalje-
vi¢a je osvojil nagrade na Mednarod-
nem filmskem festivalu v Benetkah
(1998), nagrado za najboljsi film
Evropske akademije za film ter druge.

Dejan Dukovski (Skopje, 1969) is a
Macedonian playwright and screen-
writer. He graduated in dramaturgy at
the Faculty of Dramatic Arts (FDU)
in Skopje, his mentor being Goran
Stefanovski. There he also lectured at
the Department of Film and Televi-
sion Screenwriting, and since 2015 he
has been a playwright at the Macedo-
nian National Theatre in Skopje. His
texts have been translated into many
languages, staged in various theatres,
and he has received several awards for
them at domestic and international
theatre festivals. Among his most no-
table dramatic texts are Ilociednuom
banxancku eamnup (1989; The Last
Balkan Vampire), Cuijan wmprom
wanya (1991; Siljan the Stork),
Basxanom we e mpmos (1992; Balkan
is Not Dead), Bype 6apym (1994; The
Powder Keg), Mame my eban xoj nps
nouna (1996; Screw the One Who
Started It), Apyea cmpana (2003;
Other Side), [lpasen zpad (2007;
Empty City), Vinepyc (2009; Uterus),
Hseybenn Tepmanyn (2011; Lost Ger-
mans) and 4yxom wimo 0du (2014; The
Spirit Who is Walking). Dukovski is
also the author of several screenplays,
including Csemao cuso (1993; Light
Grey), Bype bapym (1995; The Powder
Keg), Kaxo 60.10us corn (2003; As in Bad
Dreams), and Ssowere 0 24a6a (2002;
Headnoise). The film 7he Powder Keg,
directed by Goran Paskaljevi¢, won
awards at the Venice International
Film Festival (1998), the European
Film Academy Award for best film,
along with other awards.
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Mame my ebam xoj nps nouna
(u3BapOK 0OA Apama)

Bepa
Tper xpyr

Espora, BI/ITCM6CPI‘, Lipno I'pace,
3abopaBeHa eBpoIicka bupTuja.

AOKTOP ®AAYC: Buau ru 6pe, roseaa. Mamy my ebam.
Paayc.

Ilaysa.
Aoxrop Paayc.
Ilaysa.

Jac cym Aokrop Paayc.

MAAAMNOT: Aoxrop Paayc?

AP. DAAYC: Op xps u meco. Kaxo ayx. He cu caymman?

MAAAWOT: He.

AP. DAAYC: He cu op oBae?

MAAANOT: He.

AP. PAAYC: Aobpo aojae.

MAAAWOT: Aobpo Hajaos.

AP. PAAYC: Humro o06po Hema aa Hajaenr. Op xape cu?

MAAAMOT: Jyxua Epporma.

AP. DAAYC: baskan?

MAAAMOT: Makeaonuja.

AP. DAAYC: Hemrro e ranao Bo oBue roAunn Ha EBporicka Haaex.
baaxan e 3atBoOp.

Llaysa.

IIIro 6apam oBae?
MAAAWOT: Mmawm crunenanja. EaBaj ja ao06us. EaBaj Ao06uB Busa.
I'xaBHO cTHrHAB. A0jAOB A2 yuaM.

AP. PAAYC: U pojac paBo oBae Aa yaum?
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MAAAHNOT: Peueno mu e, oBAe nMa Haja0OpH KypBH.

AP. ®AAYC: Hma. Jac cym. Ke 6upem naywen. Ce ke Te Hayyam.
Caxar A2 0OAMIME OAM2 HAH ITPBO K€ MU KYIIHII €AHO ITUBILiE?

MAAAMNOT: He 6uau cMmelnes.

AP. PAAYC: Tebe i e cmemno? Mene Mu e crpamno. Aasu ke
buaeur HexeH? Aaau ke Me GakHemn Gapem eaHam? Aa He MMaln
Hekoja 6oaeurruna? CurypHo Ke cakaur oa nosaau. CBumbo eAHa
6aakancka. ITa, jac He cym camo Kkym Meco. Jac cym dyecHa Kypsa.
Aesuiia.

MAAAMOT: Co mene Hajae Aa ce 3aebaBan?

AP. PAAYC: Kypsa cym. Yecen 360p. Camo, mHory mamerHa. Toa
me jape. Buau. Kaxo rp6a ro Baeyam MOjoT TeKOK MO3OK. Jac cym
€AHA KOMIIACKCHA KypBa. Buau me y6aBo. Crpaino ckana Kypsa.
Me 60an Baruna. Me 6pkaar 0A €AHH YHHBEP3HUTETH, jaC OCHOBAM
Apyru. OA eAHHM AP)KaBH, jaC OCHOBAM APYIH. JHacHe M Maruja.
McxycrBo u danTasuja. Iu sHam cucremute. luppure. 3nanure.
Tajunre Ha sBespure. Tajuure Ha ApkaBuTe. AAXeMHjaTa Ha
npupoaara. Oaronerkure Ha saroHetkute. Perjenror Ha Koxa Koaa.
Bupryeana peaanoct. Buoaomxu unnosu. PaGorute mro yure He
ce u3MucAcHH. AaBUPUHTHTE Ha YoBeKoBaTa Ayma. Cure akrepu u
rpobapu Ha EBpona. Cure anrean na Espona. Lpsu. Maen. Xaoc.
Tera. ITapanou. ITopouu. Kypsu. I'lpoumpena csect. [Toantmaxn
KOHCIHpanuu. XepMETHYHH KpPyroBu. EsorepudHu xpyrosu.
Mucrianu  kpyrosu. Ieomerpuja. Teomantnja. XupomanTnja.
Hexpomanrtuja. Meranomanruja. Illusomantuja. KypomanTtuja u
TaKa HaTaMmy.

Llaysa.

Aocapno mu e. Humro ne ce cayuysa. Kucnam Bo Llpro I'pace.
Hajao6pa 6upruja Bo Burembepr n nomupoxo. OBae peaanocra
€ MAy3HMja BO HEAOCTATOK HA AAKOXOA. MHOry roaeMu yMmoBH
TpecHaAe oA moaoB. Hekon mosparuae, ma ce yaaBuae. Jac ke ce
narmjam muso. Ke masnam. Ke ro cxpmam sparor. Llpro mpace
ro you Aokrop ®Paayc. Boaa u oran. 36opor mu Gerue, Kymu epAHa
KPHTAQ [IHBO.

MAAAWOT: Lpro?

AP. DAAYC: Vau cBetao.

MAAAMOT: Llpro nau cBeta0?
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AP. DAAYC: Lpro uau cBetso.

MAAAWOT: He smaem mro cakam.

AP. PAAYC: Cakam ce mTo 3HaM.

I luso.

AP. DAAYC: Jac 3nam ce. My, 3HaM aeka Kora He 3HAM 3HAM
ITOBEKE OA OHHE LITO HE 3HAAT A€Ka He 3HaaT. | leTuriata Me 60AH.
Mucaun Aeka e Toa HEKOj 3HaK?

MAAAMWOT: Kakos 3Hak?

AP. DAAYC: Boxju 3Hax.

MAAAWOT: He Mmucaam 6aim Taxa.

AP. DPAAYC: Hu jac. Illtera mro yexam sHak. Aoaeka yekam
MOXKE AQ Ce HamujaM yiuTe eAHo nusLe. LIpHo nau cBetao.

1 luso.

[Tounr?

MAAAHWOT: He.

AP. DAAYC: He? Kako ne?

MAAAWOT: Taka ne.

AP. DAAYC: 3owro?

MAAAHNOT: 3owro, a? Hekon pabotu 0BAe, He MU BACTYBaaT BO
rAaBa.

AP. PAAYC: Iaynas cu?

MAAAHWOT: He.

AP. PAAYC: Kaxo ne?

MAAAHWOT: Taka He.

AP. DAAYC: 3omro?

MAAANWOT: llro somro?

AP. PAAYC: 3omTo He?

MAAAHWOT: 3omro A2 HE?

AP. DAAYC: Aoaram oa... Baakan. Ao ayma, cera cu Bo Buren6epr.
Toa moxe Aa 6upe xontpa apryment. M He mopa. Moskebu cu
IOBPEMEHO TAYIIaB?

MAAAHNOT: He 6u pexoa.

AP. PAAYC: Jac 6u pexoa. Huxoramr He sHaem. Ao cu raymas, He
CH ITAMETEH, AA 3HACII ACKA CH TAymaB. MecedynHara e mareTHYHa.
Taxxno ymupa, kako yoBekoT. CoHIeTo € 3eaeH0. Mepkyp e HeBHH.
Benepa e sany6ena. Mapc e 6ecen. Tu cu raynas.

MAAANOT: Tu cu nameren?

AP. DAAYC: Jac cym sanyben.

Ce 2nedaam.
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Kaxo cn?

MAAANWOT: 3omro?

AP. PAAYC: Iro 3omro?

MAAAMOT: 3omro kako cym?

AP. PAAYC: 3owro, somro kaxo cu? He mu puroszodupaj. Aobpo
cu uAM Aomo cu. Aaj Mu paxa.

MAAAHWOT: 3omro?

AP. PAAYC: Mama cu cu ebaa.

My ja sema paxama.

Hermro ke ti ka>kam.

I1uso.

Buau Baka. ITocmprau sBona. Apxasen morpe6. Benuyan Bea 3a
KypBa. Apxasa 3a kypsa. Ha npasen xosuer, ybueLor 1’ ru mupu
HoseTe Ha BAoBHIaTa. M'ja xune xomryaara. M’ ru xuHe rakure.
Komnyaupa xaxko xuBotHo. BpoBuimara Opedra kako cBumuye.
Baosuiata u3obaudena oA cTpacT My ja rpuse pakara. Ke ympe o
cpeka? He. Eranuxa tensuja. Iparancka Bojua. bparoyGucrsena
BojHa... Hemup u cTpact. EAHO nmepepue ru raepa. Aa Ti momMorsam
crpuko?! Ke Tu craBam npcr oa mosaau, umde! Pamupu ru Hosere,
majko! Ke TH ro cTaBam MaAKy BO yCTa, MAMUYKO!

My ja ocmasa paxama. Ce 2aedaam.

MAAAMOT: He pasbupam.

AP. PAAYC: Taka e. 360posu, 360posu, 360poBr. AKo UMalI paHa
CHITM CH CaM BPEAO OAOBO Ha Hea. AKO He, jac ke Tu cumam. Hemoj
HUKOTO Ad )KaAHIL. AKO TH IaAHE XaA 32 HEKOTO, yHUIITH r0. E6u
ro Ao empr. Cmprra e y6asa. Cserot e ancypaet. IToantuxara e
AYAHAO. Jac japaM romMHa.

Ilaysa.
Kaj orupaoa borosure?
MAAAWOT: borosure, a? Aa tu xaxxam Hemro. Hema borosu. Mma
CaMO HACHAHMIIH, H3AQJHULIN U AULIEMEPH.

Llaysa.

AP. DAAYC: On xaj Tu € oBa?
MAAAMOT: Moe pasmucayBarbse.
AP. DAAYC: Bpaso. Cakaru aa BUAUII AyX?
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MAAAMOT: Kakos ayx?

AP. DAAYC: Ke Ti BuKkHaM eacH AYX.

MAAAMOT: He.

AP. DAAYC: Cure cakaat aa Buaar Ayx. Cute MMaaT HEKOj AyX.
MAAAMOT: He BepyBam BO Ayx0BH.

AP. DAAYC: U ayxosure He BepyBaar Bo Tebe.

Ilaysa.

Caxaur agpUKaHCKM TaHI[OBH?

MAAAHNOT: Kaksu adppuxaHcku TaHIIOBU?

AP. PAAYC: Kako xaxkBu? Appuxancku. Fau cakain jaropu co maar?

MAAAMOT: Kaksu jaroan?

AP. PAAYC: Co maar. 301ITO €M TOAKY TApaHOHYEH?

MAAAMNOT: Kaj mere pooMa, BAKBH KaKO Tebe jaAaT 3a AOpyYEK.

AP. DAAYC: Taka e. Mama cte cu ebaae. E, mro umain Hekoja sBesaa.
I'TuBoBo MMa BKyc Ha AaeKcaHAAp.

MAAAMOT: Aaexcanpap?

AP. PAAYC: Onoj mro ocojysaa. Tamy kaj Bac. Aoma. He i1 ce unnn?

MAAAWOT: He.

AP. DAAYC: Anexcanpap ympe epaHo cabajae. To sakomaa. ITocae ce
Bparu Bo npammuHa. [ Ipammnara e semja. Op 3emjara mpaBuMe Kaa.
Co xaa sauenyBame Oypuba IUBO.

e
Anexcanpap. ITpo6aj.

MAAAMOT: Kakos Bkyc nma AaekcaHaap?

AP. DAAYC: Bakos.

MAAAMOT: Tu cu Masky gyaeH.

AP. PAAYC: Jac cym MHOTY 3amybeH.

MAAAHWOT: Bo xoro?

AP. DAAYC: Bo rebe.

MAAAWOT: Tu cu 6oaen.

AP. PAAYC: I'lo Tebe.

MAAANOT: Opa e 6ecMucaeno.

AP. PAAYC: Ce e 6ecmucaeHo.

MAAANOT: I'ujan cu.

AP. PAAYC: He poBoaHO.

1laysa.
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MAAAHNOT: He pojaos oBae 3a Baksu kaxo tebe. Caymam? Mmam
jac MOM IIAQHOBH... AOJAOB A2 €6aM MaAKy MaTep OBAC...

AP. PAAYC: He ce cexupaj. Ke 6uac. Bo A06pu paue crurHa. Tebe tu
Tpeba 3Hacwe. Tu Tpeba A0bap yuurea. Yaureao, sHae ce. Cera ke
TH IIOKAXKE HEIITO YYUTEAOT. Ke Hayqun Hemro. AOjAH A Te Haydn
MaAKy yuuTesoT! 3Haeme? Iaeaaj kako Baara sHacke BO Tebe?!

10 ppaka 3a xoca.
10 cunysa.

Kpux.
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Jebem mater tistemu, ki je prvi zacel
(odlomek iz drame)

Vera
Tretji krog

Evropa, Wittenberg, Crni pujs,
pozabljena evropska ostarija.

DOKTOR FALUS: Glej to svinjo. Jebem mu mater.

Falus.

Premor.
Doktor Falus.

Premor.

Jaz sem doktor Falus.

MLADENIC: Doktor Falus?

DR. FALUS: Iz krvi in mesa. Kot duh. Se nisi sligal?

MLADENIC: Ne.

DR. FALUS: Nisi od tod?

MLADENIC: Ne.

DR. FALUS: Dobrodogel.

MLADENIC: Hvala.

DR. FALUS: Nicesar dobrega ne bo$ nasel. Od kod si?

MLADENIC: Iz Juzne Evrope.

DR. FALUS: Balkan?

MLADENIC: Makedonija.

DR. FALUS: Nekaj gnilega je v teh letih evropskega upanja. Balkan
je jeca.

Premor.

Kaj isces tu?
MLADENIC: Stipendijo imam. Komaj sem jo dobil. Komaj sem
dobil vizum. Najpomembneje je, da sem prisel. Prisel sem $tudirat.
DR. FALUS: In si prisel Studirat naravnost sem?
MLADENIC: Povedali so mi, da so tu najboljse kurbe.
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DR. FALUS: So. Jaz sem ze. Bo§$ ze nastudiral. Te bom jaz naucil.
Greva takoj ali mi bo$ prej kupil en pircek?

MLADENIC: Ne bodi smesen.

DR. FALUS: Tebi je to sme$no? Meni se zdi grozno. Bo$ nezen? Me
bo$ poljubil vsaj enkrat? Ima$ morda kaksno bolezen? Zagotovo
bo$ hotel od zadaj. Svinja balkanska. Jaz vendar nisem le kup
mesa. Jaz sem kurba s ¢astjo. Devica.

MLADENIC: A zdaj me bo§ pa $e zajebaval?

DR. FALUS: Kurba sem. Prisezem. Ampak zelo pametna. To me Zre.
Poglej. Svoje tezke mozgane vle¢em kot nekaksno grbo. Jaz sem
kompleksna kurba. Lepo me poglej. Strasansko draga kurba. Boli
me vagina. Prezenejo me z enih univerz, jaz ustanovim druge. Iz
enih drzav, jaz ustanovim druge. Znanje in ¢arovnija. Izkusnje in
fantazija. Poznam sisteme. Sifre. Znake. Skrivnosti zvezd. Skriv-
nosti drzav. Alkimijo narave. Resitve ugank. Recept kokakole. Vir-
tualno realnost. Bioloske ¢ipe. Zadeve, ki Se niso nastale. Labirinte
¢loveske duse. Vse igralce in grobarje Evrope. Vse angele Evrope.
Crve. Ideje. Kaos. Gete. Paranoje. Slabe razvade. Kurbe. Razgirjene
zavesti. Politi¢ne zarote. Hermeti¢ne kroge. Ezoteri¢ne kroge. Mis-
tiéne kroge. Geometrijo. Geomantijo. Hiromantijo. Nekromanti-
jo. Metapomantijo. Shizomantijo. Kurcomantijo in tako naprej.

Premor.

Dolgéas mi je. Ni¢ se ne dogaja. Mahnil jo bom v Crnega pujsa.
Najboljsa ostarija v Wittenbergu in $irSe. Tu je realnost iluzija v
pomanjkanju alkohola. Ze zelo velike glavice so tu trei¢ile ob tla.
Nekatere so se izbruhale in se utopile. Jaz bom spil pivo. Padel
bom. Zlomil si bom tilnik. Crni pujs ubil dokrorja Falusa. Voda
in ogenj. Hotel sem re¢i: kupi mi en vreéek piva.

MLADENIC: Temno?

DR. FALUS: Ali svetlo.

MLADENIC: Temno ali svetlo?

DR. FALUS: Temno ali svetlo.

MLADENIC: Ne ves, kaj bi.

DR. FALUS: Bi vse, kar vem.
Pivo.

DR. FALUS: Jaz vem vse. Oziroma vem, da kadar ne vem, vem ve¢
od tistih, ki ne vedo, da ne vedo. Peta me boli. Mislis, da je to
kaks$no znamenje?
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MLADENIC: Kak$no znamenje?

DR. FALUS: Bozje znamenje.

MLADENIC: Nisem ravno tega mnenja.

DR. FALUS: Jaz tudi ne. Skoda, ker ¢akam na znamenje. Medtem
ko ¢akam, lahko spijem $e eno pivce. Temno ali svetlo.

Pivo.
Dzojnt?

MLADENIC: Ne.

DR. FALUS: Ne? Kako ne?

MLADENIC: Tako, ne.

DR. FALUS: Zakaj?

MLADENIC: A zakaj? Nekatere zadeve tukaj mi ne gredo v glavo.

DR. FALUS: Si neumen?

MLADENIC: Ne.

DR. FALUS: Kako da ne?

MLADENIC: Tako, ne.

DR. FALUS: Zakaj?

MLADENIC: Kaj, zakaj?

DR. FALUS: Zakaj ne?

MLADENIC: Zakaj pa ne?

DR. FALUS: Prihaja$ z ... Balkana. No, zdaj si v Wittenbergu. To
je lahko protiargument. Ni pa nujno. Si morda ob¢asno neumen?

MLADENIC: Ne bi rekel.

DR. FALUS: Jaz pa bi. Nikoli ne ve$, nisi pameten, da bi vedel, da si
neumen. Luna je pateti¢na. Zalostno umira, kot &lovek. Sonce je
zeleno. Merkur je nedolzen. Venera je zaljubljena. Mars je besen.
Ti si pa neumen.

MLADENIC: Si ti pameten?

DR. FALUS: Jaz sem zaljubljen.

Gledata se.
Kako si?

MLADENIC: Zakaj?

DR. FALUS: Kaj, zakaj?

MLADENIC: Zakaj, kako sem?

DR. FALUS: Zakaj zakaj, kako si? Ne filozofiraj mi. Si dobro ali pa
si slabo. Daj mi roko.

MLADENIC: Zakaj?

DR. FALUS: Najebal si.

Ga prime za roko.
Nekaj ti bom povedal.
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Pivo.

Poglej takole. Posmrtni zvonovi. Drzavni pogreb. Poro¢na tancica
za kurbo. Drzava za kurbo. Na praznem kovcku morilec $iri noge
vdove. Vdova hrope kot prasica. Vdova, od strasti izobli¢ena,
grize njegovo roko. Bo umrla od sre¢e? Ne. Etni¢na napetost.
Drzavljanska vojna. Bratomorna vojna ... Nemir in strast. Nek
pedercek ju gleda. Ti pomagam, stri¢ek?! Ti bom vtaknil prst
zadaj, stri¢ek! Daj narazen noge, mati! Ti ga dam malo v usta,
mamica!

Spusti njegovo roko. Gledata se.

MLADENIC: Ne razumem.

DR. FALUS: Tako je. Besede, besede, besede. Ce imas rano, si daj
sam vrel svinec nanjo. Ce ne, ti ga vlijem jaz. Naj se ti nihée ne
smili. Ce se ti kdo zasmili, ga uniéi. Jebi ga do smrti. Smrt je lepa.
Svet je absurden. Politika je norost. Jaz ga serjem.

Premor.

Kam so $li bogovi?
MLADENIC: A bogovi? Naj ti povem nekaj. Bogov ni. So le nasil-

nezi, izdajalci in hinavci.
Premor.

DR. FALUS: Od kod ti zdaj to?

MLADENIC: Moje razmisljanje.

DR. FALUS: Bravo. Bi rad videl duha?

MLADENIC: Kak$nega duha?

DR. FALUS: Ti pokli¢em enega.

MLADENIC: Ne.

DR. FALUS: Vsi bi radi videli duha. Vsakdo ima kakega duha.
MLADENIC: Ne verjamem v duhove.

DR. FALUS: Tudi duhovi ne verjamejo vate.

Premor.

Bi rad afrigke plese?
MLADENIC: Kaksne afriske plese?
DR. FALUS: Kako, kaksne? Afriske. Ali pa bi morda jagode s smetano?
MLADENIC: Kaksne jagode?
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DR. FALUS: S smetano. Zakaj si tako paranoicen?

MLADENIC: Pri nas doma take, kot si ti, pozrejo za malico.

DR. FALUS: Tako je. Mater jebete. Ej, kaksno zvezdo imas. Pivo
ima okus po Aleksandru.

MLADENIC: Aleksandru?

DR. FALUS: Po tistem, ki je osvajal. Tam pri vas. Doma. Se ti ne zdi?

MLADENIC: Ne.

DR. FALUS: Aleksander je umrl nekega jutra. Pokopali so ga. Nato
se je povrnil v prah. Prah je zemlja. Iz zemlje naredimo blato. Z
blatom zamazemo sode piva.

Pije.

Aleksander. Poskusi.

MLADENIC: Aleksander je takega okusa?

DR. FALUS: Takega.

MLADENIC: Ti si malo ¢uden.

DR. FALUS: Jaz sem zelo zaljubljen.

MLADENIC: V koga?

DR. FALUS: Vate.

MLADENIC: Ti si bolan.

DR. FALUS: Zaradi tebe.

MLADENIC: Tole nima smisla.

DR. FALUS: Vse je brez smisla.

MLADENIC: Pijan si.

DR. FALUS: Ne dovol;.

Premor.

MLADENIC: Nisem prisel sem zaradi takih, kot si ti. Slisis? Jaz
imam svoje nacrte ... Prisel sem malo jebat mater sem ...

DR. FALUS: Ne skrbi. Saj bo. V dobre roke si prisel. Ti potrebujes
znanje. Potrebujes$ dobrega uditelja. Uitelj ve vse. Zdaj ti bo
ucitelj pokazal nekaj. Nekaj se bo$ naucil. Pridi, naj te uditelj
malo naudi! Znanje? Glej, kako vstopa znanje vate!

Prime ga za lase.
Posili ga.
Krik.

Prevedla Sonja Cekova Stojanoska
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Who the fuck started all this

(an excerpt from the play)

Creed/Faith

Third circle

Europe, Wittenberg, The Black Pig
(A forgotten European inn)

DOCTOR PHALLUS: Phallus.
Pause.
Doctor Phallus.
Pause.

I am Doctor Phallus.

THE YOUNG MAN: Doctor Phallus?

DOCTOR PHALLUS: In the flesh. Like a ghost. Havent you heard?

THE YOUNG MAN: No.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: You're not from around here are you?

THE YOUNG MAN: No.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: Welcome.

THE YOUNG MAN: I'm glad to find everything so well here.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: You won't find anything well here. Where
are you from?

THE YOUNG MAN: Southern Europe.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: The Balkans?

THE YOUNG MAN: Macedonia.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: Something is rotten in these years of
European hope. The Balkans are a prison.

Pause.

What are you doing here?
THE YOUNG MAN: I have a scholarship. I struggled to get it. I
only just got the visa. What's important is that I'm here. I've come
to study.
DOCTOR PHALLUS: You came to this place to study?
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THE YOUNG MAN: I was told there were whores here of the
highest quality.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: There are. I am one of them. You will be
taught. I will teach you everything. Would you like to go now, or
would you like to buy me a pint first?

THE YOUNG MAN: Don’t be ridiculous!

DOCTOR PHALLUS: Do you find it so ridiculous? I find it hor-
rible. Will you be gentle with me? Will you kiss me at least once?
You haven’t got any diseases, have you? You'll definitely want it
from behind. You Balkan swine! But I'm not just a piece of meat.
I’'m an honest whore. A virgin.

THE YOUNG MAN: Are you taking the piss?

DOCTOR PHALLUS: I am a whore. Honestly. It’s just that 'm a
very clever one. That’s what’s destroying me. Look. 'm dragging
my heavy brain like a hump. I am a very complex whore. Look at
me closely. An extremely expensive whore. It’s a pain in the rec-
tum. They throw me out of universities, I establish others. They
hound me out of countries, I establish others. Knowledge and
Magic. Experience and Fantasy. I know the systems. The codes.
The signals. The secrets of the stars. The secrets of the states. The
alchemy of nature. The solutions to the riddles. The recipe for
Coca Cola. Virtual reality. Microchips. Things that havent even
been invented yet. The labyrinth of the human soul. All the actors
and gravediggers of Europe. All the angels of Europe. Worms.
Ideas. Chaos. Ghettos. Paranoias. Hazards. Whores. Extended
consciousness. Political conspiracies. Hermetic circles. Esoteric
circles. Mystical circles. Geometry. Geomanty. Heromanty. Nec-
romancy. Metapomancy. Schitzomancy. Prickomancy and so on
and so on.

Pause.

I’'m bored. Nothing is happening to me. I'm rotting in the Black
Pig. The best inn in Wittenberg and for miles around. Here
reality is an illusion caused by lack of alcohol. Many great minds
have hit this floor. Some of them threw up and then drowned.
I'll have a beer. A sip. I'll fall. I'll break my neck. The Black Pig
killed Doctor Phallus. Water and flame. What I'm trying to say
is buy me a pint.
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THE YOUNG MAN: Stout?

DOCTOR PHALLUS: Or lager.

THE YOUNG MAN: Stout or lager?

DOCTOR PHALLUS: Stout or lager.

THE YOUNG MAN: You don’t know what you want.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: I want everything I know.

Beer.

I know everything. Or, I know that when I don’t know I know
more than those who don’t know that they don’t know. My heel
is aching. Do you think it’s a sign?

THE YOUNG MAN: A sign of what?

DOCTOR PHALLUS: A sign from God.

THE YOUNG MAN: I wouldn’t have thought so.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: Neither would I. Pity ’'m waiting for a sign.
While I'm waiting I could have another beer. Stout or lager.

Beer.
Joint?

THE YOUNG MAN: No.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: No? What do you mean ‘No™?

THE YOUNG MAN: Just that. No.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: Why not?

THE YOUNG MAN: Why? Eh? I just cant get my head round
some of the things here.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: Are you thick?

THE YOUNG MAN: No.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: What do you mean ‘No’?

THE YOUNG MAN: Just that. No.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: Why?

THE YOUNG MAN: Why what?

DOCTOR PHALLUS: Why not?

THE YOUNG MAN: Why should I be?

DOCTOR PHALLUS: You're from... The Balkans. Now, though,
youre in Wittenberg. That could be proof to the contrary. Then
again it doesn't have to be. You might just be occasionally thick?

THE YOUNG MAN: I don’t think so.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: I do. You never know. If you are stupid,
you're not clever enough to know how stupid you are. The moon
is pathetic. It dies sadly, like the man. The sun is green. Mercury
is a virgin. Venus is in love. Mars is furious. You are stupid.
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THE YOUNG MAN: And you're clever?
DOCTOR PHALLUS: I'm in love.

They look at each other.

How are you?

THE YOUNG MAN: Why?

DOCTOR PHALLUS: Why what?

THE YOUNG MAN: Why did you ask how I am?

DOCTORPHALLUS: Why ‘why howare you?’? Don’t philosophise.
You are well or you are not. Give me your hand.

THE YOUNG MAN: Why?

DOCTOR PHALLUS: What a fiend you are.

He takes his hand.

I'll tell you something. First, a beer.

Beer.

Look now. The death toll. A state funeral. A wedding veil for a
whore. A kingdom for a whore. The murderer spreads the legs
of the widow on an empty coffin. He tears her shirt. He tears
her knickers. He copulates like an animal. She squeals like a pig.
The widow, contorted with passion, bites his arm. Will she die of
happiness? No. Ethnic tension. Civil war. Fratricide. Restlessness
and passion. A faggot watches them. Can I help you, Uncle? T'll
stick a finger in from behind old boy. Spread your legs, Mother.
I'll put it in your mouth a little, Mummy.

He lets his hand go. They look at each other.

Oh love, love! You are a ghost! You are a devil! You are a fallen
angel! You stick it up Samson in spite of his strong muscles.
Solomon bent over forwards in spite of all his wisdom.

THE YOUNG MAN: I don’t understand all this.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: That’s right. Words, words, words. If you
have a wound, pour molten lead over it yourself. If not, I'll do it
for you. Don’t pity anyone. If you feel sorry for someone destroy
them. Fuck them to death. Death is beautiful. The world is
absurd. Politics is madness. I'm talking bullshit.

Pause.

Where have the Gods gone?
THE YOUNG MAN: The Gods eh? Let me tell you something.
There are no Gods. Thugs, treacherous knaves and hypocrites.
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Pause.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: How did you figure that out?

THE YOUNG MAN: My contemplation.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: Bravo! Would you like to see a ghost?

THE YOUNG MAN: What sort of ghost?

DOCTOR PHALLUS: I'll call a ghost for you.

THE YOUNG MAN: No.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: Everyone wants to see a sprit. Everyone has
some spirit.

THE YOUNG MAN: I don’t believe in spirits.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: They don't believe in you either.

Pause.

Do you like African dances?

THE YOUNG MAN: What kind of African dances?

DOCTOR PHALLUS: What do you mean ‘what kind?’—African.
Or would you like some strawberries and cream?

THE YOUNG MAN: What strawberries?

DOCTOR PHALLUS: With cream. Why are you so paranoid?

THE YOUNG MAN: At home we eat people like you for breakfast.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: Thats right. What fiends you are. Oh
what a wicked gleam you have in your eye. This beer tastes like
Alexander.

THE YOUNG MAN: Alexander?

DOCTOR PHALLUS: The one who used to conquer. Over there
where you're from. Home. Don’t you think so?

THE YOUNG MAN: No.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: Alexander died one morning. They buried
him. Then he went back to the dust. The dust is earth. From the
earth we make mud. We seal barrows with mud.

Drinks.
Alexander. Try.

THE YOUNG MAN: What does Alexander taste like?

DOCTOR PHALLUS: Like this.

THE YOUNG MAN: You're a bit weird.

DOCTOR PHALLUS: I’'m very much in love.

THE YOUNG MAN: With whom?
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DOCTOR PHALLUS: With you.

THE YOUNG MAN: You're sick.
DOCTOR PHALLUS: For you.

THE YOUNG MAN: This is absurd.
DOCTOR PHALLUS: Everything is absurd.
THE YOUNG MAN: You're drunk.
DOCTOR PHALLUS: Not drunk enough.

Pause.

THE YOUNG MAN: I didn’t come here to meet the likes of you.
Do you hear me? I have my own plans... I'm gonna shit all over
the whole lot of you...

DOCTOR PHALLUS: Don’t worry. Thats just how itll be.
You're in good hands. You need knowledge. You need a good
teacher. The teacher knows everything. Now the teacher will
show you something. You will learn something. Come, let the
teacher show you something. Knowledge? See how you receive

knowledge!

He takes him by the hair.
He rapes him.

A scream.

Translated by Iskra Gesoska
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Hanna Komar (Tanna Komap; Bara-
navi¢i, 1989) je beloruska pesnica,
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Minsku je Studirala angles¢ino. Doslej
je objavila tri knjige: pesnisko zbirko
v belorus¢ini Crpax Beuubini (Minsk,
2016; Strah pred visino), dvojezi¢no
(belorusko-anglesko) zbirko Recycled
(London, 2018; Ponovno uporablje-
no) in tudi dvojezi¢no (belorusko-
-rusko) zbirko dokumentarne poezije
Mar Bepremes (2022, Moskva; Vrnili
se bomo). Skupaj z Julijo Cimafeje-
vo in Natalijo Binkevi¢ je sestavila in
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in ¢as in prostor). Prevaja tudi lastna
pesniska besedila v angles¢ino. V svo-
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(Minsk, 2017; Air and Light and
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rience of a girl and a young woman
growing up in a strongly patriarchal
society; with deep sincerity she urges
women to recognize the shackles that
men impose on them. In the years
2020-2022, she participated in the
Belarusian protest movement, and
though her texts became stridently
political, they remained emotional
and sincere. Hanna Komar attended
a residency for young authors in Vil-
nius (2015), a residency at the Baltic
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Sminep
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3HOY ObILIb
caboi
HE YaAaBeKaM

ITAATIOAAS

YaAaBCKaM

AYKaIlI9HKA IaBiHEH TIepaa
KpaiHaii CTasb Ha KAAEHAX

aAe 3'exallb
BBIMYIIAH
bl OBIY 51

ispTpaBaIb KOKHAE
CAOBA, HE TaBaPHIIb, HE

3HaEMILIa
BBIMYIIIAH
bl ObLY 51
IpaTphIMALIIA
BBIMYIIAHBI
Ob1y 51
3BBIYAHHbI
ayTobyc

BEAbMI CTapbl
ajro-

6yc upsd
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6pyAHI)I-

A KOAEPBI
Spxa-ypip-
BOHBI  3aXOA
COHIIa

AIOA31  Takif]
6AisKi-

A cromaensii
nepa-

céx mSxy S
epa-

CEK MSDKY

BbIL]
b

y3s1y 651 3 caboii 3sIMAi
JKMEHIO BSICKOBaH
aAe HivYora He BBIMIIIAQ

aAe Hivora. ..
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Tans

KOTAQ ye3)KaAa
MEHSI TOLIHHAO

OBIAO TACMYPHO

OCTaBAACS TOCACAHHI OeCIIAATHBIN Kode
TOABKO OAHA CYMKa

(0YeHB MHOTO LIBETHBIX KOATOTOK)

BCE caMoe HEOOXOANMOE

ACHET U TaK OBIAO HE OYEHb

51 HUKOTAQ HE A€TaAA
MHE OBIAO CTPALIHO
HE 3HAAQ KYAQ HATH
MHe OBIAO CTPAILHO

HOBBIHA AOM

ITOCTAaBUAH CYMKY

HOBBIH AOM

MOIIAY B Mara3uH

HOBBIHA AOM
MPHUCAYIIHMBAAACH K IIOPOXaM
HOBBIH AOM

MHE CHUAOCH KaK UX U30UBaOT
HOBBIHA AOM

YUTaAd HOBOCTH

HOBBIH AOM

51 U HE ye3KaAd HUKYAQ
IIAXAO ACPEBOM

ROHEMHO2Y HPABUMCS

OYEHb NPUBETAUBYIO IPOAABIUILY
OYeHb BKYCHBIH U Heaoporor Hamoaeon
OTPE3AET MHE €T0 HE XKAAES

MHE HAYUHAET NOHEMHOZY HPABUINDCS
Bosnecenckuii cryck

IPOCTO B HETO BAIOOHAACK

001ATHCS C 3TOH OYEHDb MUAOMH KEHITUHOH
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ITOCACAHUI GeCIIAATHBIH KO(l)C

sl IOHUMAAQ YTO BPSIA AU BBIIIBIO €TO
KOTAQ BEPHYCh

s IOHUMAAQ YTO BPSIA AU

KOTAQ BEPHYCh

BPSIA AML TAM

BCE TOT ke peBpasb

HEMHOTO OOAST raasa

MECSYHbIE 3AAE€PXKAAUCH IPUMEPHO HA MECHI]
a TaK MHE Ka)KETCsI HUYETO

PYKH MOKPBIAKCH IPHIIAMHU-IIATHAMU-PAaHAMU
a TaK MHE KQ)XETCsl HHYETO

3aIlIKaAMBaAQ

a TaK MHC Ka>K€TCsA HUYCTO

OIIYIIEHHE YTO 5 U HE YE3)KAAA HUKYAQ
AO CHX ITOp HE IPOIIAU
HUKOTAQ HE A€TaAQ
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Zmicer

petindvajset tiso¢
korakov na dan

berem

znova berem
ko sem izgubila
sluz
bo
Rojst
no
vas

petindvajset tiso¢
korakov
no
tra
nja
ti
$i
na
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da znova
postanes
ne ¢lovek
podtalja

temvec

¢lovek

lukasenko bi moral
poklekniti pred drzavo

toda jaz
sem moral
oditi

prestrezal vsako
besedo, ni¢ govoril
ne spoznaval ljudi
primoran
sem bil

zdrzati
sem moral
jaz

avtobus
redne linije
zelo

star

avto-
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bus
sivo
umazan-
I

v barvi
Zivo-
rde¢
soncni
zahod
ljudje
tako
blizu-

utrujena
pre-
¢kam mejo

pre-

¢kam mejo

BI
TI

s sabo bi vzela prgisce
domace grude

toda ni¢ se ni zgodilo

toda ni¢. ..

Prevedla Veronika Sorokin
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Tanja

pred odhodom

me je obsla slabost

nebo so preplavili oblaki

zadnja brezpla¢na kava v skodelici
z menoj gre samo torba

(polna pisanih nogavic)

nekaj najnujnejsih reci

denar ki ga ni¢ ve¢ ni

$e nikoli nisem letela
kako me je strah
po glavi mi gre samo
kako me je strah

novi dom

odlozimo torbe

novi dom

na¢rtujmo nakupe
novi dom

prisluskuj hrupu
novi dom

sanjaj o nasilnezu za vrati
novi dom

prebiraj novice

novi dom

pocuti se kot doma
novi dom

dise¢ kot staro drevo
Se malo, pa mi bo lepo

kako prijazna prodajalka

kako slasten napoleon skoraj zastonj
velikodu$no mi odreze zajeten kos
Se malo, pa mi bo lepo

Voznesenski spust

me je Cisto ocaral

kaksna milina je govoriti z njo
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zadnja brezpla¢na kava v skodelici
bo do mojega prihoda

najbrz nedotaknjena

naj brz pride februar

najbrz ga

do mojega prihoda

vec ne bo

bolece oci
v v .
mesec¢na zamuda meseéne krvi
a nic zato
roke so prekrite z izpu$¢aji-madezi-ranami
a nic zato
to ni ve¢ moje telo
a nic zato

pocutim se kot doma
$e nikoli nisem letela

nismo preckali neba

Prevedla Sara Spelec
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Zmicier
twenty-five
thousand
steps
a day
over
and over
losing
my job
village
my
Motherland
twenty-five
thousand
steps

lukashenko has to be kneeling
before the country
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HANNA KOMAR -
but it was i
who
had to le
ave
itwasi
who
had to filter off w
ords, no ta
lki ng, no new pe op
le
it was i
who
had
to
hold
out
myself again

not a man of the underground

but

a regular bus
a very old bus
grey dirty colour-
s fiery-red suns-
et people are so
close so tired i c-
ross the borde-
r i’'ve crossed...
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we didn’t win
we will . . .

i wish i had taken with me
a handful of my country’s soil
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Tanya

when i was leaving

i felt sick

it was cloudy

i had one last free coffee left

[from my favourite Minsk coffee shop]
only one bag —

[stuffed with coloured tights]

bare essentials

we didn’t have money for luggage

it was my first time flying
i was scared
i didn’t know where to go
i was scared

a new home

smelled of wooden floor
a new home

we put the bag down

a new home

we went shopping

a new home

we listened for

banging on the door

a new home

in my dreams

i saw them get beaten...

i read the news
from home
that i left

or actually never left
im getting to like it

this very friendly coffee shop woman
this very tasty and inexpensive Napoleon cake
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she isn’t frugal with it

im actually getting to like it here
Voznesensky uzviz

talking to this lovely woman...

that coffee

i feared it wouldn’t be there

when i came back

i feared

[will i come back?]

it wouldn’t be the same February...

my eyes are aching a bit
my period has been a month delayed
apart from that i think ’'m ok

my hands have been covered with pimples-spots-sores
apart from that i think i'm ok
apart from that i think 'm ok...

i wanted to move a flat
but moved a country

it feels like i actually never left

Translated by the author
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Gail McConnell

Gail McConnell (Belfast) je severno-
irska pesnica in predavateljica angle-
$¢ine na Kraljevi univerzi v Belfastu.
Raziskuje teme Zivih in mrtvih, na-
silja, ekscentri¢nosti ter moznosti in
politike jezika in oblike. Objavila je
pesniske knjige Fourteen (2018; Sti-
rinajst) Fothermather (2019) in The
Sun is Open (2021; Sonce je odprto)
ter knjigo Northern Irish Poetry and
Theology (2014; Severnoirska poezi-
ja in teologija) o poeziji Seamusa
Heaneyja, Michaela Longleyja in De-
reka Mahona. Knjiga Sonce je odprio je
pretres javnega in osebnega arhivskega
gradiva o Zivljenju in delu pesni¢inega
oceta, ki ga je leta 1984 pred njeni-
mi o¢mi ubila IRA. S sopostavljanjem
otroskega in odraslega glasu, pretek-
losti in sedanjosti skusa avtorica raz-
vozlati drobce ostalin ter jih na novo
sestavljati v zgodovino in Zivljenje.
Knjiga je bila nominirana za medna-
rodno pesnisko nagrado Sklada Johna
Pollarda in nagrado Christopherja
Ewarta-Biggsa, Times Literary Supple-
ment in The White Review sta jo raz-
glasila za knjigo leta, 7he Observer pa
za pesnisko knjigo meseca.

Gail McConnell (Belfast) is a North-
ern Irish poet and lecturer of English
at Queen’s University Belfast. She ex-
plores the themes of the living and the
dead, violence, eccentricity, and the
possibilities and policies of language
and form. She has published the po-
etry collections Fourteen (2018), Fo-
thermather (2019), The Sun is Open
(2021) and the book Northern Irish
Poetry and Theology (2014), about the
poetry of Seamus Heaney, Michael
Longley, and Derek Mahon. The
book 7he Sun is Open is a shake-up of
public and personal archival material
about the life and work of the poet’s
father, who was killed in front of her
eyes by the IRA in 1984. By juxtapos-
ing the voice of a child and an adult,
the past and the present, the author
tries to decipher fragments of remains
and reassemble them into history and
life. The book was nominated for the
John Pollard Foundation Interna-
tional Poetry Award and the Chris-
topher Ewart-Biggs Prize. The Times
Literary Supplement and The White
Review named it book of the year, and
The Observer named it poetry collec-
tion of the month.
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The Sun is Open

(an excerpt)

Grey text indicates source
material from the dad box.

ON THE MORNING of March 6,
1984, Mr. William McConnell,
assistant governor of the Maze
Prison, was checking underneath his
car for booby traps when he was
shot dead in front of his wife and
three-year-old daughter.
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BEGIN WITH VICTIM on his
back is how this could begin
place your mouth over his mouth
pinch his nostrils shut easier to
take what I have found and break
it up breathe steadily till victim’s
chest begins to rise pause
every minute to glue it back
the wrong way take a deep breath
yourself if there is no air
exchange do not touch him
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YOU COME into this world
head first come in on your rump
they call it breech you may be
lifted out

m  making soft returns
for this you need two keys SHIFT
and ENTER to go down the line
carries on the carriage moving

back
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a commissioner in the Scouts, an eminent Christian worker
a bad man
impetuous at times
selected by the Administration
he instilled into them character and leadership
to break opposition
devoted all his energy to the completion of any task
to the allocation of menial and degrading work
a man of high morals, honest, loyal, dedicated

organised and directed beatings in the jail

slayed executed
murdered in the ordinary way

he appeared in silhouette
giving prisoners a hard time in Long Kesh
a prison unique in all Europe
intolerable
Government grossly unfair
interference
not mentioned
in the report
Maze

no Minister visited

blackout
years

lost
their voices
on the empty air
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safe safe safe safe safe safe safe
the state

in which a gun
cannot be fired

at
a chest
or

a face

a container
for protecting provisions

refuge
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MY FATHER REJOICES

that’s what it means my name I
mean but did he

what if anything

was the source of his joy

was there joy between
us

before he left or after he walks
through the hall the squeaky
door saddle across the tiles
walking outside into the morning
into those bullets sailing through
the blue air into perforation into
a heap into gravel an almost
human shape into death into
silence or whatever

comes after
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JUST TO SAY JUST TO SAY
JUST TO SAY a trio of cards
saying  nothing to  say
just  this just grief just
not what is just
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shepherd

lets me rest

grass quiet

go
through the deep

with me

my enemies see

me

know
my
house
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look to the mountains
help

will come

let
your awake
guard you
The sun will not hurt

day moon
night

come and go
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Sonce je odprto
(odlomki)

Besedilo v sivem je
gradivo iz ocetove Skatle.

ZJUTRAJ, dne 6. marca 1984,
je g. William McConnell, pomo¢nik
vodje zapora Maze Prison, preverjal,
ali je pod njegovim avtom nastavljena
bomba, ko je bil ustreljen vpric¢o
svoje Zene in triletne héerke.
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ZACNI Z ZRTVIJO leze¢o na
hrbtu tako bi se tole lahko zacelo
polozi svoja usta na njegova zapri
mu nosnice s prsti laze vzeti kar
sem nasla in to razlomiti vdihuj
enakomerno dokler se ne pri¢ne
prsni ko$ Zrtve dvigati naredi
premor vsako minuto zlepiti spet
skupaj napak da globoko zajames
sapo Ce se zrak ne izmenja se ga
ne dotikaj
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na ta svet PRIDES
z glavo naprej vstopi§ z ritko
naprej ¢emur recejo medeni¢na
vstava/zaklep pistole; lahko te
dvignejo ven

vstavljam mehke prehode
za to sta potrebni dve tipki SHIFT
inENTERdabisepomaknilanavzdol
sevrsticanadaljujevoz pisalnegastroja
se premakne nazaj na zaletek
vrstice
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skavtski komisar, ugleden kr$¢anski prostovoljec
slab ¢lovek

na Case prenagljen in zaletav
izbran od oblasti

veepljal jim je trdnost znadaja in vodstvene sposobnosti
da bi opravil z opozicijo
vso svojo energijo je posvetil dokoncanju vsake naloge
razporejanju fizi¢nega in ponizujocega dela
¢lovek visoke integritete, iskren, predan, lojalen

organiziral in vodil je pretepanje zapornikov

klal usmréeval
moril na obicajen nacin

se pojavljal kot obris
grenil Zivljenje zapornikom v Long Keshu
zaporu, edinstvenem v vsej Evropi

neznosnem

vlada skrajno nepravi¢na

vmesavanje
nikoli omenjeno
v porodilu
Maza

ni obiskal noben minister

leta

medijske blokade

izgubljena
njihovi glasovi
Vv prazno
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varna varna varna varna varna
drzava

v kateri ni mogoce
streljati

v
prsi/skrinjo
ali

obraz

zabojnik

za varovanje zalog

zavetje
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MOJ OCE SE RADOSTI
to pomeni moje ime mislim
ampak ali se je res

kaj ¢e sploh kaj

je bilo vir njegovega veselja

je obstajalo veselje med
nama

preden je odsel ali potem ko
prehodi  hodnik stopi skoz
skripajo¢a vrata ez prag po
ploscicah stopa zunaj v jutro v
tiste naboje jadrajo¢ skoz modri
zrak v preluknjanje v gomilo v
gramoz skoraj ¢loveska oblika v
smrt v ti§ino ali karkoli Ze

sledi



GAIL MCCONNELL - 18T

SAMO DA SE POVE SAMO DA
SE POVE SAMO DA SE POVE
prav je da se to se pravi trojica
kart ki ne pravi niCesar se pravi
da povedo prav to prav zalovanje
samo in prav to da ni prav
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pastir
pasnikih mi daje lezisce
pocitka
vodi me

po globeli

Z menoj

vpri¢o mojih nasprotnikov

ki poznajo
mojo
hiso
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oci vzdigujem h goram
bo prisla

pomoc

Naj
tvoj
ne dremlje
varuh

Podnevi ne bo udarilo sonce

luna ponoci

odhajanje in prihajanje

Prevedla Barbara Jursa
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Kristian Novalk

Kristian Novak (Baden-Baden, 1979)
je hrvaski pisatelj, jezikoslovec in
univerzitetni profesor. Odras¢al je v
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Ciganin, ali najljepsi

(ulomak iz romana)
6. N / Prelazak granice

Dilara mi je prvi put rekla da se boji kada sam je zvao
iz Ipsale, blizu granice. Samo tako: bojim se. Zna$ li
$to to ucini covjeku? Ne dao ti Bog da saznas.

Priznala je da razmislja o bijegu. Strah ju je jer
nitko ne zna istinu. Neki kazu da su poceli oporezivati
kr$c¢ane, drugi kazu da to nije istina. Jedan prijatelj
$ijit rekao je da mu nitko nije prijetio. Neki pri¢aju o
silovanjima, dzihadist ima pravo obljubiti Zenu. Takfiri
vrebaju.

ook

Takfiri bi bili... ljudi koji prijavljuju druge muslimane kao

nevjernike. Suniti $ijite pretpostavljam.

*okk

Pustili su iz zatvora stotine ljudi, a oni im se sada,
odjednom veliki pravednici, pridruzuju. Uveli su
policijski sat. Zabranili prodaju krastavaca jer ih se
moze pretvoriti u alkohol. Ako te vide da pusis cigaretu
ili $iSu, odsijeku ti prste. Svaka obitelj mora dati jednog
odraslog ¢lana u Daes. Nude osamsto dolara mjese¢no,
samcima i zenidbu. Svakako se financiraju, uzimaju
od ljudi, ubiru porez, preuzeli su trgovinu cementom.
Dilara zvu¢i nekako iznemoglo i iza nje dobro ¢ujem
onaj dubok glas iz unutra$njosti kuée, kaze: napustio
si nas.

Prelazak smo cekali na obali rijeke. Skupilo se
nekoliko stotina ljudi, a ja bih da ih nema. Znojimo se
jedni po drugima i sve zaudara na mokracu i pokvareno
meso. Za$to mi to radite? Nema mjesta za sve nas u

Europi.
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Vedina spava u grmlju. Sake su im stisnute pa
izgledaju kao ljutiti mrtvaci. U jednoj ruci najces¢e
mobitel, u drugoj novac. Jedno ih veze za dom, drugo
ih sidri na odredistu. Crnci s dugim tankim nogama
sjede na komadima najlona i zvacu ¢ackalice. Zauzeli
su najzeleniji dio. Nisam mogao maknuti pogled s njih.
Sjede na svojim najlonima, noge im $iroko, pljuju na
tlo i gledaju Zene. Zbog njih je meni teze u¢i u Europu,
meni koji zelim raditi i kojeg ¢e ubiti ako se vratim
ku¢i. Potpuno su mirni i hladni, ¢ekaju, ne trose se,
povremeno otjeraju muhu s oka pa se vrate u mrtvilo.
Najve¢i medu njima ne govori nista, lista knjigu na
kojoj pise IKEA, pije vodu iz prozirne plasti¢ne vrecice.
Moj Lamasu porazbacao bi ih kao drvene figurice.

Obilaze nas domaéi lesinari, nude vodu, deke i
lezaljke. Kad se naoblaci, iz kombija vade kiSobrane i
cerade sa znakom neke americke banke. Kazem Azadu:

— S tim ne mozes preko. Onda ostavis na obali, a ovi
pokupe i opet prodaju.

— Pa ne kupuju ljudi to zato da bi im ostalo. — kaze
mi Azad.

— Nego?

— Prati malo. Nadaju se da ¢e ih preprodavaci prve
pustiti preko. A ovi $to prodaju kiSobrane s tim veze
nemaju. I nitko to nikome ne objasni pa se svi bogate.

Azad je bio nespretan, ali je dobro razumio onaj
neosvijetljeni dio svijeta. Uznemirilo me s kolikim je
zanimanjem i s kolikom mirnoéom govorio o tome.
Pitao sam se koliko je njemu zapravo potrebna moja
pomo¢. Lako je sklapao prijateljstva i dogovarao se.
Uspio je od nekog Marokanca dobiti pola kutije
cigareta za flasu nase vode. Marokanac nam pokazuje
sliku svojega brata, on je ve¢ dvije godine u Njemackoj,
igra nogomet u drugoj ligi. Sprema mu se prelazak u
Francusku, u klub Zenedien.

*okk

St. Etienne, pretpostavljam.
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oKk

Pita ga Azad zasto mu brat nije kupio avionsku kartu
pa da putuje kao ¢ovjek. Kaze Marokanac da su bratu
to izri¢ito zabranili ¢im je stigao u klub.

Proirila se vijest o pokretu pa su svi zivnuli.
Afrikanci su poceli plesati, pljeskati i pjevati. Za nekih
sat vremena dolaze kombiji, poéinje cjenkanje, vika.
Cini se da se krijuméari nikog ne boje. Jedan crnac zeli
uéi u kombi, voza¢ ga odgurava i vice na njega. Nitko
nikoga ne razumije, a mene opet hvata panika. Azad
me smiruje: nitko ne ostaje. I doista se ukrcavamo.
Davali smo po stotinu dolara za pola sata voznje do
mjesta gdje se prelazi. Putem nas zaustave ljudi u civilu,
razgovaraju sa Soferom pa nas puste. I to je bio sav
njihov rizik. Dovedu ljude blizu vode, napune ¢amce,
odgurnu i idu po novu turu.

Na obali svi stavljaju svoje mobitele u plasticne
vrecice. Prvi prelaze oni koji daju jo$ pedeset dolara
za ¢amac. Neki ne znaju veslati, nasuc¢u se na otoci¢
usred rijeke, odguruju se od njega. Na tom su mjestu
betonski ostatci mosta. Azad gleda rusevinu, pa gleda
ove §to su nas dovezli, pa opet rusevinu. I kaze:

— Gledaj ovo. Zna$ kako postane$ bogat? Netko
srusi most.

Stislo me u grlu pri pogledu na vodu. Sve sam cesce,
jasno kao prorok, vidio nesreée koje se mogu dogoditi.
Ovaj sam put vidio kako Azada, mene i dva crnca vade
iz rijeke, medusobno zavezane uzetom. Azad je jedini
ziv, vi¢e kako mi drugi nismo znali plivati.

Vidi da sam uznemiren, uvjerava me da je rijeka
plitka. Vecina je drugih ve¢ presla i nestala u gustisu, a
ja sam se uzalud nadao da ¢e se neki od ¢amaca vratiti
prazan na na$u stranu. Gledam odbacene stvari na
obali. Nevjerojatno puno fotografija, sje¢am se. Ljudi
ih radije ostavljaju nego da ih smoce.

Azad napokon poveie dva plasticna kanistra
uzetom, ja preko uzeta prebacim ruke, ovako, da mi
gornji dio tijela bude iznad vode, pa mogu veslati
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rukama. Oko pojasa mi zaveze crnu vre¢u u kojoj je
osim mojih stvari bila jo§ jedna prazna plasti¢na flasa,
da ih drzi nad vodom. Mislio sam: ne znam ni ime
rijeke u kojoj ¢u nestati. Ako slucajno prezivim, onog
Azada ¢u se rijesiti, zbogom, prijatelju, zbog tebe
i jesam u ovom sranju. Azad je krenuo prvi, stao na
pola rijeke, okrenuo se prema meni i pokazao mi: voda
je samo do pojasa. Naglo se okrene i zaroni, pusti se
plutati nalijevo. Na povr$ini ostali samo kanistri.
Spazim automobil s rotirkama s druge strane rijeke i
ukipim se. Covjek sa sun¢anim nao¢alama gleda mene,
¢ovjeka privezanog na crnu vre¢u i ukrasenog ogrlicom
od kanistera. Jedini sam ja jo§ ostao od bjegunaca u
rijeci. Udahnem i zaronim. Nagutam se vode, umrem
od straha, ali me kanistri izbace na obalu.

Cim dotakne drugu obalu, treba$ se maknuti od
tornjeva. Nema stajanja dok se ne docepas dobrog
zaklona. Ispetljao sam se, pokupio torbu. Azad me
¢ekao u ¢u¢nju pedesetak metara dalje u $ikari, svako
malo bi se uspravio da ga vidim, pa ponovo ¢uc¢nuo.
Cuo se samo topot mnogih nogu, Suskanje vredica i
duboko disanje. Ljudi gube stvari, ali se nitko ne
saginje po njih. Nisam mislio stati sve dok tréi i Azad.
Krajickom oka vidim nekakvu svadu u jarku. Jedan
¢ovjek pljuska neéiju glavu, drugi je drzi za kosu i gura
prema dole. Tijelo $to je visjelo na glavi ve¢ je bilo
mlohavo.

Morali smo se nekoliko puta sklanjati s ceste zbog
policije, ali u samom gradu nije bilo problema. Bilo
je Kineza, Afrikanaca, puno Arapa. Bilo je i domacih
koji su nas pozdravljali i nudili nam stvari na prodaju.
Vode, deke, jaknu ili hlace, pekari dovoze kombijima
svjezi kruh, dva eura ili tri dolara komad. Pred jutro
nas nenaoruzani ljudi u Zutim uniformama kombijima
prevoze u jedno skladiSte, blizu poljoprivrednog
aerodroma. Opet stotine ljudi, a ja ih mrzim.



I90 - KRISTIAN NOVAK

Cigan, ampak najlepsi

(odlomek iz romana)
6. N / Preckanje meje

Dilara mi je prvi¢ rekla, da se boji, ko sem jo klical iz
Ipsale, blizu meje. Kar tako: bojim se. A ves, kaj to stori
¢loveku? Naj ti Bog ne nameni, da bi izvedel.

Priznala je, da premisljuje o begu. Strah jo je bilo,
ker ni nihée poznal resnice. Eni so govorili, da so
zaceli obdavcevati kristjane, drugi so govorili, da to ni
res. Neki prijatelj $iit je rekel, da mu ni nihce grozil.
Nekateri so govorili o posilstvih, dzihadist ima pravico
onecastiti zensko. Takfirji so prezali.

ook

Takfirji bi bili ... ljudje, ki prijavljajo druge muslimane kot

nevernike. Suniti iite, predvidevam.

ok

Iz zapora so izpustili na stotine ljudi, oni pa so se jim
zdaj, nenadoma veliki pravi¢niki, pridruzili. Uvedli so
policijsko uro. Prepovedali so prodajo kumar, ker se jih
lahko pretvori v alkohol. Ce so videli, da kadis cigareto
ali vodno pipo, so ti odsekali prste. Vsaka druzina je
morala dati enega odraslega ¢lana v Daes. Ponujali
so osemsto dolarjev na mesec, samskim tudi Zenitev.
Financirali so se na najrazlicnejSe nacine, jemali so
ljudem, pobirali davek, prevzeli so prodajo cementa.
Dilara je bila slisati nekako iznemoglo in za njo sem
dobro slisal tisti globoki glas iz notranjosti hise, rekel
je: zapustil si nas.

Preckanje sva cakala na bregu reke. Zbralo se je
nekaj sto ljudi, raje bi bil videl, ¢e jih ne bi bilo. Drug
po drugem smo se potili in vse je zaudarjalo po urinu
in pokvarjenem mesu. Zakaj mi to delate? V Evropi ni
prostora za vse nas.
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Veéina ljudi je spala v grmovju. Dlani so imeli
stisnjene, videti so bili kot jezni mrtveci. V eni roki
najpogosteje mobitel, v drugi denar. Eno jih je pove-
zovalo z domom, drugo jih je sidralo na cilju. Crnci
z dolgimi tankimi nogami so sedeli na plasti¢nih
ponjavah in zvedili zobotrebee. Zasedli so najbolj zelen
del. Nisem mogel odvrniti pogleda od njih. Sedeli so
na svojih plasti¢nih ponjavah, z razsirjenimi nogami,
pljuvali na tla in gledali Zenske. Zaradi njih je tudi
meni tezje priti v Evropo, meni, ki bi rad delal in kogar
bodo ubili, ¢e se vinem domov. Bili so povsem mirni
in hladni, ¢akali so, niso se utrujali, ob¢asno so odgnali
muho z ocesa, nato pa se znova pogreznili v mrtvilo.
Najve¢ji med njimi ni ni¢ govoril, listal je knjigo, na
kateri je pisalo IKEA, in pil vodo iz prozorne plasti¢ne
vrecke. Moj Lamasu bi jih razmetal kot lesene figurice.

Okrog nas so hodili domaci mrhovinarji, ponujali
so nam vodo, odeje in lezalnike. Ko se je poobladilo,
so iz kombija vzeli deznike in cerade z znakom neke
ameriske banke.

Rekel sem Azadu:

»S tem ne mores§ ¢ez. Zato pustis na obrezju, tile pa
poberejo in spet prodajo.«

»Saj ljudje tega ne kupujejo zato, da bi obdrzali.«

» Temvec?«

»Spremljaj malo. Upajo, da jih bodo preprodajalci
prve spustili ¢ez. Tile, ki prodajajo deznike, pa nimajo
zveze s tem. In tega nih¢e nikomur ne pojasni, zato vsi
bogatijo.«

Azad je bil nespreten, je pa dobro razumel tisti
neosvetljeni del sveta. Vznemirilo me je, s kak$nim
zanimanjem in kak$no mirnostjo je govoril o tem.
Vprasal sem se, v kolik$ni meri pravzaprav potrebuje
mojo pomo¢. Zlahka je sklepal prijateljstva in se
dogovarjal. Od nekega Maroc¢ana mu je uspelo dobiti
pol skatle cigaret za steklenico najine vode. Marocan
nama je pokazal sliko svojega brata, ze dve leti je v
Nemdiji, igra nogomet v drugi ligi. Caka ga prehod v
Francijo, v klub Zenedien.
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*kokk

St. Etienne, predvidevam.

*kokk

Azad ga je vprasal, zakaj njegov brat ni kupil letalske
vozovnice, da bi potoval kot clovek. Marocan je
odvrnil, da so bratu to izrecno prepovedali takoj, ko je
prispel v klub.

Zacelo se je govoriti o odhodu in vsi so oziveli,
Afri¢ani so zaceli plesati, ploskati in peti. Cez kakino
uro so prispeli kombiji, zacelo se je barantanje, vpitje.
Videti je bilo, da se tihotapci nikogar ne bojijo. Neki
¢rnec je hotel v kombi, voznik ga je odrinil in se drl
nanj. Nih¢e ni nikogar razumel, mene pa je spet zajela
panika. Azad me je miril: nihée ne bo ostal. In res smo
se vkreali. Dajali smo po sto dolarjev za pol ure voznje
do mesta preckanja. Na poti so nas ustavili ljudje v
civilu, se pogovarjali s Soferjem in nas spustili napre;j.
In to je bilo vse njihovo tveganje. Ljudi so pripeljali k
vodi, napolnili ¢olne, jih potisnili v vodo in odsli po
novo rundo.

Na bregu so vsi pospravili mobitele v plasticne
vrecke. Prvi so preckali tisti, ki so dali $e petdeset
dolarjev za ¢oln. Nekateri niso znali veslati, nasedli so
na otoclek sredi reke in skusali ¢oln spet spraviti v vodo.
Na tistem mestu so bili betonski ostanki mostu. Azad
je gledal rusevine, nato tiste, ki so nas pripeljali, in spet
ruSevine. Rekel je:

»Poglej to. Ves, kako postanes bogat? Nekdo zrusi
most.«

Ob pogledu na vodo me je stisnilo v grlu. Vse jasneje
sem, kakor prerok, videl nesrece, ki bi se lahko zgodile.
Tokrat sem videl, kako Azada, mene in dva ¢&rnca
vlecejo iz vode, medsebojno zvezane z vrvjo. Azad je bil
edini Ziv, vpil je, da drugi nismo znali plavati.

Videl je, da sem vznemirjen, prepri¢eval me je,
da je reka plitva. Vec¢ina drugih jo je ze preckala in
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izginila v grmovju, jaz pa sem zaman upal, da se bo
kateri od ¢olnov vrnil prazen na naso stran. Gledal sem
odvrzene stvari na bregu. Neverjetno veliko fotografij,
se spomnim. Ljudje so jih raje pustili tam, kot da bi jih
zmodili.

Naposled je Azad z vrvjo povezal dva plasticna
kanistra. Cez vrv sem polozil roke, tako da sem bil z
zgornjim delom telesa nad vodo in sem lahko veslal
z rokami. Okrog pasu mi je privezal ¢rno vreco, v
kateri je bila poleg mojih stvari $e prazna plastenka,
da jih je drzala nad vodo. Premisljeval sem: $e imena
reke, v kateri bom izginil, ne poznam. Ce po naklju¢ju
prezivim, se bom tega Azada odkrizal, adijo, prijatelj,
zaradi tebe tudi sem v tem dreku. Azad se je odpravil
prvi, sredi reke se je ustavil, se obrnil k meni in mi
pokazal: voda sega samo do pasu. Hitro se je obrnil
in se potopil, neslo ga je v levo. Na povrsju sta ostala
samo kanistra. Na drugi strani sem opazil avtomobil
z rotacijskimi luémi in odrevenel. Clovek s son¢nimi
ocali je gledal vame, ¢loveka, privezanega na ¢rno vreco
in okrasenega z ogrlico iz kanistrov. Od vseh beguncev
sem v reki ostal samo $e jaz. Zajel sem sapo in se potopil.
Napil sem se vode, umrl od strahu, ampak kanistra sta
me izvrgla na obrezje.

Takoj ko pride$ na drugo stran, mora$ stran od
stolpov. Ne smes se ustaviti, dokler ne najdes dobrega
zaklona. Izmotal sem se, vzel torbo. Azad me je ¢akal v
pocepu kaksnih petdeset metrov stran v grmovju, vsake
toliko se je zravnal, da bi ga videl, in spet pocepnil.
Slisal sem samo topot Stevilnih nog, Selestenje vreck in
globoko dihanje. Ljudje so izgubljali stvari, vendar se
ni nih¢e sklonil, da bi jih pobral. Nisem se nameraval
ustaviti, dokler se ne bi ustavil tudi Azad. S kotickom
ocesa sem videl nekaksen prepir v jarku. Neki ¢lovek
je klofutal nekogar$njo glavo, drugi jo je drzal za lase
in jo tis¢al navzdol. Telo, ki je viselo na glavi, je bilo ze
mlahavo.

Nekajkrat smo se morali umakniti s ceste zaradi
policije, v mestu pa ni bilo tezav. Bili so Kitajci,
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Africani, veliko Arabcev. Bili so tudi domaci ljudje,
ki so nas pozdravljali in nam ponujali stvari naproda;.
Vodo, odeje, jakno ali hlace, peki so s kombiji dovazali
svez kruh, dva evra ali tri dolarje za kos. Proti jutru so
nas neoborozeni ljudje v rumenih uniformah s kombiji
odpeljali v neko skladis¢e, v blizini poljedelskega
letalis¢a. Spet na stotine ljudi, ki sem jih sovrazil.

Prevedla Durda Strsoglavec

Roman Cigan, ampak najlepsi je izsel pri zalozbi Beletrina (2020).
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Gypsy, But the Fairest of Them all

(an excerpt from the novel)
6. N / Border crossing

For the first time Dilara said she’s scared when I called
her from Ipsala, near the border. That’s all she said,
nothing more: I'm scared. Do you know what this
does to a man? God forbid you should ever learn.

She confessed she was thinking about escaping.
She’s scared because nobody knows what’s really going
on. Some say Christians are being taxed, others say they
aren’t. A friend, a Shiite, said nobody’s been threatening
him. Some talk of rape, a jihadist has the right to force
himself on a woman. The takfirs are on the lookout.

*okok

A takfir is... a person who informs on other Muslims, claims
they’re infidels. Sunnis probably rat out Shiites.

*okk

They released hundreds of people from prison, and now
these folks, suddenly the righteous of the righteous,
are swelling their ranks. They've imposed a curfew.
Cucumbers are banned because they can be fermented
for making alcohol. If they see you smoking a cigarette
or a hookah they chop your fingers off. Every family
has to give an adult member to Daesh. They offer to
pay eight hundred dollars per month and provide
marriage for the bachelors. They finance themselves
in all sorts of ways, taking from people, collecting
taxes, they have taken over the manufacture of cement.
Dilara sounds so frail and behind her I can clearly hear
a deep voice booming from inside the house, saying:
you abandoned us.

We were waiting to ford a river. Several hundred

people had gathered, and I wished they hadnt. We
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were dripping with sweat and everything reeked of
urine and bad meat. Why are you doing this to me?
There isn’t enough room for all of us in Europe. Most
are asleep in the bushes. Their fists are clenched so
they look like angry corpses. In one hand is usually a
cell phone, in the other, their money. The phone ties
them to home, the money to their destination. Black
men with long thin legs sit on squares of plastic and
chew on toothpicks. They have occupied the greenest
area. | couldn’t take my eyes off them. They sit there
on their plastic squares, their legs akimbo, they spit
on the ground and eye the women. Because of them
itll be harder for me to enter Europe, me who wants
to work and who will be put to death if I go home.
They are calm and aloof, they’re waiting, they waste no
energy, they brush a fly from their eyes every so often
and then back to lethargy. The largest among them says
not a word, leafs through a book with the word IKEA
on the cover, drinks water from clear plastic bags. My
Lamassu would scatter them like wooden figurines.

The local vultures make the rounds, offer to sell us
water, blankets, and mattresses. When clouds pile up
in the sky they bring umbrellas and tarps bearing the
logo of an American bank out of their vans. I tell Azad:

“You can’t take those things with you over there. So
you leave them on the beach, and the same guys come
along, retrieve them, and sell them all over again.”

“People aren't buying them to leave them behind,”
says Azad to me.

“No?”

“Pay attention. They are hoping the venders will
let them ford the river first. But the venders selling
umbrellas have nothing to do with who goes first. And
there’s nobody to explain this so the venders rake in
the riches.”

Azad was artless, but he had a good grasp of the
shadowlands of the world. I was disturbed by the
amount of fascination and ease with which he talked
about this. I wondered how much he actually needed
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my help. He found making friends and arranging
things a breeze. He managed to convince a guy from
Morocco to trade a half-pack of cigarettes for a bottle
of the water we had. The Morrocan showed us a picture
of his brother, who had already been in Germany for
two years and was on a second division soccer team.
The brother was about to cross over into France, to the
Zenedien football club.

*okk

I assume that’s St. Etienne.

*okk

Azad asks him why his brother didn’t buy him a plane
ticket so he could travel with dignity. The Moroccan
says they'd banned his brother from doing that as
soon as he arrived at the club.

Word flew around that we were about to move and
folks perked up. The Africans began dancing, clapping
and singing. Within a few hours vans arrived, and
then began the bartering and shouting. The smugglers
seemed to fear nothing. One of the black men wanted
to get into a van, the driver pushed him back and yelled
at him. Nobody understands anyone, and, again, I'm
panic-stricken. Azad quiets me: nobody will be left
behind. And sure enough, we all get in. We each give
$100 for a half-hour drive to the place where we'll cross
the border. Along the way we're stopped by people in
civilian clothing, they talk with the driver and let us
through. And this was all the risk they took. Bring the
people to the water’s edge, fill the boats, push them off
and back you go for the next round.

Everyone seals their cell phones in plastic bags on
the riverbank. The first ones to cross are the ones who
paid another $50.00 for the boat. Some of them don’t
know how to row, they run aground on a shoal mid-
river. Push off. On that spot there are the concrete
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ruins of a bridge. Azad eyes the ruins, then looks at the
people who brought us here, then again at the ruins.
And says:

“Hey, look. How do you get rich? Somebody blows
up a bridge.”

My throat tightens as I look at the water. More and
more often, as clearly as a prophet, I see the accidents
that might happen. This time I see Azad, me and two
of the black men pulled out of the river, tied to each
other by a length of rope. Azad is the only one who’s
alive, and he calls out that the rest of us didnt know
how to swim.

He sees I am anxious and tells me the river is shallow.
Most of the others have already crossed and vanished
into the underbrush, and I am hoping, in vain, that
some of the boats will come back empty to our side. I
see all the things discarded on the beach. An incredible
number of photographs, as I recall. People prefer to
leave them behind instead of letting them get wet.

Azad finally latches two plastic canisters together
with some rope, and I throw my arms over the rope, like
this, so the upper part of my body stays above water,
and I can paddle with my arms. Around my waist he
ties a black plastic bag in which, aside from my things,
there is another empty plastic bottle, to keep the bag
above water, too. I think: I don’t even know the name
of the river I'll be drowning in. If by some chance I
survive, I'll ditch this Azad, bye bye, friend, it’s because
of you that I'm in this mess. Azad goes first, he stands
halfway across the river, turns to me and gestures: the
water is only up to his waist. He turns and dives in,
floats downstream to the left. On the surface all I can
see are the canisters. I notice a car with a rotating light
on the roof across the river and I freeze. A man in dark
glasses watches me—me tied to a black plastic bag and
a decorative canister necklace. I'm the only one of the
people on the move who is still mid-river. I take a deep
breath and dive. I gulp down water, die of terror, but
the canisters carry me across.
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As soon as you touch the other side, you're supposed
to get away from the towers. There is no time to stop
until you find a good hiding place. I scramble out,
grab my bag. Azad is waiting for me, crouching a little
further on in the bushes, every so often I straighten
up to see him, and then crouch again. All I can hear
are the thudding of feet, the rustling of plastic bags,
and heavy breathing. People are dropping things,
but nobody is leaning down to retrieve them. I don't
think of stopping as long as Azad is running. Out of
the corner of my eye I see a fight going on in a ditch.
One man is punching someone in the head, another is
holding the head by the hair and pressing it down. The
body attached to the head is already dangling, limp.

We have to get off the road several times because of
the police, but in the city itself there aren’t problems.
There are Chinese people, Africans, and many Arabs.
There are local people who greet us and offer us things
for sale. Water, blankets, a jacket or pants, bakers bring
fresh bread in vans, two euros or three dollars a loaf.
Before morning some unarmed men in yellow uniforms
take us in a van to a warechouse, near an agricultural
airport. Hundreds of people again, and I hate them.

Translated by Ellen Elias-Bursaé



Foto © osebni arhiv / Personal Archive



Renato Quaglia

Renato Quaglia (Solbica, 1941) je
rezijanski pesnik. V Vidmu in Veroni
je Studiral bogoslovje in bil leta 1965
posvecen v duhovnika, a se je temu
poklicu po $tirih letih odpovedal. Na
Mednarodnem institutu Lumen vitae
in na Univerzi v Leuvnu je $tudiral
psihosociologijo ter se od zacetka se-
demdesetih let prej$njega stoletja an-
gaziral pri obujanju gospodarskega,
narodnostnega in duhovnega Zivljenja
v Reziji. Pomembne so njegove etno-
loske in antropoloske raziskave, zlasti
obsezna monografija Baside. Mi samo
izde, ti ke baj si? (2007; Mi smo tu-
kaj, kje ste pa vi?). PiSe v rezijans¢ini
in italijan$¢ini. Med pomembnejsimi
knjigami Renata Quaglie so pesniske
zbirke Baside | Besede (1985) — zanjo
je leta 1986 prejel nagrado Preser-
novega sklada —, Rezija nasa (2008),
Sanjalavi | Indizi  (2018;  Znaki),
Ciitja | Presagi (2018; Slutnje) ter Za-
leni okrisiji | Zelene krosnje (2021) in
zbirka esejev Rezija. Jezik zemlje, je-
zik kruba (1981). Renato Quaglia je
poleg Silvane Paletti osrednji pesniski
glas rezijans¢ine, solbaskega naredja,
ki ga v vzhodnoalpski dolini na seve-
ru ltalije danes govori komaj kaj ve¢
kot tiso¢ ljudi.

Renato Quaglia (Solbica, 1941) is a
Resian poet. He studied theology in
Udine and Verona and was ordained
a priest in 1965, but gave up the pro-
fession after four years. He studied
psychosociology at the Lumen vitae
International Institute and at the
University of Leuven, and has been
engaged in reviving economic, na-
tional, and spiritual life in Resia since
the early 1970s. His ethnological and
anthropological research is important,
especially the extensive monograph
M;i samo izde, ti ke baj si? (2007; We
are here, where are you?). He writes
in Resian and Italian. Among Renato
Quaglia’s most important books are
the poetry collections Baside | Be-
sede (1985; Words) — for which he
received the PreSeren Fund Award in
1986 —, Rezija nasa (2008; Our Re-
sia), Sanjalavi | Indizi (2018; Signs),
Ciitja | Presagi (2018; Premonitions)
and  Zaleni okrisiji | Zelene krosnje
(2021; Green Canopies), as well as
a collection of essays, Rezija. Jezik
zemlje, jezik kruba (1981; Resia: The
Language of Earth, the Language of
Bread). In addition to Silvana Paletti,
Renato Quaglia is the central poetic
voice of Resian, the Solba dialect spo-
ken by just over a thousand people in
the eastern Alpine valley in northern
Italy today.
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Pod lipo

1

Tu-w snu kaca anu orel
ta mi njima se pliteta
juravu-bilu ubli¢ena
ta-na rosi ti pujutranji
se lovita anu plesata.

Ta-na ¢risnji kuz nu druzg
citirata wizo Bantawo.

7 Indrinice rizlaza viter
’ma za nurca oba dwa
to Pjaracawo jima bunkula.
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2

Glawa ma wsa se jasni
pravice $livi vije mo

prad ognju lipa ma opaz sadi
prst ta bodi za ricet

ne stuj baside viricet.

Cinki¢ kjuka ta-w okno

an inja kjukat makoj ko

to prvo $tiglo na taren;
Zvajana stopa wtisnula.
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3

Pa nas wstaje$ suncace mo
megle te ublicejo

posle pa te slicejo.

Pribliski na den bot me wnacajo
¢rni oblak wze wgasne me.
Du baj $¢e se vasali

za pribliske ka lanita mi jibijo
du pa pocnel se trest

za oblake ka slote sprawjajo?
Den utrude¢ se nasinal

brez dulga se wdaja na cel svit
okaca, okina ka se smijajo

ma le

wize solze lanita mu slanijo.
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4

Krive since zaropawajo oko mo
ko glawa se diwa klopotat

da mer ni ve¢ nikerja

da wse so more

wse so smi

Dul anu Dulg den sami gri.

Larin krade jetra ma
tu-w vetru tej para se gubi
ta-na pari cel Zwot pana.
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5

Mid pe¢ami prad pacu

den kuroful¢i¢ pognal

sam pod hrusko se brafa.

Viter, lipi moj, seme itu nagal

dez nu sunce sta ga wredila.

Kaku si lipa roza ma

tej dna $¢irica si igra$

se ne baruwas ni da kaku ni da zakoj
anu pa da mu¢ bos zivila.

Ko te gledan

ba tel rade bet tej ti

se ne baruwat ni da kaku ni da zakoj
injen pod lipo jaz lazin

anu vidin na tabe

tezat duso, stat cel svit.
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6

Ko te mislin

rozica, ma rozica
zvizde wuze pujajo

ko te klicen

viter cigni anu muci
ko te gledan

plesejo zvirinice

ko me jibis

gore poskuciwajo.
Tu-w ti lipi ¢anibi

veje naSe ta-mi njimi se plitejo
piskalnice na trawniku
zZejne 1oso pijajo.
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7

Ah ti pubiti

ti popalcani

ti ocarani

ahtd...

Makoj za se prizivit

glawo, srce

jetra

uken za den flinki¢ se prodajajo
anu erst pa roke ploskajo

za kos duse anu zZwota

pod mizo zawurZzana.
Kiramu laja$ pasi¢ moj?

luna za smijun je zamuknana
pa ¢i hudu ona krvavi.
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8

Muc ¢as si ti me jiskala
ma dusa ti se skriwala
mu¢ ¢as 'na je te ¢akala
ma ti si rude mucala
muc ¢as sawa se sracala
ma niswa se poznawala.
Ta-mi sridu me nude
twoj ognji¢ zajel je me
injen twoj rozili¢ sem jaz

wsaka nu¢ mi je usmiljena.
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9

Ke zwot basid

risna teza

ke potoki¢

ka napiwal me koze

ke gozdni

hisni okus?

Valika ¢uda obaéana

wmej harbata ni obratila
vesala anu jokasta

trda anu miska

kada zmuéana, ma risnu Ziwa
ne wdana makoj skranji lujarski
ma pa trnu slive duji.
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Pod lipo

1

V sanjah se kaca in orel
tesno objemata

v rjavo-belo oble¢ena
se na jutranji rosi
lovita in pleseta.

V ¢esnji ubirata kos in drozg na citiro
to bantavo vizo izgnanca.

S slemena Indrinice se veter spusca
se iz obeh ob pjaradevi norca dela
ko jima odzvanja bunkulo.
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2

Vedrina mi pamet prevzema

v kro$nji mi $elestijo pravljice
ob ognju moja ljuba tiho poseda
s prstom na ustih mi kaze

naj se besedi odrecem.
S¢inkavec trka na okno

in trkat ne neha, vse dokler

ez prvo stopnico do travnika
ne stopi prebujena noga.
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3

Spet si danes vstalo, soncece
megle te oblacijo

da te potem $e slecejo.

Zarki me za hip razvnamejo
pa me Ze pregrne ¢rn oblak.
Kako bi mi lice bilo veselo
ko sonce nanj posije

¢e me ob tem strah maje
pred oblakov hudo uro?

Pa se otrokec pojavi, se nedolzno
skloni ¢ez vesoljni svet

okna, o¢i se komaj posmejejo
ko Ze mu po licu

spolzi slana solza.
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4

Hude prikazni se mi v olesu izlezejo
ko mi v glavi divje razbija

ker ni nikjer ve¢ pregrade

vse je dovoljeno

vse se sme in pocne

v dolini krivic, kjer vlada zlo.

Po jetrih mi sega tat
moc¢ izpuhteva v vetru
na parah se v kréu zvija telo.
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5

Med kamni pri vodnjaku
pognal je nagelj

se pod hrusko razsopiril.

Veter, moj ljubi, je seme prinesel
dez in sonce sta ga nahranila.
Prelepa moja rozica

kot kak dekli¢ sredi igre

se ni¢ ne sprasujes, kako in zakaj
in ¢e bos e kaj Ziva.

Ko te gledam

bi rad bil kot ti

se ni¢ spraseval, kako in zakaj.
Zdaj pod lipo lezim

in vidim in vem, da ob tebi
dusa zadiha in svet spet stoji.
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6

Ko nate pomislim

roza, rozica moja
zvezde zapojejo

ko te poklicem

se veter pobere in utihne
ko te pogledam
zaple$ejo zverinice

ko se ljubi$ z mano
gore poskakujejo.

V blazeni postelji

se najine veje prepletajo
trobentice na trati
zZejne 1oso pijejo.
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7

Ah, ti pomorjeni

ti prevarani

ti omamljeni

ah, vsiti...

Za goli prezitek

glavo in oko

srce in jetra

za prazen ni¢ prodajo

in za povrh e ploskajo temu
da se jim du$a in Zivljenje
pod mizo valjata.

Na koga lajas, pes moj dragi?
Mesec se od smeha dusi

in mu je hudo, ko teée kri.
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8

Veckrat si se mi priblizala
moja dusa pa se ti je skrivala
veckrat je nate ¢akala

pa si takrat gluha ostala
veckrat sva se srecala

pa nisva prepoznala.

Sredi trde noci Sele

me je tvoj plamen zajel

zdaj sem tvoj cvetoci grm

in no¢ se so¢utna bo¢i nad mano.
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9

Kam je $el pomen besed
njihova prava teza

kam potocek

ki moje koze napaja

kam duh po gozdu

po domu?

Obljubljena prikazen ¢udezna
mi ni nikoli hrbta pokazala
v solzah in radosti

surova in muzevna

do kraja potrta, do kraja ziva
kdaj na krilih $¢inkavca

zdaj v bodidju pasje slivice.

Prevedel Marko Kravos

Iz zbirke Zaleni okrisiji | Zelene krosnje (Ljubljana: Slovenska matica, 2021).
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Under the Linden Tree

1

In a dream, a snake and an eagle
in a tight embrace

dressed in brown and white
chasing each other and dancing
in the morning dew.

In a cherry tree, a blackbird and a redwing are fiddling
this balladic melody of an emigrant.

The wind is blowing from the ridge of Indrinica
making a fool of them both

as pjaraceva resonates.



RENATO QUAGLIA - 221

2

My heart is full of light

the treetop rustling with tales

my darling quiet by the fire

with her finger over her mouth inviting me
to abandon every word.

A finch is tapping on the window

and tapping he does not stop until

the awakened foot strides

across the first step to the meadow.
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3

Today you rose again, dear sun
the mists are dressing you

to undress you later.

Briefly excited by the rays of light
a black cloud already enfolds me.
How my face would light up
with the sun shining on it

while I am trembling with fear
of the dark tempest clouds?

A small child appears, innocently
leaning out of the universe
windows, eyes hardly smiling
when salty tears already

run down his cheeks.
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4

Dire apparitions hatch in my eye
when my head is pounding wildly

as there is no boundary left
everything permitted

everything allowed, accepted

in the valley of injustice ruled by evil.

A thief is reaching for my liver
power evaporating in the wind

on the catafalque a body keeps cramping up.
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5

In pebbles by the well

a carnation has flourished

thriving under a pear tree.

Wind, my darling brought the seed
nourished by rain and the sun.

My sweet, sweet flower

like a young girl playing

do you not ask yourself how and why
and if you shall remain alive.

When I look at you

I wish I were like you

not asking myself how and why.

Now I am lying under the linden tree
seeing and knowing that beside you
my soul breaths and again the world is whole.
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6

Whenever I think of you
flower, my sweet flower

the stars sing their melodies
whenever I call you

the wind dies away and falls silent
whenever I look at you

the beasties start dancing
whenever you make love to me
the mountains start leaping.

In the blessed bed

our branches interlace
primroses on the lawn

quench their thirst with dew.
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7

Oh, those murdered

those deceived

those intoxicated

oh, all those ...

For sheer survival

for the least trifle they sell

their head and eye

heart and liver

and besides, applaud

that their soul and life

are thrown in the gutter.

Who are you barking at, dear old dog?
The moon is suffocating in laughter
grieving when blood is spilled.
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8

Often you came close to me
but my soul hid from you
often waiting for you

but then you remained deaf
often we met

but did not know each other.
Only in the black night

was | embraced by your flame
now being your rose bush

with each night gracious to me.
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9

Where is the sense of words
their true weight

where the brook

that gives water to my goats
where the flavor of forest

of home?

The great magnificent apparition
has never turned its back on me
in tears and in joy

rough and damp

utterly crestfallen, utterly alive
now on the wings of the finch
then in the brier of wild plums.

Translated by Kristina Koéan
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Natalka Snjadanko

Natalka Snjadanko (Haraaka Boaoau-
mupisHa Cuspanko; Lvov, 1973) je
ukrajinska pisateljica in prevajalka.
Studirala je ukrajinski jezik in lite-
raturo na Univerzi Ivana Franka v
Lvovu ter slavistiko in romanistiko
na Univerzi v Freiburgu. Kot novi-
narka in urednica je sodelovala pri
Stevilnih domacih revijah in ¢asopisih
pa tudi v medijih na zahodu (Gazeta
Wyborcza, Siiddeutsche Zeitung, Neue
Ziircher Zeitung, New York Times,
New Republic). Je prevajalka proze in
dramatike iz nemscine (Franz Kafka,
Friedrich Diirrenmatt, Giinter Grass,
Max Goldt, Martin Pollack, Elfriede
Jelinek, Herta Miiller, Lukas Birfuss),
poljs¢ine (Zbigniew Herbert, Czestaw
Milosz, Johanna Bator) in ruscéine
(Andrej Kurkov). Objavila je zbirko
kratke proze Cesonnnit posmpopax
6aonpnHOK (2005; Sezonska razpro-
daja blondink) ter romane Koaexuis
npucrpacreir (2000; Zbirka strasti),
Yebpenp y mosowi (2007; Timijan v
mleku), Kpaina nmoaamanux irpamox
(2008; Dezela
pokvarjenih igra¢ in druga potova-
nja), Tepbapiit xoxanuis (2011; Her-
barij ljubimcev), ®pay Mioaaep ne

Ta iHmI HOAOPOXi

HaAamToBaHa maatutu 6iasme (2013;
Gospa Miiller noce ve¢ placevati),
Iepue caisctBo iMmeparpuni (2021;
Prva preiskava cesarice) in druge. Leta
2011 je prejela ukrajinsko literarno
nagrado Jézefa Konrada-Korzeniow-
skega.

Natalka Sniadanko (Lviv, 1973) is a
Ukrainian writer and translator. She
studied Ukrainian language and lite-
rature at Ivan Franko University in
Lviv and Slavic and Romance Stud-
ies at the University of Freiburg. As a
journalist and editor, she contributed
to numerous domestic magazines and
newspapers, as well as to the media
in the West (Gazeta Wyborcza, Siid-
deutsche Zeitung, Neue Ziircher Zei-
tung, New York Times, New Repub-
lic). She is a translator of prose and
plays from German (Franz Kafka,
Friedrich Diirrenmatt, Giinter Grass,
Max Goldt, Martin Pollack, Elfriede
Jelinek, Herta Miiller, Lukas Birfuss),
Polish (Zbigniew Herbert, Czestaw
Mitosz, Johanna Bator), and Russian
(Andrej Kurkov). She has published
a collection of short prose, Cesonnui
posnpodanc brondunox (2005; Seasonal
Sale of Blondes), and the novels
Kosexyis npucmpacmen (2000; The
Passion Collection), Yebpeys y moroyi
(2007; Thyme in Milk), Kpaina
NONAMAHUX 12DAULOK TNA THULL noﬁopwm’
(2008; Land of Broken Toys and
Other Travels), Iepbapii xoxanyis
(2011; Herbarium of Lovers), ®pay
Muwanep ne narammosana niamumu
invue (2013; Frau Miiller Does not
Wish to Pay More), ITepuse caidcmeso
imnepampuyi (2021; The First Inves-
tigation of the Empress) and others.
In 2011 she received the Jézef Kon-
rad-Korzeniowski Ukrainian Literary
Prize.
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Oxaiini nponucu epyeepyoza Biaveervma
(ypuBoxk 3 pomany)

## #1969-2008

TaanHa HapoanAacst 3a roauHy A0 niBHO4I 18 ceprirst 1969 poxy. Toro
CaMOTO AHs, TOYHIIIE, Ti€l caMOl HOYi, TIABKH Ha ABAALISTh OAUH PiK
pasilie, B KUIBChKIil B SI3HUYHIHN AixkapHi 6on BUIIMCAHO AOBIAKY PO
CMEPTB 1I AlAYCSl, YKPaIHCBPKOTO MOAKOBHHKA, IIOAKOBOTO KOMAaHAMpPa
CivoBux CrpiabliiB, 3acyA’KeHOro Ha S poKiB yB sisHeHHA B [ Taproki,
030aBACHOTO aBCTPIMCHKOTO IPOMaAsiHCTBA y Bipni, aacoro ao
MOAOAUX MOPSIKIB i BPOAAMBHUX JKiHOK KAI€HTa IMapH3bKUX 60pAeAiB,
IIMUTYHA AHTAIMCBKOI Ta cl)paﬂuy3bl<o'1' PO3BiAOK, CHMIIaTHKA OVH,
epurepuora Biasreabma ¢pon [abcOypra.

Asst Taaunu Bin 6yB Aipom Biasreasmom, piame — Biarocem.
Baacue, BiaroceMm H0Oro HasUBaAU B AUTHHCTBI, 2 IIOTOMY — BXXE aX Y
rAUOOKiH crapocri. Biabreasm, Haiimoropmmii cun Kapaa-Ilrepana
¢on Tabcbypra, Hapoauscs 10 arotoro 1895 poxy, 3a miBpoky A0 TOTO,
Ak 3urmyHA0BI Pporiy HACHUBCS 3HAMEHUTHUI COH MpO ykoA Ipmu.
3aBpsiku oMy cHy Ppoiia 3po6HB BICHOBOK, {0 KOXKHE CHOBHAIHHS
€ 3aificHeHHsIM OaxanHs. LluM BiH criepuly BUKAMKAaB y HayKOBOMY
CEPEAOBHUILIL CKAHAAA 1 HEAOBIPY, a AHIIIE 3TOAOM CaM€E 3aBASAKHU LIbOMY
BIAKPUTTIO CTaB YCECBITHbHO BiAOMUM YYEHHM.

«llepuse 8pancinns, sxe cobi npuzadyw 3 dimouux aim, — ye mope. bazamo
60du», — HamucaB Aiaych Biasreasm B aBrobGiorpadii, MOBy sKOI
TaanHa po3ymisa TIABKM 4aCTKOBO, TaK 0araro 6yA0 TaM CIIOTBOPEHUX
MOABCHKHUX 1 HIMELIbKUX CAIB. Hal‘[pI/IKAaA, BOHA HE Bipopasy 36arHyAa,
IO «MapHMHapKOIO>» AIAYCh HAa3MBaB HE ITIAXKAK, 2 MOPCHKHH <1>AOT,
«pemapaiisi» oO3HauaAa ornepanio, «beabdpep» — yumreas, a
TOAMHHHK Y AIAyCsl Ha3MBaBCs <A3UIapeM». AiAyciB ASUIap 3aBXAH
[IOKa3yBaB Ha TOAMHY MCHIIE, HDK OyAO Ha TOAMHHMKY B CaMmol
Taaunu. Biasreasm i 6abis Codis Tak HIKOAM # He IEpeHIIAN Ha
3aIIPOBAAKEHUH PaASHCBKOIO BAAAOKO Yac. | xoam AoMoBasaucs 3
KHMOChH Ha IIEBHY TOAUHY, TO 3aBXXAHU 3 SICOBYBAAM, YH TOYHO HACTHCS
caMe PO « MOCKOBCBHKMH » Yac.

Hanmcatu crmorapm Aipych BHpimMB Tak caMoO panroBo Ta
HECIIOAIBAHO, SIK BUPIIIYBaB MaIKe BCE y CBOEMY XKUTTI. SJkoch y3uMKy
I'aamHa 3axBOpiAa Ha BITPAHKY # KiAbKa TH)KHIB HE XOAMAQ AO IIIKOAH.
Biabreapm cuaiB 6iast 11 Aixxa, CTapaHHO MAacTUB 4EPBOHI HpPHIIi
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3EACHKOIO 1 PO3IOBiAAB iCTOpil 3 MEPEXUTOrO, mobu BiABOAIKTH
OHYKY BiA TOTO, sIK cCBepOUTSH ii mKipa.

— Aiaycio, TH MeHe Aypull, He MOXe Lie Bce OyTH IpaBAOIO, —
BepeayBasa [aanna. — Tu mpounTaB sIKyCh MPUTOAHUIIBKY KHEDKKY, 2
Terep MepeKasy€en MeHi.

Came Toai Biabreapm i Bupimmus, mo fioro 6iorpa<1)i;1 — 1€ TOTOBa
NPUTOAHUIIbKA KHU)KKA, AKY BiH CaM BAACHOPYY 1 HaIIMIIE,

YpouncTi npuroryBaHHs AO IOYATKy Ipalli Hap MEMyapamMu
TPUBAAH IPUOAUBHO MicsiLb. BiAbreAbM AOBro 06AaIToByBaB KabiHET.
To 6yB xoammHii kabiner 6arbka 6abui Codii, Ae TO BiAOYMBaB
micast pobotu. TyT CTOSIB HAKPUTHIL 3€ACHUM CYKHOM CTiA, YHCACHHI
LIYXASIAKH 3AMHUKAAHCSL HA KAIOY, 1 Maibke BCi KAIOYI Bee 1we Oyan Ha
MicCII.

[lepm mix moyarw mpamio HaA crorapamu, Biaereasm xoris
miAiOpaTy SIKHAM3PYYHIII MOAYLIKH Ha KPICAO, Ta KOAHA HOMY TaK
i He miaifimaa, ToX, MapHO nepenpobyBaBy Oarato BapiaHTiB, BiH
BiAAAB KPICAO B PEMOHT, abu Ha HbOMY IOBHICTIO 3MiHHAH O66I/IBKy.
Ipore it micast yporo Biasreabm He OyB 3ap0BoAcHMIT i cripoOyBaB
YAQIUTYBATUCSL B OAHOMY 3 TAMOOKHX WIKIpSHUX $OTEAIB, SIKi MaAn
AOBOAI IIMPOKi 3amapMHU MiX OUABLISIMU Ta CHAIHHSAM, i 3BiATH
CO(l)iﬂ AUTHHOIO 4aCTO BUITOPITyBaAa Pi3Hi ApiGHi IIPEAMETH: MOHETH,
HAITMABHUKU, AOXKECUKHU, rpeGiHui.

BiabreabM nomissiB y KabiHeTi topu, mo6u CTBOPUTH SIKHANOIABLI
3aTHUIIHUHA HACTPidl, AOBro BHOMpaB mamip, pyuxu, oaiBui. Yce Te
nokasysas [aauni, papuscs 3 Hero. Bona mosuynaa fiomy Aas HoTaTok
KiABKa CBOIX rpy61x1x 30LIUTIB Y KAITHHKY. Biabreasm sasBus, mo
B 30LIMTaX i3 OOKAAAMHKaMM 30 IITYYHOI WIKIPU ACIPECHBHOIO
0ypsAYKOBOrO KOABOPY BiH TOYHO HI4OTO Iy THHOTO He HanuIie. [aanHa
3aIpONOHyBaAa OOKACITH 30LIMTH IAllepoM i poaMaaroBaTd. Tak
BOHH 1 3p061/1A14. YpemTi Biapreasm oroaocus, 110 Bia 3aBTPalIHbOIO
AH3I POSIIOYHHAE POOOTY HAA MEMyapaMu.

HacrynHoro aHs BpaH1li, Biapasy IicAsl CHIAQHKY, BiH 3asIBUB:

— Huni mene mpomy ne TYP6YBaTI/I. byay mucas. — Iopposuro
IonpasuB WASPPOK i 3HUK y cBOEMY KabiHeTi.

Bin nepetsruys Tyau 6abLiuHy cTapy APYKapCchKy MAIIMHKY i Terep
HaMaraBcsl HABYMTHCS IIBUAKO APYKYBaTH. 3 KaOiHETy criepiy KiAbka
XBUAUH AOAMHAAO CTYKOTIHHS IO KAABIIIAX, 2 TOTOMY AiAyCh YUMOCH
FOAOCHO T'YIIHYB, — MaOyTb, CTIABLIEM — | KDUKHYB:

— QepaaMT HOX MaAb!
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MabyTs, 1e 03Ha4aA0, IO 3AKAMHMAO SIKYCh AiTepy a0o > BiH
3PO6I/IB OAPYKIBKY. Aecp HpI/I6AI/I3HO 4epes rOAUMHY BiH BUMIIOB i3
KabiHeTy Tpoxu 3HepBOBaHHMII i 3amuTaB 6a0ycio, YU HEMAE YOTOCh
CMaYHEHBKOT0, 00 1IOCh MHCcaHHs He HAe. babycs npurorysasa iiomy
Yail, KAaHAIIKy 3 BapPCHHSAM 1 CUp 3i CMETaHOW0 — YAIOOACHUI HOro
AecepT. Bisbreapm 3HuK 3a ABepuMa. MuHyAa 111€ roAMHa, i BiH 3HOBY
BuiimoB. LIporo pasy HasamToBaHUH Ay>Ke pilnyde:

— Hy, mo moxxna Hanmcatu y masppoxy! — 3 mopory KuHyB BiH i
PBYYKO BiAdMHMB ABepi madu 3 opsaroM. — Skuit opr, Take i mucpMo.
Myuy npusectu cebe A0 OP SIAKY.

HOTOMy IIOYAAUCS TPUBAAI IEPEOAATAHHS, MUTTS, TOAIHHS, 3a4icKa,
MaHIKIOp — AIAYCh 3aBXXAU AyXE PETEABHO pobuB cobi MaHiKiop,
HOTO CTpPAaIIEHHO HEPBYBAaAU ITOAAMaHI, oGrpnseHi, 6PYAHi HIrTI 94U
OpOroBiAa MIKipKa KyTHKYA. MaHiK}OP 3a6npaB AOCUTH barato Jacy i
LIbOTO Pasy 3aTATHYBCS aX A0 00iay. 3are 00ia BiAbyBCst B ypouncTomy
MApaAHOMY OASI3i, AIAYCh HABiTb 3HAMIIOB y LIIYXASIAL, BIAYMCTHB Bip
IIUAY i HAYENUB Ha PYKY CBill IIBAHIIAPCHKUM A3UIAP, AIKOTO HE HOCUB
yxe OaraTo POKIB i KM AMBOM YLIAIB IIiA 9ac yB’ﬂsl{eHHﬂ. ITicas
o6iAy AIAYCH 3AAOBOAEHO ITO3IXHYB i CKa3aB:

— Hy, renep mosxna Tpoxa Bianmountn!

I mimos a0 Ka6iHeTy Ha micas06ipHil con. ITicas CHy BiH IIUB
KaBy, IpaB i3 [aAMHOIO B IIaxXy, YUTAB i TOTO AHS IPO IMHCAHHS BXE
He srapyBaB. HactynHoro panky Bce moBropuaocs. 3a yac XBopobu
laAuHM BiH TakM CIIPOMIrcs HalMcaTH KiAbKa CTOPiHOK. 3 KOXKHOIO
3 HHUX BHOiras i3 1<a6iHeTy, MO-AUTAIOMY PAAICHHH i 36yA>1<eH1/11?1,
3aTAryBaB MAcoOK IMAsAppOKa i oapasy X uuTaB laamni Brosoc yce
morHo crBopeHe. IJompaBaa, A0 KOXKHOTO IPOYUTAHOTO PEYEHHS BiH
AOAYYaB illie AOBI'Y YCHY PO3IIOBiAb, 0€3 SIKOI A€ABE 9M MOXHA OyAO
ou 3PO3YMiTH HAIIUCAHE. Posnosiaas Biabreabm 3HauHO 11ikaBine, Hix
omucysaB. Ha nucemi koxkHe pedeHHS AaBaAOCS HOMY 3 BEAUKHUMHM
TPYAHOLLAMH, BiH AOBIO MyYUBCSL, 1001 cpOPMYAIOBATH HAIIPOCTILLY
AYMKY, AOOHPaB CAOBa, 0araTo BUIIPABASB i IEPEKPECAIOBAB, AAC TEKCT
OAHAKOBO BUXOAMB 3aIIAYTaHHUM i HE 3aBXKAU 6on 3pO3YMiAO, IO XK
caMe Biabreanm xoue ckaszaru. Bin moscHoBas 11e 6paKOM riMHa31dHO1
ocBiTH, 60 BYMBCS 32 IPOIPaMOI0 PEAABHOI IIKOAM, 2 HE TiMHA3iL
AoManiHi BUuTEAl B IOrO AUTHHCTBI IPArHyAH IIEPEAOBCIM CIIPaBUTH
AOOpe BpakeHHsI 1 Ha 6aTbKa AITeH, i Ha caMuX AITeH, a IHABHYBATH,
SIK yYHI OIIaHyBaAM MaTepiaa, — TO Bxe Oyro Apyropsianum. Tox Aitn
OIIAHOBYBAAH T€, 10 AABaAOCs iM Hariaerie. A Biaai aerme aaBasocs
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roBOpUTH, HiXk nucaru. Hanpukaaa, mucanns TBopy B HOro BUKOHaHHi
BUTASIAAAO TaK. Bin miani YPOK pO3IOBiAAB YYUTEABL IIPO CBOI AiTHI
KaHIKYAH, BUKAAQAQIOYH HaMAPiOHimi AeTaal MaHApIBKH 3 OaTbKaMu
Ao Tlaproka, onucyioun MacASIHUE CMaK CBDKHX KPyacaHiB, HACITIBHY
IHTOHALIiI0 MAPU3bKUX KEABHEPOK i ITOKOIBOK y TOTEASX, MHAIOKY Ha
BYAMLISIX, AAMCBKi CyKHI B TeaTpi, IPUTOAM AOPOIOI0 TYAHU i HasaA.
Yuureabka cayxasa Horo satamypasinu noaux. I Toromy xasaaa:

— Yyaoso, Bisai! A tenep sanumu Bee 11e.

Yepes kiabka XBUAHMH BiH, 3aAOBOACHO IIOCMIXaI0UHCh, BiAAABAB T
AMCTOK 1 Ka3aB:

—Joroso!

- Sx? Yxe? Tak mBHAKO? — AMBYBAaAACh YUHTEABKA, PO3TOPTAA
AUCTOK i unrtana: «A nposis xanixyau 6 Ilapuxci. Tam 6y10 dobpe>.

— I e Bce? — 3HOBY AUBYBaAacs BOHa.

— Hy, a pemry s BaM po3noBiB, — MHPOKO YCMiXaBCs 3aAOBOACHHUH
coboro Biaai.

[Tucaru Biasreabmosi saBxau 6yso Baxko. Lle mowarocst Bip
YPOKiB KaAirpaq)iI B AUTHHCTBI, SIKi BiH IIMPO HEHABHUAIB i YHUKAB IX
yciMa MOXXAMBMMH CIOCOOaMH, a ITOTOMY TakK CaMO HEOXO4e IIHCaB
TBOPH, — HOMYy HYAHO OyAO BUTpadaTH CTIABKH 4acy Ha Te, LIO BiH
yKe 1 Tak sMir co6i yasury. Lla HecmpomoxxHicTh 30cepeauTHCS
HAAOBIO IOPOAXKYBaAa M XaOTHYHICTh i yPHUBYACTICTh MOIO yCHHUX
onosiaci. Ilpo opHI emisoau BiH 3rapyBaB 4acTO i A€TAaABHO, a
inmux ynukas soBciM. Yepes me B laaumHM 3aaummancs A0BOAi
$parMeHTapHI yIBACHHS IIPO AIAYCEBI )KHTTEBI IPUTOAM, — TaKE 6yBa€
HiCASI TIEPETASIAY CTAPUX HEOLUPPOBAHUX AOKYMEHTAABHHX $iAbMIB,
KOAM CTPI4Ka IOCTIHHO OOPHUBAETHCS, a PA3OM i3 HEIO IIMATYIOTHCA |
BPa)KEHHs, 3AIMAIOIOYUCH MIX co0010 B HAaHfHECTIOAIBAHIIITNX MiCIISX.
CAyxaio‘n/I 1i XaOTUYHi PO3MOBiAl, BOHA II09aAa MAaAIOBATH. Cr[epmy
IPOCTO 00AMYYS, HAMAralo4uch ysSBUTH CODi, SIK BUIASAAAM BCi Ti
AIOAM 3 AIAYCEBUX OIOBIAOK, a IIOTIM — OKPEMI CLEHKH: K AIAYCh
ile MaAMM XAONYMKOM HYAUTbCS Ha IIPUABOPHIM LiepeMOHIi y
Biani; sax YTIKa€ 3 POAMHHOTO 3aMKy B IIOAbCHKOMY MICTi JKusni y
TOPH, AO TI'YLYAiB; SIK BIAAA€E YECTh CBOIM COAAATAM i3 YKPaiHCHKOIO
6araapitony CivoBux CTpiabLiiB; sIK 3yCTPIYAETHCS 3 MUTPOIIOAUTOM
Mlentuupkum y AbBoBi; sik npumipsie obnosu y ITapmxi. Crenku B ii
30IIMTaX HAaTaAYBAAM KOMIKC, i3 Ti€I0 AMIIE BIAMIHHICTIO, IO icTOpis,
SKYy BOHH PpO3IOBiAAAM, HE MaAa XPOHOAOTIYHOI MOCAIAOBHOCTI.
ITicast moaifnt Apyroi cBiToBoOi BifiHM Tam MOrau OyTH 300paskeHi
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CIIEHU I_Icpmo'l' CBITOBOI YM MI>KBO€HHS, AAAl 3 SIBASIAUCDH €IIi30AU 3
PaAsHCBKOTO AbBOBA, 4 IOTOMY — 3 TPHALIATHX POKiB, KOAH Biabreapm
sxuB y [laproki. Leit komike HaraayBaB oITOBiai AiAycst Ta HOro caMmoro
— BTIAGHHSI Xa0CY, HEIOCAIAOBHOCTI, OYPXAMBOIrO i HECTPUMHOIO
TEMIICPAMEHTY. A0 TOro X moaii B 10ro >XurTi ITPOMAAUAHCA 3 AYXKE
HEPiBHOMIPHOIO iHTEHCHBHICTIO: 32 Iepioa Mix 19141 1921 poxamu
BiH [IEPEKUB Y ACCATKH pasiB Oiablie i Habararo BaXKAUBILIMX peyert,
aHDK 32 HACTYIHI ABaALSITh POKIB, ITOTOMY 3HOBY OyB KOPOTKHIL
CMaAax iIHTEHCUBHOTO )KMTTS, 2 TOAL — A€TApPrisl papsSHCBKOIO Yacy.

Aliaycesi Ayxe moao6asocs, sk [aanna mMaaroBasa. AUBASIYHCH Ha
PHCYHKH, BiH IIPUTaAyBaB yce HOBI A€TaAl, a BOHA Biapasy x dikcyBasa
iX, iHOAl AMIIE iHTYITUBHO 3AOTAAYIOUHCh, SIK MOTAO BUTASIAQTH T€ YH
te. Ille B auTnncTBi [aAMHA 3a10BHIAA CBOIM KOMIKCOM KiAbKa rpy61/1x
3OILUTIB, IKUMH AY>KE AOPOXKHAA, 1 9ac Bip 9aCy AOMaAbOBYBaAa PisHi
emi3oAHu, sKi 3puHaAu B 1l mam siTi 3 AlayceBux omosiaeit. Came 1i Ko-
MiKCH BOHA i Bi3bMe yepes 0arato poxis 3i co60r0 A0 Bians, mo6u mo-
Ka3aTH 3aMOBHHKOBI SIK IACIO AAsT MaFIOy THBOTO OQOPMACHHS IHTEp €PY
kHaitu. Tof Biapasy 5K 3aXOIUTBC i yKe Yepe3 TOAUHY ITiCAS 3yCTpii
Haaimae [aAMHI eA€KTPOHHOIO ITOIITOI0 KOHTPAKT i3 TAKOIO CYMOIO ro-
HOpapYy, Bia K01 T0Al OYAO BIAMOBUTHCD. | BOHA He BIAMOBHTBCSL.

Ha HEpIIiN CTOPiHLi laauHUMHUX KOMIKCIB 6on HaMaAbOBAHO
AlayciB roauHHnk BupobHuuTBa dipMu «Omega Seamasters», —
Takuil camuil [aauHa 3ropom 6admaa B KiHO, Ha pyui y Ajkeiimsa
bonpa. ¥V ¢iapmi npo Bonpa Bona Bnepme mouyaa racao «I yisozo
C8imY 3aMaL0>, AKE AIAYCh BUBIB sSIK cnirpa(l) Ha MEePIIiH CTOPIHIIi CBOIX
CIIOTaAiB, — aAe HE TOMY, IO AOOUB $iasmu npo Asxeitmaa Bonaa, a
TOMY, 1O LI OYAO OAHUM i3 poAnHHUX racea [abcOypris.

###1895-1912

OaHe 3 mepiux pedeHb AiayceBoi aBrobiorpadil 3Bydaso rak: «4 3
poﬁy wocme i 0cmante oums 8 cimi moix bamuxis, mamip mene Hatlbiry-
e 1106uaa». Vioro matu, Mapisi- Tepesisa-Auryanera-Imaxyasra-Ko-
sepa-Pepaunanpa-Aconoaspnna-Ppannucka-Kapoaina-Isabe-
Aa-Aenosia-Xpucruna-AHHa, apXiKHATHHSA ABCTpIiiichKa i IpuHIIeca
Tockanceka, Oyaa pAonpkoro apxikasss Kapaa CaabBaropa ABcrpifi-
cpkoro-Tockancpkoro ta Mapii-Imakyasitu Byp6on-Curuaificskol.
Mapiﬂ—Tcpcsi,q pO3MOBASIAQ 31 CHHOM iTaAlMCBHKOIO, a aHTAIMCBKOIO
BOAOAiAQ HAWTipIIE B ciM’1: HiIOU ¢ YIIEBHEHO i IPAaBUABHO, Ta BOAHO-
9ac [OBIABHO i CKYTO, — OYAO IIOMITHO, 1110 BOHA ITOCTIHHO IIALIYKOBYE
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caoBa. Koan aitu miapocan, BoHM iHOAI HaBiTh ITEPEKAAAAAN AAST Ma-
Tepi ACsKi aHTAIHCBKI ppasu CBOET IyBepHAHTKH.

Matu 6araro wacy npoBosuaa 3 Biabreabmom, yumaa fioro
PO3KAAQAATH IACHSIHCH, TPaTH B AOMIHO i MaatoBaru. Aume iHomy
OAHOMY 3 YCiX AiTel BOHa AO3BOASIAQ 3aXOAUTH AO CBOEI MalCTEpHI 1
AMBUTHCS, sIK BOHa npanoe. Mapis-Tepesis Maaa 3BHUKy TpUMATH B
3ybax reHseAsb, moku madupasa GpapOy, a TAKOXK MEXaHIYHO BUTHPATH
3a0pyaHeHi $papbor0 AOAOHI IPOCTO 06 MOAK CBOEI BULIYKaHOT YOPHOI
cykni. Mapis-Tepesist aAroOuaa maaoBaru kBiTH. BoHa mianmmcysasa
CBOI p060T1/1 initiaaamu «727h>, IpU BOMY CEPEAHS AlTEpa 3aBXKAU
BUBUIIYBAaAACs HaA KPalHIMH. Inoai BoHa BOaMAQ PYKOIO MaAOTO
Biaail mo moaAoTHi, ¥ BiH posmasyBaB oAifiHy ¢apOy, HaMarar4uch
aKypaTHO 3adapOyBaTH KOHTYp, KUl BUBEAA MaMa. 1a MaAlOBaHHs
HIKOAHU HE 6on HOTr0 CHABHOIO CTOPOHOIO. Y MaTepHUHill MalCTEepHi
3aBXXKAU 6on MIOBHO )KMBUX KBiTiB, IEPEBAXKHO TiallUHTIB, i TOH 3amax
BIATOAI I1iAe SKUTTS mepecaiayBaB BisbreabMa, KOAU BiH pO3AUBASBCS
xuBomnuc. Bin HaBiTh 30epir 3BUYKY 3aTyASTH HOCA XYCTHHKOIO, 5K
pO6I/IB Y AUTHUHCTBI, 60 Bia 3amaxy rialfuHTiB HOMY MOYMHAAA 6oaiTu
TOAOBA 1 3aKAAAQAO HiC.

barsxo, Kapa-Illtedan, ciiakyBaBcst 3 AITbMH HIMELIBKOIO, IIPOTE 3
PAHHIX AT BUMaraB OA HUX 3HAaTH HE TIABKU aHTAIMCBKY Ta PaHIIy3bKY
SK TPAAMLIIMHI iHO3EMHI, AKMX HABYAAHU 11iCAPChKUX HALIAAKIB, a 1€ 1
ITOABCBKY.

Y 1895 poui apmipaa ricapeskoro mopeskoro ¢paory Kapa-Ilrepan
Ascrpificekuit poH TabcOypr-AoTapuH3bKHIl yCIAAKYBaB MA€ETOK,
SKUH Y 30IAHIAOTO MOABCBHKOTO WIASIXTHYA IPUADAB Y MOABCHKOMY
micreuxy JKusui ITSITACCST POKiB TOMy HOIO ASABKO, KapA—AIo,A,Bir.
Toro camoro poxy B Kapaa-IlItedpana HapoAHBCsT HANMOAOAIIHIA CHH
Biabreanm, a macauBoMy 6aThKOBI CIasa Ha AYMKY iA€sI IIOABCHKOTO
npoekry. Toil mpoekT OYyB eKCTpaBaraHTHUM, SIK I YMMAAO iHIIMX
3aAyMiB KapAa—I_HTe(l)aHa. Bin He naexas IAIOB0PHMX HaAil Ha Te, 1O
BiH caM 4YM XTOCh i3 HOTO AiTeil CTaHe B MaiOyTHHOMY IMIIEPATOPOM.
3HaYHO pEAABHINIOI BiH yBaXKaB IEPCICKTHBY PpO3IMAAy CaMoi
iMIepii Ha YHCAEHH] ApiGHi HaIliOHAABHI A€P)KABU: YECBKY, YTOPCBKY,
cepbebKy i iHmi, cepea sikux 00608’ s13k0BO Oyaa 6 i moabcpka. Koxua
3 LUX APIOHHX AepkaB MOTpeOyBaTHMe MOHApXa, KOTPHH 01 OYOAUB
ii. Came a0 pporo Kapa-Illtedan i Bupimms rorysarucs. Maiibyraim
KOPOAEM YU KOPOAEBOIO HE3AAEXKHOI IToabmi BiH 6a4nuB KOrochk 3i
cBO€l poanHH 260 i cebe camoro.
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Kapa-Illtepan HasBaB HaiiMoAsoalioro cuHa BiasreabmMom Ha
4ecTh iHIIOrO rabcbyp3pkoro epureprora, KOTpHH ille HaIPUKIHI
YOTHPHAALISITOTO CTOAITTA XOTiB OTPUMATH IOABCBKY KOPOHY
TUIOBUM AAsl [26cOypriB masixom — Yepes AMHACTHYHMI WIAKO i3
OAMHAALSITHPIYHOIO IOABCHKOI0 KOpoaiBHOIO faBiro. Ta moabcpki
IIASIXTHYI 3aBAAMAM HOMY, IIEPEXOMHAU AOPOTOI0 AO HAPEYEHOI Ta
nporHasn, a SIABiry BMAQAM 3aMiX 3a AHMTOBCHKOIO KHs3s. 3 TOTO
A0y i moyasacs SreaoHcpka AMHACTIS.
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Li¢ne vadnice nadvojvode Wilhelma
(odlomek iz romana)

# # #1969-2008

Halina se je rodila uro pred polnoéjo 18. avgusta 1969. Na isti dan,
natanéneje, na isto no¢, le da enaindvajset let prej, je bil v kijevski
zaporniski bolni$nici izdan mrliski list njenega deda, ukrajinskega
polkovnika, poveljnika polka Si¢evih strelcev, obsojenega na pet let
zapora v Parizu, prikrajsanega za avstrijsko drzavljanstvo na Dunaju,
klienta pariskih bordelov, sladokusno navdusenega nad mladimi
mornarji in brhkimi Zenskami, vohuna angleske in francoske
obvesc¢evalne sluzbe, simpatizerja OUN, nadvojvode Wilhelma
Habsburskega.

Za Halino je bil ded Wilhelm, redkeje Wilius. V bistvu so ga
Wilius klicali v otro$tvu in kasneje, Ze v globoki starosti. Wilhelm,
najmlajsi sin Karla Stefana Habsburskega, se je rodil 10. februarja
1895, pol leta pred znamenitimi sanjami Sigmunda Freuda o
Irmini injekciji. Zavoljo teh sanj je Freud sklenil, da so vsake sanje
uresnicitev Zelja. S tem je sprva v znanstvenih krogih sprozil skandal
in nezaupanje, s¢asoma pa prav zaradi tega odkritja postal svetovno
znan znanstvenik.

Prvi vtis iz otroskih let, to je morje. Mnogo vode, je zapisal ded Wilhelm
v avtobiografiji v jeziku, ki ga je Halina razumela le deloma, toliko
je bilo v njem popacenih poljskih in nemskih besed. Ni na primer
takoj dojela, da je ded z marinarko oznaceval vojno mornarico, in ne
suknjica, reparacija je pomenila operacijo, belfer ucitelja, ura je bila
po dedovo dzigar. Dedov dzigar je zmerom kazal eno uro manj kot
Halinina ura. Wilhelm in babica Sofija namre¢ nikoli nista presla na
das, ki ga je dolodila sovjetska vlada. In ko sta se dogovarjala s kom za
doloceno uro, sta vedno ugotavljala, ali misli dejansko moskovski ¢as.

Ded se je odlocil napisati spomine prav tako nenadoma in nepri-
¢akovano, kot je sprejemal odlocitve za skoraj vse v svojem zivljenju.
Neko zimo je Halina zbolela za noricami in nekaj tednov ni $la v
solo. Wilhelm je sedel ob njeni postelji, vneto mazal rdece izpuscaje
z zelenko in ji pripovedoval svoje prigode, da bi vnukinjo odvrnil od
misli na srbecico.

»Dedek, ti me imas za norca, vse to ne more biti res,« je negodovala
Halina. »Prebral si neko pustolovsko knjigo, ki jo zdaj pripovedujes
meni.«
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Ravno tedaj je Wilhelm tudi sklenil, da bo njegova biografija
dovr$ena pustolovska knjiga, ki jo bo lastnoro¢no napisal.

Slovesne priprave na zacetek dela s spomini so trajale priblizno en
mesec. Wilhelm je dolgo urejal kabinet. To je bil nekdanji kabinet
oceta babice Sofije, v katerem je pocival po delu. Tu je stala z zelenim
suknom pokrita miza, Stevilni predali so se zaklepali in skoraj vsi
kljuci so $e ticali v kljucavnicah.

Preden je zacel delati s spomini, je Wilhelm hotel izbrati karseda
udobno blazino za naslanja¢, vendar mu nobena ni bila pogodu,
zato je naslanja¢, potem ko je zaman preizkusil Stevilne polozaje,
odpeljal na popravilo, da bi ga v celoti na novo oblazinili. Ampak
niti potem ni bil zadovoljen in se je poskusil namestiti v enega od
globokih usnjenih foteljev, ki je imel dovolj Siroke ugreznine med
naslonjalom in sedalom, in od tam je Sofija kot otrok pogosto
izgrebla razne drobne predmete: kovance, pilice, zlice in glavnike.

Wilhelm je v kabinetu zamenjal zavese, da bi ustvaril karseda
domacno vzdusje, dolgo je izbiral papir, kulije in svinénike. Vse to
je kazal Halini in se z njo posvetoval. Ona mu je za zapiske posodila
nekaj svojih debelih karirastih zvezkov. Wilhelm je izjavil, da v
zvezke s skajastimi platnicami depresivne bordo barve zagotovo ne
bo ni¢esar pametnega napisal. Halina je predlagala, da bi zvezke
oblepila s papirjem in jih poslikala. Tako sta tudi storila. Naposled
je Wilhelm naznanil, da se bo naslednji dan lotil dela s spomini.

Naslednje jutro je takoj po zajtrku dejal:

»Zdaj me pa, prosim, ne motite. Pisal bom.« Ponosno si je
popravil jutranjo haljo in izginil v svoj kabinet.

Tja je prinesel babicin stari pisalni stroj in se trudil nauditi hitrega
tipkanja. Iz kabineta se je sprva nekaj minut razlegalo tipkanje,
nakar je ded z ne¢im glasno udaril — morebiti s stolom — in zakrical:

» Verdammt noch mall«

Morda je to pomenilo, da se je zataknila kaks$na ¢rka ali da se
je zatipkal. Cez priblizno eno uro je odsel iz kabineta nekoliko
razburjen in vprasal babico, ali ima kaj okusnega, ¢e§ da mu pisanje
nekako ne stece. Babica mu je pripravila ¢aj, sendvi¢ z marmelado in
sir s smetano — njegovo najljubso sladico. Wilhelm je izginil za vrati.
Minila je $e ena ura in znova se je vrnil. Tokrat je bil odlo¢nejsi:

»No, ali je mogoce pisati v jutranji halji?!« je vzkliknil in sunkovito
odprl vrata omare z oblacili. »Kakrsna oblacila, tak$no pisanje.
Urediti se moram.«
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Nato je sledilo dolgo preoblacenje, umivanje, britje, priceska,
manikira — ded si je zmeraj nadvse zavzeto urejal nohte, strasno so
ga vznemirjali nalomljeni, pogrizeni, umazani ali porozeneli nohti.
Manikira je vzela zelo veliko ¢asa in tokrat se je zavlekla vse do
kosila. Zato pa je ded pokosil v svecani prazni¢ni obleki, v predalu
je celo nasel svojo $vicarsko uro, ki je ni nosil ze mnogo let in ki je
po ¢udezu prezivela zaporniske dni, jo odistil prahu in si jo nadel na
roko. Po kosilu je zadovoljno zazehal in dejal:

»No, zdaj pa lahko malo pocivam!«

In odsel je v kabinet na poobedni dremez. Po njem je pil kavo,
igral $ah s Halino, bral — in tega dne se ni ve¢ spomnil na pisanje.
Naslednje jutro se je vse ponovilo. Med Halinino boleznijo mu
je vendarle uspelo napisati nekaj strani. Po vsaki strani je stekel
iz kabineta otrosko vesel in razvnet, si zategnil pas jutranje halje
in takoj Halini na glas prebral pravkar ustvarjeno. Sicer je k
vsakemu prebranemu stavku pridal $e dolgo spremno pripoved,
brez katere skoraj ni bilo mogoce razumeti napisanega. Wilhelm je
pripovedoval znatno zanimiveje kot opisoval. Pri pisanju je imel z
vsemi povedmi velike tezave, dolgo se je mucil, preden je izoblikoval
ze najpreprostejSo misel, izbiral je besede, mnogo popravljal in
pre¢reaval, a besedilo je vseeno bilo zmedeno in marsikdaj ni
bilo jasno, kaj bi Wilhelm sploh rad povedal. To je pojasnjeval s
primanjkljajem gimnazijske izobrazbe, kajti obiskoval je realko, in
ne gimnazije. Domaci ucitelji iz njegovega otrostva so si predvsem
prizadevali narediti dober vtis tako na oceta kot na same otroke, da
bi bdeli nad tem, kako ucenci usvajajo snov, pa je bilo v drugem
planu. Tako so se otroci u¢ili tega, kar se jim je zdelo najlazje. Viliju
pa je bilo laze govoriti kot pisati. Pisanje spisa je bilo pri njem videti
tako: ves cas pouka je uciteljici pripovedoval o svojih poletnih
pocitnicah, predaval je o vseh najmanj$ih podrobnostih izleta s
star$i v Pariz, opisoval je masleni okus svezih francoskih rogljickov,
melodi¢ne intonacije pariskih natakaric in hotelskih sobaric, prah
na ulicah, damske obleke v gledali$¢u, pustolovi¢ine na poti tja in
nazaj. Uciteljica ga je zadrzujo¢ dih poslusala. Nato je dejala:

»Krasno, Vili! Zdaj pa vse to napisi.«

Cez nekaj minut ji je z zadovoljnim nasmeskom oddal list in rekel:

»Koncanol«

»Kako? Ze? Tako hitro?« se je ¢udila uditeljica, razprla listek in
brala: Pocitnice sem prezivel v Parizu. Tam je bilo v redu.
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»To je vse2« se je znova zacudila uditeljica.

»No, preostanek sem vam pa ze povedal,« se je Vili na $iroko
nasmehnil, zadovoljen s samim sabo.

Pisati je bilo Wilhelmu vselej tezko. To se je zacelo ze pri pouku
lepopisja v otrostvu, ki ga je iskreno sovrazil in se mu izmikal na
vse mozne nacine, nato je prav tako nejevoljno pisal tudi spise —
nepotrebno se mu je zdelo izgubljati toliko ¢asa za tisto, kar si je
ze tako ali tako znal predstavljati. Ta nezmoznost dolgotrajnejse
zbranosti je povzrocila tako zmedenost kot tudi pretrganost
njegovega pripovedovanja. Nekaterih dogodkov se je spominjal
pogosto in natan¢no, drugim se je povsem izmikal. Zato so se Halini
vtisnile v spomin precej fragmentarne podobe dedovih Zivljenjskih
prigod — kot se to godi pri starih nedigitaliziranih dokumentarnih
filmih, ko se trak nenehno trga, skupaj z njim pa se cefrajo tudi
vtisi, ki se zlepljajo med seboj na najmanj pricakovanih mestih.
Ob poslusanju teh kaoti¢nih pripovedi je zacela slikati. Sprva samo
obraze, ko si je zamigljala, kako naj bi bili videti vsi tisti ljudje v
dedovih pripovedih, nato pa tudi posamezne prizore: kako se ded
kot $e majhen fanti¢ dolgocasi med ceremonijo na dunajskem dvoru;
kako bezi z druzinskega gradu v poljskem mestu Zywiec v gore, k
huculom; kako salutira svojim vojakom ukrajinskega bataljona
Sicevih strelcev; kako se sre¢uje z metropolitom Septickim v Lvovu;
kako pomerja novo opravo v Parizu. Prizori v njenih zvezkih so
spominjali na stripe, le s to razliko, da zgodba, ki so jo pripovedovali,
ni imela kronoloskega zaporedja. Po dogodkih druge svetovne vojne
so se pojavile podobe prve ali pa medvojnega obdobja, nakar so se
pojavili prizori sovjetskega Lvova, nato dogodki iz tridesetih let, ko
je Wilhelm Zivel v Parizu. Ta strip je spominjal na dedove pripovedi
in tudi na njega samega — uteleSenje kaosa, nekonsistentnost,
vzkipljiv in nebrzdan temperament. Poleg tega so se dogodki v
njegovem zivljenju grmadili z nadvse neenakomerno intenzivnostjo:
v obdobju med letoma 1914 in 1921 je prezivel desetkrat ve¢ in
pomembnejse re¢i kot v naslednjih dvajsetih letih, ¢emur je znova
sledil krajsi izbruh intenzivnega Zivljenja, nakar je napocila letargija
sovjetskega casa.

Dedu je bilo zelo vse¢, kako je Halina risala. Ko je gledal njeno
risanje, se je spominjal novih in novih podrobnosti, ona pa jih je
takoj upodabljala, v¢asih intuitivno slute¢, kako naj bi bilo videti
to ali ono. Ze v otrodtvu je s svojimi stripi zapolnila nekaj debelih
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zvezkov, s katerimi se je nadvse ponasala, in od ¢asa do ¢asa dorisovala
razli¢ne prizore, ko so v njen spomin priplavali iz dedovih pripovedi.
Prav te stripe je mnogo let pozneje vzela s seboj na Dunaj, da bi jih
pokazala naro¢niku kot idejo za oblikovanje interierja pivnice. Ta se
je v hipu navdusil in Halini Ze uro po srecanju po elektronski posti
poslal pogodbo s tako visokim honorarjem, da se mu ne bi bilo
mogoce odredi. In se mu tudi ni.

Na prvi strani Halininih stripov je bila narisana dedova ura
podjetja Omega Seamasters — prav taksno je Halina ¢ez ¢as videla v
kinu na zapestju Jamesa Bonda. V Bondovem filmu je prvi¢ slisala
geslo Sver ni dovolj, ki ga je ded zapisal kot epigraf na prvi strani
svojih spominov — vendar ne zavoljo tega, ker bi imel rad filme
Jamesa Bonda, temve¢ ker je to bil eden od habsburskih druzinskih
motov.

###1895-1912

Eden od prvih stavkov dedove avtobiografije je zvenel takole: Po
rodu sem Sesti in zadnji otrok v druzini mojib starsev, mati me je imela
najbolj rada. Njegova mati, Marija Terezija Antoaneta Imakulata
Jozefa Ferdinanda Leopoldina Franciska Karolina Izabela Aelozija
Kristina Ana, nadvojvodinja Avstrije in princesa Toskane, je bila h¢i
nadvojvode Karla Salvatorja Avstrije in Toskane ter Marije Imakulate
Burbonsko-Sicilske. Marija Terezija se je s sinom pogovarjala italijan-
sko, angles¢ina pa ji je $la najslabse v druzini: nekako prepricljivo in
pravilno, a obenem pocasi in zatikajoce — ocitno je bilo, da nenehno
iS¢e besede. Ko so otroci odrasli, so materi celo prevajali nekatere
angleske stavke svoje guvernante.

Mati je veliko ¢asa prezivela z Wilhelmom, ucila ga je polaganja
pasjanse, igranja domina in risanja. Izmed vseh otrok je edino njemu
dovolila, da je prihajal v njen atelje in si ogledoval, kako ustvarja.
Marija Terezija je imela navado drzati copi¢ med zobmi, medtem ko
je izbirala barve, pa tudi brisati si z barvo umazane dlani kar v krilo
svoje izbrane ¢rne obleke. Marija Terezija je rada slikala roze. Svoje
stvaritve je podpisovala z inicialkami 7275, pri ¢emer je bila srednja
¢rka vselej visja od stranskih. Véasih je po platnu vodila roko malega
Vilija, ki je razmazoval oljno barvo in skusal natan¢no pobarvati
obris, ki ga je izrisala mama. A slikanje nikoli ni bilo njegova moé¢na
plat. V materinem ateljeju je bilo vedno polno Zivih roz, najve¢
hijacint, in ta vonj je odtlej Wilhelma zasledoval vse Zivljenje, kadar
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je opazoval slike. Ohranil je celo navado, da si je nos pokrival z
robcem, kot je to poéel v otrostvu, kajti od vonja hijacint je dobil
glavobol in zamasen nos.

Oce, Karel Stefan, je z otroki govoril nemsko, toda od njihovih
zgodnjih let je zahteval, da znajo ne samo angles¢ino in francos¢ino
kot tradicionalna tuja jezika, ki so se ju wuili cesarski potomci,
temvec¢ tudi poljscino.

Leta 1895 je admiral cesarske morske flote Karel Stefan
Habsbursko-Lotarinski podedoval posestvo, ki je ga je petdeset let
prej v mestu Zywiec od obubozanega poljskega plemic¢a kupil nje-
gov stric Karel Ludvik. Isto leto se je Karlu Stefanu rodil najmlajsi
sin Wilhelm, sre¢nemu ocetu pa je prisla na misel ideja poljskega
projekta. Ta projekt je bil ekstravaganten, kakr$ne so bile se mnoge
druge zamisli Karla Stefana. Ni si delal iluzij o tem, da bi on sam
ali kateri od njegovih otrok v prihodnje postal vladar. Za bistveno
verjetnejso je imel moZznost razpada imperija na $tevilne manjse na-
cionalne drzave: ¢esko, madzarsko, srbsko in druge, med katerimi bi
obvezno bila tudi poljska.

Vsaka od teh manjsih driav bo potrebovala monarha, ki bi ji
vladal. Prav na to se je Karel Stefan odlo¢il pripraviti. Prihodnjega
kralja ali kraljico neodvisne Poljske je videl v svoji druzini ali celo v
sebi samem.

Karel Stefan je svojega najmlajsega sina Wilhelma poimenoval v
¢ast drugemu habsbur$kemu nadvojvodi, ki je Ze ob koncu 14. sto-
letja hotel priti do poljske krone na nacin, tipi¢en za Habsburge — z
dinasti¢no poroko z enajstletno poljsko princeso Jadvigo. A polj-
ski plemici so mu to preprecili, ga na poti k zarocenki prestregli in
pregnali, Jadvigo pa omozili z litovskim knezom. S to poroko se je
tudi zacela dinastija Jageloncev.

Prevedla Primoz Lubej in Janja Vollmaier Lubej



NATALKA SNJADANKO - 24§

Clean Copybook of Archduke Wilhelm

(excerpt from the novel)

## #1969-2008

Halina was born an hour before midnight on August 18, 1969. On
the same day, or rather, on the same night, only twenty-one years
earlier, the death certificate of her grandfather, a Ukrainian colonel,
commander of the Sich Riflemen, sentenced to five years in prison
in Paris, deprived of Austrian citizenship in Vienna, a client of
Parisian brothels, with a refined fascination for young sailors and
comely women, a spy for English and French intelligence services,
a sympathizer of OUN and of Archduke Wilhelm of Habsburg,
was issued.

Halina knew her grandfather as Wilhelm, more rarely Wilius. In
fact, he was called Wilius in his childhood and later on, in his late
old age. Wilhelm, the youngest son of Karl Stephen Habsburg, was
born on February 10, 1895, half a year before Sigmund Freud’s fa-
mous dream about Irma’s injection. Because of this dream, Freud
concluded that every dream is a wish fulfilment. This initially caused
scandal and mistrust in scientific circles, but he eventually became a
world-renowned scientist precisely because of this discovery.

The first childhood impression is the sea. Plenty of water, grandfather
Wilhelm wrote in his memoirs in a language that Halina only par-
tially understood, since it was infused with so many distorted Polish
and German words. For instance, it took her a while to realize that
‘marinarka’ for her grandfather meant not a jacket but a marine fleet,
‘reparacija’ meant operation, ‘belfer—a teacher, and ‘dzygar’, in his
language, stood for a watch. Grandfather’s watch always showed one
hour less than Halina’s clock. Wilhelm and grandmother Sofia never
switched to the time set by the Soviet government. Thus, when they
made plans with someone at a certain time, they always wondered
whether this person actually meant Moscow time.

Grandpa decided to write his memoirs just as suddenly and un-
expectedly as he made decisions about almost everything in his life.
One winter Halina came down with chickenpox and didn’t go to
school for several weeks. Wilhelm sat by her bed, busy rubbing the
red rashes with green ointment and recounting his adventures to
distract his granddaughter from the itch.
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“Grandpa, you must be kidding me, all this can’t be true,” Ha-
lina protested. “You must have read some adventure book and now
you're retelling it to me.”

It was then that Wilhelm decided that his biography would make
a perfect adventure book, which he would write himself.

Solemn preparations for him to begin work on his memoirs last-
ed for about a month. Wilhelm was preparing the study for quite
some time. It was the former office of Grandma Sofia’s father in
which he rested after work. There stood a table covered with a green
cloth, as well as many drawers with locks and almost all the keys
still in their place.

Before he began to work on his memoirs, Wilhelm wanted to
choose a comfortable cushion for the armchair, but none suited
him, so after trying many positions in vain, he took the armchair to
the repair shop to have it completely reupholstered. But even then,
Wilhelm was not satisfied and tried to sit in one of the deep leather
armchairs, which had a sufficiently wide recess between the backrest
and the seat, from which, as a child, Sofia often dug out various
small objects: coins, files, spoons and combs.

Wilhelm changed the curtains in the study to create a more
homely atmosphere and spent a long time choosing paper, pens and
pencils. He showed all this to Halina and consulted with her. She
lent him some of her thick checkered notebooks for taking notes.
Wilhelm declared that he would certainly not write anything of
value in notebooks with fake leather covers of a depressed beetroot
colour. Halina suggested covering the notebooks with paper and
painting them. So they did. Finally, Wilhelm declared that he would
start working on the memoirs the next day.

The next morning, right after breakfast, he announced:

“Now please, do not disturb me. I am going to write.” He proud-
ly adjusted his dressing gown and disappeared into his study.

He brought grandmother’s old typewriter there and tried to learn
how to type quickly. At first, loud typing could be heard from the
study for a few minutes, after which the grandfather hit something
and shouted:

loudly—possibly a chair:
“Verdammt noch mal!”
Maybe it meant that a letter got stuck or that he made a typo. After
about an hour, he left the study a little upset and asked grandmother
if she had anything tasty, saying that something was blocking him
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from writing. Grandma made him tea, a jam sandwich and cottage
cheese with sour cream—his favourite dessert. Wilhelm disappeared
behind the door. Another hour passed before he reappeared. This
time he was more decisive:

“Well, one cannot possibly write in a dressing gown!” he ex-
claimed, jerking open the wardrobe door. “How you write depends
on what you wear. I need to tidy up.”

What followed was a long change of clothes, washing, shaving,
hairdo, manicure—grandfather was always particularly busy with his
nails, terribly bothered by fractured, bitten, dirty or yellow nails. The
manicure took a very long time and this time it dragged on until
lunch. But then, grandfather ate in festive attire, he even found his
Swiss watch in a drawer, which he hadnt worn for many years and
which miraculously survived his prison days, cleaned it of dust and
put it on his wrist. After lunch, he yawned with satisfaction and said:

“Well, now I can rest a little!”

And he went to the study for an afternoon nap. After that, he
drank coffee, played chess with Halina, read—and that day he
didnt think of writing anymore. The next morning, he did it all
over again. He did manage to write a few pages while Halina was ill.
After each page, he would rush out of the study, childishly happy
and excited, tighten the belt of his dressing gown, and immediately
read aloud what he had just created to Halina. He however added
a long accompanying story to each read sentence, without which it
was almost impossible to understand what he had written. Wilhelm
was a much better storyteller than he was a writer.

He had great difficulties with each sentence, he struggled for a
long time before forming even the simplest of thoughts, he was
choosing words, editing and crossing out a lot, but what got written
was still confusing and oftentimes it was not clear what it was that
Wilhelm actually wanted to say. He explained this by his lack of
high school education, because he attended a vocational school and
not a gymnasium. The local teachers from his childhood were preoc-
cupied with making a good impression on both the father and the
children themselves, but keeping an eye on how much knowledge
the students gained was of secondary importance. So, the children
learned what they thought was easiest. And it was easier for Willy
to speak than to write. Writing an essay went like this: through-
out the class he was telling the teacher about his summer vacation,
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lecturing about the smallest details of a trip to Paris with his parents,
describing the buttery taste of fresh French croissants, the melodi-
ous intonations of Parisian waitresses and hotel maids, the dust on
the streets, ladies” dresses in the theatre, adventures on the way there
and back. The teacher listened to him with bated breath. Then she
would say:

“Beautiful, Willy! Now write all of this down.”

After a few minutes, he handed her a paper with a satisfied smile
and said:

“Done!”

“How? Already? So fast?” said the teacher with surprise, unfold-
ing the note and reading: / spent my holidays in Paris. It was nice.

“That’s all?” said the teacher, surprised again.

“Well, I already told you the rest,” Willy grinned, pleased with
himself.

Writing was always difficult for Wilhelm. It started with his child-
hood fiction class, which he sincerely hated and avoided in every
possible way, and then he wrote essays with the same reluctance—
it seemed unnecessary to him to waste so much time on what he
could already imagine anyway. This inability to concentrate for lon-
ger periods of time meant that his narration was both confusing and
disjointed. He remembered some events often and in detail, while
completely avoiding others. Therefore, rather fragmentary images of
her grandfather’s life adventures were imprinted on Halina’s memo-
ry—as happens with old, non-digitalized documentaries, when the
tape is constantly torn, and along with it impressions that stick to
each other in the least expected places. Listening to these chaotic
narratives, she began to paint. At first only faces, as she imagined
what all the people in her grandfather’s stories would look like, and
then also individual scenes: how her grandfather, as a small boy,
was bored during the ceremonies at the Viennese court; how he
runs away from the family castle in the Polish town of Zywiec to
the mountains, to the hutsuls; how he salutes his soldiers of the
Ukrainian battalion of Sich Riflemen; how he meets Metropolitan
Archbishop Sheptytsky in Lviv; how he tries on a new attire in Paris.
The scenes in her notebooks resembled comics, the only difference
being that the story they told had no chronological sequence. After
the events of the Second World War, images of the First or the in-
terwar period appeared, after which scenes of Soviet Lviv appeared,
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then the events of the 1930s, when Wilhelm lived in Paris. This
comic was reminiscent of her grandfather’s storytelling and also of
himself—the embodiment of chaos, inconsistency, of irritable and
unbridled temper. Moreover, the events in his life piled up with an
extremely uneven intensity: in the period between 1914 and 1921
he lived through ten times more and more important things than in
the next twenty years, which was again followed by a shorter burst
of intense life, after which the lethargy of the Soviet era came.

Grandpa really liked how Halina drew. As he watched her draw,
he remembered new and new details, and she immediately depicted
them, sometimes intuitively sensing how this or that was supposed
to look. Already in her childhood, she filled several thick notebooks
with her comics, which she was extremely proud of, and from time
to time drew various scenes that floated into her memory from her
grandfather’s stories. Many years later, she took these very same
comics with her to Vienna to show them to a client as an idea for
the interior design of a pub. He was immediately impressed and
already an hour after the meeting sent Halina a contract by e-mail
with a fee so high that it would be impossible to refuse it. And she
didn’t.

Drawn on the first page of Halina’s comics was her grandfather’s
Omega Seamasters watch—exactly the same as that which Halina
saw in the cinema on James Bond’s wrist. It was in a Bond film that
she first heard the motto 7he world is not enough, which her grand-
father wrote as the epigraph on the first page of his memoirs—not
because he liked James Bond films, but because it was one of the
Habsburg family mottos.

## # 1895-1912

One of the first sentences of grandfather’s autobiography sounded
like this: By birth I am the sixth and last child in my parents fam-
ily, my mother loved me the most. His mother, Maria Theresa Antoi-
nette Immakulata Josepha Ferdinanda Leopoldine Franziska Caro-
line Isabella Aloysia Christine Anna, Archduchess of Austria and
Princess of Tuscany, was the daughter of Archduke Karl Salvator of
Austria and Tuscany and Maria Immakulata of Bourbon-Two Si-
cilies. Maria Theresa spoke to her son in Italian, yet her English was
the worst in the family: somehow persuasive and correct, but at the
same time slow and stuttering—obviously constantly searching for



250 - NATALKA SNJADANKO

words. When the children grew up, they even translated some of
their governess” English sentences to their mother.

His mother spent a lot of time with Wilhelm, teaching him how
to play solitaire, how to play dominoes and draw. Out of all the
children, he was the only one allowed to come to her studio and
watch her create. Maria Theresa had a habit of holding the brush
between her teeth while choosing colours, as well as simply wip-
ing her paint-stained palms on the skirt of her chosen black dress.
Maria Theresa loved to paint flowers. She signed her creations with
the initials 7275, whereby the middle letter was always higher than
the side ones. Sometimes she guided little Willy’s hand across the
canvas, smearing oil paint and trying to accurately paint the outline
drawn by his mother. But painting was never his strong suit. His
mother’s studio was always full of fresh flowers, mostly hyacinths,
and from then on, this smell followed Wilhelm all his life whenever
he looked at paintings. He even kept the habit of covering his nose
with a handkerchief, as he had done in childhood, because the smell
of hyacinths gave him a headache and a stuffy nose.

His father, Karl Stephen, spoke German with his children, but
from an early age he demanded that they know not only English
and French, the traditional foreign languages learned by the impe-
rial descendants, but also Polish.

In 1895, Admiral of the Imperial Navy Karl Stephen Habsburg-
Lorraine inherited the estate that his uncle Karl Ludwig had bought
fifty years earlier in the town of Zywiec from an impoverished Polish
nobleman. In the same year, Karl Stephen’s youngest son, Wilhelm,
was born, and the idea of a Polish project came to mind. This proj-
ect was extravagant, as were many other of Karl Stephen’s ideas.
He had no illusions that he himself or any of his children would
become a ruler in the future. He considered the possibility of the
empire’s disintegration into many smaller national states as much
more likely: Czech, Hungarian, Serbian and others, among which
there would also without a doubt have to be Poland.

Each of these smaller states would need a monarch to rule it.
This is exactly what Karl Stephen decided to prepare for. He saw
the future king or queen of an independent Poland in his family or
even in himself.

Karl Stephen named his youngest son Wilhelm in honour of
the second Habsburg archduke, who already at the end of the 14%
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century wanted to obtain the Polish crown in a manner typical of
the Habsburgs—with a dynastic marriage to the eleven-year-old
Polish princess Jadwiga. But the Polish nobles prevented him from
doing so, intercepted him on his way to his fiancée and drove him
away, then married Jadwiga to a Lithuanian prince. This was the
marriage that started the Jagiellonian dynasty.

Translated by Petra Meterc
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¢utilo — JEZIK: Ko bos poroéal v zgodovino majhnih jezikov, ne
bodi preskromen do moje bujne rasti, ki je nisi nikoli videl. Bil sem
molitvena kaca ob tebi in strupena.

Jezik, peloden v tebi, izgorela jasa, sem ti izkusnjo ljubezni in
smrti izpovedal.

Ko bo$ porocal o kac¢ah in levih, ne pozabi, zate sem jih
razpoznavno ustvaril. Govoril sem iz o¢i mongoloidnega decka in
prisel dale¢, do pritli¢ja tvoje glave.

Bil sem ze oddaljen od spomina, nepismeni me je ustvaril, v
znamenjih prahu me je odkrival, in ko me je neko¢ komaj nerodno
narisal, sem ostal ... njegov nepozabni angel, ne bog, ampak vera.

1z zbirke Skrivalnica v ocesu (1993)
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bébilon — Z mojim jezikom ne prides ve¢ v Deveto dezelo. A jezik,
naredim ti tak stolp — do neba, da se bodo mladenici vzpenjali nanj,
skakali z njega in se ubijali. Dekleta, ljubice, bodo zaljubljeno zrle v
sesute obraze; o¢i njihovih ubitih mladeni¢ev bodo govorile: »/mam
te rad, imam te rad. S stolpa — izpod neba skolim zate, da ti dokazem
svojo ljubezen!«

Jezik jeiz treh svetov: izzemlje Videnega in iz zemlje Razumljenega,
iz neba Slisanega in iz neba Slutenega ter iz pekla Izrekljivega in
Dojenega iz pekla. Jezik je sin Jezika, ki ga $e nismo spoznali; samo
verujemo vanj — v slepo besedo tolaznika.

V mojem jeziku je vse izrekljivo, kar je minljiva vrednota sveta.
A izrekljivo v nasprotnosti blis¢a? Govori tak jezik slutnja z neba?
Bo dojno mleko tako izrekljivo za zemljo v prividu, za danes
nerazumljivo glasilko v krvavi roki sveta?

Jezik, zmanjkuje ti ravnotezja! Jezik, zmanjkuje ti duse! Naredim
ti tak stolp — do neba, da se bodo mladenici vzpenjali nanj, skakali
z njega in kricali v zamoléanih jezikih. Jezik, imam te rad in ti z
vetrom darujem binkostno rzeno klasje!
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beginstvo — Kadar otrok na koncu pravljice joée in hiti po sledi
tulec¢ih vol¢jih glasov. Kadar v mrtvo podobo dragega telesa roke
presajajo lastno zilo in z njo meso preostalega Zivljenja. Ko je jezik
v ustih Sepetajo¢ in nem, ko je jezik v prsih zgovoren od krvavih
poljubov.

Takrat v neki porazbezani dezeli — ki kakor najvedjo svetinjo skriva
svoje pravo ime — v silnem vetru pojejo mlini: razbezala so se zrna,
mlinarji so pobegnili. V oc¢eh se budi rodbinski nagon. Pokopano in
zagrebeno vstaja. Hodi po rumenih poljih, roji po znanih mestih:
mehkost se dotika dise¢nosti, vse se priblizuje odmevni sredici.

1am smo bili. Tam je nekje dale¢, ¢e je sploh e kje. Zam je bilo
vroce, svetlo in temno. 7zm smo govorili drugace.

Tu je za nas pretemno, presvetlo in prevroce. 7u ni tam; tu otrok
na koncu pravljice joce. Zam strasno trpi pastir — brez drobnice, ki
bi jo moral zbrati. — Razkropljen in bel je vecer. V lunini je¢i moram
o soncu pono¢i molcati. Tujejezi¢na konica jezika se (ne)usmiljeno
poljublja z menoj.

Iz zbirke Rosa ni pozabila name (1997)
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jézik (5) — JEZIK INTIMISTOV. — (General in Jezik). —
GENERAL: Kateri jezik bom govoril, ko bom osvojil vse balkanske
zemlje? Moji vojaki so bili veliki pesniki; bili so med njimi taki z
romanti¢no duso in preroski simbolisti —

Oboji so se zlomili, noben nadrealist se ni obdrzal na bojni ¢rti!

Moji najpogumnejsi vojaki so futuristi, ti bodo ucakali smisel in
slavili na rdeci zemlji —

JEZIK: Cetudi bos osvojil vse kopno, bo$ govoril jezik intimistov,
vsako no¢ bo$ govoril jezik tiste zemlje, ki se ji bo mrtvi vojak

priblizal.

Iz zbirke Lastna imena mojega doma (1997)
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deldvnica (8) — (narodilo sandal za pot v dzunglo) — V kaksnih
sandalih naj uberem pot lez dzunglo, ¢e krenem tja s kopne strani
ilovice?

V fini kozi zveri, ¢e bo tu zima in zm pomladni hlad. V grobo
strojenem usnju mirnih Zivali, saj bo a7 nemir vedji. Z mehkimi
jermeni morja, osoljenimi za najvecje globine. Z ovitimi lianami
okrog peta in ¢ez desno nartno kost, za beg in ranjeno vrnitev. Iz
drevesne gume, z diSavo mnogim sorodnikom popotnega lubja. Iz
lipovine, za pot ¢ez kamenje in votle odmeve. Iz papirja, da se bo
nanj odtisnil sleherni strah. Bos, z igli¢asto krvjo na podplatih, da te
bodo osamljene zveri vzele v druzbo ve¢nega iskanja.

Iz zbirke Daljave (1998)
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hvélnica G — O slovenska literatura, protestantsko prepita s Snopsom
in cvickom; o postmodernistiéno prekrokano vnebovzetje refoska,
evropskega piva in ameriskega viskija; o svetovni kdnon, Zegnan s
koktajlom! Kelihi biti, odbite vehe casa!

S perverzno Evropo se je zalizal slovenski bordelcek in slovenski
jezicek je le mali zvodnicek. Eksoti¢na predigra besed!

Nacionalno mednozje K. Ce bi drzavi — ne le potiho — vladale
sukrajinke, bi pesniki ponudili separatni mir. Tako pa trotamora
trga glas violin, dekliski angel si odpenja spleen, spleen.

LS.

Komu ... cin cin, cin cin?

Iz zbirke Nate mislim, votlina v glavi (2006)
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lapa — (Mimo vidrorepih labradorcev ...) — nagnati je treba pesnike
zidat elektrarne, kidat sneg, kopat premog, gradit tunele;

razgnati je treba pesnike: iz gostiln, iz cerkva, iz gozdov, da nam
ne stopijo iz temne sence;

utisati je treba pesnike, preglasno vstopajo iz svoje tisine;

a spitati jih je vendarle treba, da osvajalci ne dobijo obcutka, da
nam jezik hira;

nagaciti je treba pesnike, jih razstaviti v muzeju novejse revolucije
in opazovati njihove pocasne ali hitre oblike razpadanja;

preparatorke muz, bi $le skupaj z njimi, iz ¢istega ljubosumja do
navdiha —

Iz zbirke XXXL — Velike ljubezni (2012)
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anarhist — Zakaj je nasa dezela tako puklasta in jodlajoéa? Ker ni
zmogla nobenega pravega soneta? So troheji $e v rejnistvu in jambi
na ocetovski porodniski?

Koliko kapitalisticnega ¢asa no¢no podari§ samohranilki

udbovci? Nekdaj?

Kako se izbriSe spomin, kako se izbrise spomin? Kako se izbrise
kri, kako se izbrise kri? Kako se zatemni nebo, kako se zatemni nebo?
Kako se ugasne oko, kako se ugasne oko? Kako se uglusi uho, kako se
uglusi uho?

Jastreb, orel, sokol, sova, kragulj ... kateri kljun nosi§? V kako
visokih, v kako globokih $kornjih spis? Kdaj udariti? Kdaj kreniti?
Kdaj pasti? Zakaj molcati o zamol¢anem? Zakaj mencati? Zakaj ob
Sestih vstajati in guglati zavajajoce novice?

Iz zbirke Sivala Jje zvezda deklico (2018)
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evrotalec — Presvetla Evropica, kak$nega cloveénjaka si zelis
izumreti? Se mora biti sesalec in prostitutsko ustrezljiv? Naj bo s
Celjustjo odporen na nizke udarce? Z vampirskimi podocniki?
Visokorasel in plavolas?

Ali hoces raje izumreti tak$nega s plesastim naglavnim grebenom?
Z gibljivima mezincema na nogah in v pesti s figavim palcem?
Izkaze$ antropologom prihodnjega stoletja sklju¢enega podrepnika
evrotalca? Ziveéega na tleh, na malomesc¢anskih ulicah? Odpornega
na zivosrebrnih minus 20 in peklenskih 40 nad nic¢lo? Tak$nega, ki
je ze znal uporabljati zobotrebec? Si Zeli§ redek muzejski primerek
evrotalca s pokoncno hrbtenico? Ali raj$i nagacenega bodibilderja?

Morda kaksnega, ki je prepuscal svoje pobite pokojne pokopavati
naklju¢nim evrotalcem? Zeli§ izumreti takinega, ki je $e znal piskati
na parno piscal lokomotive? Domoljubnega ob tabornem ognju
in vinu? Pani¢nega med potresi in vulkani? Evrotalca, naslonjeno
mislecega na rocaj lopate? Zaljubljenega v kopja, harpune, puséice
in loke?

Evropica brezmadeino spoceta, si zeli§ izumreti vrezovalce
globokih ran in izvirnih grehov? Evrotalce, ki so v zatesnjenih
promenadnih skafandrih razvijali lasten zrak in odprtih ust dihali s
skrgami? Za svojim hrbtom i$¢o¢i tvoj pravi obraz?

1z zbirke Od anusa do Zelve (2020)
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sense organ — LANGUAGE: When you report for the history of
small languages, be not too humble towards my luxuriant growth,
which you have never seen. I was a supplicatory snake beside you,
and poisonous.

Language, pollenous in you, a burned-out glade, I confessed to
you the experience of love and death.

When you report of snakes and lions, do not forget, I created
them recognisably for you. I spoke from the eyes of a mongoloid
boy and came far, up to the ground floor of your head.

I was already far removed from memory, illiterate he created me,
in signs of dust discovered me, and when once he was just able to
draw me awkwardly, I remained—his unforgettable angel, not god,

but faith.

From Hidden image in the eye (1993)
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babylon — With my language you no longer get to Wonderland. But,
language, I shall make you such a tower—up to the sky, so that
young men will climb up it, jump from it and be killed. Girls,
sweethearts, will gaze enamoured at smashed faces; the eyes of their
killed boys will say: 7 love you, I love you. From the tower—from the
sky I jump for you, to prove my love to you!”

Language is from three worlds: from the land of the Seen and
the land of the Understood, from the sky of the Heard and the sky
of Premonition, and from the hell of the Utterable and the Nursed
from hell. Language is the son of Language whom we have not yet
met; we simply believe in him—in the blind word of a comforter.

In our language everything that is an ephemeral value of the world
is utterable. But utterable in opposition to brilliance? Does the
premonition from the sky speak such a language? Will breast milk
so utterable for earth in a vision be for today an incomprehensible
vocal cord in the bloody hand of the world?

Language, you lack balance! Language, you lack soul! I shall make
you such a tower—up to the sky, so that young men will climb up i,
jump from it and cry out in muted languages. Language, I love you,
and with the wind I offer up to you Whitsun ears of rye!

Translated by Roger Metcalfe
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refugeeism — When the child weeps at the end of the bedtime story,
rushing along the tracks of the howling wolfish voices. When the
arms transplant their own vein into the dead image of the beloved
body, along with the flesh of the remaining life. When the tongue in
the mouth whispers and keeps silent, when the tongue in the chest
is eloquent from the bloodstained kisses.

Then, in some dispersed country hiding, like the holiest of objects,
its true name—the watermills sing in the heavy wind: the grains have
dispersed, the millers have fled. The clan instinct is awakened in the
eye. What is buried, rises. It walks across yellow fields, it swarms
across familiar places: softness touches fragrantness, everything
approaches the resounding core.

We have been there. The there is somewhere far away if still
somewhere at all. It was hot #here, bright and dark. We spoke
differently zhere.

It is too dark for us here, too bright and too hot. Here is not there;
here, the child weeps at the end of the bedtime story. The shepherd
suffers terribly #here—without the cattle he would need to round
up.—Dispersed and white is the evening. In the moon’s jail of the
night, I have to keep quiet about the sun.

From 7he dew did not forget me (1997)
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language (5) — LANGUAGE OF INTIMISTS. — (General and
Language). — GENERAL: What language will I use once 1 have
conquered all the lands of the Balkans? My soldiers have been
great poets; including those with a romantic soul, and prophetic
symbolists—

They both broke down; no surrealist could hold the front line!

My bravest soldiers are futurists, they will await the meaning and
celebrate on the red land—

LANGUAGE: Although you may conquer all the dry land, you
will speak the language of intimists, every night you will speak the
language of the land the dead soldier approaches.

Translated by Andrej Pleterski

Erom 7he proper names of my home (1997)
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workshop (8) — (ordering sandals to go into the jungle) — In
what sandals should I pick out my path through the jungle, if I head off
from the snow-free side of the clay?

In the fine hide of a wild beast, if it is winter here and chilly
spring there. In the crudely worked leather of tranquil animals, since
the unrest will be greater there. With soft straps of the sea, salted for
the greatest depths. With vines wrapped around my heel and over
my right arch, for flight and wounded return. In tree rubber, with
the fragrance to many of my kin of travelling bark. In linden wood,
for the path across rocks and hollow reverberations. In paper, so
every fear can be printed on it. Barefoot, with needled blood on my
soles, so the lonely wild beasts will take you into their company of
eternal seeking.

From Distances (1998)
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G hymn — O Slovenian literature, Protestantly sloshed with
schnapps and Cvicek wine; o postmodernistically bingeing heavenly
assumption of Refosk, European beer and American whiskey; o holy
canon with cockrtail blessed! Chalices of being, break out the corks
of time!

The little Slovenian bordello grew weary of perverted Europe and
the little Slovenian language is just a little pimp. Exotic foreplay of
words!

National crotch K. If the state—not just on the sly—was ruled by
‘Ukrainian girls’, poets would offer a separate peace. Thus however
the talisman harvests the violin voice for the vintage, and the
maidenly angel unbuttons spleen, spleen.

LS.

To whom...chin chin, chin chin?

Translated by Roger Metcalfe

From [ think of you, cavity in my head (2000)
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animal mouth — (Walking past the otter-tailed Labradors...) —
poets should be shooed, power plants should be built, snow should
be shovelled, coal should be mined, tunnels should be constructed;

poets should be dispersed: from inns, from churches, from woods
for them not to ever step out of a dark shadow;

poets should be silenced, they’re too loud in their coming out
from their silence;

however, they should still be fattened so invaders don't get the
impression that our language is dying away;

poets should be stuffed, exhibited in the museum of contemporary
revolution and observed in their slow or quick forms of decay;

the female preparators of muses would join them, out of pure
jealousy of their inspiration—

From XXX1/Large loves (2012)
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anarchist — Why is our land so hunched and yodelling? Because it
hasn’t come up with any proper sonnet? Are trochees still in foster
care and iambs on paternity leave?

How much capitalist time per night do you devote to the single-
mother imagination? Are you the one who stole all the communion
wafers from the sacristy where state security officers used to assemble?
Used to?

How is memory erased, how is memory erased? How is blood
erased, how is blood erased? How is the sky blacked out, how is the sky
blacked our? How is the eye turned off, how is the eye turned offf How
is the ear deafened, how is the ear deafened:

The vulture, the eagle, the hawk, the owl, the goshawk ... which
beak do you wear? How high, how low the boots you sleep in?
When to strike? When to set off? When to fall? Why not to speak
about the unspoken? Why to waver? Why to get up at six and google
misleading news?

From A star who tailored a girl (2018)
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eurohostage — Brightest little Europe, what kind of hominids do
you wish to make extinct? Do they still need to be mammals and
prostitutional? Should their jaws be resistant to below-the-belt
attacks? With vampire bags under their eyes? Should they be tall-
grown and blonde?

Or would you prefer to make extinct those with a bald head ridge?
With a flexible pinky toe and a fig in the fist? Will you display to the
anthropologists of the next century a bent sycophant-eurohostage?
Dwelling on the ground, on bourgeois streets? Resistant to the
mercury minus 20 and the hellish 40 above zero? One who has
already mastered how to use a toothpick? Do you desire a rare
museum specimen of a eurohostage with an upright spine? Or
rather a stuffed bodybuilder?

Perhaps the one who would let his slaughtered dear ones be
buried by random eurohostages? Do you wish to make extinct the
one who still knew how to blow the steam whistle of a locomotive?
A patriotic one sitting by a campfire with a glass of wine? A panicky
one among earthquakes and volcanoes? A eurohostage leaning,
pondering the shovel handle? The one in love with spears, harpoons,
arrows, and bows?

The little Europe immaculately conceived, do you wish to make
extinct the inflictors of deep wounds and original sins? Eurohostages
who have developed their own air and breathed, their mouth open,
with gills? Seeking your true face behind their backs?

Translated by Andrej Pleterski

From From anus to tortoise (2020)
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Gridina de sticld
(fragment din roman)

1

O cada plina, plind. Am cantarit-o din ochi. Nu cheltuisem nicio-
datd atita apa curatd. Prima apd, o numeam la internat si o tineam
la spalat fata-dedesubtul. Din haine, doar chilotii se spalau cu prima
api. Restul se spila cu apa a doua, podelele — cu apa a treia. Incil-
timintea — cu ce rimanea. Rapinul il turnam la tufele de maces ale
directoarei. Avea un baiat directoarea, Ruslancik, care bea doar ceai
de macese. Crestea bine micesul udat de orfani, insd Ruslancik nu
prea. Ochii i se mareau, burta i se litea. Noi il numeam ,Bulbucul”
si scoteam la el limba.

Tamara Pavlovna avea baie cu faiantd albastrd, cu floare albastr3,
cu mijloc albastru. Era mult frumos in jur, ma simteam ca intr-un
desen. Sd nu zgarii cada, si nu imput apa, si mi inmoi cuminte.
Cand a intrat cu buretele, am sarit in picioare. M-a intors lung pe
toate partile, ca pe o rochie noud, cautind defecte. I-am vizut ochii
rotunzi si galbeni, fara gene. Urechile subtiri, crestetul albit. Nu era
cine stie ce, dar era singura care m-a vrut. Si cu sipun, si cu sapun.
Si pe acolo, si pe acolo.

Ieaxa?, m-a intrebat cu jumatate de gurd i i-am simtit degetele
aspre intrind in mine. Nu am stiut ce si-i rispund. Am asteptat un
alt cuvAnt care si ma limureasci, dar altul nu a avut. Lleaka, meaka,
neaka?, se intetea durerea induntru. Cuvintele ii cadeau din gurd ca
niste coropisnite si se tirau pe mine. Am dat din cap. Degetele au
iesit si s-au mutat la cilciie. Si cu sapun, si cu sapun. $i pe acolo, si
pe acolo. Byaems nocaymnoH, caeaato us ebs yeroBexa.

2
Sd te ia cineva acasd, sd Imparti cu tine tot ce are.
Fird un gind ascuns?
Sd primegti fird si ceri. Si cheltui ce n-ai cumpdrat.
Si daci este — gandul ascuns — daci a fost mereu?
Cit de ascuns trebuie si fie un gind ca si invingd frumosul
din jur?

3
Ar trebui poate si scriu ruseste. Ruseste, altfel se aranjeaza cuvintele.
In roméneste imi amintesc mai clar. Vreau si va spun totul. Inger
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sau diavol, pe care sa-l alegi cind améndoi vineazd acelasi lucru?
M-as f1 lipit si de-o lama daca m-ar fi mangaiat si mi-ar fi aruncat
paine. In dosul acelei usi strimte si murdare mi s-a deschis o lume
intreagd. Am pisit in ea pe negindite, cu frica unui copil care traise
pand atunci doar din resturi. De cind ajunsesem la Chisindu, imi
insailasem o viatd cu un soare in mijloc — Tamara Pavlovna.

Stralucea, ardea si preficea totul in scrum. Era ca o pasire miias-
trd — Tamara mea Pavlovna! Ucigitoare, dar miloasa. Vicleana, dar
cu dreptate. De gura si de mintea ei se fereau toti ca de boala, dar
tot la ele se intorceau cAnd nu aveau scapare. Uneori, cAnd ajungeam
noaptea, si ea se despletea de culcare, mi se parea ci parul i se va
preface in pene, iar limba in para fermecata.

In prima zi, mi-a aritat un colt. ,Sezi si invata!”, si asa a rimas.
Lucra mereu. Primind sau adunand sticle, amagind betivii si lingu-
sind lumea cealaltd. Tnmul;ind, rotunjind, construind din copeici
imperiul care urma sa fie, la sfarsit, al meu. Cand ficea ceva impor-
tant, md intreba scurt dacd am inteles. Daca as putea, la nevoie, si
fac la fel ca ea. O singura datd i-am rispuns =er, si nu i-a plicut.
Ea m-a invatat alfabetul, republicile §i banii. Mai ales banii, pentru
ca ,numerele si rublele nu-s totuna”. S$i prostii stiu sa numere, insa
bani nu stiu sa adune. Banii usori — icoana ei din piept. Credinta ei
cea de toate zilele, care, in lipsa alteia, era oare gresita?

Cel mai important totusi era si vorbesc ruseste. In fiecare zi, s
invat sapte cuvinte. Nici zece, dar nici cinci, si s le invag bine. Cand
greseam, si greseam mereu, isi ficea aratitorul triunghi si ma lovea
drept in frunte. Ochii ei fira gene se dadeau peste cap a ciudi, iar
mie imi venea si ma bat singura.

4
Intr-o lund trec: foamea, arsurile, frica de intuneric, dorul de
Olea.
Intr-o lund, mirosul de orfan iese din piele 5i poti deveni ce vrei
tu.

5

Nu ci ar fi fost o profesie — primitul sticlelor —, dar nici nimic nu
era. In capul Tamarei Pavlovna crestea o scari pe care oamenii urcau
dupd merit. Pe scara aceea, noi ne aflam sub postasi, insd deasu-
pra vanzatorilor de cvas. Scrisorile puteau fi si documente, pe cind
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cvasul, odata baut, nu-ti mai aducea bani in vecie. latd, sd zicem, o
sticld. O sticla, chiar si goala, chiar si pisata, chiar si strina, te pu-
tea imbogati. Asta dacd nu erai putoare sau betiv, iar noi nu eram.
Noi stiam s adundm i adunam. Cu mainile intepenite de frig, cu
stomacurile intoarse de greatd, noi adunam. Banii cistigati pe loc
gol. Averea din nimic. Pentru ei si-a transformat ea viata intr-o um-
bliturd continud. Pentru bani m-a crescut si pe mine. Nu din inima
albastra, cum am crezut in primele luni: pentru §i mai multi bani.

Imbitranea si i trebuia un ajutor, mi-a spus. Cred insi ci voia,
asa cum vor la un moment dat toti parintii si stipanii de animale,
recunostintd. Si i-am dat-o, i-o dau. Recunostintd din partea mea
are din plin. Oricare i-a fost interesul din mintea ei hapsind, anume
ea mi-a fost mama. Dar cu ce pret? La ce bun sa ridici un orb pe un
varf de munte? De ce sd acoperi cu trandafiri proaspeti un hoit? Cu
cat imi cumpara mai multe, cu atit voiam mai putine. Inima avea,
nu zic nu, doar ci din altfel de carne ca a mea. Inima ei voia aur, a
mea, stele.

Ar plange, ma intreb, daci ar auzi ce spun acum? Ar plange, stiu.
Nerecunostinta taie adinc. Nemernica asta micd, bastarda asta uré-
ta, doare cel mai tare. Nici sd o ierti, nici si o pedepsesti — o proasta.

6
»Lastocika, zici?”, s-a luminat la fata, vizindu-ma cu halvaua in
prag. Atunci am inceput si il ascult. Avea mereu bomboane, Zahar
Antonovici, insi ni le luam singuri. Lui ii venea greu cu o mand, dar
mai ales i plicea sd ne simtd caldura in jurul trupului. Tuésapuuko
Aast kouder isi numea buzunarul, si noi tot asa dupa el. Era ca un
trunchi: fird stdnga, fira dreptul, insi mai intreg ca multi intregi.
Copiii il cuprindeau ca pe urs, iar el ii iubea ca pe miere. Pentru
bomboane, trecea o data pe saptiména pe la magazinul din spatele
blocului si ii cerea Varei si-i aleagd din cele mai ieftine. ,Pentru
draci”, spunea bucuros, sprijinindu-se in crji cu singura mina si
lasindu-se din greu pe singurul picior. Ea aproba din cap si i le tur-
na direct in buzunar, mai punind vreo doud si de pomana. Varea il
numea AntonAci si cred ca a fost singurul om pe care ea nu l-a ras la
cantar. Din respect sau poate din mila. Sau poate nici una, nici alta.
Pe atunci, oamenii isi iertau pacatele singuri, cum ii ducea mintea.
In celilalt buzunar, Zahar Antonovici isi cerea o bere. Mai intéi
Varea i-o deschidea de marginea tarabei, i-o apropia de gura si-l lisa
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sd soarba un git, apoi i-o indesa bine-bine, ca si n-o piarda pe drum.
Niciodata nu a traversat mosneagul strada pe unde se cuvenea. Me-
reu pe rosu, mereu cintand cAntece ostasesti, ca un soldat beat spre o
mitralierd. ,Ja nebun, ia nebun!”, strigau la el soferii prin geamurile
coborate ale masinilor, iar lui ii sclipeau medaliile i dintii. Berea o
termina pe banca din curte, sub castan, vorbind despre razboi singur
sau cui se nimerea. Cel mai des, mie sau lui Pavlik, uneori copiilor
mici sau chiar Morkovkii. Mai mult de doud lucruri — bere si bom-
boane — Zahar Antonovici nu putea duce. Mai multe insi nici nu-i
trebuiau. Lapte si paine ii cumpara 6eanas Tonea, branza ii aducea
Galea, iar restul — un bors, un cartof copt, un deget de salam —{i tri-
miteau femeile pe rind. ,Du-i lui Zahar”, spunea Tamara Pavlovna
cand cumpira oud sau halva, slabiciunea lui cea mare.

Preferatele mele erau bomboanele de sticli, care nu-mi incleiau
dintii ca urateniile de caramele. Zahar Antonovici ma lisa sa-mi iau
doud, nu una ca restul copiilor, pentru ca eram orfana si aveam in
gurd mai mult amar. ,Bomboane in schimbul urechilor”, preciza
el, ca si cum ar fi stabilit din start, afacerea aceea cu ascultatul. Si
incepea. Vorbea rar, mult, mereu, insa niciodatd despre acelasi lucru
sau despre acelasi loc, ceea ce era neobisnuit pentru un batran si un
fost soldat.

Uneori mi se parea ca, fard ascultatul nostru, Zahar Antonovici,
pur si simplu, s-ar fi uscat ca un copac fira apa. Sunt pe lume astfel
de oameni care, daci nu povestesc, n-au cum sa traiasca. Pentru ei,
pentru acesti oameni, mereu frumosi si adeseori nebuni, viata tre-
buie sd fie o poveste. Pentru ca, doar acolo, intre coastele ei moi si
fermecate, se impaci ei cu rdul si cu durerea, cu bolile si cu tradirile,
pentru ci stiu. Stiu ci o poveste nu lasi niciodatd lucrurile nerezol-
vate. O poveste — chiar si cea mai scurta, chiar §i cea mai trista — are
mereu grija sa facd dreptate.
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Stekleni vrt

(odlomek iz romana)

1

Polna, do vrha napolnjena kad. Premerila sem jo s pogledom. Se
nikoli nisem porabila toliko (iste vode. V sirotisnici smo ji rekle
prva voda in uporabljale smo jo, da smo se umile spodaj. Od oblacil
smo s prvo vodo prale samo spodnjice. Preostala smo prale z drugo
vodo, tla s tretjo. Obutev s tistim, kar je ostalo. Packarijo smo zlile
v ravnatelji¢in Sipkov grm. Ravnateljica je imela sina, Ruslancka, ki
je pil samo $ipkov ¢aj. Sipek, ki so ga zalivale sirote, je hitro rasel, ne
pa tudi Ruslancek. Njegove oci so se vecale in trebuh $iril. Me smo
ga klicale Bula in mu kazale jezik.

Tamara Pavlovna je imela v kopalnici modre plo$¢ice z motivom
modre roze in modro sredico. Toliko lepega je bilo okrog mene, da
sem se pocutila kot na sliki. Nisem smela opraskati kadi, usmraditi
vode, ampak se samo pridno namotiti. Ko je vstopila z gobo, sem
planila pokonci. Obracala me je na vse strani kot novo obleko in
iskala napake. Gledala sem njene okrogle rumene o¢i brez trepalnic.
Tanke ustnice, osivelo glavo. Ni bila kdo ve kaj, a vendar edina, ki
me je hotela. Tudi z milom, tudi z milom. Tudi tam, tudi tam.

»Leaka?«! me je vprasala s stisnjenimi zobmi in ¢utila sem, kako
so njeni hrapavi prsti prodrli vame. Nisem vedela, kaj naj ji odgovo-
rim. V pojasnilo sem pricakovala kako drugo besedo, a je ni imela.
»Leaxa, neaka, neaka’« se je v meni $irila bole¢ina. Besede so ji pa-
dale iz ust kot bramorji in lazile po meni. Pokimala sem. Prsti so $li
ven in se preusmerili na pete. Tudi z milom, tudi z milom. Tudi tam.
»Byaewb mocaymHoit, cacaaro u3 Tebs1 yeroBeKa. «

2
Da te kdo vzame k sebi in deli s tabo vse, kar ima.
Brez skrivnibh namenov.
Da kaj dobis, ne da bi prosil. Da porabis tisto, Cesar nisi kupil.
In e skrivni namen je, ali obstaja Ze od nekdaj?
Koliko mora biti namen prikrit, da premaga lepo v tebi?

!'»Devica?« (Rus.)

2,Ce me bog ubogala, naredim iz tebe ¢loveka.« (Rus.)
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3

Morda bi morala pisati v ruséini. V ruééini se besede postavljajo
drugace. V romuns¢ini se laze spominjam. Vse bi vam rada pove-
dala. Le kako naj bi izbirala med angelom in hudi¢em, ko pa oba
prezita na isto. Tudi na britvico bi se prilepila, ¢e bi me bozala ali mi
metala kruh. Za ozkimi in umazanimi vrati se mi je odprl ves svet.
Nepremisljeno sem zakorakala vanj s strahom otroka, ki je do takrat
zivel samo od ostankov. Ko sem prisla v Kisinjev, sem si ustvarila
Jivljenje s soncem na sredi — Tamaro Pavlovno. Zarela je, gorela in
vse spreminjala v pepel. Moja Tamara Pavlovna je bila kot ¢arobna
ptica! Ubijalska, toda usmiljena. Zvita, vendar z razlogom. Vsi so se
njenih ust in pameti bali kot bolezni. In k njim so se vracali, ko niso
imeli izhoda. Kadar sva se domov vracali pono¢i in sem jo gledala,
kako si pred spanjem razpleta lase, sem imela obéutek, da se bodo
spremenili v perje, njen jezik pa v ¢arobno hrusko.

Prvi dan mi je pokazala kot: »Usedi se in se ucil« in pri tem je tudi
ostalo. Ves ¢as je delala. Sprejemala je in prestevala steklenice, golju-
fala pijance in se prilizovala drugemu svetu. Iz kopejk je mnotzila,
zaokrozevala in gradila kraljestvo, ki bo na koncu ostalo meni. Kadar
je pocela kaj pomembnega, me je na kratko vprasala, ali sem razu-
mela. Ce bi lahko, ¢ bi morala poceti to, kar dela ona. Samo enkrat
sem ji odgovorila: »Her,«® kar ji ni bilo pogodu. Ona me je naucila
abecedo, imena republik in kaj je denar. Se posebej denar, ker »$tetje
in rublji niso ista re¢«. Tudi bedaki znajo $teti, ne znajo pa nabirati
denarja. Je bila njena vsakdanja vera v odsotnosti druge zmotna?

Najpomembneje je bilo, da sem govorila rusko. Vsak dan sem se
morala nauditi po sedem besed. Ne deset, ne pet, ampak sedem, in
to dobro. Ce sem se zmotila, se je prav vsaki¢ njen kazalec spremenil
v trikotnik, s katerim me je udarila naravnost v ¢elo. Njene oci brez
trepalnic so besno buljile vame, mene pa je imelo, da bi se pretepla
kar sama.

4
V' enem mesecu minejo lakota, opekline, strah pred temo, po-
gresanje Olje.
V enem mesecu se s koze razdisi vonj po siroti in labko postanes,
kar hoces.

3 »Ne.« (Rus.)
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5

Zbiranje steklenic ni bilo ravno poklic, ¢isto ni¢ pa tudi ni bilo. V

glavi Tamare Pavlovne je rasla lestvica, po kateri so se ljudje vzpenjali
glede na zasluge. Na tej lestvici sva midve pristali pod postarji, ven-
dar nad prodajalci kvasa. Pisma so lahko vsebovala dokumente, ko
pa si enkrat kvas popil, ti ta nikoli ve¢ ni prinesel denarja. S stekle-
nico, tudi ¢e je bila prazna ali polulana ali tuja, pa si lahko obogatel.
Seveda ¢e nisi bil smrduh ali pijanec, kar midve nisva bili. Midve sva
znali zbirati, na veliko. S prezeblimi rokami in tudi ko se nama je
obracal Zelodec, sva $e naprej zbirali. Denar, zasluzen na licu mesta.
Bogastvo iz ni¢. Zaradi steklenic je svoje zivljenje spremenila v ne-
nehno pohajanje. Zaradi denarja me je vzela k sebi. Ne zaradi dobre-
ga srca, kot sem mislila prve mesece, marve¢ zaradi vecjega zasluzka.

Zacela se je starati in je potrebovala pomo¢, mi je rekla. Mislim
pa, da si je, kot si to zazelijo vsi star$i in gospodarji zivali, tudi ona
zazelela hvaleznosti. In slednje je bila delezna. Se danes ji jo izkazu-
jem. Moje hvaleznosti je bila delezna v izobilju. Karkoli je Ze bilo
v njeni pozresni glavi, je bila vendarle moja mama. Toda za kaksno
ceno? Za kaksno ceno spravis slepca na vrh gore? Cemu s svezimi
vrtnicami posipati truplo? Ve¢ ko mi je kupovala stvari, manj sem
si jih Zelela. Srce je imela, tega morem zanikati, vendar je bilo iz
drugega mesa kakor moje. Njeno srce si je Zelelo zlata, moje zvezd.

SpraSujem se, ali bi ob mojih besedah zajokala, ¢e bi me slisala.
Vem, da bi. Nehvaleznost zareze globoko. Ta mala ni¢vrednica, pan-
krt grdi. To najbolj boli. Ne more$ ji odpustiti, kaznovati je pa tudi
ne mores. Navadna trapa.

6

»Lastocka, pravi$?« mu je zazarel obraz, ko me je zagledal s halvo
na pragu. Takrat sem ga zacela poslusati. Zahar Antonovi¢ je ved-
no imel bombone, ki smo jih jemali sami. Z eno samo roko se je
tezko znasel, pa tudi sicer je rad ¢util naSo toploto v blizini svojega
telesa. »[uésapruko aas konder,«* je rekel svojemu Zepu, mi pa smo
ponavljali za njim. Bil je kot deblo: brez leve, brez desne, pa ven-
dar popolnejsi od mnogih drugih, popolnih. Otroci so ga objemali
kot medveda, on pa jih je imel rad kot med. Po bonbone je hodil

4»Gnezdece za bonbone.« (Rus.)
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enkrat tedensko v trgovino za blokom, kjer je Varjo prosil, naj mu
da najcenejse. »Za hudicke,« je veselo rekel in se z edino roko opiral
na berglo. Le tezko je stal na eni nogi. Ona mu je pokimala in mu
jih natresla naravnost v zep, kaks$nega pa mu je Se primaknila. Varja
ga je klicala Anton¢ in mislim, da je bil edini ¢lovek, ki ga pri tehta-
nju ni opeharila. Iz spostovanja ali pa morda iz usmiljenja. Takrat so
si ljudje grehe odpuscali sami, kakor jim je velevala pamet.

Za drugi Zep pa je Zahar Antonovi¢ narocil pivo. Najprej je Varja
steklenico odprla ob robu pulta, mu jo primaknila k ustom in dovo-
lila, da naredi pozirek, potem pa mu jo je zelo dobro namestila, da
je po poti ne bi izgubil. Staréek nikoli ni preckal ceste, kjer bi mo-
ral. Vedno pri rde¢i ludi, vedno med prepevanjem borbenih pesmi,
kot pijani vojak za mitraljezom. »Glej ga, norca, glej ga, norcal«
so skozi okna, na katerih so bile spusc¢ene $ipe, nanj vpili vozniki,
njemu pa so se svetile medalje in zobje. Pivo je popil na klopci na
dvoris¢u, pod kostanjem, govore¢ o vojni samemu sebi ali naklju¢-
nim mimoido¢im. Najveckrat meni ali Pavliku pa tudi manjs$im
otrokom ali celo Morkovki. Cesa drugega razen bombonov in piva
Zahar Antonovi¢ ni mogel nositi. Saj mu sploh ni bilo treba. Kruh
in mleko mu je kupovala 6eanas’® Tonja, beli sir mu je prinasala
Galja, druge stvari, bor$¢, kak kuhan krompir, za prst debel kolobar
salame, pa so mu posiljale druge Zenske. »Tole nesi Zaharju Anto-
novicu,« je govorila Tamara Pavlovna, kadar je kupila jajca ali halvo,
svojo najvedjo pregreho.

Meni najljubsi so bili stekleni bomboni, ki se niso lepili za zobe
kot grde karamele. Zahar Antonovi¢ mi je dovolil, da sem vzela dva,
ne samo enega kot drugi otroci, ker sem bila sirota in sem zato imela
v ustih ved grenkobe. »Bonbone v zameno za uesa,« je pojasnil,
kot da bi Ze na zacetku uredil posel s poslusanjem. Vedno je govoril
veliko in pocasi, vendar nikoli o istem kraju ali mestu, kar je bilo za
starcka, ki je bil bivsi vojak, nenavadno.

Vcasih sem imela obcutek, da bi se brez nasega poslusanja Zahar
Antonovi¢ posusil kot drevo brez vode. Na svetu so ljudje, ki ne
morejo preziveti, ce ne govorijo. Zanje, za te zmeraj lepe in nema-
lokrat nore ljudi, mora biti Zivljenje kot pravljica. Ker se samo tam,
med njenimi mehkimi in ¢arobnimi boki, lahko pomirijo z zlom in

>»Uboga« (rus.).
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bolecino, z boleznimi in izdajstvi, ker oni vedo. Vedo, da v pravljici
stvari nikoli ne ostanejo nerazé¢is¢ene. Pravljica, naj bo $e tako kratka
ali zalostna, vedno poskrbi, da je pravici zados¢eno.

Prevedel Ales Mustar

Roman Stekleni vrt bo izsel prihodnje leto pri zalozbi Beletrina.
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Glass garden

(an excerpt from the novel)

1
A bathtub full, completely full. I measured it at a glance. I'd never
used up so much clean water in my life. First water, we called it in the
orphanage, and we kept it for washing our faces / down there. Of our
clothing, underwear was the only thing we washed with first water.
The rest wed wash with second water, the floor—with third water.
Shoes—with whatever was left. We'd pour the muck into the direc-
tor’s rosehip bushes. The director had a son, Ruslancik, who drank
only rosehip tea. The bushes watered by the orphans grew strong,
Ruslancik, not so much. His eyes became big, his stomach bulged.
We called him ‘Bubblehead’ and we'd stick our tongue out at him.
Tamara Pavlovna had a bathroom with blue tiles—blue flowers,
blue in the middle. Surrounded by so much beauty, I felt like I was
in a drawing. Don't scratch the tub, don’t stink up the water, sit and
soak quietly. When she came in with a sponge, I jumped up. She
looked me over from every angle, like a new dress, checking for irreg-
ularities. I saw her round yellow eyes, lashless. Thin ears, the crown
of her hair gone white. She wasnt much to look at, but she was the
only one who wanted me. With soap, with soap. There too, there too.
Heaka?,' she asked me half-heartedly and I felt her rough fingers
entering me. I didn’t know how to answer that. I waited for an-
other word to clarify things, but she didn’t have another one. Ileaka,
neaka, neaka?, the pain inside intensified. The words fell from her
lips like a bunch of mole crickets and crawled all over me. I nod-
ded. The fingers came out and they moved to my heel. With soap,
with soap. There too, there too. Byaeus nocaymuoH, caeaaro us teds
JeAoBeKa.

2
For someone to bring you home, to share everything they have
with you.
Without a hidden motive?
10 receive without asking. To use what you didn’t buy.

! Intact; virgin. (Rus.)
If you listen to me, I'll make something of you. (Rus.)
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And. if there is—a bidden motive—if there always has been?
How hidden does a motive have to be to outweigh
all the beauty around you?

3

I should maybe write in Russian. In Russian, the words arrange
themselves differently. In Romanian I remember more clearly. I
want to tell you everything. Angel or devil, what to choose when
they’re both going after the same thing? I would’ve clung even to a
razorblade if it had petted me and thrown me some bread. Behind
that narrow and dirty door, a whole world opened up for me. I
stepped into it suddenly, a fearful child who had lived off only scraps
until then. Since my arrival in Chisinau, I had stitched together
a life for myself with a sun at its center—Tamara Pavlovna. She
shined, blazed, and burned everything to a crisp. She was like a fire-
bird—my Tamara Pavlovna! Murderous, but merciful. Devious, but
just. She had a mouth and mind people avoided like the plague, but
still they would turn to them when no other hope seemed possible.
Sometimes, when she got home at night and undid her hair before
bed, it seemed to me as if her hair would turn into feathers and her
tongue into a magic flame.

On the first day, she pointed out a corner to me. “Sit and study!”
and that was it. She was always working. Receiving or gathering
bottles, tricking drunks and kissing up to the better kind. Multiply-
ing, rounding off, building out of kopecks the empire that was to
be, in the end, mine. Whenever she did something important, she'd
abruptly ask if I understood. If I could, if need be, do the same
thing she did. Only once did I answer ner,’ and she didn't like it.
She taught me the alphabet, the republics, and money. Especially
money, because “numbers aren’t the same as rubles”. Even idiots
know how to count, but they don’t know how to add up money.
Easy money—the icon she kept next to her heart. Her daily faith,
which, lacking any other, was it really wrong?

But the most important thing was for me to speak Russian. To
learn seven words every day. Not ten, but also not five, and to learn
them well. Whenever I messed up, and I was constantly messing up,
she'd bend her index finger into a triangle and hit me right on my

3 No. (Rus.)
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forehead. She'd roll her lashless eyes in annoyance, and I'd feel like
hitting myself.

4
In a month you get over: hunger, burns, being scared of the dark,
missing Olea.
In a month, your skin no longer smells of orphan and you can
become whatever you want.

5

It wasn’t what you'd call a profession—sorting bottles—but it was
still something. In Tamara Pavlovna’s mind there was a ladder ex-
tending upwards and people climbed it according to their merit. On
that ladder, our rung was beneath mailmen, but above kvass sellers.
Letters could sometimes be important documents, while kvass, once
you drink it, will never make you any more money as long as you
live. Take, for example, a bottle. A bottle, even if it’s empty, even if
someone’s pissed on it, even if it’s foreign, could make you richer.
That is, if you weren’t a deadbeat or a drunk, and we weren’t either
of those. We knew how to pile up and pile up. With our hands
frozen from the cold, with our stomachs turning from disgust, we
piled up. Money coming from nothing. A fortune out of thin air. It’s
the reason she transformed her life into a continual back and forth.
Money is also the reason why she raised me. Not because she was
sad and tender-hearted, as I believed in the first months: for even
more money.

She was getting old and needed someone to help her, she told me.
Nevertheless I think she wanted, as all parents and pet owners want
at some point, gratitude. And I gave that to her, I give it to her. She
has my gratitude in full. Whatever motivation was in her greedy
mind, she was the one who mothered me. But at what cost? Why
take someone who can’t see to enjoy the mountaintop view? Why
cover up roadkill with freshly cut roses? The more she bought me,
the less I wanted. She had a heart, I don’t deny it, but of a different
kind of flesh than mine. Her heart wanted gold, mine, stars.

Would she cry, I ask myself, if she were to hear what 'm saying
now? Shed cry, I know it. Ingratitude cuts deep. This little good-for-
nothing, this ugly bastard girl, hurts the most. You can't forgive her,
you can’t punish her—she’s an idiot.
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6

“Lastocika, is it?” his face lit up, seeing me with the halva at the
door. That's when I began listening to him. He always had can-
dies, Zahar Antonovici, but wed get them ourselves. It was hard
for him to do that with only one hand, but he especially like to feel
our warmth around his body. Tn€3apimxo aas xouder* is what he
called his pocket, and so we did too. He was like a trunk: missing
a left, missing a right, but more whole than many people not miss-
ing anything. The children would bearhug him, and he loved them
like honey. Once a week he'd go by the store behind the apartment
building to buy candy and he'd ask Varea to choose a bunch of the
cheapest ones. “For the little devils,” he'd say happily, leaning on

his crutch with his only hand and putting his weight on his only
leg. Shed nod and pour them directly into his pocket, adding a
couple for free. Varea called him Antonici and I think he was the
only person she didn’t cheat on the scales. Out of respect or maybe
pity. Or maybe neither. Back then, people forgave their own sins, in
whatever ways they could think of.

For the other pocket, Zahar Antonovici would ask for a beer. First
Varea would open it on the edge of the counter, she'd hold it up to
his mouth so he could take a swig, then she stuffed it in as tightly
as possible, so he wouldn't lose it on the way. The old man never
crossed the street where he was supposed to. Always when the light
was red, always singing army songs, like a drunken soldier heading
toward a machine gun. “Watch out, you lunatic!” the drivers would
yell at him through their lowered car windows, while his medals and
teeth gleamed in the sun. He'd finish his beer on the bench in the
courtyard, under the chestnut tree, talking about the war to himself
or to whoever happened to be there. Usually, it was me or Pav-
lik, sometimes it was the younger children or even Morkovka. Two
things—beer and candy—were all Zahar Antonovici could carry.
But he didn't need to carry more than that. Milk and bread he got
from 6eanas’ Tonea, Galea would bring him cheese, and the rest—
abowl of borsch, a baked potato, a bit of salami—the women would
send him by turns. “Take it to Zahar,” Tamara Pavlovna would say
whenever she bought eggs or halva, his biggest soft spot.

# Little candy nest. (Rus.)
5 Poor. (Rus.)
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My favorites were the hard candies which didn’t get stuck in your
teeth like the awful caramels. Zahar Antonovici would let me take
two, not just one like the rest of the children, because I was an
orphan and the taste left in my mouth was bitterer. “Candies in ex-
change for your ears,” he specified, as if to establish from the get-go
that business with the listening. And he'd begin. He spoke slowly,
had a lot to say, always, but he never talked about the same thing
or the same place twice, which was unusual for an old man and a
former soldier.

Sometimes it seemed to me that without us to listen to him, Za-
har Antonovici would’ve simply dried up like a tree without water.
There are people like that who, if they dont tell their stories, have
no way to go on living. For them, for these people, who are always
beautiful and often crazy, life must be a story. Because only there,
in between its soft, magical ribs, can they make peace with evil and
with pain, with sickness and with betrayals, because they know.
They know that a story never leaves things unresolved. A story—
even the shortest one, even the saddest one—is always careful to set

things right.

Translated by Monica Cure
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MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 1986 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 1986 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Fulvio Tomizza
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: joze Pirjevec

V publikaciji Vilenica 1986 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 1986 and took part in the
literary readings:

Péter Esterhdzy, Reinbard P Gruber, Ingram Hartinger, Zbigniew Herbert, Gert
Hofinann, Tadeusz Konwicki, Lojze Kovacié, Slavko Mihalié, Gerhard Roth,
Milan Rifus, Eva Schmids, Jan Skicel, Wistawa Szymborska, Fulvio Tomizza,
Istvan Vas, Igor Zidié

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 1987 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 1987 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Peter Handke

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Erich Prund
KRISTAL VILENICE 1987 / 1987 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Gregor Strnisa

V publikaciji Vilenica 1987 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 1987 and took part in the
literary readings:

Tvan Aralica, Tandori Dezso, Lisbomir Feldek, Carmela Fratantonio, Erzsébet
Galgbczi, Peter Handke, Bohumil Hrabal, Geda Jacolutti, Drago Jancar, Alfred
Kolleritsch, Ryszard Krynicki, Andrzej Kusniewicz, Giuliana Morandini, Agne:
Nemes Nagy, Jan Skdcel, Gregor Strnisa, Wistawa Szymborska, Dominik Tatarka,
Veno Taufer, Pavle Ugrinov, Adam Zagajewski, Vitomil Zupan

Disput / Disputartion: Claudio Magris: Fwaldova bakla / Ewald’s Torch
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MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 1988 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 1988 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Péter Esterhizy
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: joge Hradil
KRISTAL VILENICE 1988 / 1988 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Ewa Lipska

V publikaciji Vilenica 1988 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 1988 and took part in the
literary readings:

Birgitta Arens, Francesco Burdin, Sandor Csodri, Jaroslav C'tj/eﬂ, Miroslav Cervenka,
Milan Dekleva, Danijel Dragojevic, Benedikt Dyrlich, Viado Gotovac, Marian
Grzesczak, Klaus Hoffer, Anton Hykisch, Gert Jonke, Ldszlé Lator, Ewa Lipska,
Marcelijus Martinaitis, Vesna Parun, Erica Pedretti, Richard Pietrass, llma Rakusa,
Christoph Ransmayr, Renzo Rosso, Jaroslaw Marek Rymkiewicz, Ryszard Schubert,
Tomaz Salamun, Rudi S?/z'go, Josef Simon, Aleksandar Tisma, Judita Vaiciunaite,
Tomas Venclova, Giorgio Voghera, Josef Winkler, Dane Zajc, 5teﬁm Zﬂry’

Dispur / Disputation: Czestaw Milosz: Cetrta uina wra ! The Fourth Teaching Lesson

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 1989 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 1989 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Jan Skdcel

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Albina Lipovec
KRISTAL VILENICE 1989 / 1989 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Dubravka Ugresi¢

V publikaciji Vilenica 1989 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 1989 and took part in the
literary readings:

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 Kabate, 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

Disput / Disputarion: Gyorgy Konrdd: S sredine / From the Centre
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MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 1990 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 1990 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Tomas Venclova
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Veno Taufer
KRISTAL VILENICE 1990 / 1990 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Ales Debeljak

V publikaciji Vilenica 1990 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 1990 and took part in the
literary readings:

Alexandra Berkovd, Andrej Blatnik, Leon Briedis, Miroslav Cervenka, Ales
Debeljak, Nedjeliko Fabrio, Andris Fodor, Branko Gradisnik, Niko Grafenauer,
Reinbardt P Gruber, Maja Haderlap, Pawet Huelle, Anton Hykisch, Eugenius
Ignatavicius, Antanas Jonynas, Lubomir Jurik, Diana Kempff, Michael
Kohlmeier, Tomas Saulius Kondrotas, Gyirgy Konrdd, Miroslav Kosuta, Stelio
Mattioni, Libuse Monikovd, Péter Nddas, Gdspdr Nagy, Boris Pabor, Miodrag
Pavlovié, Giorgio Pressburger, Eva Schmidt, Knuts Skujenicks, Joze Snoj, Andrzej
Szcypiorski, Jan Josef Szczepariski, Susanna Tamaro, Ladislav Tazky, Goran
Tribuson, Bozena Trilecovd, Ludvik Vaculik, Joachim Walter, Anka Zagar

Disput / Disputation: Veno Taufer: Izziv ali zgaga? | Challenge or Hassle?

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 1991 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 1991 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Zbigniew Herbert

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Niko Jez
KRISTAL VILENICE 1991 / 1991 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Lajos Grendel

V publikaciji Vilenica 1991 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 1991 and took part in the
literary readings:

Ladislav Ballek, Andrej Brvar, Lenka Chytilovd, Heinz Czechowski, Istvdn Eorsi,
Lajos Grendel, Fabjan Hafner, Reto Hinny, lvanka Hergold, Andrej Hieng, Alois
Hotschnig, Vitazoslav Hronec, Anna Jékai, Donaldas Kajokas, Milan Kleé, Mirko
Koval, Lojze Krakar, Vit Kremlicka, Bronistaw Maj, Laura Marchig, Steﬁm
Moravik, Luko Paljetak, Oskar Pastior, Jure Potokar, Hans Raimund, Rolandas
Rastauskas, Gyorgy Somlyd, Mario Susko, Ivo Svetina, Susanna Tamaro, Arvo
Valton, Szaboles Virady, Bite Vilimaité, Alena Vostrd, Joachim Walther, Ernest
Wichner, Josef Winkler

Disput / Disputartion: Viado Gotovac: Skica o Atlasu / Sketch of the Atlas
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MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 1992 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 1992 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Milan Kundera

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Jarosiav Skrusny
KRISTAL VILENICE 1992 / 1992 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Endre Kukorelly

V publikaciji Vilenica 1992 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 1992 and took part in the
literary readings:

Alexandra Berkovd, Vytautas Blozé, Branko Cegff, Slavenka Drakulié, Gustav
Janus, Dusan Jovanovié, Ferenc Jubdsz, Ryszard Kapusciriski, Marie-Thérése
Kerschbaumer, Eftim Kletnikov, Krzysztof Koebler, Uwe Kolbe, Mirko Kovad,
Endre Kukorelly, Krzyszrof Lisowski, Drahoslav Machala, Vytautas Martinkus,
Ivan Minatti, Libuse Monikovd, Boris A. Novak, Lajos Parti Nagy, Aarne Puu,
Gerhard Roth, S'kﬁm Strizay, Jana Stroblovd, Marjan Tomsié, Miloslav Topinka,
Dragan Velikié, Jani Virk, Peter Waterhouse

Dispur / Disputarion: Evgen Bavéar: 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

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 1993 JE PREJELA / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 1993 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Libuse Monikovd

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Neva Slibar
KRISTAL VILENICE 1993 / 1993 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Francesco Micieli

V publikaciji Vilenica 1993 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 1993 and took part in the
literary readings:

Zsdfia Balla, Jozef 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, Daina Pranckietyté, Carlo Sgorlon, Arvo Valton,
Michal Viewegh, Piotr Woiciechowski, Ifigenija Zagoricnik Simonovié

Dispur / Disputation:  Georges-Arthur  Goldschmidt, Viado Gotovac, Ldszlé
Krasznahorkai, Antonin J. Liehm: Edvard Kocbek — Palica / Edvard Kocbek — The Stick
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MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 1994 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 1994 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Josip Osti

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Denis Poniz
KRISTAL VILENICE 1994 / 1994 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Slavko Mihali¢

V publikaciji Vilenica 1994 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 1994 and took part in the
literary readings:

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,
Richard Jackson, Goran Ignjatije Jankovié, Dzgevad 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,
Aleksander Persolja, Gyirgy Petri, Juan Octavio Prenz, Lenka Prochdzkovd,
Gianfranco Sodomaco, Matthew Sweeney, Tomaz Salamun, Igor g/mmperle,
Jachym Topol, Urs Widmer, Uros Zupan

Disput / Disputation: Alain Finkielkraut: Intelektualci, politika in vojna /
Intellectuals, Politics and War

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 1995 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 199§ VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Adolf Muschg

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Vesna Kondri¢ Horvat

KRISTAL VILENICE 1995 / 1995 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Marzanna Bogumita
Kielar

V publikaciji Vilenica 1995 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 1995 and took part in the
literary readings:

Jovica Adin, Kurt Aebli, Marjorie Agosin, Eugenijus Alisanka, Marcin Baran, Arni
Bergmann, Krzystof Bielecki, Dariusz Bittner, Loredana Bogliun, Berta Bojetu-
-Boeta, Tereza Bouckovd, Lucas Cejpek, Réza Domascyna, Erik Groch, Gunnar D.
Hansson, Nora lkstena, Richard Jackson, Marzanna Bogumita Kielar, Rade Krsti,
Phillis Levin, Tonko Maroevié, Manfred Moser, Danielius MuSinskas, Radovan
Pavlovski, Tone Percié, Sibila Petlevski, Juan Octavio Prenz, Raoul Schrott, Zorko
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Simcié, Rudolf Sloboda, Andrzej 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 Zerjal

Disput / Disputation: Lojze Kovalic: Ali pisatelj potrebuje svet, ki njega ne
potrebuje? | Does a Writer Need the World Which Doesn’t Need Him?

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 1996 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 1996 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Adam Zagajewski

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Niko Jez
KRISTAL VILENICE 1996 / 1996 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Kzéa Celan

V publikaciji Vilenica 1996 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 1996 and took part in the
literary readings:

Lothar Baier, Uldis Berzins, Petr Borkovec, Magda Carneci, Karol Chmel, Claude
Michel Cluny, Branko Cegec, Kaéa Celan, Zita Cepaité, Stefano Dell antonio,
Ljiliana Dirjan, Dusan Dusek, Milan Dordevié, Menna Elfyn, Jinos Hdy,
Ann Jiderlund, Antanas A. Jonynas, Julian Kornhauser, Andris Ferenc Kovdcs,
Viadimir Kovalié, Friederike Kretzen, Enzo Martines, Lydia Mischkulnig,
Brane Mozetic, Boris A. Novak, Iztok Osojnik, Zarko Petan, James Ragan,
Ales Razanov, Hansjorg Schertenleib, Triin Soomets, Karel Siktanc, Ales Stegen
Thorgeir Thorgeirson, Maja Vidmar, Martins Zelmenis

Dispur / DisputationN: Svoboda imaginacije — imaginacija svobode /
Imagination of Freedom — Freedom of Imagination
Branko Miljkovic: Poezijo bodo vsi pisali | Everybody Will Be Writing Poetry

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 1997 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 1997 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Pavel Vilikovsky

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Andrej Rozman
KRISTAL VILENICE 1997 / 1997 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Nicole Miiller

V publikaciji Vilenica 1997 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 1997 and took part in the
literary readings:
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Attila Baldzs, Pauls Bankovskis, Peters Bruveris, Stefan Chwin, Gillian Clarke,
Vittorio Cozzoli, Vera C'ﬁj/eom/eﬂ, Liutauras Degésys, Evald Flisar, Franjo
Frantié, Niko Grafenauer, Marianne Gruber, Aime Hansen, Joze Hudelek,
Hanna Johansen, Vanda Juknaité, Mila Kaci¢, Doris Kareva, Istvdan Kovdcs,
Katja Lange-Miiller, Kristina Ljaljko, Peter Macsovsky, Herbert Maurer, Neza
Maurer, Christopher Merrill, Nicole Miiller, Fwald 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 / DispuTaTiON: Daimon zapeljevanja / Daimon of lemptation
Rainer Maria Rilke: Orfej ® Evridika © Hermes / Orpheus © Eurydike © Hermes

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 1998 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 1998 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Péter Nidas

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Orsolya Gallos
KRISTAL VILENICE 1998 / 1998 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Peter Semolié

V publikaciji Vilenica 1998 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 1998 and took part in the
literary readings:

Amanda Aizpuriete, Andrei Bodiu, Jan Cikvin, France Forstneri¢, Natasza Goerke,
Felicitas Hoppe, Zoé Jenny, Arne Johnsson, Jifi Kratochvil, José Jorge Letria, Vida
Mokrin Pauer, Maja Novak, Osamljeni tekai, Hava Pinhas Coen, llma Rakusa,
Izet Sarajlic, Peter Semolié, Marko Sosic, Alvydas glepikas, Slobodan §mzjden Pia
Tafdrup, Veno laufer, Ldszls Villdnyi, Milan Vincetié, Hugo Williams, Andrea
Zanzotto

Disput / Disputation: Timothy Garton Ash: Konec stoletja, zacetek tisolletja /
The End of the Century, the Beginning of the Millennium

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 1999 JE PREJELA / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 1999 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Erica Pedretti
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Vesna Kondri¢ Horvat

KRISTAL VILENICE 1999 / 1999 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Angelo Cherchi
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V publikaciji Vilenica 1999 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 1999 and took part in the
literary readings:

Neringa Abrutyté, Angelo Cherchi, Lelo Cjanton, Richard Flanagan, Marius
Tvaskevitius, Richard Jackson, Jana Juritiovd, Jaan Kaplinski, Drazen Katunarid,
1aja Kramberger, Ryszard Krynicki, Franco Loi, Miha Mazzini, Milos Mikeln,
Mimmo Morina, Andrej Morovié, Amir Or, Rizvan Petrescu, Asher Reich,
Christopher Reid, Kathrin Riggla, Ljudmila Rubljévska, Anna Santoliquido,
Armin Senser, Sande Stojcevski, Vojo Sindolié, Adriana Skunca, Otté Tolnai,
Bogdan Trojak, Nenad Velickovié, Karen Volkman, Dane Zajc

Disput / Disputation: Trst na zacetku 20. stoletja: futuristicna utopija ali
mozni model za nadnacionalno in ustvarjalno soZitje v zdrugeni (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 DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2000 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2000 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Slavko Mibalié

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Veno Taufer
KRISTAL VILENICE 2000 / 2000 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Istvdn Voros

V publikaciji Vilenica 2000 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2000 and took part in the
literary readings:

Zoran Ancevski, Peter Bozit, Uke Bucpapaj, Ales Car, Primo3 Cucnik, Jacques
Darras, Lidija Dimkovska, Mircea Dinescu, Michael Donhauser, Janis Elsbergs,
Leopold Federmair, Mila Haugovd, Zeljko 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'vigelj Meérat, Yorgos
Veis, Istvan Virds, Gerald Zschorsch

Disput / DispuTatioN: 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 DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2001 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS' ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2001 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Jaan Kaplinski
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Veno Taufer
KRISTAL VILENICE 2001 / 2001 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Natalka Bilocerkivec

V publikaciji Vilenica 2001 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2001 and took part in the
literary readings:

Esad Babacdi¢c, Mobhammed 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, Marusa 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 / 2001 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD — Spela Poljak

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2002 JE PREJELA / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2002 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Ana Blandiana

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Lidija Dimkovska
KRISTAL VILENICE 2002 / 2002 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — P4l Zdvada

V publikaciji Vilenica 2002 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2002 and took part in the
literary readings:

Jorge Enrigue Adowum, Dritéro Agolli, Andriy Bondar, Snezana Bukal, Bora
Cosié Jozefina Dautbegovié, Tanja Diickers, Oswald Egger, Chuah Guar Eng,
Jaksa Fiamengo, loan Flora, Janice Galloway, Sinan Gudzevié, Michdl Hvorecky,
Anatol Kudravec, Anatolij Kudrjavicki, Leena Lander, Franco Manzoni, Maciej
Melecki, Dusan Merc, Petr Mikes, Vinko Miderndorfer, Herta Miiller, Patricia
Nolan, Knut Odegird, Justo Jorge Padron, Monika Van Paemel, Ratimir Pavlovid,
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Janis Rokpelnis, Ken Smith, Glen Sorestad, Luan Starova, Vidosav Stevanovic,
Lucija Stupica, Tone S/chmec, Willem Van 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 / 2002 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD — Ana Salgaj

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2003 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2003 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Mirko Kova¢

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: josip Osti

V publikaciji Vilenica 2003 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2003 and took part in the
literary readings:

Constantin Abdluta, Hana Andronikova, Kostas Assimacopoulos, Viadimir Balla,
Marek Biericzyk, Boris Biletié, Gordana Mihailova Bosnakoska, Nicole Brossard,
René de Ceccarty, Paulo da Costa, John E Deane, Paulette Dubé, Lynn Emanuel,
Pavle Goranovié, Norbert Gstrein, Jacques lzoard, Rutger Kopland, Herkus
Kunéius, Taras Luchuk, Donal McLaughlin, Tom Petsinis, Vivienne Plumb,
Gregor Podlogar, Alek Popov, Stella Rotenberg, Paolo Ruffilli, Fiona Sampson,
Ljudka Silnova, Andrej E. Skubic, Eira Stenberg, James Tate, 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 / 2003 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD — Ziga Mohorié, Agata Venier

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2004 JE PREJELA / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2004 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Brigitte Kronauer

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Neva Slibay, Vesna Kondri¢ Horvat

KRISTAL VILENICE 2004 / 2004 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — ValZina Mort

V publikaciji Vilenica 2004 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The

following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2004 and took part in the
literary readings:
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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 Novakovié, Gino Pastega, Szildrd Podmaniczky,
Aleksandar Prokopiev, Barbara Simoniti, Peter Steiner, Anni Sumari, Viadimir 2
gteﬁmec, Cai Tianxin, Krzysztof Varga, Peter Weber, Andrea Zanzotto

PREVAJALSKA DELAVNICA / TRANSLATION WORKSHOP: Mererid Puw Davies,
Louis De Paor, Helena Sinervo

Disput / DisPUTATION: Primer Edvard Kocbek in svoboda izrazanja danes / The
Edvard Kocbek Case and the Freedom of Expression Today

MLADA VILENICA 2004 / 2004 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD — Eva Rener, Brigita Bercon

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2005 STA PREJELA / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2005 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Ilma Rakusa in Karl-Markus GaufS

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Vesna Kondri¢ Horvat, Drago Janéar
KRISTAL VILENICE 2005 / 2005 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Viadas Braziinas

V publikaciji Vilenica 2005 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2005 and took part in the
literary readings:

Carlos A. Aguilera, Veljko Barbieri, Juras Barisevié, Viadas Braziinas, 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
Sehié, Magdalena Tulli, Milos Urban, Liliana Ursu

OxkroGra miza SEP nNa Vitenict / CEI Rounp TaBrLeE DiscussioN AT
VILENICA: »MozZnosti sobivanja razlicnibh kultur v Evropi in proces iskanja nove
kulturne paradigmec / “Ihe Possibilities of Coexistence of Different Cultures in
Europe and the Process of Searching a New Cultural Paradigm’

Moberator: Ale§ Debeljak

MLADA VILENICA 2005 / 2005 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD — RoZana Svara, Eva Mohoric
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MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2006 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS' ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2006 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Miodrag Paviovi¢
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Veno Taufer
KRISTAL VILENICE 2006 / 2006 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Mojca Kumerdej

V publikaciji Vilenica 2006 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2006 and took part in the
literary readings:

Inga Abele, Michdl Ajvaz, Venko Andonovski, Lindita Arapi, Alhierd Bacharevid,
Szildrd Borbély, Yiorgos Chouliaras, Daiva Cepauskaité, Ervin Fritz, Tatjana
Gromaca, Brian Henry, Oto Horvat, Nora Iuga, Iva Jevtié, Ekaterina Yossifova,
Zdenko Kodrié, Mdrius Kopesay, Miran Kosuta, Mojca Kumerdej, Terézia Mora,
Birgit Miiller-Wieland, Tonu Onnepalu, Claudio Pozzani, Gabriel Rosenstock,
Goran Samardzi¢, Ostap Slyvynsky, Breda Smolnikar, Olga Tokarczuk, Marko
Ursié, Raphael Urweider

OkrOGLA MizA SEP Na ViLeNict / CEI RounD TABLE Di1ScUSSION AT VILENICA:
»Kdo slisi sosedovo zgodbo? / Who Can Hear One’s Neighbour’s Story?’
MODERATORKA / MODERATOR: Simona Skrabec

Dosrrnik STIPENDIJE SEP 2006 / 2006 CEI FeLLowsHip WINNER: Goce
Smilevski, Makedonija / Macedonia

MANJ POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN LITERATURES
oF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Sodobna baskovska knjizevnost /| Contemporary Basque Writing:
Barnardo Atxcaga, Harkaitz Cano, Miren Agur Meabe, Rikardo Arregi, Kirmen Uribe
MLADA VILENICA 2006 / 2006 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD — Dita Skalié, Aljaz
Ferencek, Miroslava Furtkevicovd

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2007 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2007 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Goran Stefanovski

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Lidija Dimkovska

KRISTAL VILENICE 2007 / 2007 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Piotr Sommer
SLOVENSKI AVTOR V SREDISCU 2007 / SLOVENIAN AUTHOR IN Focus 2007 —
Milan Dekleva

V publikaciji Vilenica 2007 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2007 and took part in the
literary readings:

David Albahari, Attila Bartis, Ataol Behramoglu, Balsa Brkovié, Gentian Cogoli,
Dumitru Crudu, Vytautas Deksnys, Dagnija Dreika, Kristiina Ehin, Carolyn
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Forché Mattison, Neje Gazvoda, Sonja Harter, loana leronim, Andrej Kurkov,
Meta Kusar, Ermis Lafazanovski, Agi Mishol, Senadin Musabegovié, Ales Mustar,
Dennis O’'Driscoll, Maja Panajotova, Roberto Pazzi, Monika Rinck, Edi Shukriu,
Piotr Sommer, Igor Stiles, Jan Strasser, Sami Tchak, Tomas Transtromer, Christina
Viragh, Matjaz Zupandié, Barys Zanéak

Oxrocra miza SEP ~na Vicenict / CEI Rounp TaBLE DiscuUsstoN AT VILENICA:
»(Samo)cenzura danes: literarna cenzura v luéi politicne korekinostic / (Self)-
Censorship Today: Literary Censorship in the Light of Political Correctness’
MODERATORKA / MODERATOR: Alenka Puhar

Dosrrnica $STipENDIE SEP 2007 / 2007 CEI FELLOwsHIP WINNER: Mariana
Kijanovska / Marianna Kiyanovska, Ukrajina / Ukraine

MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN LITERATURES
oF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Sodobna knjizevnost v irscini / Contemporary Literature
in Irish: Celia de Fréine, Tomds Mac Siomdin, Dairena Ni Chinnéide, Miched! O
Conghaile, Cathal O Searcaigh, Gabriel Rosenstock

MLADA VILENICA 2007 / 2007 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD — Katja Lavrendié, Matic Moze

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2008 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS' ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2008 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Andyrzej Stasiuk

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Jana Unuk

KRISTAL VILENICE 2008 / 2008 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Andrej Hadanovié
SLOVENSKA AVTORICA V SREDISCU 2008 / SLOVENIAN AUTHOR IN Focus 2008 —
Svetlana Makarovié

V publikaciji Vilenica 2008 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2008 and took part in the
literary readings:

Jurij Andrubovié, Laslo Blaskovié, Cvetanka Elenkova, Iztok Geister, Andrej
Hadanovié, Kica Kolbe, Florin Lizdrescu, Arian Leka, Yang Lian, Diego Marani,
Jean-Michel Maulpoix, Irina Nekit, Imre Oravecz, Marina Palej, Ulrich Peltzer,
Tvana Sajko, Peter Stamm, Magdalena Svetina Teréon, Dusan Sarotar, Bina
Stampe Zmave, Jiri Talvet, Zoé Valdés, Andrea Winkler, Yo Yo, Inga Zolude

Oxkrogra miza SEP Na ViLenici / CEI Rounp TaBLE DiscUSSION AT VILENICA:
»Avtor med tekstom in kontekstom< | “The Author between Text and Context’
MoDERATOR: Marko Ursic

Dosrrnica STIPENDIE SEP 2008 / 2008 CEI FeLLowsHir WINNER: [vana
Sajko, Hrvaska / Croatia

MANJ 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 / 2008 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD — Liam Visentin, Ana Semrov
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MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2009 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2009 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Claudio Magris

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Veronika Simoniti

KRISTAL VILENICE 2009 / 2009 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Luljeta Lleshanaku
SLOVENSKI AVTOR V SREDISCU 2009 / SLOVENIAN AUTHOR IN Focus 2009 —
Boris Pahor

V publikaciji Vilenica 2009 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2009 and took part in the
literary readings:

Jana Beriovd, Ines Cergol, Kalin Donkov, Umberto Galimberti, Forrest Gander,
Andrea Grill, Miljenko Jergovié, Stefan Kardos, Yasmina Khadra, Herkus
Kuntius, Alejandra Laurencich, Luljeta Lleshanaku, Dan Lungu, Tone Partljié,
Jana Putrle Srdié, Peter Rezman, Victor Rodriguez Niijiez, Maria Sleabtitchi,
Ewa Sonnenberg, Viada Urosevié, Oksana Zabuzko

OxkroGra Miza SEP Na ViLenict / CEI Rounp TaBLE DisCUSSION AT VILENICA:
»Izbira med svobodo in zapovedjo: literarna avtonomija in mehanizmi izbora</ ‘Choice
between Freedom and Command: Literary Autonomy and the Mechanics of Choice’
MoDERATOR: Andrej Blatnik

DosrrNik STIPENDIJE SEP 2009 / 2009 CEI FeLLowsHIP WINNER: Dragan
Radovancevic, Srbija / Serbia

MANJ POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN
Lrteratures OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Flandrija na Vilenici / Flanders at
Vilenica: Miriam Van Hee, Stefan Hertmans, Monika Van Paemel, Peter Verbelst
MLADA VILENICA 2009 / 2009 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD — Jana Stekar, Gaja
Rupnik Caruso

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2010 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2010 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Dzevad Karahasan
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Jana Unuk

KRISTAL VILENICE 2010 / 2010 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Goran Vojnovic
SLOVENSKI AVTOR V SREDISCU 2010 / SLOVENIAN AUTHOR IN Focus 2010 —
Tomaz Salamun

V publikaciji Vilenica 2010 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2010 and took part in the
literary readings:

Max Blaeulich, Jacek Debnel, Kristin Dimitrova, Veronika Dintinjana, Aris
Fioretos, Ludwig Hartinger, Enes Karié, Blaze Minevski, Salvatore Niffoi,
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Radoslav Petkovié, Taras Prohasko, Viktéria Radics, Maja Razborsek, Joachim
Sartorius, Illja Sin, Octavian Soviany, Veronika Sikulova, Jdchym 1opol, Suzana
Tratnik, Goran Vojnovié, C. D. Wright, Agné Zagrakalyté

Oxkrogra Miza SEP Na ViLenict / CEI Rounp TaBLeE DiscussioN AT
VILENICA: »O branju: bralna izkusnja in njene oblike v sodobnem Casuc / ‘On
Reading: Reading Experience and its Forms in Modern Times'

MODERATORKA / MODERATOR: Tanja Lesniéar Pucko

Dosrrnica STIPENDIE SEP 2010 / 2010 CEI FELLOWSHIP WINNER: Maja
Hrgovi¢, Hrvaska / Croatia

MAN] POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESserR-KNOwN
LiTERATURES OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Wales na Vilenici / Wales at Vilenica:
Lloyd Jones, Sian Melangell Dafydd, Wiliam Owen Roberts, Angharad Price
MLADA VILENICA 2010 / 2010 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD — Nina Rozman, Rok
Muhié, Lidija Magdevska

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 201 I JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2011 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Mircea Cartdrescu
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Lidjja Dimkovska

KRISTAL VILENICE 2011 / 2011 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Dan Coman
SLOVENSKI AVTOR V SREDISCU 2011 / SLOVENIAN AUTHOR IN Focus 2011 —
Drago Janciar

V publikaciji Vilenica 2011 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2011 and took part in the
literary readings:

Pavel Brycz, Pierluigi Cappello, Sarah Clancey, Dan Coman, Ivan Dobnik,
Gyorgy Dragomdn, Jean-Michel Espitallier, Xavier Farré Vidal, Guy Helminger,
Stanka Hrastelj, Ljiljana Joki¢ Kaspar, Gorazd Kocijancié, 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

OxkroGra Miza SEP Na Vitenict / CEI Rounp TaBLE DiscussioN AT
VILENICA: »Beri me v Zivo« / ‘Read Me Live’

Mobgrator: Gregor Podlogar

Dosrrnik $TIPENDIJE SEP 2011 / 2011 CEI FELLOWSHIP WINNER: Ognjen
Spahié, Crna gora / Montenegro

MAN] POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE Na VILENICI / LESsErR-KNOwN
LITERATURES OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Turcija na Vilenici / Turkey at Vilenica:
Nazli Eray, Nedim Giirsel, Mehmet Yagin

MLADA VILENICA 2011 / 2011 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD — Julija Zeleznik, Téja
Gerjovié, Lara Ruzic Povirk
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MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2012 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS' ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2012 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

David Albabhari

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Andrej Blatnik

KRISTAL VILENICE 2012 / 2012 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Rumen Leonidov
SLOVENSKI AVTOR V SREDISCU 2012 / SLOVENIAN AUTHOR IN Focus 2012 — Boris

A. Novak

V publikaciji Vilenica 2012 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2012 and took part in the
literary readings:

Antonia Arslan, Miljana Cunta, Ldszlé Darvasi, Dimitré Dinev, Dusan Dusek,
Zineb el Rhazoui, Maja Haderlap, Petr Hruska, Igor Isakovski, Erica Johnson
Debeljak, Colm Keegan, Rumen Leonidov, Dorota Mastowska, Indrek Mesikepp,
Miroslay Micanovié, Paul Muldoon, Ioana Nicolaie, Tom Petsinis, Sebastijan
Pregelj, Pino Roveredo, Monique Schwitter, Bekim Sejranovié, Dmitrij Strocev,
Karlis Verdins, Gian Mario Villalta, Jiaxin Wang, Aldo Zerjal

OkroGra Miza SEP Na Vieenicr / CEI Rounp TaBLE DISCUSSION AT
VILENICA: »Avtorji nomadic/ ‘Nomadic Writers'

MODERATORKA / MODERATOR: [va Kosmos

Dosrrnica $TiPENDIE SEP 2012 / 2012 CEI FELLowsHIP WINNER: Ajla
Terzi¢, Bosna in Hercegovina / Bosnia and Herzegovina

MANJ POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOwWN
LITERATURES OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Hebrejska knjizevnost na Vilenici
/ Hebrew literature at Vilenica: Hana Amichai, Sami Michael, Hava Pinhas-
-Cohen, Nurit Zarchi

MLADA VILENICA 2012 / 2012 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD — 77lka Namestnik, Marta
Radié, Veronika Martindic

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 201 3 JE PREJELA / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2013 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Olga Tokarczuk

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Jana Unuk

KRISTAL VILENICE 2013 / 2013 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Tanja Maljarcuk
SLOVENSKI AVTOR V SREDISCU 2013 / SLOVENIAN AUTHOR IN Focus 2013 —
Florjan Lipus

V publikaciji Vilenica 2013 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2013 and took part in the
literary readings:
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Anna Auzipa, Mauro Covacich, Silvija Coleva, Radka Denemarkovd, Rodica
Draghincescu, Miriam Drev, Katharina Hacker, Olli Heikkonen, Brian Henry,
Ignacy Karpowicz, Viadimir Kopicl, Tone Kuntner, Gerry Loose, Tanja Maljariuk,
Alan McMonagle, Tomislav Osmanli, Vanja Pegan, Ana Pepelnik, Katja Perat,
Milan Rakovac, Zhao Si, Martin Solotruk, Brita Steinwendtner

Oxkrogra miza SEP ~na ViLenict / CEI Rounp TaBrLe Discussion AT VILENICA:
»Nadih mejac | Inspiration of Borders

MODERATORKA / MODERATOR: Vesna Humar

Dosrrnik $STipENDIE SEP 2013 / 2013 CEI FeLLowsHIr WINNER: Artem
Capaj /| Artem Chapeye, Ukrajina / Ukraine

MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN LITERATURES
of EUrOPE T VILENTCA: Svica na Vilenici | Switzerland at Vilenica: Lukas Biirfuss,
Arno Camenisch, Pietro de Marchi, Michel Layaz, llma Rakusa

MLADA VILENICA 2013 / 2013 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD — Ajda Furlan, Jerneja
Rupnik, Eva Salopek

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2014 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2014 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Ldszlo Krasznahorkai

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Jutka Rudas

KRISTAL VILENICE 2014 / 2014 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Liliana Corobca
SLOVENSKI AVTOR V SREDISCU 2014 / SLOVENIAN AUTHOR IN Focus 2014 —
Marko Sosié

V publikaciji Vilenica 2014 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2014 and took part in the
literary readings:

Tvan Antié, Gabriela Babnik, Marica Bodrozic, Liliana Corobca, Artem Capaj,
Patrick deWitt, lvana Dobrakovovd, Enes Halilovié, Elsa Korneti, Asko Kiinnap,
Jdnos Lackfi, Fiston Mwanza Mujila, Andrej Nikolaidis, Tomislav Osmanli,
loana Parvulescu, Tone Periak, Alek Popov, Stanislava Repar, Jaroslav Rudis,
Roman Simié Bodrozié, Linda Spalding, Dimitra Xidous, Visar Zhiti

OxkroGLa M1zA SEP Na ViLenict / CEI RouND TaBLE D1sCUSSION AT VILENICA:
»Iz jezika v jezik< | ‘From Language to Language

MODERATORKA / MODERATOR: Erica Johnson Debeljak

Dosrrnik $STiPENDIE SEP 2014 / 2014 CEI FeLLowsHir WINNER: Mirko
Bozi¢, Bosna in Hercegovina / Bosnia and Herzegovina

MAN7J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN LITERATURES
OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Lutksemburg na Vilenici | Luxembourg at Vilenica: Alexandya
Fixmer, Guy Helminger, Nico Helminger, Pol Sax

MLADA VILENICA 2014/ 2014 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD — Lota Martinjak, Patricija
Kavéi¢, Lara Ruzic Povirk
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MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 201§ JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 201 § VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Jdchym Topol
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Alenka Jensterle-Dolezal

KRISTAL VILENICE 2015 / 2015 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Blerina Rogova Gaxha
in Polona Glavan
SLOVENSKI AVTOR V SREDISCU 2015 / SLOVENIAN AUTHOR IN Focus 2015 —

Milan Jesibh

V publikaciji Vilenica 2015 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2015 and took part in the
literary readings:

Claire-Louise Bennett, Stefano Benni, Mirko Bozié, Sylwia Chutnik, Goran
Feréec, Orfblaith Foyle, Antanas Gailius, Polona Glavan, Aleksandar Hemon,
Karlo Hmeljak, Andrej Hocevar, Etgar Keret, Elke Laznia, Artis Ostups, Blerina
Rogova Gaxha, Christoph Simon

OkroGrLa Miza SEP nNa ViLenict / CEI Rounp TaBLeE DiscussioN AT
ViLENICA: »Odzven prostorac / Reflections of Place’

MODERATOR / MODERATOR: Bostjan Narat

Dosrrnik $TipENDIE SEP 2015 / 2015 CEI FerrowsHir WINNER: Katerina
Kalitko / Kateryna Kalytko, Ukrajina / Ukraine

MAN] POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN LITERATURES
AT VILENICA: [ndija na Vilenici / India at Vilenica: Sitanshu Yashaschandra, K.
Satchidanandan

MLADA VILENICA 2015 / 2015 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD — David Cop, Kiara Sara
Knafele, Chiara Lepore, Lina Malovic, §pekz Zadel

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2016 JE PREJELA / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2016 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Dubravka Ugresi¢
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Durda Strsoglavec

KRISTAL VILENICE 2016 / 2016 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Katerina Kalitko
SLOVENSKA AVTORICA V SREDISCU 2016 / SLOVENIAN AUTHOR IN Focus 2016
— Suzana Tratnik

V publikaciji Vilenica 2016 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2016 and took part in the
literary readings:

Adisa Basié, Alexandre Bergamini, Ales Berger, Jana Bodndrovd, Julja Cimaféjeva,
Patricija Dodié, Martin Dyar, Dana Grigorcea, Jovica Ivanovski, Katerina
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Kalitko, Cvetka Lipus, Valerio Magrelli, Aksinija Mihajlova, Carlos Pascual, Ular
Ploom, Gdbor Schein, Robert Schindel, Korana Serdarevié, Mariusz Sieniewicz,
Bogdan Suceavdi, Katetina Tuckovd, Les Wicks

OxkroGra Miza SEP Na Vitenict / CEI Rounp TaBLE DiscussioN AT
VILENICA: »Literatura in etika</ Literature and Ethics’

MODERATOR / MODERATOR: Carlos Pascual

Dosrrnica STIPENDIJE SEP 2016 / 2016 CEI FELLowsHIP WINNER: 7a7nja
Baki¢, Crna gora / Montenegro

MAN] POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN LITERATURES AT
VILENICA: Latvija na Vilenici / Latvia at Vilenica: Ingmara Balode, Artis Ostups,
Arvis Viguls

MLADA VILENICA 2016 / 2016 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD — Misa Gregorid,
Nejka Viatnik, Ekaterina Mihajloska, Aljag Primozié, Lara Ruzic Povirk, Alja
Tursunovié, Eric Renzi, Lota Martinjak, Tomi Petek

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2017 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2017 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Jurij Andrubovié
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Ales S‘teger

KRISTAL VILENICE 2017 / 2017 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Antonella Bukovaz
SLOVENSKA AVTORICA V SREDISCU 2017 / SLOVENIAN AUTHOR IN Focus 2017 —
Maja Vidmar

V publikaciji Vilenica 2017 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2017 and took part in the
literary readings:

Tanja Bakié, Andrej Blatnik, Antonella Bukovaz, Rumena BuZarovska, Anja Golob,
Alenka Jensterle Dolezal, Boris Jukié, Esther Kinsky, Viadimir Pistalo, Delimir
Resicki, Samir Sayegh, Fahredin Shebu, Hedi Wyss, Kerrie O'Brien, lain Reid

Oxkrogra Mmiza SEP Na ViLenict / CEI Rounp TaBLeE DiscussioN AT
VILENICA: » Literatura, ki spreminja svet, ki spreminja literaturo</ Literature That
Changes the World Thar Changes Literature’

MODERATORKA /| MODERATOR: [fva Kosmos

Dosrrnik $TiPENDIJE SEP 2017 / 2017 CEI FELLowsHIP WINNER: Andrij
Ljubka / Andriy Lyubka, Ukrajina / Ukraine

MAN] POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN LITERATURES AT
ViLENICA: Norveska na Vilenici / Norway at Vilenica: Inger Elisabeth Hansen,
Torgeir Schjerven

MLADA VILENICA 2017 / 2017 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD — Rebeka Dezelak, Sara
Lindi¢, Una Liubin, Laura Markié, Nika Mravlja, Vesna Muzek, Laura Vuga
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MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2018 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS' ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2018 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Ilija Trojanow
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Vesna Kondri¢ Horvat

KRISTAL VILENICE 2018 / 2018 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Sota latasvili
SLOVENSKA AVTORICA V SREDISCU 2018 / SLOVENIAN AUTHOR IN Focus 2018 —
Mojca Kumerdej

V publikaciji Vilenica 2018 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2018 and took part in the
literary readings:

David Bandelj, Petre Barbu, Eilis Ni Dhuibhne, Wioletta Grzegorzewska, Brian
Henry, Sota latasvili, Noémi Kiss, Ursula Kovalyk, Andrij Ljubka, Karin Peschka,

Primoz Repar, Stuart Ross, Simona Semenic¢

OkroGrLa Miza SEP ~Na Vicenict / CEI Rounp TaBLeE DiscussioN AT
VILENICA: »Pisati in preZivetic/ ‘Writing and Surviving’

MobEeraToR / MoDERATOR: Aljosa Harlamov

DoBrrNica PISATELJSKE NAGRADE SEP 2018 / 2018 CEI AWARD FOR WRITERS
IN RESIDENCE: Maria Paula Erizanu, Moldavija / Moldova

MAN] POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN LITERATURES
AT VILENICA: Malta na Vilenici / Malta at Vilenica: Clare Azzopardi, Norbert
Bugeja, Immanuel Mifsud, Loranne Vella

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2019 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2019 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Dragan Velikic
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Jutka Rudas

KRISTAL VILENICE 2019 / 2019 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Manjola Nasi
SLOVENSKI AVTOR V SREDISCU 2019 / SLOVENIAN AUTHOR IN Focus 2019 —
Esad Babadié

V publikaciji Vilenica 2019 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2019 and took part in the
literary readings:

Mohamad Abdul Al Munem, Petar Andonovski, Ayesha Chatterjee, Maria Paula
Erizanu, Jasmin B. Frelih, Zvonko Karanovié, Enes Karié, Natasa Kramberger,
Jonas Liischer, Ace Mermolja, Amanda Mibalopulu, Manjola Nasi, Sverrir
Norland, Carolina Pihelgas, Elizabeth Reapy, Ivana Sojat
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OxroGra miza SEP nNa Vicenict / CEI Rounp Tasre Discussion ar
VILENICA: »Ego in fabula«

MobEeRATOR: Andrej Pleterski

DoBITNIK PISATELJSKE NAGRADE SEP 2019/ 2019 CEI AWARD FOR WRITERS IN
RestDENCE: Jvan Sopov / Ivan Shopov, Severna Makedonija / North Macedonia
MANJ POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN LITERATURES AT
VILENICA: Sodobna italijanska poezija na Vilenici | Contemporary Italian Poetry
at Vilenica: Silvia Bré, Maria Grazia Calandrone, Claudio Damiani, Gian
Mario Villalta

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2020 JE PREJELA / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2020 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Mila Haugovd
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Andrej Pleterski

KRISTAL VILENICE 2020 / 2020 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Sibila Petlevski
SLOVENSKI AVTOR V SREDISCU 2020 / SLOVENIAN AUTHOR IN Focus 2020 —

Vinko Moderndorfer

V publikaciji Vilenica 2020 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2020 and took part in the
literary readings:

Thomas Antonic, Mary Costello, Krystyna Dabrowska, Nina Dragitevié, Volha
Hapejeva, Ausra Kaziliinaitée, Marko Kravos, Miroslav Lajuk, Elena Medel,
Sibila Petlevski, Marek Sindelka, Kaja Terfan

Oxkrogra Mmiza SEP Na ViLenict / CEI Rounp TaBLeE DiscussioN AT
VILENICA: » Evropa se Siri in kréi. Quo vadis?</ ‘Europe is expanding and shrinking.
Quo vadis?”

MODERATOR: Luka Novak

DOBITNIK PISATELJSKE NAGRADE SEP 2020/ 2020 CEI AWARD FOR WRITERS
IN RESIDENCE: Jasen Vasilev / Yasen Vasilev, Bolgarija / Bulgaria

MAN] POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN LITERATURES
AT VILENICA: [slandija na Vilenici / Iceland at Vilenica: Ragnar Helgi Olaﬁmn,
Kristin Omarsdéttir, Bergpora Snabjornsdsttir
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MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLOVENSKIH
PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2021 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE WRITERS ASSOCIATION
AWARDED THE 2021 VILENICA INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Josef Winkler

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Amalija Macek

KRISTAL VILENICE 2021 / 2021 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD — Jazra Khaleed
SLOVENSKI AVTOR V SREDISCU 2021 / SLOVENIAN AUTHOR IN Focus 2021 —

Milan Dekleva

V publikaciji Vilenica 2021 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2021 and took part in the
literary readings:

Zoltdn Danyi, Matthias Goritz, Kristina Holevar, Jazra Khaleed, Larissa Lai,
Jani Oswald, Lena Ruth Stefanovié, Nenad Velickovic

OkroGrLa Miza SEP Na Vicenict / CEI Rounp TaBLeE DiscussioN AT
VILENICA: »Evropa se §iri in krii. Strah in pogum« | ‘Europe is expanding and
shrinking. Fear and courage”

Mobgrator: Aljosa Harlamov, Luka Novak

DoBITNIK PISATELJSKE NAGRADE SEP 2021/ 2021 CEI AwARD FOR WRITERS
N RESIDENCE: Stefan Boskovié, Crna gora / Montenegro

MAN] POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN LITERATURES
AT VILENICA: Portugalska na Vilenici / Portugal ar Vilenica: Sandro William
Junqueira, Alvaro Seica



Clani zirije 2022 / Jury Members 2022

Aljosa Harlamov, predsednik Zirije, glavni urednik Cankarjeve zaloZbe in
publicist / president of the jury, Editor-in-Chief at the Cankarjeva zalozba
Publishing house, journalist

Julija Potré Savli, podpredsednica Zirije, prevajalka / vice-president of the jury,
translator

Matej Bogataj, literarni in gledaliski kritik / literary and theatre critic
Ludwig Hartinger, urednik, prevajalec, pesnik / editor, translator, poet
Aljaz Koprivnikar, pesnik in literarni kritik / poet and literary critic
Martin Lissiach, literarni posrednik / literary mediator

Amalija Macek, docentka na Oddelku za prevajalstvo Filozofske fakultete v
Ljubljani, prevajalka / Assistant Professor at the Department for Translation
Studies at the Faculty of Arts, University of Ljubljana, translator

Ales Mustar, pesnik in prevajalec / poet and translator
Tone Persak, pisatelj / prose writer

Andrej Pleterski, prevajalec / translator

Julija Potré Savli, prevajalka / translator

Jutka Rudas, izredna profesorica za madzarsko knjizevnost na Filozofski
fakulteti Univerze v Mariboru / Associate Professor of Hungarian literature at
the Faculty of Arts, University of Maribor

Durda Strsoglavec, izredna profesorica za juznoslovanske knjizevnosti in
prevajanje v slovens¢ino na Filozofski fakulteti Univerze v Ljubljani / Associate
Professor of South Slavic Studies and translation into Slovene at the Faculty of
Arts, University of Ljubljana



Konzultanti 2022 / Consultants 2022

Lindita Arapi, pisateljica, prevajalka (Albanija, Nemcija) / writer, translator
(Albania, Germany)

Agneszka Bedkowska-Kopczyk, prevajalka, docentka na TehniSko-humanisti¢ni
akademiji v Bielsko-Biali (Poljska) / translator, senior lecturer at the Academy
of Technology and Humanities in Bielsko-Biata (Poland)

Ljudmil Dimitrov, prevajalec, urednik (Bolgarija) / translator, editor (Bulgaria)
Orsolya Gdllos, prevajalka (Madzarska) / translator (Hungary)

Alenka Jensterle Dolezal, docentka za slovensko knjizevnost na Filozofski
fakulteti v Pragi (Ceska) / senior lecturer in Slovene literature at the Faculty of
Arts in Prague (Czech Republic)

Erica Johnson Debeljak, pisateljica, prevajalka, publicistka (Slovenija) / writer,
translator, columnist (Slovenia)

Andreja Kalc, prevajalka, lektorica (Slovenija) / translator, proofreader (Slovenia)

Arian Leka, pisatelj, pesnik, prevajalec, urednik revije Poeteka (Albanija) / writer,
poet, translator, editor of Poeteka (Albania)

Valzina Mort, pesnica, prevajalka (Belorusija) / poet, translator (Belarus)

Klemen Pisk, pisatelj, prevajalec (Slovenija, Ceska) / writer, translator (Slovenia,

Czech Republic)
Kornelijus Platelis, pesnik, prevajalec (Litva) / poet, translator (Lithuania)

Marjeta Prelesnik Drozg, bibliotekarka, prevajalka (Slovenija) / librarian,
translator (Slovenia)

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)

Jiiri Talvet, predavatelj na Univerzi v Tartuju (Estonija) / lecturer at the
University of Tartu (Estonia)
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