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Ob stirideseti obletnici
festivala Vilenica

On the 40 anniversary
of the Vilenica festival






Prihodnost je zdaj

Ob Stirideseti obletnici festivala Vilenica

Festival Vilenica je eden najstarejsih neprekinjeno delujo-
¢ith mednarodnih literarnih festivalov v Evropi. Festival z ve-
liko in komajda predstavljivo dedisc¢ino je skozi ¢as premogel
energijo, dinamiko in atmosfero, ki so se spreminjale glede na
druzbenopoliticno dogajanje pa tudi glede na usmeritve posa-
meznic in posameznikov, ki so festival vodili. V nasprotju z ne-
katerimi drugimi, zelo znanimi evropskimi literarnimi festivali,
kot so Berlinski mednarodni literarni festival, Edinburski med-
narodni knjizni festival, Festival literature in umetnosti v Hayu,
Pesniski mednarodni festival v Rotterdamu ali Pordenoneleg-
ge, ce latinskoameriskih ter azijskih sploh ne omenjam, Vileni-
ca nikoli ni imela veliko zunanjega obc¢instva. Vilenica je bila
vedno nsajderski festival. V tem je bil ta festival poseben, saj
je stavil na povezanost povabljencev, na medsebojna osebna
sre¢anja avtoric in avtorjev, na spontano formiranje literarne
skupnosti, ki zazivi na festivalu in se ohranja se pozneje. Kdor
je bil kdaj del te festivalske skupnosti, to ve. V vecini izvedb je v
casu festivala namre¢ nastala spontana druscina, skupnost av-
torjev, prevajalcev, urednikov, kritikov, promotorjev, zaloznikov,
teoretikov idr., ki je nekaj dni bivala na Krasu in poslusala, raz-
pravljala ter spoznavala literarne svetove, hkrati pa sirila glas
literature navznoter in navzven: na desetine avtoric in avtorjev
je bilo prevedenih v slovensc¢ino, tudi knjizno, in obratno, na
desetine slovenskih avtoric in avtorjev je bilo prevedenih v tuje
jezike. Zato ima beseda srecanye, ki je v uporabi Ze od nastan-
ka festivala, klju¢no mesto znotraj festivala, je njegovo vezivno
tkivo.

A vzgib za nastanek festivala Vilenica leta 1986 je bil — kar
je vedno treba gledati v kontekstu tedanjega casa — svobodno
Sirjenje literature srednjeevropskega prostora ter povezovanje
in spoznavanje literatur tega prostora. Veno Taufer, o¢e Vileni-
ce, je v zborniku Odprta okna, odprta vrata (2015), ki je 1z$el ob
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tridesetletnici festivala in v katerem je ponovno predstavljenih
vseh trideset nagrajenk in nagrajencev, pomenljivo zapisal, da
je navdih za Vilenico pognal iz starih in travmatskih izkusenj,
»globljih in kompleksnejsih od oporec¢nistva, ki je zaradi casov-
nih okolis¢in opredeljevalo nastanek in prva leta festivala«. K
razumevanju nastanka festivala je dobro dodati $e navedek iz
Statuta festivala, ki je bil leta 1986 objavljen v prvem zborniku,
nanasa pa se na nagrado vilenica, a hkrati opredeljuje njegovo
tematsko usmeritev. V njem je zapisano, da »Vilenica opozarja
na duhovno bogastvo in uveljavlja zivljenjsko moc integracij-
skega principa razli¢nosti v evropskem kulturnem obcestvu, ki
se je oblikoval in se Se oblikuje v umetnosti tega srednjeevrop-
skega kulturnega prostora kot njegova posebej prepoznavna iz-
kusnja in kulturno sporocilo«. Bogastvo razli¢nosti in posebna,
prepoznavna izkusnja srednjeevropskosti — to sta bili predvsem
v prvih nekaj letih vodili festivala. Pojem Srednje Evrope se je
namre¢ kmalu po padcu berlinskega zidu vse bolj kazal le kot
skupen literarni prostor, kot >literarna domovinag, kot utopic-
ni prostor, ki vseskozi 18¢e samega sebe in se nikoli dokonc¢no
ne definira. A s tem ni ni¢ narobe. Ob tem se namre¢ vedno
spomnim Marcusejeve misli, da »Ce se izsusijo utopicne oaze,
se razsirja puscava plehkosti in zbeganosti«.

Vilenice ni mogoce primerjati z nobenim drugim literar-
nim festivalom tudi zaradi okolja, v katerem poteka. Kraska
pokrajina s travniki in grmicevjem, tu in tam kaksen bor, tudi
hrast, vmes sive skale, obdane z rdeco zemljo. Povsod diha
njena skrivnostnost. V zraku je Mediteran, ki ga skozi sep-
tember — festival je namre¢ vsa leta potekal v zacetku tega
meseca — raznasa zvok Skrzatov. In tu so e Kosovelovo sonce,
ki »razgoreva v zlatu«, in Stevilne kraske jame, ena najbolj
znanih med njimi, po kateri se festival imenuje, pa je Vilenica,
jama z mitiénim imenom in fantasticnim pridihom. V prete-
klosti so domacini namrec verjeli, da v njej prebivajo dobre
vile, in po njih je jama dobila ime. Nedale¢ sta vasi Lokev in
Lipica, zibelka vseh lipicanskih konj, samo 11 kilometrov od-
daljena od Trsta. Vse to ni le odmevalo v nekaterih slovenskih
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literarnih delih, najveckrat v pesmih Srecka Kosovela in po-
zneje, na primer v pesmi >Lipicanci< Edvarda Kocbeka, tem-
ve¢ tudi med festivalskimi avtoricami in avtorji — marsikateri
od njih je v kraskem okolju ustvaril pesem, esej, zgodbo ali
kakSen drugacen literarni zapis.

7 zacetki festivala, Krasom in Trstom je povezan tudi prvi
nagrajenec festivala Vilenica, Fulvio Tomizza (1935-1999).
Kar neverjetno je, kako se nekateri dogodki vracajo in v se-
danjosti znova pridobivajo zelo podobne razseznosti, kot so
jih ze imeli v preteklosti. Prav literatura to dobro zaznava.
Njegov kratki roman Mladoporocenca 1z ulice Rossettt (1986,
slovenski prevod 1987), ki pripoveduje zgodbo o Stanku Vuku
in njegovi zeni Dani, ki so ju leta 1944 v Trstu pokosili streli
neznanih morilcev, je v luci sedanjega druzbenopoliticnega
dogajanja na Trzaskem spet aktualen, saj govori predvsem o
tem, da to mesto nikakor ne more sprejeti tudi svojih slovan-
skih korenin. Podobne zgodbe iz razli¢nih evropskih krajev
in obdobjj se v razli¢nih literarnih formah pojavljajo tudi pri
drugih nagrajenkah in nagrajencih, vse do leto$njega, Stiri-
desetega nagrajenca Vilenice, Georgija Gospodinova. Mno-
ga njihova literarna dela ustvarjajo posebno atmosfero, ki jo
opredeljujejo na primer smisel za ironijo ali geografska dolo-
cenost Srednje Evrope ali pa njena zgodovinska razseznost,
¢ce omenim le nekatere karakteristike. A s poudarjanjem
podobnosti med pisavami in njihovimi tematikami ne kaze
pretiravati. Vsaka poetika je avtorska, vsaka dobra literatu-
ra najde svoj edinstven glas, vsako prihajanje k jeziku, svetu,
druzbi, cloveku je v literaturi individualno. In to je bilo tudi
vseskozi vodilo pri nagrajevanju avtoric in avtorjev.

Mnogih literarnih ustvarjalk in ustvarjalcev, ki so bili v
preteklosti del festivala Vilenica, danes ni ve¢ med nami. Ko
zdaj prebiram festivalske zbornike, ugotavljam, da se na-
bor avtoric in avtorjev bere kot odli¢na literarna antologija
evropske knjizevnosti s konca 20. in zacetka 21. stoletja. Med
nagrajenci festivala sta tudi nobelovca Peter Handke in Olga
Tokarczuk, pa sodobni klasiki, kot so Zbigniew Herbert, Jan
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Skacel, Mirko Kovac, Péter Esterhazy, Milan Kundera, Libu-
se Monikova, Adam Zagajewski, Dubravka Ugresi¢ idr., pa
Stevilna vodilna imena v sodobnem literarnem svetu, kot so
Claudio Magris, Mircea Cartarescu, Andrzej Stasiuk, Jachym
Topol, Ilija Trojanow idr. K njim se vracam, njihova dela niso
le pomembni literarni dosezki, so tudi vpogled v dogajanje v
dolocenem prostoru in preteklem ter sedanjem casu.

Skozi leta pa sem se vracal tudi na festival. Ko je potekala
prva izvedba Vilenice, sem dopolnil komaj dvanajst let. Prvi¢
sem bil na festivalu Sele v novem tisocletju, leta 2003, in sicer
kot avtor. Takrat si je festival ze ustvaril svojo zgodovino in je
ze deloval v novi, bolj globalni usmerjenosti, saj so na festiva-
lu gostovali na primer ameriski pesnik James Tate, britanska
pesnica Fiona Sampson, kanadska pesnica Nicole Brossard
in novozelandska pesnica Vivienne Plumb. Bil sem navdusen
nad tem, da si kot mlad pesnik podij za nastope delim s Ta-
tom, ki sem ga leto prej spoznal v Ameriki, in navdusen nad
tem, da je na festivalu ves svet, avtorice in avtorji, katerith
knjige so bile na mojih knjiznih policah. Prej$nje izvedbe fe-
stivala pa sem poznal le iz zbornikov in iz pripovedovanja lju-
di, ki so ga obiskovali ze leta prej. Pozneje, po letu 2003, sem
bil s festivalom tesno povezan, na njem sem bil v razlicnih
vlogah, ali kot moderator katerega od dogodkov ali kot hisni
DJ na zakljucni zabavi festivala. A v letih, odkar ta obstaja, se
je zgodilo nekaj klju¢nega. V casu prve izvedbe festivala je bil
namre¢ nacin delovanja druzbe in nacin komuniciranja med
ljudmi blizji ¢asu po koncu druge svetovne vojne kot pa da-
nasnjemu casu. Svet se je v stiridesetih letih strahovito spre-
menil. Mnogo bolj zapleten je, ne deluje kot celota, njegova
prihodnost je negotova, spremenila se je druzba. Spremenila
sta se tudi vloga in mesto literature v druzbi. Medtem ko je v
sredini osemdesetih let 20. stoletja literatura Se imela druzbe-
ni ugled med ljudmi, ki se z njo niso neposredno ali posredno
ukvarjali, se je imela tudi precej ve¢jo medijsko pozornost, je
danes povsem drugace — literatura se je umaknila na druzbe-
ni rob, njena druzbena vloga je majhna, domala nikakrs$na,
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ustvarjalke in ustvarjalci pa so mnogokrat postavljeni v tezak
gmotni polozaj. Zavladali so digitalni svet in z njim druzbena
omrezja, vse bolj tudi umetna inteligenca. Edino, kar je osta-
lo enako, je literatura sama: njena moc se ni spremenila.

O spremembah znotraj literature in druzbe ob Stirideseti
obletnici festivala razmisljamo s preteklima nagrajenkama Milo
Haugovo in Ilmo Rakusa ter nagrajencema Laszlom Kraszna-
horkaijem in Draganom Veliki¢em. Zal se Andrzej Stasiuk, tudi
pretekli nagrajenec, ki je bil povabljen k razmisljanju, ni utegnil
odzvati, zato v teh razmisljanjih sodelujejo samo omenjeni
stirje. Razmisleki ne gredo vedno v isto smer. Pet samosvojih
odgovorov na pet istth vprasanj. V tem zborniku jih sooca-
mo, kot da bi sogovornici in sogovornika sedeli v isti kavarni,
tisti, znacilni za Srednjo Evropo. Saj veste, tisto, kar manjka
v danasnji druzbi, predvsem pa manjka na spletu, je nivo
soocanj mnenj, pogledov, razmislekov. In to je bilo tudi tisto,
kar je Vilenico krasilo stiri desetletja.

Ob visokem jubileju je prav, da se spomnimo tistih, ki so
festival vodili, saj je na njem vsakdo na svoj nacin pustil pecat.
Najprej in najdlje je Vilenico vodil Veno Taufer, in sicer od
njenega nastanka leta 1986 pa vse do leta 1997, ko je vodenje
festivala prevzel Iztok Osojnik; ta je to funkcijo opravljal do
leta 2004, pozneje pa se je zvrstilo $e ve¢ programskih vodij:
od leta 2005 do 2009 je bila to Miljana Cunta, med leto-
ma 2010 in 2012 Gasper Troha, v letth 2013 in 2014 Maja
Kavzar Hudej, leta 2015 Nana Vogrin, potem v letth 2016
in 2017 spet Maja Kavzar Hudej, med letoma 2018 in 2024
znova Nana Vogrin, z letom 2025 pa je novi programski vod-
ja festivala postal Miha Mauric.

Ob tem je pomembno poudariti, da festival nikoli ne bi
(za)zivel, ce ne bi bilo podpore lokalnega okolja, predvsem
mnogih Krasevcev, ki niso bili kaj dosti v soju Zarometov, a so
k festivalu prispevali temelje in moc¢no organizacijsko podpo-
ro, pa $e Stevilnih drugih podpornikov, prostovoljcev in zapo-
slenih na Drustvu slovenskih pisateljev — drustvu, pod okri-
ljem katerega je ta festival vedno nastajal — ter tudi njegovih
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honorarnih sodelavk in sodelavcev. Ko sem bil na indijskem
literarnem festivalu The Mumbai LitFest, sem bil presene-
cen nad gesto, ki jo je na izjemno dobro obiskani otvoritveni
prireditvi izvedel direktor festivala: po svojem kratkem in
zabavnem nagovoru je na oder povabil vse, ki so pomagali
pri izvedbi festivala, in jih predstavil obcinstvu. Cesa po-
dobnega, pa literarne festivale po svetu obiskujem ze skoraj
tri desetletja, Se nisem dozivel. Za vsako izvedbo festivala so
ljudje, njihove ideje, energija, trud, sodelovanje idr. Tako je
vedno bilo in tako bo tudi v prihodnje, tudi z Vilenico.

In kako po stiridesetih letih naprej? Festival bo moral v pri-
hodnje $e najprej odkrivati odli¢no literaturo, zanimive avtorice
in avtorje, to je bilo vedno njegovo prvo poslanstvo in mora kot
vodilo ostati tudi v prihodnje. Ob tem mora festival ohranja-
tl in gojiti svojo literarno skupnost, ki je med drugim obrodila
pomembne sadove v mednarodnem prostoru. Kot receno, ob
mnogih prevodih mednarodno uveljavljenih avtoric in avtorjev
prinas je prek festivala Vilenica prislo do Stevilnih objav sloven-
skih avtoric in avtorjev v tujini, tako posamezno s knjiznimi ob-
javami v Ameriki, Evropi, celo Aziji, kot skupno, antologijsko,
na primer prva vecja predstavitev slovenske literature v Indiji v
literarni reviji Sampark in pozneje v antologiji, ki jo je izdala in-
dijska knjizevna akademija Sahitya, potem prva objava v ugled-
ni britanski reviji Zdinburgh Review ter izid obsezne slovenske
antologije Dva na Irskem, ob nastetem pa Se zbirka slovenske
knjizevnosti pri zalozbi Dalkey Archive Press v Ameriki. Hkrati
bo moral festival poiskati prave nacine odzivanja na globalne
druzbenopoliticne spremembe in probleme, ki Se zdale¢ niso
povezani samo s Srednjo Evropo in ki so morda bolj pereci ka-
kor tisti, s katerimi so se ukvarjali organizatorji in povabljenci
ob ustanovitvi festivala. In Se: poiskati bo treba tudi nacine za
odzivanje na vse vecjo prisotnost digitalnega sveta, novih medi-
jev in umetne inteligence. Prihodnost je zdaj.

Gregor Podlogar,

predsednik zirije festivala Vilenica
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The Future Is Now
On the 40" anniversary of the Vilenica Festival

The Vilenica Festival is one of Europe’s oldest continu-
ously running international literary festivals. Over the years
the festival, with its great and almost inconceivable heritage,
has retained its energy, dynamism, and atmosphere, even if
these have changed alongside the socio-political events, but
also alongside the aims of the individuals who have led the
festival. Unlike such illustrious European literary festivals as
the Berlin International Literature Festival, the Edinburgh
International Book Festival, the Hay Festival of Literature &
Arts, the Poetry International Festival Rotterdam or Porde-
nonel.egge — not to mention leading Latin American and
Asian festivals — Vilenica has never had a large audience be-
yond the region. Vilenica has always been an wnsider’s festi-
val. And that’s what has made this festival special, for it has
always been geared towards connections between invitees,
towards personal meetings between authors, and towards the
spontaneous formation of a literary community that comes
to life at Vilenica and continues beyond. Anyone who has
ever been part of the Vilenica community is aware of this.
Almost every year, the Vilenica Festival has spawned a spon-
taneous group, a community of authors, translators, editors,
critics and reviewers, promotors, publishers, literary critics,
etc., who spent a few days in the Karst, listening, discussing
and learning about literary worlds, while also helping make
literature known both in and beyond the region. Thanks to
Vilenica, dozens of authors’ works have been translated into
Slovenian, including entire books, and dozens of Slovenian
authors have been translated into other languages. That is
why “meeting,” a crucial festival word since the first Vilenica,
remains as its connective tissue.

But back in 1986, the stimulus for creating the Vilenica
Festival was — and this must be regarded in the context of
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that time — to encourage the free dissemination of literature
from Central Europe, as well as the linking and discovering
of literature from these parts. In the anthology Odpria okna,
odprta vrata (Open windows, open doors; 2015), which was
published to mark the festival’s 30" anniversary and featured
all 30 Prize winners up to then, Veno Taufer, the father of
Vilenica, wrote notably that the inspiration for Vilenica
sprouted from old and traumatic experiences. These expe-
riences were “deeper and more complex than the dissidence
that, due to the circumstances of the time, defined the festi-
val’s creation and early years.” In order to help understand
the festival’s roots, it is useful to quote from its Statute, which
were published in the first anthology in 1986 and which per-
tain to the Vilenica Prize and also outline its thematic focus.
Written there is that “the Vilenica Award would underline
the intellectual wealth and assert the vital force of the prin-
ciple of integration of diversity within the European cultural
community that has been formed and is still taking shape in
the arts of this Middle European cultural region.” Especially
in the early years, the main festival guidelines were to focus
on the wealth of diversity and on the distinctive, recogniza-
ble experience of Central European identity. Soon after the
fall of the Berlin Wall, the concept of Central Europe was
increasingly regarded solely as a common literary realm, a
“literary homeland,” a utopian space constantly in search of
itself and never fully defined. But so be it, for, as Herbert
Marcuse reminds us, “As utopian oases dry up, a desert of
banality, and bewilderment spreads.”

Another reason Vilenica cannot be compared to any oth-
er literary festival is because of its setting. It takes place in the
Karst, among meadows and bushes, occasional pine trees,
even the odd oak, in a red-earth landscape punctuated by
grey rocks. The mysteriousness of the Karst pervades all. The
air 13 Mediterranean, and throughout September — the festi-
val has always been held at the beginning of this month — the
humming buzz of cicadas fills that air. And then there is poet
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Srecko Kosovel’s sun, which “glows in gold,” and the many
Karst caves. Among the most famous of these is the Vilenica
after which the festival is named — a cave with a mythical
name and a whiff of the fantastical. Once upon a time, the lo-
cals believed that benevolent fairies dwelt in the cave. In fact,
this belief 1s what gave the Vilenica Cave its name: vz/e means
fairies in Slovenian. The cave is not far from the villages of
Lokev and Lipica, the birthplace of the Lipizzaner horses,
and it lies a mere 11 kilometres from Trieste. All of this has
been reflected not only in Slovenian literature — most often in
the poems of Srecko Kosovel and later, for example, in Ed-
vard Kocbek’s poem “The Lipizzaner” — but also in works by
festival authors, many of whom have created poems, essays,
stories, or other works in the Karst environment.

The first Vilenica Prize winner, Fulvio Tomizza (1935—
1999), is also intimately linked to the beginnings of the festi-
val, to the Karst and to Trieste. It is remarkable how certain
events return and reattain strikingly similar dimensions, just
like those they had in the past. Literature is particularly per-
ceptible to this. Tomizza’s short novel G spost di via Rossettt
(The newlyweds from Rossetti Street; 1986), which tells the
story of Stanko Vuk and his wife Dana, who were shot by
unknown murderers in Trieste in 1944, is once again rele-
vant in light of the current socio-political events in Trieste,
as the novel is primarily concerned with the city’s inability
to come to terms with its Slavic roots. Similar stories from
other European towns and times appear in various literary
forms in the works of other Vilenica Prize winners, right up
to those of Georgi Gospodinov, the most recent, fortieth,
winner. Many of these works create a distinctive atmosphere,
which is determined, for example, by a sense of irony, by
the geographical specificity that is Central Europe, or by its
historical dimension, to mention just a few characteristics.
However, one should not over-emphasize the authors’ sty-
listic and thematic similarities. Every author has their own
poetics, all good literature finds its unique voice, and every
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literary approach to language, the world, society, and human-
ity remains individual. And this has always been the guiding
principle in granting Vilenica Prizes.

Many authors who took part in past Vilenica Festivals are
no longer among us. When I read the Vilenica anthologies
today, I see that the selection of authors reads like a peerless
anthology of European literature from the late 20" and early
21* centuries. Vilenica Prize winners include the Nobel Prize
winners Peter Handke and Olga Tokarczuk, other classic
contemporary authors such as Zbigniew Herbert, Jan Ska-
cel, Mirko Kovac, Péter Esterhazy, Milan Kundera, Libuse
Monikova, Adam Zagajewski, Dubravka Ugresi¢, as well as
many leading names from the contemporary literary world,
among them, Claudio Magris, Mircea Cartarescu, Andrzej
Stasiuk, Jachym Topol, Ilija Trojanow, and others. I return to
these authors, for their works are not only significant literary
feats, they also offer insight into what is going on in a specific
space and in times past and present.

Over the years I have also been returning to the festival.
When the first Vilenica took place, I was twelve years old. It
wasn’t until the new millennium that I attended it, in 2003,
as an author. By then the festival had already made its histo-
ry and was already looking in a new, more global direction.
That year’s guests included, for example, the American poet
James Tate, the English poet Fiona Sampson, the Canadian
poet Nicole Brossard, and the New Zealand poet Vivienne
Plumb. I was delighted that I, a young poet, could share the
stage with Tate, whom I had previously met in the United
States, and I was delighted that the festival had authors from
the whole world and books were on my bookshelves. I knew
previous Vilenica Festivals only from the anthologies and the
stories of people who had been there. Later, after 2003, 1
continued to be tightly linked to the festival, wearing various
hats, whether moderating an event or as the house DJ at the
concluding party. But in the years since its birth, something
significant has happened. Back at the first festival, the way
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soclety functioned and the way people communicated was
more similar to how it was after the Second World War than
it is to today’s ways. The world has changed astonishingly
over the past forty years. It has become much more compli-
cated, it no longer functions as a whole, its future is uncertain,
and society has changed. So, too, have the role and place of
literature in society. In the mid-1980s literature still had a
level of esteem among people who were not directly or indi-
rectly involved with literature, and it still had a fair amount of
media exposure. But things have changed utterly — literature
has been pushed to the margins of society, its societal role is
minor, almost miniscule, and authors are often pushed into a
difficult financial position. The digital world, including social
networks and, increasingly, artificial intelligence, holds sway.
The only thing that has remained the same is literature itself,
whose power has not changed.

On this occasion of Vilenica’s 40™ anniversary, we have
reflected on changes within literature and society with past
Prize winners Mila Haugova, Ilma Rakusa, Laszl6 Kraszna-
horkai and Dragan Veliki¢. Unfortunately, Andrzej Stasiuk,
another past Prize winner who was invited to contribute his
thoughts, was unable to respond, meaning that only the re-
flections are the four authors mentioned above appear in
these pages. Their reflections vary in terms of where they go.
Four unique answers to five identical questions. This collec-
tion 1s arranged as if they were, in typical Central European
style, sitting and conversing together in the same café. As you
know, what is missing in today’s society, and especially on the
internet, is a level of confrontation between opinions, views,
and reflections. And that 1s what has distinguished Vilenica
for four decades.

On this significant anniversary, it is only fitting that we
remember those who have led the festival, since each has
left their particular mark on it. Vilenica was led first and
longest by Veno Taufer, from its inception in 1986 until
1997, when Iztok Osojnik took over, remaining until 2004.
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A row of others followed: from 2005 to 2009, the program
director was Miljana Cunta; between 2010 and 2012, the
program director was Gasper Troha; in 2013 and 2014, the
program director was Maja Kavzar Hudej; in 2015, it was
Nana Vogrin; then between 2016 and 2017, Maja Kavzar
Hudej was again the program director, and between 2018
and 2024, again it was Nana Vogrin. In 2025, Miha Mauric
became the new Vilenica program director.

It is crucial to emphasize that the festival would never have
come to life without the support of the local community, es-
pecially the many residents of the Karst region who, away
from the spotlight, have contributed greatly to laying the cor-
nerstone and have provided strong organizational support for
the festival, as well as numerous other supporters, volunteers
and employees of the Slovenian Writers’ Association — the
association under whose auspices this festival has always been
organized — as well as freelance collaborators. When I was
at the Mumbai LitFest in India, I was happily surprised by
a gesture the festival director made at the very well-attended
opening event: after his short and entertaining speech, he in-
vited everyone who had helped organize the festival onto the
stage and introduced them to the audience. For three decades
I have been attending literary festivals around the world, but
this was the first time I experienced something like that. Every
festival 1s supported by people, their ideas, energy, effort, co-
operation, and so forth. It has always been so, and it will con-
tinue to be so, also at Vilenica.

And for the next forty years? Future Vilenicas will have
to continue to uncover excellent literature and interesting
authors; this has always been Vilenica’s primary mission and
this must remain its guiding principle in the future. As well,
the festival must preserve and nurture its literary community,
which, among other things, has borne important fruit in in-
ternational terms. As I mentioned at the outset, in addition
to the many translations of internationally renowned authors
in Slovenia, the Vilenica Festival has resulted in numerous
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publications by Slovenian authors abroad, both stand-alone
books (published in America, Europe, and even Asia, and
collectively) and in anthologies. For example, the first major
presentation of Slovenian literature in India appeared in
the literary magazine Sampark, and later Slovenian litera-
ture was published in an anthology by the Indian literary
academy Sahitya; this was followed by a publication in the
prestigious British magazine Edinburgh Review and the
extensive Slovenian anthology Dva as well as a collection
of Slovenian literature published by Dalkey Archive Press
in America. At the same time, the festival will have to find
the right ways to respond not only to global socio-political
changes and problems that are by no means bound only to
Central Europe and which are perhaps more pressing than
those that the organizers and guests dealt with when the
festival was founded. Furthermore, we will have to find ways
of responding to the growing presence of the digital world,
new media, and artificial intelligence. The future is now.

Gregor Podlogar,
President of the Vilenica Festival jury

Translated by fason Blake
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Georgi Gospodinov

Foto © Dirk Skiba




Bolgarski pisatelj, pesnik, dramatik, esejist, urednik in literar-
ni znanstvenik Georgi Gospodinov (I'eopru l'ocmonunos) se
je rodil 7. januarja 1968 v Jambolu, mestu v Trakijski nizini,
odrascal pa pri starih star$ih v Topolovgradu. Na Univerzi
v Sofiji je Studiral bolgaristiko in pozneje tudi doktoriral iz
novejse bolgarske literature. Med letoma 1998 in 2000 je bil
docent za esejistiko ter v letth 1999 in 2000 tudi za sodobno
bolgarsko knjizevnost na Novi bolgarski univerzi. Zaposlen je
na Institutu za bolgarsko literaturo, je univerzitetni profesor in
dopisni ¢lan Bolgarske akademije znanosti.

Ob znanstvenem, literarnovednem in uredniskem delova-
nju je svojo ustvarjalno pot zacel kot pesnik, objavil je vec
dram in zbirk kratkih zgodb ter se poskusal v Stevilnih literar-
nih zanrih, med drugim je avtor graficnega romana in oper-
nega libreta; napisal je nekaj scenarijev za kratke filme, po-
snete po njegovih zgodbah. Prav tako je esejist in kolumnist
bolgarskega casnika Dnevnik, urednik tamkajsnjega Literar-
nega vestnika in literarne revije Orient Express za Bolgarijo,
ki izhaja v Oxfordu. Pisateljski preboj in mednarodno slavo
pa je Georgi Gospodinov dosegel z romani; ta del njegovega
literarnega opusa imamo v celoti na voljo tudi v slovenskem
prevodu.

Georgi Gospodinov s svojo kompleksno, fragmentarno in
eksperimentalno prozo marsikdaj presega klasi¢no narativno
zgradbo. Inovativni pripovedni slog, tematska globina ter ob-
cutljivost za prepletanje osebne in kolektivne zgodovine mu
zagotavljajo uspeh tako med bralci kakor tudi pri literarni
kritiki. Je mojster modernega romanopisja in velja za enega
od osrednjih predstavnikov sodobne evropske literature. V
svojih delih med drugim obravnava spomin na mlajso pretek-
lost vzhodnoevropske oziroma bolgarske druzbe ter sodobno
tesnobo Evrope in sveta nasploh. Pisava Georgija Gospodi-
nova, obsedena z druzbenimi in zgodovinskimi dogodki ter
osredinjena na nevidnega posameznika, je mestoma nepred-
vidljiva in fragmentarna, a se mojstrsko zliva v celoto, tenko-
cutno, tudi nezno in prezeto s (Crnim) humorjem.
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Gospodinov je doslej prejel ve¢ mednarodnih literarnih
stipendij in nagrad. Med drugim je castni mescan Jambola
(2012) in Sofije (2023), prejemnik drzavnega reda sv. Cirila in
Metoda (2016) ter velike literarne nagrade Univerze v Sofiji
(2024). Leta 2024 je prejel castna naziva »vitez< francoskega
Reda umetnosti in literature ter >mednarodni pisatelj< britan-
ske Kraljeve druzbe za literaturo.

Izbrane nagrade in priznanja

2012
2012

2013
2016
2016

2019
2021
2021
2021
2023

2025

literarna nagrada mesta Sofije

nagrada Hrista G. Danova za najboljse leposlovno
delo

drzavna nagrada za najboljsi bolgarski roman
nagrada Jana Michalskega, za roman Fizika Zalosti
nagrada prozart, za prispevek k razvoju balkanske
knjizevnosti

srednjeevropska nagrada angelus, za roman Fizika
Zalosti

nagrada Strega Europeo, za roman Casovno zakloniste
nagrada zinklar, za najbolj$o kratko zgodbo
usedomska literarna nagrada

mednarodna nagrada booker (skupaj s prevajalko
Angelo Rodel), za roman Casovno zaklonisce
mednarodna nagrada NordSud, za pesnisko zbirko
Pisma Gaustinu

Izbrana izvirna bibliografija

Poezija

Jlamunapuywm (Lapidarij). Jambol: Modus Stojanov, 1992.
Yepemara Ha euH HAPOJI (C]eénja nekega naroda). Plovdiv:
Zanet 45, 1996.

Iucma no Fayerus (Pisma Gaustinu). Plovdiv: Zanet 45, 2003.
banamu u pasnagu (Balade in bolezni). Plovdiv: Zanet 45, 2007.
Tawm, xpuero me cme (Tam, kjer nismo). Plovdiv: Zanet 45,

2016.
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Romani

Ecrecrsen poman (Naravni roman). Plovdiv: Zanet 45, 1999.
®dusuxa ua rorara (Fizika Zalosti). Plovdiv: Zanet 45, 2011.
Bpemeybexmurue (éasovno zaklonii¢e). Plovdiv: Zanet 45,
2020.

I'pajmuapsar u emsprra (Vrtnar in smrt). Plovdiv: Zanet 45,

2024.

Kratka proza

1 npyru ucropuu (In druge zgodbe). Plovdiv: Zanet 45, 2001.
O, Xenpu (Oh, Henry). Plovdiv: Zanet 45, 2007.

U Bewuko crama nyna (In vse je postalo luna). Plovdiv: Za-
net 45, 2013.

Beuukure mamm rena (Vsa nasa telesa). Plovdiv: Zanet 45,
2018.

Ws6panu ucropuu (Izbrane zgodbe). Plovdiv: Zanet 45,
2022.

Dramatika, esejistika in druga dela

bearapcka xpucromarus (Bolgarska hrestomatija) [soavtor].
Sofija: Svobodno pesnisko drustvo, 1995.

bovarapcka anrosnorus (Bolgarska antologija) [soavtor].
Sofija: Svobodno pesnisko drustvo, 1998.

D. 7 [drama]. Plovdiv: Zanet 45, 2004.

As xuBsx conmanuama (Zivel sem socializem) [zbornik
spominov; urednik]. Plovdiv: Zanet 45, 2006.
WNuBenrapHa kaura Ha conmanusma (Inventarna knjiga
socializma; skupaj z Jano Genovo) [publicistika]. Sofija:
Prozorec, 2006.

AmnoxanuncucsT unsa B 6 Beuepra (Apokalipsa prihaja ob
18. uri) [drama]. Sofija: Askeer, 2010.

Beunara myxa (Vecna muha) [grafi¢ni roman]. Plovdiv:
Zanet 45, 2010.

Space Opera (Vesoljska opera) [libreto]. Premiera v
Poznanju, 2015.
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Prevodi v druge jezike

Dela Georgija Gospodinova so prevedena v albansci-
no, angles¢ino, arabs¢ino, armenséino, bosanscino, cesci-
no, danscino, francoscino, grsc¢ino, gruzijscino, hrvascino,
islandscino, italijanscino, japonscino, katalonscino, kitajsci-
no, korejscino, litovi¢ino, makedonscino, malajalamscino,
nemscino, nizozemscino, norvescino, perzijsc¢ino, poljscino,
portugal$c¢ino, romuns$cino, ruscino, singalscino, slovascino,
slovens¢ino, srbscino, Spanscino, $vedscino, tajscino, tursci-
no in ukrajinscino.

Knjizni prevodi v slovens$¢ino

Naravni roman [prev. Borut Omerzel]. Ljubljana: Studentska
zalozba, 2005.

Fizika Zalosti [prev. Borut Omerzel]. Ljubljana: Beletrina,
2015.

Casovno zakloniste [prev. Borut Omerzel]. Ljubljana: Be-
letrina, 2022.
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Bulgarian writer, poet, playwright, essayist, editor, and lite-
rary scholar Georgi Gospodinov (I'eopru I'ocmonunos) was
born on January 7, 1968, in Yambol, a town in the Thracian
Plain, and grew up with his grandparents in Topolovgrad. He
studied Bulgarian language and literature at the University
of Sofia and later completed a PhD in modern Bulgarian lit-
erature. Between 1998 and 2000, he was an assistant profes-
sor of essay writing and, in 1999 and 2000, also of contem-
porary Bulgarian literature at the New Bulgarian University.
He is employed at the Institute of Bulgarian Literature, is a
university professor, and is a corresponding member of the
Bulgarian Academy of Sciences.

In addition to his academic, literary, and editorial work, he
began his creative career as a poet, published several plays and
collections of short stories, and tried his hand at numerous lit-
erary genres, including as the author of a graphic novel and an
opera libretto; he wrote several screenplays for short films based
on his stories. He is also an essayist and columnist for the Bul-
garian daily newspaper Dnevnik, editor of the Literarn: vestnik,
and editor of the literary magazine Orent Express for Bulgaria,
published in Oxford. Georgi Gospodinov’s breakthrough as a
writer and international fame came with his novels; this part of
his literary oeuvre has been fully translated into Slovenian.

With his complex, fragmentary, and experimental prose,
Georgi Gospodinov often transcends the classical narrative
structure. His innovative narrative style, thematic depth, and
sensitivity to the intertwining of personal and collective history
have brought him success among readers and literary critics
alike. He i1s a master of modern novel writing and is consid-
ered one of the leading representatives of contemporary Eu-
ropean literature. In his works, he deals with, among other
things, the memory of the recent past of Eastern European
and Bulgarian society as well as the contemporary anxiety of
both Europe and the world in general. The writing of Georgi
Gospodinov obsesses with social and historical events and fo-
cuses on the invisible individual. It is sometimes unpredictable
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and fragmentary, but masterfully blends into a whole that is
subtle, also tender, and infused with (black) humour.

Gospodinov has so far received several international liter-
ary scholarships and awards. Among other accolades, he is an
honorary citizen of Yambol (2012) and Sofia (2023), recipient
of the National Order of Saints Cyril and Methodius (2016)
and the Grand Literary Award of the University of Sofia
(2024). In 2024, he received the honorary titles of Knight
of the French Order of Arts and Letters and International
Writer of the British Royal Society of Literature.

Selected awards and accolades

2012 The City of Sofia Award for Literature

2012 National Award Hristo G. Danov for best work of
fiction

2013 National Literary Award Bulgarian Novel of the Year

2016 Jan Michalski Prize for Literature, for 7he Physics
of Sorrow

2016 Prozart Award for contribution to the development
of literature in the Balkans

2019 The Angelus Central European Literature Award,
for The Physics of Sorrow

2021 Strega European Prize, for 7Tume Shelter

2021 Zinklar Prize for Best Short Fiction

2021 Usedom Prize for European Literature

2023 International Booker Prize (together with translator
Angela Rodel), for Time Shelter

2025 NordSud award for poetry, for poetry collection
Letters to Gaustin

Selected original bibliography
Poetry

Jlanmumapuywm (Lapidarium). Yambol: Modus Stojanov, 1992.
Yepemara Ha enpun Hapoy (The Cherry Three of a Nation).
Plovdiv: Zhanet 45, 1996.
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[Tucma no I'aycrun (Letters to Gaustin). Plovdiv: Zhanet 45, 2003.
bamany u pasnanu (Baladies and Maladies). Plovdiv: Zhanet
45, 2007.

Tawm, xpuero He cme (Where We Are Not). Plovdiv: Zhanet
45, 2016.

Novels

Ecrecrsen poman (Natural Novel). Plovdiv: Zhanet 45, 1999.
Dusuka na rerara (7he Physics of Sorrow). Plovdiv: Zha-
net 45, 2011.

Bpemeybexwue (7ime Shelter). Plovdiv: Zhanet 45, 2020.

I'pagunapsar u emsprra (Death and the Gardener). Plovdiv:
Zhanet 45, 2024.

Short fiction

N npyru ucropuu (And Other Stories). Plovdiv: Zhanet
45, 2001.

O, Xenpu (Oh, Henry). Plovdiv: Zhanet 45, 2007.

N Bcuuko crana syHa (And All Turned Moon). Plovdiv:
Zhanet 45, 2013.

Beuuxure mamm resta (All our Bodies). Plovdiv: Zhanet 45, 2018.
Ws6panu ncropun (Selected Stories). Plovdiv: Zhanet 45, 2022.

Plays, essays, and other works

boarapcka xpucromarus (Bulgarian Chrestomathic) [co-au-
thor|. Sofia: Free Poetry Society, 1995.

bovarapcka anrosnorus (Bulgarian Anthology) [co-author].
Sofia: Free Poetry Society, 1998.

D. 7 [play]. Plovdiv: Zhanet 45, 2004.

As xuBsax conuanusma (I Lived Socialism) [anthology of
memories; editor]. Plovdiv: Zhanet 45, 2006.

WNuBenrapua xuura Ha conuanusma (The Inventory Book
of Socialism; together with Yana Genova) [journalism].
Sofia: Prozorets, 2006.

Anoxasmncucst uiasa B 6 Beuepra (The Apocalypse Comes
at 6 PM) [play]. Sofia: Askeer, 2010.
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Beunara myxa (The Ethernal Fly) [graphic novel]. Plovdiv:
Zhanet 45, 2010.
Space Opera [libretto]. Premiered in Poznan, 2015.

Translations

Georgl Gospodinov’s works have been translated into
Albanian, Arabic, Armenian, Bosnian, Catalan, Chinese,
Croatian, Czech, Danish, Dutch, English, French, Georgian,
German, Greek, Icelandic, Italian, Japanese, Korean, Lithu-
anian, Macedonian, Malayalam, Norwegian, Persian, Polish,
Portuguese, Romanian, Russian, Serbian, Sinhalese, Slovak,
Slovenian, Spanish, Swedish, Thai, Turkish, and Ukrainian.

Translations of his work into Slovenian

Natural Novel [translated by Borut Omerzel]. Ljubljana:
Studentska zalozba, 2005.

1 he Phsysics of Sorrow [translated by Borut Omerzel].
Ljubljana: Beletrina, 2015.

T ime Shelter [translated by Borut Omerzel]. Ljubljana: Be-
letrina, 2022.
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Majhni svetovi velikega sveta — »Pravi
kadilec je estet in skrbi za svoje zobe.«

Gregor Podlogar

Bolgarski pisatelj, pesnik, esejist in dramatik Georgi Gospodi-
nov je eno od osrednjih imen sodobne evropske literature. éeprav
je svojo literarno pot zacel kot pesnik —leta 1992 je objavil prvo
pesnisko zbirko z naslovom Lapidary —, se je v mednarodnem
prostoru zares uveljavil Sele s proznim pisanjem.

Njegov prozni prvenec Naravni roman iz leta 1999 je v so-
dobno bolgarsko literaturo prinesel svez, avtorski zamabh. Bil je
zelo dobro sprejet med kritiki in bralci ter kmalu po izidu pre-
veden v stevilne jezike, tudi v slovenscino (2005). Mimo oznak
o postmodernisticnem pisanju, ki jih nekateri lepijo na njegovo
ustvarjanje, ta kratki roman (za)zivi skozi naravno preprostost,
odslikano v zapletenosti, ki o¢ara. Za njegov drugi roman /-
zika Zalosti (2011), ki je bil veckrat nagrajen, med drugim je
bil v Bolgariji razglasen za roman leta, je znacilno, da je sesta-
vljen iz ve¢ drobnih zgodb in razli¢nih pripovednih tehnik. Vz-
wljanje decka, glavnega lika romana, v druge in drugo pa je
nenavadno, pretanjeno in ganljivo. Roman dokaze, da literatu-
ra ne ubeseduje sveta, temvec je sam svet in njegova zgodovina.
To velja tudi za njegov tretji roman Casovno zaklonisce (2020,
nagrajen je bil z mednarodnim bookerjem), ki preklaplja med
razli¢nimi pripovednimi ravnmi ter na satiricen nacin pred nas
postavlja eno od klju¢nih (druzbenih) vprasanj — kako zZiveti s
kriticnim pomankanjem prihodnosti.

Georgi Gospodinov je mojster sodobnega romanopisja.
Njegovo pisanje, obsedeno z druzbenimi in zgodovinskimi
dogodki ter osredinjeno na nevidnega posameznika, je mes-
toma nepredvidljivo in fragmentarno, a se mojstrsko zliva v
celoto, tenkocutno, tudi nezno in prezeto s (¢rnim) humor-
jem. Georgi Gospodinov, 40. nagrajenec festivala Vilenica, s
svojim delom tako na samosvoj nacin pooseblja njegovo zgo-
dovino in daje zgled, kako prepricljivo lahko literatura tudi
danes nagovarja vsakogar.
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Small worlds from the great, big world -
“The true smoker is an aesthete
and takes care of his teeth”

Gregor Podlogar

The Bulgarian author, poet, essayist and playwright Geor-
gi Gospodinov is a leading name in European literature.
Although Gospodinov began his literary path as a poet,
publishing his first collection Lapidarium in 1992, it was
his prose that marked his breakthrough on the world liter-
ary scene.

His first novel, Natural Novel from 1999, brought
new life into contemporary Bulgarian literature. Well
received by critics and readers alike, it was soon translated
into sever-al languages, including Slovene (2005). Though
some have attached the label “postmodernist” to Natural
Novel, this short work comes to life and lives through a
natural simplicity reflected in a complexity that
enchants. Gospodinov’s second novel, The Physics of
Sorrow (2012), which is made up of several sub-stories and
various narrative techniques, garnered many awards,
including the Bulgarian National Award for Best Novel
of the Year. The boy protagonist’s empathy for others is
singular, subtle and moving. The novel shows that
literature does not put a world into words; liter-ature 1s a
world and its history. This holds true for Gospod-inov’s
third novel, Time Shelter (2020), which received the 2023
International Booker Prize. Shifting between various
narrative levels and imbued with satire, the novel asks a
key (social) question of us: how to live when we are
critically in need of a future?

Georgi Gospodinov is a master of the modern novel.
His writing, which is obsessed with social and historical
events and which 1is focussed on the overlooked
individual, is at times unpredictable and fragmentary, but
it flows magnifi-cently into a complete, sensitive whole,
one that is leavened by (blaclg humour.



In short, Georgi Gospodinov, the 40" winner of the
Vilenica Prize, uniquely incarnates the Festi-val’s history,
namely, by providing a model for how convinc-ingly
literature even today can speak to anyone.

Translated by Jason Blake
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Bpemeyoberxuie
(omxec om pomana)

10

Ha cienpamus nen ome cyrpunTa 651X Ha Xesmocmpace,
r-u C. mu mazne anpeca. Hamepux mpackosenara crpasa Ha
3amaJiHUs OpsAr Ha €3€pPOTOo, OTJEJIeHA OT JPYTHUTe K'BIIM HA
XxbJIMa. belre MacHBHA M CBETJIA ¢IHOBPEMECHHO, HA YCTUPH
eTaxa C eJUH IIeTH, TABAHCKH, IrojsiMa od0mja Tepaca Ha
BTOPHS €TAX M MO-MAJIKK DAJIKOHM HA ocTaHamre. Beuuxkm
[IPO30PLM IJIeaXa Ha I0r03aI1a I, KOeTO IIpaBele e fooe jure
Oe3kpariHUA M IIOCJICIHUTE CHHKABU OTOJISCHIM THE3IAXA B
TsX. A CBCTJIOCHHUTC JNBbPBCHU KPUJIA HA KAMAHIYPUTE MEKO
KOHTpacTUpaxa ¢ 6J1eJJOTO IPACKOBEHO HA CTCHHUTE.

Il srara monsaa ornpen Oemre mopbceHA C HE3aOPABKH,
TyK-TaM n30yxBaxa O0XYPH U € JHU TOJICMU U€PBEHU MAKOBE.
Ho curHure HesabpaBku cHHeexa Cpel, MIBEH-LIIAPCKOTO
3€JICHO HA TPEBATA, CUT'YPCH C'BM, Y€ MMa IIBEHIIAPCKO 3€JICHO,
Uy ce KaK HUKOM He ro ¢ mareHroBas. Jlanmu nmame mera B
TOBA Ja 3aCaJUII He3aOpaBKY IPet, FePOHTONCUXUATPHUUCH
uenTsp? Kaumx ce ma mocmemuumst erax, kpjero Oemre
KJIMHUKATA HA ['aycTuH, ¢ mraTeH 3a HAKOJIKO TOJUHU HACM
or r-u C., HaTucHaxX 3BBHEUA u camuAaT l'aycTuH, B oJio u
FOJIEMH KP'BIJIM OUHMJIA, MM OTBOPH BpaTaTa.

ITocse paua b He Tpbraa Jin 3a Hio Mopx npes 1939-a,
o IXBBPJINX yX HeOpexHo. Kora ce sppua? CiieJy BormHaTa,
OTBBPHA HEBB3MYTHUMO TOH.

N xaxBo mie mpasum cera?

Craun B passmunn Bpemena. Ha mepso Bpeme. Cran 3a
MHHAJIO? 3ByUr KaTO 3arJIABHC.

Ha, cran 3a munano. M ximamka sa munasmo. Mim
rpax... Ocrasam ju?

bsax Toxy-mo passemeH, ¢ umues ma ce mpobOBaM Jga
XHBeEs OT u3MHUC/sIHe Ha ucropun. Ilagax cu mo mencerre,
XJIBTBAX JIECHO BBB BCIKAKBO MHHAJIO, MMAaxX CH, pasdupa
ce, ynobumu ropuuau. Humo He Mu mpedemie ma ocraHa 3a
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MaJIKO, 33 HJKOJIKO Mecena, He noseue. (Cernx ce 3a XaHc
Kacropn n HaMepeHHETO My Ja OCTAHE CaMO TPH CEIMHULIMA
BbB BormebHara ntanuHa. .. )

l'ayctur nmbpxeme enwH OT TPHUTE amapTaMEHTAa Ha
nocyieHuA etax. Ham-mankoro momemnenue J1o BXoJHATa
Bpara, ,,CJIyTHHCKaTa cTas’, KaKTO TOW s HapUyalle — U
TBBPJIE BEPOATHO TA Ja CE€ € IOJI3BAJIA THBKMO Taka —
Geme cera HerousAT KabuHer. OcraHasuTe TPU CTAU OT
arapTaMeHTa, KaKTO U KOPUIOPBT, OAXa B JIPYro BpEMe.
OrBapsm BpaTara u nomagam gupekTHo B XX Bek, cpejara
Ha 60-re. AHTpe ¢ MOPTMAHTO, TBMHO3EJICHO, U3KYCTBEHA
KoXxa Ha OakyaBumuku. Vmaxme Takosa Bkbimy. 1psdBa ma
KaXa, ue Makap Ja CbM polcH B kpad Ha 60-re, ru momHA
SICHO, OT HAUaJIo JO KPaW, U T€ Ca YacT OT OBJIrapcKkoTo
MH JETCTBO HE 10 HAKAKBA MUCTUUHHM IIPUUMHU (Makap ma
IPOJBJDKABAM JIa BAPBAM, U€ CIIOMEHUTE C€ HACJIEIABAT
10 IPsAKA JIMHUAA — CIIOMEHUTE Ha TBOUTE POJUTEIHN CTABAT
TBoM coOcTBeHm). Ilpuunnaara na ru mMam B rjasara cH €
CBBCEM TPUBHAJIHA: IPOCTO 60-Te, KAKTO U BCUUKO OCTAHAIIO
y Hac, ce 3abaBuxa u Jougoxa B beiarapus jecetnHa roguHu
no-xkbcHO. Han-sepostrao npes 70-re.

Ha nmoprmaHTOTO CTOeme 3akaueHO KbCO OJIeI03eJICHO
[AJITO C IBYpeIHU IIbpBeHM Komuera. I lomH: kax, kaTo Biisg3ox
I'BPBUSA BT OHA3HU CYTPHH, C€ 3aK0Bax mpe Hero. Tosa Heme
nanToro Ha Marka mu. Csixamn cera me ce OTBOPH BpaTaTa
HA X0JIA, TUITMYHOTO PeJICPHO CTHKIIO Lie IPOOIIECHE U T4 IIe
3aCTaHe TaM — MJIAJA, Ha OBAMCET Y HEIIO, MHOT'O IO-MJIAJA
ot MeH cera. Makap ue xoraro marika tv ce nossu Ha 20, T
CBIIO AaBTOMATHUYHO CE€ IIPEBPBIIALI B JCTE U B TO3M MOMECHT
Ha HEJIOBKOCT U PAJIOCT C€ Uy NI JAJU JA I IPErbPHEII, HIIA
caMo Jja U3BUKAIl HEOPEXHO: MaMo, IpuUOpPaAX ce, OTUBAM CH B
nmerckara. Becuuko ToBa Tpaere cekyHIA... MJIA MUHYTA.

Jobpe momrsn B 60-te, xasa l'aycrun, xonro rienare
C elBa NMPUKPUTA YCMUBKA MOETO BICTICHEHHE B AHTPETO
Ha pecermnetuero. He wmckax ome pma wsmusam  oT
IpeoOpaXeHUeTO M CBBPHAX BexHara KbpM jgerckara. Jse
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'BIJIOBH JIETJIA, TIOKPUTH C X'BJITO KOCMECTO ITOKPHUBAJIO OT
M3KYCTBEHA MaTepus (BUKAXME My JIeJeKa, CUTYPHO HIKAKBA
abpeBuarypa), ¢ KadsABa pakyia MEXIy TiIX, IBETE JICTJIA
ce cpemaxa MepHeHJIUKYJSIpHO npu paksiara. llormemmaax
l'aycrma, Tom pasbpa, kuMHA OmOOpUTESIHO M a3 ce
XBBPJIMX HA JICTJIOTO, KAKTO OsX CBC CaKOTO, ODOYyBKHTE, C
50-roIUIIHOTO CH TAJO, U CE MPU3EMUX B TAJIOTO CH HA 8
cpeJ, I'b IC/IMUKALIUTE BJIAKHA HA IIOKPUBAJIOTO. ..

[...]

11

3amo Touno B lIserapus?, monurax I'aycrun, mokaro
cejiaxMme B mHeBHaTa Ha 60-Tre.

Ilpuemu, uve e or canTumeHT kbM ,Bbiamebrara
miannHa . OnuTBax 1 gpyraje, HO TyK Ce HAMEPHU KOH JIa
MH IIOBAPBA U Ja BJIOXH mapu. Tyk MMa mocTaTbuHO X0pa,
rOTOBHU JIA IJIATAT, 32 Ja YMPAT MIACTIHBU.

Y IUBUTEJIHO € KOJIKO HUHUUCH Moxemre na o e ['aycrun
MTOHSIKOTA.

Jla ocranem npu canTuMenTa ¢ ,,Boimebnara niannHa ™,
Ka3ax as.

WNcrunara e, ue IBefinapus Geme nueannara crpaHa,
IIOMHUCJIUX CH, IIOPAJH HyJeBara crerneH Ha Bpeme. Crpana
6e3 BpeMe HaW-JIECHO MOXe Jja Obje HaceJleHa C BCHUUKH
BB3MOXHHU BpeMeHa. 1 Oeme ycrmsia Jja ce NPOMBKHE,
BKJIIOUMTEJIHO IIpe3 XX Bek, 0e3 ocobeHu Oesesu, KOUTO
MHAaUe BUHATY LIE T€ JBPXAT B ONPEICJICHHU T'OJIMHH.

Mma muOrO padora, xasa I'aycrun, Obpiieriku crbpkiaTa
Ha KPBIVIATE CHA Oumia. ['yK BHKJAII IIEHMCETTEe Ha €JIHA
CpelHAa KJIaca, MHHAJIOTO € CK'BIIO U 3ACera HE BCHUKU MOTAT
na cu ro nossosrar. Ho ce cemam, ue He BCAKO MUHAJIO U
MJIazocT ca Omiam takupa. 1psabsa ma mmame mIeHcEeTTE HA
paboraunure, cryneHrckure crau... Cpmo taka 60-re Ha
xusenure B M3rouna Espomna, mamure 60-re. Enun new,
KaTo MOTpBrHe paborara, mpombikasame laycrmH, me
HAIPABUM TAKUBA KJIMHUKU B PA3JIUUYHU cTpanu. MuHaioro
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e u JiokasHa pabora. Hascsakpne me mma Kb OT IPyru
IOJIMHU, MAJIKH KBAPTAJIM, CIMH JICH IIe MMaMe U Ipaguera,
MOXE U IIJ1a JIbPXXaBa HAa MUHAJIOTO. 3a MAI[UCHTH C UC3HCIIA
rmamer, AsmxanMep, JeMEeHIIUN, KAKBOTO MCKAIl. 32 BCHUUKHU
OHE3U, KOUTO BEUE XUBEAT €JIMHCTBEHO B HACTOAIIETO HA
csoero muHaI0. M 32 Hac, xasa Hakpas cjen Majka rmaysa,
IyCKauK® Jbira crpys guMm. Hukax He e ciayuanmHo TOBa
npurkIaHe Ha xopa 0e3 mamer gHec... Tyk ca, 3a ma HE
kaxar Hemo. M mosspeam Mm, eguH IEH, CBBCEM CKOPO,
MHO3MHA CAMH IIE 3AMOYHAT JA CJIM3aT B MHHAJIOTO, Ia
,,Ly0sT® mamerTa cu 1o cobcrsena Boia. Masa Bpeme, xorato
BCE IIOBEYE OT THAX IIE MCKAT JA C€ CKPUAT B IEIIEpaTa My,
na ce pbpHaT Hasakd. He or xybaso Bopouem. Tp:absa ma cme
roroBu ¢ bomboybexumara Ha muHanoro. Hapeun ru, axo
ment, ,,BpeMeyoexmma’.

Torasa He pasbupax kaxBo mma npensun. Kakro u
HUKOTa He 04X CUI'YpeH KOra Ce IIeryBa M IIeryBa JiM Ce
n300110.

Coopey I'ayctuH 32 HAC MUHAJIOTO € MHHAJIO U JOPHU
KOT'aTO BJIM3aME TaM, 3HAECM, U€ BpaTaTa Hasall ¢ OTBOPCHA,
BpPBIIAME CE€ C JIEKOTA. 3a HAIyCHATHUTE OT MIAMETTA Ta3HU
BpaTa € 3aTpBIIHATA 3aBUHATA. 3a TIX HE MHHAJIOTO, a
HACTOSAIICTO € UyXJa CTPaHA, MUHAJIOTO UM € POJUHA.
EnuHCTBEHOTO, KOETO MOXEM JIa HAIIPABUM B TAK'BB CIYUaH, €
Jla Ch3J1aJIeM ITPOCTPAHCTBO B CUHXPOH C TAXHOTO BBTPEIIHO
Bpeme. Axo BpTpe B MeH e 1965-a, xasBame ['aycTun, xoraro
6sx Ha 20 m xuBeex mox HaeM Ha enuH TaBaH B [lapmx,
B Kpakos mimu 3an Codurickus yHHBEpPCUTET, HEKA U BBH,
[IOHE B paMKuTe Ha exHa crasd, obae 1965-a. Jlokosko Tosa
e JieueOHO, 1aJIi Bb3CTAHOBABA HEeBPOHU, kor 3Hae. Ho resu
XOpa IoJIyuaBaT IIPaBO Ha IIACTHE, HA CIIOMEH 3a INACTHE,
ako TpsabBa ma cme Tounu. lIpemmosarame, ue crioMeHBT
3a mACTHE ¢ MACTJIMB CrioMcH, ama 3HaeM Jin. 1le Buppmi,
npoJbipkaBanie I'aycTus, xak 3amo BaT Jja paskaspar, Ja CH
CIIOMHAT, a HAKOU OT TAX HE Ca IPOroBapsm ot Mecenu. ,,0,
IOMHA J00pe TO3Hu abaxyp, BK'BIIKM TOM BHUCEIIE B FOCTHATA,
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rocje Opar MM ro CYym# C eJHa Tomka, mocie... Orkbie
nMmare Hamus jgusal... He Tpsabsame yim na crou ero Tyk,
MaJIKO I10-011M30 11O cTeHaTa?

[..]
12

N raka, ¢ l'aycruH HampaBuxMme obpBaTa KJIMHUKA
3a MHHaI0. BebumjHOCT HampaBu A TOHM, a3 0sAX caMmo
[IOMOIIHUKBT, ChOupausT Ha MuHao. He Geme siecno. He
MOXEII TPOCTO Ja KaXeIl Ha HAKOI'O, €TO TOBA € TBOETO
muHaI0 or 1965-a. Tpsabsa ma sHaeur ncropuure My, a ako
BEUE HE MOXCII JA I'M IOJIyudil, TPsAOBa IAa T'M CHUMHMIIL.
Jla smaem Bcuuko 3a Tasm rommHa. Kom mnpuueckm ca
6w Ha MOJA, KOJKO 3a0CTPCHU ca OWIIM HOCOBETE Ha
00OYBKHTE, KAK CA MHUPHIIECJN CAIYHUTE, II'bJICH KATAJIOI HA
mupusmure. JIbxmosHa s e 6uiia IposeTTa, KakBU ca OuIn
remrneparypure npes asrycr. Koe e Omino Ham-ciymaHoTo
napue B kxnacanuure. Han-paxuure ncropuu oT roguHaTa,
HE IIPOCTO HOBHHHTE, A CJIyXOBETE, I'PAICKUTE JIEICHIU.
Hemara ce ycnoxsaBaxa ciopeJi ToBa KakKBO MUHAJIO HCKaAII
Ja tv ce jocrasu. Jlamm TBOETO M3TOUHO MUHAJIO, AKO CH OT
nsrouHara yact Ha Crenara. M manporus, ako cu oTTaMm,
MCKAII J1a U3KUBECII ThKMO OHOBA MHHAJIO, KOETO TH € OHUIJIO
orkasano. Jla mpesgmem ¢ uyxJjo MuHaIO kaTo ¢ OaHAHH,
KOUTO CU CBHYBAJI ISJI KUBOT.

Munanoro He € camMO TOBa, KOETO THU CE€ € CIYUHIIO.
ITonsaxora e 0HOBA, KOETO CAMO CH CHUMHABAI.

13

Nmame rtaxess ciayuann ¢ Mupua or Typry Mwsrypere.
ITomuenie camo oHOBa, KoeTo He My ce e cayumto. Humo
OT colja 1 OauKaHETO B 3aBOJA, OT OE3KPAMHHUTE CHOPaHWS,
H6aHKeTH, MAHUPECTALMY U XJIAJHU XaJIeTa, OEIIe ro U3TPHUII
ome Jgokaro riaBara My paborena. Koraro samounaso
OTIPA3BAHETO HA ITAMETTA, OCTAHAJIN CAMO HEIIATa, 32 KOUTO €
HureHyBaJI (TOBA € Jymara, HsaMa Kak) kato miag. Ome Torasa
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3HaeJI BCHUKO 3a Amepuka, 151 My Omia Ha gymara. Kassame,
ue BHMHAIM C€ € UyBCTBaI amepukasen. Vman mnpusre,
KOUTO HaBpeMmeTo usbsran B Hio I;IOpK U OT BpEME Ha BpeMe
YCIABAINA JA PAasMEHAT 10 Hskoe mucMmo. OHs, mpusresr,
caMo ce OILIAKBaJI, TYK Taka, TyK oHaka... Hakpas Mupua e
U3gbPXaI U My Hanucasr: Ade, TUBaHe, MO CTOUII TaM CAMO
na xabum ciydas... Bpoman ce ma ce cmensme. Cpunbara
orIycHasa ejHa Oporika KbeMer 3a uenus 1ypry Merypeie
u Oam Ha Tebe J1a TH ce MmajgHe, MPBHKAJIO TAKOBA.

Cunbsr My 1o Gewre moOBesI B KJIMHHKATA COUH CJemobe.
Ta tosu Mupua ce uyBcTBame kaTo y JIOMa CH TYK Cpej
IJIOUNTE, IUBAHUTE, CTOJIOBETE, IJIAKATUTE HA TOBA MHHAJIO,
KOeTO peasiHo He Here Herooro. CrIOMHSIIE CHU IO B ICTANIH
3a CMETKA HAa MUHAJIOTO, KOETO My OelIe OTPEJICHO OT ChadaTa
B Typry Mbrypesre. OnoBa, koeTo He My ce OelIe CJIyduo,
CBUMHEHOTO, OCTABAIIE [TO-JBJI0 B [IAMETTA MY, OTKOJIKOTO
ciryuninoro ce. Ilpogbmkasame Jja BEPBHU MO YJIUIU, KOUTO
3HACIIC CAMO OT KHUTM U (UIMH, IA KUCHE IO KBCHO U3
kiaybosere Ha I'punnu Brmipk, na paskassa ¢ mopobHOCTH
3a on3u KoHuepT Ha Carimbl u I'apdbuKbi npes 1981-a Ha
orkpuro B Cenrpsi Ilapk, xbIeTo HUKOrA HE € CTBIIBA, UK
JIa CH [IPUIIOMHS )XEHUTE, C KOUTO TAKa U HE € OnJI.

beme Gsuta BpaHa m Tyk, B KJIMHHKATA, KAKTO € OMJI
HaBPEMETO B PYMBHCKOTO CH IPaJIue.

Beuuxku coryumiin ce mcropum cu mpHiMyar, BCSIKA
HECJIyUHJIa CE UCTOPUSA € HECJIYUNJIA CE IIOCBOEMY.

14

beme nneannara pabora 3a MeH. B kpanna cmeTka BUHaru
CBM IIPABHJI TOBA — (QIaHUPAX U3 MACAXUTE HAa MUHAJIOTO.
(Tamro or I'aycTun 6ux MOIBJI J1a KaXa, Y€ CbM I'O U3MUCJIHIL
TBHKMO 32 JJa MH HM3MHCJIM TOBa 3aHuMMaHue.) Moxex ma
IBTYBAM, Ja CE PasXOXJaM yxX O€3IeJIHO, Jja 3alucBaM H
Han-JIpebHUTE Hewa, kakso noseue. Jla cebupam runsure ot
1942-pa nin na BUIA KAaKBO € OCTAHAJIO OT U3THPOYIICHATA,
HO BCE Taka BaxKHa 3a Bcuuku 1968-a. Munasnure BpemeHa ca
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JICTJINBY, U3BETPSBAT JICCHO KATO OTBOPEHO LIHIIE ITapPioMm,
HO KO MMAIIl HOC, BUHATH MOXEIII 1A YJIOBHII MAJIKO OT JIbXa
nM. Mmam HOoC 3a MuHAJIOTO, Ka3a BeJHBX l'aycTuH, HOC 3a
IPyru BpeMeHa, me Mu TpsabBa. Taka opunmanHo craHax
HEIIIO KATO TPamep Ha MUHAJIOTO.

C romuuure pasdpax, ye TO C€ KpUE HaHU-BeUye HA JBE
MecTa — B ciienobe e (B HAUMHA, IT0 KOUTO A 12 CBETJIMHATA
cienoben) u B Mupusmure. ['am 3ayarax kamaHATe CH.

Tosa, xoero cpM 3amucin, He € WOy, kasBame ['aycTun,
BBB Bceku cayuan He e ,,[lloyro na Tpyman®, nuro , I'yn6an,
Jlenun®, auro ,,3aBprmane B Opuemero’... (Hakbae Herosu
Kputunu ce 6s1xa onuranu na npodyrar u Tesu Bepcun.) He
€ OIIACAHO C KAMEPH, HE CEC HU3JIBUBA, BCHIUIHOCT LIOY HIMA,
HUTO M€ MHTEPECYBA Ja MOJIbPXaM HIIO3UATA HA HAKOTO,
ue COLIbT MPOJIBJDKABA, HAMA U MamInHA Ha Bpemero. Taka
WJIM MHAUE HsAMA JPyra MAlIMHA HA BPEMETO OCBEH YOBEKA.

Benawx, obukananku bpykinH, yceTux 3a mbpBu IIbT C
TaKaBa SICHOTA, Ue CBETJIMHATA HIBA OT JPYro Bpeme. Moxex
JIa s Ompemess C TOUHOCT, cBeTymHA OoT 80-Te, HAKBIE OT
HAYaJIOTO Ha JECEeTUJIETUETO, MUCIA, ue or 1982-pa, kbcHO
siaro. CBeTIMHA KaTO Ha CHUMKA OT [TOJIapon, 6e3 sIpKoCT,
MeKa, JIEKO n30jieqHABaIIA.

Mumnasoro ce yrasisa B cienobeiure, TaM BDEMETO BAJIAMO
ce 3a0aBs1, YCIIHBA CE I10 BIVIATE, IPUMIDKABA KATO KOTKA CPELy
CBETJIMHATA, UBALLA [TPe3 ThHKUTE opy. Bunaru e ciemode,
KOraTO CH CIIOMHSIME HEIIO, MIX TIOHE IIPHU MEH ¢ Taka. Beuuko
e B cBewIMHATa. 3HaM oOT ¢ororpadu, ue cienodemHara
CBeTJIMHA € Hau-nojxojsima 3a excrosuius. CyrpemHara e
ome miaana, ocrpa. Cirenobeaara e crapa CBeTJIMHA, YMOPEHA
u 6aBHA. VICTUHCKUAT XHUBOT HA CBETA U HA UOBE-KA MOXE Ia CE
OTIHIIIE ITPE3 HKOJIKO CJIeo0ea, Ipes CBETJIMHATA Ha HAKOJIKO
cnenobeia, KOUTO ca CIIeIo0eUuTe Ha CBEeTA.

Jamox cu cpmo cmerka, ue HiMAIIe Ja pPasno3Has
Tasu ceemHa OT 1982-pa, axo He Oemie CHHXpOHHATA €
osiBa C eJiHa 0COOEHA MUPHU3Ma, KOATO HIBALIE OT CHIJOTO
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IECETUJIETHE W OT HETCTBOTO MHM. Mwucia, ue pmsanara Hu
IaMeT 3a MUPHU3MH KJIBA OT JETCTBOTO, TaM € CKJIAJIHUPAHA,
B TO3HM y4aCcThK Ha MO3BKA, KOUTO OTTrOBaps 3a HaWPAHHUTE
cmomeHHu. beme octpuar mbpx Ha acdayr, HA PpasTONEHA
OT CJI'BHLETO CMOJIA, MA3HUAT, Jld, MA3eH, JbX HAa HadTa.
Bpyxiina mu ro npeprararre, Moxe Ou OpaIy Xerara, MOXe
6u HAKB e HAOIN30 MOMPaBsAXxa HACTUIKATA, MOXE OU mopagu
BIIM3KIS CTPOEK KK TOJIEMUTE KAMUOHH, KOUTO KPBCTOCBAXA
kBaprana. Mowm mopamm Bcmuko ToBa, B3ero 3aenHo. (Ile
n00aBs TyK M MUPH3MaTa HA MPOMMTA C MACIO aMbaIaxHa
XapPTH OKOJIO KOJIEJIOTO ,,6a/IKaHye ‘, KOeTO HALIUTE JJOHECOXa
enHa Beuep 3a MeH. Muprsma Ha HeTHPIEHHE, HA HOBO, HA
CKJIaJ, ¥ MAarasuH, paJoCTHA MUPU3MA. )

Cbe cBeTIMHATA MOXEII JIa HAMIPABHUII HAKAKBB KAJIBK
OmUT Ja s chxpaHu, na 8 caumam. Man xaro Mone — na
pUcCyBall €JHA KaTejpajia B PA3JIMUHM YaCcOBE Ha JICHA.
Ton e smaen xakBo mpasu, kKaregpajsara € camo (OKyc,
KamaH 3a yiassiHe Ha Jrpunte. Ho ¢ Mupusmure juncsa u
TO3M M3MAMCH OITUT, HsIMa JICHTA, 3AMKCBAII0 YCTPOUCTBO,
HUKAK'bB M300PETECH ypeJ| B TCUCHHUE HA XUJIAJ0JICTHS, K'bIC
€ CIIaJI0O YOBEUECTBOTO!

He e ym yuynsamo HancTuHA, ue HsiIMa 3aIIaMETSBALIO
yCTPOMICTBO 3a MupusmMu? BebmpocT mMma  enHO, €IHO-
-€JIMHCTBEHO, OTIPEIM TEXHOJIOTMHTEe, AHAJOrOBO, HaM-
-craporo. Esuxsr, pasoupa ce. Hamame npyro sacera, sarosa
ce Hajara Jja yJaBsAM MHAPHU3MH C JyMH U Jia TW [IPUOABSIM B
nopenuua Te¢rep. IlomHMM camo Tasum MupusMa, KOATO cMe
OMMCAJIN WM CPABHUIN. 3a0CJICKUTESIHO €, Y€ BCBHIIHOCT
HsjIMaMe JIOpYM MMEHA 3a mMupusMu. bor mim Anam He ca cu
ceppmmm Jokpaw paborara. He e xaro mpm nserosere
HAIIPUMEP, KBJECTO HKMEHYBAII UEPBEHO, CHHBO, XXBJITO,
BroJIeTOBO. .. He Hu e mameHo ma Ha30BeM JUPEKTHO MUPU3MATA.
Bunaru npes cpasuenume, BuHaru ommcaresnHo. Mupume Ha
TEMEHYXXKH, Ha [IPETICUCHH (UIITUIKH, HA BOJOPACIIN, HA JIBX]I,
Ha yMpsila KoTka... Ho remenyxkwm, ¢miniiky, Bomopaciu,
IBXJT U YyMpsUIa KOTKa He ca MMeHa Ha mupusmu. Kaxsa
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HecnpaseuBocT. M mon Tasu HEBB3MOXHOCT C€ KpHe
HAKAKBO JIPYTrO 3HAMEHHE, KOETO HUE He Pasbupame. ..

M raka, mpryBax, cbOMpax MUPHU3MU M cCJjenodenu,
KaTaJOIU3UPAX, TPAOBAIIE TOUHO U IUIBTHO OIMHCAHUE KOS
MHpH3Ma KAaKBO BPBINA, KOS BB3PACT HA UOBEKA CBHOYXIa
HAM-CUJIHO, KO€ IECCETUJIETUE MOXEM JIa U3BHUKAME C Hed,
ONMCBAX I'M B ACTAWIM, Ipamax Ha l'aycTuH, B KIMHHUKATA
BUHAIM MOXeXa Jga ObJAT IPUNOTBCHU IMPU HYXJA.
BxintounresnHo mpasexa OMUTH Jja KOHCEPBUPAT MOJICKYJIUTE
oT choTBeTHATa MuUpHU3Ma. Makap ue 3a I'aycTun ToBa Oemre
U3JIMIIHO YCUJIME, MHOTO IIO-JICCHO M ABTCHTHUUHO Oerre ma
nperneden GUIUMAKA WX JA PA3TOMIUII MAJIKO acaT.

15

Koraro orxpux I'ayctun u xinHukara, 64X B HAUAJIOTO
Ha €JIMH POMAH OKOJIO JUCKPETHOTO Uy IOBHUIIE HA MHHAJIOTO,
HEroBaTa M3MaMHA HEBMHHOCT UM KakBO OM CTAaHAJIO, aKo
3aII0YHEM Jia BPBIIAME MHHAJIOTO C TEPAIIEBTHUYHA ILIEJI.
3aHuMaHUATA C KJIMHAKATA W [apajeJHOTO IMHCAHE Ha
Tasy KHUra 0sxa Kato ckaueHu cbuose. [lonsakora rybex
mpexcraBa koe € peayiHo u xoe — He. [lapuera or emnoTo
MHMHABaxa B APYroTo.

Taka wam mHAUE OCHOBHHUAT BBIIPOC U IIPHU JIBETE Oerre
KaK Ce€ IMPaByd MUHAJIO.

Jamu me nomme mHakom karo OH3M, KOWUTO... e ce
CMHJIM HAJ, BKOUAHCHHUTE My UJICHOBE, OJICIOTO JIHIC U
cupsso cbpue, me kaxe ,Jlaszape, cranm®™, m MuUHAIOTO
e BBPHE MOCTEIECHHO I'bXa CH, IIE TPBIHE KPBBTA IOJ,
BOCBHUYHATA KOXA, WICHOBETE MYy IIE C€ PAa3MBPJIAT, VIIUTE
IIe Ce OTIYLIAT U OUUTE IIE CE OTBOPSIT.

WNnu, moxkaro ro uakame, pasHH JIBXEIPOPOLH,
M3KYyCUTEJM W JIYJU JOKTOPH INE OIHUTBAT C TPyHa Ha
MHHQJIOTO M BCEKH IIBT IIE IIOJIYYABAT UYIOBUIICTO HA
Ppanxenmarns. Moxe jix MUHAJIOTO Jja ObJI€ CHXUBEHO MIIN
CHUICHEHO OTHOBO? A Tpsabsa jm?

N xos1ix0 MUHAJIO BCBIIHOCT MOXE Jia TIOHECE UOBEK?
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Casovno zaklonisce
(odlomek iz romana)

10

Naslednji dan sem bil ze zjutraj na Heliosstrasse, g S. mi
je dal naslov. Stavbo v barvi breskve sem nasel na zahodnem
bregu jezera, loceno od drugih hi§ na hribu. Bila je masivna
in svetla hkrati, imela je $tir1 nadstropja in Se peto, podstres-
no, veliko skupno teraso v drugem nadstropju in manjse bal-
kone v drugih. Vsa okna so gledala proti jugozahodu, kar
je delalo popoldneve neskoncne, vanje so se ugnezdili zadnji
modrikasti odsevi. In svetlo modra lesena stresna polkna so
ustvarjala mehak kontrast bledi breskovi barvi sten.

Spredaj je bil celoten travnik posut s spomincicami, tu
in tam so bujno rasle potonike in nekaj velikih rde¢ih ma-
kov. Drobne spomincice so s svojo modrino izstopale sredi
$vicarsko zelene trave, preprican sem, da obstaja Svicarsko
zelena, presenecen sem, da je $e nihc¢e ni patentiral. Ali je to
Sala, da zasadi$ spomincice pred gerontolosko-psihiatri¢nim
centrom? Povzpel sem se v zadnje nadstropje, kjer je bila
Gaustinova klinika, za katero je g. S. poravnal najem za ne-
kaj let, pozvonil, in vrata mi je odprl sam Gaustin v puliju in
z velikimi okroglimi ocali.

Ali nisi zadnji¢ odsel v New York leta 1939? sem navrgel
ravnodusno. Kdaj st se vrnil?

Po vojni, je mirno odgovoril. In kaj bova naredila zda;j?

Sobe v razlicnih casih. Najpre;j.

Sobe iz preteklosti? Slisati je kot naslov.

Da, sobe iz preteklosti. Ali kliniko za preteklost. Ali mes-
to ... Bos ostal?

Pravkar sem se locil, z idejo, da poskusim ziveti od iz-
misljanja zgodb. Pritegnila so me Sestdeseta, z lahkoto sem
se navdusil nad katerokoli preteklostjo, imel pa sem, seveda,
nekaj najljubsih let. Ni¢ mi ni preprecevalo, da bi ostal nekaj
casa, nekaj mesecev, ne ve¢. (Spomnil sem se Hansa Castor-
pa in njegove namere, da ostane samo tri tedne na Carobni
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gori ...) Gaustin je imel eno od treh stanovanj v zgornjem
nadstropju. Najmanjsa soba pri vhodnih vratih, »soba za
sluzkinjo«, kot jo je imenoval — in najverjetneje so jo upo-
rabljali to¢no za to —, je bila zdaj njegov kabinet. Preostale
tri sobe v stanovanju pa tudi hodniki so bili iz drugega casa.
Odpres vrata in se znajdes neposredno v dvajsetem stole-
tju, sredi Sestdesetih. Predsoba s stojalom za plasce, temno
zelena, umetno usnje z romboidnim vzorcem. Taksno smo
imeli doma. Povedati moram, da sem se sicer res rodil ko-
nec Sestdesetih, toda dobro se jih spominjam, od zacetka do
konca, in so del mojega bolgarskega otrostva, pa ne zaradi
kaksnih misti¢nih razlogov (¢etudi $e vedno verjamem, da se
spomini dedujejo neposredno — spomini tvojih starSev pos-
tanejo tvoji lastni). Razlog, da jih imam v glavi, je povsem
banalen: enostavno so Sestdeseta, kakor tudi vse drugo pri
nas, zamujala in so prisla v Bolgarijo kaksnih deset let po-
zneje. Najverjetneje v sedemdesetih.

Na obesalniku je visel kratek svetlo zelen plas¢ z dvojno
vrsto lesenith gumbov. Spomnim se, kako sem tisto jutro, ko
sem vstopil prvic, pred njim obstal kot pribit. To je bil plasc
moje matere. Kot da se bodo zdaj odprla vrata v dnevno
sobo, tipicno reliefno steklo se bo zalesketalo in ona bo stala
tam — mlada, stara dobrih dvajset let, veliko mlajsa, kot sem
zdaj jaz. In takrat, ko se ti pojavi mati pri dvajsetih, se tudi ti
avtomaticno spremenis v otroka, in v tem trenutku zadrege
in veselja ne ves, ali bi jo objel ali ji samo brezbrizno rekel:
Mama, doma sem, grem v svojo sobo. Vse to je trajalo sekun-
do ... ali minuto.

Dobrodosel v Sestdeseta, je rekel Gaustin in s komaj prikri-
tim nasmeskom gledal mojo okamnelost v predsobi z zacetka
desetletja. Nisem Se zelel izstopiti iz preobrazbe, takoj sem za-
vil k otroski sobi. Dve kotni postelji, pokriti z rumeno dlaka-
vo odejo 1z umetnega materiala (rekli smo mu ledeka, gotovo
vokotno dotikali pri skrinji. Pogledal sem Gaustina, razumel je,
odobravajo¢ prikimal, in vrgel sem se na posteljo, kar tako, v
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suknjicu, cevljih, s svojim petdesetletnim telesom, in pristal v
telesu osemletnika sredi zgeckajocih vlaken odeje ...

[...]

11

Zakaj ravno Svica? sem vpragal Gaustina, medtem ko sva
sedela v dnevni sobi iz Sestdesetih.

Razumi, gre za sentiment do Carobne gore. Poskugal sem
tudi drugje, a tukaj se je nasel nekdo, ki mi je verjel in je v to
vlozil nekaj denarja. Tukaj je dovolj ljudi, ki so pripravljeni
placati za to, da umrejo srecni.

Neverjetno je, kako cinicen je lahko vcasih Gaustin. Os-
taniva pri sentimentu do Carobne gore, sem rekel. Resnica je,
da je bila Svica idealna drzava, sem pomislil, zaradi ni¢elne
casovne stopnje. Brezcasno drzavo je najlaze naseliti z vse-
mi moznimi casi. Njej se je uspelo pretihotapiti — tudi skozi
dvajseto stoletje — brez posebnih brazgotin, ki te sicer vedno
zadrzujejo v dolocenem letu.

Veliko je $e dela, je rekel Gaustin, medtem ko si je ¢istil
stekla okroglih ocal. Tukaj vidis Sestdeseta srednjega razreda,
preteklost je draga in za zdaj si je vsi Se ne morejo privosciti. A
zavedas se, da vsaka preteklost in mladost nista bili tak$ni. Ime-
ti moramo Sestdeseta delavcev, Studentske sobe ... Prav tako
Sestdeseta zivecih v Vzhodni Evropi, nasa Sestdeseta. Nekega
dne, ko bo posel stekel, je nadaljeval Gaustin, bomo naredili
take klinike v razli¢nih drzavah. Preteklost je tudi lokalna za-
deva. Povsod bodo hise iz drugih let, majhne soseske, nekega
dne bomo imeli tudi mesta, morda tudi celotno drzavo prete-
klosti. Za paciente z izginjajocim spominom, alzheimerjem,
demenco, kar hoces. Za vse tiste, ki ze zivijo samo v sedanjosti
svoje preteklosti. In za nas, je koncno rekel po kratkem pre-
moru in izpustil dolg oblak dima. Nikakor ni nakljucje, da je
danes toliksen porast ljudi brez spomina ... Tukaj so, da nam
nekaj povedo. In verjemi mi, nekega dne, zelo kmalu, se bodo
Stevilni zaceli sami spuscati v preteklost, »izgubljati< spomin po
svoji lastni volji. Prihaja c¢as, ko se jith bo vse vec zelelo skriti
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v svojo jamo, vrniti. In to seveda ni ravno lepo. Pripravljena
moramo imeti bombna zaklonis¢a iz preteklosti. Jih pa lahko,
ce zelis, imenujes casovna zaklonisca.

Takrat nisem razumel, kaj ima v mislih. Ker nikoli nisem
bil prepric¢an, kdaj se §ali in ali se res sali.

Po Gaustinu je za nas preteklost minila in celo takrat, ko
vstopamo vanjo, vemo, da so vrata za vrnitev odprta in se
zlahka vrnemo. Za tiste, ki so ostali brez spomina, so ta vrata
zapahnjena za vedno. Zanje ni tuja dezela preteklost, temvec
sedanjost, preteklost je njthova domovina. V takem primeru
lahko naredimo edino to, da ustvarimo prostor, ki je sinhro-
niziran z njihovim notranjim ¢asom. Ce je znotraj mene leto
1965, je dejal Gaustin, ko sem bil star dvajset let in sem Zivel v
najemniskem podstresnem stanovanju v Parizu, Krakovu ali
zadaj za sofijsko univerzo, poskrbimo, da bo tudi zunaj, vsaj
v okviru ene sobe, leto 1965. Ali je to zdravilno, ali obnavlja
nevrone, kdo ve. Toda ti ljudje imajo pravico do srece, do spo-
mina na sreco, ¢e smo natancni. Domnevamo, da je spomin
na sreco srecen spomin, toda kdo ve. Bos videl, je nadaljeval
Gaustin, kako zacnejo pripovedovati, se spominjati, potem ko
nekateri od njith ze mesece niso spregovorili niti besede ...
»0O, dobro se spomnim tega lustra, doma je visel v dnevni
sobi, potem ga je moj brat razbil z zogo, potem ... Kje ste do-
bili nas kav¢ ... Ali ne bi moral stati tukaj, malce blize steni?«

[...]
12

In tako sva z Gaustinom ustanovila prvo kliniko za pre-
teklost. Pravzaprav jo je on, jaz sem bil samo pomocnik,
zbiralec preteklosti. Ni bilo lahko. Ne more§ nekomu kar
tako reci, no, to je tvoja preteklost iz leta 1965. Poznati mo-
ra$ njegove zgodbe, ce pa jih ze ne mores dobiti, si jih mo-
ra$ izmisliti. O tem letu moras vedeti vse. Katere priceske
so bile v modi, kako zasiljene so bile konice cevljev, kako
so disala mila, imeti moras bogat katalog parfumov. Ali je
bila pomlad dezevna, kaksne so bile temperature v avgustu.
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Katera pesem je bila na vrhu lestvic in najbolj poslusana.
Najpomembnejse zgodbe tega leta, ne le novice, temvec
govorice, urbane legende. Stvari so se zapletle glede na to,
kaksno preteklost si zelel zagotoviti. Ali tvojo vzhodnjasko
preteklost, ¢e si z vzhodne strani zelezne zavese. Ali naspro-
tno, ce si od tam in Zeli$ izziveti tocno tisto preteklost, ki t1 je
bila zavrnjena. Da se prenajes tuje preteklosti kakor banan,
o katerih si sanjal vse zivljenje.

Preteklost ni samo tisto, kar se ti je zgodilo. V¢asih je to,
kar si si pravkar izmislil.

13

Tukaj je primer Mircee, rojenega v Turnu Magureleju.
Spomnil se je le tistega, kar se mu ni zgodilo. Nicesar iz soci-
alizma in garanja v tovarni, neskoncnih sej, banketov, mani-
festacij in mrzlih tovarniskih hal, vse to je bilo izbrisano, Se
ko mu je glava delala. Ko se je zacelo praznjenje spomina, je
ostalo samo tisto, po cemer je hrepenel (to je beseda, ni dru-
ge) kot mladeni¢. Ze takrat je vedel vse o Ameriki, bila mu je
pri srcu. Rekel je, da se od vedno pocuti kot American. Imel
je prijatelja, ki je pravocasno pobegnil v New York, in vsake
toliko jima je uspelo izmenjati kaksno pismo. Tisti prijatel; je
samo tarnal, tukaj je tako, tukaj je drugace ... Na koncu Mir-
cea ni ve¢ zdrzal in mu je napisal: Daj no, ti bedak, si res tam
samo zato, da zapravis§ priloznost ... Vrni se, da se zamenja-
va. Usoda je celemu Turnu Magureleju namenila eno samo
srecno priloznost in ravno ti, nergac, si jo dobil.

Sin ga je pripeljal na kliniko nekega popoldneva. In ta
Mircea se je tukaj pocutil kot doma sredi ploscic, kavcey,
stolov in plakatov iz preteklosti, ki v resnici ni bila njegova.
Spomnil se je je do najmanjse podrobnosti, na racun tistega,
kar mu je bila odredila usoda v Turnu Magureleju. Tisto, kar
se mu ni bilo zgodilo, je ostalo dlje v njegovem spominu kakor
tisto, kar se mu je bilo pripetilo. Sprehajal se je po ulicah, ki
jih je poznal samo iz knjig in filmov, do zgodnjih ur je osta-
jal v klubih Greenwich Villagea, podrobno je pripovedoval o
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tistem koncertu Simona & Garfunkla leta 1981, ki je bil na
prostem v Centralnem parku, kamor ni Se nikoli stopil, ali se
spominjal zensk, s katerimi $e nikoli ni bil.

Tudi tukaj na kliniki je bil bela vrana, kot je bil neko¢ v
svojem romunskem mestecu.

Vse zgodbe, ki so se zgodile, so st podobne, vsaka zgodba,
ki se ni zgodila, pa se ni zgodila na svoj nacin.

14

Zame je bilo to idealno delo. Navsezadnje sem to vedno
pocel — se potikal po pasazah preteklosti. (Po tiho, skrivoma,
da me Gaustin ne bi slisal, bi lahko rekel, da sem si ga 1izmuislil
prav zato, da on zame izumi to delo.) Lahko sem potoval, se
na videz povsem brezciljno sprehajal, si zapisoval tudi naj-
manjse podrobnosti — kaj bi si $e lahko Zelel? Da zbiram tulce
nabojev iz leta 1942 ali da vidim, kaj je ostalo od razsutega, a
$e vedno pomembnega leta 1968. Minuli ¢asi so nestanovitni,
zlahka izhlapijo kot odprta steklenicka parfuma, a ¢e imas
nos, lahko vedno zazna$ nekaj njegove esence. Imas nos za
preteklost, je neko¢ dejal Gaustin, nos za druge case, potrebu-
jem ga. Tako sem uradno postal lovec na preteklost.

Z leti sem spoznal, da se ve¢inoma skriva na dveh mes-
tth — v popoldnevih (v nacinu, kako popoldne pada svetloba)
in v vonjavah. In tam sem postavil svoje pasti.

To, kar sem si zamislil, ni noben televizijski Sov, je dejal
Gaustin, v vsakem primeru ni Zrumanov sov, tudi ne <bogom,
Lenin! ali Nazaj v prihodnost ... (Nekje so njegovi kritiki po-
skusali spraviti skozi tudi te verzije.) Ni opremljeno s kamera-
mi, ne prenasa se, dejansko Sova ni, prav tako ne zelim podpi-
rati kaksnih iluzij, da se socializem nadaljuje, in tudi ni ¢asovni
stroj. Sploh pa ni drugega ¢asovnega stroja razen cloveka.

Nekega dne, ko sem pohajkoval po Brooklynu, sem prvi¢
z absolutno jasnostjo ugotovil, da svetloba prihaja iz drugega
casa. Lahko jo natan¢no definiram, svetloba je iz osemde-
setth, nekje z zacetka desetletja, mislim, da iz leta 1982, iz
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poznega poletja. Svetloba kot na polaroidni fotografiji, brez
sijaja, mehka, rahlo pojemajoca.

Preteklost se useda v popoldneve, tam se ¢as vidno upo-
casni, dremlje po vogalih, mezika kot macka pred soncnimi
zarki, ki prihajajo skozi tanke zavese. Vedno je popoldan, ko
se Cesa spominjamo, vsaj pri meni je tako. Vse je odvisno
od svetlobe. Od fotografov vem, da je popoldanska svetlo-
ba najprimernejsa za ekspozicijo. Jutranja je Se mlada, ostra.
Popoldanska je stara svetloba, utrujena in pocasna. Resni¢no
zivljenje sveta in ¢loveka se lahko opise skozi nekaj popoldne-
vov, skozi svetlobo nekaj popoldnevov, ki so popoldnevi sveta.

Prav tako sem ugotovil, da te svetlobe iz leta 1982 ne bi
prepoznal, ¢e se ne bi pojavila usklajeno s posebnim vonjem
iz 1stega desetletja in iz mojega otrostva. Menim, da nas ce-
lotni spomin na vonje izhaja iz otrostva, tam je uskladiscen,
v tistem predelu mozganov, ki je odgovoren za najzgodnejse
spomine. Bil je to oster vonj po asfaltu, po smoli, raztopljeni
na soncu, po oljnatem, da, po oljnatem vonju nafte. Brooklyn
mi ga je ponudil, morda zaradi vroc¢ine, morda so kje v bli-
zini popravljali cestisce, morda zaradi bliznjega gradbisca ali
ogromnih tovornjakov, ki so vozili po soseski. Ali zaradi vsega
tega skupaj. (K temu bi dodal $e vonj po kartonski embalazi,
prepojeni z oljem, v kateri je bilo kolo Balkance, ki so mi ga
nekega vecera prinesli starsi. Vonj po neucakanosti, po no-
vem, po skladis¢u in trgovini, vonj po veselju.)

Obupano lahko poskusas ohraniti svetlobo, jo fotografira-
ti. Ali kot Monet — da slikas$ isto katedralo ob razli¢nih urah
dneva. On je vedel, kaj poc¢ne, katedrala je bila samo zvijaca,
past za ulov zarkov svetlobe. Pri vonjavah pa tega varljivega
eksperimenta ni, ni filmskega traku ali snemalne naprave, ki
bi lahko zadrzala vonjave, skozi tisocletja ni bilo izumljeno
nobeno taksno orodje, kako je ¢lovestvo spalo!

All ni res neverjetno, da ni pomnilnega medija za vonja-
ve? Pravzaprav je eden, edinstven, obstajal je Se pred teh-
nologijo, analogen, najstarejsi. Jezik, seveda. Za zdaj ni na
voljo ni¢ drugega, zato moram vonjave loviti z besedami in

49



jith drugo za drugo dodajati v beleznico. Zapomnimo si samo
tiste vonjave, ki smo jih opisali ali primerjali. Presenetljivo je
tudi, da za vonjave dejansko e imen nimamo. Bog ali Adam
nista povsem dokoncala svojega dela. Ni tako kot pri barvah,
na primer, kjer reces rdeca, modra, rumena, vijolicasta ...
Ni nam dano, da bi vonjave imenovali neposredno. Vedno
s primerjavo, vedno opisno. Dis1 po vijolicah, po popecenih
rezinah kruha, po algah, po dezju, po mrtvi macki ... Toda
vijolice, popecene rezine kruha, alge, dez, mrtva macka niso
imena vonjav. Kaksna krivica! Ali pa se pod to nezmoznostjo
skriva kaksen drug smisel, ki ga mi ne razumemo ...

In tako sem potoval, zbiral vonjave in popoldneve, jih ka-
talogiziral, potreben je bil natancen in popoln opis, na kaj te
spominja posamezna vonjava, katero starost cloveka najsil-
neje vzbudi, katero desetletje lahko priklicimo z njo, opisoval
sem jih do najmanjse podrobnosti, posiljal Gaustinu, da so
jih na kliniki lahko pripravili in uporabili. Poskusali so tudi
shraniti molekule posameznih vonjav. Je pa bil to Gaustinov
nepotrebni trud, veliko laze in pristneje je popeci rezino kru-
ha ali raztopiti nekaj asfalta.

15

Ko sem odkril Gaustina in kliniko, sem pravkar zacel pisa-
ti roman o tisti diskretni posasti preteklosti, o njeni zavajajoci
nedolznosti in o tem, kaj b1 se zgodilo, ¢e b1 zaceli vracat
preteklost v terapevtske namene. Delo na kliniki in soc¢asno
pisanje te knjige sta bila kot vezni posodi. Vcasih sem izgubil
obcutek za to, kaj je res in kaj ni. Delci enega so prehajali v
drugega.

V vsakem primeru je bilo temeljno vprasanje pri obeh,
kako konstruirati preteklost.

Kdo ve, ali bo nekega dne prisel nekdo, kot je On, ki ... se
bo usmilil njegovih omrtvelih udov, bledega lica in zastalega
srca ter bo rekel: »Lazar, pridi ven,« in preteklost bo posto-
poma spet zadihala, kri bo stekla pod vosceno kozo, usesa se
bodo odmasila in oci se bodo odprle.
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Ali pa bodo, dokler ¢akamo Nanj, razni lazni preroki,
skusnjavei in nori zdravniki delali s truplom preteklosti, in
vsaki¢ bodo dobili frankensteinovsko posast. Ali je preteklost
mogoce ozivitl ali na novo sestaviti? In ali je to potrebno?

In koliko preteklosti lahko clovek pravzaprav prenese?

Prevedel Borut Omerzel

Roman Casovno zaklonisée je izsel pri zalozbi Beletrina (2022).



Time Shelter
(excerpt from the novel)

10

The next day I was at Heliosstrasse first thing in the
morning, Mr. S had given me the address. I found the apri-
cot-colored building on the western shore of the lake, sepa-
rated from the other houses on the hill. It was massive yet
light at the same time, four stories with a fifth attic floor,
a large shared terrace on the second level and smaller bal-
conies on the other floors. All the windows looked to the
southwest, which made the afternoons endless and the day’s
final bluish glimmers nested in them until the very last mo-
ment, while the light-blue wooden shutters contrasted softly
with the pale apricot of the facade.

The whole meadow out front was dotted with forget-me-
nots, here and there peonies and some big red poppies erupt-
ed. But the petite forget-me-nots shone blue amidst the Swiss
green of the grass — I am sure that Swiss green exists, I can’t
believe someone hasn’t patented it yet. Was it some sort of
joke, planting forget-me-nots in front of a geriatric psychiat-
ric center? I went up to the top floor where Gaustine’s clinic
was, with several years’ rent paid for in advance by Mr. S. I
rang the doorbell and Gaustine himself in a turtleneck and
big round glasses opened the door.

Weren’t you heading to New York in 1939 last time I saw
you, I said as casually as I could. When did you get back?

After the war, he replied, unruffled.

So what are we going to do now?

Rooms from different times. As a start.

Rooms of the past? It sounds like a title.

Yes, rooms of the past. Or a clinic of the past. Or a city...
Are you in?

I had just gotten divorced, and I had the vague idea that I
could make a living thinking up stories. I had a soft spot for the
’60s. I tumbled easily into any past, but, of course, I did have
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my favorite years. I had no good reason not to stay for a short
while, a month or two at most. (I thought of Hans Castorp and
his intention to stay only three weeks at the Magic Mountain.)

Gaustine occupied one of the three apartments on the top
floor. The smallest space near the front door, “the servant’s
quarters,” as he called it — and it’s highly probable that this is
exactly what it had been used for — was now his office. The
other three rooms of the apartment, including the hallway,
were in another time. You opened the door and fell directly
into the middle of the ’60s. The entryway with the classic
coat-rack-and-bench ensemble, dark green, made of fake
leather with brass studs. We had one like it at home. I should
say that although I was born at the tail end of the ’60s, I
remember them clearly, from beginning to end, and they are
part of my Bulgarian childhood, not because of any mysti-
cal reasons (although I continue to believe that memories are
passed down directly from parent to child — your parents’
memories become your own). The reason I have them in my
head 1s actually quite trivial: the 1960s, just like everything
in Bulgaria, were simply delayed and arrived ten or so years
later. Most likely during the 1970s.

A light-green coat with two rows of wooden buttons was
hanging from the coat rack. I remember that when I stepped
in for the first ime that morning, I froze when I saw it. That
was my mother’s coat. It was as if’ any second she would open
the living room door, the typical beveled glass would glint,
and she would be standing there: young, twenty-something,
much younger than I am now. Although when your mother
appears at 20, you automatically turn into a child and at that
moment of awkwardness and joy you wonder whether to hug
her or simply to casually call out: hey mom, I’'m home, I'm
going to my room. All this lasted only a second... or a minute.

Welcome to the 60s, Gaustine smiled, observing my shock
in the entryway to the decade with a furtive smirk. I didn’t
want to leave this transfiguration just yet and immediately
turned towards the kids’ room. Two twin beds in the corners,
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each covered by a yellow shag comforter made of some fake
fiber (we called it ledeka back then, it must’ve been an abbrevi-
ation) with a brown chest between them, the two beds meeting
perpendicularly at the chest. I glanced at Gaustine, he under-
stood and nodded, and I threw myself down on the bed, just as
I was, in my jacket, shoes, and 50-year-old body, and landed in
my eight-year-old body amidst the tickling fringe of the com-
forter...

[...]

11

Why here exactly, why Switzerland? I asked Gaustine, as
we sat down in the living room of the *60s.

Let’s just say it’s due to a fondness for 7%e Magic Moun-
tain. 1 tried other places as well, but here I could find people
to buy my idea and invest money. There are enough people
here ready to pay to die happy.

It’s astonishing how cynical Gaustine can be at times.

Let’s just stick with the fondness for 7#4e Magic Moun-
tain, Isaid. (The truth is, Switzerland is the ideal country due
to its “time degree zero.” A country without time can most
easily be inhabited by all possible eras. It has managed to slip
through — even during the 20" century — without the ident-
fying marks that keep you in a certain era.)

There’s alot of work yet to be done, Gaustine said, wiping
the lenses of his round glasses. Here you see a middle-class
’60s, the past 1s pricey and not everyone can afford it. But you
do realize that not every past and not every youth was like
this. We need to have a 1960s for workers, student dorms....
As well as the *60s for those who lived in Eastern Europe, our
1960s. One day, when this business really takes off, Gaustine
continued, we’ll create these clinics or sanatoriums in various
countries. The past 1s also a local thing. There’ll be hous-
es from various years everywhere, little neighborhoods, one
day we’ll even have small cities, maybe even a whole country.
For patients with failing memories, Alzheimer’s, dementia,
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whatever you want to call it. For all of those who already
are living solely in the present of their past. And for us, he
said finally after a short pause, letting out a long stream of
smoke. This sudden groundswell of people who have lost
their memories today i1s no coincidence... They are here
to tell us something. And believe me, one day, very soon,
the majority of people will start returning to the past of
their own accord, they’ll start “losing” their memories will-
ing. The time is coming when more and more people will
want to hide in the cave of the past, to turn back. And not
for happy reasons, by the way. We need to be ready with the
bomb shelter of the past. Call it the time shelter, if you will.

Back then I didn’t understand what he meant. Just as I
was never sure whether he was joking or whether he joked
around at all.

According to Gaustine, for us, the past is the past, and even
when we step into it, we know that the exit to the present is
open, we can come back with ease. For those who have lost
their memories, this door has slammed shut once and for all.
For them, the present is a foreign country, while the past is their
homeland. The only thing we can do is to create a space that
is in synch with their internal time. If it’s 1965 in your head,
Gaustine said, the year when you were 20 and you lived in a
rented attic in Paris, Krakow, or behind Sofia University, then
let the outside world, at least in the confines of a single room,
be 1965, too. I don’t know how therapeutic that is, who knows
whether it will help regenerate neural synapses. But it gives
these people the right to happiness, to a memory of happiness,
to be more precise. We assume that the memory of happiness
is a happy memory, but who knows? You’ll see, Gaustine went
on, how they’ll start telling stories, remembering things, even
though some of them haven’t said a word in months. “Oh, I
remember that lamp perfectly, it was in the parlor at home,
then my brother broke it with a ball, then... How did you get
our sofa... shouldn’t it be right here, a bit closer to the wall?”

[...]
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12

And so, Gaustine and I created our first clinic for the
past. Actually, he created it, I was only his assistant, a col-
lector of the past. It wasn’t easy. You can’t just tell some-
body: OK, here’s your past from 1965. You have to know
its stories, or if you have no way of getting them anymore,
then you have to make them up. To know everything about
that year. Which hairstyles were fashionable, how pointy the
shoes were, how the soap smelled, a complete catalogue of
scents. Whether the spring was rainy, what the temperatures
were in August. What the number one hit song was. The
most important stories of the year, not just the news, but the
rumors, the urban legends. Things got more complicated,
depending on which past you wanted delivered to you. Did
you want your eastern past, if you were from the eastern
side of the wall? Or on the contrary, did you want to live out
precisely that past which had been denied to you? To gorge
yourself on the past as if on the bananas you had dreamed
about your whole life?

The past is not just that which happened to you. Some-
times it 1s that which you just imagined.

13

Such was the case with Mircea from Turnu Magurele.
He only remembered what Aadn’t happened to him. He re-
membered nothing of socialism or his job at the factory, the
endless party meetings, banquets, parades, and chilly ware-
houses — he had already erased all that while his mind was
still working. When the emptying of his memory began, only
the things he had yearned for (that’s the right word, no two
ways about it) as a young man remained. Even back then he
had known everything about America, it was in his heart and
soul. He said he had always felt like an American. He had a
friend who back in the day had managed to escape to New
York and they wrote to each other from time to time. The
other guy, the friend, was always complaining, here they do
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this, here they do that... Finally Mircea couldn’t contain him-
self and wrote to him: Hey jackass, so why do you keep sit-
ting there wasting this chance... Come back and let’s switch
places. Fate granted one share of good luck to the whole of
Turnu Magurele and it fell to you of all people, you friggin’
whiner.

His son had brought him to the clinic one afternoon.
And our Mircea felt right at home here amidst those re-
cords, sofas, tables and posters of that past which hadn’t
actually been his. He remembered all these things in detail,
at the expense of the real past that fate had allotted to him
in Turnu Magurele under socialism. That which had not
happened to him, which he had imagined, remained in his
memory longer than what had happened. He continued to
walk down streets that he knew only from books and films,
to hang around all night in the clubs of Greenwich Village,
to recount in great detail that open-air concert by Simon &
Garfunkel in 1981 in Central Park, where he had never set
foot, and to remember women he had never been with.

He was a strange bird both here at the clinic and back in
his little Romanian hometown.

Happened stories are all alike, every unhappened story is
unhappened in its own way.

14

It was the perfect job for me. When it comes down to
it, that’s what I've always done — I've roamed like a flaneur
through the arcades of the past. (Out of Gaustine’s earshot, I
could say that I invented him so that he could invent this job
for me.) It allowed me to travel, to wander around ostensibly
aimlessly, to write down even the most trivial of things — what
more could I want? To gather up the bullet casings from 1942
or to see what is left of that dilapidated yet still important
1968. Past eras are volatile, they evaporate with ease like an
open bottle of perfume, but if you have the nose for it, you
can always catch a whiff of their fragrance. You have a nose
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for other times, that’s what Gaustine said once, a nose for
other times, that’ll come in handy for me. And so I officially
became something of a trapper of the past.

Over the years, I've realized that it tends to hide above all
in two place — in afternoons (in the way the light falls) and in
scents. That’s where I laid my traps.

What I've come up with isn’t a show, Gaustine would al-
ways say, in any case it isn’t “The Truman Show,” nor is it
“Goodbye, Lenin,” nor “Back to the Future.” (Somewhere
his critics had tried to slap these labels on him.) It’s not re-
corded on video, it isn’t broadcast, in fact, there’s no show at
all. ’'m not interested in maintaining somebody’s illusion that
socialism continues to exist, nor is there any time machine.
There is no time machine except the human being.

Once (not so long ago), as I was wandering around Brook-
lyn, I sensed for the first time with such clarity that the light
was coming from another time. I could define it quite pre-
cisely, the light of the ’80s, sometime from the beginning of
the decade, I think it was from 1982, late summer. Light as
if from a Polaroid picture, lacking brightness, soft, making
everything look slightly faded.

The past settles into afternoons, that’s where time visi-
bly slows down, it dozes off in the corners, blinking like a
cat looking through thin blinds. It’s always afternoon when
you remember something, at least that’s how it is for me.
Everything is in the light. I know from photographers that af-
ternoon light is the most suitable of exposures. Morning light
1s too young, too sharp. Afternoon light is old light, tired and
slow. The real life of the world and humanity can be written
in several afternoons, in the light of several afternoons, which
are the afternoons of the world.

I'also realized that I wouldn’t have recognized that light from
1982 if not for its synchronous appearance with a particular
smell, which came from the same decade from my childhood.
I think our whole memory for scents comes from childhood, it
is stored there, in that portion of the brain responsible for our
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earliest memories. It was the sharp scent of asphalt, of tar
melted by the sun, the greasy, yes, greasy smell of petroleum.
Brooklyn offered me this scent, perhaps because of the heat,
perhaps they were fixing the road somewhere nearby, perhaps
because of the big trucks that crisscrossed the neighborhood.
Or perhaps because of all of that taken together. (I will add
here as well the scent of oil-soaked brown wrapping paper
around the Balkanche bike that my parents brought home one
evening for me. The scent of impatience, of newness, of ware-
houses and stores, a joyful scent.)

With light, you can make some pathetic attempt to pre-
serve 1t, to take a picture of it. Or like Monet you can paint a
cathedral in various hours of the day. He knew what he was
doing — the cathedral was only a ruse, a trap for capturing the
rays of light. But with smells, no such tricks are available to
us, there 1s no film or recording device, no such instrument
has been invented over the long millennia, how could hu-
manity have overlooked this?

Isn’t it truly astonishing that there is no recording device
for scents? Actually, there is one, a single solitary one that
predates technology, analogue, the oldest of them all. Lan-
guage, of course. For now, there is nothing else, thus I am
forced to capture scents with words and to add them to yet
another notebook. We remember only those scents that we
have described or compared. The remarkable thing is that we
don’t even have names for smells. God or Adam didn’t quite
finish the job. It’s not like colors, for example, where you’ve
got names like red, blue, yellow, violet.... We are not meant to
name scents directly. Rather, it’s always through comparison,
always descriptive. It smells like violets, like toast, like sea-
weed, like rain, like a dead cat... But violets, toast, seaweed,
rain and a dead cat are not the names of scents. How unfair.
Or perhaps beneath this impossibility lurks some other omen,
which we do not understand...

And so I traveled around, gathering up scents and after-
noons, cataloging them. We needed a precise and exhaustive
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description of which scent brings which memories back, what
age 1t affects most strongly, which decade we could call forth
with it. I described them in detail and sent my findings to
Gaustine. In the clinic, scents could always be recreated when
needed. Although some attempted to preserve the very mole-
cules of a given scent, for Gaustine this was a waste of effort.
It was much simpler and more authentic to toast a piece of
bread or melt a bit of asphalt.

15

When I discovered Gaustine and the clinic, I was just
starting to write a novel about the discreet monster of the
past, its deceptive innocence and so on, and what would hap-
pen if we began bringing back the past with a therapeutic
aim. My work for the clinic and the simultaneous writing of
that book were like interconnected vessels. Sometimes I lost
my sense of what was real and what was not. One flowed into
the other.

In any case, the basic question for both was how the past
is made.

Will someone arrive like He the Messiah? Someone who
will take mercy on the past’s stiff dis-member-ed parts, its pale
face and its stopped heart, and say “Lazarus, come forth!,”
and it will gradually get its breath back, blood will start to
flow beneath the waxy skin, its members will start to move, its
plugged ears will clear up and its eyes will open.

Or, while we’re waiting, various false prophets, tempters
and mad scientists will perform experiments upon its corpse
and every time will end up with Frankenstein’s monster. Can
the past be resurrected or re-member-ed again? Should it be?

And how much past can a person bear?

Translated by Angela Rodel
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Maja Haderlap, avstrijskokorosko-slovenska pesnica, pisa-
teljica, dramaturginja, prevajalka in univerzitetna preda-
vateljica, se je rodila 8. marca 1961 v Zelezni Kapli/Bad
Eisenkappel. Studirala je germanistiko in gledaliske vede
na Univerzi na Dunaju, kjer je tudi doktorirala. Vec let je
bila sourednica slovenske literarne revije Mladje na Koro-
skem. Po gledaliskih asistencah v Ljubljani in Trstu je bila
med letoma 1992 in 2007 vodja dramaturgije v Celovikem
mestnem gledali$¢u/Stadttheater Klagenfurt. Zivi kot svo-
bodna pisateljica v Celovcu.

Materni jezik Maje Haderlap je narec¢je njene domace
Lepene pri Zelezni Kapli, slovenskega knjiznega jezika se je
naucila sele v slovenski gimnaziji v Celovcu. S pesnjenjem
v slovenscini se je pozneje tudi upirala sicer neizogibnemu
odtujevanju od slovenskega jezika. Njena zgodnja poezija je
tako v veliki meri nastajala v slovensé¢ini, prozna dela pa pise
v nemscini. Osrednje mesto v njenem dosedanjem proznem
opusu zavzema roman Angel pozabe, ki pripoveduje druzin-
sko zgodbo treh generacij v kontekstu druge svetovne vojne
in njenih posledic ter mednacionalnih konfliktov na avstrij-
skem Koroskem. Zgodba je pisana z gledisca deklice, rojene
v Sestdesetih letih, potomke dveh generacij, ki sta vojno do-
ziveli na svoji kozi. Pricevanja o vojni pa mocno zaznamuje-
jo tudi njo, njen pogled na svet in okolico, v kateri odrasca.
Travmaticna dozivetja njenih prednikov se vrascajo vanjo
in postanejo njena spominska usedlina. Tudi roman Zenske
v temt je zasnovan kot pripoved o zivljenju treh generacij
zensk, prav tako je umescen v prostor avstrijske Koroske, v
podjunsko okolje, tematizira pa usodo treh generacij, usodo
skupnosti in njenega jezika. Oba romana je v slovenscino
prevedel Stefan Vevar.

Maja Haderlap je v letu 2012 prejela naziv ¢astne ob-
¢anke Zelezne Kaple, zlati ¢astni znak za zasluge za Koro-
ko in castni doktorat Alpsko-jadranske univerze v Celov-
cu. Leta 2015 je za izjemen literarni prispevek k umesé¢anju
manjsinske in identitetne problematike v avstrijski, Sirsi
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nemski govorni in srednjeevropski prostor prejela red za
zasluge Republike Slovenije na civilnem podrocju. Od leta
2016 je clanica Nemske akademije za jezik in poezijo v
Darmstadtu, od leta 2017 pa dopisna c¢lanica SAZU v ra-
zredu za umetnosti.

Izbrane nagrade in priznanja

1983
1989

2004
2011
2011

2011

2012

2013
2014
2015

2015
2018
2019
2021

nagrada sklada zvezne dezele Koroske za literaturo
nagrada Presernovega sklada, za pesnisko zbirko
Bajalice

nagrada Huberta Burde za vzhodnoevropsko liriko
nagrada Ingeborg Bachmann, za roman Angel pozabe
nagrada Bruna Kreiskega za politi¢no knjigo, za
roman Angel pozabe

knjizna nagrada sklada zalozbe Ravensburger, za
roman Angel pozabe

literarna nagrada Rauris salzburske dezelne vlade,
za roman Angel pozabe

Rizzijeva nagrada Slovenske prosvetne zveze
literarna nagrada mira

Prix du Premier roman étranger, nagrada za franco-
ski prevod (L°Ange de "oublt) romana Angel pozabe
literarna nagrada Willyja in Helge Verkauf-Verlon
nagrada Maxa Frischa mesta Ziirich

avstrijska drzavna nagrada za umetnost

nagrada Christine Lavant

Izbrana izvirna bibliografija

Poezija
Zalik pesmi. Celovec: Drava » Trst: ZTT, 1983.
Bajalice. Celovec: Drava « Trst: Z'T'T, 1987.

Gedichte / Pesmi / Poems. Celovec: Drava, 1998.
langer transit. Gottingen: Wallstein, 2014.
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Roman

Engel des Vergessens. Gottingen: Wallstein, 2011.
Nachifrauen. Berlin: Suhrkamp, 2023.

Druge objave

Med politiko in kulturo. Slovenska gledaliska dejavnost na
Koroskem, 1946-1976 [disertacija]. Celovec: Drava, 2011.
Das Stadttheater Klagenfurt, 1992—2007. Die Ara Dietmar
PAlegerl. Celovec: Wieser, 2007.

Im langen Atem der Geschichte. Gottingen: Wallstein, 2018.

Maja Haderlap kot prevajalka iz slovenscine v
nemscino

Srecko Kosovel, Decek in sonce / Der Knabe und die Sonne (z
ilustracijami Mojce Cerjak). Cedad: Zadruga Novi Matajur ¢
Celovec: Drava, 1999.

Taja Kramberger, Protitok / Gegenstromung Ottensheim:
Edition Thanhiuser, 2002.

Prevodi del Maje Haderlap v druge jezike
Pesniska zbirka langer transit:

dolgo prehajanje [prev. Stefan Vevar]. Ljubljana: Cankarjeva
zalozba, 2015.

distant transit [prev. Tess Lewis]. Brooklyn: Archipelago
Books, 2022.

Roman Engel des Vergessens:

Angel pozabe [prev. Stefan Vevar]. Maribor: Litera, 2012.
L’angelo dell’oblio [prev. Franco Filice]. Rovereto: Keller edi-
tore, 2014.

L’Ange de loubli [prev. Bernard Banoun]. Pariz: Editions
Métailié, 2015.

Angel of Oblivion [prev. Tess Lewis|. Brooklyn: Archipelago
Books, 2016.
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Andel zapomeéni [prev. Eliska Dubcova]. Praga: Nakladatel-
stvi Havran, 2016.
De engel van het vergeten [prev. Marianne van Reenen].
Amsterdam: Cossee, 2019.
El dngel del olvido [prev. José Anibal Campos]. Madrid: Edi-
torial Periférica, 2019.
Andeo zaborava [prev. Dubravko Torjanac]. Zagreb: Disput,
2019.

Roman je preveden tudi v arabscino (Stockholm: Arabic
Edition Bokforlaget Dar-Al-Muna AB, 2015), v pripravi sta
prevoda v albanscino in baskovscino.

Roman Nachifrauen:

Nachtorouwen [prev. Marianne van Reenen in Elly Schippers].
Amsterdam: Cossee, 2024.

Muygeres en la noche [prev. Jos¢ Anibal Campos]. Madrid:
Editorial Periférica, 2024.

Zenske v temi [prev. Stefan Vevar]. Novo mesto: Goga, 2025.
V pripravi je tudi prevod v anglescino.
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Maja Haderlap, an Austrian-Carinthian-Slovenian poet, wri-
ter, playwright, translator, and university lecturer, was born
on March 8, 1961, in Zelezna Kapla / Bad Eisenkappel. She
studied German studies and theatre studies at the University
of Vienna, where she also completed her PhD. For several
years, she was co-editor of the Slovenian literary magazine
Mladje in Carinthia. After working as a theatre assistant in
Ljubljana and TTrieste, she was head of dramaturgy at the
Klagenfurt City Theatre between 1992 and 2007. She lives
and works as a freelance writer in Celovec / Klagenfurt.

Maja Haderlap’s mother tongue is the dialect of her na-
tive Lepena near Zelezna Kapla. She learned standard Slo-
venian at the Slovenian grammar school in Klagenfurt. Later,
she resisted her inevitable alienation from the Slovenian lan-
guage by writing poetry in Slovenian. Her early poetry was
thus mostly written in Slovenian, while her prose works are
written in German. The central place in her prose oeuvre to
date is occupied by the novel Angel of Oblivion, which tells
the family story of three generations in the context of World
War II and its consequences, as well as intra-national con-
flicts in Austrian Carinthia. The story is written from the per-
spective of a girl born in the 1960s, a descendant of two gen-
erations who experienced the war firsthand. Wartime stories
have a strong impact on her as well — on her outlook on the
world and the environment in which she lives. The traumatic
experiences her ancestors lived through become ingrained in
her; they become the sediment of her memory. Her novel
Women at Night 1s also conceived as a story about the lives
of three generations of women set in Austrian Carinthia, in
Podjuna area. It thematizes the fate of three generations, the
fate of the community and of its language. Both novels were
translated into Slovenian by Stefan Vevar.

In 2012, Maja Haderlap was awarded the title of honor-
ary citizen of Zelezna Kapla / Bad Eisenkappel, the Golden
Medal of Merit for Carinthia, and an honorary doctorate
from the Alps-Adriatic University in Klagenfurt. In 2015,
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she received the Order of Merit of the Republic of Slovenia
in the civil field for her outstanding literary contribution to
the placement of minority and identity issues in the Austri-
an, broader German-speaking, and Central European space.
Since 2016, she has been a member of the German Academy
for Language and Poetry in Darmstadt, and since 2017, a
corresponding member of the Slovenian Academy of Scienc-
es and Arts in the field of arts.

Selected awards and accolades

1983 Carinthia State Fund Award for Literature

1989 Preseren Foundation Award, for poetry collection
Bajalice

2004 Hubert Burda Prize for Eastern European Poetry

2011 Ingeborg Bachmann Prize for Angel of Oblivion

2011 Bruno-Kreisky Prize for Political Literature, for An-
gel of Oblivion

2011 Ravensburger publishing house fund book award,
for Angel of Oblivion

2012 The Rauris Literature Prize of the Salzburg state
government, for Angel of Oblivion

2013 Rizzi Award of the Slovenian Cultural Association

2014 Mira literary award

2015 Prix du Premier roman étranger, award for the
French translation of Angel of Oblivion (L’Ange de
lCoubli)

2015 Willy and Helga Verkauf-Verlon Prize

2018 Max Frisch Prize of the City of Zurich

2019 Austrian State Prize

2021 Christine Lavant Prize

Selected original bibliography
Poetry

Zalik pesmi. Celovec / Klagenfurt: Drava « Trst: ZT'T, 1983.
Bajalice. Celovec / Klagenfurt: Drava ¢ Trst: ZT'T, 1987.
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Gedichte / Pesmi / Poems. Celovec / Klagenfurt: Drava, 1998.
langer transit. Gottingen: Wallstein, 2014.

Novels

Engel des Vergessens. Gottingen: Wallstein, 2011.
Nachifrauen. Berlin: Suhrkamp, 2023.

Other publications

Med politiko in kulturo. Slovenska gledaliska dejavnost na

Koroskem, 1946—1976 [Dissertation]. Celovec / Klagen-

furt: Drava, 2011.

Das Stadttheater Klagenfurt, 1992—2007. Die Ara Diet-

mar Pflegerl. Celovec / Klagenfurt: Wieser, 2007.

Im langen Atem der Geschichte. Gottingen: Wallstein, 2018.

Maja Haderlap as a translator from Slovenian to
German

Srecko Kosovel, Decek in sonce / Der Knabe und die Sonne
(with illustrations by Mojca Cerjak). Cividale del Friuli: Novi
Matajur ¢ Celovec / Klagenfurt: Drava, 1999.

Taja Kramberger, Protitok / Gegenstromung Ottensheim:
Edition Thanhauser, 2002.

Translations of Maja Haderlap’s works

Poetry collection langer transit:

dolgo prehajanje [translated by Stefan Vevar]. Ljubljana:
Cankarjeva zalozba, 2015.

distant transit [translated by Tess Lewis]. Brooklyn: Archi-
pelago Books, 2022.

Novel Angel of Oblivion:

Angel pozabe [translated by Stefan Vevar]. Maribor: Litera, 2012.
L’angelo dell’oblio [translated by Franco Filice]. Rovereto:
Keller editore, 2014.
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L’Ange de l"oubli [translated by Bernard Banoun]. Paris:
Editions Métailié, 2015.
Angel of Oblivion [translated by Tess Lewis]. Brooklyn: Ar-
chipelago Books, 2016.
Andeél zapomeni [translated by Eliska Dubcova]. Prague:
Nakladatelstvi Havran, 2016.
De engel van het vergeten [translated by Marianne van Ree-
nen|. Amsterdam: Cossee, 2019.
Ll dngel del olvido [translated by José Anibal Campos].
Madrid: Editorial Periférica, 2019.
Andeo zaborava [translated by Dubravko Torjanac]. Za-
greb: Disput, 2019.

The novel was also translated to Arab (Stockholm: Ara-
bic Edition Bokférlaget Dar-Al-Muna AB, 2015), Albanian

and Basque translations are in preparation.

Novel Women at Night:

Nachtvrouwen [translated by Marianne van Reenen in Elly
Schippers]. Amsterdam: Cossee, 2024.

Mugeres en la noche [translated by José Anibal Campos].
Madrid: Editorial Periférica, 2024.

Zenske v temi [translated by Stefan Vevar]. Novo mesto:
Goga, 2025.

An English translation is in preparation.
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Pisava med jeziki, spominom in tiSino
AljazZ Koprivnikar

V svet literature je Maja Haderlap sicer vstopila kot pe-
snica v sloveni¢ini, njeni zbirki Zalik pesmi (1983) in Ba-
Jalice (1987) izrazata obcutljivost za simbolno in mitolosko
plast jezika, obenem pa subtilno reflektirata individualno
in kolektivno izku$njo. Njene zgodnje pesmi prepletajo in-
timno in zgodovinsko, liriko in kriticno zavest, pri cemer ze
nakazujejo literarni glas, ki se ne zapira v zasebno, temvec
vseskozi 1¢e stik z druzbenim in kulturnim. Zbirki sta bili
v slovenskem prostoru zelo dobro sprejeti in sta avtorici za-
gotovili prepoznavnost, ki jo je nato nadgradila tudi v nem-
$kem literarnem prostoru. Se $irfo mednarodno pozornost ji
je prinesel roman Angel pozabe (2011), ki jo je uveljavil kot
eno od prepoznavnih imen sodobne evropske literature. Gre
za pripoved o treh generacijah druzine, ki je prezivela dru-
go svetovno vojno in v povojnem obdobju ohranjala svojo
jezikovno in kulturno pripadnost v vecinsko nemskem oko-
lju. Roman skozi osebno perspektivo mlade deklice odpira
prostor kolektivnega spomina, hkrati pa ne moralizira in ne
obsoja, temve¢ daje prostor premisleku, poslusanju in razu-
mevanju, pri cemer se avtobiografski elementi prepletajo z
literarno izoblikovanimi podobami, spominske slike s premi-
$ljenim in zadrzanim pripovednim glasom.

Nadaljnje ustvarjanje Maje Haderlap, denimo z zbirko pe-
smi dolgo prehajanje (2014), nadaljuje pesnisko pot, tokrat v
nemskem jeziku, vendar $e vedno v duhu dvojezicne izkusnje.
Zbirka tematizira notranje prehode, razpetost med kraji in je-
ziki, poskuse umescanja sebe v svet, ki ne pozna enoznacnosti,
pri ¢cemer gre za poezijo, ki ostaja introspektivna, a hkrati od-
prta za SirSe kulturne in zgodovinske tokove. Jezik v teh pesmih
ni samo sredstvo izrazanja, temvec prostor odpora in tisine,
ki omogoca pocasno, a vztrajno vracanje k potisnjenemu in
pozabljenemu. V svojem najnovejiem romanu Zenske v temi
(2023) avtorica $e nadalje poglablja raziskovanje druzinske
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dediscine in druzbene zgodovine skozi prizmo zenskih usod.
Zgodba sledi protagonistki Miri, ki se iz mesta vraca na po-
dezelje, da bi pomagala materi pri selitvi iz druzinske hise.
Ob tem se zacnejo razkrivati skriti spomini, napetosti in ne-
izrecene izkusnje treh generacij zensk. Roman se ne posveca
velikim zgodovinskim prelomnicam, temvec¢ tisjim, pogosto
prezrtim, a zato ni¢ manj odloc¢ilnim trenutkom v Zivljenju
posameznic. Tudi tukaj je v ospredju vprasanje jezika — kako
govoriti o tistem, kar se je dolga leta prenasalo brez besed, in
kako z besedo ujeti izkusnje, ki so bile potisnjene v temo.

Maja Haderlap v svojih delih ne posega po velikih gestah,
temvec oblikuje besedilo kot prostor poslusanja, zadrzanosti
in postopnega razkrivanja. Njena dvojezicnost ni le jezikovno
dejstvo, temvec¢ nacin misljenja in pisanja, ki vseskozi ohranja
zavest o vecplastnosti izrekanja, njena literatura pa tako osta-
ja hkrati osebna in kolektivna, introspektivna in zgodovinsko
utemeljena, umesc¢ena v konkreten geografski in kulturni
prostor, a v svojih temeljnih vprasanjih univerzalna. Brati
Majo Haderlap pomeni vstopati v svet, v katerem so meje po-
rozne, identitete razsrediscene, jezik pa postaja prehod med
izkusnjo in pomenom. V tem tihem, a premisljenem pisanju
se odpira prostor, v katerem literatura ne le odraza svet, tem-
ve¢ ga na novo razmisli — ne z distance, temvec od znotraj.
Ustvarjanje Maje Haderlap danes velja za pomemben pri-
spevek k evropskemu literarnemu polju, njena refleksija o je-
ziku, pripadnosti in zgodovini pa se vse pogosteje vkljucuje
tudi v Sirse kulturne razprave o vlogi literature pri razume-
vanju travmatic¢nih kolektivnih izkusenj. Kot ¢lanica Nemske
akademije za jezik in poezijo, ¢astna doktorica in nagrajena
avtorica Maja Haderlap ostaja eden najpronicljivejsih glasov
evropskega literarnega prostora.
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Poetics between languages, memory, and silence
Aljaz Koprivnikar

Maja Haderlap entered the literary world as a poet writ-
ing in Slovene. Her collections Zalik pesmi (1983) and Ba-
Jalice (1987) exhibit sensitivity for the symbolic and mytho-
logical stratum of language, while at the same time subtly
reflecting individual and collective experience. Her early
poems meld the intimate with the historical, the lyrical with
critical awareness, thus already suggesting a literary voice
that is not confined to the personal but that constantly seeks
to interact with the social and the cultural. Both collections
were very well received among Slovene readers and earned
Haderlap the acclaim she later built on also among read-
ers of German. Her 2011 novel Engel des Vergessens (Angel
of Oblivion) gained her even further international respect,
making her one of the most recognisable names in con-
temporary European literature. Angel of Oblivion 1s a story
about three generations of a family that survived the Sec-
ond World War and that, in the post-War period, preserved
their Slovene linguistic and cultural identity within the
Austrian German-speaking majority. Through the personal
viewpoint of a young girl, the novel grants space for collec-
tive memory, but does so without moralising or judging. The
novel offers a space for reflecting, listening, and understand-
ing, a space in which the autobiographical elements are in-
tertwined with literary images, unforgettable images that
are imbued with a thoughtful yet reserved narrative voice.

Haderlap’s more recent creative endeavours, for example,
the 2014 poetry collection langer transit (distant transit), in-
dicate a continuation of her poet’s path. Written in German
but still inspired by her bilingual background, the collec-
tion takes as its topic inner passages, the dichotomy between
places and languages, and the attempts to position oneself
in a world imbued with ambiguity; this is poetry that is in-
trospective yet at the same time open to broader cultural

73



and historical currents. The language in these poems is not
a mere means of expression but a space for resistance and
silence that allows for a slow yet constant returning to the
supressed and the forgotten. In her most recent novel, Frau-
en in der Nacht (Shadow Women in Tess Lewis’s forthcom-
ing translation), Haderlap continues to plumb the depths
of family heritage and social history through the prism of
women’s destinies. The story follows Mira who returns from
the city to the countryside to help her mother move out of
the family home. Muted memories begin to resurface, along
with the tensions and silenced experiences of three gener-
ations of women. Shadow Women 1s not devoted to great
historical turning points but to those quiet, often overlooked
but nevertheless decisive moments in individuals’ lives.
Here, too, the matter of language is in the foreground —
how to speak about what has remained silenced for years?
And how to capture in words experiences that have been
pushed into obscurity?

In her works Maja Haderlap does not go in for grand ges-
tures. Instead, she shapes texts that provide a space for listen-
ing, for restrained and gradual unearthing. That she is bilin-
gual is not just a linguistic fact but a function of Haderlap’s
thinking and writing, which remains ever aware of the mul-
tilayeredness of expressing. This renders her literature per-
sonal and collective, introspective and historically grounded;
set in a concrete geographical and cultural space, it remains
universal in the fundamental questions it asks. To read Maja
Haderlap is to enter a world of porous boundaries, a world
of attenuated identities, where language marks a transition
between experience and meaning. In this quiet but pensive
writing a space opens in which literature does not merely re-
flect the world but thinks it anew — not from a distance, but
from within. Today, Haderlap’s work is an important crea-
tive contribution to European literature, while her reflec-
tions on language, belonging and history are increasingly
incorporated also in broader cultural discussions on the role
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of literature in understanding traumatic collective experi-
ences. As a member of the German Academy for Language
and Literature, an honorary doctorate and an award-win-
ning author, Maja Haderlap remains one of European liter-
ature’s most astute voices.

Translated by Jason Blake
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piran

v sosednji hisi prihajajo in odhajajo,
mene pa trdoleska varuje pred pogledi.
cez zarasli vrt vodijo samo potke

mack, krastac in polzev.

glasno se morje otresa smrdljivega plasca.
na moji pisalni mizi vadijo

izmisljene osebe odsotni dialog.

sedim kot na dnu stare iztirjenosti in
tlacim zrak v celice spomina,

da jih ohranim Zive, zvecer jo uberem
¢ez plazzo tartini in se zjutraj

s svezimi melonami vrnem s trga.
dvakrat na teden se oglasi frida.

zakaj se ne porocite, zaklice izza grmicja,
$e zmeraj bolje kot biti sama.

danes bo ena krastaca izgubila bradavice,
ker jo bom poljubila, recem.

jaz pa vam bom poroc¢na prica, draga pesnica.
spet se tam zaloputnejo vrata.
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trieste trst triest

so galebi razlocili tvoje bezisce,

ti od besed uroceno mesto iz papirja,

ki so mu klicali z vseh strani neba,

kdaj naj se oklene katerega od svojih imen.
mesto, ki se za svojimi palacami na okopih
umika navzad. zmeraj so bile tvoje

gosposke hise videti kot kasarne, zmeraj

so k tebi vodila vojaska pokopalisca,
spomeniki padlim po vaseh; vedno

ti je meja zategovala jekleni ovratnik;
zmeraj so te naskakovali osvoboditelj,
zmeraj s1 v pristaniscu kot tezek tovor raztovarjalo
utopljeno v sebi. surovo se morje zaganja

v pomol, zilavo burja ti v togo tramovje.

po ulicah postajajo pesniki, uliti v bron,
pogreznjeni v molk, saj so te gledali, ko si Se
mislilo, da si ve¢ kot samo procelje

svojih narodov. v tvojem zalivu je moj jezik
naletel na sijo¢e morje, iz otroske posteljice
se je skotalil na nabrezje, bil $e vedno doma,
a ni vec¢ ostal sam. tu sem se vadila
poljubljati s pogledom na jadran, prezeblih rok,
zakopanih v moski plas¢. z jezikom

med zobmi in Se kje. v vzgornjiku galebi.
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komen

najin dan se je zacel z zamudo.
prespal je jutro in se je vlekel

za nama. obsedela sva na kamniti
klopi, sleherni par okamni na njej.
kampanile je klical nazaj ptice,

ki so mu v jati ubezale v dalj.

v pogled je silila balustrada tis,
okrasni ribnik nama je segel

do vratu. opisal si mi vse ribe,

ki so naju obkrozale. tista

se zaganja stran, si rekel,

je ze muha enodnevnica, ne bo
ve¢ dolgo. nad oblacki je v ve¢nost
lebdelo letalo. Ziva meja je znova
nosila plodove. od nekod

se je pritepel bel pudelj. prevec

se postavlja, si rekel. leta sedi
slavec na tem verzu in midva
pred njim, na najin dan.
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ko sem ostala brez jezika

mogoce sem ravno pila
kavo ali odprla casopis,
mogoce sem zagrinjala
zavese ali gledala na ulico,
ko me je zapustil. pomislila
sem Se, kaksno hropenje

iz globine zidu, kaksno
rozljanje tu notri.

nobena sipa ni pocila

na oknu, noben stol

se ni prevrnil v kuhinji.
imena na oznakah ulic

so ugasnila v pepel iz ¢rk.
nad hisami je plul v dalj
tanker besedja, orjaski

in neslisen. jezik mi je otekel
trzal v suhih ustih. zbezala
sem iz mesta, se umaknila
za mejo. nobeno pismo

me ni doseglo in vsa so
ostala brez odgovora.

kjer sem bila, rezi vrzel.
kjer sem, vse prerasc¢a moja senca.
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home

na tem kraju me tudi jezik ogovarja
kot zaupnik, ki ve za vsako skrivnost.
kam sem skrila prvo igraco in materin
prstan, kje zakopala ukradene kovance,
kje delala prvega otroka v senu, z golim
trebuhom drsajo¢ se po nekem stegnu,
poljubljajoc¢ deklico, ker otroci

so prisli od poljubljanja. kje je stala
blesceca se plasticna gondola, ki me je
lesketavo zazibala v sen, kam si moral
po medeno satje ali bombone, ki jih je
prodajal pek. jezik odpira strohnela
vrata, vlaci prasne deske z njihovih
lezis¢, odkrije skriti kamen. kot
prestrasena lastovka mi prileti v obraz,
pokropi me z vonjem po plesni, lomi se
od razdrapanih oklepov in lupin
otroske Sare, kot mivka iz vsega,

kar je bilo. ko njegovo pti¢je srce spet
mirno bije, razgali svojo kozo, videti

je nedotaknjen in komaj rabljen. zavaruj
me, jezik, zakleni me pred ¢asom.
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sanjajoci jezik

moj mali jezik v snu sanjari o dezeli,

v kateri spleta gnezda besed,

da bi v rojih odletel prek meja,

ki niso njegove meje. prerasti hoce

samega sebe, vzpeti se hoce do daljnih

alej duhov iz vode in plina, se potopiti

k ¢rnim morskim dimnikom,

v izrekljivost ujeti vsak pojav

in njegove dvomljive sence,

se kot mavricna besedna populacija
naseliti v ljudeh, ki ga govorijo

in pisejo, odloziti licinke v pore

njihove koze. moj jezik hoce biti

nebrzdan in velik, ubezati hoce strahovom,
ki bivajo v njem, vsem svetlim

in temnim zgodbam, v katerih ga sprasujejo
po vrednosti in njegovi veljavi. Sele

ko posanja, nezno zakrili, ves gibek

in lahen, kakrsen je, skoraj se pesem.
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prevajanje

je med jeziki, vsemi, ugrez teme,
¢rna reka, ki vpija zgodbe in besede,
jih preobraza? stavki se morajo

tam sleci, nauciti bresti, broditi,
plavati, ne izgubiti spomina, ki jim
gnezdi v telesu, skrivnega jedra.

bo modrina orlice, ko doseze drugi
breg, vijolicna, in bergamotka, hruska,
cimetasta, sladka? bo moj linj

ostal brez plavuti na svetlobi

novega jezika? se bo moral nauciti
plaziti ali hoditi pokonci? se jezik
zna oprijeti drugega jezika ali ga

le pahniti od sebe? lahko beseda,
vsaka, tvegano prestopi na drugo
stran, verjame, da je neranljiva,

v smoli okopana in prekaljena?
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zivljenjejedka

ta pesem je zivljenjejedka,
pogoltnila je moja leta,

da so se brez sledu utopila

v njenem brezdanjem trebuhu,
zapecatila mi je jezik,

vec vé kot jaz, vec je

spoznala od mene in zmeraj je
pokoncala vse, kar je kdaj vdrlo
v njeno telo — petelina, kaco,
jajce, kosuto, pava, zajca,
goloba. ta pesem ni noetova
barka, ki pozneje izpljune vse,
kar hrani v sebi. lacen kit je,

ki orje po jezikih in lovi
svetlobo besede, lesketavi verz.
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appassionata

ko vstopi v moje uho tvoj glas,
plane moje letargicno srce iz sna.

s svojo slusno rocico te potegnem

k sebi, da bi v globini tvojega
dihanja dojela blizko mi drhtenje,
ki ttho ugasa in je bilo na zacetku
najin preludij. besede mi v hipu
poletijo, namnozene v orkester.
vsak stavek obljuba, appassionata,
ve¢ hoce biti kot samo i1zrecen.
pridi v moje uho, tu bos sprejet

z magna voce, uzrt z vsemi cuti!
celo tvoja beseda slovesa bo svetel akord,
nezna koda v zvenecem ritardandu.
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ljubezen in trava

jesenka me s svojo pahljacasto roko
lahno pogladi po nadlakti.

zdrznem se, a pustim, da se je sam
ubrani nezni puh moje koze, in lezem
k njej v travo. z lati svojih klasov
poroma po mojem vratu in mi spretno
pahlja v nosnice vonj po travi. prebije
se mi do pazduhe in mi zasadi zobke
v toplo podkozje. nobena zel

se ne more upreti tej strasti. lezecima
na kisli njivi se nama med stokanjem
odpirajo pleve in osvobajajo svoje
plodice. dolge dlacice valovijo

v vetru. zalostno me gleda,

brezoka, najbrz je slepa od ljubezni!

Prevedel Stefan Vevar

Pesmi so bile prvi¢ objavljene v zbirki dolgo prehajanje (Ljubljana:

Cankarjeva zalozba, 2015).
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piran

im nachbarhaus ist ein kommen und gehen,

mich aber halt der spindelbaum von den blicken fern.
durch den verwachsenen garten fithren nur

pfade fir katzen, kroten und schnecken.

laut schuttelt das meer den gestanksmantel ab.

auf meinem schreibtisch tiben

erdachte personen den fehlenden dialog.

ich sitze da wie am grund einer alten verstérung,
presse luft in die gedachtniszellen,

um sie lebendig zu halten, gehe abends

uber die piazza tartini und komme

morgens mit frischen melonen vom markt.

zweimal die woche schaut frida vorbei.

warum heiraten sie nicht, ruft sie aus den strauchern,
immer noch besser, als einsam zu sein.

heute wird eine krote die warzen verlieren,

weil ich sie kusse, sage ich.

da mocht’ ich trauzeugin sein, liebe dichterin.
wieder fallt eine tur ins schloss.
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trieste trst triest

haben die méwen deinen fluchtpunkt erkannt,
stadt aus papier, von worten gebannte stadt,
der man aus allen himmelsrichtungen zurief,
wann sie sich um welchen namen zu scharen
habe. stadt, die hinter den vorgeschobenen
palazzi nach rickwarts zieht. immer sahen
deine herrschaftshduser aus wie kasernen,
fihrten soldatenfriedhofe und kriegerdenkmaler
tber die dorfer zu dir. schniirte die grenze
deinen stahlernen kragen. kamen deine befreier
im sturm, lud man im hafen versunkenes ab
wie geloschtes. derb schlagt das meer gegen

die mole, fallt dir die bora ins steife gebalk.

in den gassen tummeln sich dichter in bronze
gegossen, schweigend, da sie dich sahen,

als du noch dachtest, mehr zu sein als die
stirnfront deiner nationen. in deiner bucht

traf meine sprache aufs gleiBende meer,

fiel aus dem kinderbett an die kuste, war

noch zu hause, blieb nicht mehr allein.

hier probte ich das kiissen mit blick auf

die adria, meine hinde frierend in einen
mannermantel vergraben. zwischen den zahnen
die zunge und sonstwo. die moéwen im aufwind.
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komen

unser tag begann mit verspatung.

er hat den morgen verschlafen,
trottete hinter uns her. wir blieben
auf einer steinbank sitzen, wo alle
paare erstarren. ein campanile

rief jene vogel zurick, die getiirmt
waren. eine eibenwand schob sich
ins bild, und der zierteich stieg uns
zum hals. du erklartest mir alle fische,
die uns umkreisten. der da macht
eine fliege, sagtest du, lebt nicht
mehr lange. tiber den wolkchen
hielt sich endlos ein flugzeug:

die hecke trug wieder fruchte.

ein weiller pudel lief uns noch zu.
er nimmt sich zu wichtig, sagtest du.
jahrelang sitzt eine nachtigall auf
diesem vers und wir beide davor,

an unserem tag,
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als mir die sprache abhanden kam

vielleicht trank ich gerade kaffee
oder schlug eine zeitung auf.
vielleicht zog ich die vorhange zu
oder sah auf die stral3e, als sie
mich verlieB. ich dachte noch,

was fir ein rocheln

aus der tiefe der wand,

was fur ein klirren in diesem raum.
kein fensterglas sprang,

kein sessel fiel um in der kiiche.
auf den straflenschildern erloschen
namen zu buchstabenasche.

uber den hiausern fuhr ein
worttanker davon, massig, lautlos.
meine zunge zuckte geschwollen
im trockenen mund.

ich floh aus der stadt,

zog mich hinter die grenze zurtck.
kein brief kam an und antworten
blieben aus. wo ich war,

klafft eine licke.

wo ich bin, treibt

mein schatten ins kraut.
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home

an diesem ort tritt auch die sprache zu mir
als vertraute, die um jedes geheimnis weil3.
wo ich das erste spielzeug versteckte und
den ring meiner mutter, die gestohlenen
miunzen vergrub, das erste kind machte

im heu, mit nacktem unterleib an einem
schenkel reibend, ein madchen kiissend,
denn die babys kamen vom kiissen. wo

die prunkvolle gondel aus plastik stand,

die mich in den schlaf blinkte, wo die
honigwaben zu holen waren oder bonbons,
die der backer verkaufte. die sprache 6ffnet
verrottete turen, schiebt das staubige brett
aus der halterung, liftet den verborgenen stein.
sie fliegt mir als aufgeschreckte schwalbe ins
gesicht, schlagt mir entgegen als schimmelgeruch,
bricht von den zerklifteten panzern und
hiillen des kinderkrams, als schluff aus allem,
was war. sobald ihr vogelherz ruhig schlagt,
entbloBt sie thre haut, wirkt unversehrt und
kaum gebraucht. verwahre mich, sprache,
schliel mich ab gegen die zeit.
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triumende sprache

meine kleine sprache traumt sich

ein land, in dem sie wortnester baut
zum ausschwarmen tber die grenzen,
die nicht ihre eigenen sind. sie will

tiber sich hinauswachsen, durch ferne
geisteralleen aus wasser und gas gleiten,
zu den schwarzen rauchern tauchen,
eine fassung haben fiir jede erscheinung
und ihre fraglichen schatten, als schillernde
wortpopulation menschen besiedeln,

die sie sprechen und schreiben, in ihre
hautporen larven legen. meine sprache
will ungeziigelt und grof3 sein, sie will
die angste verlassen, die sie bevolkern,
alle dunklen und hellen geschichten,

in denen nach ithrem wert gefragt wird
und ihrem gewicht. erst wenn sie traumt,
schwingt sie sich auf, federnd und leicht,
von ihrer art, fast noch gesang.
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ubersetzen

liegt zwischen allen sprachen eine zone
dunkelheit, ein schwarzer fluss, der worter
und geschichten aufnimmt und verwandelt?
hier mussen sich die sitze ausziehen,
stromern, schwimmen lernen,

das gedachtnis nicht verlieren, das in ihren
korpern nistet, ein geheimer nukleus.

wird das blau der akelei ein violett sein,

wenn es ankommt auf der anderen seite,

und die rote bergamotte, eine birne, zimtig,
sul3? wird meiner schleie eine flosse fehlen

im licht der neuen sprache? wird sie kriechen
lernen miissen oder aufrecht gehen?

weil} die sprache eine andere an sich zu ziehen
oder nur von sich zu weisen? kann denn

jedes wort den uibergang riskieren, glauben,

es sel unverwundbar, in pech gebadet und gestahlt?
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lebenesser

dieses gedicht ist ein lebenesser,

hat meine jahre verschlungen, die
spurlos in seinem maBlosen bauch
abgetaucht sind, hat meine sprache
versiegelt, weill mehr als ich, hat
mehr ergrundet als ich, hat immer
alles vertilgt, was je in seinen korper
eingedrungen war — den hahn,

die schlange, das ei, die hirschkuh,
den pfau, den hasen, die taube.
dieses gedicht ist keine arche noah,
die spater alles ausspuckt, was sie
bewabhrt. es ist ein hungriger wal,
der durch die sprachen pfliigt und
das wortlicht jagt, den blinkenden vers.
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appassionata

wenn deine stimme mein ohr betritt,

fahrt mein lethargisches herz aus dem
schlaf. mein gehorarm zieht dich an mich,
um in den tiefen deines atems das vertraute
beben zu fassen, das am verloschen ist,
und zu beginn unser praludium war.

im nu fliegen meine worte auf, zu einem
orchester angewachsen. jeder satz eine
verheiBung, eine appassionata, will mehr
sein, als nur gesagt. komm in mein ohr,
hier wirst du mit magna voce empfangen,
mit allen sinnen geschaut! sogar dein
abschiedswort ist ein heller akkord, eine
zartliche coda mit retardierendem klang.
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liebe und gras

die fingerhirse streift mit ihrer facherhand
wie unabsichtlich meinen oberarm.

ich lass vor schreck den haarflaum

meiner haut sich wehren und lege mich

zu ihr ins gras. sie fahrt mit dhrenrispen
meinen hals entlang und fachelt mir gekonnt
den grasduft zu. in meine achsel drangend
bohrt sie ithre zahnchen in die warme
unterhaut. es ist kein kraut gewachsen
gegen diese leidenschaft. im sauren acker
liegend, stohnend, brechen unsere spelzen
auf und geben ihre frichtchen frei.

die langen wimpern heben sich im wind.
sie blickt mich traurig an und augenlos,

sie muss wohl blind vor liebe sein!

Veréffentlicht in: langer transit (Goéttingen: Wallstein, 2014).
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piran

in the house next door there’s a coming and going,
but the spindle tree shields me from sight.

the overgrown garden is crossed only

by paths for cats, toads and snails.

noisily, the sea shakes off its stenchcoat.

on my desk, fictional characters

practice missing dialogue.

1 sit here as if at the root of an old disturbance,
forcing air into my memory cells

to keep them alive, in the evening

1 cross the piazza tartini and return

in the morning with fresh melons from the market.
twice a week, frida comes by.

why don’t you marry, she calls from the bushes,

it’s still better than being alone.

today a toad will lose its warts

when 1 kiss it, 1 say.

then 1’d like to be your maid of honor, my dear poet.
again a door clicks shuts.
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trieste trst triest

did the seagulls detect your vanishing point,

city of paper, city entranced by words,

shouted at from all directions

when it came time to rally around another name.
city that retreats behind a defensive wall

of palazzi. your manor houses always looked like barracks,
military cemeteries and war memorials led

through the villages to you. the border tightened
your steel collar. when your liberators stormed

in, sunken goods were unloaded in the port

like things extinguished. the sea beats roughly against
the jetty, the bora lashes your stiff timberwork.
poets cast in bronze bustle through your backstreets
without a word, because they saw you

when you still believed yourself to be more than
your nation’s facade. in your bay

my language encountered the glistening sea,

fell out of its crib onto the shore, was

still at home, was no longer alone.

here 1 practiced kissing with a view

of the adriatic, my freezing hands

buried in a man’s coat. tongue between

teeth and elsewhere. the gulls in the updratft.
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komen

our day began late.

it had slept through the morning,

trotted behind us. we remained

seated on a stone bench, where all
couples turn to stone. a campanile

called back those birds that had

fled. a wall of yews intruded

into the picture and the ornamental pond rose
to our throats. you explained all the fishes
that circled around us. that one is slinging
its hook, you said, it won’t live

much longer. a plane hovered

endlessly over the small cloud.

the hedge bore fruit again.

a white poodle ran toward us.

it takes itself too seriously, you said.

for years a nightingale has perched on
this verse and we two in front of it

on our day.
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when language left me

perhaps 1 was just drinking coffee

or opening the newspaper.

perhaps 1 was drawing the curtains
or looking out onto the street when it
left me. still 1 thought, what a rattling
from deep in the wall,

what a clattering in this room.

no windowpanes shattered,

no chairs toppled in the kitchen.

the names on street signs

vanished leaving only the ashes of letters.
a tanker filled with words retreated
above the houses, massive, silent,

my swollen tongue twitched

in my dry mouth.

1 escaped from the city,

took refuge behind the border.

no letters arrived and no answers
were sent. a hole gaped

where 1 once was.

where 1 am now, my shadow

runs to seed.
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home

in this place language also comes to me

as a confidante who knows every secret.
where 1 hid my first toy and

my mother’s ring, where 1 buried

the stolen coins, made my first child

in the hay, rubbing my naked body against
a thigh and kissing a girl,

because babies came from kissing. where
the magnificent plastic gondola stood

that signaled to me in my sleep, where

to find the honeycomb or the candies

the baker sold. language opens

rotted doors, thrusts the dusty boards

from their brackets, reveals the buried stone.
it flies at my face like a flock of startled
swallows, confronts me as the smell of mold,
drops from the jagged armor and

hulls of kids’ stuff like silt shed from all that was.
as soon as its bird heart beats calmly,

it shows its skin, appears unscathed and
hardly used. keep me safe, language,

wall me off against time.
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dreaming language

my small tongue dreams up

a land where it builds nests of words

to swarm out over the borders

that are not its own. it wants

to outgrow itself, to glide through distant
spirit paths of water or gas,

to dive down to deep sea vents,

to have a term for every phenomenon
and its dubious shadows, to inhabit
those who speak and write it

as shimmering populations of words, to lay
its larvae in their pores, my language
wants to be unbridled and large, it wants
to leave behind the fears that occupy it,
all those stories, dark and bright,

in which its worth and weight

1s questioned. only when it dreams

does it soar, supple and light,

by its very nature nearly song,
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translation

is there a zone of darkness between all languages,

a black river that swallows words

and stories and transforms them?

here sentences must disrobe,

begin to roam, learn to swim,

not lose the memory that nests in

their bodies, a secret nucleus.

will the columbine’s blue be a shade of violet

when it reaches the other side,

and the red bee balm become a pear, cinnamon-
sweet? will my tench be missing a fin

in the light of this new language? will it have to learn
to crawl or to walk upright?

does language know how to draw another toward it
or only how to turn the other one away? can each word,
then, risk the transit, believe itself

invulnerable, dipped in pitch and hard as steel?
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life-eater

this poem 1s a life-eater,

it has devoured my years, all of them
vanished without a trace in its boundless
maw, it has sealed up my language,
knows more than i, has

fathomed more than 1, has always
absorbed all that ever intruded into

its body — the rooster,

the snake, the egg, the hind,

the peacock, the hare, the dove.

this poem 1s no noah’s ark

that will spit back out all it

holds. it is a hungry whale

that ploughs through languages

hunting for the word-light, the glinting verse.
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appassionata

when your voice reaches my ear,

my lethargic heart startles

awake. my ears’ limbs pulls you to me,

to catch in the depths of your breath

the familiar tremor that is now fading

and was at the beginning our prelude.

in a flash, my words fly up, swollen into an
orchestra. every sentence a

promise, an appassionata, wanting to be more
than merely said. enter my ear,

here you will be welcomed magna voce,
seen with all senses! even your

farewell is a bright chord, a

tender coda with a ritardando ring.

104



love and grass

as if unintentionally, the finger-grass brushes
my upper arm with its fan-like hand.
shocked, 1 let the downy hair on my skin
defend itself and i stretch out next to it

in the grass. it trails its seed panicles

the length of my neck and deftly fans

the scent of grass towards me. thrusting

into my underarm it sinks its little teeth

into my warm skin. no herb has grown against
this passion. lying in this acidic soil
groaning, our husks burst and release

their fruit. the long lashes rise in the wind.
eyeless, it looks at me sadly,

it must be blinded by love!

Translated by Tess Lewrs

Published in: distant transit (New York: Archipelago Book, 2022).
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Mila Haugova (Budimpesta, 1942) je slovaska pesnica, pre-
vajalka in avtorica avtobiografske proze. Nekatere njene
najpomembnejse pesniske zbirke so Spremenljiva povrsina
(1983), Cisti dnevi (1990), Praljubezen (1991), Dama in sa-
morog (1995), Rrilata Zenska (1999), Atlas peska (2001), Po-
casna lokostrelka (2010), Cetonia aurata (2013), canti. . .amore
(2015), Srna, zroca v Severnico (2016), 1z rastlinstva (2021)
in Popolno oklepanje (2023). Njene pesmi so bile prevedene v
angles¢ino, nemscino, franco$c¢ino, ruscino in tudi slovensci-
no: leta 2003 je izsel izbor iz njene poezije z naslovom A/fa,
leta 2021 pa zbirka Dama in samorog Poetika Mile Haugove
prehaja med refleksivno in imaginativno, intelektualno in
intimno liriko ter filozofskim premislekom, v njej pa utri-
pajo skladje kozmosa ter zapleteni odnosi med moskim in
zensko, ki ostajajo stalnica njenega ustvarjanja. Pesniska pot
Haugove sledi njenemu ustvarjalnemu bistvu: poskusu, da bi
s pisanjem zacelila rane sveta. Njena poezija je poglobljeno
raziskovanje cloveske duse, srca in uma, odnosov med ljud-
mi, rastlinami, zivalmi, zvezdami. Za svoje delo je prejela vec
nagrad in priznanj, med njimi nagrado Kluba neodvisnih pi-
sateljev (2009), nagrado Dominika Tatarke (2014), nagrado
Ministrstva za kulturo Slovaske republike (2019), leta 2020 pa
mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica.
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Mila Haugova (Budapest, 1942) is a Slovak poet, translator,
and author of autobiographical prose. Some of her most im-
portant poetry collections are 7he Shifting Surface (1983),
Pure Days (1990), Ancient Love (1991), The Lady and the
Unicorn (1995), The Winged Woman (1999), A Map of
Sand (2001), The Slow Archer (2010), Cetonia aurata (2013),
canti...amore (2015), Roe Deer Looking at the Pole Star
(2016), From the Plant Kingdom (2021), and Perfect Constric-
tion (2023). Her poems have been translated into English,
French, German, Russian, and Slovenian. In 2003, a selec-
tion of her poetry was published under the title A/fa, and
in 2021, the collection 7#he Lady and the Unicorn. Mila
Haugova’s poetics shifts between reflective and imagina-
tive, intellectual and intimate lyricism and philosophical
reflection, pulsating with the harmony of the cosmos and
the complex relationships between men and women, which
remain a constant in her work. Haugova’s poetic path follows
her creative essence: an attempt to heal the wounds of the
world through writing. Her poetry is an in-depth exploration
of the human soul, heart and mind, and the relationships
between people, plants, animals, and stars. She has been
awarded several prizes and accolades for her work, including
the Independent Writers’ Club Award (2009), the Dominik
Tatarka Award (2014), the Slovak Ministry of Culture Award
(2019), and the Vilenica International Literary Prize in 2020.



Kje zaceti drugje kot pri poymu Srednja FEvropa, ki je
kljucno dolocal festival Vilenica skozi desetletja. A ta
pojem, ki se je pojavil sele v 19. stoletju, je bil vedno
nekako 1zmuzlji, tudi geografsko. Razlicno so ga razu-
melt pisatelyn, politiki, gospodarstveniki, zgodovinaryji,
Jezikoslover — skoraj vsakdo ga je razumel po svoje. Ven-
dar je leta 19806, ko je potekala prva izvedba festivala,
v skupini slovenskih pisateljev in pesnikov, med kate-
rimi je bil tudi pobudnik festivala Veno Taufer, prisio
do konsenza o tem, kaj naj bi ta pojem predstavhal v
njegovem okviru — svoboden prostor sreCevanya in 1zme-
njave razmaslekov o kultury, druzbi in umetnosti, pred-
vsem literatury, vkluceval pa bt ustvarjalce 1z obmocja
manjsith narodov med Nemcyo in Rusyo, kot je zapisal
eden od preteklih nagrajencev festivala Milan Kunde-
ra. Toda pojem Srednja FEvropa se je v Stirih desetletyih
spreminjal v casu in prostoru — politicno, druzbeno in
do neke mere tudi kulturno. Kaj je s tem poymom, kot se
Jge oblikoval skozi festival, danes? Ima sploh Se kaksen
pomen med literati 1z srednjeevropske regie? Je v se-
damyih globalnih druzZbenopoliticnih razmerah ta pojem
Se lahko aktualen za razmislange o literaturi, svetu,
druzbi, cloveku? In ali je ta pojem lahko Se vedno nek:
utopicni prostor srecevany kot nekoc alt pa je (p)ostal,
kot ga je poimenoval se eden od nagrajencev festivala
Peter Handke, zgolj meteorolosk: pojav?

Mila Haugova: Vilenica je pomenila literarni ¢udez,

druzenje, razpravljanje, spominjam se srecanja z Danetom
Zajcem in modrega pogovora. Ne vem, zakaj ste tako cr-
nogledi, jaz $e vedno pritrjujem Kunderi: nenehno si lah-
ko izmenjujemo mnenja o kulturi v regiji Srednje Evrope,
$e vedno je relevantno, ¢e mi tako zelimo. A predvsem je
nasa primarna naloga v tem, da piSemo resni¢no globoko o
vsem, kar se nas intimno dotika: ljubezen, bolecina, veselje;
tako se bo, e je napisano literarno odli¢no, dotaknilo tudi
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drugih. V vsakem zapisanem jaz je tudi skupen mz in to
je Se vedno, ze tisocletja, glavna naloga literature. Glede
omenjenih besed Petra Handkeja bi pa rekla, da so razlic-
ni miselni tokovi kakor oblaki (meteorologija), ki plovejo,
medtem ko je literatura nebo, atmosfera, ki je bolj ali manj
stabilna; Se vedno imamo S§tiri letne case ali, kot je rekel
Srecko Kosovel, majhen plas¢ besed: in to je dobro.

Festival Vilenica je posebno pozornost vseskozi posve-
cal tudi javni vlogi pisateljev in intelektualcev. Glede
njthovega javnega angaZmaja na festivalu ni bilo eno-
tnega konsenza, pa tudi nacini javnega angaZiranja so
se z lett spremingali. Kako najy bodo pisatelji in intelek-
tualct angazirant danes? Je to sploh potrebno? Kaksna
Je Se mjthova mol pri oblikovanju mnenj in stalis¢ v
druzbenopoliticnem prostoru? In ali danes obstajajo
stalisca, ki bi jih pisatelji in intelektualct morali yavno
1zraZati, ce pristajajo na vlogo javnih osebnosti?

Mila Haugova: Oprostite, toda tudi to vprasanje je
politi¢cno — kot da literature nima drugega polja delovanja,
le javno angaziranje. A to je odvisno od narave pisocCega. Je
bil Jan Skacel s svojimi cudovitimi pesmimi angaziran? Bil
je, v najglobljem smislu: pustil sled v ¢asu in prostoru svo-
jega delovanja. Vsaka tako napisana beseda je angazirana
za zivljenje, naj bo Se tako tezko in zapleteno. Ob izbruhu
prve svetovne vojne je Kafka v dnevnike zapisal samcat sta-
vek o tem. Je bil angaziran? Rilke je napisal Pesem o smrte
in lhubezni korneta KRristofa Rilkeja, kar je pozneje, ob
koncu vojne bridko obzaloval. Literatura je Sirsa in glob-
lja, pripoveduje o vsem, tudi o ljubezenskem custvu, ne le
o boju in vojni in nesoglasjih. Kaj je ostalo od Katula: ne
njegovi politicni pamfleti, temve¢ ODI ET AMO ...

V stirih desetletyih, odkar poteka festival Vilenica, ki
ga je na simbolni ravni dolocala jama, po kateri se
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imenuje, se je spremenilo razmerje med literaturo in
njeno druzbeno vlogo. V zacetkih je festival stavil tudr
na disidentstvo, bil je prostor, v katerega so bile uprte
0¢1 medryev in javnosti, zato so avtorice in avtorji, po-
vabljent na festival, predstavljal nekaksno okno v svet.
L desetlety pa se je druzbena vloga literature spreme-
nila, preselila se je na druzbeno in medysko obrobje,
kyjer neprestano byje bitko za pozornost. Kaj je znacilno
za razmerje med literaturo in druZbo danes? Kaksna
ge druzbena vloga literature, tudi znotray (podivyanega)
digitalnega sveta?

Mila Haugova: Roko na srce, je imela knjizevnost tudi
svoj socialni pomen? Gotovo ga je imela, naj omenim vsaj
Johna Steinbecka in njegove Grozde jeze, Brate Karamazo-
ve Dostojevskega z obsodbo visoke druzbe in njene morale,
tu so tudi beatniki ali Solzenicin, Pasternak, neorealisti v
Italiji, literatura in film ... Ne pustimo se zvleci v kaoti¢ni
digitalni svet. Vselej se lahko odlo¢imo: tu bom sodeloval,
tukaj pa ne. Se vedno imamo papir in svinénik in dnevnik
in beleznico. Ni treba vsega dati na »mrezo< — vanjo se lah-
ko zapletemo.

Prot nagrajenec festivala Vilenica je bil Fluvio Tomiz-
za, ki je nagrado prejel za svoj prozni opus, predvsem
za roman Mladoporocenca iz ulice Rossetti. 7a drob-
nt roman se navezuje na dogodke v Trstu med drugo
svetovno voyno. Letosnja 40. i1zvedba festivala Vileni-
ca sovpada z 80. obletnico konca druge svetovne vojne.
Svet, o katerem so pisalt pretekli nagrajenct in nagra-
Jenke festivala, na primer Libuse Monikovd, Péter Nd-
das, Pavel Vilikovsky, Adam Jagajewskr, Adolf Mu-
schg, Josip Osti, Milan Rundera, bigniew Herbert,
Tomas Venclova, Jan Skdcel, Péter Esterhdzy, Brigitte
Kronauer, Mirko Kovacd, Ana Blandiana, Peter Handke
udr., je danes spremenjen. ldi se namrec, da vstopamo
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v drugacen svet, kot se je razviyjal po koncu vojne. Ali se

Je — Ce se sploh je — v zadnyih letih spremenila tudi lite-
ratura? Bt se morala? Bt se morala odziwati na sedanjo
druzbenopoliticno situacyo?

Mila Haugova: You should write, if you must write.
Kdor cuti, da mora odgovarjati na socialnopoliticne do-
godke, naj to stori. PisSem subjektno liriko, a seveda tudi
skozi raster subjektivnega pronica odnos do tega, kar obsta-
ja okrog, in to se v pisanju pokaze. Toda zavestno in da
bi se podrejala angaziranemu pisanju, ker »se tako zahte-
va« — verjetno ni moj nacin zaobjemanja sveta. »Rastline
so pocasne zivali, sem pocasna zival,« sem napisala in tako
razumem svet, odnose ljudi ... zivali ... rastlin ... kamnov
in gozdov in morja, ki ga na Slovaskem nimamo.

V zadnjem casu literaturo nayboly zaznamuje umetna
inteligenca in njen vpliv na pisanje oziroma ustvarjanje
literarnih del. 1o bo literaturo zagotovo dolocalo tudi v
prihodngih letih. Katera so najpomembnejsa vprasanja,
ki bt st jih morali postaviti pri uporabr umetne inteli-
gence v zvezi z ustvarjanjem literarnih del? Kaksne so
lahko pozitivne in kaksne so negativne plati njene upo-
rabe, tudi v povezavi z avtorskimi pravicami? Kaksna
Je v tem kontekstu videti prihodnost literature?

Mila Haugova: Sama pri svojem pisanju gotovo ne bom
nikoli uporabljala umetne inteligence. Moja najpomembne;j-
$a vprasanja v zvezi z njo so: Ali umetna inteligenca pozna
sanje? Ima staro mamo, sestro, brata, oceta, mamo? Ce bodo
izdelali ¢loveske robote, jih bomo krstili? Pokopavali? Verja-
mejo v Boga? Nas bodo imeli radi? Bodo roboti otroci ali
zgolj odrasli? To so moja vprasanja. Z avtorskimi pravicami
se ne obremenjujem. Danes sem poslusala Mozartovo glasbo
v nekem oglasu za stvari, ki jih ne potrebujemo. To nikogar
ve¢ ne zanima. Umetna inteligenca bi morala ostati locena
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od umetnosti, pomagati pa v medicini, znanosti, tehniki ipd.
To je podobna revolucija, kot je bila iznajdba tiska. Z njim
se clovestvo znaslo. Pametni telefoni in umetna inteligenca
ne bi smeli nasih otrok in njihovih otrok odvajati misliti.

2. junyja 2025
(Moj oce bi danes dopolnil 113 let ... Sanjalo se mi je
o njem. Mogoce bo to nekoc¢ pesem.)

Prevedla Diana Pungersic



Where else to begin but with the notion of Central
Europe, a concept that has significantly shaped the
Vilenica Festwval over the decades. Yet this concept,
which only emerged in the 19" century, has always
been somewhat elusive — even geographically. Writers,
politicians, economasts, historians, linguists, and others
have all understood it differently. Almost everyone in-
terpreted it in their own way. However, in 1986, when
the first edition of the festival was held, a consensus
was reached among a group of Slovenian writers and
poets, including Veno Taufer, the initiator of the festi-
val, on what the term should represent in this context:
a free space for encounters and the exchange of ideas on
culture, society, and art — especially literature — featur-
ing creators from the region of small nations between
Germany and Russia, as one of the festival’s past lau-
reates, Milan Rundera, wrote. But over the four dec-
ades, the concept of Central Europe has shifted in time
and space — politically, socially, and to some extent
culturally. What does this concept, as it has evolved
through the festival, mean today? Does it still carry
any significance for writers from the Central European
region? Can it remain relevant in today’s global soci-
opolitical climate when thinking about literature, the
world, society, and humanity? And can it still be that
utopran space of encounter as it once was, or has it, as
another of the festival’s laureates, Peter Handke, called
it, become a meteorological phenomenon?

Mila Haugova: Vilenica was a literary wonder of

coming-together, discussing. I remember meeting Dane
Zajc and the wise conversation. I don’t know why you’re so
pessimistic, but I still concur with Kundera: we can perpet-
ually exchange views on culture in the Central European
region, and it remains relevant, if we so desire. But our pri-
mary task, above all, is to write deeply about everything that
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touches us intimately — love, pain, joy — in a manner that,
if the work is written with literary distinction, will touch
others too. In every 7/ that is written, there is a common we
and, through the millennia, this has remained the primary
task of literature. As far as Peter Handke’s viewpoint goes,
I would say that the different streams of thought are like
clouds (meteorology) that float, while literature is the sky,
the atmosphere, which remains more or less stable. We still
have four seasons, or as Srecko Kosovel said: a small cloak
of words. And that is good.

T hroughout its history, the Vilenica Festival has also
paid particular attention to the public role of writers and
wntellectuals. There has never been a clear consensus on
their public engagement at the festival, and the modes
of such engagement have changed over the years. How
should writers and intellectuals be engaged today? Is this
even necessary? What power do they still hold in shaping
opinions and stances in the sociopolitical sphere? And are
there positions today that writers and intellectuals should

publicly express if they accept the role of public figures?

Mila Haugova: Excuse me, but this is yet another po-
litical question, as if literature has no other realm of activi-
ty than public engagement. But that depends on the nature
of the writer. Was Jan Skacel, with his wonderful poems, an
engaged writer? He was, in the deepest sense: he left a trace
in the time and place in which he was active. Every word
written in this way is committed to life, regardless of how
difficult and complicated it may be. At the outbreak of the
First World War, Kafka wrote a single sentence about that
war in his diaries. Does that make him an engaged writer?
Rilke wrote 7T#he Love and Death of Cornet Christopher
Rilke, which he came to regret bitterly at war’s end. Lit-
erature 1s broader and deeper, it speaks of everything, in-
cluding the emotion of love, not just about fighting and war
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and disaccord. What 1s left of Catullus? Not his political
pamphlets, but ODI ET AMO...

In the four decades since the Vilenica Festival has been
taking place — symbolically defined by the cave from
which it takes its name — the relationship between lit-
erature and its social role has changed. In its early
days, the festival also embraced dissidence; it was a
space under the gaze of the media and public, mak-
ing its authors a kind of window to the world. Over
time, however, the social role of literature has shifted,
mouving to the margins of social and media attention,
where it now constantly struggles to be noticed. What
defines the relationship between literature and societly
today? What is the social role of literature within to-
day’s (chaotic) digital world?

Mila Haugova: Can we say with utter honesty that
literature also had social import? It certainly did once, and
here we can think back to John Steinbeck and his Grapes
of Wrath, Dostoyevsky’s Brothers Karamazov with its con-
demnation of high society and its morals, or the beatniks
or Solzhenitsyn, Pasternak, the neorealists in Italy, both in
literature and film... Let us not be dragged into the chaotic
digital world. We are always able to decide: here I will par-
ticipate, here I will not. We still have paper and pencils and
diaries and notebooks. We don’t have to put everything on
the “Net” — we are liable to get tangled up in it.

The first laureate of the Vilenica Festival was Fulvio
Tomizza, who recewed the award for his prose work,
especially the novel The Newlyweds from Rossetti Stre-
et. Thus short novel is tied to events in Trieste during
the Second World War. The 40" edition of the Vilen-
ica Festival coincides with the 80" anniversary of the

end of World War II. The world written about by
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past laureates such as Libuse Monikovd, Péter Nddas,
Pavel Vilikovsky, Adam Jagajewski, Adolf Muschg,
Josip Ostr, Milan Kundera, Zbigniew Herbert, Tomas
Venclova, Jan Skdcel, Péter Esterhdzy, Brigitte Kro-
nauer, Murko Kovac, Ana Blandiana, Peter Handke,
and others, is a different one today. It seems we are
entering a world different from the one that developed
after the war. Has literature — if at all — also changed
in recent years? Should it? Should it respond to the cur-
rent soctopolitical situation?

Mila Haugova: You should write, if you must write.
Those who feel they must express a response to socio-political
events should do so. I write subjective poetry, but also this is
of course subjectively modelled as a relational outgrowth to
that which exists around it, and this shows in the writing. But
to do so consciously, and to take up engaged writing because
“it’s a requirement” — that’s probably just not my way of en-
compassing the world. “Plants are slow animals, I am a slow
animal,” I once wrote, and that’s how I understand the world,
the relationships between people... animals... plants... stones
and forests and the sea that we do not have in Slovakia.

One of the most defining aspects of literature today s
artificial intelligence and its influence on writing and
literary creation. This is something that will undoubt-
edly shape literature in the coming years. What are the
most important questions we should be asking regard-
ing the use of artificial intelligence in literary creation?
What are the potential positive and negative aspects of
its use, particularly concerning copyright? What does
the future of literature look like in this context?

Mila Haugova: I myself will certainly never use Al in
my own writing. The most important Al-related questions
I have are: Does Al dream? Does Al have a grandmother,
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a sister, a brother, a father, a mother? If they create human
robots, will they baptise them? Bury them? Do they believe
in God? Will they love us? Will the robots be children or
merely adults? These are my questions. I do not load my-
self down with matters of copyright. Today I heard Mozart
being used as a jingle to advertise things we have no need
of. Nobody is interested in that anymore. Al should remain
separate from the arts, and be used to help advance med-
icine, science, technology, etc. This is a revolution that is
similar to the invention of the printing press. With it, man-
kind found itself. Smartphones and Al should not rob our
children and our children’s children of their minds.

2 June 2025
(My father would have turned 113 today... I dreamt
about him. Maybe someday z4zs will result in a poem.)

Translated by Jason Blake



Dorma 4

Zahada nasho prichodu na to isté miesto.

Poc¢uvajica izba. Nad tebou (divorastica askétka).

Na kozusinovej luke s tizkymi vchodmi do deformovaného
Kruhu. Vkladali sme sa do seba vkladali sme do seba tazby
A nedokonalosti nasho dovtedajsieho zivota.

V Klagenfurte na stanici si v novembri 1999 polozil

Ruku na okno vlaku. Osem hodin som sa viezla s tvojou stopou.
A teraz hovoris, Ze telo ni¢ neznamena.

A vzdy znova pradenie sedimentacia sebavznietivé slova —



Dorma:i 6

Weillensee

Otvorena kovova brana. Zattlana zver hlada mne

urcen(l zimu.

Holandski korc¢uliari v otvorenej elipse Bieleho jazera.
Pozorujes hruby lad

S ostrou stopou. Pri bozku si poranime usta.

Optstame vlastné teritéria. Mizneme v rasticej jazve.
Precizny a preto nepresny

Opis. Tvar pod Iadom stemnie ked na nu polozim ruky.
Bolis ked si sen.
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Dorm:i 9

Zjavenie v nadhernej zahrade kde vsetko zodpoveda
Predstave; cervené a biele kvety; dula a jablone
Symbibdza neexistujiiceho s tusenym v naslednosti

A hierarchii pamiti Si na prvom mieste

Cokolvek ti poviem bude logikou srdca (raison de coeur)
Dékazom zjemnenej sktisenosti.

Byt dvaja.

Medzi.



Jrom Frozen angel

...chcem aby si vedel ze si milovany

a nie s1 sam: plynutie: krasa intervalovych
vztahov: zaviaz mi o¢i plavaj so mnou

v tom istom jazere (nech je spolo¢ny tzky ¢ln)

Nedovol casu prestat dychat Ked

kobaltovy mesiac a svetlom roztlmena rieka
zovrie / zavrie sa vo mne srdce: ¢o milujem mam
nechat volne plynat Ak sa ku mne (znova) vrati

bude mi patrit navzdy = Ni¢ neumiera

Len na chvilu A znovu sa objavi

...akoby teplo bolo iba z priprav... na spanok

na zimu...



Fragmenty jednej reci lasky

Fragmenty jednej reci lasky
cez priezor zvinutej izby
mliecne sklo, muselin zahyb
nezného pohybu (bolestivy) ty
ako 1des cez prah cez stenu svetla
cez dvere a oknda; mliec¢ne sklo
s gravarou nechtov (chrbat)
dejiny vsetkych nasich (mojich)
zachovanych pokoziek lasky
vertikalny palimpsest; smrtelné
hovorenie

cez

neha je slovom od Boha



Fragmenty mizniiceho teroru detstva (reci)

Fragmenty mizntceho teroru detstva (reci)
Zena ktort poznas. Krajina v dennom
svetle. Tie no¢né sny (lahké no¢né mory)
uz nechces. Len tie svetla. Ked si sa vratila
z detského do nechceného sveta. Porcelan
a polittra (pretreta kyanidovou vonou
marhulovych semien). Vzdy zo sna len
kratko zobudena: »Kde si zase bola? Hol
voltal?« Povies len. Tam. Tu. Doma. Kym
v lese smutili za tebou maliny
z koze zvlecené mladé hady drobné kuny.

Ako za tuteky prestat trestat?



Priesvitnost 3

Lebo

Lebo este zijeme v tomto rozvratenom svete

v bezhrani¢nej zime. nekonci sa a nikdy nezacina,

ale mozno ako predtym, ked sme sa milovali zasvieti okno.

a v okne sa mihne hlava jelena hladajiaceho svoju jeleniu lan,
ktora sme zabili ked sa necakane vynorila z hmly v priekope
zasvietila ako biela ziara na ceste, potom len tupy tder a pad.
spat do priekopy, ani si mi nedovolil pozriet sa na nu.
predstavujem si ju ako lezala v lesku podvecerného svetla

na bielom snehu, bez kvapky krvi. povedal si. bez kvapky krvi.
jestvuje jediny mur, ktory ma od nej oddelil, jedina zéhrada,
do ktorej vzdy pride, presna krivka jej padu zodpoveda nasim
srdciam, tak velmi sme sa nepoznali, vzdy bude zlahka kracat
k zahrade, k tej zahrade v ktorej cakam, zakutrana do svojho
smutku z dvojnasobnej straty, bol treti januar, vecer pol sieste;j,
mohli sme neprist na toto stretnutie? kto ma (nas) vyslobodi

z toho okamihu, mala som zomriet ja, vrhla sa k oknu na mojej
strane, ¢o to malo znamenat? vlcie travy hlboko dychajtce
pod snehom, kto nas tam poslal prave vtedy ked chcela prejst cez
cestu, ktort ona a jej predkovia poznali veky. naproti ceste zrtena
sopa. zlomena ohrada, detskd Gzkost a smutok.



Priesvitnost 5

Som biela hmla

Som biela hmla napiflajﬁca udolie.

bludiace temné zviera, placem aby uz nikto nezomrel.
nepotrebujem odvahu k smrti ale k Zivotu.

aby sme predisli nedorozumeniu.

tu je pricina, jeden muz prestal vnimat jednu zenu.

ty mna. ako sa to stalo opytam sa.

nezadrzatelne sme sa zacali menit, jeden na druhého.
jeden do druhého, uz som nevedela

¢i milujem ja alebo ty. ruky ktoré ma objimali boli (jeho)
moje. ruky ktorymi som ho objimala

boli (moje) jeho. aj Gsta. aj tismeyv, aj podoba, aj spanok.
aj laska, aj nenavist za to Ze sa vieme.

pozname, aj za to ze sa ne-vieme ne-pozname a nie sme taki
aki sme chceli byt jeden pre druhého

od zaciatku mysticki Anjeli, hostia

nevedome privitani v dome a treti Anjel

drzal nad nami kamennt oblohu.



Canto triste

V d-moll: teraz vidim zimnu zahradu

s hustym sriennom na dulovniku a zltou psou budou
a s Domenicom Scarlattim a jeho sonatami

so vsetkymi cestami ktoré veda do zahrady

s no¢nymi vystrelmi na neviditelné

Tichom dotknuté zvierata

6

V albume sa zbieraji nezname fotografie snov:
visim na jednej ruke na schodoch vlaku

bez lokomotivy: vagon sa odpoji a mne sa podari prejst
dovnitra a vziat si svoju po kupé rozhadzanu batozinu
je tam aj ukradnuta blazka z jedného staré¢ho sna...
5

Cela sna sa zatvori so vietkym tym ¢im nie som

v spomalenom negative rana sa otvara rano

a tento riadok predvidenia do spadnutého hniezda
kamera stale zaostava za skutocnym:...

4

Samota bez nazvu znovunastavenie vyznamov

cez drevené schody na povalu hore a dolu

nocné vlaky, pokozka zvuku vytvara meni sa

3

Zostava vlak cez zdivocené vody osmédza

rastliny svetla na ktoré zabudne farba

2

Kvety z jaskyn tekuté zrkadla majové litanie...

1



Plant room II1

Je dobré s tebou oddychnut si od bytia
odtrhnut sa od ttokov duse.

Smrt nie je. Si len ty.
éoje pre mna Ste nicim
Je pre teba uz vsetko.
7 ladu vytrhnuty obraz:
Nadychat tam tvar.
Iad. Mraz.
Srien.

Ruza.



Dorma 4

Skrivnost najinega prihoda na isti kraj.

Soba, ki poslusa. Nad teboj (divje rastoca asketinja).

Na krznenem travniku z ozkimi vhodi v skrivljen

Krog. Vlagala sva se vase vlagala vase hrepenenja

In nepopolnosti najinega dotedanjega zivljenja.

V Celovcu na postaji si novembra 1999 na okno vlaka
Polozil roko. Osem ur sem se vozila s tvojim odtisom.
Zdaj pa pravis, da telo ni¢ ne pomeni.

In vedno znova vrvenje usedanje besede samobodritve —



Dorma: 6

Weillensee

Odprta kovinska ograjna vrata. Zablodela zival i§¢e meni
dodeljeno zimo.

Nizozemski drsalci v odprti elipst Belega jezera.
Opazujes debeli led

Z ostro sledjo. Pri poljubu si raniva usta.

Zapuscava lastni ozemlji. Izginjava v rastoci brazgotini.
Precizen in zato nenatancen

Opis. Obraz pod ledom potemni ko nanj polozim roke.
Bolis ko si sanje.
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Dorm:i 9

Privid na ¢udovitem vrtu kjer vse ustreza

Predstavi; rdeci in beli cvetovi; kutina in jablane
Simbioza neobstojecega s slutnjo v zaporednosti

In hierarhiji spomina Na prvem mestu si

Karkoli i bom rekla bo logika srca (raison de coeur)
Dokaz ublazene izkusnje.

Biti dva.

Vmes.



Jrom Frozen angel

... hocem da ves da si ljubljen

in da nisi sam: pretakanje: lepota intervalnih
odnosov: zavezi mi o¢i plavaj z menoj

v istem jezeru (naj bo skupen ozki ¢oln)

Ne pusti ¢asu da neha dihati Ce se bosta
kobaltna luna in s svetlobo odtemnela reka
stisnili mi bo zaprlo srce: kar ljubim moram
pustiti prosto teci Ce se bo (spet) vrnilo k meni
mi bo pripadalo za vedno Ni¢ ne umira
Zgolj za hip  Pa se spet pojavi
... kot bi bilo toplo Ze samo zaradi priprav ... na spanec
na zimo ...



Fragmenti neke govorice ljubezni

Fragmenti neke govorice ljubezni
skozi kukalo zavrtinc¢ene sobe
mlecno steklo, muslin guba
neznega gibanja (boleci) ti
ki gre§ prek praga skozi steno svetlobe
skozi vrata in okna; mle¢no steklo
z gravuro nohtov (hrbet)
zgodovina vseh najinih (mojih)
ohranjenih koz ljubezni
navpicni palimpsest; smrtna
govorica

skozi

neznost je beseda od Boga



Fragment: izginjajocega terorja otrostva (govorice)

Fragmenti izginjajocega terorja otrostva (govorice)
Zenska ki jo pozna. Pokrajina v dnevni

svetlobi. Teh no¢nih sanj (lahkih no¢nih mor)

ne zeli§ vec. Samo te luci. Ko si se iz otroskega
vrnila v nezeleni svet. Porcelan

in politura (prezeta s cianidnim vonjem
mareli¢nih semen). Iz sanj zmeraj zbujena

le za kratko: »Kje si spet bila? Hol voltal?«

Reces samo. Tam. Tu. Doma. Medtem

ko so v gozdu za teboj zalovale maline

iz koze potegnjene mlade kace drobne kune.

Kako nehati kaznovati za pobege?



Prozornost 3

Ker

Ker Se ziviva na tem razsutem svetu

v brezmejni zimi. ne konca se in se nikoli ne zacne,

vendar bo morda kot prej, ko sva se ljubila, zasijalo okno.
mimo okna pa bo $vignila glava jelena ki bo iskal svojo kosuto,
ki sva jo ubila ko je na lepem vzniknila iz megle v jarku

se zasvetila kot bel sij na cesti, zatem le top udarec in padec.
nazaj v jarek, sploh mi nisi pustil da bi jo pogledala.

zamisljam si jo lezeco v bles¢avi poznopopoldanske svetlobe
na belem snegu, brez kapljice krvi. rekel si. brez kapljice krvi.
obstaja sam samcat zid, ki me je locil od nje, samcat vrt,

na katerega vedno pride, natan¢na krivulja njenega padca

se sklada z najinima srcema nisva se poznali preve¢ dobro vedno bo
lahkotno stopala, proti vrtu, na katerem cakam, zarita v svojo
zalost zavoljo dvojne izgube, bil je tretji januar, pol Sesta zvecer,
bi lahko ne prisli na to srecanje? kdo me (naju) bo osvobodil
tega trenutka, naj bi umrla jaz, se pognala k oknu na svoji
strani, kaj naj bi to pomenilo? vol¢je trave, ki globoko dihate
pod snegom, kdo naju je tja poslal, ravno ko je hotela preckati
cesto, ki so jo ona in njeni predniki poznali Ze od nekdaj. nasproti ceste
podrta lopa. polomljena ograja, otroski strah in zalost.



Prozornost 5

Sem bela megla

Sem bela megla ki zapolnjuje dolino.

tavajoca temna zival, jocem da nihce vec ne bi umrl.
ne potrebujem poguma za smrt ali za zivljenje.

da ne bo nesporazuma,

tu je vzrok. neki moski je nehal zaznavati neko zensko.

ti mene. kako se je to zgodilo se vprasam.

nezadrzno sva se zacela spreminjati, si biti enaka.

s1 biti ista, nisem vec¢ vedela

ali ljubim jaz ali ti. Roke ki so me objemale so bile (njegove)
moje. roke s katerimi sem ga objemala

so bile (moje) njegove. tudi usta. tudi nasmeh, tudi oblicje, tudi
spanec.

tudi ljubezen, tudi sovrastvo da se znava.

poznava. tudi da se ne znava ne poznava in nisva taka
kakrsna sva zelela biti drug za drugega

od zacetka misticna Angela, gosta

ponevedoma povabljena v hiSo, tretji Angel

pa je nad nama drzal kamnito nebo.



Canto triste

V d-molu: zdaj vidim zimski vrt

z gostim 1vjem na kutini in rumeno pasjo uto

ter Domenicom Scarlattijem in njegovimi sonatami
z vsemi potmi ki vodijo na vrt

z noc¢nimi streli v nevidne

zivali prizadete od Tisine

6

V albumu se zbirajo neznane fotografije sanj:

z eno roko visim na stopnicah vlaka

brez lokomotive: vagon se odklopi meni pa uspe stopiti
noter in si vzeti svojo po kupeju razmetano prtljago
tam je tudi ukradena bluza iz nekih starih sanj ...

5

Celica sanj se zapre z vsem kar nisem

v upocasnjenem negativu se odpira jutro

in ta vrstica slutenja v padlo gnezdo

kamera nenehno zaostaja za resnicnim ...

4

Samota brez naslova ponastavitev pomenov

po lesenih stopnicah na podstreho gor in dol

nocni vlaki koza zvoka ustvarja se spreminja

3

Vlak ostaja skozi podivjane vode osmoza

rastline svetlobe na katere pozabi barva

2

Roze iz jam tekoca ogledala majske litanije ...

1



Plant room II1

Dobro si je s teboj odpociti od bivanja
se odtrgati od napadov duse.

Smurti ni. S1 zgol;j ti.
Kar je zame Se nic¢
Je zate ze vse.

Iz ledu 1ztrgana slika:
Nadihaj nanjo obraz.
Led. Mraz.
Ivje.
Vrtnica.

Prevedel Andrej Pletersk:
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Dorma: 4

The mystery of our arrival at the same place.

A listening room. Over you (a wild-growing ascetic).

On a furry meadow with narrow entrances to a warped

Circle. We enter ourselves we enter desire in ourselves

And the imperfections of our more than gone lives.

In Klagenfurt at the station in November 1999 he placed

His hand on the window of the train. Eight hours I'd borne your
track.

And now you say that the body means nothing;

And again and again the sedimentation of self-combusting words
flowing —
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Dormazi 6

Weissensee

An open metal gate. Stray animals seek

a winter meant for me.

Dutch skaters on the White Lakes’s open ellipse.

You observe the rough ice

With its sharp track. We wound our mouths with a kiss.

We abandon our own territories. We vanish in the growing scar.

A precise and therefore inaccurate

Description. Under the ice your face darkens when I take it in my hands.
You hurt when you dream.
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Dorm:i 9

Revelation in a beautiful garden where everything answers
Expectation; red and white flowers; quince and apple trees
Symbiosis nonexistent with no intimation of consequence
And hierarchy recalls Thou art in the first place

Anything I say will be the logic of the heart (raison de coeur)
With proof from refining experience.

Being two.

Between.
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Jrom Frozen angel

...I want you to know that you are beloved

and you’re not alone: flowing: the beauty of the interval
between two: bind my eyes swim with me

in this same lake (let it be a mutual narrow boat)

Do not let time stop breathing when

the cobalt moon and the darkened river

clasp / close my heart with light: what I love I have

to let flow freely If he (again) returns to me

he will belong to me forever Nothing dies

Only for a moment  And again appears

...as if the heat was only preparation... for sleep
for winter...

144



Fragments of the one language of love

Fragments of the one language of love
through a vizor an entwined room
milky glass, muslin fold
tender movement (painful) thou
as you pass over the threshold through a wall of light
through door and windows; milky glass
with gravure fingernails (your back)
the history of all our (my)
preserved complexions of love
vertical palimpsest; fatal
speaking

through

tender 1s the word of God
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Fragments of a vanishing childhood terror (speech)

Fragments of a vanishing childhood terror (speech)

A woman you know. The landscape in day

light. These nocturnal dreams (painless nightmares)

you haven’t wanted. Only these lights. When you returned
from childhood into an undesired world. Porcelain

and polish (she chafes the cyanide scent

of apricot seeds). From a dream she always only

wakes briefly, ,,Where were you again?* Hol

voltal? You just say. There. Here. At home. While

in the woods they mourned for you  raspberries

skins shed from young snakes little pine martens.

How to stop being punished for running away?
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Translucency 3

Because

Because we still live in this world torn apart

a limitless winter, neither beginning nor ending.

but perhaps as before, when we make love the window illuminates.

and in the window a stag’s head flashes in search of the doe

we killed when she unexpectedly emerged from the mist in a ditch

a shining white glow on the road, then a dull thud and crash.

back into the ditch, nor would you let me look at her.

I imagine her lying in the glitter of the early evening light

in the white snow, without a drop of blood, you said, without a
drop of blood.

there 1is a single wall that separated me from her, a single garden,

to which she always comes, the exact curve of her fall answers to our

hearts, so much we didn’t know, will always walk lightly

to the garden, the garden in which I wait, coiling into my

sorrow for the double loss, the third of January, half past five in
the evening,

couldn’t we have not come to this meeting? Who delivered me (us)

from that moment, I had to die myself, rushed to the window on my

side, what does it mean? wolf grass deep breathing

under the snow, who sent us exactly there when she wished to cross

the road which she and her ancestors had known through the ages.

across the road a caved-in shed. broken fence, children’s anxiety and
sadness.
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Translucency 5

1 am whate fog

I am white fog filling a valley.

A dark stray animal that weeps so that no-one should die.
I don’t need the courage to die, but to live.

so we don’t foresee misunderstanding.

There is a reason. a man stopped perceiving a woman.

you me. How did it happen I ask.

inexorably, we have begun to change, one in the other.

one into the other, I don’t know

whether I have loved or you. the hands which have embraced me
are (his)

mine. the hands with which I’'ve embraced him

are (mine) his. and mouth. and smile. and shape. and sleep.

and love. and hate for what we knew.

we know, also from this we can’t not know and we aren’t as

we’ve wanted to be there for one another

from the beginning Mystical Angels, guests

unknowingly welcome in the house and the third angel

has held above us a stony sky.
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Canto triste

In D Minor: Now I see the winter garden

dense hoarfrost on the quince tree and yellow kennel

and with Domenico Scarlatti and his sonatas

with all roads which lead to the garden

with night shots in the invisible

silence caressing the animals

6

In the album, unknown photos collected from dreams:
I'm hanging with one hand on the steps of a train
without a locomotive: a carriage 1s disconnected and I just manage
to enter and gather my luggage strewn over the couchette
There’s also a shirt stolen from one of the old dreams...
5

The cell of dreams closes with more of everything of what I'm not
in a slowed negative of morning, morning opens

and this line of foresight into a tumbled nest

the camera still lagging behind the real...

4

Loneliness untitled resetting meanings

through the wooden stairs to the attic up and down

night trains, the complexion of sound creates varies

3

The train remains through wild water, osmosis

the light of plants in which colour forgets

2

The litany of May liquidly mirrors flowers from caves...

1
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Plant room II1

It is good to relax with you from being
torn away from assaults on the soul.

Death is not. You are only you.
What it is for me nothing more
Has been for you yet everything.

An image torn from the ice:
Breathing a face there.
Ice. Rime.
Hoarfrost.
Rose.

Translated by James Sutherland-Smath

150



Gostje Vilenice 2025
Vilenica Guests 2025



Laszlo Krasznahorkai

Foto © Lenke Szilagyi




Laszl6 Krasznahorkai (Gyula, 1954) je madzarski pisatelj in
scenarist, ob sodobnikih Pétru Esterhazyju in Pétru Nada-
su eden najpomembnejsih avtorjev moderne madzarske
knjizevnosti. Vse od zakljucka univerzitetnega studija se
prezivlja kot svobodni pisatelj. Ob koncu osemdesetih in v
devetdesetih letih je prebival v stevilnih krajih v Evropi in
po svetu. Kot avtor je znan po zahtevnih in kompleksnih
romanih, ki jih pogosto oznacujejo kot postmodernisticne,
z distopi¢nimi in melanhoni¢nimi temami. Je pisec roma-
nov, novel, kratkih zgodb, esejev in filmskih scenarijev na
podlagi svojih del: po njih je reziser Béla Tarr posnel vec
celovecernih filmov (na primer Satanov tango, Werckme:r-
strove harmonyje, Torinski konj). V slovenscini imamo na
voljo tri romane Laszla Krasznahorkaija: Voyna in vojna
(2015), Svet gre naprey (2020) in Satanov tango (2023), vse
je prevedla Marjanca Miheli¢. Avtor je za svoje ustvarjanje
prejel stevilne nagrade in priznanja, med drugim madzar-
sko drzavno priznanje (2002), nagrado Lajosa Kossutha
(2004), mednarodno nagrado Man Booker (2015) in avstrij-
sko drzavno nagrado za evropsko literaturo (2021), ze leta
2014 pa mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica.
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Laszl6 Krasznahorkai (Gyula, 1954) is a Hungarian writer
and screenwriter, one of the most important authors of mo-
dern Hungarian literature alongside his contemporaries
Péter Esterhazy and Péter Nadas. Since graduating from
university, he has made his living as a freelance writer. In
the late 1980s and 1990s, he lived in numerous parts of Eu-
rope and around the world. As an author, he 1s known for his
demanding and complex novels, which are often described
as postmodernist, with dystopian and melancholic themes.
He 1s the author of novels, novellas, short stories, essays,
and film screenplays based on his works: director Béla Tarr
has made several feature films based on his books (e.g.,
Sdtantangd, Werckmeister Harmonies, T he Turin Horse).
Three novels by Laszl6 Krasznahorkai are available in Slo-
venian: War & War (2015), The World Goes On (2020),
and Sdtdntangs (2023), all translated by Marjanca Mihelic.
Krasznahorkai has received numerous awards and accolades
for his work, including the Hungarian State Award (2002),
the Lajos Kossuth Prize (2004), the Man Booker Internatio-
nal Prize (2015), and the Austrian State Prize for European
Literature (2021), as well as the Vilenica International Li-
terary Prize in 2014.
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Kje zaceti drugje kot pri poymu Srednja FEvropa, ki
Je kljucno dolocal festival Vilenica skozi desetletja. A
ta pojem, ki se je pojavil sele v 19. stoletju, je bil
vedno nekako 1zmuzljio, tudi geografsko. Razlicno so
ga razumelt pisatelyi, politikr, gospodarstveniki, zgo-
dovinaryi, jezikoslover — skoray vsakdo ga je razumel
po svoje. Vendar je leta 1986, ko je potekala prva
1zvedba festivala, v skupini slovenskih pisateljev in
pesnikov, med katerimi je bil tudi pobudnik festiva-
la Veno Taufer, prisio do konsenza o tem, kaj naj bt
ta pojem predstavljal v njegovem okviru — svoboden
prostor srecevanja in 1zmenjave razmaislekov o kulturz,
druzbi in umetnosty, predvsem literaturi, vkljuceval pa
bt ustvarjalce 1z obmocja manysih narodov med Nem-
¢zjo in Rusijo, kot je zapisal eden od preteklih nagra-
Jencev festivala Milan Kundera. Toda pojem Srednja
Evropa se je v stirth desetletyih spreminjal v casu in
prostoru — politicno, druzbeno in do neke mere tudi
kulturno. Kaj je s tem poymom, kot se je oblikoval sko-
zt festival, danes? Ima sploh Se kaksen pomen med
literatt 1z srednjeevropske regye? Je v sedanjih glo-
balnih druzbenopoliticnih razmerah ta pojem Se lahko
aktualen za razmishange o literatury, svetu, druzbz,
cloveku? In ali je ta pojem lahko Se vedno neki utopicni
prostor srecevany kot nekoc alt pa je (p)ostal, kot ga
Je poimenoval Se eden od nagrajencev festivala Peter
Handke, zgolj meteoroloski pojav?

Laszlé Krasznahorkai: Srednja Evropa je geografski

prostor, ki lezi sredi Evrope. Srednja Evropa je obmocje tezko
dolocljive velikosti, eno od mnogih Nikogarsnjih ozemelj na
Zemlji, kamor so prihajale in odhajale, prihajajo in odhajajo
velesile ali imperiji s svojo zgodovino, ki jih ni zanimala in jih
niti ne zanima nizko povprecje zgodovine kateregakoli Ni-
kogarsnjega ozemlja. Srednja Evropa je plen, enkrat njegov,
drugi¢ moj. Srednja Evropa je prostor za hiso, in nikomur ni
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mar, ¢e ga prerase plevel. Zaradi semanticne slaboumnosti
tukaj zivecih ljudi Srednja Evropa nekaj pomeni. Ustvarja
vrednote, sposobna je sijajnih stvari, po krivici je prezirana in
prezrta kot zrak, s posebnim obcutkom za Zivljenje neprene-
homa i$ce svoje mesto, Ceprav gre v resnici za zeljo po oblas-
ti, zacinjeno z obcutkom prikrajsanosti in manjvrednostnim
kompleksom pritlikavca, ki bi konc¢no rad Ze tudi sam sedel
na prestol, a ne bo nikoli. Po mnenju njenih kardinalov niso
pomembni ne obseg, ne dimenzije, ne nakopicen kapital in
orozje, ne dobljene vojne, ne monumentalna sila, ne kulturna
in civilizatoricna premoc. Pa¢. Edino te stvari Stejejo. Clovek
bi se zjokal, to je Srednja Evropa. éeje Zemlja bozji klobuk,
je Srednja Evropa Sopek na njem. Ne. Takega klobuka ni.
Srednja Evropa je Sopek Nicesar. Srednja Evropa je nas dom,
tu so nase korenine, je materin kolac, oc¢etova popotnica, po-
potno brasno vseh, ki si delimo usodo. Srednja Evropa je tam,
kjer se dvigujejo nasi grobovi. Srednje Evrope ni, a je nasa.
Tudi mi imamo svoja Lennona in McCartneyja. Veliko njih.
Brez nas ne bi bilo atomske bombe, ne kemic¢nega svin¢nika,
ne racunalnika, ne vitamina C, ne DNK. Mi dajemo najvec
Nobelovih nagrajenceyv, le da v Stockholmu to zanikajo. Brez
nas ne bi bilo dunajske operete. Joyce je tukaj napisal Ulikse-
sa. Ne, vendar da. Ljubljanica je najlepsa reka na svetu. Be-
ograd je srediS¢e moderne kulture. Ali je Se kaksen Mestrovi¢
na svetu? N1 ga. No, vidite. In kje je zivel Katka? V Pragi.
No, vidite. Ce ne bi bilo Kopernika, bi Zemlja Se kar stala
na mestu. Vam je znano ime Schrodinger? Pa Rilke, Krleza,
Andri¢? Vsi so Madzari.

Festival Vilenica je posebno pozornost vseskozi posve-
cal tudi javni vlogi pisateljev in intelektualcev. Glede
njthovega javnega angaZmaja na festivalu ni bilo eno-
tnega konsenza, pa tudi nacini javnega angaZiranja so
se z leti spremingali. Kako naj bodo pisatelji in intelek-
tualct angaZirant danes? fe to sploh potrebno? Kaksna
Je Se njthova moc pri oblikovanju mnenj in stalis¢ v
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druzbenopoliticnem prostoru? In ali danes obstajajo
stalisc¢a, ki b jih pisatelyt in intelektualct morali javno
1zraZati, ce pristajajo na vlogo javnih osebnosti?

Laszlé Krasznahorkai: Pisatelji in izobrazenci so izu-
mrli tudi v Srednji Evropi. Presedlali so v zabavno industri-
jo. Visoko leposlovje berejo samo luzerji. Umetnost >Srednje
Evrope«je vznemirljiva, a ne razvname nikogar, niti ni vidna,
saj jo zastirajo turisti in zbiratelji. Nasi znanstveniki pa ne
zivijo v Srednji Evropi. Skratka, nihce od nas nima vec bese-
de pri nicemer. Od zacetka sedemdesetih oziroma osemdese-
tih let je na tem obmocju, kadar povzamejo besedo pisatelj,
umetnik ali znanstvenik, bolj ali manj tako, kot da bi govorili
pred izklopljenim mikrofonom. Govorili gluhim. Poti nazaj
ni. Vilenica je nekaj posebnega, a je ze izvorno jama. Kaj se
slisi 1z nje? Tudi iz kréme Srednja Evropa Andrzeja Stasiuka
se ne pricedi ni¢. Dotlej ne, dokler verjamemo, da pisatelji
in 1zobrazenci $e lahko kakorkoli vplivamo na to, kam bo sel
svet — bolje, da se sprijaznimo s tem, ¢e ne tudi v takih jamah
ne bomo ve¢ mogli dolgo ostati. Dotlej pa se vendarle ne ga-
nimo od tod. Dobro bi delo nekaj gretja. Izguba je lepa.

V stirih desetletyih, odkar poteka festival Vilenica, ki ga je
na stmbolni ravni dolocala jama, po kateri se umenwje, se je
spremenilo razmerje med literaturo in njeno druzbeno vlo-
go. V' zacetkih je festival stavil tudi na disidentstvo, bil je
prostor; v katerega so bile uprte oct medyjev in javnosti, zato
so avtorice in avtorji, povabljent na festiwal, predstavlali
nekaksno okno v svet. < desetletyi pa se je druzbena vloga
literature spremenila, preselila se je na druzbeno in mediy-
sko obrobje, kjer neprestano bye bitko za pozornost. Kay
Je znacilno za razmerje med literaturo in druzbo danes?
Raksna je druzbena vloga literature, tudi znotray (podivja-
nega) digitalnega sveta?

Laszl6 Krasznahorkai: Glej zgoraj, se pravi, spodaj, v jami.
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Proi nagrajenec festivala Vilenica je bil Fluvio Tomiz-
za, ki je nagrado prejel za svoj prozni opus, predvsem
za roman Mladoporocenca iz ulice Rossetti. 7a drobni
roman se navezuje na dogodke v Irstu med drugo sve-
tovno voyno. LetosSmja 40. i1zvedba festivala Vilenica
sovpada z 80. obletnico konca druge svetovne vojne.
Svet, o katerem so pisali pretekli nagrajenct in nagra-
Jenke festivala, na primer Libuse Montkovd, Péter Nd-
das, Pavel Vilikovsky, Adam Jagajewski, Adolf Mu-
schg, Josip Osti, Milan Rundera, {bigniew Herbert,
Tomas Venclova, fan Skdcel, Péter Esterhdzy, Brigitte
Kronauer, Muirko Koval, Ana Blandiana, Peter Han-
dke idr., je danes spremenjen. ldi se namrec, da vsto-
pamo v drugacen svet, kot se je razvyal po koncu vojne.
Ali se je — ce se sploh je — v zadnjih letih spremenila
tudi literatura? Bt se morala? Bt se morala odzivati na
sedanjo druzbenopoliticno situacyjo?

Laszl6 Krasznahorkai: Smo natanko sredi cini¢nega
obracuna s samimi seboj; kot ne prevec izborni otroci neke
ne prevec izborne dobe, ki se bo $tela za resni¢no izpolnje-
no Sele takrat, ko bo vsakdo, ki se v njej na vse pretege muci,
ki lezi v eni najglobljih senc ¢loveske zgodovine, dokoncno
dosegel svoj zalostni in zacasno jasni cilj: pozabljenje. Vsak-
do zeli pozabiti, da je sam zaigral vse, kar je imel, in da za
to ne more okriviti drugega, tujo oblast, usodo, zlonamerno
vmesavanje od dale¢, da ne more nikogar obtoziti tega, da
nima ve¢ ne boga ne idealov. Zeli pozabiti, ker ni zmogel
dostojanstveno prenesti niti svojega grenkega poraza, ker
sta peklenski dim in zgana pijaca razjedla njegov znacaj,
ker od koprnenja nekdanjega metafizicnega popotnika po
kraljestvu angelov resni¢no ni ostalo ni¢ drugega kot dim
in cenene zganice — od hrepenenja nekaj umazanega dima,
od napitka obsedenosti pa nekaj predirljivega vonja po $pi-
ritu. N1 konca zgodovine, kot ni konca nicesar, saj se ne
moremo vec uspavati z mislijo, da se bo z nami kaj koncalo.
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Samo nekaj nadaljujemo in nekako vzdrzujemo, nekaj se
nadaljuje in nekaj obstane. Se ustvarjamo umetniika dela,
vendar ne govorimo ve¢ o tem, kako, saj ustvarjanje ni vec
tako vzviseno pocetje. Za osnovo vzamemo vse, kar se je
doslej nanasalo na bistvo condition humaine, in se z obcut-
kom dolZnosti, v resnici pa brez ideje, in strogo disciplini-
rano, v resnici pa kot ujetniki nasedlega stanja duha, znova
potapljamo v muljasto vodo upodobljive polnosti ¢loveske
eksistence. Tudi napake neugnane mladezi ne zagresimo
vec, saj ne trdimo, da bo nasa razsodba poslednja sodba,
prav tako ne razglasamo, da od tod ni poti naprej. Ne mo-
remo reci, da zato, ker v stvareh ni smisla, za nas v umetni-
$kih delih ni ne ¢asa ne zgodbe, kakor tudi ne moremo reci,
kaksen smisel bi lahko imele te stvari za koga drugega, ce
bi se nekoc¢ znasel na nasem mestu, trdimo pa, da je za nas
izpricano, v svojem razocaranju se zaman poskusamo sle-
piti in pognati proti kaksnemu plemenitejsemu cilju, kaksni
vi§ji sili, da vsak tak nas poskus klavrno spodleti. Zaman
namrec zelimo govoriti o naravi, saj si narava tega ne zeli,
zaman zelimo govoriti o bozjem, saj si tudi bozje tega ne
zeli, in sploh si zaman zelimo, saj ne zmoremo govoriti o
nicemer drugem razen o sebi samih, ker lahko govorimo
samo o zgodovini, o stanju ¢loveka, o tem nespremenljivem
skupku lastnosti, katerega bistvo je tako drazljivo samo za
nas, drugace pa je, z vidika »bozanskega drugegac, to bistvo
od vekomaj in na veke vekov morda resni¢no: vse-eno.

V zadnjem casu literaturo nayboly zaznamuje umetna inte-
ligenca in mpen vpliv na pisanje oziroma ustvarjanje literar-
nih del. 1o bo lLteraturo zagotovo dolocalo tudi v prihod-
njth letth. Katera so najpomembneisa vprasanja, ki bi st
Jth morali postavitt pri uporabr umetne inteligence v zvezi
z ustvarjamjem literarnih del? Kaksne so lahko pozitivne
in kaksne so negativne plat njene uporabe, tudi v povezavi
z avtorskimi pravicami? Kaksna je v tem kontekstu videt
prihodnost literature?



Laszlé Krasznahorkai: Vse svoje upanje polagam
v umetno inteligenco, saj je cloveska dozivela polom. Nasa
doba je i1zgubila stik z omiko in izobrazbo, bolje receno,
odpovedali smo se klasi¢ni izobrazbi. Klasicna izobrazba
pravzaprav niti ne obstaja, to je samo eviemizem, saj je tako
imenovana klasi¢na izobrazba vseskozi moderna, izobrazba
kot taka. In za to gre, to se je izgubilo. Osupljivo je, kaksno
praznino povzroca pomanjkanje te izobrazbe pri mlajsih ge-
neracijah, a se ne bojim zanje. Za nas se pa sploh ne bojim
vec¢. Oni, mladi, bodo ustvarili svoja merila »izobrazbe<, mor-
da jo bodo imenovali tehnoloska izobrazba, imeli bodo teh-
nolosko umetnost, tehnolosko filozofijo, tehnolosko knjizev-
nost, tehnolosko obcuje sveta, tehnolosko plesno umetnost,
tehnolosko gledalisce, tehnolosko glasbo, tehnolosko parjenje
itd. Zaklenili bomo svoje knjiznice in klju¢ zagnali nekam v
tr1 krasne, tako ali tako ne bo nikogar ponj. Potem bodo knji-
znicne stavbe zbombardirali in stvar bo opravljena. Potem
se bo enako zgodilo $e s gledaliskimi stavbami, Solskimi stav-
bami, muzejskimi stavhami: vsaki¢ znova. Kaj bo zraslo na
njihovem mestu, je Ze njithova stvar, stvar mladih: nekaksen
silos, od koder bodo, st mislim, vesoljski taksiji — z enosmerno
vozovnico — leteli na Mars.

Prevedla Marjanca Mziheli
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Where else to begin but with the notion of Central Fu-
rope, a concept that has significantly shaped the Vileni-
ca Festival over the decades. Yet this concept, which only
emerged in the 19" century, has always been somewhat
elusive — even geographically. Writers, politicians, econ-
omasts, historians, linguists, and others have all under-
stood it differently. Almost everyone interpreted it in their
own way. However, in 1986, when the_first edition of
the festival was held, a consensus was reached among
a group of Slovenian writers and poets, including Veno
Taufer, the initiator of the festival, on what the term
should represent in this context: a_free space_for encoun-
lers and the exchange of ideas on culture, society, and
art — especially literature — featuring creators from the
region of small nations between Germany and Russia,
as one of the festival’s past laureates, Milan Rundera,
wrote. But over the four decades, the concept of Cen-
tral Europe has shifted in time and space — politically,
socially, and to some extent culturally. What does this
concept, as it has evolved through the_festival, mean to-
day? Does it still carry any significance for writers from
the Central FEuropean region? Can it remain relevant
win today’s global sociopolitical climate when thinking
about literature, the world, society, and humanaity? And
can 1t still be that utopian space of encounter as it once
was, or has it, as another of the festival’s laureates,
Peter Handke, called it, become a meteorological phe-
nomenon?

Laszl6 Krasznahorkai: Central Europe is a geographi-

cal space that lies in the middle of Europe. Central Europe is
an area whose size is difficult to measure; it is one of Earth’s
No Man’s Lands that has seen great powers and empires come
and go, and come and go again, each with their own history,
and they were not and are not interested in even the mea-
gre average of the history of any No Man’s Lands. Central
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Europe is prey, now his, now mine. Central Europe is a yard
behind a house that nobody cares about if’ weeds have over-
grown it. The semantic imbecility of the people living here
makes Central Europe mean something. It creates values,
it 1s capable of majestic things, it is unjustly despised and
disregarded — like the air, it 1s constantly looking for its
place with a special sense of life, although in reality it is a
desire for power, seasoned with a dash of deprivation and
the inferiority complex of a dwarf who would like to finally
sit on the throne himself but who never will. According to its
religious cardinals, what counts is not its size, its dimensions,
its amassed capital, its weapons, its wars won, its monumental
power, its cultural and civilisational superiority. These are the
only things that count. This Central Europe... a man could
cry. If Earth 1s God’s hat, Central Europe is the arrangement
of flowers on top. No. There is no such hat. Central Eu-
rope is a bouquet of Nothing. Central Europe is our home,
it is where our roots are, it 1s Mother’s cake, Dad’s travel
companion, the travelling flour of all who share our destiny.
Central Europe 1s where our graves heap up. Central Europe
does not exist, but it is ours. We too have our Lennons and
McCartneys. Plenty of them. Without us, there would have
been no atomic bomb. No ballpoint pen, no computer, no
vitamin G, no DNA. We produce the most Nobel Prizes, it’s
just that in Stockholm they deny this fact. Without us, there
would be no Viennese operetta. Joyce wrote Ulysses here.
Nay, and yet... The Ljubljanica is the most beautiful river in
the world. Belgrade is the centre of modern culture. Is there
another Mestrovi¢ in the world? There is not. Well, you see?
And where did Kafka live? In Prague. Well, you see? If it
weren’t for Copernicus, the Earth would still be standing still.
Do you know the name Schrodinger? And Rilke, Krleza, An-
dri¢? Hungarians, all of them.

T hroughout its history, the Vilenica Festwval has also
paid particular attention to the public role of writers
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and intellectuals. There has never been a clear con-
sensus on their public engagement at the festival, and
the modes of such engagement have changed over the
years. How should writers and intellectuals be engaged
today? Is this even necessary? What power do they still
hold in shaping opinions and stances in the sociopolit-
tcal sphere? And are there positions today that writers
and intellectuals should publicly express if they accept
the role of public figures?

Laszl6 Krasznahorkai: Writers and intellectuals have
also gone extinct in Central Europe. All of these names have
hitched themselves to the entertainment industry. Only a
loser reads belles lettres. Oh, you arts! Central European
art 1s exciting, but it does not excite anyone, nor is it seen,
because it is obscured by tourists and collectors. Our sci-
entists do not live in Central Europe. In short: none of us
has a say in anything anymore. Since the beginning of the
1970s or 1980s, around here, if they utter the word writer,
artist or scientist, it is more or less as if they were speaking
in front of a dead microphone. Speaking to the deaf. There
1s no pathway back. Vilenica is something special, but it is
originally a cave. What can be heard from it? Nothing is
emerging from Andrzej Stasiuk’s Central Europe pub either.
And there won’t be for as long as we keep believing that we
writers and educated individuals can still have any influence
over the course of world — better to accept that fact, for if
we don’t we won’t be able to stay in such caves much longer
either. Until then, however, let us not stray from here. A bit
of warming up would do us well. Loss is beautiful.

In the four decades since the Vilenica Festival has been
taking place — symbolically defined by the cave from
which it takes its name — the relationship between
literature and its social role has changed. In its early
days, the festival also embraced dissidence; it was a
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space under the gaze of the media and public, making
its authors a kind of window to the world. Over time,
however; the social role of literature has shifted, moving
to the margins of social and media attention, where it
now constantly struggles to be noticed. What defines the
relationship between literature and society today? What
s the social role of literature within today’s (chaotic)
digital world?

Laszl6 Krasznahorkai: See above, that is, below, in
the cave.

The first laureate of the Vilenica Festival was Ful-
vio Tomizza, who recetved the award for his prose
work, especially the novel The Newlyweds from Ros-
setti Street. 7 /s short novel s tied to events in Trieste
during the Second World War. The 40" edition of the
Vilenica Festival coincides with the 80" anniversary
of the end of World War I11. The world written about
by past laureates such as Libuse Monikovd, Péter Na-
das, Pavel Vilikovsky, Adam lagajewski, Adolf Mus-
chg, Fosip Ostr, Milan Rundera, lbigniew Herbert,
Tomas Venclova, fan Skdcel, Péter Esterhdzy, Brigitte
Kronauer, Mirko Kovacd, Ana Blandiana, Peter Hand-
ke, and others, is a different one today. It seems we are
entering a world different from the one that developed
after the war. Has literature — if at all — also changed
in recent years? Should i1t? Should it respond to the cur-
rent soctopolitical situation?

Laszlé Krasznahorkai: We are right in the middle of
a cynical self-reckoning; as the not-overly-selected children
of a not-overly-selected age, which will only be considered
truly fulfilled when every creature who is tormenting him-
self to the utmost in it, lying in one of the deepest shadows
of human history, has finally come round to his sad and
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provisionally clear goal: oblivion. He wants to forget that
he himself has gambled away everything he had and that
he cannot blame it on anyone else, on foreign power, on
fate, on malicious interference from afar, that he cannot ac-
cuse anyone of no longer having a god or ideals. He wishes
to forget, because he could not bear even his bitter defeat
with dignity, because the smoke and spirits of hell had eaten
away at his character, because there was really nothing left
of the hankering of the former metaphysical wanderer for
the realm of the angels but smoke and cheap spirits — a little
dirty smoke of longing, a little cloying smell of spirit from
the mad drink of obsession. There is no end to history, just
as there i1s no end to anything, because we can no longer
lull ourselves into believing that our end means the end of
something. We just carry on and somehow sustain some-
thing; something continues and something endures. We are
still creating works of art, but we no longer talk about how,
because creating is no longer such a sublime undertaking.
We take as a basis all that has ever been about the essence of
the condition humaine, and do so with a sense of duty, but
in reality, we have no idea, and in a strictly disciplined way,
though in reality as prisoners of a stranded state of mind,
we sink again into the muddy waters of the imaginative full-
ness of human existence. Neither do we continue to commit
the error of benighted youth, for we do not claim that our
verdict will be the last judgement, nor do we proclaim that
from here there is no way forward. We cannot say that be-
cause no meaning resides in things, there is no time or story
for us in works of art, nor can we express what meaning
these things might have had for someone else if they had
found themselves at one time in our place, but we do say
that it is evident to us, in our frustration, that we are vainly
trying to deceive ourselves and to propel ourselves towards
some nobler goal, some higher power, that such an attempt
of ours fails miserably every time. For it is in vain that we
speak of nature, because nature does not wish for that, it is
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in vain that we wish to speak of the divine, because the di-
vine does not wish it either, and it is in vain that we wish at
all, because we cannot speak of anything but ourselves, be-
cause we can only speak of history, of the human condition,
of that unchanging aggregate of characteristics, the essence
of which is so irritating only to us, but otherwise, from the
point of view of the “divine other,” that essence, from ever-
more and everlastingly, may well be true: all-the-same.

One of the most defining aspects of literature today s
artificial intelligence and its influence on writing and
literary creation. This is something that will undoubt-
edly shape literature in the coming years. What are the
most tmportant questions we should be asking regard-
ing the use of artificial intelligence in literary creation?
What are the potential positive and negative aspects of
s use, particularly concerming copyright? What does
the future of literature look like in this context?

Laszl6 Krasznahorkai: Because human intelligence
has failed, I invest all my hope in artificial intelligence. Our age
has lost touch with comportment and education, or rather, we
have given up on classical education. In fact, classical education
does not even exist, it is just a euphemism, because so-called
classical education is always modern, always education itself.
And that is the point, that is what has been lost. Though the
void this lacking education entails for younger generations
is bewildering, I do not fear for them. I no longer fear
for us. They, the young, will create their own standards of
“education.” Perhaps they will call it technological edu-
cation, and they will have technological art, technological
philosophy, technological literature, technological world-
view, technological dance, technological theatre, techno-
logical music, technological mating, etc. We will lock up
our libraries, we will cast off the key somewhere, and no-
body will go retrieve it anyway. Then they will bomb the
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library buildings, and the job will be done. Then the same
thing will be done to theatre buildings, school buildings,
museum buildings: each time, again, etc. What will rise in
their stead 1s up to them, up to the young people: a kind
of silo from where, I imagine, in space taxis — a one-way
ticket — they will fly to Mars.

Translated by Jason Blake
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Legkésébb Torinéban

Jo szaz évvel ezel6tt, 1889 egy maihoz hasonlé napjan
Torin6ban Friedrich Nietzsche kilép a Via Carlo Alberto ha-
tos szamu hazanak kapujan, talan hogy sétaljon egyet, talan a
postara, a leveleiért. Nem messze, vagy akkor mar nagyon 1s
messze t6le, egy konfliskocsis — tigymond! — cs6konyos lovaval
bajlodik. Hidba noszogatja, a 16 nem mozdul, mire a kocsis —
Giuseppe? Carlo? Ettore? — elvesziti a turelmét, és ostoraval
verni kezdi az allatot. Nietzsche a f6ltehetd csédulethez ér, s a
dihtdl nyilvan mar tajtékzo6 kocsis kegyetlen szinjatéka ezzel
be is fejez6dik. Az 6rias termetd, das bajuszu ar ugyanis — a
nézok alig titkolt dertltségére — varatlanul a kocsishoz ugrik,
és zokogva a 16 nyakaba borul. Hazigazdaja viszi haza, két
napig mozdulatlanul és néman fekszik egy heverén, még ki-
mondja a kotelez6 utolso szavakat (,,Mutter, ich bin dumm”),
aztan szelid haborodottként anyja s névére feliigyelete alatt
még tiz évig ¢l. Hogy mi lett a 16val, nem tudjuk.

Ez az amugy rendkivil kétséges hitel(i torténet — az ilyen-
kor elvarhat6 természetes onkénnyel mégiscsak hitelt adva
neki — mint az értelem dramajanak modellje kiillonos éles-
séggel vilagitja be szellemiink végjatékat. Az eleven filozofia
ordogi sztarja, az ugynevezett ,,egyetemes emberi igazsagok”
kaprazatos ellenfele, a részvétre, a megbocsatasra, a josagra
és az egyuttérzésre mar-mar elfilva nemet mondo, utanoz-
hatatlan bajnok — a vert 16 nyakdban? Megbocsathatatlanul
kozonséges, de sziikségszert fordulattal élve: hogyhogy nem
a kocsiséban?

Minden tisztelet Mobius doktoré, akinek mindez csupan
egy szifiliszb6l ered6 paralysis progressiva kitorésének szimp-
la esete, mi azonban, késéi utdodok egy tragikus tévedés villa-
nasszerd folismerésének tanti vagyunk: oly hossza és gyotrel-
mes kiizdelem utan ezuttal Nietzsche lénye mondott nemet
Nietzsche kovetkezményeiben kulonosképp pokoli gondo-
latmenetére. Thomas Mann azt irja, ez a tévedés abban all,
hogy az elvetemiilt élet eme ,,gyongéd profétaja az életet és a
moralt egymas ellenértékeiként targyalta. Az igazsag az — flizi
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hozza —, hogy 0Osszetartoznak. Az etika az élet tamasza, s a
moralis ember az élet igazi polgara.” Olyan szép ez a man-
ni kijelentés, a nemes megnyilatkozasnak ez a feltétlensége,
hogy akar meg is érné, szakitani egy kis 1d6t, tovabb hajozni
rajta, am mégsem ezt tesszuk, hajonkat a torinéi Nietzsche
kormanyozza most, s ez nemcsak mas vizeket jelent, hanem
mas idegzetet 1s kivan, s6t, kapora jott fordulattal azt is mond-
hatnank, szinte kotélidegzetet. Es sziikségiink is lesz ra, hiszen
legnagyobb megrazkodtatasunkra ugyanabba a kikotébe ér-
keziink, ahova ez a manni mondat vezetne, sziikségunk lesz
ra, mert ha a kikoté ugyanaz is, masképp érezzik ott majd
magunkat, mint ahogy 6 igéri.

Nietzsche torindi draméja azt sugallja, az erkolesi torvény
szellemében éIni nem rang, mert nem valaszthatom az ellen-
kezéjét. Ellenére élhetek, am ezzel nem szabadulhatok meg
rejtélyes s valoban megnevezhetetlen erejét6l, mely elszakit-
hatatlanul 0sszekot vele. Ha igy teszek ugyanis, és ellenére
¢lek, egészen biztosan eligazodhatom az emberi szervezett-
ségll s emiatt minden meglepetés nélkiil szanalmas tarsas 1ét-
ben, melyben — Nietzsche szavaival —,,élni és igazsagtalannak
lenni ugyanaz”, de nem igazodhatom el abban a feloldhatat-
lan konfliktusban, mely engem id6énként a létezésem értelme
iranti sovargas centrumaba allit. Mert amiként része vagyok
ennek a tarsas vilagnak, ugyanagy része vagyok annak is,
amit, ki érti, miért, folyton egy nagyobb egésznek kereszte-
lek el, nagyobb egésznek, mely bennem — a megkertlhetetlen
Kantra pillant6 kifejezéssel — ezt és épp ezt a torvényt ultette
el, a szabadsagnak azzal a szomoru felhatalmazasaval, hogy
megszeghetem.

Itt mar a kikotot jelzé bojak kozt hajozunk, kissé vakon,
mert mandveriinket a vilagitotorony alvd személyzete nem
képes segiteni — hogy aztan odabent horgonyunkat abba a
homalyba vessiik, mely kérdésunket, hogy akkor e nagyobb
egész eme torvény magasabb értelmét titkkrozi-e, azonnal
elnyeli. Itt allunk hat, és nem tudunk semmit, csak nézzuk,
ahogy ezernyi iranybodl, lassan, kozelednek felénk a tarsaink,

169



nem Uzenink semmit, csak nézziik 6ket, s részvéttel eltelve
hallgatunk. Azt gondoljuk, ez a részvét helyesen van igy ben-
nunk, s hogy a kézeledékben is helyesen volna igy, hiszen ha
ma mégsem, akkor majd ekképpen lesz holnap... vagy tiz...
vagy harminc év utan.

Legkésébb Torinoban.



Az ir6 hatalmanak természete

Az irénak hatalmaban all belegondolni és elfogadni, hogy
még ha egyaltalan lehetséges i1s megfelelni az ir6 hatalmara
vonatkozo kérdésre, attdl még ugyantgy lehetetlen valaszt
adni a kérdésben benne rejlé, bar a kérdezé el6tt talan még
rejtve 1s marado, valodi elvarasra, hiszen a valasz, mely a kér-
dez6 kérdésének lényegéig nem jut el, s amelyet igy a kérde-
z6 nem ért, nem valasz; pedig a torténelmi reménységek és
latomasok zavaros idészakanak kellés kozepén 6, a kérdezo
bizonyara nem tudna megérteni, hogy vége, vége a kozos
hivatkozasok boldog vilaganak, vége Osszefliggé kultiraink
poétikus kotéanyaganak, mely a szeretet és a szépség iranti
egyféle érzékenység és az univerzalis felfedezésére iranyuld
vagy visszahozhatatlan elegye; s bizonyara nem értené meg,
hogy mar a XX. szazad kezdete 6ta, mely a megel6z6 sza-
zad szokasos modjan lett elgondolva, ez a kotéanyag lassan
kezdte erejét veszteni és kezdett kiporogni a varosainkat 6ve-
z6 dics6séges falak téglai kozil abban a konyortelen szélben,
amely a XXI. szazad felol fajt, s hogy ezt a kovetkez6t, a XX.
szazadban megalmodott XXI. szazadot egy valéban vado-
natqj, szamunkra rémiszté tény fogja uralni, a névekedni va-
gy6 haszon mindent felzabal6 eszméje, melybdl mi most csak
annyit észleliink, hogy eltiinik a hely és az egyediség valosaga,
és mind a hely, mind az egyediség a maga eredeti jelenté-
sét elvesziti, amennyiben nem tudjuk tobbé allitani, ahogyan
egészen a XIX. szazadig tudtuk ezt, hogy valami itt vagy ott:
van, vagy pedig, ahogyan a XX. szazadban, hogy itt vagy
ott: volt valami, lévén, hogy ,jelenlegi tudasunk szerint” a
dolgok ott 1s voltak meg nem is voltak ott, itt is vannak meg
nincsenek 1is itt, mikézben multta valt, vagy éppen multta
valé realitasuk az egyedili, bar megfoghatatlan tapasztala-
tunk — hogyan magyarazhatnank hat el a kérdezének, hogy
az éppen kihunyoban 1évé egyediség eszméje nagyjaboél azt
jelzi, hogy az embernek az arra egyaltalan képes része a tar-
sadalom legutolso forradalma utan most ijra meg fog valtoz-
ni, és ismét azt latjuk, hogy a gyermek egy kicsit masképpen

171



fordul a sziilei felé, és a szuldk 1s a gyermek felé, a fiatal egy
kicsit masképpen az 1dos felé, és az 1dds is a fiatal felé, a n6
masképpen a férfi felé, ahogy a férfi is a n6 felé¢, hogyan ma-
gyarazzuk hat el neki, hogy otthontalanok vagyunk, hazat-
lanok, és vilagtalanok, és hogy a jelenlegi spiritualis pillanat-
ban sajnos semmiféle hisztérikus ragaszkodas az otthonhoz, a
hazahoz ¢és a vilaghoz nem tehet ez ellen semmat, és hogyan
értessiik meg a kérdezovel, hogy egyaltalan nincs helye itt ez
efolott érzett szomorusagnak, sokkal inkabb biccententunk
kell erre meg arra, mindarra, ami torténni fog, rezzenéstelen,
post-keatoni arccal, s ekképpen felnéttként viselni a tagadha-
tatlan kesertséget, igy, mint amikor —hogy réviden és bucsu-
zasképpen a személyes vallomas intim hangvételével éljek —
hazaérve egyszer nem tudom honnét, akkor éppen vonattal,
fél hat és haromnegyed hat kozott, egy szdndékosan meleg és
¢get6 nyari délutanon, el6szor vettem észre, hogy semmiféle
6romot nem érzek amiatt, hogy hazaértem, és azota képtelen
vagyok hazaérve oromet érezni, nem mintha nem vagynék
orulni annak, hogy hazaérek, hanem, és ett6l leszek mindig
oly levert, mert éppen a hazafelé vezetd Gton vagyok képtelen
a hazatérés 6romét érezni, pedig a masik iranyban, vagyis
amikor az ,,otthontdl val6 eltavolodas” iranyaban mozgok,
nem a megkonnyebbiilés 6romét érzem, vagy kivancsisagot,
hanem a reménytelenség tokéletes bizonyossagat, mert akkor
éppen attdl tavolodom, amelyhez, gondolom, folytonosan
kozelednem kellene, ahogyan, gondolom, azt is nagyon ne-
héz lenne elmagyarazni, hogy a fenti torténet értelme szerint
ama szazad kultrajaban sincs valojaban semmi keresniva-
lonk, amelyben élniink adatik, mikozben épp ez az, amit a
mi régi agyunkkal felfogni valdjaban lehetetlen, hogy ugyanis
nincs hova, és nincs minek, lehetetlen elfogadni, hogy korunk
legalabb az emberen kiviili természetben nem kereste a va-
lodi szépségek vagy szépséges illaziok tényét és okat, sokkal
inkabb a borzalmak tényét és okat kutatta, s bizonyara j6 oka
volt r4, mivel valoban ra is akadt ezekre, kizardlagos modon,
legalabb itt tehat, ebben a nagyobb egészben, vetné ellentink
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a kérdezd, kereshette volna, de nem kereste, mert belevakult
az emberi természet borzalmaba, mi meg csak hallgatnank
ezek utan, nem szélnank végképp egy szot sem, csak szavakba
ontenénk egy 1d6 utan az egészet, azt, hogy lehetetlen, hogy
vége, hogy megsztint, hogy otthontalansag és hazatlansag
mindentitt, s mar csak a szavak maradnak, szavak 6rokre: a
méltosagrol, a méltosagban vald elhulyulésrdl, az 1diotardl,
akirél mar senki nem vesz tudomast, ahogy csak hajtogatja és
hajtogatja, ahogy Sao Paolo északi kiilvarosanak egy pontjan,
valami arnyékba htzédva, a nigeri Lagos déli nyomornegye-
deinek roncstelepén, vagy éppen az oradeai belvaros hajdani
rettenetes autobuszainak egyikén, a hatso ilésen, csak diny-
nyogl, csak vinnyogja, csak sz(ikol, mint egy allat, hogy haza,
haza, hazafelé.



Habora Es Habora
(a regény részlete)

1.
Mint egy ég6 haz

1. Mdr nem érdekel, hogy meghalok, mondta Korin,
majd hosszt csend utan egy kozeli banyatéra mutatott: —
Azok ott hattyuk?

2. Hét gyerek fogta koriil a vasuti feliljar6 kozepén, félkor-
ben, guggolva, a korlatnak szinte nekiszoritva 6t, éppen gy,
mint egy féloraval ezel6tt, amikor megtamadtak, hogy kira-
boljak, pontosan gy, csak hat mostanra mar senki nem akar-
ta se megtamadni, se kirabolni, hisz nyilvanvaléva valt, hogy
a kiszamithatatlan kovetkezmények miatt az effélét, mint 6,
megtamadni és kirabolni ugyan lehet, de nem érdemes, mivel
valoszintleg tényleg nincsen semmije, amije viszont van, az
meg belathatatlan teher, igy aztan, mikor ez — Korin kusza,
viharos, de a szamukra ,,tulajdonképpen rohadtul unalmas”
monolégjanak egy bizonyos pontjan — lassan eldélt, nagyja-
bol azon a ponton kiilonben, ahol az fejének az elvesztésérdl
kezdett beszélni, akkor nem alltak fel, nem hagytak ott, mint
egy bolondot, hanem maradtak Ggy, ahogy voltak, és azért,
amiért jottek, félkorben, guggolva, mozdulatlanul, mert koz-
ben lassan rajuk esteledett, mert az alkonyat ipari cséndjében
leereszkedd sotét elnémitotta Oket, s mert ez a rezzenetlen,
szotlan allapot fejezte ki amugy is a legmélyebben figyelmii-
ket, melynek, hogy Korin kitszott beldle, egyetlen targya ma-
radt csupan: a sinek odalent.

4. Katranyszag volt a levegében, émelyit6, athato, to-
mény katranyszag mindentitt, és ezen nem segithetett az erds
sz¢€l sem, mert ez a szél, mely egyébként mar csontig atjarta
6ket, ezt a szagot csak felcsapta és korbekergette, de nem tud-
ta kicserélni masra, hiszen az egész kornyéken, kilométereken
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at, s féleg itt, a keletrdl beérkezd6 és rogton legyezdélekként
szétfuto sinek torkolata meg a hatuk mogul idelatszo rakos-
rendez61 teherpalyaudvar kozott, ebbdl volt a levegd, ebbdl a
katranyszaghol, amelyrdl aztan végul is elég nehezen lehetett
megmondani, hogy a lecsapodott korom meg fust, a szaz- és
szazezer atduborgd szerelvény, a szennyes talpfak, zazalék-
kovek és a sinek acéljanak szaga mellett mi mindent foglalt
még Ossze, am kétségkivill nem csupan ezeket, hanem mas,
rejtettebb, épp csak korilirhaté vagy 8egyenesen megnevez-
hetetlen elemeket is, koztiik az emberi hidbavalosagnak azt az
irdatlan terhét bizonyosan, amit abban a szaz- és szazezer sze-
relvényben errefelé hordott at az innen, a feliiljar6 magasabol
nézve végképp ijesztd céltalansagga egybeallt millionyi hany-
tatoé akarat, mint ahogy bizonyosan taplalta a kietlenségnek,
az elhagyatottsagnak, a kisérteties, izemi dermedtségnek az a
lebeg6 szelleme 1s, mely évtizedek alatt zarodott ra lassan erre
a tajra, s amelyben Korin igyekezett most elhelyezni 6nma-
gat, 6, aki menckiiltében eredetileg — észrevétleniil, gyorsan,
hangtalanul — csak at akart menni a taloldalra, hogy folytassa
utjat a varos feltételezett kozéppontja felé, most meg, mond-
hatni, be kellett rendezkednie a vilagnak ezen a huzatos, hi-
deg pontjan, megkapaszkodnia — korlat, jardaszegély, aszfalt,
fém — a szemmagassagbol jelentésebbnek tind, amugy persze
véletlen részletekben, hogy igy azutan egy vasuti feluljaro, ez
itt par szaz méterre a rakosrendez6i teherpalyaudvar el6tt, a
vilag egy nem létezd szeletébdl a vilag egy létezé szeletévé, 4j
életének, vagy mint maga fogalmazott késébb, ,,amokfutasa-
nak” egyik fontos korai allomasava valjon, egy feliljaro, amin
killénben, ha nem tartéztatjak fol, csak vakon atsiet.

8. Lampa csak a feljaro és a levezetd lépesok felett égett,
az Gjra meg Ujra rajuk csapoé széltél egy-egy sivar, borzongé
kapban eresztve le a fényt, a kett6é kozt vagy harmincméter-
nyi tavon a feliljaré 6sszes tobbi neonja mind ki volt verve,
igy aztan oda, ahol 6k guggoltak, vildgossag mar végképp
nem jutott; mégis: egymast pontosan érzékelték, amiként
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az ég soOtét, irdatlan tomegét 1s a kititott neonok miatt, az
eget, mely most onmaganak ezt a sotét, irdatlan, csillagok-
tol reszketé tomegét akar ebben az alattuk szétterilt érias
vasutl tajban is visszatikrozve lathatta volna, ha reszketd
csillagjai és a sinek kozé szort szamtalan szemaforpar tompa
vorose kozott lehetett volna valami kapcsolat; de nem volt
kapcsolat kozottik, hisz nem volt k6zos rend, és nem volt
kozos Osszefiiggés, csak kiilon rend ¢és kilon osszefiiggés fent
és lent és mindentitt, mert vakon nézett egymasra csillag és
szemaforerdd, és vak volt egymasra a létezés minden nagy
tétele, vak a sotétség és vak a ragyogas, de vak a fold és vak
az ¢g, hogy eképpen végil egy magasabb nézet elveszett te-
kintetében a tagassagnak egy halott szimmetridja j6jjon 1ét-
re, s benne persze kozépen egy paranyi folt: ahogy Korin...
a feliljaron... meg a hét gyerek.

13. Valahogy thattam a Léthe vizébdl, magyarazta Korin,
s mikozben cstiggedten megcesovalta a fejét, ezzel is jelezve,
hogy a dolog lefolyasanak korulményeit 6 mar valdszintleg
soha nem ismerheti meg, el6htzott egy doboz Marlborot: —
Van valakinél tiiz?

14. Nagyjabol egykortak voltak mind, a legfiatalabb ti-
zenegy, a legidésebb talan tizenharom-tizennégy éves lehe-
tett, de legalabb egyetlen borotvapenge egy tokban mindnél
ott lapult, és nemcsak hogy ott lapult, hanem a legkisebbt6l
a legnagyobbig tokéletesen kezelte is mind azt a legalabb
egyet, amit ,,szimplanak”, vagy azt a harmat, amit ,,készlet-
nek” neveztek, egy sem akadt koztiik, aki ne lett volna képes
akar egyetlen szempillantas alatt el6rantani, és belesimitani
a magaét a két ujj kozé a feszes tenyérbe, mikozben a te-
kintet meg se rebben, csak raszegez6dik az aldozatra, hogy
aztan az éppen soron 1évé villamgyorsan el is talalja az eret
a nyakon — ez volt az, amit 6k a legjobban tudtak, kiilono-
sen egyutt, heten, egyszerre, ez példatlanul veszélyessé tette
6ket, és tényleg mar most kezdett hirnevet szerezni nekik,
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persze gyakoroltak is folyamatosan, mig eljutottak idaig,
gyakoroltak pontos kiképzési terv szerint, allandéan valtoz-
tatott helyszineken szazszor és szazszor végrehajtottak, mig
csak nem ment utanozhatatlan, fokozhatatlan sebességgel és
osszehangoltsaggal, hogy aztan attol kezdve, hogy hibatlan
szintre jutottak, attél kezdve, hogy egy tdmadasnal sz6 nél-
kul délt el, adott esetben ki 1ép elére, és ki marad és milyen
rendben hatul, mar nem volt helye a hencegésnek, egysze-
rien nem is lehetett beszélni a dologrodl, annyira tokéletes
volt egyutt, meg az ilyenkor kiomlé vér latvanya onl8ma-
gaban 1s a torkukra forrasztotta a szo6t, némava tette 6ket,
fegyelmezetté és komollya, s6t bizonyos értelemben nagyon
1s komollya, mely még nekik is talzott terhet jelentett, sziik-
ségiik volt hat valamire, ami jatékosabban, véletlenszertb-
ben, azaz némi kockazattal vezeti el 6ket a halalhoz, hisz
ezt keresték mindannyian, igy alakult, ez érdekelte éket, és
ezért jartak ide, ez volt az ok, hogy j6 néhany délutant mar
itt toltottek, a sajat szorakoztatasukra, hetek 6ta j6 néhany
délutant és kora estét.

15. A mozdulataban, mondta Korin masnap a MA-
LEV-iroddban, annyira nem volt semmi kétértelmd, meg
az egész annyira normalis, olyan hétkéznapi volt, ahogy
benytlt a cigarettasdobozért, annyira artatlan és veszélyte-
len, tulajdonképpen csak amolyan rogtonzés, varatlan otlet,
hogy hatha valamivel, példaul egy ilyen baratsagos gesztus-
sal levezethet valamit a feszultséghdl, egyszerd probalko-
zas, hogy egy eftéle cigaretta-korbekindlassal enyhithet egy
kicsit a helyzetén, szoval tényleg, mondta, annyira igy volt,
nem tuloz, hogy mindenre szamitott, csak arra nem, hogy
mire a keze kijut a Marlborés dobozzal a zsebébdl, mar ott
1s van rajta, a csuklgjan, egy masik kéz, de nem markolta,
mint egy bilincs, hanem megbénitotta, és ezt a csuklot egy
pillanat alatt elontotte a melegség, érezte, mesélte még mas-
nap is megdobbenve, ahogy elgyengiilnek az izmai, de csak
azok, amelyek a Marlborés dobozt tartottak, és kozben nem
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hangzott el egyetlen hang sem, s6t a hozza legkézelebbi gye-
rek kivételével, aki ilyen akrobatikus, valoban lélegzetelallito
ugyességgel, félreértve az 6 mozdulatat, lecsapott ra, a tob-
bi meg se rezzent, épp csak odanéztek a lehull6 Marlboros
dobozra, aztan az egyik felemelte, kivett beléle egy szalat,
tovabbadta a masiknak, és igy ment aztan a doboz sorban
végig, mig 6, Korin, jjedtében Ggy csinalt, mintha semmi se,
mintha csak valami aprécska, nevetséges és szora sem érde-
mes baleset tortént volna, s maga sem tulajdonitva jelentésé-
get neki, avétlen kezével 6sztonosen atfogta a sebesiilt csuklot,
de nem értette meg rogton, mi tortént, amikor pedig mégis,
lassan, felfogta, akkor meg a hiivelykujjat odaszoritotta a pici
sebhez, mert csupan ennyi1 volt, mesélte, egy icipici vagas, €s
mire az ilyenkor szokasos hirtelen tamadt eszeveszett dobo-
gas, zakatolas, larma csondesedni kezdett a fejében, ugyanezt
a fejet valami hideg nyugalom ontotte el, mint az el6bb a
csuklot a vér, vagyis, jelentette ki masnap hatarozottan, akkor
mar biztos volt benne, hogy meg fogjak 6lni.

19. Alattuk egy Gjabb hosszt teher diitborgott el, és a
feliljar6 ismét finoman megremegett, s remegett végig, mig
csak el nem ment — két ugrandozo, voros pontot hagyva
hatra — az utolsé vagon 1s, akkor csendesedni kezdett s ha-
marosan el is halt a kerekek zakatolasa, majd a beallt csond-
ben, a két tavolodd voros pontocska nyomaban, kozvetlentil
a sinek folott, nem tobb, mint egy méter magasan egy csapat
denevér tint fel s huzott el a szerelvény utan Rakosrendez6
felé; minden nesz nélkiil, egészen hangtalanul, mint valami
kozépkori kisértetalakzat repiiltek zart rendben, szorosan
egymas mellett, egy allando, egy rejtélyesen allando sebes-
séggel, suhantak szigortan a két sin kozott tovabb, olyan
képet nytjtva igy, mintha vontatnak magukat Budapestre,
mintha kihasznalnak a vonat mozgasa keltette 1égfolyosot,
hogy mutassa nekik az utat, s vigye 6ket, sodorja, szivja, s 6k
er6feszités nélkil, rezzenetlen, teritett szarnyakkal érjék el
a sotétben Budapestet, egy méter magasan a talpfak felett.
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Nem kell innen semmi

En itt hagynék mindent, a volgyeket, a dombokat, az 6s-
vényeket ¢és a szajkokat a kertb6l, én itt hagynék csapot és pa-
pot, eget és foldet, tavaszt és 6szt, itt hagynam a kivezetd uta-
kat, az éjszakakat a konyhaban, az utolsé szerelmes pillantast,
s a varosok felé vezet6 Osszes borzongat6 iranyt, itt hagynam
a tyjra ereszkedd strd alkonyt, a salyt, a reményt, a btivoletet
¢és a nyugalmat, itt hagynék szeretettet és kozelit, mindent,
ami meghatott, megrenditett, magaval ragadott ¢és felemelt,
itt hagynam a nemest, a jéakaratut, a kellemest, s a démonian
szépet, itt hagynék minden rugyfakadast, minden sztiletést és
létet, itt hagynam a varazslatot, a rejtélyt, a messzeségek, a
kimerithetetlenségek s az 6rokkévalosagok kabulatat: mert itt
hagynam ezt a foldet és ezeket a csillagokat, mert nem vinnék
semmit magammal innen, mert belenéztem abba, ami jon, és
nem kell innen semmi.



Najpozneje v Torinu

Pred dobrimi sto leti, leta 1889, na dan, ki je bil po-
doben danasnjemu, stopi Friedrich Nietzsche na vrata iz
hise Stevilka Sest na Ulici Carla Alberta v Torinu, morda
zato, da bi se malce sprehodil, morda zato, da bi stopil na
posto po pisma. Nedale¢ ali pa takrat ze zelo dale¢ stran
ima neki kocijaz — baje! — hude sitnosti s trmastim konjem.
Zaman ga priganja, konj se ne premakne, nakar kocijaz —
Giuseppe?, Carlo?, Ettore? — izgubi potrpljenje in zacne
po konju udrihati z bicem. Nietzsche dospe do domnevne
gruce ljudi in konca okrutno predstavo kocijaza, zdaj ze
Cisto penastega od jeze. Visokorasli gospod z ogromnimi
brki namre¢ — na komaj skrito veselje gledalcev — neprica-
kovano skoci h kocijazu in hlipajo¢ pade konju okoli vratu.
Hisni gospodar ga odvede domov, kjer dva dni lezi tiho in
negibno na zofi, izrece Se obvezne zadnje besede (»Mutter,
ich bin dumme), potem pa krotek in pogreznjen v temo se
deset let zivi v oskrbi matere in sestre. Kaj se je zgodilo s
konjem, se ne ve.

Ta Ze tako dvomljiva zgodba, kar zadeva verodostoj-
nost — ki pa ji v takih primerih po pri¢akovanju naravno
in samovoljno vendarle podelimo verodostojnost —, posveti
v zadnjo igro nasega duha kot model drame smisla s po-
sebno ostrino. Demonska zvezda filozofije zZivljenja, ble-
$cec1 nasprotnik tako imenovanih univerzalnih ¢lovekovih
pravic, ki je odpus¢anju, dobroti, socutju ze zdavnaj rekel
svoj osupljivi ne, ta neposnemljivi prvak — okoli vratu pre-
bicanega konja? Neodpustljivo banalno, toda ¢e izvedemo
nujni obrat: zakaj ne okoli koc¢ijazevega?

Vse spostovanje doktorju Mobiusu, za katerega je vse
to samo simpel primer progresivnega izbruha paralize
zaradi sifilisa, mi, njegovi pozni potomci, pa smo prica
bliskovitemu odkritju tragicne pomote: po tako dolgi in
mukotrpni borbi je zdaj Nietzschejevo bitje reklo ne Nie-
tzschejevemu toku misljenja, posebej peklenskemu v svojih
posledicah. Thomas Mann pise, da ti¢i pomota v tem, da
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je ta »mehkosr¢ni profet izprijenega zivljenja razpravljal
o zivljenju in morali kot o nasprotnih vrednotah. Resnica
je,« pripominja, »da spadata skupaj. Etika je opora ziv-
ljenja in moralni ¢lovek je pravi drzavljan.« Ta Mannova
trditev je tako lepa, tako brezpogojno plemenita izjava, da
bi si veljalo utrgati zanjo nekaj ¢asa in $e naprej pluti z nje-
nim tokom, vendar tega ne storimo, naj krmari naso ladjo
torinski Nietzsche, kar pa ne pomeni samo drugih voda,
temvec narekuje tudi drugacen zivéni sistem, $e vec, s kot
narocenim obratom bi lahko celo rekli, da skoraj zelezne
zivce. In res jih bomo potrebovali, saj na svoje brezmejno
presenecenje prispemo v isti pristan, kamor bi nas pripeljal
tudi Mannov stavek, potrebovali jih bomo, kajti ce je pri-
stan res isti, se bomo pocutili drugace, kot obljublja.

Nietzschejeva torinska drama nam prisepetava, da ziv-
ljenje v duhu moralnega zakona ni bog ve kaj, saj ne mo-
rem izbrati nasprotnega. Kljub temu lahko Zivim, vendar
se tako ne morem osvoboditi skrivnostne moci, ki je resnic-
no ne znam poimenovati in me nelocljivo povezuje z njim.
Ce namred kljub temu zivim, se prav gotovo znam usmer-
jati v organizirano in zato brez kakrsnihkoli presenecen;
tudi obzalovanja vredno druzbeno bit, v kateri je — z Nie-
tzschejevimi besedami — »ziveti in biti nepravicen isto«, ne
znam pa se usmerjati v neresljiv konflikt, ki me od c¢asa od
Casa postavlja v sredisce hrepenenja po smislu mojega bi-
vanja. Kakor sem namrec¢ del tega druzbenega sveta, tako
sem tudi del tega, kar — kdo b1 vedel, zakaj — vselej krstim
za neko vecjo celoto, vecjo celoto, ki je vame — z 1zrazom,
ki se neizogibno obraca na Kanta — vsadila ta, in prav ta
zakon, z zalostnim pooblastilom svobode, zato da ga lahko
kr$im.

Tu pa zZe pluyjemo med bojami, ki naznanjajo pristani-
$¢e, malce na slepo, saj nam spece osebje svetilnika ne more
pomagati pri nasem manevru — da bi potem ze od znotraj
vrgli sidro v mrak, ki pri pric¢i pogoltne nase vprasanje, in
sicer: Ali ve¢ja celota potemtakem zrcali vi$ji smisel tega
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zakona? Tu smo torej in ne vemo nicCesar, samo gledamo,
kako se 1z tiso¢ smeri pocasi priblizujejo nasi bliznji, nice-
sar jim ne sporocamo, samo gledamo jih in polni socutja
molc¢imo. Mislimo, da je prav, da smo socutni, in da bi bilo
prav, da bi bili socutni tudi tisti, ki se nam priblizujejo, a
ce danes vendarle Se ne, potem jutri ... ali ¢ez deset ... ali
cez trideset let.
Najpozneje v Torinu.
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Narava pisateljeve moci

V pisateljevi moci je, da se miselno poglobi in sprijazni,
da cetudi bi bilo se mogoce odgovoriti na vprasanje o pisa-
teljevi moci, je $e vedno nemogoce dati odgovor na resnicno
pricakovano, skrivajoce se v tem vprasanju, ¢eprav vprasujo-
cemu morda Se ostaja skrito, saj odgovor, ki ne seze do bistva
vprasanja vprasujocega in ga ta tako ne razume, ni odgovor;
vprasujoci pa, natanko sredi nejasne zgodovine upov in pri-
vidov, zagotovo ne bi mogel razumeti, da je konec, konec
srecnega sveta obcega sklicevanja, konec poeticnega veziva
medsebojno odvisnih kultur, ki je nepovratna mesanica ze-
lje po njihovem univerzalnem odkrivanju in isti obcutljivo-
sti do ljubezni in lepote; in zagotovo ne bi razumel, da je
ze od zacetka 20. stoletja, ustvarjenega po zamisli in obica-
jih prejsnjega, zacelo to vezivo pocasi izgubljati moc in se v
neusmiljenem vetru, ki je bril iz 21. stoletja, krusiti in ga je
odnasalo izmed opek slavnih zidov, obdajajoc¢ih nasa mesta,
in da bo temu, 21. stoletju, videnemu v sanjah 20. stoletja,
gospodovalo neko popolnoma novo, za nas strasljivo dejstvo,
vse pozirajoca ideja s pohlepom po $e ve¢jem dobicku, ki jo
za zdaj zaznavamo le toliko, kolikor izginja resni¢nost pros-
tora in individualnosti ter izgubljata svoj prvotni pomen tako
prostor kot tudi individualnost, da ne moremo ve¢ trditi, kot
smo lahko vse do 19. stoletja, da tu ali tam nekaj je ali pa, kot
v 20. stoletju, da je tu ali tam nekaj bilo, glede na to, da so
stvari »glede na nase sedanje védenje« tam, bile pa tudi niso
bile, da so stvari tukaj, a jih tudi ni tukaj, medtem ko je nasa
edina, ¢eprav neoprijemljiva izkusnja njihova realnost, ki je
postala — ali pravkar postaja — preteklost; kako bi torej lahko
razlozili vprasujocemu, da ideja izumirajoce individualnosti
vecidel oznacuje to, da se bo zdaj tisti del ¢loveka, ki je tega
sploh zmozen, po zadnji druzbeni revoluciji znova sprementl,
in vnovi¢ vidimo, da se otrok malce drugace obrne do starSev
in tudi starsi do otroka, mlad ¢lovek malce drugace do pri-
letnega in priletni do mladega, Zenska drugace do moskega,
kakor tudi moski do Zenske, kako naj mu torej razlozimo, da
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nimamo doma, nimamo domovine in nimamo sveta in da
proti temu v sedanjem stanju duha nobena histeri¢na privr-
zenost domu, domovini ali svetu zal ne more storiti nicesar,
kako naj torej pojasnimo vprasujo¢emu, da tukaj preprosto ni
mesta za zalost zavoljo tega, veliko bolj je treba kimati temu
ali onemu, vsemu, kar se bo zgodilo, s postkeatonovskim ob-
razom, ne da bi trenili, se pravi, da odraslo prenasamo gren-
kobo, ki je n1 mogoce zanikati, tako kot takrat, ko sem —da na
kratko in preden se poslovim, izrabim $e intimni ton osebne
izpovedi — tako kot sem nekoc¢ ob prihodu domov, ne vem, od
kod Ze, pripeljal pa sem se z vlakom, torej nekega namerno
toplega in zgocega poletnega popoldneva med pol Sesto in tri
cetrt na Sest, prvic opazil, da ne obcutim nobenega veselja ob
prihodu domov, in od takrat ne morem vec¢ obcutiti veselja,
kadar se vracam, a ne zato, ker si ne bi zelel biti tega vesel,
ampak zato, in zaradi tega bom vedno zelo potrt, ker ravno
na poti, ki vodi domov, ne morem cutiti veselja sprico tega,
v drugi smeri, se pravi, kadar se gibljem v drugo smer in se
tako oddaljujem od doma, pa tudi ne obc¢utim veselja zaradi
olajsanja ali radovednosti, ampak popoln in gotov brezup, ker
se takrat oddaljujem prav od tistega, k cemur bi se moral,
mislim, nenehno priblizevati, kakor bi bilo, mislim, tezko raz-
loziti tudi to, da glede na smisel zgornje pripovedi prav tako
v resnicit nimamo kaj iskati v kulturi tega stoletja, v katerem
nam je usojeno ziveti, medtem ko je prav to tisto, kar je z
nasimi starimi mozgani resnicno nemogoce dojeti, namrec
da nimamo kam, in ¢emu sploh, ter je nemogoce sprejeti, da
nasa doba ni iskala dejstva in vzroka pristnih lepot ali iluzij v
naravi, vsaj v zunajcloveski ne, ampak je veliko bolj razisko-
vala dejstvo in vzrok grozot in je gotovo imela dober razlog
za to, kajti v resnici je tudi zadela nanje, in to izkljucno, tore;j
bi lahko iskala vsaj tukaj, v tej ve¢ji celoti, bi nam navrgel
vprasujoci, pa ni iskala, ker je oslepela zaradi grozote cloves-
ke narave, mi pa bi po vsem tem samo molcali in dokonc¢no
ne izustili niti besedice ve¢, le ez nekaj casa bi celoto prelili
v besede, to, da je nemogoce, da je konec, da se je nehalo,
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da brezdomci in brezdomovinci obstajajo povsod in da osta-
jajo samo besede, besede, zapisane vec¢nosti: o dostojanstvu,
norc¢evstvu v dostojanstvu, o idiotu, ki ga nihce ve¢ ne opa-
zi, kako kar naprej samo goni in goni svoje, kako na neki
tocki severnega predmestja Sao Paola, kjer se je zavlekel v
senco, na odpadu uboznih ¢etrti na jugu Lagosa v Nigeriji ali
na zadnjem sedezu enega od nekdanjih groznih avtobusov v
mestnem sredis¢u Oradee samo Se momlja, samo jeci, samo
cvili kot zival, domov, domov, na pot domow.
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Vojna in vojna
(odlomek i1z romana)

L
Kot goreca hisa

1. Ne zanima me vec; ali bom umrl, je rekel Korin, potem
pa po dolgem premolku pokazal na bliznje jezero s toplim
izvirom: So tam labodi?

2. Sedem otrok ga je obstopilo na sredini zelezniskega
nadhoda, v polkrogu, ¢epe, in ga skoraj pritisnilo ob ograjo,
prav tako kot pred pol ure, ko so ga napadli, da bi ga oropali,
natanko tako, samo da ga zadnje case ze ni hotel nihce vec
niti napasti niti oropati, saj je postalo ocitno, da zaradi ne-
predvidljivega izida nekoga, kot je on, sicer lahko napadejo
in oropajo, a se ne splaca, saj po vsej verjetnosti res nima ni-
cesar, kar pa vendarle ima, je nedogledno breme, tako se je —
na doloceni tocki Korinovega zmedenega, burnega, zanje pa
»prekleto dolgocasnega< monologa — pocasi odlocilo, vecidel
zlasti na tocki, ko je zacel govoriti, da izgublja glavo, takrat
niso vstali, niso ga pustili tam kot kaksnega norca, ampak so
ostali, kot so bili, v polkrogu, ¢epe, nepremicno, pa¢ zaradi
tistega, zaradi Cesar so prisli, ker se je medtem spustil vecer,
ker jim je tema, ki se je zgrnila nanje v industrijski tisini so-
mraka, zavezala jezik in ker je Z0 negibno stanje brez besed ze
tako najgloblje izrazalo njithovo pozornost, ki ji je, potem ko
je Korin izpadel iz nje, ostala le Se ena stvar: tir1 tam spoda;.

4.V zraku je bil vonj po katranu, ogaben, prediren, gost
vonj po katranu vsepovsod, ¢emur ni odpomogel niti mocan
veter, ker je veter, ki jih je sicer prepihal Ze do kosti, ta vonj
samo odsunil kvisku in ga obracal, ni pa ga mogel spremeniti
v kaj drugega, saj je v vsem okolisu, kilometre dale¢, zlasti pa
tukaj, v delti tirov, ki prihajajo z vzhoda in se kot konice pah-
ljace pri prici tudi razbezijo, ter tovorne zelezniske postaje v
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Rékosrendezdju, ki se je izza njihovih hrbtov videla od tod, iz
vsega tega je bil zrak, iz tega vonja po katranu, za katerega je
bilo navsezadnje precej tezko reci, iz Cesa vsega Se sestoji po-
leg sajastih usedlin pa dima in vonja sto in sto tisocev drdrajo-
¢ih kompozicij vlakov, umazanih zelezniskih pragov, gramoza
in jeklenih tirov, a brez dvoma ne samo iz teh, ampak tudi iz
drugih, bolj skritih elementov, ki jih komajda lahko opisemo
ali poimenujemo, med njimi je zagotovo tudi to nepopisno
breme cloveske jalovosti, ki so ga vozili v teh sto in sto tisocith
drdrajoc¢ih kompozicijah sem in tja, gledajoc z visine nadhoda
miljjonska zelja po bruhanju, nakopicena v docela strasljivo
brezciljnost, ki jo je gotovo hranil tudi lebdeci duh opustelosti,
zapus$cenosti in posastne tovarniske otrplosti, duh, ki je skozi
desetletja zlagoma sklenil krila nad to pokrajino, v kateri se je
Korin zdaj trudoma zelel nastaniti, on, ki je prvotno hotel na
svojem begu samo — neopazno, hitro in neslisno — priti na dru-
go stran in nadaljevati pot proti domnevnemu sredis¢u mesta,
zdaj pa se je moral, lahko recemo, spoprijeti s polozajem na
tej hladni, prepisni tocki sveta in se drzati opore — ograja, rob
plo¢nika, asfalt, kovina —, z visine oci se zdijo pomembnejsi,
ampak seveda le v naklju¢nih podrobnostih, da bi tako postal
neki zelezniski nadhod, nekaj sto metrov pred tovorno Zelezni-
sko postajo v Réakosrendez6ju, kakor se neobstojec¢ kos sveta
preobrazi v obstojecega, ena od pomembnih zgodnjih postaj
njegovega novega zivljenja ali, kot je sam formuliral kasneje,
»obsedenosti s sindromom amokas, neki nadhod, prek katerega
bi, ¢e ga ne bi zadrzali, slepo zdrvel na drugo stran.

8. Luci sta goreli samo nad stopnicami gor in stopnicami
dol, od vetra, ki je spet in spet butal vanje, in metali svetlobo
v lo¢enih, puscobnih in drgetavih stozcih, vse druge neon-
ke med tema dvema lucema oziroma na razdalji tridesetih
metrov pa so bile razbite, tako da do tja, kjer so cepeli, svet-
loba nikakor ni mogla prodreti; pa vendar so drug drugega
dobro cutili, kakor tudi temno, gromozansko maso neba za-
radi razbitih neonk, kot bi nebo lahko videlo svojo temno in
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gromozansko maso, trepetajoco od zvezd, Cetudi v tej silni,
razprostranjeni zelezniski krajini pod njimi, v lastnem odse-
vu, ¢e bi bila mozna kaksna zveza med trepetavimi nebesnimi
zvezdami in topo rdecino Stevilnih semaforskih parov, raz-
tresenimi med tiri, toda ni bilo zveze med njimi, saj ni bilo
skupnega reda in ni bilo medsebojne povezanosti, bila je le
lo¢ena povezanost zgoraj in spodaj in vsepovsod, ker so zvez-
de in semaforski gozd gledali drug na drugega kakor slepci,
kot so bile slepe druga za drugo tudi vse velike postavke biva-
nja, slepa je tema in slepo je zarenje, slepa je zemlja in slepo
je nebo, da bi lahko v izgubljenem pogledu nekega visjega
motrenja kon¢no nastala neka mrtva simetrija prostranosti z
majckeno piko v sredini: kot so Korin ... na nadhodu ... in
sedmerica otrok.

13. Nekako sem lahko pil 1z Lete, je razlagal Korin, in
medtem ko je pobito zmajeval z glavo in tudi s tem naznanjal,
da on verjetno ne bo mogel nikoli spoznati okolis¢in poteka
stvari, privlekel na dan skatlico Marlbora: /ma kdo ogeny?

14. Povecini so bili vsi enake starosti, najmlajsi je bil star
enajst let, najstarejsi pa morda trinajst ali Stirinajst, vsak je
imel pri sebi skrito vsaj eno britvico v toku, in ne samo da je
bila tam pritajena, ampak so vsi od najmanjsega do najvecje-
ga znali tudi do popolnosti rokovati s to britvico, ki so jo ime-
novali »simpels, Ce je bila ena sama, ¢e so bile tri skupaj, pa
»set¢, tako da med njimi ni bilo nobenega, ki je ne bi mogel,
in to v enem samem trenutku, potegniti ven in jo poravnati
med dvema prstoma v napeti dlani, ne da bi pri tem trenil s
pogledom, strogo pripetim na zrtev, da bi potem na tistem,
ki se je ravno znasel na vrsti, bliskovito nasel zilo na vratu —
to je bilo to, kar so najbolje znali, zlasti skupaj, vseh sedem,
naenkrat, zato so bili tudi nevarni brez primere in se je nji-
hova slava ze Sirila okoli, seveda so tudi vadili brez prestanka,
vse dokler se niso izurili do te stopnje, vadili in usposabljali
pa so se po natancnem nacrtu, vse to izvedli sto in stokrat,
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vsakokrat kje drugje, dokler ni vse teklo z neposnemljivo hit-
rostjo, ki je ni bilo ve¢ mogoce stopnjevati, in z medsebojno
usklajenostjo, da so potem od trenutka, ko so usvojili stopnjo
brezhibnosti, od trenutka, ko je pri napadu brez besede padla
odlocitev, kdo v danem primeru stopi naprej, kdo ostane v
ozadju in v kak$nem redu, tudi Sirokoustenje ni bilo ve¢ na
mestu, preprosto se sploh ni dalo ve¢ govoriti o zadevi, tako
popolno je bilo njihovo bivanje skupaj, pogled na brizgajoco
kri pa jim je sam od sebe zamasil usta, zavezal jezik, jih di-
scipliniral in zresnil, v dolocenem smislu celo zelo zresnil, kar
je bilo tudi zanje prehudo breme, torej so potrebovali nekaj,
kar jih bo odvedlo k smrti bolj igrivo, bolj naklju¢no, se pravi
s kanckom tveganja, saj so vsi iskali to, tako se je obrnilo, to
jih je zanimalo in zato so hodili sem, to je bil razlog, da so
ze nekaj popoldnevov prebili tukaj, v lastno zabavo, Ze nekaj
tednov kar nekaj popoldnevov in zgodnjih vecerov.

15. V njegovem gibu, je dejal Korin naslednjega dne v pi-
sarni letalske druzbe MALEV; res ni bilo ni¢ dvomljivega, vse
je bilo tako normalno, tako zelo vsakdanje, takrat namrec, ko
je segel v zep po cigaretno skatlico, tako nedolzno in nenevar-
no, pravzaprav nekaj cisto spontanega, hipna domislica, ces,
kaj ko bi z ne¢im, na primer z nekaksno prijateljsko kretnjo
sprostil nekaj napetosti, preprost poskus, da bi s ponujanjem
cigarete v krogu malce omilil polozaj, skratka, res, je dejal,
cisto tako je bilo, ne pretirava, vse se mu je ze zdelo mozno,
samo to ne, da bo v trenutku, ko bo njegova roka potegnila iz
zepa na dan skatlico Marlbora, na njegovem zapestju ze neka
druga roka, a ga ni zgrabila kot okovi, ampak ga je ohromila,
zapestje pa je v trenutku oblila toplota, cutil je, kako so mu
oslabele misice, je $e naslednji dan pripovedoval ves osupel,
a samo tiste, ki so drzale skatlico Marlbora, vmes pa ni bilo
slifati niti enega samega glasu, Se vec, z izjemo najblizjega
otroka, ki je z osupljivo akrobatsko spretnostjo pa¢ narobe
razumel njegov gib in planil nanj, ostali pa se niso niti ganili,
ampak so uprli pogled v $katlico Marlbora na tleh, nakar jo
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je eden od njih pobral, vzel iz nje cigareto, podal skatlico
naprej drugemu, da je tako potem potovala vse do zadnje-
ga, medtem ko se je on, Korin, v strahu delal, kot da se ni
ni¢ zgodilo, kot da se je pripetila samo malenkostna, smesna
nezgoda, nevredna besede, ki ji tudi sam ne pripisuje po-
mena, z nedolZno roko pa nagonsko prijel ranjeno zapestje,
ceprav ni pri prici razumel, kaj se je zgodilo, ko pa je pocasi
vendarle dojel, je pritisnil palec na majceno rano, res ni bilo
hujsega, je pripovedoval, majcen, drobcen rez, potem pa, ko
se je nenadno, brezumno bobnenje, ropotanje in trusc v glavi,
obi¢ajno v takih primerih, pocasi poleglo, je isto glavo oblil
nekaksen mir, tako kot prej kri zapestje, oziroma, je odlocno
izjavil naslednji dan, je bil takrat ze povsem preprican, da ga
bodo ubili.

19. Pod njimi je grmel nov dolg tovor in nadhod je vnovic¢
rahlo zadrhtel in drhtel, vse dotlej, dokler ni odpeljal —in pus-
til za sabo samo dveh poskakujocih rdecih pik —, tudi zadnji
vagon je bil vse t1§ji, drdranje koles je kmalu zamrlo in tak-
rat se je ne ve¢ kot meter visoko pojavila jata netopirjev in v
$vistu poletela za kompozicijo proti Rakosrendezdju; leteli so
brez Suma, brezglasno in v zaprtem redu kot kake srednjeve-
ske prikazni, tesno drug poleg drugega, s skrivnostno nespre-
menljivo hitrostjo so $vigali strogo naprej med dvema tiroma,
kar je bilo videti, kot da se puscajo vle¢i v Budimpesto, kot
da izkori$cajo zracni vrtinec za vlakom, ki jim kaze pot in jih
nosi, vali in srka dalje, da bodo brez napora, ne da bi trenili
in razprostrtih kril, v temi dosegli Budimpesto meter visoko
nad zelezniskimi pragovi.



Ne potrebujem nic¢esar od tod

Jaz bi vse pustil tukaj, doline, hribe, vrtne Soje in stezi-
ce, vse, razen $ila in kopita, tukaj bi pustil nebo in zemljo,
pomlad in jesen, tukaj bi pustil poti, ki vodijo ven, noci v
kuhinji, zadnji zaljubljeni pogled, vse smeri proti mestom, ob
katerih te spreletava srh, tu bi pustil gost somrak, spuscajoc se
na pokrajino, tezo, upanje, ¢ar in mir, tukaj bi pustil ljubljene
in bliznje, vse, kar me je ganilo, pretreslo, potegnilo s seboj
in povzdignilo, tukaj bi pustil plemenito, dobrohotno, prijet-
no in demonsko lepo, tukaj bi pustil vse brstece popke, vsa
rojstva in bitja, tukaj b1 pustil ¢arovnijo, skrivnost, vrtoglavico
daljav, neiz¢rpnosti in vecnosti: ker bi tukaj pustil to zemljo
in te zvezde, ker od tukaj ne b1 vzel nicesar s seboj, ker sem
pogledal v to, kar prihaja, in ne potrebujem nicesar od tod.

Prevedla Marjanca Mihelic
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At the latest in Turin

A good hundred years ago, in 1889, on a day very like
today in Turin, Friedrich Nietzsche sets out from the gate of
number 6, Via Carlo Alberto, possibly to take a walk, perhaps
in order to go to the post office to pick up his mail. Not far
off, though it may be very far from him by that time, he spots
the driver of a carriage — let us suppose! — struggling with
an obstinate horse. However, the driver chides the horse the
horse refuses to move and so the driver — Giuseppe? Carlo?
Ettore? — loses his temper and starts beating the animal with
his whip. Nietzsche arrives at this, let us call it, fracas, though
by this time the singular drama of the the driver, who is no
doubt sweating and exhausted by his fury, is over. But the
enormous figure with the resplendent moustache suddenly
leaps over to the driver and — to the barely hidden amusement
of the crowd — embraces the horse’s neck and starts sobbing.
His landlord takes him home where he lies on a divan for
two days without speaking or moving before pronouncing the
obligatory last words (“Mutter, ich bin dumm?) then, in the
care of his sister and his gentle, grief-crazed mother he lives
on for another ten years. No-one knows what happened to
the horse.

That is, one should say, a highly unreliable account —
though the natural tendency at such times to believe strong
narratives lends it a certain credence and casts a particularly
intense light on the last acts of the spirit according to a
dramatized model of the intellect. The demonic star of living
philosophy, the brilliant opponent of so-called “universal hu-
man truths”, the inimitable hero who almost chokes on the
word “No!” when he denies sympathy, forgiving and good-
ness — is he really hanging on to the neck of a flogged horse?
To deploy an unforgivably common but necessary objection:
how come he’s not hanging on to the neck of the driver?

With great respect to Doctor Mobius to whom all this
represented nothing more than a simple case of progressive
paralysis common to syphilitics, we later generations feel we
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are witnessing, as if’ by flashlight, a tragic mistake: what we
see 1s the very soul of Nietzsche, after a long and exhaust-
ing struggle, saying No to a line of Nietzsche’s own thought
that was bound to lead to a particular form of hell. Thomas
Mann suggests his mistake was that “the gentle prophet of a
life of passions regarded life and morality as opposing val-
ues. The truth,” he adds, “is that they are inseparable. Ethics
supports life and moral man is the true citizen of life.” This
statement of Mann’s is so beautiful, such an unconditionally
noble sentiment, that it might be worth taking some time out
and sailing on with it, but we won’t do that now since our
ship 1s being steered by Nietzsche as he was in Turin and this
means not only sailing other waters but requires an entirely
different nervous system, indeed a condition that, in an ap-
propriate turn of phrase, we might regard as approaching
nervelessness. And we will need it because, to our extreme
consternation, it entails us sailing into exactly the same har-
bor as Mann’s sentence does: we will need it because while
the harbor is the same, what we feel on our arrival will be
very different from what he promises us we will feel.

The drama of Nietzsche in Turin suggests that living in
the spirit of the moral law cannot be regarded as a virtue
because we have no choice. I may live counter to the spirit
but that does not release me from the mysterious and truly
unnameable power that binds me firmly to it. If I do do so,
and live counter to it, I will certainly adjust to the regretta-
ble social existence that locates me in the human scheme of
things with all those concomitant limits on crude interven-
tion within which nothing can possibly surprise anyone, and
where — in Nietzsche’s own words — “to live is to be unjust”,
but I don’t know where I stand in the unresolvable conflict
that from time to time lands me right at the heart of a des-
perate yearning for the meaning of my existence. Because
in so far as I am part of the social world I am also part of
something I always name as (who knows why?) the greater
whole, a greater whole that has — to take a passing glance at
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the Kantian categorical imperative — implanted a law in me,
this particular law: that it is the sad prerogative of freedom to
negate freedom.

We are now steering past the buoys of the dock, a little
blindly, because the sleeping stafl of the lighthouse cannot
help us with our maneuvers, ready as we are, once safely
within the walls of the harbor, to cast anchor in the dim
light at which point any question about whether the greater
whole is likely to reflect the higher meanings of the enigma
is immediately lost in the darkness. And so that is where we
are, knowing nothing, only watching as our fellow humans
slowly approach us from a thousand different angles, not
trying to communicate, our communion completely filling
us, silencing us. And we think we are right to have this sense
of communion, that those approaching us are also right in
having it, because even if they don’t have it now, they’ll have
it tomorrow... or in ten... or in thirty years time.

At the latest in Turin.



The Nature of a Writer’s Power

It lies within a writer’s power to envisage and accept that
if it 1s still at all possible to respond to the question relating
to the writer’s power, by the same token it is still impossible
to give an answer to the real expectation inherent in the
question, though maybe as yet concealed to the question-
er, for the answer, which does not get to the heart of the
questioner’s question and that the questioner does not un-
derstand, is no answer; yet right in the middle of a troubled
period of historical hopes and visions he, the questioner,
would no doubt be unable to understand that an end has
been reached, an end to the happy world of mutual allusive-
ness, an end to our linked cultures’ poetic binding material,
that irretrievable blend of love and a kind of sensitivity to
beauty and a desire for universal discovery; and he would no
doubt not understand that this binding material was already
gradually starting to lose its strength from the beginning of
the 20" century, as conceived in the conventional manner
of the preceding century, and, in the merciless wind which
was blowing from the 21* century, was starting to moulder
from between the bricks of the glorious walls that gird our
cities, so that this next century, the 21*, as dreamed in the
20", would be governed by a truly brand-new (and for us
frightening) fact, the idea of all-consuming growth-fixated
profit of which all we notice now is that the reality of place
and individuality are disappearing, and that both place and
individuality are losing their original meaning insofar as we
are no longer able to assert (as we were right up until the
19" century) that there is something here or there, or else
(as in the 19" century) there was something, given that “ac-
cording to the present state of knowledge” things were there
yet not there, are here yet not here, and meanwhile the re-
ality that had become or was becoming the past is our sole,
albeit incomprehensible experience — how, then, could we
explain to the questioner that the idea of an individuality
that is now falling into extinction is roughly a signal that,
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after the final revolution in society, the part of mankind that
still has the capability at all is now about to change afresh,
and again what we see is that children turn to their parents
in a slightly different way, and parents likewise to their chil-
dren, the youngster slightly differently to the older person
and the older person to the youngster, a woman differently
to a man just as a man to a woman, so how should we ex-
plain to him that we are without a home, a state or sight of
the world, and that in the present spiritual moment, sadly,
no amount of hysterical clinging to the home, the state and
the world can do anything about this, and how are we going
to make the questioner understand that there is no place at
all here for sadness about this, instead we must far rather
nod our assent to this and that, to everything that is going
to happen, with an impassive, post-Keaton expression, and
suffer the undeniable bitterness accordingly like adults, in
just the way that — to avail myself, briefly and by way of
a farewell, of the intimate tone of a personal confession —
returning home one day from I know not where, by train
as 1t happened, between five-thirty and quarter to six on a
deliberately hot and scorching summer evening, I noticed
for the first time that I felt no pleasure at all over arriving
back home, and since then I have been incapable of feeling
pleasure over arriving back home, not that I have no desire
to feel pleasure over arriving back home but (and this is
what always makes me so despondent) because it is precisely
on the homeward-bound journey that I am incapable of
feeling pleasure over arriving back home, although in the
other direction, which is to say when my movement is in the
“moving away from home” direction, I don’t feel any pleas-
ure of relief or curiosity but an absolute certainty of hope-
lessness, because right then I am moving away from the very
thing that, I suppose, I ought to be continually approaching,
just as, I suppose, it would also be very hard to explain that,
according to the sense of the above story, in truth we have
nothing to do with the culture of the century in which we
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happen to be living, and meanwhile it is precisely this that is
in truth impossible to comprehend with our old brains, that
there is nowhere and no reason, impossible to accept that
our age has not sought the fact and cause of true beauties
or beautiful illusions in nature beyond mankind but has far
rather explored the fact and cause of horrors, and no doubt
with good reason, since in truth it lighted upon these, exclu-
sively, so it could have searched here at least, in this larger
entity, the questioner would object, but it didn’t do so be-
cause it became blinded in the horror of human nature, and
after all this we would fall silent, we would not in the end
utter so much as a single word, just put the whole thing into
words after a while, the thought that it’s impossible that it
is over, it has ceased, there is homelessness and statelessness
everywhere, and only words are left, words for ever: about
hope, about a remote belief and dignity that we can never
forego.
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War and War
(excerpt from the novel)

1.
Like a Burning House

1. I no longer care if I die, said Korin, then, after a long si-
lence, pointed to the nearby flooded quarry: Are those swans?

2. Seven children squatted in a semi-circle surrounding
him in the middle of the railway footbridge, almost pressing
him against the barrier, just as they had done some half an
hour earlier when they first attacked him in order to rob him,
exactly so in fact, except that by now none of them thought
it worthwhile either to attack or to rob him, since it was obvi-
ous that, on account of certain unpredictable factors, robbing
or attacking him was possible but pointless because he really
didn’t seem to have anything worth taking, the only thing he
did have appearing to be some mysterious burden, the exist-
ence of which, gradually, at a certain point in Korin’s madly
rambling monologue — which “to tell you the truth,” as they
said, “was boring as shit” — became apparent, most acutely
apparent in fact, when he started talking about the loss of
his head, at which point they did not stand up and leave him
babbling like some halfwit, but remained where they were, in
the positions they had originally intended to adopt, squatting
immobile in a semi-circle, because the evening had darkened
around them, because the gloom descending silently on them
in the industrial twilight numbed them, and because this fro-
zen dumb condition had drawn their most intense attention,
not to the figure of Korin which had swum beyond them, but
to the one object remaining: the rails below.

4. The air was full of the sharp, nauseous smell of tar that
cut through everything, nor did the strong wind help because
the wind, that had chilled them through to the bone, merely
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intensified and whipped the smell up without being able to
substitute anything else for it in return, the whole neighbor-
hood for several kilometers being thick with it, but here more
than anywhere else, for it emanated directly from the Rakos
railway yard, from that still visible point where the rails con-
centrated and began to fan out, ensuring that air and tar
would be indistinguishable, making it very hard to tell what
else, apart from soot and smoke, that smell — composed of
the hundreds and thousands of trains that rumbled through,
the filthy sleepers, the rubble and the metallic stench of the
rails — comprised, and it wouldn’t be just these but other,
more obscure, almost indiscernible ingredients, ingredients
without name, that would certainly have included the weight
of human futility ferried here by hundreds and thousands
of carriages, the scary and sickening view from the bridge
of the power of a million wills bent to a single purpose and,
just as certainly, the dreary spirit of desolation and industrial
stagnation that had hovered about the place and settled on it
decades ago, in all of which Korin was now endeavoring to
locate himself, having originally determined simply to cross
over to the far side as quickly, silently and inconspicuously as
possible in order to escape into what he supposed to be the
city center, instead of which he was having, under present cir-
cumstances, to pull himself together at a cold and draughty
point of the world, and to hang on to whatever incidental de-
tail he could make out, from his eye-level at any rate, whether
this was barrier, curb, asphalt or metal, or appeared the most
significant, if only so that this footbridge, some hundred me-
ters from the railway yard, might become a passage between
the non-existing to the existing section of the world, forming
therefore an important early adjunct, as his later put it, to his
mad life as a fugitive, a bridge that, had he not been detained,
he would have rushed obliviously across.

8. The only lamps burning were those at the top of the
stairs and the light they gave out fell in dingy cones that
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shuddered in the intermittent gusts of wind that assailed
them because the other neon lights positioned in the thirty or
so meters between them had all been broken, leaving them
squatting in darkness, yet as aware of each other, of their
precise positions, as of the enormous mass of dark sky above
the smashed neon, the sky which might have glimpsed the
reflection of its own enormous dark mass as it trembled with
stars in the vista of railway yards spreading below it, had
there been some relationship between the trembling stars
and the twinkling dull red semaphore of lights sprinkled
among the rails, but there wasn’t, there was no common
denominator, no interdependence between them, the only
order and relationship existing within the discrete worlds of
above and below, and indeed of anywhere, for the field of
stars and the forest of signals stared as blankly at each other
as does each and every form of being, blind in darkness and
blind in radiance, as blind on earth as it is in heaven, if
only so that a long moribund symmetry among this vastness
might appear in the lost glance of some higher being, at
the center of which, naturally, there would be a miniscule
blind-spot: as with Korin. the footbridge. the seven kids.

13. I must somehow have drunk of the waters of Lethe,
Korin explained, and while disconsolately wagging his head
as if to convey to them that the understanding of the manner
and consequence of events would probably always lie beyond
him, he brought out a box of Marlboros: Anyone got a light?

14. They were roughly the same age, the youngest being
eleven, the oldest perhaps thirteen or fourteen, but every
one of them had at least one slip-cased razor-blade nest-
ling by his side, nor was it just a matter of nestling there,
for each of them, from the youngest to the oldest, was ca-
pable of handling it expertly, whether it was of the simple
“singleton” kind or the triple sort they referred to as “the
set”, and not one of them lacked the ability to yank the
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thing forth in the blinking of an eyelid and slip it between
two fingers into the tense palm without the merest flickering
of outward emotion while gazing steadily at the victim so
that whichever of them happened to be in the right position
could, quick as a flash, find the artery on the neck, this be-
ing the skill they had most perfectly mastered, a skill which
rendered them, when all seven of them were together, so ex-
ceptionally dangerous that they had begun to earn a genu-
inely well-deserved reputation, only through constant prac-
tice, of course, the practice that enabled them to achieve
their current level of performance and involved a careful-
ly planned course of training that they carried through at
constantly changing venues, repeating the same moves a
hundred times, over and over again, until they could ex-
ecute the moves with inimitable, blinding speed and such
perfect co-ordination that in the course of an attack, they
knew instinctively, without saying a word to each other, not
only who would advance and who would stand, but how
those standing would form up, nor was there any room for
boasting, you couldn’t even think of it, so faultless was their
teamwork, and in any case, the sight of gushing blood was
enough to stop their mouths and render them dumb, disci-
plined and solemn, perhaps even too solemn, for the solem-
nity was something of a burden to them, leaving them with
a desire for some course of action that would lead rather
more playfully, more fortuitously, that is to say entailing a
greater risk of failure, to the fact of death, since this was
what they all sought, this was the way things had developed,
this was what interested them, in fact it was the reason they
had gathered here in the first place, the reason they had
already spent a good many afternoons, so many weeks of
afternoons and early evenings, passing the time right here.

15. There was absolutely nothing ambiguous about the
way he moved, said Korin next day in the MALEV tourist of-
fice, the whole thing being so completely normal, so ordinary,
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the reaching for his cigarettes so perfectly innocent and
harmless that it was merely a kind of instinct, the result of
an on-the-spur-of-the-moment notion that he might lessen
the tension and thereby ease his own situation by a friendly
gesture such as the offering of cigarettes, for really, no ex-
aggeration, it was just that and nothing more, and while he
expected almost anything to happen as a result, what he did
not expect was to find another hand holding his wrist by the
time his had reached the Marlboros in his pocket, a hand
that did not grip the way a pair of handcufts would, but one
that rendered him immobile and sent a flood of warmth
lapping across his wrist, or so he explained the next dayj still
in a state of shock, while at the same time, he continued, he
felt his muscles weaken, only those muscles that were grasp-
ing the pack of Marlboros, and all this happened without a
word being exchanged and, what was more — apart from the
child nearest to him, who had responded so nimbly and with
such breath-taking skill to the gesture he had misinterpret-
ed — the group did not move an inch, but merely glanced at
the falling Marlboro packet, until one of them eventually
lifted it up, opened it and drew out a cigarette, passed it on
to the next, and so forth to the end while he, Korin, in his
terror, behaved as though nothing had happened, nothing
significant at least, or, if anything had happened it was only
by accident so minor and so unworthy of mention as to be
laughable, an accident that left him gripping his wound-
ed wrist with his blameless hand, not quite understanding
what had happened, and even when he did eventually real-
ize, he merely pressed his thumb against the tiny nick, for
that was all it was, he told them, a miniscule cut, and when
the expected rush of panic, with its attendant throbbing,
trembling, and loud noises in the head began to die away,
an icy calm had lapped about him in much the same way
as the blood had lapped about his wrist, in other words, as
he declared the next day, he was utterly convinced that they
were going to kill him.
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19. Another long goods train rumbled by below them
and the footbridge shook gently along its whole length until
the train was gone — leaving two blinking red lights in its
wake — when the noise of the very last wagon began to fade
along with the rattling of wheels, and, in the newly settled
silence, after the two red lights disappearing in the distance,
just above the rails, no more than a meter high, a flock of
bats appeared and followed the train towards the Rakos-
rendezo, utterly silent, without the least sound, like some
medieval battery of ghosts, in close order, at even pace, in-
deed at a mysteriously even pace, swooping strictly between
the parallel lines of the rails, suggesting somehow that they
were being drawn towards Budapest or riding in the slip-
stream of the train as it went, the train that was showing
them the way, carrying them, drawing them, sucking them
on so that they could travel perfectly effortlessly, with steady,
spread wings, reaching Budapest, at a precise height of one
meter above the sleepers.

Translated by George Szirtes
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I Don’t Need Anything from Here

I would leave everything here: the valleys, the hills, the
paths, and the jaybirds from the gardens, I would leave here
the petcocks and the padres, heaven and earth, spring and
fall, I would leave here the exit routes, the evenings in the
kitchen, the last amorous gaze, and all of the city-bound di-
rections that make you shudder, I would leave here the thick
twilight falling upon the land, gravity, hope, enchantment,
and tranquility, I would leave here those beloved and those
close to me, everything that touched me, everything that
shocked me, fascinated and uplifted me, I would leave here
the noble, the benevolent, the pleasant, and the demonically
beautiful, I would leave here the budding sprout, every birth
and existence, I would leave here incantation, enigma, dis-
tances, inexhaustibility, and the intoxication of eternity; for
here I would leave this earth and these stars, because I would
take nothing with me from here, because I've looked into
what’s coming, and I don’t need anything from here.

Translated by Ottilie Mulzet
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Ilma Rakusa
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Ilma Rakusa (Rimavska Sobota, 1946) je Svicarska pesnica,
pisateljica, prevajalka in literarna kriticarka. Po materi je
madzarskega, po ocetu slovenskega rodu; zgodnje otrostvo je
prezivela v Budimpesti, Ljubljani in Trstu, od leta 1951 pa
zivi v Zurichu. Tam, v Parizu in Leningradu je Studirala slavi-
stiko in romanistiko. Po doktoratu leta 1971 je bila asistentka
in nato predavateljica slavistike na Univerzi v Zirichu. Vse-
skozi je prevajala dela iz francoscine, madzarscine, ruscine
in srbohrvascine ter je tudi pomembna posrednica slovenske
knjizevnosti v nemskem okolju. V slovenscini beremo njeno
zbirko kratke proze Miramar (1990), pesniske zbirke Crta cez
vse (2006), Proti strahu (2012) in Impressum. Upocasnjena
svetloba (2023) ter poeticno avtobiografijo Morje modro moje
(2011). Za svoje literarno delo je prejela ze ve¢ vidnih nagrad
in priznanj, med njimi prevajalsko Petrarkovo nagrado (1991),
priznanje Leipziskega knjiznega sejma za evropsko razume-
vanje (1998), nagrado Adelberta von Chamissa (2003), §vi-
carsko knjizevno nagrado (2009), berlinsko literarno nagrado
(2017), Kleistovo nagrado (2019), nagrado Johanna Heinri-
cha Mercka (2025), Ze leta 2005 pa mednarodno literarno
nagrado vilenica.
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Ilma Rakusa (Rimavska Sobota, 1946) is a Swiss poet, wri-
ter, translator, and literary critic. Her mother was Hungarian
and her father Slovenian; she spent her early childhood in
Budapest, Ljubljana, and Trieste, and has resided in Zurich
since 1951. She studied Slavic and Romance Studies in Zu-
rich, Paris, and Saint Petersburg. After completing her doc-
toral studies in 1971, she was an assistant and then a lecturer
of Slavic studies at the University of Zurich. She has been
translating works from French, Hungarian, Russian, and
Serbo-Croatian throughout her career and is also an impor-
tant mediator of Slovenian literature in the German-speak-
ing world. In Slovenian, we can read her collection of short
prose  Mauamar (1990), poetry collections A Line
Across  Everything (2006), Against Fear (2012) and
Impressum:  Slow  Laght (2023), and her poetic
autobiography More Sea (2011). She has received several
prestigious awards and accolades for her literary work,
including the Petrarca Translation Award (1991), Leipzig
Book Award for European Understanding (1998), the
Adelbert von Chamisso Prize (2003), the Swiss Book Prize
(2009), the Berlin Literature Prize (2017), Kleist Prize
(2019), the Johann Heinrich Merck Award (2025), and, back

in 2005, the Vilenica International Literary Prize.
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Rje zacetr drugye kot pri poymu Srednja Evropa, ki je kljuc-
no dolocal festival Vilenica skozi desetletja. A ta pojem,
ki se je pojavil Sele v 19. stoletju, je bil vedno nekako 1z-
muzlj, tudi geografsko. Razlicno so ga razumeli pisatelys,
politik, gospodarstveniki, zgodovinary, jezikoslovcr — sko-
raj vsakdo ga je razumel po svoje. Vendar je leta 1986,
ko je potekala prva izvedba festivala, v skupini slovenskih
pisateljev in pesnikov, med katerimz je bil tudi pobudnik
Jestwala Veno Taufer;, prislo do konsenza o tem, kay naj ba
la pojem predstavhal v njegovem okviru — svoboden prostor
srecevanja in 1zmenjave razmislekov o kultur:, druzbi in
umetnosti, predvsem literatury, vkljuceval pa bt ustvarjalce
1z obmodja manysih narodov med Nemcyo in Rusyo, kot
Je zapisal eden od preteklih nagrajencev festivala Milan
Rundera. Toda pojem Srednmja Evropa se je v Stirth dese-
tletyith spremamyal v casu in prostoru — politicno, druzbeno
wn do neke mere tudi kulturno. Kay je s tem poymom, kot
se je oblikoval skozi festival, danes? Ima sploh se kaksen
pomen med literati 1z srednjeevropske regye? fe v sedanjih
globalnih druzbenopoliticnih razmerah ta pojem Se lahko
aktualen za razmishanje o literatury, svetu, druzbi, clove-
ku? In ali je ta pojem lahko Se vedno neki utopicni prostor
srecevany kot nekoc ali pa je (p)ostal, kot ga je poumenoval
Se eden od nagrajencev festivala Peter Handke, zgolj mete-
oroloskt pojav?

Ilma Rakusa: Dejansko se je od leta 1986 marsikaj

spremenilo. Spominjam se zivahnih razprav s kolegi Pétrom
Esterhazyjem, Gyorgyjem Konradom, Danilom Kisem in
drugimi, s katerimi smo se v Lipici pogovarjali pozno v noc.
Pojem Srednja Evropa nam je pomenil kulturni prostor,
ki smo ga povezovali s svobodo, v nasprotju s politicno re-
alnostjo, ki je bila videti precej drugace. Srednjeevropske
dezele so bile namrec onstran zelezne zavese in njihov ma-
nevrski prostor je bil omejen. To se je ¢ez no¢ spremenilo s
padcem berlinskega zidu, odpravo zelezne zavese in razpadom
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Sovjetske zveze. Kulturna utopija svobode je postala del re-
sni¢nosti. Ze kmalu pa je prislo do hudih sporov v Jugosla-
viji, ki so vodili v krvavo vojno v Bosni. Nacionalizmi, pred
katerimi je ze zelo zgodaj svaril Danilo Kis, so pokazali svoje
okrutno plat. Vse do danes je Bosna neke vrste failed state,
kjer se lahko konflikti vsak ¢as spet razplamtijo. Slovenija in
Hrvaska sta bili skupaj z Madzarsko, Cesko, Slovasko, Polj-
sko, baltskimi drzavami ter Romunijo in Bolgarijo sprejeti
v EU (nekatere od teh drzav tudi v Nato), kar naj bi prived-
lo do gospodarske in politi¢ne stabilizacije, in ponekod se
je to zares zgodilo. V nekaterih od teh drzav, predvsem na
Madzarskem, pa so prevladale nacionalisticne teznje, ki so
odkrito sovrazne do Evrope in propagirajo loceno pot. Po
brutalnem napadu Rusije na Ukrajino se je razdor Se poglo-
bil: Viktor Orban in njegov slovaski kolega Robert Fico sta
naklonjena Rusiji, tako da o evropskem konsenzu ne more
biti govora.

Kaj pa pisatelji? Péter Nadas ali Drago Jancar, Michal
Hvorecky ali Andrzej Stasiuk, Robert Menasse ali Karl-Mar-
kus Gauss, vsi ti lahko svarijo in opozarjajo, a jim politiki
vecinoma ne prisluhnejo. Kljub temu je pomembno, da na-
daljujejo in ne odnehajo. Potrebujemo prav glasove pisateljev,
da ustvarimo prostore svobode. Pisatelji se ne ozirajo na meje
ali ideologije, temvec¢ 15cejo poti k dialogu. Ne zanemarjajo
zgodovine, temvec jo preoblikujejo v zgodbe. Tudi Srednja
Evropa je sestavljena iz zgodb, ki si jith moramo vedno znova
pripovedovati in iznajdevati $e nove. Pisatelji so glede slednje-
ga bolj nadarjeni in domiselni od vsake politike.

Festival Vilenica je posebno pozornost vseskozi posvecal
tudi javnt vlogt prsateljev in intelektualcev. Glede nyihovega
Javnega angaZmaja na_festwalu ni bilo enotnega konsenza,
pa tudi nacini javnega angaZiranja so se z lett spremunjali.
Rako naj bodo pisatelyt in intelektualcr angazZirani danes? Jfe
to sploh potrebno? Kaksna je se njithova moc pri oblikovanju
mneny in stalis¢’ v druzbenopoliticnem prostoru? In ali danes
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obstayajo stalisca, ki bt jih pisatelji in intelektualct morall
Javno 1zraZati, ce pristajajo na vlogo javnih osebnosti?

Ilma Rakusa: Javno poseganje v politicno dogajanje ni
nekaj, kar bi lezalo vsem pisateljem. In to niti ni potrebno. Ze
brez tega je vseprisotni hrup druzbenih omrezij oglusujoc,
saj vsakdo zeli biti slisan, naj stane, kar hoce. Rezultat: spori,
sovrastvo, nezaupanje, beg in ekstremizem. In strasno osiro-
masenje jezika, ki je vse bolj surov.

Po mojem mnenju bi se morali pisatelji dandanes zo-
perstaviti vsemu temu hrupu in posurovelosti: s tthimi toni,
diferenciranim pogledom in presojo, senzibilnim jezikom ter
spravljivostjo. Pripovedovanje zgodb je pomembna in odgo-
vorna naloga. Zgodbe lahko resujejo Zivljenja, ce jih povemo
na pravi nacin. Tudi pesmi so ze marsikoga resile, ne le v
zaporu ali skrajni osamljenosti.

S tem nocem reci, da pisatelji ne smejo biti tudi public in-
tellectuals, intelektualci, ki delujejo javno. Kadar jim to nare-
kuje vest, kadar to zahtevajo razmere in se to od njih pricakuje,
potem seveda. éeprav sama najraje pisem pesmi, sem v publi-
cisticnih prispevkih Ze veckrat izrazila svoje mnenje o vojni v
Ukrajini, ker je bilo to nujno in ker sem to obcutila kot dolznost.
Ne nazadnje sem studirala slavistiko in vzhodnoevropsko zgo-
dovino in zato posedujem doloceno znanje, ki ga morda drugi
nimajo, tudi glede ukrajinske kulture in knjizevnosti. Pa vendar
nisem neko politicno trobilo, temvec le medkulturna posredni-
ca, ko na primer za casnik Newue iircher leitung pisem o so-
dobni ukrajinski knjizevnosti. Znanje zelim deliti.

V stirih desetletiih, odkar poteka festival Vilenica, ki ga je
na simbolnt ravni dolocala jama, po katert se imenwe, se je
spremenilo razmerje med literaturo in njeno druzbeno vio-
go. V' zacetkih je festival stavil tudi na disidentstvo, bil je
prostor; v katerega so bile uprte oét medyjev in javnost, zato
so avtorice in avtorji, povablient na festival, predstavljal
nekaksno okno v svet. < desetletyi pa se je druzbena vloga
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literature spremenila, preselila se je na druzbeno in medy-
sko obrobje, Kjer neprestano bye bitko za pozornost. Kay
Je znacilno za razmerje med literaturo in druzbo danes?
Raksna je druzbena vloga literature, tudi znotray (podivja-
nega) digitalnega sveta?

Ilma Rakusa: Tudi ¢e mediji danes ve¢ pozornosti na-
menjajo drugim podrocjem, in ne knjizevnosti, to Se zdalec¢
ne pomeni, da je ta izgubila svojo vlogo. Namen knjizev-
nosti — pravzaprav vseh zvrsti umetnosti — je prav plavanje
proti toku, subverzivno delovanje, odpiranje novih prostorov
misljenja in moznosti. Knjizevnost je po naravi disidentska.
Zgreseno bi bilo, ¢e bi vrednost knjizevnosti merili po krat-
koroc¢nih uspehih. Knjizevnost je pocasen medij, njen uc¢inek
se pogosto razvija v daljsih ¢asovnih intervalih. V nasi hiteci
dobi je to treba sprejeti.

Prui nagrajenec festivala Vilenica je bil Fluvio Tomiz-
za, ki je nagrado prejel za svoj prozni opus, predvsem za
roman Mladoporocenca iz ulice Rossetti. 7a drobni ro-
man se navezuje na dogodke v Irstu med drugo svetovno
vogno. Letosnja 40. 1zvedba festivala Vilenica sovpada z
80. obletnico konca druge svetovne vojne. Svet, o katerem so
pisalt pretekli nagrajenct in nagrajenke festivala, na primer
Laibuse Monikovd, Péter Nddas, Pavel Vilikovsky, Adam
Lagajewskr, Adolf Muschg, Josip Osti, Milan KRunde-
ra, Zbigniew Herbert, Tomas Venclova, Jan Skdcel, Péter
Esterhdzy, Brigitte Kronauer; Mirko Kovac, Ana Blandia-
na, Peter Handke 1dr., je danes spremenjen. di se namrec,
da vstopamo v drugacen svet, kot se je razvyal po koncu
vogne. Alv se je — ce se sploh je — v zadnyih letih spremenila
tudi lLiteratura? Bi se morala? Bi se morala odziwati na
sedanjo druzbenopoliticno situacijo?

Ilma Rakusa: Seveda se je knjizevnost v zadnjih le-
tih lotila novih tematik. Dandanes ni ni¢ nenavadnega, ¢e v
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pesmih strasijo deadbots, e si protagonisti kakega romana
zelijo srecati umrle, ki jih generira umetna inteligenca, ce
znanstvena fantastika osvaja vedno nova podrocja. Znan-
stveni napredek, digitalizacija in Se marsikaj, vse to seve-
da zaznamuje nase zivljenje in neposredno vpliva tudi na
knjizevnost. Poleg tega so tu Se teme kot podnebne spre-
membe in migracije, ki nas kar same nagovarjajo. Vse vec
pisateljev v Evropi je priseljenskega porekla in tega dejstva
ne moremo niti spregledati niti preslisati. Kljub temu pa ne
pozabimo, da se vecina knjig Se vedno posveca ljubezenskim
ali druzinskim zapletom, zgodovinskim travmam, bolezni in
smrti. To se verjetno ne bo nikoli spremenilo.

V zadnjem casu lLiteraturo najbol) zaznamuje umetna inte-
ligenca in myen vpliv na prsanje oziroma ustvarjanje literar-
nih del. “To bo literaturo zagotovo dolocalo tudi v prihod-
njih letih. KRatera so najpomembneisa vprasanja, ki bt st
Jth moralt postavite pri uporabi umetne inteligence v zvezi
z ustvarjamgem lterarnih del? Kaksne so lahko pozitione
in kaksne so negativne plati njene uporabe, tudi v povezavi
z avtorskimi pravicami? Kaksna je v tem kontekstu videte
prihodnost Literature?

Ilma Rakusa: Odlocilno je vprasanje, ali je umetna in-
teligenca lahko zares kreativna in avtenticna. Sama o tem
dvomim. Cetudi $tevilo kombinacij, ki jih ustvarjajo algo-
ritmi, stalno narasca, to se nikakor ne pomeni, da lahko
ustvarijo specificen osebni slog. Rilkejeve pesmi so nedoseg-
ljive. Umetnost zivi od subtilnih odstopanj v dojemanju in
besedis¢u. Umetna inteligenca — vsaj za zdaj — tega $e ni
sposobna.

Pravno je polozaj tezaven in bo tak verjetno tudi ostal.
Seveda obstaja nevarnost, da se umetna inteligenca poslu-
z1 besedil, ki jih varujejo avtorske pravice, ne da bi to na-
vedla. To je cista kraja, toda le kako bi jo lahko zanesljivo
preprecili?



Spet drugo vprasanje je, ali bodo pisatelji podlegli skusnjavi
in pisanje svojih besedil — v celoti ali deloma — prepustili ume-
tni inteligenci, morda le iz radovednosti ali Zelje po eksperi-
mentiranju. Sama sem odlo¢no proti. Pri zadnji zalozniski
pogodbi sem ze s podpisom jamcila (oziroma sem to morala
storiti), da noben del moje knjige ni bil generiran ob pomoci
umetne inteligence. Tako dale¢ smo Ze prisli. Le kako bo slo
naprej?

Kljub ¢rnogledim scenarijem pa trdno verjamem v pri-
hodnost knjizevnosti in knjig, kakr$ne poznamo. Poleg cen-
trifugalnih sil vselej obstajajo tudi sile, ki vodijo navznoter in
ohranjajo obstojece: o tem prica tisocletna zgodovina knji-
zevnosti. Tega obzorja se moramo zavedati in ne smemo pre-
naglo kapitulirati.

Liirich, maja 2025

Prevedla Amalya Macek



Where else to begin but with the notion of Central Europe,
a concept that has significantly shaped the Vilenica Festival
over the decades. Vet this concept, which only emerged in
the 19" century, has always been somewhat elusive — even
geographically. Whaiters, politicians, economists, historians,
linguists, and others have all understood 1t differently. Al-
most everyone inlerpreled it in therr own way. However
in 1986, when the first edition of the festival was held, a
consensus was reached among a group of Slovenian writ-
ers and poets, including Veno Taufer;, the initiator of the
Jestwal, on what the term should represent in this context:
a_free space_for encounters and the exchange of ideas on
culture, society, and art — especially literature — featuring
creators_from the region of small nations between Germany
and Russia, as one of the_festival’s past laureates, Milan
Rundera, wrote. But over the_four decades, the concept of
Central Furope has shifted in time and space — politi-
cally, socially, and to some extent culturally. What does
this concept, as it has evolved through the festival, mean
today? Does it still carry any significance_for wrilers_from
the Central European region? Can it remain relevant in
today’s global sociopolitical climate when thinking about
literature, the world, society, and humanity? And can it
stll be that utopian space of encounter as it once was, or
has 1t, as another of the festiwal’s laureates, Peter Handke,
called 1t, become a meteorological phenomenon?

Ilma Rakusa: Since 1986 much has indeed changed. 1

can still remember having lively discussions with Péter Es-
terhazy, Gyorgy Konrad, Danilo Kis and others that lasted
late into the night back in Lipica. The term “Mitteleuropa”
stood for a cultural space that we associated with freedom,
in contrast to the political reality, which was a different sto-
ry. For Central European countries behind the Iron Curtain,
there was little room to manoeuvre. This changed overnight
with the fall of the Berlin Wall, the disappearance of the Iron
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Curtain, and the collapse of the Soviet Union. The cultural
utopia of freedom became a part of reality. But this was soon
followed by massive disputes in Yugoslavia, which culminated
in the bloody war in Bosnia. Nationalisms, something that
Danilo Ki$ in particular had warned about early on, showed
their horrifying face. To this day, Bosnia remains a failed state
where conflicts threaten to flare up again at any moment. Slo-
venia and Croatia, along with Hungary, the Czech Republic,
Slovakia, Poland, the Baltic states, as well as Romania and
Bulgaria were accepted into the EU (some also into NATO).
This accession was supposed to bring about economic and
political stabilisation, and to a certain extent it did. Yet in
some of these countries, especially Hungary, nationalist ten-
dencies have won out, tendencies which are openly anti-Eu-
ropean and propagate isolationism. Since Russia’s brutal
war of aggression against Ukraine, this gulf has become
even more gaping: Viktor Orban and his Slovakian confrere
Robert Fico are openly pro-Russia, and we cannot speak of
any European consensus.

And the writers? Whether it’s Péter Nadas or Drago
Jancar, Michal Hvorecky or Andrzej Stasiuk, Robert Menas-
se or Karl-Markus Gauss, they can only caution and warn,
even if politicians barely listen to them. Nevertheless, they
keep on doing what they do without giving up. It is precisely
the voices of writers that we need in order to create spaces
of freedom. Writers do not orient themselves according to
borders or ideologies; they seek paths of understanding. Not
by neglecting history but by transforming it into stories. Mit-
teleuropa, too, is also made up of stories. We should tell our-
selves these stories and invent new ones. Writers are quicker
to do this and more imaginative than any politician.

T hroughout its history, the Vilenica Festival has also paid
particular attention to the public role of writers and intel-
lectuals. T here has never been a clear consensus on their
public engagement at the festival, and the modes of such

216



engagement have changed over the years. How should writ-
ers and wntellectuals be engaged today? Is this even neces-
sary? What power do they still hold in shaping opinions
and stances in the sociopolitical sphere? And are there po-
siwons today that writers and intellectuals should publicly
express if they accept the role of public figures?

Ilma Rakusa: Openly meddling in political matters is
not every writer’s thing. And neither does it have to be. Re-
gardless, the omnipresent droning of social media is deafen-
ing; everyone is trying to make themselves heard, no matter
the cost. The result: arguments, hatred, mistrust, a flight into
extremism. And a brutal coarsening of language. My view is
that writers today must pugnaciously offset the noise and the
coarsening: through quiet tones, a differentiated observing
and assessing, through sensitive language and through recon-
ciliation. Telling stories i1s an important and responsible task.
Stories can save lives if done right. Poems, too, have saved
many, not only those in prison or in extreme loneliness.

I am not trying to say that writers cannot also be public
intellectuals. If their conscience compels them to be such, if
the situation forces them to be such, if’ expectations call for it.
Although I prefer to write poetry, I have, out of a sense of ur-
gency and responsibility, written several times about the war in
Ukraine. After all, I studied Slavic Studies and Eastern Euro-
pean history, so I have knowledge that not everyone has. Only
when it comes to Ukrainian culture and literature. But I don’t
see myself as standing on a soapbox, merely as a mediator. For
example, when I review contemporary Ukrainian literature for
the Neue Jiircher {eitung 1t 1s a matter of imparting knowledge.

In the four decades since the Vilenica Festival has been tak-
ing place — symbolically defined by the cave from which it
lakes its name — the relationship between lLiterature and its
social role has changed. In its early days, the festival also
embraced dissidence; it was a space under the gaze of the
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media and public, making its authors a kind of window to
the world. Over time, however;, the social role of literature
has shifted, moving to the margins of social and media
atlention, where it now constantly struggles to be noticed.
What defines the relationship between literature and society
today? What s the social role of literature within today’s
(chaotic) digital world?

Ilma Rakusa: Even if most of today’s media attention
1s focused on areas beyond literature, it does not mean that
literature has relinquished 1its function. Literature — like
all the arts — should go against the grain, be subversive,
open up new spaces of thought and possibility. Dissidence
is inherent to literature. But it would be wrong to measure
literature’s value by its short-term successes. Literature is a
slow medium; its effect often unfolds over longer periods of
time. This is something that we must accept in our hectic
times.

The first laureate of the Vilenica Festival was Fulvio
Tomizza, who recetved the award for his prose work,
especially the novel The Newlyweds from Rossetti Street.
T his short novel s tied to events in Trieste during the
Second World War. The 40" edition of the Vileni-
ca Festival coincides with the 80" anniversary of the
end of World War II. The world written about by
past laureates such as Libuse Monikovd, Péter Nddas,
Pavel Vilikovsky, Adam lagajewskr, Adolf Muschg,
Josip Ostr, Milan Kundera, Zbignieww Herbert, Tomas
Venclova, Jan Skdcel, Péter Esterhdzy, Brigitte Kro-
nauer, Muirko Kovad, Ana Blandiana, Peter Handke,
and others, is a different one today. It seems we are
entering a world different from the one that developed
after the war. Has literature — if at all — also changed
wn recent years? Should it? Should it respond to the current
soctopolitical situation?



Ilma Rakusa: Of course, literature has taken up new
themes in recent years. Nowadays, it is not unusual for poems
to be haunted by deadbots, for characters in a novel to wish
to reunite with deceased individuals that Al has regenerated,
for the fantastic to conquer new territories. Our lives are be-
ing stamped by scientific progress, digitalisation, etc., and this
has a direct effect also on literature. On top of that, topics
as climate change and migration are also becoming more
prominent. Incidentally, more and more writers in Europe
have a migrant background, and this cannot be overlooked
or ignored. But let’s not forget that most literature continues
to deal with conflicts between lovers and within the family,
with historical trauma, illness and death. This will probably
never change.

One of the most defining aspects of literature today s ar-
tficial intelligence and its influence on writing and literary
creation. This is something that will undoubtedly shape
literature in the coming years. What are the most important
questions we should be asking regarding the use of artifi-
cial intelligence in literary creation? What are the potential
positive and negative aspects of its use, particularly con-
cerming copynright? What does the future of literature look
like in this context?

Ilma Rakusa: Whether artificial intelligence can be tru-
ly creative and authentic is an elemental question. I have my
doubts. Because even if the composites created by algorithms
are constantly increasing, it does not mean that they can pro-
duce a specific personal style. Algorithms don’t suffice for mak-
ing a Rilke poem. Art thrives on subtle deviations, in percep-
tion and vocabulary. Al is not capable of this — at least not yet.

In legal terms, the matter is difficult and will no doubt
remain so. Of course, there is a risk that AI will make use of
copyright-protected texts without broadcasting that fact. This
1s outright theft, but how can we reliably prevent it?
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Another question is whether writers will, out of curiosity
and a desire to experiment, give in to the temptation to have
their own texts written — in whole or in part — by AL I my-
self am completely against that. And in my latest publishing
contract, I provided (had to provide) my signature confirming
there were no Al-generated passages in my book. We’ve come
as far as that. What will happen next?

But in spite of these grim scenarios, I firmly believe in the
future of literature and the book as we know it. In addition
to centrifugal forces, there are also forces of inertia: the mil-
lennia-long history of literature shows this. You have to keep
this horizon in view and not throw in the towel prematurely.

Lurich, May 2025

Translated by Jason Blake



Dreimal Siiden. Gefiihle

Auf zweitausend Meter Hohe weiden Kiihe. Sie fressen
das wiurzige Alpgras, sie trinken aus den schnellen Bachen.
Julierpass. Ein karges Bergdekor — braun-griun-grau —, tber
dem die Wolken segeln. Manchmal verschlucken sie den Fels,
die Strasse, alles. Dann fihren die Serpentinen ins Nichts,
und von den Kiihen bleibt nur fernes Glockengeklingel.

Driben aber, tief unten, schimmern die Engadiner Seen.
Ein erster Studen grusst, mit anderem Licht. Unwidersteh-
lich diese Helligkeit aus Schneeweiss, Wasserglanz, lohenden
Wildern. Die Hohenluft riecht nach Wind, die Wasser flies-
sen donau- und adriawarts. In den arvengetaferten Stuben
von Champfer, Sils-Maria, Maloja spricht man Ladino. Es
gibt Romerwege, romanische Kirchen, Nietzsche-Gedenkta-
feln und das Segantini-Grab. Keine Wildnis wiitet. Das Ter-
rain der Rehe, Gemsen und Murmeltiere blickt in die Hoch-
zivilisation, seit langem schon. Natur und Kultur im Verein.
Wir sind in der Schweiz, nicht in Kanada.

Kleinteiligkeit, mit tiberraschenden Wechseln. Vom En-
gadin aus kurvt sich die Maloja-Passstrasse steil hinab ins
Bergell. Val Bregaglia. Ein fast senkrechter Sturz in einen
fortgeschritteneren Stiden. Die Dorfer heissen Casaccia,
Vicosoprano, Borgonovo, Stampa. Aus Stampa stammt die
Kinstlerfamilie der Giacomettis; Alberto hat von hier aus die
Welt erobert und ist immer wieder zur Mamma in die ,,Stiia“
zuriickgekehrt. St parla italiano, pero un dialetto italiano.
Das ,,Bregagliott® ist herb wie die Landschaft; die Endvokale
beschneidet es schroff. Steinbedeckt die Dacher, steinig die
Wege und Mauern. Oberhalb von Stampa hat ein reicher
Studlander Ende des 19. Jahrhunderts ein ochsenblutfarbenes
Castello errichten lassen, mit Zinnen, franzosischem Garten
und einer schnurgeraden Allee. Sonnig liegt es am Hang,
exotisch und unbewohnt. Wahrend driiben, auf dem Wald-
hiigel, San Pietro leuchtet, mit seinem grossen gepflasterten
Vorplatz zum Wenden der Kutschen und der farbigen Apsis
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von Augusto Giacometti. Friuher wurde hier oft geheiratet;
jetzt drickt der Zufallsgast die Klinke, dann versonnen die
Pedale des Harmoniums. Bis auf ihr Schnaufen ist es still.
Ganz still. Oder blokt irgendwo ein Schaf? Weiter unten ver-
sperrt ein Felsriegel das Tal. Der Fluss umfliesst ithn, die Au-
tos schlipfen in den Tunnel. Doch untibersehbar der Rémer-
turm und neben ithm, zierlich-schwesterlich, der romanische
Glockenturm von Nossa Donna.

Angekommen in ,,Sottoporta®, dem studlichen Teil des
Bergells. Ich nehme die schmale Strasse, die von Promon-
togno nach Bondo fiihrt, vorbei an den ,,Grotti* und der
schattigen Bocciabahn. Hier wachsen, untermischt mit
Tannen und Larchen, Edelkastanien, und das Licht scheint
milder. Seit flinfunddreissig Jahren besuche ich diesen Ort.
Ich kenne das Gerausch seiner Brunnen, den Geruch sei-
ner Stalle, ich kenne sein grobes Kopfsteinpflaster und seine
vielfarbigen Sonnenuntergange. Und seine Bewohner, zwei
Generationen lang. Zu jeder Tages- und Nachtzeit bin ich
durch seine verwinkelten Gassen gestreift, habe vor dem
Haus des Dante-Forschers Scartazzini gestanden und vor
dem schlanken Campanile von San Martino, vor dem hun-
dertfingrigen Palazzo Salis (die Kamine, die Kamine) und
vor dem wilden Obstgarten der Nachbarn. Als ware die Welt
hier in Ordnung. Ein veritables Nest. (Urwiichsig, urmttter-
lich, sagt L.) Abends zwischen sechs und sieben gibt es in der
Molkerei euterwarme Milch, die Glocken lauten zuverlassig
am Mittag und um acht, der runde Stammtisch in der ein-
zigen Kneipe ist sonntags voll besetzt, der romische sentiero
storico tihrt noch immer prachtvoll gewunden nach Cas-
tasegna, und auf dem Abendmahlsfresko der Kirche sind
die Fische und Krebse noch unverzehrt. Nicht zu verges-
sen das jahrliche Boccia-Turnier mit Pokal und Tanz und
das herbstliche ,,Wild-Festival“ nebenan, im Promontog-
no’schen ,,Hotel Bregaglia®, das auch die schmackhaftesten
Pizzoccheri zubereitet — Buchweizenpasta mit Kartoffeln,
Kise und Krautstielen.



Klein, aber frei ist es hier. Viele Faden laufen zusammen
und auseinander in die weite Welt. Die Jugend sucht ihr Aus-
kommen oft anderswo — in fritheren Zeiten schwarmten die
Bergeller als Zuckerbicker nach Warschau und St. Peters-
burg —, aber die Riickkehr ist gewiss. Im Schatten der Berg-
flanken, in den lichten Kastanienwialdern, in den soliden
Steinhausern ist gut sein.

Bondo, ein Punkt auf der Landkarte Europas. Fur mich
ein Stuck Heimat. Unter den Fussen — unter Granit, Wie-
sen- und Waldgrund — spiire ich die Schichten und Schritte
der Historie, tiber mir einen smogfreien Himmel. Das euro-
paische Palimpsest zieht sich bis in die hiesigen Wilder, wo
die beschriebenen und die unbeschriebenen Blatter sich ver-
mischen.

Geborgenheit heisst: Es gibt Grenzen und es gibt Zusam-
menhange. Es gibt Differenz und Kontinuum. Auf der ge-
geniiberliegenden Sonnenterrasse sitzt Soglio, mit seinem
eigenen Palazzo Salis, mit seiner Rilke-Stube, mit einem
fast subtropischen Garten, in dem sommers die Grillen
zirpen. Uberall sonst Ziegen mit ihren hellen Glockchen.
Im Bioladen verkauft man Ziegenkdse und Ziegenmilch-
Kosmetika, ausserdem Kastaniennudeln und Berghonig.
Die riesigen Kastanienhaine mit den verstreuten Cascinas,
den Dorrhitten, ziehen sich bis nach Castasegna, passie-
ren die Grenze und setzen sich in Italien fort. Anders? Ein
bisschen weniger gepflegt. Wildwuchs allerorten. Auch die
Strassendorfer haben es driiben eilig hinunterzukommen,
nach Chiavenna. Nur Piuro ist gestreut, ein Unort: die einst
blihende Handelsstadt wurde 1618 von einem Bergsturz
verschiittet. Felsbrocken iiberall, die neue Siedlung kroch
in die Hohe, an der verschonten Villa Vertemate vorbei, die
mit threm Freskenschmuck und ihren Fischteichen wie ein
seltenes Kleinod wirkt.

In Chiavenna stehen die Talhdnge fast senkrecht, vol-
ler Reben. Die Weinkeller sind in den Fels gehauen, hier
wird im Kuhlen gebechert. Katholisches Ambiente, schnelle
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[talianita, schon winkt der Comer See. Das Bergell ist pro-
testantisch. Einer seiner Reformatoren, Pietro Paolo Ver-
gerio, kam aus Istrien. Soll das kein Zusammenhang sein?
Er schonte die Bilder, die Fresken. In Bondo schaut der
Pantokrator seit Jahrhunderten beschiitzend aus der Ap-
sis-Mandorla. Es gibt dieses Aug-in-Aug, ohne imperialen
Gestus. Eine authentische Nahe, die womdglich nur die
,bescheidene®, gleichwohl vernetzte Provinz gewahrt.

Bondo ist alt, Bondo ist faltig. Wie Europa. Laub- und
Nadelgeholz, hinterm Berg sprechen sie ein anderes Idiom.
Manche kommen hierher, um die Badile-Nordwand zu er-
klettern. Ich bleibe im Tal, die Riesen im Riicken, schaue am
Maira-Ufer den schnellen Fischen nach und sammle Kasta-
nien. Wenn sie aus ihren stacheligen Hillen springen, glan-
zen sie wie lackiert. Sie sind kostbar.

Triest, Muschel der Kindheit. Der Golfo, Schloss Mira-
mar, der Faro della Vittoria. Weiss die gezackten Rander, nur
die Farbe des Meeres changiert. Zwischen Palmgriin und Ko-
baltblau, zwischen Schmutziggrau und Schaumgelb. Sage ich
Meer, meine ich dieses da: hingebreitet im Halbrund, gefasst.
Mit ein- und auslaufenden Schiffen.

Ich stehe am Steilhang von Barcola, in der Nahe des
Leuchtturms, unter mir der Viadukt der alten Sudbahn. Alle
paar Minuten quert ihn ein Zug. Die Zeiten verkeilen sich.
Kakanische Architektur im Gebrauch des 21. Jahrhunderts.
Hier die Villen, dort — im Zentrum der Stadt — der Borgo
Teresiano und die disteren Griinderzeitbauten. Hier das
Strandbad, dort das monumentale gelbe Postgebaude und
der Stadtpark mit Rondell und Dichterbtisten. Die Monar-
chie hat Steinsoliditat, und wo mir ithr Gelb begegnet, bin ich
im Bild. Bei mir.

Verbindet sich Gelb mit Braunkohlegeruch, ist es Lju-
bljana, anno dazumal. (Ein bisschen auch Zagreb, Graz,
Prag und Krakau.) Mit der Nase finde ich mich zurecht,
desgleichen mit der Zunge. Wohin der Strudel reicht, ist
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mitteleuropaisches Terrain. Triest kennt ihn, und kennt
Krapfen und Kaiserschmarren, Buchteln und Kugelhopf,
Sacher- und Doboschtorte, Kaiserfleisch und Liptauer so-
wie ,,Golas® oder ,,Goulasch* oder ,,Gulyas® auf mindestens
siebnerlei Art. Hinzukommen die mediterrane Fischkiche,
das italienische Pastabreviar, die slawischen ,,LLubianske®,
,,Gevapcici®, ,,Raznici®. Soviel Fille ist selten. Triest ist ein
Konglomerat.

Es gibt zum Beweis eine griechisch-orthodoxe und eine
blaukuppelige serbische Kirche, eine katholische Kathedrale
und eine imposante Synagoge. Es gibt, als Geschichtszeugen,
ein romisches Theater und eine frithchristliche Basilika, fa-
schistische Monumentalarchitektur und die traurige ,,Risiera
di San Sabba“. Die Reisfabrik diente wahrend des Zweiten
Weltkriegs als KZ; Juden warteten hier auf den Weitertrans-
port in die Todeslager, slowenische Partisanen wurden liqui-
diert.

Kein Triestiner Schritt ohne historische Risse. In den
Gassen des alten Ghettos strauchelt man in die Vergangen-
heit. Die Steine weinen.

Europa en muniature. Auf kleinstem Raum greifen Kul-
turen und Ethnien ineinander, weniger glanzvoll denn zih.
Triest ist nicht mehr der Hafen eines Imperiums, aber auch
nicht mehr ein toter Zipfel Italiens im Schatten schwer pas-
sierbarer Grenzen. Vorbei die ungewollte Isolation, geblie-
ben die Erfahrung, dass Grenznihe das Bewusstsein der Dif-
ferenz scharft. Oben im Karst und im angrenzenden Istrien
leben Slowenen. Eine Minderheit lebt in Triest selbst, verfiigt
uber eigene Schulen und Kulturvereine.

Noch hére ich meine Kinderfrau Amelia, wie sie mir
slowenische Lieder singt. Das ist lange her. Es gibt die fiinf-
hundertvierundfiinfzig Stufen, die zu threm weinumrankten
Hauschen fiihren, es gibt das Haus selbst, nur Amelia gibt es
nicht mehr. Amelia, die die knusprigsten Sardinen briet und
mit einem schnellen Pantoffelhieb jeden Skorpion erledigte.
Orte sind an Personen gebunden. Ich stehe neben dem Haus
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meiner Kindheit, ohne Amelia, ohne die bucklige Violetta.
Der rostrote Putz blattert. Die Jalousien sind heruntergelas-
sen. Der Garten verwildert. Nur das Meer sonnt sich in sei-
ner standigen Wandelbarkeit.

Am Meer muss es liegen, dass ich diese Stadt vermisse.
Ihren maroden Glanz, ihre herbe Paradoxie. Die wiisten
Gleise des Giiterbahnhofs, die hafennahen Brachen, das
Kunterbunt der Vorstadthauser, die von der Bora durchweh-
ten Strassenschluchten. Das Meer ist wie Seide. Ein Schein
umgibt es, weit uber die hellen Kalkklippen hinaus. Er ver-
mischt sich mit dem Horizont, er ist Himmel.

Die Helligkeit riecht nach Immergriin.

Die Helligkeit.

Die Nacht riecht nach Buchs, Taxus, Thymian, Jasmin.

Es gibt die kurze Nacht der Siesta und die lange Nacht
der Sterne und skandierten Leuchtturmsignale. Wenn es so
still ist, dass das Gerausch der Brandung hochschwappt. Das
Meer leckt sein Ufer, das Meer wiegt seinen Tang. Und den
Wachliegenden in Schlaf.

Was habe ich geschlafen in Triest, wieviel getraumt. Drei-
sprachig. Es reicht noch fiir Jahre.

Kein Meer, aber Thymian, Rosmarin, Lavendel, Ginster,
eine weingewellte Ebene und dahinter der Berg. Gebieterisch.
Windberg genannt, Mont Ventoux. In der Provence ist er der
hochste (1908 Meter), Petrarca hat ithn bestiegen und damit
den abendldndischen Alpinismus begrindet. Bei der Tour de
France gehort er zur gefiirchteten Etappe. Denn seine Kuppe
ist wiistenkahl, Sonne und Witterung restlos ausgesetzt. Und
die Steigung betrachtlich.

Aus der Distanz, schon en_face, sieht der helle Gipfel wie
eine liegende Frau aus, lasziv hingebreitet. An wolkigen Ta-
gen wachsen ihm Horner und Arme, fangt er vulkanisch zu
rauchen an oder verhiillt sich ganz. Vorbei der Spuk. Bis jidh
ein neues Spektakel eintritt, eine neue Verwandlung. Der
Ventoux hat das Zeug zur Heiligkeit. Langst habe ich ihn
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zu meinem Fudschijama erkoren. An seinen Flanken wach-
sen Zedernwalder, darin zahllose Pilze und Beeren. Von sei-
nem Gipfel aus reicht der Blick nordlich bis zum Montblanc,
sudlich bis zur Camargue. Panorama beschreibt nicht, was
tausendfaltig unbeschreibbar bleibt. Bei heftigem Mistral,
bei klarsten Farben. Die Falten und Windungen des ersten
Schopfungstags.

An einem Markttag, aus Carpentras kommend, habe ich
oben fast meinen Kopf verloren, oder sollte ich sagen, mei-
nen Verstand. Der Wind ratterte und knatterte durch Kor-
per und Gebalk. Rundum aber breitete sich stufenformig die
Welt aus, in allen Schattierungen. Die Schonheit war kaum
auszuhalten. Und ich beschloss, fortan unten zu bleiben.

Unten heisst: in Venasque. In einem alten Steinhaus
mit Terrasse, auf einem alten Felssporn, den nacheinan-
der Romer, Merowinger, Sarazener besiedelt hatten. Hier
ein Baptisterium aus dem 6. Jahrhundert — mit grossem
oktogonalen Taufbecken —, dort die tours sarrazines, in
deren Schatten Jung und Alt Boule spielt. Dazwischen
die schmale, schmucke Dorfstrasse mit zwei Brunnen und
einer legendaren Auberge. Thr Patron hat das Triffeleis
erfunden. Monsieur S. brauchte lange, um zum Truffel-
spezialisten zu werden. In Deutschland geboren, in der
Schweiz aufgewachsen, in Paris als Kaufmann tatig, kehrte
er eines Tages der Grossstadthektik den Riicken und kauf-
te das alte Haus im alten Venasque im provenzalischen
Comtat Venaissin. Er lernte kochen, und wie. Seine Gaste
kommen von tberall, seine Kochkurse locken selbst Ame-
rikaner und Australier an. Die Tauben holt er aus Bauers
Taubenschlag, den Kase aus der Einsiedelei des Ziegen-
hirten, den Meerfisch vom Markt in Avignon. Sein Tag
beginnt vor Sonnenaufgang und endet, bei einer Zigarre,
nach Mitternacht. Sieben Tische hat er zu bedienen, das
reicht. Wer sein Lokal verlasst, hat ein gliickliches Gesicht.

Vielleicht ist der Ort Gberhaupt firs Glick gemacht. Mit
seinem hohen, tiefblauen Himmel, mit seinem gleissenden
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Licht, mit seinen frechen Zikaden, mit seinen Kirschbaumen
und Olivenhainen, mit seinen Weingarten und Ginsterhecken.
Und Diiften tagaus tagein. Von Oleander, Lavendel, Zypresse,
Krautern. Zu greifen die Sinnlichkeit. Noch im Kalkstaub
des porosen, weissgelben Steins.

Wir sind alle da: mein polnischstimmiger Nachbar, Po-
lijournalist aus Paris; mein lieber alter Freund Yuri, Peters-
burger Jude und bekannter Parflimeur; Maler N. mit seiner
finnischen Frau. Angezogen vom Licht und vom Blick auf
den Mont Ventoux. Yuri, weit tber achtzig, sitzt im Korb-
stuhl auf der Terrasse, erzahlt von seiner Kindheit an der
Newa, von der Schulzeit in Berlin, von den Kriegswirren in
Marseille, von der Firmengrindung in Paris und von Be-
rufsjahren in Indien. Am liebsten aber rezitiert er Gedich-
te: russische von Puschkin, Lermontow, Blok, deutsche von
Rilke, Heine, Goethe, auf Wunsch auch franzosische und
englische — alles auswendig, alles in der Originalsprache,
mit leiser Wehmut. Wire es nach thm gegangen, hitte er
sich schon frih der Literatur verschrieben. Nabokov druck-
te einige seiner Verse. Aus der Poesie der Lettern ist die der
Difte geworden: Parfum.

Eine europaische Biographie, mit rollendem ,,r* vorgetra-
gen 1n einer Gegend, wo die altesten Synagogen Frankreichs
stehen. Und wo heute Le Pen-Anhanger falsche Signale set-
zen. Patois und Fremdenhass. Aber: Europa ist ein Palimp-
sest. Europa ist ein bunter Hund, der nicht einfarbig werden
darf. Da sitzen wir, zusammengewurfelt auf der Terrasse.
Und die Reben glithen.

Nachts fallen die Sternschnuppen, die Hand am Knopf
wiunscht sich was. Irgendwo quaken Frosche. Und vor dem
Stadttor klicken die Boulekugeln: 7zrez/ Es spielen Einhei-
mische und Zugewanderte, Gaste und Probierwillige. Wer
zuschen will, lehnt sich an die altehrwiirdigen sarazenischen
Mauern. Eine Brise fihrt durch die Beleuchtungsdrahte,
die Lampen schwanken und werfen tanzende Schatten auf
den Sandboden. Dieser ist uneben, da und dort kiesig, grob.
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Stoppt das Rollen der Kugeln, weshalb sie geworfen werden,
hoch. Ein Spiel der Geduld, im Zweifelsfall wird der Abstand
zum Cochonnet mit dem Zollstock gemessen. Der Getibte
reibt die Kugel vor jedem Wurf blank, geht in die Hocke und
lasst sie dann locker aus dem Handgelenk schnellen. Exakt.
Es gibt Ermunterungsrufe, Anweisungen, ironische Frotzelei-
en, die Mannschaften parlieren in einem fort, klopfen sich
auf’ die Schulter, scharren Kreise in den Sand. Sozialhygi-
enisch ein Segen, bis hin zu den Turnieren. Zumindest die
Manner sind nicht allein.

Ob Boule oder Boccia: die schwere Metallkugel rollt. Im
sauberlich geharkten Rechteck oder auf freier Bahn, italie-
nisch, franzosisch, egal. Wahrend sie rollt, bleibt die Zeit
aussen vor. Ein zu vernachlassigender Posten. Bis die Lichter
ausgehen, bis der Regen auf den Platz klatscht.

Stden. BB gehort in den Stiden, wie der zerrende Nord-
wind, wie die scharfen Schattenkuben. Meine drei Orte bil-
den ein BB-Triangulum. Ich unterscheide nicht zwischen kas-
tanien- und platanenbestandenen, zwischen windgeschtitzten
und offenen Plitzen. Was zahlt, ist die BB-Sprache, das ge-
duldige Idiom des Kugelspiels. In den BB-Breitengraden
kennt man Gelassenheit, den guten Tropfen, das produktive
Nichtstun. Nanu, was lauft schon davon. Auch morgen geht
die Sonne auf, und ob sie aufgeht. Rot wie Koralle. Borse,
Barometer, Bilanz konnen warten.

Manchmal wahne ich mich hinterm Ohr der Welt. Taste
ein Feigenblatt ab, folge der Geometrie des Lavendelfelds.
An seinem Rand steht eine Borie, archaische Hirtenhiit-
te, grau wie ein Schuppentier. Winzige Eidechsen huschen
iber den Stein. Es ist betaubend still. Gehen. Gehen. Er-
innernvergessen. Gehen. Vorbei an den feinen Breschen
der Blumen. Gehen. Lange. Der Weg schlangelt sich ins
Tal. Die Erde ist ockergelb. Hartblattrige Steineichen trot-
zen der Sonne. Weitergehen. Noch. Bis die tollgewordenen
Angste abfallen und das Aquilibrium eintritt. Unten im Tal.
Ohne Uhrzeit.



Jug. Trikrat. Obcutki

Na dva tiso¢ metrih se pasejo krave. Jedo so¢no planinsko
travo in pijejo iz hitrith potokov. Prelaz Julier. Boren gorski
dekor v rjavo-zeleno-sivi, nad njim jadrajoci oblaki. Vcasih
pogoltnejo skalo, cesto, vse. Potem serpentine ne vodijo nika-
mor, od krav pa ostane le oddaljeno oglasanje zvoncev.

Na drugi strani, globoko spodaj, se lesketajo Engadinska
jezera, pozdravlja prvi jug, z drugacno svetlobo. Neubranlji-
va je ta svetljava iz snezne beline, vodnega leska in plapolavih
gozdov. Gorski zrak disi po vetru, vode tecejo proti Donavi
in proti Jadranu. V izbah Champferja, Sils-Marije in Maloje,
obitth z limbovino, govorijo ladinsko. Rimske poti so tam,
romanske cerkve, spominske plos¢e Nietzscheju in Seganti-
nijev grob. Divjina tu ne pustosi. Domovanje srn, gamsov in
svizcev si je ze dolgo 1z oci v oc1 z visoko civilizacijo. Narava
in kultura sta eno. Smo v Svici, ne v Kanadi.

Razdrobljenost, s presenetljivimi prehodi. Iz Engadina se
cesta strmo vije cez gorski prelaz Maloja v dolino Bergell. Val
Bregaglia. Padec nekoliko juzneje je skoraj navpicen. Tu so
vasi Casaccia, Vicosoprano, Borgonovo in Stampa. Iz Stam-
pe izvira umetniska druzina Giacometti; Alberto je od tod
osvojil svet in se vedno znova vracal k mami v stiio< —1zbo. St
parla italiano, pero un dialetto italiano. Bergellscina je trpka
kot pokrajina, koncni vokali ostro odsekani. Strehe so prekri-
te s kamnom, poti in stene kamnite. Nad Stampo je dal bogat
juznjak ob koncu 19. stoletja zgraditi kastel v barvi volovske
krvi, z zobcastimi nadzidki, francoskim vrtom in povsem rav-
nim drevoredom. Soncen stoji na pobodju, eksoticen in za-
puscen, medtem ko se na drugi strani, na gozdnem pobocju,
blesci San Pietro, s svojim velikim tlakovanim prostorom za
obracanje kocij in z barvito apsido Augusta Giacomettija.
Prej so se tu pogosto porocali; zdaj naklju¢ni gost prime za
kljuko in potem zasanjano pritisne na pedale harmonija. Ni
slifati drugega kot njithovo puhanje. Naokrog gluha tisina. Al
pa nekje bleje ovca? Nize spodaj skalno rebro zapira dolino.
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Reka ga zaobide, avtomobili smukajo v predor. Ne mores pa
spregledati rimskega stolpa in zraven njega, ljubkosestrsko,
romanski zvonik cerkve Nossa Donna.

Prisla sem v »Sottoporto«, juzni del Bergella. Grem po
ozki cesti, ki pelje iz Promontogna v Bondo, mimo grotti — v
skalo vklesanih vinskih kleti — in senc¢ne balinarske steze. Tu
rastejo pravi kostanji, pomesani z jelkami in macesni, svetlo-
ba pa je milej$a. Ze petintrideset let obiskujem ta kraj. Poz-
nam Sumenje njegovih vodnjakov, vonj njegovih hlevov, nje-
gov grobi tlak iz prodnikov in njegove mnogobarvne soncne
zahode. In ze dve generaciji njegove prebivalce. Ob vsaki uri
dneva in noci sem se sprehajala po njegovih ovinkastih uli-
cah, stala pred hiso Dantejevega raziskovalca Scartazzinija
in pred vitkim zvonikom cerkve San Martino, pred vecprstno
palaco Salis (kamini, kamini) in pred zaras¢enim sosedovim
sadovnjakom. Kot da b1 bil svet tukaj v redu. Pristno gnez-
do. (L. pravi prvobitno, pramaterinsko.) Zvecer med Sesto in
sedmo dobis v mlekarni $e iz vimena toplo mleko, zvonovi
zanesljivo donijo opoldne in ob osmih, okroglo stalno omizje
v edini gostilni je v nedeljo povsem zasedeno, razkosno zavit
rimski sentiero storico — zgodovinska pot — Se vedno vodi v
Castasegno, v cerkvi na freski svete vecerje pa $e zmeraj niso
pojedli rib in rakov. Ne smemo pozabiti na vsakoletni tur-
nir v balinanju s pokalom in plesom ter na jesenski Festival
divjadi v sosednjem promontonjskem Hotelu Bregaglia, kjer
pripravljajo tudi najokusnejse pzzzocchere — ajdove testenine s
krompirjem, sirom in blitvo.

Skromno, toda svobodno je tukaj. Veliko niti se steka in
odteka v $irni svet. Mladina pogosto is¢e eksistenco drug-
je — v prejsnjih casih so Bergellcani kot slas¢i¢arji mnozic-
no odhajali v Varsavo in v Sankt Peterburg —, toda vrnitev
je gotova. V sencnem gorskem boku, v svetlih kostanje-
vih gozdovih, v trdnih kamnitih hisah je dobro. Bondo,
tocka na zemljevidu Evrope, zame ko$cek domovine. Pod
nogami — pod granitom, pod travami in gozdovi — ¢utim
zgodovinske plasti in stopinje, nad sabo nebo brez smoga.
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Evropski palimpsest se razprostira do tukajsnjih gozdov,
kjer se mesajo popisani in nepopisanti listi.

Varnost pomeni: so meje in povezave, razlika in konti-
nuum. Na nasproti lezec¢i soncni terasi stoji Soglio z lastno
palaco Salis, z Rilkejevo sobo in skoraj subtropskim vrtom,
v katerem poleti cvr¢ijo murni. Povsod drugod so koze z
lepo zvenecimi zvoncki. V trgovini z biolosko pridelano
hrano prodajajo kozji sir in kozmetiko iz kozjega mleka pa
tudi kostanjeve testenine in gorski med. Ogromni kostanje-
vi gaji z razprSenimi cascinamz, susilnicami za kostanj, se
vlecejo do Castasegne, preckajo mejo in se nadaljujejo v
Italiji. Drugace? Malo manj skrbijo zanje. Povsod je divja
rast. Tudi obcestnim vasem se tam ¢ez mudi, da bi prisle dol
v Chiavenno. Le Piuro je razmetan, neurejen kraj: nekoc
cvetoce trgovsko mesto je leta 1618 zasul podor. Povsod so
drobci skal, novo naselje je plezalo v visino, mimo vile Ver-
temate, ki ji je bilo prizaneseno, s svojimi freskami in ribniki
pa se zdi kot redek dragulj.

V Chiavenni so pobocja doline skoraj navpicna, polna
trte. Vinske kleti so vklesane v skalo — tukaj se popiva v hla-
du. Katoliski ambient, hitra ztalianita, ze nam maha Comsko
jezero. Bergell je protestantski. Eden od njegovih reformator-
jev, Peter Pavel Vergerij, je prisel iz Istre. Mar ni to povezava?
Prizanesel je slikam in freskam. V Bondu Pantokrator ze sto-
letja zascitnisko gleda iz mandorle v apsidi — iz oci v oc¢i, ne v
imperialni drzi. Avtenticna blizina, ki jo morda zagotavlja le
»skromnag, kljub temu omrezna provinca.

Bondo je star, Bondo je nagrbancen. Tako kot Evropa.
Listavci in iglavei, za hribom govorijo drug idiom. Nekateri
pridejo sem, da bi preplezali severno steno Badila. Jaz os-
tajam v dolini, z velikani v ozadju, na obali Mere zrem za
ribicami in nabiram kostanje. Ko skocijo iz jezic, se svetijo,
kot bi bili polakirani. Dragocent so.

Trst, skoljka otrostva. Zaliv, grad Miramar, svetilnik Faro
della Vittoria. Beli so nazobcani robovi, le barva morja se
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spreminja med palmovo zeleno in kobaltno modro, med
umazano sivo in penasto rumeno. Ko recem morje, mislim
tole tukaj: razprostrto v polkrogu in mirno, s prihajajoc¢imi in
odhajajocimi ladjami.

Stojim na strmem pobocju v Barkovljah, blizu svetilnika,
pod mano viadukt stare juzne zeleznice. Vsakih nekaj minut
ga precka vlak. Casi se zagozdijo. Kakanijska arhitektura v
rabi 21. stoletja. Tu vile, tam — v centru mesta — Borgo Te-
resiano in mracne stavbe v stilu historizma. Tu kopalisce ob
morju, tam monumentalna rumena postna stavba in mestni
park z rondojem in kipi pesnikov. Monarhija ima kamnito
trdnost, in kjer srecam njeno rumeno barvo, so mi stvari
znane. Vse mi je jasno.

Ce pa se rumena poveZe z vonjem po rjavem premo-
gu, je to Ljubljana, njega dni. (Malo tudi Zagreb, Gradec,
Praga in Krakov.) Z nosom se znajdem — tudi z jezikom.
Do koder seze zavitek, je srednjeevropsko obmocje. Trst ga
pozna, pozna pa tudi krofe in cesarski prazenec, buhteljne
in Sarkelj, Sacherjevo torto in dobos torto, cesarsko meso in
liptovski sir, kakor tudi golas ali goulasch ali gulyds ali golaz
na vsaj sedem nacinov. K temu je treba dodati se mediteran-
sko ribjo kuhinjo, italijanski brevir past, slovanske lubianske,
cevapcice, raznice. Tako obilje je redko. Trst je konglomerat.

Dokaz so grska pravoslavna in srbska cerkev z modro
kupolo, katoliska katedrala in impozantna sinagoga. Zgo-
dovinske price so rimsko gledalis¢e in zgodnjekrscanska
bazilika, fasisticna monumentalna arhitektura in zalostna
Risiera di San Sabba. Rizarna je bila med drugo svetovno
vojno koncentracijsko taborisce; Judje so tu ¢akali na na-
daljnji transport v taborisca smrti, slovenske partizane so tu
likvidirali.

V Trstu ne mores§ narediti koraka brez zgodovinskih raz-
pok. V ulicah starega geta zaides v zgodovino. Kamni jokajo.

Evropa en muniature. Na najmanjSem prostoru se pre-
predajo kulture in narodi — bolj zilavi kot pa sijajni. Trst ni
ved pristanisc¢e imperija, a tudi ne ve¢ mrtev koncek Italije v
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senci tezko prehodnih meja. Nezelena izolacija je mimo, os-
tala pa je izku$nja, da blizina meje izostri obcutek za razlike.
Zgoraj na Krasu in v sosednji Istri zivijo Slovenci. Manjsina
zivi tudi v Trstu, kjer ima lastne Sole in kulturna drustva.

Se sligim svojo varuiko Amelijo, kako mi poje slovenske
pesmi. Tega je ze dolgo. Petsto stiriinpetdeset stopnic vodi
k njeni s trto obdani hiski — tudi hisa Se stoji, le Amelije ni
ve¢. Amelije, ki je pekla najbolj hrustljave sardine in je s
hitrim udarcem s copatom pobila vsakega skorpijona. Kraji
so povezani z ljudmi. Stojim ob hisi svojega otro$tva, brez
Amelije, brez grbave Violette. Rjasto rde¢ omet se luiéi. Za-
luzije so spuscene. Vrt zapuscen. Samo morje se sonci v svo-
ji nenehni spremenljivosti.

Verjetno zaradi morja pogresam to mesto. Njegov pro-
padli blis¢, njegovo trpko paradoksalnost. Pusti tiri tovor-
ne postaje, ledine blizu pristanisca, zivobarvne predmestne
hise, ulicne soteske, skozi katere piha burja. Morje je kot
svila. Obdaja ga dale¢ cez svetle apnencaste Ceri segajoci
soj. Mesa se z obzorjem in je nebo.

Svetloba disi po zimzelenu.

Svetloba.

No¢ disi po puspanu, mocvirkovki, timijanu, jasminu.

Obstaja kratka noc sieste in dolga no¢ zvezd in skandira-
nih signalov svetilnika, ko je tako tiho, da zvok butanja valov
pljuska navzgor. Morje lize svojo obalo, morje ziblje svojo
halugo in nespecega v spanec.

Koliko sem v Trstu spala in koliko sanjala. V treh jezi-
kih. Tega je dovolj e za leta.

Ni morja, so pa timijan, rozmarin, sivka, koSenicica, rav-
nica z valujoco trto, in v ozadju gora. Ukazovalna. Imenuje
se Vetrna gora, Mont Ventoux. V Provansi je najvisja (1908
metrov); Petrarka je splezal nanjo in s tem utemeljil zahodno-
evropski alpinizem. Na Dirki po Franciji spada med etape, ki
se jih kolesarji najbolj bojijo, saj je vrh puscavsko gol in po-
polnoma izpostavljen soncu in vremenu, vzpon pa obcuten.
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Od dalec je svetli vrh videti kot lezeca, lascivno zlek-
njena zenska. V obla¢nih dneh mu rastejo rogovi in roke in
zacne se vulkansko kaditi ali pa se Cisto zagrne. Dokler se
nenadoma spet ne zgodi novi spektakel, nova preobrazba.
Ventoux je primeren za svetost. Ze zdavnaj sem si ga izbrala
za svojo Fudzijamo. Na njegovih pobocjih rastejo cedrovi
gozdovi, v njih nesteto gob in jagod. Z vrha seze pogled se-
verno do Mont Blanca, juzno do Camarguea. Panorama ne
opise vsega, kar ostane tisockratno neopisljivo. Ob mocnem
mistralu, pri najc¢istejsih barvah. Pregibi in vijuge prvega
dne stvarjenja.

Nekega trznega dne, ko sem prihajala iz Carpentrasa,
sem zgoraj skoraj izgubila glavo — ali bi morala reci razum.
Veter je tulil in rezal skozi telo in gredje. Okrog in okrog pa
se je stopnicasto razprostiral svet, v vseh odtenkih. Lepoto
se je komaj dalo prenesti. In odlocila sem se, da bom odsle;
ostala spodaj.

Spodaj pomeni: v Venasquu. V stari kamniti hisi s teraso,
na stari skalni ostrogi, ki so jo drug za drugim naseljevali Ri-
mljani, Merovingi in Saraceni. Tu baptisterij iz 6. stoletja —
z velikim osmerokotnim krstilnikom — tam fours sarrazines,
saracenski stolpi, v katerih senci mlado in staro balina, vmes
pa ozka, licna vaska cesta z dvema vodnjakoma in legen-
darno auberge. Lastnik gostilne je iznasel sladoled s tartufi.
Dolgo je trajalo, preden je Monsieur S. postal specialist za
tartufe. Rojen je bil v Neméiji, odra$¢al v Svici, bil trgovec
v Parizu, potem pa je nekega dne obrnil hrbet velemestni
naglici in kupil staro hiSo v starem Venasquu v provansalski
grofiji Venaissin. Naucil se je kuhati, pa kako. Njegovi gostje
prihajajo od vsepovsod, njegovi kuharski tecaji privabljajo
celo Americane in Avstralce. Golobe nosi iz kmetovega go-
lobnjaka, sir iz bivalis¢a samotarja, kozjega pastirja, morske
ribe pa s trznice v Avignonu. Njegov dan se zacenja pred
son¢nim vzhodom in koncuje ob cigari, po polnoc¢i. Sedem
miz mora postreci; to je dovolj. Kdor zapusca njegov lokal,
ima srecen obraz.



Morda je kraj sploh narejen za sreco — s svojim viso-
kim, moc¢no modrim nebom, svojo jarko svetlobo, svojimi
predrznimi Skrzati, svojimi ¢esnjevimi drevesi in olj¢nimi gaji,
svojimi vinogradi in grmi koSenicice. In diSavami, i1z dneva v
dan. Oleandrove, sivkine, cipresove, zelis¢ne. éutnost, da bi
jo kar zagrabil. Se v apnenc¢evem prahu poroznega, beloru-
menega kamna.

Vst smo tukaj: moj sosed, ki izvira s Poljske, politicni no-
vinar iz Pariza; moj ljubi stari prijatelj Yuri, peterburski Jud
in znan parfumar; slikar N. s svojo finsko Zeno. Privlacita nas
svetloba in pogled na Mont Ventoux. Yuri, ki jih ima ze krep-
ko cez osemdeset, sedi v pletenem stolu na terasi, pripoveduje
o svojem otrostvu ob Nevi, o Solskih letih v Berlinu, vojni vihri
v Marseillu, ustanavljanju firme v Parizu in letih sluzbovanja
v Indiji. Najraje pa recitira pesmi: ruske, Puskinove, Lermon-
tove, Blokove, nemske — Rilkejeve, Heinejeve, Goethejeve, na
zeljo tudi francoske in angleske —, vse na pamet, vse v origi-
nalnem jeziku, s ttho otoznostjo. Ce bi bilo po njegovem, bi se
ze zgodaj zapisal knjizevnosti. Nabokov je natisnil nekaj nje-
govih verzov. Iz poezije ¢rk je nastala poezija disav: parfum.

Evropska biografija, ki jo predstavlja pogrkujoce in v pre-
delu, kjer stojijo najstarejse sinagoge v Franciji. In kjer danes
Le Penovi privrzenci kazejo napacno pot. Dialekt in sovrastvo
do tujcev. Toda: Evropa je palimpsest. Evropa je pisan pes, ki
ne sme postati enobarven. Tako sedimo — z vseh vetrov — na
terasi, trte pa zarijo.

Ponoci padajo zvezdni utrinki; roka na gumbu si nekaj
zazeli. Nekje regljajo zabe, pred mestnimi vrati pa trkajo
krogle za balinanje: 7irez/, Zbij! Igrajo domacini in pris-
leki, gostje in tisti, ki bi radi poskusili. Ce hoces gledati, se
naslonis$ na stare, castitljive saracenske zidove. Sapica zaveje
skozi uli¢no razsvetljavo, luci se zibljejo in mecejo plesoce
sence na pescena tla. Ta so neravna, tu in tam prodnata,
groba. Ustavljajo kotaljenje krogel, zaradi cesar jih mecejo,
in to visoko. Igra potrpljenja, v nejasnih primerih izmeri-
jo razdaljo do cochonneta, balincka, z zlozljivim metrom.
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Izurjen igralec pred vsakim metom kroglo zlosci, pocepne
in jo potem sprosceno vrze iz zapestja. Natancno. Slisi§
spodbujanje, navodila, ironi¢no drazenje, mostva nenchno
klepetajo, se trepljajo po ramenih, risejo kroge v pesek. To
je vse do turnirjev socialno-higienski blagoslov. Vsaj moski
niso sami.

Naj se rece boule ali boccia: tezka kovinska krogla se ko-
tali. V skrbno pogrebenem pravokotniku ali na prosti stezi,
italijansko ali francosko, vseeno. Medtem ko se kotali, se cas
ustavi. Dokler ne ugasnejo luci, dokler ne zacne dezevati.

Jug. Enako kot trgajo¢ severni veter, enako kot ostre senc-
ne kocke spada k jugu tudi bb. Moji trije kraji tvorijo triangel
bb. Ne locim med kraji s kostanji in s platanami, med kraji
v zavetju in izpostavljenimi kraji. Steje le jezik bb, potrpez-
ljiv idiom igre s kroglami. V zemeljski Sirini bb-ja poznajo
sprosc¢enost, dobro kapljico, produktivno brezdelje. No, kaj
pa nam bo pobegnilo? Tudi jutri bo sonce vzslo, in Se kako
bo vzslo. Rdece kot korale. Borza, barometer in bilanca lahko
pocakajo.

Vcasih se mi zdi, da sem za usesom sveta. Potipam figov
list in sledim geometriji sivkinega polja. Na njegovem robu
stoji»borija¢, arhaicna pastirska koca, siva kot luskavec. Majc-
keni kuscarji $vigajo cez kamen. Oglusujoce tiho je. Hodi-
ti. Hoditi. Spominjati se, pozabljati. Hoditi. Mimo neznih
roznih poti. Hoditi. Dolgo. Pot se vije v dolino. Zemlja je
okrasto rumena. Crnike s trdimi listi se upirajo soncu. Hodi-
ti naprej. Se. Dokler ne premagas steklih strahov in nastopi
ekvilibrij. Spodaj v dolini. Kjer se ¢as ustavi.

Prevedla Vesna Kondrid Horvat
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Dragan Veliki¢ (Beograd, 1953) je srbski pisatelj in esejist.
Otrostvo in mladost je prezivel v Pulju, pozneje je Studiral
primerjalno knjizevnost v Beogradu. V devetdesetih letih je
bil urednik in kolumnist, o druzbenih in politicnih razme-
rah je pisal za razne srbske, avstrijske in nemske medije. Ob
nasprotovanju srbski nacionalisti¢ni in vojni politiki je zapus-
til domovino ter nekaj casa zivel v Budimpesti, Berlinu in na
Dunaju, kjer je bil pozneje (2005-2009) veleposlanik Repu-
blike Srbije. Vseskozi je tudi pisateljeval, doslej je objavil dva-
najst romanov, tri zbirke kratke proze in Sest esejisticnih knjig.
Nazadnje je leta 2024 objavil Dunajski roman (Becki roman).
Njegova literatura je prevedena v vec kot 20 jezikov. Nekaj
romanov Dragana Velikiéa imamo prevedenih tudi v sloven-
s¢ino — Astrahan (2004), Dantejev trg (2013), Bonavia (2014),
Rusko okno (2014), Preiskovalec (2018) in Naslov (2020) —,
prav tako knjigi esejev Glas 1z razpoke (1992) ter O pusateljih
win mestih (2019). Med nagradami in priznanji, ki jih je avtor
doslej prejel za svoje delo, so nagrada Milosa Crnjanskega
(1988), nagrada Mese Selimovica (2007), nagrada avstrijske-
ga instituta za Podonavje in Srednjo Evropo (2008), literarna
nagrada mesta Budimpesta (2013), zlata son¢nica (2015), Ko-
¢i¢evo pero (2015) ter dvakrat NIN-ova nagrada, leta 2019 pa
je prejel mednarodno literarno nagrado vilenica.
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Dragan Veliki¢ (Belgrade, 1953) is a Serbian writer and es-
sayist. He spent his childhood and youth in Pula, and later
studied comparative literature in Belgrade. In the 1990s, he
was an editor and columnist, writing about social and politi-
cal issues for various Serbian, Austrian, and German media
outlets. He left his homeland because he opposed Serbian
nationalist and war policies, and lived for a while in Buda-
pest, Berlin, and Vienna, where he later served as the Am-
bassador of the Republic of Serbia (2005-2009). He has also
been writing all this time, having published twelve novels,
three collections of short prose, and six books of essays to
date. Most recently, in 2024, he published Vienna Novel. His
literature has been translated into more than 20 languages.
Several of Dragan Veliki¢’s novels have also been translat-
ed into Slovenian — Astrakhan (2004), Dante’s Square (2013),
Bonavia (2014), The Russian Window (2014), The Investi-
gator (2018), and 7 he Address (2020) — as well as the essay
collections Touce from the Crack (1992) and On Whriters and
Cities (2019). Among the awards and accolades the author
has received for his work are the Milo§ Crnjanski Award
(1988), the Mesa Selimovi¢ Award (2007), Mitteleuropa Aus-
trian Award (2008), The Award of the City of Budapest for
literature (2013), the Golden Sunflower (2015), Koci¢’s Pen
Award (2015), and two NIN Awards. In 2019, he received the
Vilenica International Literary Prize.
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Kje zaceti drugie kot pri poymu Srednja Fvropa, ki je
kljucno dolocal festival Vilenica skozi desetletja. A ta po-
Jem, ki se je pojavil Sele v 19. stoletyu, je bil vedno nekako
1zmuzlji, tudi geografsko. Razlicno so ga razumel: pisa-
teljr, politike, gospodarstveniky, zgodovinarji, jezikoslov-
ct — skoray vsakdo ga je razumel po svoje. Vendar je leta
1986, ko je potekala prva izvedba festivala, v skupini
slovenskih pisateljev in pesnikov, med katerima je bil tude
pobudnik festivala Veno Taufer;, prislo do konsenza o tem,
kay nay bi ta pojem predstavlial v nyegovem okviru — svo-
boden prostor srecevanja in 1zmenjave razmislekov o kul-
turt, druzbi in umetnosty, predvsem literaturt, vkljuceval
pa bt ustvarjalce 1z obmocja manysih narodov med Nem-
¢yo in Rusyo, kot je zapisal eden od preteklih nagrajencev
Jestivala Milan Rundera. Toda pojem Srednja Evropa
se je v stirth desetletyih spremanjal v casu in prostoru —
politicno, druzbeno in do neke mere tudi kulturno. Kaj je
s tem poymom, kot se je oblikoval skozi festival, danes?
Ima sploh se kaksen pomen med literati 1z srednjeevro-
pske regye? Je v sedanjih globalnih druzZbenopoliticnih
razmerah ta pojem Se lahko aktualen za razmishanje o
literatury, svetu, druzbi, cloveku? In ali je ta pojem lahko
Se vedno neki utopicni prostor srecevany kot nekoc ali pa
Je (p)ostal, kot ga je poirmenoval Se eden od nagrajencev
Jestwala Peter Handke, zgoly meteorolosk: pojav?

Dragan Velikié¢: Srednja Evropa je prva prava vecnaci-

onalna in veckulturna drzavna skupnost po rimskem impe-
riju, ki je uvedla toleranco. Pravim uvedla, ker v tistem c¢asu
pojmi veckulturnost, strpnost in sobivanje $e niso bili obra-
bljeni. Mislim, da je Srednja Evropa, hoces noces, prej kot
drugi deli celine udejanjila sobivanje. To ima dobre in sla-
be plati. Ta zadrzanost in zaprtost med Stirimi stenami, ta
okna, ki se, tako se zdi, nikoli ne odpirajo na ulico, te palace,
ki so videti, kot da so bile najprej nacrtovane kot kasarne, a se
je med gradnjo njthova namembnost iz neznanega razloga
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spremenila — vse to je morda posledica dejstva, da je bilo
Drugega treba sprejeti, vendar z ustnicami rahlo stisnjenimi
od grenkobe. Po drugi strani je nevmesavanje v Drugega
verjetno tudi oblika strpnosti. Toda kar je najpomembnejse:
narodi Srednje Evrope imajo bolj kot drugi to navado in
tradicijo, da znajo tudi takrat, kadar si niso vsec, kadar se
njihove vere in zgodovinske okolis¢ine povsem razlikujejo,
ziveti drug z drugim. Samo na Dunaju je kar nekaj kavarn,
ki imajo cele vrste mizic, za katerimi je samo en stol. Je to
poskus ziveti zivljenje opazovalca ali zgolj pocitek, pogled
vase, zapiranje lastnega magnetnega polja? Ni nakljucje,
da je ravno Dunaj, glavno mesto Srednje Evrope, ustvaril
posebno institucijo »dunajske kavarne<. Alfred Polgar jo je
opisal lucidno in natanc¢no: »V kavarno prihajajo tisti, ki
zeljjo biti sami, vendar hkrati v druzbi.« To je topografija
Srednje Evrope: veliko narodov, vsak za svojo mizo, a sku-
paj v isti kavarni. Malo je krajev na zemeljski obli, katerih
mit bi trajal tako dolgo. Morda je razlog za priljubljenost
in aktualnost Srednje Evrope v tem, da se je njen obstoj
prenesel v literaturo. Njena kohezivna moc je tudi v lite-
raturl. Literarna dela so edina pokrajina, v katero se lahko
vedno vracamo. Zato je literatura dolgoro¢no mocnejsa od
katerekoli dnevne politike. In zato je Srednja Evropa pre-
zivela vojne, mirovne konference in zelezne zavese. Vozni
red, po katerem sem se kot bralec gibal v ¢asu odrascanja,
me je vodil v prostore, ki sem jih prepoznaval po izkusnjah
iz kakega prejSnjega zivljenja. V romanih Musila in Brocha
sem se pocutil kot doma. Moj svet se je siril v knjigah Danila
Kisa, Aleksandra TiSme, Bruna Schulza, Milana Kundere,
Andrzeja Ku$niewicza, Bohumila Hrabala, Dezséja Kosz-
tolanyija ... Zame je Srednja Evropa literarna domovina.

Festwal Vilenica je posebno pozornost vseskozi posvecal
tudi javni vlogi pisateljev in intelektualcev. Glede njthovega
Javnega angaZmaja na_festivalu ni bilo enotnega konsenza,
pa tudi nacini javnega angaZiranja so se z leti spremunyali.
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Rako nay bodo pisatelyt in intelektualct angazirani danes?
Je to sploh potrebno? Kaksna je Se njthova moc pri obliko-
vanju mneny n stalis¢ v druzZbenopoliticnem prostoru? In
ali danes obstajajo stalisca, ki bi jih pisatelyt in intelek-
tualct morali javno zraZati, ce pristqjajo na vlogo javnih
osebnosti?

Dragan Veliki¢: Verjamem v pomen javnega delova-
nja mislecih ljudi in od pisateljev pricakujem prav to — da
mislijo. Se posebej na pomembnih dogodkih, kot je Vileni-
ca, ki dobivajo tudi pomemben medijski prostor. Je normal-
no, da mol¢imo o genocidu v Gazi? O razslojenosti medijev
pri porocanju o tem genocidu, odvisno od drzavne oziroma
korporativne vpletenosti? O nacionalizmih, ki prerascajo v
fasizem? O vlogi medijev in piarovskih sluzb pri promovira-
nju drzavnih politik? Je normalno, da mol¢imo o kriminalnih
dejanjih nekaterih drzav do vsakr§nega mnenja, ki jim ni po
volji? In da to velja ne le za Kitajsko in Rusijo? Da niti ne
govorimo o demokraciji, s katero se ponasamo, a ki se vedno
bolj sprevraca v posmeh sami sebi? In tako naprej, da niti ne
nastevam vseh grozot sodobne civilizacije, ki bi se jith moral
docela zavedati vsakdo, ki vsaj malo razmislja. Je to dolznost
pisatelja? Ne, nihce nima te dolznosti. A vendar — logi¢no je
pricakovati odziv od mislecih ljudi.

Kar pa zadeva literarno delo, ima doloceno politicno
funkcijo samo tedaj, ¢e je predvsem in nadvse izjemno lite-
rarno delo. Kajti to je luknja v — kateremkoli — zidu, ena ope-
ka manj, odprtina, skozi katero je moc¢ bolje videti tisto, kar
pac lahko vidimo. Razkrivanje. Subverzija. Politika se prav-
zaprav nanasa na pravila zivljenja, na njithovo uveljavljanje,
pa tudi na njihovo spreminjanje — in za to je treba odstraniti
vsako moteco opeko 1z zidu.

V Stirih desetletyih, odkar poteka festival Vilenica, ki ga je
na simbolnt ravni dolocala jama, po katert se imenuje, se
Jje spremenilo razmerje med literaturo in njeno druzbeno
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vlogo. V' zacetkih je festival stavil tudi na disidentstvo,
bil je prostor, v katerega so bile uprte oct medyev in jav-
nosti, zato so avtorice in avtorji, povabljeni na festival,
predstavljali nekaksno okno v svet. < desetletji pa se je
druzbena vloga literature spremenila, preselila se je na
druzbeno in medisko obrobje, kjer neprestano bye bitko
za pozornost. Kay je znacilno za razmerje med literaturo
i druzbo danes? Raksna je druzbena vioga literature,
tudi znotray (podivjanega) digitalnega sveta?

Dragan Velikié: V tistih zgodnjih letih Vilenice je bil
svet videti preprostejsi — ali pa se je to samo nam tako zde-
lo. Delitev je bila jasna, »vedelo se je<, kateri so dobri in
kateri slabi fantje. Nudenje zatocisc¢a disidentom je bil do-
brodosel, a pravzaprav neskodljiv korak. Danes so stvari bi-
stveno bolj zapletene, svoboda govora je pogosto zbirokra-
tizirana, politicna korektnost pa — razlita v stranske tokove,
ki pri ljudeh zbujajo odpor — izgublja svoj smisel. Svet ni
vec¢ celota, razlomil se je v nesteto drobcev, ni ve¢ vodilne
ideje, vera v prihodnost je zbledela. Taksen je duh c¢asa —in
taksna je tudi literatura, ki nastaja iz lastnih, malih svetow.
Ne moremo si izmisljati tistega, ¢esar ni.

Proi nagrajenec festivala Vilenica je bil Fluvio To-
mizza, ki je nagrado prejel za svoj prozni opus, pred-
vsem za roman Mladoporocenca iz ulice Rossetti. 7a
drobni roman se navezuje na dogodke v Trstu med drugo
svetovno voyno. Letosnja 40. i1zvedba festivala Vileni-
ca sovpada z 80. obletnico konca druge svetovne vojne.
Svet, o katerem so pisali pretekli nagrajenct in nagrajen-
ke festivala, na primer Libuse Monikovd, Péter Nddas,
Pavel Vilikovsky, Adam Zagajewskr, Adolf Muschg,
Josip Ostr, Milan Rundera, Zbigniew Herbert, Tomas
Venclova, fJan Skdcel, Péter Esterhdzy, Brigitte Kro-
nauer, Mirko Kovac, Ana Blandiana, Peter Handke
udr., je danes spremenjen. ldi se namrec, da vstopamo
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v drugacen svet, kot se je razvyal po koncu vogne. Ali se
Je — ce se sploh je — v zadnyih letih spremenila tudi lite-
ratura? Bt se morala? Bt se morala odziwati na sedanjo
druzbenopoliticno situacyjo?

Dragan Veliki¢: Zadnji dve vprasanji sta pravzaprav
enaki in moj prejs$nji odgovor velja tudi zanju. Seveda se je
svet spremenil, seveda je danes drugacen kot pred Stirideseti-
mi leti. Je lahko prva Vilenica govorila na enak nacin, kot se
je razmisljalo in pisalo Stirideset let prej, leta 1945? Seveda
ne. Ni¢ nenavadnega ni v tem. Mi imamo danes nalogo, da
zbiramo drobce tega razpadajocega sveta — sveta, ki je raz-
padel v primerjavi s tisto vero v prihodnost, ki je bila splos-
no prisotna v Sestdesetih, sedemdesetih in je Se vedno tlela v
osemdesetih. Devetdeseta so postavila piko. Pri nas z groz-
ljivo vojno, v Evropi s padcem zidu in prodorom kapitala v
sleherni koticek druzbenega zivljenja, tako na vzhodu kot na
zahodu. Kar ni zaobslo niti kulture.

Kultura je bila neko¢ eden glavnih drzavnih promotorjev,
tisto, s cimer se je »$lo v svet«. Danes se vrednost filmov meri
zgolj po denarju, ki ga prinesejo blagajnam, memoari banal-
nih zvezdnikov se prevajajo ¢ez no¢ in dosegajo milijonske
naklade, kultura v medijih se je skrcila na subkulturo in zaba-
vo ... Malokaj od vsega tega kaosa, ki ga zivimo, bo ostalo v
spominu. Mi, generacije, ki razmisljamo o tem, kako je nekoc
bilo, $e¢ vedno pocnemo tisto, v kar verjamemo — pisemo in
govorimo. A resitev ze dolgo ni ve¢ v nasih rokah. V rokah
tistth bo, ki so danes stari dvajset let.

V' zadnjem casu literaturo napbol) zaznamuwje umetna
inteligenca in njen vpliv na pisamge oziroma ustvarjanje
literarnih del. 1o bo literaturo zagotovo dolocalo tudi v
prihodnyih letih. Katera so najpomembnejsa vprasanja, ki
bt st jih moralt postavity pri uporabi umetne inteligence
v zvezi z ustvarjanjem literarnih del? Kaksne so lahko
pozitivne in kaksne so negativne plati njene uporabe, tudi
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v povezavi z avtorskimi pravicami? Kaksna je v tem kon-
tekstu videti prihodnost literature?

Dragan Veliki¢: Do kod bi prisli, ¢e bi morali placevati
»avtorske pravice« za vse, kar smo podedovali iz preteklih sto-
letij — za vsa znanstvena odkritja, filozofijo, umetnost, ki smo
s1 jo prisvojili, za vse znanje, ki nas je oblikovalo skozi Zivlje-
nje in ki nam je bilo vsem na voljo, brez avtorskih omejitev?
Nenadoma se vse, kar nastaja danes, zaracunava, ¢eprav je v
to danasnje vtkano vse tisto prejSnje — brezplacno. Zelo sem
skepticen, ko se avtorske pravice omenjajo kot nekaksen velik
in zastrasujoc problem.

Kar zadeva umetno inteligenco — ta ne poseduje nicesar,
kar bi bilo vecje ali drugac¢no od naravne inteligence, ki jo je
ustvarila. Ali pa celo njej po tej plati nadrejeno. Ni razloga,
da b1 se bali vstopa neke drugacne logike ali drugac¢nih misel-
nih sistemov od tistih, ki so lastni ¢loveku. Umetna inteligen-
ca je le hitrejsa, suvereno povezuje obstojece clovesko znanje,
brez stranpoti in zmedenosti. Je orodje nekih novih generacij,
ki se je ne bodo bale uporabljati. Ali je mozna zloraba? Seve-
da. A tudi navaden kuhinjski noz lahko zlorabimo, pa ga zato
ne bomo zavrgli.

Prevedel Matej Krajne
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Where else to begin but with the notion of Central Fu-
rope, a concept that has significantly shaped the Vilenica
Festival over the decades. Yet this concept, which only
emerged in the 19" century, has always been somewhat
elusive — even geographically. Whiters, politicians, econo-
nusts, historians, linguists, and others have all understood
it differently. Almost everyone interpreted it in their own
way. However, in 1986, when the first edition of the fes-
twwal was held, a consensus was reached among a group
of Slovenian writers and poets, including Veno Taufer,
the initiator of the festival, on what the term should rep-
resent in this context: a_free space_for encounters and the
exchange of ideas on culture, society, and art — espe-
clally literature — featuring creators from the region of
small nations between Germany and Russia, as one of
the festival’s past laureates, Milan Kundera, wrote. But
over the four decades, the concept of Central Europe has
shifted in time and space — politically, socially, and to some
extent culturally. What does this concept, as it has evolved
through the festival, mean today? Does it still carry any
swenificance_for writers_from the Central European region?
Can it remain relevant in today’s global sociopolitical
climate when thinking about literature, the world, society,
and humanity? And can it still be that utopian space
of encounter as it once was, or has it, as another of the
Jestwal’s laureates, Peter Handke, called it, become a me-
teorological phenomenon?

Dragan Veliki¢: Central Europe 1s the first truly mul-

tinational and multicultural state community since the
Roman Empire to introduce tolerance. I say “introduce”
because back then multiculturalism, tolerance and coexist-
ing were concepts that hadn’t yet been rendered hackneyed
through overuse. I think that Central Europe, haphazardly,
put coexisting into practice before other parts of Europe
did. There are good and bad sides to this. This restraint
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and this closing-off between four walls, these windows that
never seem to open onto the street, these palaces that look as
if they were originally designed as barracks but whose func-
tion, for some unknown reason, was changed during construc-
tion — all this 1s perhaps due to the fact that the Other had
to be accepted, albeit with lips bitterly pressed together. On
the other hand, non-interference with the Other is probably
also a form of tolerance. But most importantly: the nations of
Central Europe, more than others, have the habit and tradi-
tion of — even when they can’t stand each other, even when
their religions and historical circumstances are completely dif-
ferent — being able to live with each other. In Vienna alone,
there 1s no shortage of cafés where there are rows of tables
with only one chair. Is this an attempt to live as an observer,
or merely to rest, to look inwards, to close one oneself within
one’s own magnetic field? It’s no fluke that it was in Vienna,
the capital of Central Europe, that the peculiar institution of
the “Viennese café” came into being. Alfred Polgar defined
this institution lucidly and precisely: “The café is inhabited
by those who want to be alone but who want to do so while
being in the company of others.” This is the topography of
Central Europe: many nations, each at its own table, but to-
gether in the same café. There are few places on earth with
such a long-lasting myth. Perhaps Central Europe is so popu-
lar and relevant because its existence has been translated into
literature. Its binding strength is also to be found in litera-
ture. Literary works are the only landscapes we can always
return to. That is why literature is stronger in the long run
than any day-to-day politics. And that is why Central Europe
has survived wars, peace conferences and the Iron Curtain.
My reading plan when I was growing up led me to places I
recognised from an experience in a previous life. I felt at home
in the novels of Musil and Broch. My world expanded thanks
to the books of Danilo Kis, Aleksandar Tisma, Bruno Schulz,
Milan Kundera, Andrzej Ku$niewicz, Bohumil Hrabal, Dezs6
Kosztolanyi... For me, Central Europe is a literary homeland.
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1 hroughout its history, the Vilenica Festival has also
paid particular attention to the public role of writers and
wntellectuals. There has never been a clear consensus on
theirr public engagement at the festival, and the modes
of such engagement have changed over the years. How
should writers and intellectuals be engaged today? Is this
even necessary? What power do they still hold in shaping
opinions and stances in the sociopolitical sphere? And are
there positions today that writers and intellectuals should
publicly express if they accept the role of public figures?

Dragan Veliki¢: I believe in the importance of public
action carried out by those who think, and that’s precisely
what I expect writers to do: to think. Especially at crucial
events such as Vilenica, which also garners important media
space. Is it normal for us to remain silent about the geno-
cide in Gaza? About the media’s stratification in reporting on
this genocide, depending on state or corporate involvement?
About nationalisms that are growing into fascism? About the
role of the media and of PR services in promoting state pol-
icies? Is it normal for us to remain silent about the criminal
actions of certain states as a response to any opinion they
do not like? And to think this applies not only to China and
Russia? And that’s without mentioning that the democracy
we pride ourselves on is increasingly turning into a mockery
of itself. And so on, not to mention all the horrors of modern
civilisation, of which anyone who thinks even a little should
be fully aware. Is this the duty of a writer? No, no one has
that duty. And yet... it is logical to expect a response from
those who think.

As far as literature goes, a work has a certain political
function only if it is first and foremost and above all an out-
standing work of literature. For it is a hole in the wall —in any
wall —, a missing brick, an aperture through which we can
better see what we can see. A revealing. A subversion. Politics
1s actually about the rules of life, about enforcing them, but
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also about changing them — and to do that, every trouble-
some brick in the wall has to be ripped out.

In the four decades since the Vilenica Festival has been
taking place — symbolically defined by the cave from
which it takes its name — the relationship between litera-
ture and its social role has changed. In its early days, the
Jestwal also embraced dissidence; it was a space under
the gaze of the media and public, making its authors a
kind of window to the world. Over time, however, the
soctal role of literature has shifted, moving to the margins
of social and media attention, where it now constantly
struggles to be noticed. What defines the relationship be-
lween literature and society today? What s the social role
of literature within today’s (chaotic) digital world?

Dragan Veliki¢: Back in the early days of Vilenica, the
world seemed simpler — or maybe it just seemed simpler to
us. The division was clear. “You knew” who the good guys
and who the bad guys were. Giving refuge to dissidents was a
welcome but actually innocuous step. Today, things are much
more complicated; freedom of speech is often bureaucra-
tised, and political correctness has spilled over its banks in a
way that makes people cringe, robbing freedom of speech of
meaning. The world is no longer whole. It has splintered into
innumerable fragments. There is no longer a guiding idea.
Faith in the future has waned. This is the spirit of the times —
and this is also the spirit of literature, which emerges from its
own little worlds. We cannot invent what does not exist.

The furst laureate of the Vilenica Festwal was Fulvio
Tomizza, who recetved the award for his prose work,
especially the novel The Newlyweds from Rossetti Stre-
et. This short novel is tied to events in Irieste during
the Second World War. The 40" edition of the Vilenica
Festival cotncides with the 80™ anniversary of the end of
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World War I1. T he world written about by past laure-
ates such as Libuse Monikovd, Péter Nddas, Pavel Vi-
likovsky, Adam lagajewski, Adolf Muschg, Josip Ost,
Milan Rundera, <bigniewo Herbert, Tomas Venclova, fan
Skdcel, Péter Esterhdzy, Brigitte Kronauer, Mirko Kovad,
Ana Blandiana, Peter Handke, and others, 1s a different
one today. It seems we are entering a world different from
the one that developed after the war. Has literature — if
at all — also changed in recent years? Should it? Should it
respond to the current sociopolitical situation?

Dragan Veliki¢: The last two questions are in fact one
and the same, and my previous answer applies to them as
well. Of course, the world has changed, of course today’s
world is different from that of forty years ago. Could the first
Vilenica have expressed itself in the same way it would have
forty years previously, in 1945? Of course not. That’s nothing
unusual. Our task today is to collect the fragments of that
crumbling world — a world that has crumbled in comparison
with the faith in the future that was widespread in the sixties,
seventies and that was still smouldering in the eighties. The
1990s were the end point. In our country with the horrific
war, in Europe with the fall of the Wall and the penetration
of capital into every crevice of social life, both in the East and
in the West. Culture was not spared.

Culture used to be one of the main promoters of the state,
the thing that “went out into the world.” Today, a film’s value
is gauged solely by box office revenues, memoirs by banal ce-
lebrities are translated overnight and printed in the millions,
culture in the media has been reduced to subculture and en-
tertainment... Little of the chaos we are living through will
be remembered. We, the generations who think about how
things used to be, are still doing what we believe in — writing
and speaking. But it has been ages since the solution lay in
our hands. It will lie in the hands of those who are now in
their twenties.
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One of the most defining aspects of literature today
s artificial intelligence and its influence on writing and
literary creation. This is something that will undoubtedly
shape literature in the coming years. What are the most
important questions we should be asking regarding the
use of artificial intelligence in literary creation? What
are the potential positive and negative aspects of its
use, particularly concerning copyright? What does the
Juture of literature look like in this context?

Dragan Veliki¢: Where would we end up if we had
to pay “royalties” on everything we have inherited from
centuries past — all the scientific discoveries, philosophy, art
we have appropriated, all the knowledge that has shaped us
throughout our lives and that has been made available to all
of us, without copyright restrictions? Suddenly, everything
that is being produced today comes with a price, even though
everything that was woven into what we have today — came
free of charge. I am very sceptical when copyright is men-
tioned as some great and frightening problem.

As far as artificial intelligence is concerned, it possesses
nothing that is greater or different than the natural intelli-
gence that created it. Or is even superior to it in that respect.
There is no reason to fear the entry of some logic or thought
system that differs from man’s. Artificial intelligence is merely
faster, coolly integrating existing human knowledge, with-
out deviations and confusion. It is a tool of a new genera-
tion that will not be afraid to use it. Is it possible to make
ill use of it? Of course. But you can also make ill use of an
ordinary kitchen knife, and we don’t throw those away.

Translated by Jason Blake



Beograd

1
Beograd lezi na: 44° 49’ 14” severno
20° 27° 44” istocno
Povr§ina: 3221,85 km?
Uze podrucje grada: 358,77 km?
Nadmorska visina: min 66,6 m
max 512 m
Klima: umereno kontinentalna
Prosec¢na temperatura: 11,6°C
januar: 0,2°C
Jjuli: 22,0°C
Vreme: srednjoevropsko
Broj stanovnika: 1.628.000
Uze podrucje grada: 1.186.000
2

Sve, zapravo, nedostaje: podaci o broju kisnih dana za
proteklu godinu, dekadu, vek, milenijum: koliko je bilo ki-
$nih dana godine 1054? Podaci o sun¢anim danima, vetrovi-
ma, olujama, debljini sneznih pokrivaca. Nedostaju podaci o
atentatima, no¢nim prepadima, ubistvima, provalama, rato-
vima, revolucijama.

Nema biografije jednog grada bez popisa bioskopa koji su
liste filmova koji su se vrteli u tami bioskopskih sala, grimasa
gledalaca 1 putanja na koje su se otisnuli nakon zavrsene pred-
stave, zatim popisa sekvenci u kojima su postali junaci, sporedni
ili glavni, 1 nastavili da zive zivot protagonista izvan celuloida.

Nedostaju knjige rodenih 1 knjige umrlih, katastarske situ-
acije cCitavih kvartova, mape vodovoda 1 kanalizacije, pozicije
arteskih bunara, dvocifreni telefonski brojevi, putni nalozi,
policijski dosijei, istorije bolesti, putanje konjanika, kocija,
omnibusa, autobusa, tramvaja, trolejbusa, automobila.



3

Zamislimo jedno dzinovsko uho veli¢ine najveceg telesko-
pa koje 1 danju 1 nocu usisava milijjarde reci izgovorenih na
teritoriji grada, uredno ih belezi 1 deponuje. U bezdan tog slus-
nog aparata ne taloze se samo re¢i mnogih jezika, ve¢ 1 uzdasi,
krikovi, smehovi. Zamislimo dzinovsko oko veli¢ine najveceg
glecerskog jezera na cijoj kristalnoj povrsini se utiskuju lica,
pokreti, geste, tikovi, Siroki planovi 1 prizori uhvaceni kroz klju-
caonice. Zamislimo ogromno stovariSte koje nastaje radom
dzinovskog uha 1 dzinovskog oka, stovariste sa kojeg beskonac-
ni materijal pocinje da klizi prevojima sto ih uspostavljaju re-
cenice, zaustavlja se za trenutak na rampama 1 upucuje preko
skretnica uzarenith mozgova na perone prica 1 romana. I jos
dublje u no¢ Istorije.

4

Poslednji put karavan kamila prosao je kroz Beograd
1854. godine i doneo iz Sereza duvan u balama za trgovca
Anastasa Hristodula.

Prvi telegram je u Beograd stigao iz Aleksinca 12. aprila
1855. godine.

Prve kasike za supu donete su u Beograd 1827. godine.
Iste godine pojavio se u Beogradu prvi zenski suncobran.

Dve godine kasnije, 1829. u Beogradu se pojavio 1 prvi
kaput.

Pivo stize 1z Zemuna 1834. godine 1 toci se u Manojlovoj
basti na Zelenom vencu.

Meteoroloska osmatranja pocinju da se beleze 1847. go-
dine, a vodi ith Dragutin Karlovanski, vlasnik “Prvog srpskog
plivalista 1 kupalista” ispod Kalemegdana. Tri godine kasnije,
Dragutin Karlovanski otvara bakalnicu u kojoj prodaje pra-
sak za buve, sve vrste farba, $vajcarski sir 1 haringe. Osim
toga, Karlovanski leci 1 od Suljeva.

1844. godine u Beograd dolazi prvi krojac¢ zenskog ode-
la, Pavle Temeljki¢. Iste godine u Beogradu se pojavljuje
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prvi cirkus. Dve godine kasnije u Beograd stize prvi ucitelj
muzike, Aleksandar Skrodilis, rodom iz Trsta.

1847. godine u Beogradu se nastanjuje prvi zubni lekar,
Moric Lefner, koji “Suplje zube nekom masom zapusava”.

Prvi klavir§timer pojavljuje se u Beogradu 1850. godine.
To je Imro Penovi¢, koji je oslepeo, 1 kao slep izucio u Pesti
zanat klavirstimerski.

Prvo parno kupatilo otvoreno je u Beogradu 1850. godine.

5

Tramvaj na kruznoj liniji 2 zaustavlja se na okretnici iznad
pristanista. Vozac izlazi iz vozila 1 sporim korakom odlazi u
baraku, pritvara vrata za sobom. U tramvaju se nalazi dvade-
set 1 dvoje putnika, sedmoro sa uzeg podrucja grada, dvanae-
storo sa $ireg, a ostali, njih troje, behu putnici koji su tog jutra
doputovali u Beograd. Vrata barake se otvaraju. Vozac izlazi i
kre¢e prema prizemnoj zgradi, kontrolnom punktu gradskog
saobracaja. Posle pet minuta pojavljuje se na vratima zgrade,
nosi u ruct list papira. Ime vozaca je Marko Nikoli¢. On ne
zna da su tog casa u tramvaju jo$ dvojica Marka Nikoli¢a koji
se ne poznaju. Niko ne zna koliko ljudi sa imenom 1 prezime-
nom Marko Nikoli¢ zivi u Beogradu. I koliko Marka Nikoli¢a
lezi po beogradskim grobljima.

Tramvaj krece, blago se zanosi u krivini, 1 pored benzin-
ske pumpe, presekavsi asfaltnu traku puta, povecava brzi-
nu uspinjuci se podnozjem Kalemegdanske padine prema
Gradskoj biblioteci. Putnici koji sede na desnoj strani vozila
vide zgradu austrijske ambasade, zgradu francuske ambasa-
de, salon Muzeja savremene umetnosti. O mislima tih ljudi
ne mozemo znati nista. Pogled onih koji sede na levoj stra-
ni uranja u zelenilo Kalemegdanskog parka. Zbog odsustva
Sirokih planova njihove misli, verovatno, nikakvom vezom
nisu spojene sa prizorima koje vide njihove oci. Pola minu-
ta kasnije, tramvaj se zaustavlja na stanici pored Gradske
biblioteke. I tu je kraj jedne moguce pripovesti. Rasprsena
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je prica koja bi se svakako razvila kada se tramvaj nekoliko
casova ne bi zaustavljao. U tom vozilu vise nikada nece biti
tih dvadeset 1 dva putnika. Jedan od trojice Marka Niko-
lica, carinik u beogradskoj luci, 1zlazi iz tramvaja 1 kreée u
Setnju Kalemegdanskim parkom. Drugi Marko Nikoli¢ si¢i
¢e na sledecoj stanici, u DuSanovoj ulici, 1 peske se uputiti
u obliznju biljnu apoteku da kupi ¢aj od uve. Na pozornici
mogucde price ostaje samo Marko Nikoli¢, vozac tramvaja,
koji strpljivo ¢eka da Nikola Markovi¢, vlasnik staklorezac-
ke radnje u ulicti Dorda Jovanovi¢a 13, blizina Bajlonijeve
pijace, stigne, tré¢edi, do otvorenih vrata vozila. U tramvaju
se sada nalazi trideset 1 pet putnika. Njihova imena ostace
zauvek nepoznata, kao 1 razlozi zbog kojih su tog vrelog av-
gustovskog jutra krenuli tamo gde su morali stici.

Za vozaca Marka Nikoli¢a, godinama na kruznoj lini-
ji 2, odavno nije bilo iznenadenja u poznatom gradskom
pejsazu. Znao je sve pozicije trafika sa obe strane ulica,
prepoznavao je odredene automobile parkirane po trotoa-
rima, izloge prodavnica pored tramvajskih stanica, drvece,
fasade kuca, cak 1 fizionomije nekih putnika. Njegove misli
zavlacile su se u skrivene coskove, otvarale tajne pretince
zami$ljenih polica. Tako se zabavljao u dosadnim c¢asovima
voznje. Zamisljao je prizore iza prozora kuca pored kojih
je prolazio. Ponekad bi rano ujutro zvonio Dusanovom uli-
com 1 uzivajuéi u svom nestasluku zamisljao snene stanare
okolnih kuca, probudene iz ko zna kakvog sna reskim zvu-
kom tramvajskog zvona. Ponekad se zabavljao razmisljajuci
koliko novca trenutno poseduju putnici u vozilu, koliko go-
dina zivota im svima zajedno predstoji, koliko godina ima
najstariji, a koliko najmladi putnik, 1 da Ii je nekom od njih
to, mozda, poslednja voznja. Grad kojim je godinama vozio
tramvaj podsecao ga je na ogromnu ukrstenicu koja nikada
nece biti popunjena do kraja.

Zabavljen sabiranjem zamisljenog novca putnika, vozac
tramvaja Marko Nikoli¢ prosao je, tog 18. avgusta, 1998. go-
dine, u 10 1 45 casova kroz crveno svetlo na uglu Dusanove
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1 Zmaj Jovine ulice 1 udario u automobil koji mu je prese-
kao put. Kasno ukocivsi, odskocio je sa sedista, celom probio
staklo, 1 na mestu ostao mrtav izbrojavsi tek tre¢inu novca u
dzepovima putnika.

Sa balkona svoga stana, prizor nesre¢e posmatrala je
gospoda Danica Stojkovi¢, devojacko prezime Nikoli¢, koja
se na tom mestu zatekla skidajuéi suvo li¢e sa cveéa u saksi-
jama. O svemu $to je videla tog jutra, prica pola sata kasnije
staklorescu Nikoli Markovic¢u u ¢iju radnju je otisla da bi po-
digla uramljenu mapu sa fotografijama svojih predaka i poto-
maka. Staklorezac Nikola Markovi¢, naravno, nijednog ¢asa
ne pomislja kako bi pred vozacem tramvaja, o ¢1joj tuznoj
sudbini mu je upravo pripovedala gospoda Stojkovié, bio sas-
vim drugaciji rezim semafora, samo da tog jutra nije sacekao
da on, Nikola Markovi¢, pretr¢i Dusanovu ulicu. Staklorezac
Nikola Markovi¢ nije se uopste ni se¢ao da je tog jutra pretr-
cavao ulicu, niti je pamtio ljubazni gest vozaca tramvaja.

Posle odlaska gospode Danice staklorezac Nikola Markovié
prepustio se svom dnevnom ritualu: prelistao je novine, 1 onda
pazljivo poceo da ¢ita svoju omiljenu rubriku Lastayuct “Politiku™.

6

Iz dana u dan, nasa prestonica dobija sve ve¢i broj oso-
bina zapada, 1 to na nesrec¢u gotovo jedino rdavih. Nismo jos
uspeli da zamenimo tursku kaldrmu boljom 1 gazimo bla-
to gore no u Turskoj a ve¢ je u Beogradu uhvacena jedna
podzemna druzina koja je po skupe pare prodavala kokain.

(21. XI 1923.)

Preksino¢ oko 8 casova u kafani “Kod Ladne vode”, koja
inace uvek raspolaze sa dosta rakije sviju vrsta, doslo je do
svade pa posle 1 do tuce izmedu zandarma iz obliznje stanice.
Zandarmi ili neka druga vi$a vlast naredili su da ova tuca ¢u-
vara javne bezbednosti ostane tajna, 1 raja, stvorena da slusa,

mora da slusa. (6. XII 1923.)
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Juce pre podne upao je u usijanu pec 1 izgoreo lozac¢ Na-
rodnog pozorista Nikola Macki¢. (19. I 1924.)

Sezona u Vrnjackoj banji dostigla je ovih dana svoj vrhu-
nac. Cim su primili julsku platu ¢inovnici su krenuli na ze-
leznicku stanicu da dadu stvari na gepek jer u ovu banju se
ne dolazi bez svojih posteljina 1 drugih stvari. Osim dva pri-
mitivna izvora 1 dva mala kupatila nema nikakvih drugih in-
stalacija. Eto, imamo banju na kojoj bi nam pozavideo svet
a mi niSta. A takva je banja narocito potrebna u otadzbini
paprike, slanih jela i rakije, za narod koji u masama boluje od
tuberkuloze 1 sifilisa, za ljude upropascene tolikim ratovima.

(22. VII 1924.)

Aspirin tablete “Bajer” rado imitiraju. Zato vazda zahte-
vajte originalni omot. (8. IX 1924.)

7

U rano avgustovsko vece, kada je staklorezac Nikola
Markovi¢ zatvorio svoju radnju i krenuo pored Bajloni pija-
ce peske kuci, nekoliko ljudi je ogromnim Smrkovima pralo
pijacni prostor. Nanosi otpadaka 1 svakojakog dubreta talo-
zili su se u gomilama na resetkama kanalizacije. Podzemni
krvotok grada raznosio je otpatke dana dalje, kao $to nevi-
dljivi telefonski saobracaj sabire rec¢i hiljada razgovora sto
su otpocinjali 1 okoncavali se u vrelini avgustovske veceri.
Ogromna deponija koju je punilo dzinovsko oko 1 dzinovsko
uho, deponija zapocetih pric¢a 1 romana, privremeno okon-
canih 1 uramljenih, kao §to su to preci 1 potomci Danice
Stojkovi¢ na porodicnoj mapi uramljenoj u staklorezackoj
radnji Nikole Markovica, lebdela je u vazduhu grada. Mi-
lioni kretnji 1 gestova, reci 1 Sumova, gradilo je nevidljivu
arhitekturu na pozornici grada. A tek snovi? éitavjedan ne-
ocarinjeni zivot proticao je u nepomic¢nim glavama spavaca,
jos jedan grad odreden refleksima sa jave, pamcenjem tela

260



koje tek u snu stice svoju slobodu, razlivao se u neomedenim
prostorima. Tamo na javi meteoroloske stanice belezile su
preciznim instrumentima podatke o jos jednom danu koje
¢e obraditi statisti¢ari mozda neznatno menjajuci tabele u
budu¢im bedekerima grada. Ali, u neporubljenom prostoru
snova zidao se, ritmom spavaca, jedan drugi grad u kojem
su Dunavom i Savom u istom c¢asu plovili jedrenjaci i paro-
brodi, a po Carigradskom drumu kretali se karavani konja 1
kamila, kolone automobila i kamiona. Tulile su ratnicke tru-
be 1 sirene vatrogasnih vozila, smenjivao se topot konja sa
bukom automobilskih motora, premestale su se crkve 1 kule,
parkovi i trgovi. U tom galimatijasu dozidanih gradova, kao
sa dna duboke vode, ocrtavao se onaj jedini, postojeci grad,
grad koji 18Cezava svakoga dana 1 svake no¢i menjajuci po-
datke o sebi, krivotvoredi vlastiti lik u milionima tamnih ko-
mora. IS¢ezavao je preko rubova ramova, pod tockovima
tramvaja, u mrljama dotrajalih ogledala. Mermerne ploce
potiskivale su mrtve jos dublje, medu rekvizite i$¢ezlih epo-
ha, u tamu budu¢ih muzeja. Razbojnici 1 avanturisti smesili
su se u odorama heroja u sigurnim zatonima stihova. Lanci
recenica izgovoreni zaboravljenim akcentima, iskrsavali su
pod tastaturama pisa¢ih masina, na plavicastim ekranima
kompjutera, u sluhu usnulih. Sa resetki kanalizacionih otvo-
ra klize ostaci jos jednog dana.

8

Snop baterijske lampe skenira bravu zlatare, poluga lomi
bravu, alarm pod anestezijom, knjigovoda turisticke agenci-
je “Mediteran” koriguje racune, u zooloskom vrtu lav sanja
antilopu, umorni putnik drema na drvenoj klupi stani¢ne
cekaonice, kelner u basti “Madere” prima porudzbinu za
sedmoro gostiju, na periferijskim raskrsnicama trepucu
narandzasta svetla iskljucenih semafora, noéni leptir sklo-
pljenih krila, kao zilet, dopisuje dezen kravate u prodavnici
“Jugoexporta” na Trgu Republike, iz pokvarenog frizidera
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za sladoled curi voda po jednoj kalemegdanskoj stazi, pet-
naestogodisnjak na mansardi u Dositejevoj ulici prvi put
navlaci prezervativ, mala Cigancica zahvalno prima novac
za prodatu ruzu u kafani “Ima dana”, na aerodrom Surcin
sle¢e avion iz Atine, u Zarkovu automobil udara u kamion,
sa devetog sprata bolnice VMA dezurni bolnic¢ari spustaju
lifttom u mrtvacnicu tek preminulog pacijenta, na vratima
dezurne apoteke kod “Londona” jedan mladi¢ pritiska tas-
ter zvona, neispravni autobus zaustavlja se na Terazijama,
no¢ni cuvari “Jugobanke” u Ulici Kralja Petra igraju $ah,
jedan sticenik azila u Drajzerovoj ulici pada u komu, co-
por pasa lutalica prelazi raskrsnicu kod Topciderske zvez-
de, Danica Stojkovi¢ zaliva cveée na balkonu svoga stana
u Dusanovoj ulici, patrola milicije zaustavlja automobile
na Avalskom putu, staklorezac Nikola Markovi¢ zamisljen
gricka olovku zagledan u pet praznih kvadrata pod brojem
3, horizontalno, 1 onda pod 2, vertikalno, upisuje ime leko-
vite biljke: uva, na prvom spratu zgrade u Brac¢e Nedica,
iznad butika “David”, jedan mladic¢ ispisuje belesku u svom
dnevniku, prodavac bostana na Kalenica pijaci pokriva sa-
torskim krilom gomilu lubenica 1 dinja, spremacica u ka-
fani “Prolec¢e” slaze oprane tanjire u orman, jedna devoj-
ka u Gvijicevoj ulici place drzeci za ruku mladi¢a, crtac¢ u
gradevinskom birou u Ulici Majke Jevrosime unosi podatke
u kompjuter, iz puknute cevi u Ulici Rifata Burdzevica lipti
voda, vozac tramvaja Marko Nikoli¢ ulazi u trinaesti sat
boljeg zivota.
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Beograd

1
Beograd lezi: 44° 49’ 14” severno
20° 27° 44” vzhodno
Povrsina: 3221,85 km?
Ozje obmocje mesta: 358,77 km?
Nadmorska visina: min 66,6 m
max 512 m
Podnebje: zmerno kontinentalno
Povprecna temperatura: 11,6 °C
januar: 0,2 °C
julij: 22,0 °C
Cas: srednjeevropski
Stevilo prebivalcev: 1,628.000
Ozje obmocje mesta: 1,186.000
2

Pravzaprav vse manjka: podatki o Stevilu dezevnih
dni za preteklo leto, desetletje, stoletje, tisocletje: koliko
dezevnih dni je bilo leta 1054? Podatki o son¢nih dneh,
vetrovih, nevihtah, visini snezne odeje. Manjkajo podatki
o atentatih, no¢nih napadih, umorih, vlomih, vojnah, re-
volucijah.

Biografije mesta ni brez popisa kinematografov, ki so
obstajali ali Se vedno obstajajo na njegovem obmocju, brez
dolgega seznama filmov, ki so se vrteli v temi kinemato-
grafskih dvoran, grimas gledalcev in smeri, v katere so se
odpravili po koncani predstavi, zatem popisa sekvenc, v
katerih so postali junaki, stranski ali glavni, in nadaljevali
zivljenja protagonistov zunaj celuloida.

Manjkajo rojstne mati¢ne knjige in mati¢ne knjige umr-
lih, katastrske situacije celotnih cetrti, sheme vodovoda in
kanalizacije, polozaji kopanih vodnjakov, dvomestne tele-
fonske stevilke, potni nalogi, policijske kartoteke, zgodovine

263



bolezni, poti konjenikov, kocij, omnibusov, avtobusov, tram-
vajev, trolejbusov, avtomobilow.

3

Predstavljajmo si velikansko uho velikosti najvecjega tele-
skopa, ki dan in no¢ vsesava milijarde besed, izgovorjenih na
obmocju mesta, jih vestno zapisuje in deponira. V brezno tega
slusnega aparata ne legajo zgolj besede mnogih jezikov, tem-
vec¢ tudi vzdihi, kriki, smehi. Predstavljajmo si velikansko oko
velikosti najvecjega ledeniskega jezera, na katerega kristalno
povrsje se vtiskujejo obrazi, kretnje, geste, tiki, siroki plani in
prizori, ujeti skozi kljucavnice. Predstavljajmo si velikansko od-
lagalisce, ki nastaja z delom velikanskega usesa in velikanskega
ocesa, odlagalisce, s katerega zacne neskon¢ni material drseti
po sedlih, ki jih vzpostavljajo stavki, se za hip ustavi pred za-
pornicami in se napoti prek kretnic zare¢th mozganov na pe-
rone zgodb in romanov. In se globlje v no¢ Zgodovine.

4

Karavana kamel je Beograd nazadnje preckala leta 1854
in iz Serresa prinesla tobak v balah za trgovca Anastasa
Hristodula.

Prvi telegram je v Beograd prispel iz Aleksinca 12. aprila
1855.

Prve jusne zlice so v Beograd prinesli leta 1827. Isto leto
se je v Beogradu pojavil prvi zenski soncnik.

Dve leti zatem, leta 1829, se je v Beogradu pojavil tudi
prvi plasc.

Pivo je prispelo iz Zemuna leta 1834, tocili so ga na Ma-
nojlovem vrtu v Cetrti Zeleni venec.

Meteoroloska opazovanja so zaceli zapisovati leta 1847,
vodil jih je Dragutin Karlovanski, lastnik Prvega srbskega
plavalis¢a in kopalis¢a pod Kalemegdanom. Tri leta zatem
je Dragutin Karlovanski odprl Specerijo, v kateri je prodajal
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prasek proti bolham, vse vrste barv, $vicarski sir in slanike.
Karlovanski je poleg tega tudi zdravil hemoroide.

Leta 1844 je v Beograd prisel prvi krojac¢ zenskih oblek,
Pavle Temeljki¢. Isto leto se je v Beogradu pojavil prvi cirkus.
Dve leti zatem je v Beograd prispel prvi ucitelj glasbe, Ale-
ksandar Skrodilis, po rodu iz Trsta.

Leta 1847 se je v Beogradu nastanil prvi zobozdravnik,
Moritz Leifner, ki »piskave zobe z neko zmesjo zamasuje«.

Prvi uglasevalec klavirjev se je v Beogradu pojavil leta
1850. To je bil Imro Penovi¢, ki je oslepel in se v Pesti slep
izucil za uglasevalca.

Prvo parno kopalisce v Beogradu je bilo odprto leta 1850.

5

Tramvaj na krozni progi 2 se je ustavil na obracalis¢u
nad pristanis¢em. Voznik je izstopil in pocasi odsel v bara-
ko, za sabo je priprl vrata. V tramvaju je bilo dvaindvajset
potnikov, sedem z ozjega obmocja mesta, dvanajst s SirSega,
preostali, trije, pa so bili potniki, ki so tisto jutro pripotovali
v Beograd. Vrata barake so se odprla. Voznik je izstopil in
odsel v pritlicno stavbo, nadzorno tocko mestnega prome-
ta. Cez pet minut se je prikazal na vratih stavbe, v roki je
imel list papirja. Vozniku je bilo ime Marko Nikoli¢. Ni
vedel, da sta bila takrat v tramvaju Se dva Marka Nikolica,
ki se nista poznala. Nihce ne ve, koliko ljudi z imenom in
priimkom Marko Nikoli¢ zivi v Beogradu. In koliko Mar-
kov Nikoli¢ev lezi na beograjskih pokopaliscih.

Tramvaj je speljal, se rahlo nagnil v ovinku in pri bencinski
¢rpalki, ko je presekal asfaltni trak ceste, povecal hitrost in se ob
vznozju kalemegdanskega pobocja vzpenjal proti Mestni knji-
znicl. Potniki, ki so sedeli na desni strani vozila, so videli stavbo
avstrijskega veleposlanistva, stavbo francoskega veleposlani-
Stva, salon Muzeja sodobne umetnosti. O muslih teh ljudi ne
moremo vedeti ni¢. Pogled tistih, ki so sedeli na levi strani, se je
potapljal v zelenje Kalemegdanskega parka. Zaradi odsotnosti
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sirokega plana njihove misli najbrz niso bile v nikakrsni zvezi s
prizori, ki so jih videle njihove oci. Cez pol minute se je tram-
vaj ustavil na postajalis¢u pri Mestni knjiznici. In tu je konec
neke mozne pripovedi. Razprsena je zgodba, ki bi se vsekakor
razvila, ¢e se tramvaj nekaj ur ne bi ustavljal. V tem vozilu ni-
koli ve¢ ne bo teh dvaindvajset potnikov. Eden od trojice Mar-
kov Nikolicev, carinik v beograjskem pristaniscu, je izstopil s
tramvaja in se odpravil na sprehod po Kalemegdanskem par-
ku. Drugi Marko Nikoli¢ je izstopil na naslednjem postajaliscu,
v Dusanovi ulici, in se pe§ odpravil v bliznjo zelis¢no lekarno
po gornikov ¢aj. Na odru mozne zgodbe je ostal samo Marko
Nikoli¢, voznik tramvaja, ki je potrpezljivo cakal, da bo Niko-
la Markovi¢, lastnik stekloreske delavnice v Ulici Porda Jova-
novica 13, blizu Bajlonijeve trznice, pritekel do odprtih vrat
vozila. Zdaj je bilo v tramvaju petintrideset potnikov. Njihova
imena so ostala za vedno neznana, prav tako razlogi, zaradi
katerih so se tistega vrocega avgustovskega jutra odpravili tja,
kamor so ze morali prispeti.

Za voznika Marka Nikoli¢a, leta in leta na krozni progi 2,
ze zdavnaj ni bilo presenecenj v znanem mestnem pejsazu.
Poznal je vse polozaje trafik na obeh straneh ulic, prepozna-
val je nekatere avtomobile, parkirane na plocnikih, izlozbe
trgovin ob tramvajskih postajaliscih, drevesa, fasade his, celo
fiziognomije nekaterih potnikov. Njegove misli so se plazi-
le v skrite kote, odpirale skrivne predale zamisljenih polic.
Tako se je zabaval v dolgocasnih urah voznje. Predstavljal si
je prizore za okni his, mimo katerih je vozil. Vcasih je zgodaj
zjutraj zvonil po Dusanovi ulici, uzival v svoji porednosti in
s1 zamisljal zaspane stanovalce okoliskih his, ki jih je 1z kdove
kaks$nih sanj zbudil rezek zvok tramvajskega zvonca. Vcasih
se je zabaval s premisljevanjem, koliko denarja trenutno po-
sedujejo potniki v vozilu, koliko let zivljenja je Se pred vsemi,
koliko je star najstarejsi in koliko najmlajsi potnik in ali je za
katerega od njih to morda zadnja voznja. Mesto, po katerem
je leta in leta vozil tramvaj, ga je spominjalo na velikansko
krizanko, ki ne bo nikoli resena do konca.
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Voznik tramvaja Marko Nikoli¢, ki je v mislih sesteval za-
misljeni denar potnikov, je tistega 18. avgusta 1998 ob 10.45
zapeljal skozi rdeco luc¢ na vogalu Dusanove in Zmaj Jovove
ulice ter tr¢il v avtomobil, ki mu je presekal pot. Ker je prepoz-
no zavrl, ga je vrglo s sedeza, s celom je prebil steklo in na kraju
nesrece umrl, prestel pa je le tretjino denarja v zepih potnikov.

Z balkona svojega stanovanja je prizor nezgode opazovala
gospa Danica Stojkovi¢, rojena Nikoli¢, ko je ravno trgala
suhe liste z lonc¢nic. O vsem, kar je videla tisto jutro, je pol ure
zatem pripovedovala steklorezcu Nikoli Markovicu, v ¢igar
delavnico je prisla prevzet uokvirjeno shemo s fotografijami
svojih prednikov in potomcev. Steklorezec Nikola Markovi¢
seveda niti za hip ni pomislil, da bi bil pred voznikom tramva-
ja, o ¢igar zalostni usodi mu je ravnokar pripovedovala gospa
Stojkovié, povsem drugacen rezim semaforjev, ce le tisto jutro
ne bi cakal, da je on, Nikola Markovi¢, tekel ¢ez Dusanovo
ulico. Steklorezec Nikola Markovi¢ se sploh ni spomnil, da je
tisto jutro tekel cez cesto, niti si ni zapomnil ljubeznive geste
voznika tramvaja.

Ko je gospa Danica odsla, se je steklorezec Nikola Mar-
kovi¢ prepustil svojemu dnevnemu ritualu: prelistal je casopis

in nato pozorno zacel brati svojo priljubljeno rubriko Listajoc
Politiko.

6

Nasa prestolnica dobiva vsak dan vse vecje Stevilo znacil-
nosti zahoda, in sicer zal skoraj samo slabih. Ni nam Se us-
pelo zamenjati turskega kamnitega tlaka z bolj$im in tacamo
po blatu huje kot v Turciji, v Beogradu pa so zZe prijeli neko
podzemno bratovscino, ki je za drag denar prodajala kokain.

(21.11. 1923)

Predsino¢njim okrog osmih je v gostilni Pri mrzli vodi,
v kateri je sicer vedno na razpolago veliko zganja vseh sort,
prislo do prepira, pozneje pa tudi do pretepa med zandarji iz
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bliznje postaje. Zandarji ali kaka druga vi§ja oblast so ukazali,
naj ta pretep varuhov javne varnosti ostane skrivnost, in na-
rod, ustvarjen, da uboga, mora ubogati. (6. 12. 1923)

V¢eraj dopoldne je v zareco pe¢ padel in zgorel kurjac

Narodnega gledalisca Nikola Macki¢. (19. 1. 1924)

Sezona v Vrnjacki banji je te dni dosegla vrhunec. Takoj
ko so uradniki dobili julijsko placo, so se odpravili na zele-
znisko postajo oddat prtljago, saj se v te toplice ne hodi brez
lastne posteljnine in drugih stvari. Razen dveh primitivnih
izvirov in dveh majhnih kopalnic ni nobenih drugih insta-
lacij. Na, imamo toplice, kakrsne bi nam zavidal svet, mi pa
nic. Take toplice pa so Se posebej potrebne v domovini pa-
prike, slanih jedi in zganja, za ljudstvo, ki mnozi¢no zbole-
va za jetiko 1n sifilisom, za ljudi, unicene v tolik$nih vojnah.

(22. 7. 1924)

Aspirin tablete Bayer radi posnemajo. Zato vedno zahte-
vajte originalni zavitek. (8. 9. 1924)

7

V zgodnjem avgustovskem veceru, ko je steklorezec Ni-
kola Markovi¢ zaprl svojo delavnico in se mimo Bajlonijeve
trznice odpravil domoyv, je nekaj ljudi z velikanskimi cevmi
spiralo trznico. Nanosi odpadkov in vsakr$nih smeti so se
kopicili na kanalizacijskih resetkah. Podzemni krvotok mes-
ta je raznasal odpadke dneva naprej, kakor je nevidni tele-
fonski promet zbiral besede tisocev pogovorov, ki so se zace-
njali in koncevali v vrocini avgustovskega vecera. Velikanska
deponija, ki sta jo polnili velikansko oko in velikansko uho,
deponija zacetih zgodb in romanov, zacasno koncanih in
uokvirjenih, kakor predniki in potomci Danice Stojkovic¢
na druzinski shemi, uokvirjeni v delavnici steklorezca Ni-
kole Markovica, je lebdela v zraku mesta. Milijoni kreten;j
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in gest, besed in Sumov so oblikovali nevidno arhitekturo
na odru mesta. Kaj pa Sele sanje? Eno célo, neocarinjeno
zivljenje je potekalo v nepremic¢nih glavah spalcev, Se eno
mesto, doloceno z refleksi iz resnicnosti, se je s spominom
telesa, ki Sele v spanju doseze svobodo, razlivalo v neomeje-
nih prostorih. Tam v resni¢nosti so meteoroloske postaje z
natanénimi instrumenti belezile podatke o Se enem dnevu,
ki ga bodo obdelali statistiki in morda neznatno spremenili
tabele v prihodnjih turisti¢cnih vodnikih mesta. V neobrob-
ljenem prostoru sanj pa se je z ritmom spalcev zidalo neko
drugo mesto, v katerem so po Donavi in Savi v istem tre-
nutku pluli jadrnice in parniki, po Carigrajski poti pa so se
premikale karavane konj in kamel, kolone avtomobilov in
tovornjakov. Tulile so trobente vojs¢akov in sirene gasilskih
vozil, izmenjeval se je topot konjev s hrupom avtomobilskih
motorjev, premescali so se cerkve in stolpi, parki in trgi. V
tem galimatiasu dozidanih mest se je kakor z dna globoke
vode izrisovalo tisto edino, obstojece mesto, mesto, ki izgi-
nja vsak dan in vsako no¢ ter spreminja podatke o sebi in
ponareja lastno podobo v milijjonih fotografskih temnic. Iz-
ginjalo je prek robov okvirjev, pod kolesi tramvajev, v made-
zih dotrajanih ogledal. Marmorne plosce so potiskale mrtve
e globlje, med rekvizite izginulih obdobij, v temo bodocih
muzejev. Razbojniki in avanturisti so se smehljali v oblacilih
herojev v varnih zatonih verzov. Verige stavkov, izgovorje-
nih s pozabljenimi naglasi, so vznikale pod tipkovnicami pi-
salnih strojev, na modrikastih zaslonih ra¢unalnikov, v sluhu
zaspalih. Z resetk kanalizacijskih odprtin so drseli ostanki se
enega dne.

8

Snop baterijske svetilke skenira kljucavnico zlatarne, vzvod
zlomi kljucavnico, alarm je pod anestezijo, knjigovodja turistic-
ne agencije Mediteran popravlja racune, v zivalskem vrtu lev
sanja o antilopi, utrujeni potnik drema na leseni klopi postajne
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cakalnice, natakar na vrtu gostilne Madeira sprejema na-
rocilo za sedem gostov, na krizis¢ith na obrobju mezika-
jo oranzne luci izklju¢enih semaforjev, vesca s stisnjenimi
krili, kakor britvica, dopisuje dizajn kravate v prodajalni
Jugoexport na Trgu republike, iz pokvarjenega hladilnika za
sladoled curlja voda po neki kalemegdanski stezi, petnajstle-
tnik v mansardi v Dositejevi ulici si prvi¢ natika kondom, mala
Cigancica hvalezno sprejema denar za prodano vrtnico v go-
stilni Dni je dovolj, na letaliscu Surcin pristaja letalo iz Aten,
v Zarkovu avtomobil tréi v tovornjak, iz devetega nadstropja
bolnisnice Vojasko-medicinske akademije dezurni bolnicarji z
dvigalom peljejo v mrtvasnico ravnokar preminulega pacien-
ta, na vratth dezurne lekarne pri stavbi London neki mladenic¢
pritiska na zvonec, pokvarjen avtobus se ustavlja na Terazijah,
nocni cuvaji Jugobanke v Ulici kralja Petra igrajo sah, neki va-
rovanec azila v Dreiserjevi ulici pade v komo, trop potepuskih
psov precka krizisce pri Topciderski zvezdi, Danica Stojkovi¢
zaliva roze na balkonu svojega stanovanja v Dusanovi ulici,
patrulja milice ustavlja avtomobile na Avalski poti, steklorezec
Nikola Markovi¢ zamisljeno grizlja svin¢nik in gleda v pet pra-
znih kvadratkov pod stevilko 3 vodoravno, in nato pod 2 nav-
picno, vpise ime zdravilne rastline: gornik, v prvem nadstropju
stavbe v Ulici bratov Nedi¢, nad butikom David, neki mladenic
nekaj zapise v svoj dnevnik, prodajalec bucevk na Kalenicevi
trznici s Sotorskim krilom pokriva kup lubenic in melon, pomi-
valka v gostilni Pomlad zlaga pomite kroznike v omaro, neko
dekle v Cvijicevi ulici joka in drzi za roko mladenica, risar v
gradbeni pisarni v Ulici matere Jevrosime vnasa podatke v ra-
cunalnik, iz pocene cevi v Ulici Rifata Burdzevi¢a brizga voda,
voznik tramvaja Marko Nikoli¢ stopa v trinajsto uro boljSega
zivljenja.

Prevedla Durda Strsoglavec

Kratka zgodba >Beogradc je bila objavljena v zbirki Beograd i druge price (Beograd
in druge zgodbe; Stubovi kulture, 2009).



Belgrade

1
Latitude:
Longitude:
Area:
Metropolitan Belgrade:

Altitude above sea-level:

Climate:
Average temperature:

44° 49’ 14” N

20° 27 44" E

3,221.85 km?

358.77 km?

min. 66.6 m

max. 512 m
moderately continental
11.6°C

January: 0.2°C

July: 22.0°C
Time zone: Central European
Population: 1,628,000
Urban Area: 1,186,000
2

Everything is, in fact, missing: figures for the number of
rainy days in the past year, decade, century, millennium; how
many rainy days were there in 1054? Figures for the number
of sunny days, for the winds, storms, thick blankets of snow.
Figures are missing for assassinations, nocturnal assaults,
murders, burglaries, wars, revolutions.

A city cannot have a biography without having a record
of the movie theatres that existed or still exist on its territory,
without a long list of the movies that played in the darkness
of the theatres, the grimaces of the audience and the roads
taken after the movies were over, without a list of the scenes
in which they became the heroes and heroines, in leading or
supporting roles, and continued to live the life of the protag-
onists off screen.

Missing are the records of birth and death, the cadas-
tres for entire neighbourhood, maps of the water supply
and sewage systems, the position of artesian wells, double
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digit telephone numbers, travel orders, police files, medical
records, the routes taken by horsemen, carriages, omnibuses,
buses, trams, trolleys, automobiles.

3

Imagine a gigantic ear the size of the biggest telescope
which day and night absorbs the billions of words spoken
within the city limits, meticulously recording and storing
them. Settling in the abyss of this hearing aid are not only the
words of many languages, but also sighs, cries, laughter.
Imagine a gigantic eye the size of the biggest glacial lake
and imprinted on its crystal surface are the faces, movements,
gestures, tics, views and scenes espied through the keyhole.
Imagine the enormous depot holding this gigantic ear’s and
this gigantic eye’s work, a depot from which endless material
begins to run along the curves and bends laid by sentences,
stopping for a moment at barriers, and then, its tracks switched
by fired-up brains, travelling to the waiting platforms of sto-
ries and novels. And deeper still into the night of History.

4

The last time a caravan of camels passed through Bel-
grade was in 1854, bringing bales of tobacco from the
Macedonian city of Serez for the merchant Anastas Hris-
todul.

The first telegram to arrive in Belgrade was from Aleksinac
on April 12, 1855.

The first soup spoons were brought to Belgrade in 1827.
That same year the first parasol came to the city.

And two years later, in 1829, the first overcoat appeared
in Belgrade.

In 1834 beer came from Zemun, the town across the
Danube then in Austria-Hungary and was served in Manoj-
lo’s Garden near the Zeleni venac market.
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Meteorological observations started being recorded in
1847 by Dragutin Karlovanski, the owner of the “First Ser-
bian Swimming Pool and Bath” at the foot of The Kale-
megdan park and fortress. Three years later, Dragutin Kar-
lovanski opened a general store selling insect powder, all
kinds of paints, Swiss cheese and herring. Mr. Karlovanski
also treated haemorrhoids.

In 1844 the first dressmaker, Pavle Temeljkic, came to
Belgrade. That same year the first circus appeared in town.
Two years later the first music teacher, Aleksandar Skrodilis,
a native of Trieste, arrived in Belgrade.

The first dentist, Morris Lefner, who “plugs hollow teeth
with some sort of matter,” settled in Belgrade in 1847.

The first piano tuner appeared in Belgrade in 1850. He
was Imro Penovic, who, having gone blind, had learned the
piano tuner’s trade in Pest.

The first steam bath opened in Belgrade in 1850.

5

The number 2 tram on the circle line stops at the ter-
minal above the docks. The driver steps down from the
tram, walks, his gait slow, to the shack, and shuts the door
behind him. There are twenty-two passengers on the tram,
seven from the city proper, twelve from the wider city area
and three who had arrived in Belgrade that morning. The
door to the shack opens. The driver comes out and walks
toward a single-storey building, the city’s transport control
centre. Five minutes later he reappears at the door of the
building, a sheet of paper in his hand. The driver’s name is
Marko Nikolic. He does not know that at that very moment
two other Marko Nikolices, unknown to each other, are sit-
ting on the tram. No one knows how many people named
Marko Nikolic live in Belgrade. Or how many Marko Niko-
lices have found their resting place in the cemeteries of
Belgrade.



The tram sets off, leaning slightly into the curve, past the
gas station, crossing the asphalt stretch of road, picking up
speed as it hugs the slope of Kalemegdan on its way to the
City Library. Passengers sitting on the right side of the tram
see the Austrian embassy, the French embassy, the gallery of
the Museum of Modern art. We cannot know what is in these
people’s minds. The view of passengers sitting on the left side
of the tram is submerged in the greenery of Kalemegdan
park. In the absence of panoramic vistas, their thoughts are
probably entirely unconnected to what their eyes behold.
Half a minute later, the tram stops at the City Library. And
there ends one possible tale. For this a wide-flung story which,
if the tram were to drive on for several hours, would certainly
develop. These twenty-two passengers will never be together
on the same tram again. One of the three Marko Nikolices,
a customs officer at Belgrade’s port authority, steps off the
tram for a stroll through Kalemegdan park. The other Marko
Nikolic will get off at the next stop, in Dusanova Street, and
walk to the nearby herbalists to buy bearberry tea. Left stand-
ing on the stage of this possible story is Marko Nikolic, the
tram-driver. He is patiently waiting for Nikola Markovic,
owner of the glazier shop in Djordje Jovanovic Street number
13, near the Bajloni market, who is running to catch the tram
before its doors close. By now there are thirty-five passengers
on the tram. Their names will remain forever unknown, as
will the reasons why they were heading for their destinations
on that sweltering August morning;

For Marko Nikolic, the tram driver, who had been work-
ing the number 2 circle line for years, the familiar urban
landscape had long since ceased holding any surprise. He
knew where every tobacco shop stood on either side of the
street, he recognized cars parked on the sidewalk, the shop
windows by the tram stops, trees, houses, even the physiog-
nomy of some of the passengers. His thoughts retreated into
hidden recesses, opening the secret compartments of imag-
inary drawers. This is how he would amuse himself during
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the tedium of driving. He would imagine scenes behind the
windows of the houses he drove by. Sometimes, of an early
morning, he would ring the bell going down Dusanova Street,
and, revelling in his mischief, would imagine the sleeping in-
habitants of the surrounding houses, being roused from who
knows what kind of dreams by the strident ring of the tram’s
bell. Sometimes he would entertain himself by imagining
how much money passengers on the tram were carrying, how
many years of life they had left to live, how old the oldest was,
and how young the youngest, and whether for some of them
this might not be their last tram ride. The city in which he
had been driving his tram for so many years reminded him of
a huge never-to-be-completed crossword puzzle.

Engrossed in adding up the sum total of money he
imagined to be in the possession of his passengers, at 10:45
on that morning of August 18, 1998 Marko Nikolic, the
tram-driver, ran a red light at the corner of Dusanova and
Zmaj Jovina streets, crashing into a car that was cutting
across the road. Braking too late, he was thrown from his
seat, his head shattering the glass, and instantaneously
killed, having counted only one third of the money in the
pockets of his passengers.

Watching the accident from the balcony of her apartment,
where she was stripping the dead leaves off her potted flow-
ers, was Mrs. Danica Stojkovic, nee Nikolic. Half an hour lat-
er she related everything she had seen that morning to Nikola
Markovic, the glazier, at his shop where she had gone to pick
up a framed map with photographs of her ancestors and de-
scendants. Of course, it did not for a moment occur to Nikola
Markovic, the glazier, that Nikola Markovic, the tram driver,
whose sorry fate Mrs. Stojkovic had just described to him,
would have encountered quite a different set of traffic lights
had he not waited that morning for his glazier namesake to
run across Dusanova Street. Nikola Markovic, the glazier, did
not even remember having run across the street that morn-
ing, nor did he remember the kind gesture of the tram driver.
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After Mrs. Stojkovic departed, Nikola Markovic, the gla-
zier, lapsed into his daily routine: he leafed through the news-

paper and then carefully began reading his favorite column
Leafing through “Politika™.

6

With each passing day, our capital is adopting more and
more western ways, and unfortunately, they are almost only
the bad ones. We have still not managed to replace Turkish
cobblestones with something better and are stepping in mud
worse than in Turkey, but an underground gang selling co-

caine for good money has already been caught in Belgrade.
(November 21, 1923).

At approximately eight o’clock on the night before last, at
the Cold Water Cafe, which always has a variety of brandies
on offer, an argument which subsequently turned into a brawl
broke out between policemen from the nearby police station.
The police, or some other higher voice of authority, decreed
that news of this fight among the guardians of public order
should be kept secret and the common people, born to obey;,
must do so. (December 6, 1923)

Yesterday morning, Nikola Mackic, the National Theat-
er’s stoker, fell into the red hot oven and burned to death.

(January 19, 1924)

The season has been peaking in the spa Vrnjacka Ban-
ja. As soon as they received their July salaries, office workers
headed for the railway station to check in their luggage be-
cause this is not a spa where you go without taking your own
bed linen and other items. Except for two primitive springs
and two small baths, it has no other facilities. So, we have a
spa which the world would envy us, yet we sit idle. And such
a spa 1s particularly necessary in the homeland of peppers,
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savoury foods and brandy, for a people who suffer in large
number from tuberculosis and syphilis, for people ruined by
so many wars. (July 22, 1924)

Imitations of Bayer aspirin are all around. So always ask
for the original packaging. (September 8, 1924)

7

Early one August evening, when Nikola Markovic, the
glazier, closed his shop and started walking home past the Ba-
jloni market, several people were washing down the market
with huge hoses. Carried by the water, drifts of refuse and va-
rieties of garbage piled up in the drainage grates. The city’s
underground circulation system transported the day’s refuse
onwards, in the same way that invisible telephone traffic col-
lected the words of thousands of conversations that had been
inaugurated and finished in the heat of that August evening.
The huge depot filled by the gigantic eye and gigantic ear,
a depot of stories and novels begun, temporarily finished
and framed, like the ancestors and descendants of Danica
Stojkovic on the family map framed at Nikola Markovic’s
glazier shop, hovered in the air above the city. Millions of
movements and gestures, words and murmurs, formed an in-
visible architecture on the stage of the city. And what about
dreams? A whole duty-free life unfolded in the motionless
heads of the sleeping, a second city determined by the reflex-
es of consciousness, by the memory of the body which gains
its freedom only in sleep, spilled into unconfined spaces. Out
there in the conscious world, meteorological stations, using
precise instruments, recorded details about yet another day
which statisticians would process, perhaps making minor ad-
justments on the tables of future guides to the city. But in the
unhemmed space of dreams, another town was being built
to the rhythm of the sleeper, one where sailboats and steam-
boats glided along the Danube and Sava, while caravans of
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horses and camels, and columns of cars and trucks travelled
along the Constantinople road. The trumpets of war and si-
rens of fire trucks wailed, the hoofbeat of horses mingled with
the roar of car engines, churches and towers alternated with
parks and squares. Appearing in this confusion of appended
towns, as if rising from the bottom of the deepest waters, was
the only existing town, a town which disappeared every day
and every night, changing its statistics, falsifying its own face
in millions of dark chambers. It disappeared across the rims
of picture frames, under the wheels of trams, in the stains of
old mirrors. Marble tiles pressed the dead still deeper down,
among the props of bygone ages, into the darkness of future
museums. Bandits and adventurers, clad in the robes of he-
roes, laughed in the safe havens of verses. Chains of sentenc-
es spoken in forgotten accents surfaced from the keyboards
of typewriters, on the blue screens of computers, in the hear-
ing of those sleeping. The remains of yet another day spilled
through the drainage grates.

8

The beam of a flashlight cuts across the lock of a jewellery
store, a bar breaks the lock, the alarm is sedated, the account-
ant at the Mediterranean travel agency is correcting the bills,
at the zoo the lion is dreaming of an antelope, a tired traveller
is dozing on the wooden bench in the waiting room of the
station, the waiter at the Madera restaurant garden is taking
orders from seven customers, the traffic lights are not work-
ing and are flashing yellow at intersections on the outskirts
of town, a moth, its folded wings making it look like a razor
blade, completes the pattern on the tie at the Jugoexport store
at Republic Square, a broken-down ice-cream cart 1s leaking
water onto a path in Kalemegdan park, in an attic in Dosite-
jeva Street a fifteen-year-old boy is rolling on a condom for
the first time, a little Gypsy girl gratefully accepts money for
the rose she has sold at the Ima Dana café, the plane from
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Athens lands at Surcin airport, in Zarkovo a car crashes into
a truck, orderlies on duty at the VMA Military Hospital are
in the elevator taking a deceased patient from the ninth floor
to the morgue, a young man is pressing the doorbell of the
duty pharmacy at “London”, a broken down bus stops at the
Terazije Square, the night watchmen at Jugobanka in Kralja
Petra Street are playing chess, a drug addict at the rehab cen-
tre in Drajzerova Street falls into a coma, a pack of stray dogs
trots across the intersection at Topciderska zvezda, Danica
Stojkovic is watering the flowers on her balcony in Dusanova
Street, a police patrol stops a car on the Avala Road, Nikola
Markovic, the glazier, chews his pencil as he gazes thought-
fully at the five empty squares under 3 across and 2 down,
and he writes in the name of the medicinal herb: bearberry,
on the first floor of a building in Brace Nedica Street, above
the David boutique, a young man is writing in his diary, the
melon vendor at the Kalenic market covers a pile of water-
melons and melons with canvas, the cleaning woman at the
Prolece café is putting the clean dishes away in the cupboard,
a girl in Cvijiceva Street is holding hands with a young man
and crying, the draftsman at the civil engineering bureau in
Majka Jevrosima Street 1s logging figures into the comput-
er, water is gushing from a broken pipe in Rifata Burdzevica
Street, Marko Nikolic, the tram-driver, is entering the thir-
teenth hour of a better life.

Translated by Christine Lori¢ Pribicevic

The story Beograd (Belgrade) was published in the short story collection Beograd
i druge pri¢e (Belgrade and Other Stories; Stubovi kulture, 2009).
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Miha Obit / Michele Obit (Ludwigsburg, 1966) je itali-
jansko-slovenski pesnik in prevajalec, danes zivi v Vidmu.
Zaposlen je kot glavni urednik dvojezicnega casnika Novi
Matajur. Od leta 1994 je stiriindvajset let skrbel za lite-
rarna srecanja v sklopu festivala Postaja Topolove, zdaj pa
organizira pesniska srecanja v Krajinskem in pripovednem
muzeju SMO v Spetru ter sodeluje pri organizaciji literar-
ne prireditve Mittelibro v Cedadu. Doslej je objavil vec
pesniskih zbirk, najvec¢ v italijanscini, med njimi pa jih je
nekaj tudi dvojezicnih ali v slovenscini, npr. Leta na oknu
(Zaloznistvo trzaskega tiska, 2001) in Marginalia / Marg:-
naliye (KUD France Preseren, 2010). V italijanscino je pre-
vedel Stevilne slovenske pesnike in pisatelje, med katerimi
so Boris Pahor, Srecko Kosovel, Ales Steger, Miha Mazzini,
Miljana Cunta in Bronja Zakel;.
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Michele Obit / Miha Obit (Ludwigsburg, 1966) is an Itali-
an-Sloveniane poet and translator who lives in Udine. He
1s employed as the editor-in-chief of the bilingual newspaper
Novi Matajur. Since 1994, he has been organizing literary
meetings as part of the Postaja Topolove festival for 24 years,
and now he organizes poetry meetings at the SMO Land-
scape and Narrative Museum in San Pietro and partici-
pates in the organization of the literary event Mittelibro in
Cividale. He has published several collections of poetry,
most of them in Italian, but some of them are bilingual or
in Slovenian, e.g. Years on the Window (Zaloznistvo trzas-
kega tiska, 2001) and Marginalia / Marginalyje (KUD
France Preseren, 2010). He has translated numerous Slove-
nian poets and writers into Italian, including Boris Pahor,
Srecko Kosovel, Ale§ Steger, Miha Mazzini, Miljana Cun-
ta, and Bronja Zakel].



(menjavati hise)

Treba bi bilo nenehno menjavati hise,
tudi ko nismo sami

in navelicani

in nam je dobro.

Treba bi bilo menjavati hise
nenehno, in s seboj nositi slike,
radio in Sotore,

menjavati hise, ker tako se
spreminjamo, nosec

malo orozja in veliko prtljage,
odhajajoc,

tudi ko nismo sami

in navelicani

in si mislimo, da nam je dobro.
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[talijan, mi pravijo.
In od tam: Slovenec.

Stoletja so trosili jalovo seme

in zaklepali ograde pripadnosti,
najboljse usedline te dezele,
pastirji blodnih Zivljenj — glodavci
slanega zrna —, nevedni ljudje
pred seboj in lastno nedolznostjo.

(Gnoj namesto vrtnice

je najslabsi med vonjavami,
a najboljsi za gnojilo

in limfo — torej za zivljenje
kake druge stvari.)

In premagani in nepriljubljeni v ve¢nem snegu
majhnosti — potrebujo¢ oddaljenost — in izgubljeni
zaradi drugacnosti, so Stirje bradati starci,
prasketajoc z besedami,

zanetili ogenj in naslikali

plamene rzi in ropota.

(Slovani — s $-jem — neznosno breme.

Si placal? To sem storil za vse svoje Zivljenje
in za zivljenji svojega oceta in svojega sina,
zaznamovana s kakr$nimkoli zrcalom,

ki izkrivlja neskoncno linijo ali tocko.)

Tako sem Michele in Miha

in meni je prav,

da sem le Se Michael in vse drugo

in da bi ime ne bilo vse

— odkrita dvojezi¢na tabla,

kjer bi kromosomi lahko pluli na pamet.



So strani, ki naj bi jih brali

s sladkostjo

in ljubili ni¢ drugace.

Sam sem na primer nekoc

po nakljucju bral pesem Gustava Janusa
v nekem slovenskem casopisu,

jo izrezal in

jo leta nosil s seboj

v denarnici.

Med bankovci in zvenecimi listi,
med izginotjem in lazno blaginjo
sem ohranil teh nekaj vrstic,

ki so govorile o mrtvih listith

in o ljudeh, komaj kdaj zivih.
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Ko potujemo od otoka do otoka,
cutim te razdalje kot niti dihanja,
kot prazne prostore, ki vodijo

od konca verza

na zacetek naslednjega:

zasopli so, in to mi omogoca ljubiti
poezijo — ce se le pusti ljubiti.



Par prizorov in mocan veter,
ljudje, ki z obeh strani
(nevidnega) zidu

nalagajo svoje stvari,

zdi se, da bi radi prisli na drugo stran,
stopajo Cez, ceprav stojijo na mestu

— voz na obali, ki ga vlece konj

in rezgeta v slanem prscu,

in kupi palestinske zemlje

pod tezkimi nogami, v praznem

pogledu tistih, ki se ne srecajo z obzorjem,
o katerem bi sanjali — in mocan veter.

289



(Zabardo)

Vzel so za sabo korito — samuo rana

ji je ostala — an tisto potriebo letat

od adnega kona do druzega sanozet — letat

kar si viedu, de ce je bluo kiek dobrega, ki bi ti ratalo

je bluo samuo se zaplest — imas sedam liet

v roko ti dajo grabje, ki so velike glih

za toje lieta — mislis, de je ku zivljenje:

zbiera$ senuo nardi$ adno majhano kopo

ji stopnes gor an vse postane bujt majhano an se posuje.

* Pesem je napisana v slovenskem beneskem naredju.



(Changing house)

You should always change house
even when you are not alone
and not tired

and you feel good.

You should always change house

and take with you the paintings

the radio and the curtains

change house because that is how

you change

taking the few weapons and the many bags
going away

even when you are not alone

and not tired

and you think you feel good.
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[talian — they tell me.
And over there: Slovenian.

They have for centuries scattered a useless seed
and locked up in the fences of belonging

the best scum of this earth

shepherds of wandering lives — rodents

of salted grain — men unaware

of themselves and their own candor.

(Dung instead of a rose

is the worst of smells

but the best if it can give
fertilizer and sap — therefore life
to everything else.)

And beaten and hated in the perennial snow of
poverty — needing distance and lost

because different — four young men spat

out of beards have lit a fire

and painted flames of rye and crackling
rhombuses of words.

(Slavs — with the “§” — the unbearable weight.
Have you paid? I have and for all my life

and that of my father and my son

branded by any mirror that distorts

the infinite line or the point.)

So, I am Michele and Miha

and I’'m fine with

it as long as it’s also Michael and everything else
and that the name isn’t everything

— a transparent bilingual table

where the chromosomes can navigate by sight.



There are pages that need to be read
with sweetness

and loved equally.

For example, I once

by chance read a poem by Gustav Janus
in a Slovenian newspaper

and cut it out

carrying it for years

in my wallet.

Amidst sheets of money and folded sheets
between evanescence and false well-being
I kept those few verses

that spoke of dead leaves

and of men who were almost never alive.
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Since it is from island to island that we go

I feel these distances like threads to breathe
like the empty spaces that go

from the end of a line

to the beginning of the next:

they are the panting that makes me love

a poem — if it makes itself loved.



Some images and a strong wind

of people who on this side and

on the other side of a wall (that you can’t see)
gather their things

seem to want to move on

they walk on but they stay still
— on the beach a cart pulled
by a horse that neighs saltiness

and piles of ground from Palestine

are crushed by heavy feet

with those empty looks that don’t meet

any horizon to dream about — and a strong wind.
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(Zabardo)

They took the fountain — now there’s

a scar — and that need to run

from one side of the meadows to the other — running
knowing that the only good thing that

can happen to you is to stumble — you’re seven years old
they give you a rake proportionate

to your age — you think it’s like life:

you gather the hay and make a small sheaf of it

and you step on it and everything gets smaller and falls.

Translated by the author
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Veronika Simoniti

Foto © Laura Sozi
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Veronika Simoniti (Slovenj Gradec, 1967) je prevajalka,
lektorica in pisateljica. Na Filozofski fakulteti v Ljubljani
je Studirala italijanséino in francoscino. Objavila je vrsto
prevodov iz italijanscine in francoscine (npr. Italo Calvino,
Claudio Magris, Salvatore Niffoi, Andrea Camilleri, Tzve-
tan Todorov, Umberto Galimberti). Pisateljsko kariero je
zacCela kot avtorica pravljic za Radio Slovenija. Doslej je
objavila tri zbirke kratkih zgodb — Zasukane storye (2005),
Hudicev jezik (2011) in Fugato (2019) — ter romana Ka-
meno seme (2014) in lvana pred morjem (2019). Slednji je
bil nominiran za nagrado modra ptica za najboljsi rokopis
(2017) in nagrado kritisko sito Drustva slovenskih literar-
nih kritikov (2020), prejel pa je nagrado kresnik za najbolj-
§1 slovenski roman leta 2020. Pomemben del ustvarjanja
Veronike Simoniti je kulturna izmenjava med Slovenci in
Italijani, med drugim je urednica dvojezicnega spletnega
bloga za italijansko-slovensko literarno izmenjavo La casa
di carta / Papirnata hifa. Za zgodbo >Sestdeset odstotkove
je leta 2013 prejela nagrado Zenskega sveta obéine Trst.
Njena besedila so prevedena v Sestnajst jezikov in objavlje-
na v Stevilnih mednarodnih antologijah.
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Veronika Simoniti (Slovenj Gradec, 1967) is a translator,
editor, and writer. She studied Italian and French at the
Faculty of Arts in Ljubljana. She has published a number
of translations from Italian and French (e.g., Italo Calvino,
Claudio Magris, Salvatore Niffoi, Andrea Camilleri, Tzve-
tan Todorov, Umberto Galimberti). She began her writing
career as an author of fairy tales for Radio Slovenia. To
date she has published three short story collections — Zwis-
ted Stories (2005), The Devil’s Tongue (2011) and Fugato
(2019) — as well as two novels, The Stone Seed (2014) and
lvana in Front of The Sea (2019). The latter was nomina-
ted for Modra ptica Prize for best manuscript and for the
Kritisko Sito Prize of the Slovene Literary Critics’ Associa-
tion. It also won the Kresnik Prize for best Slovenian novel
in 2020. An important part of Veronika Simoniti’s work
is the cultural exchange between Slovenians and Italians.
Among other things, she is the editor of a bilingual onli-
ne blog for Italian-Slovenian literary exchange, La casa di
carta / Papirnata hisa. In 2013, she received the Women’s
Council of Trieste Award for her story “Sixty Percent.”
Her texts have been translated into sixteen languages and
published in numerous international anthologies.
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Sestdeset odstotkov

Moj sin je vsenavzoc. Je tukaj in tam in tu zgoraj in spo-
daj, predvsem pa je na stirith koncih. »Imamo namre¢ sekun-
darne in primarne jame,« mi pojasni vodja.

Rekla bi mu, svojemu sinu, ¢e bi stal pred mano, tecz, fant
moj, tect, tvoja sapa preglasa vso grozo gozda, katerega rob
Je bil samo od dalec prica strasni zgodbi, teci, prisel bos do
ozemlja, ki ga nadzorwejo nasi, tect, in Alah naj tt pomaga,
tect, mogoce t1 bo kaksno drevo vrglo zlat sadez, socno jabolko,
da st bos omocil presusena usta, da st bos pognal novih moct
po Zilah.

»Primarne jame so tiste, kamor so padli,« mi pravi vodja
skupine za izkopavanja. »Sekundarne jame so tiste, kamor so
jih prekopali, pravzaprav so jih tja skupaj z zemljo prenesli
kar z bagri in tovornjaki.«

Ne glej nazaj, bi mu rekla, svojemu sinu, ¢e bi stal pred
mano, prijela bi ga za roko in mu rekla, mogoce so za tabo,
mogoce vejo, da st se samo pretvarjal, mogoce vejo, da si Zw
n zday hatis’ skozi carobni gozd, ki te skriva v okrije crnega
veselja, tect, levi cevely skoraj nima vec podplata, kamni bolyo,
dracje se zasekava v stopalo, bolecina ti pomaga, vsaj delno
prekriva tistt prizor z jase, tect, tect za soncem, ki pada in
pada, ko ga dohitis, ga lahko vprasas, zakaj je dovolilo vse to,
n zday bezi, tam doli nekje je morje, vany potone oranzasta
krogla, teci, tec, fant moj, da ga dohitis.

»Zakaj bi kdo hotel prekopavati, s tem je samo delo?«
vprasam. Vodja skupine me ¢udno pogleda. »Zato, gospa, ker
so ameriski sateliti odkrili primarne jame.«

Ni¢ mi ni jasno. Kaksni ameriski sateliti? Kaj je sploh to,
satelit? Jaz vem samo, da bi sina nezno porinila v beg, fect, sin
moy, da prides do morja, da te volkovi drinski ne dobyo v pest,
pusti, da te mrcvaryo ostre skale, kot pa da b1 te trpincili tigr
arkanovskt in bt te kraljica smrti ovyala okrog svojih prstov
in nategovala na natezalnict svoje roke, tect, tect, rajsi 1zgini
v krosnjo ali se skrivenct v korenino, odrevént v grcasto lubye,
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Skrati ti bojo pomagalr, e so dobri, ce je sploh Se kaksno dobro
biye na svetu, zly se v luZo, 1zhidpt v oblak, skristaliziray se v
nocni zrak ali pa samo tecy, tect, tect ...

»Sateliti so taksne naprave, gospa, ki iz vesolja opazujejo
zemljo. Prej, na primer, so na obmocju blizu Zvornika posneli
lepo zeleno travo, ¢ez nekaj mesecev pa so opazili, da je tam
vse razkopano. To je sumljivo.«

Verjetno misli, da je sumljivo, ker so tja nekaj prekopali.

»Razumete, gospa?«

Nisem prav prepricana. Ampak kako so lahko na poti iz-
gubili kose mojega sina? In ¢e imamo primarno in sekundar-
no grobisce, sta to samo dve jami. Ostanke mojega sina pa so
nasli na Stirth koncih in jih znosili skupa;. Stiri minus dve je
dve, manjkata Se dve jami. Ali pa so v vsaki od jam nasli na
primer po dva uda?

»Ko so videli ameriske satelitske posnetke, jih je zgrabila
panika, razumete, gospa, in da bi zakrili sledi, so zaceli pre-
nasati vsebino grobis¢ na vec krajev.«

Vst stirje deli se sestavijo pred mojimi o¢mi in pokrpane-
mu sinu, ki mu manjka kos lobanje, leva dlan in desna noga
od kolena navzdol, recem: Ze slisis” bolecino, Ze cutis rjutye,
Ze cakas angele, Ze pojes smrine pesmi, Ze meckas v dlam
prst pokopa, Ze vohas grob, Ze vonjas kabur, ne musli vec, fant
moj, samo tect, tect, prisel bos'k dobrim ljudem, Alah-birum,
prisel bos k hudem z nebom in soncem in luno v ocleh, k
listim, ki ni¢ ne vedo, k tistim, ki jum je bilo prihranjeno,
ne sprasuj jih, ne bojo ti znali odgovoriti, zacudeno te bojo
pogledali in se ti prizaneslhivo nasmehnili, reklt bojo, poln st
muh i komarjev in drugih Zuzelk, rekli bojo, ocisti se, tak
ne mores v nase (iste hise, nasih his ni ni omadeZevalo, ti
pa na sebi nosis’ cebeljo kri in osji Z2olé, umyy se, preden pres-
lopis nas prag, umy se, da nam ne prineses te golazni v dom,
pojdi za hiso in speri vso umazanyo s sebe, in ti bos Sel za
hiso in odprl prho in st slekel cape in se drgnil in nazadnje
bos skruseno Se zmeray umazan stopil pred hudi, ki imajo se
zmeraj nebo in sonce in luno v oceh, in jim priznal, da si za
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vecno umazan, in ont bojo zmajalt z glavo in rekli, bolje bo,
da gres, strah nas je te umazanye 1z podzemla, 1z ahireta,
bojimo se te, rajsi tect!

Ampak zakaj ga nocejo pokopati? Zakaj ga moram siliti,
da tece $e zdaj, ko ga ni vec?

»Je pac tako, gospa, tak$na navodila imamo.«

Ne vem, ¢e mu lahko zaupam, vodji skupine za izkopava-
nja, sin moj, rajst tect, da te tisty, ki so ti to naredili, ne dobyjo,
tect, ahbab, teci, bojo rekli ljudje, ki imajo Se zmeraj nebo in
sonce in luno na jeziku, in bos hotel ugovarjati, say nisem bil v
podzemlu, na jasi sem bil, ampak ne bos jih mogel prepricat
wn spet bos stekel, s sveZo sapo st bos utiral pot na jug, da pri-
des do morja, v katerem sonce zahaja, da pride tema, da pride
aksam, da pride zlode), da pride Sejtan, takrat bos zaslisal
tevhid, molitev za umrlimz, ki jo ZeZmjajo samo Zenske, samo
one so ostale za obrist moZ, in ti, ki bt moral z njimi v ahuret,
e st usel 1zpod njihovih uvelth udov in zday kot prikazen tavas
po svetu in Se teptas to zemljo sredi gozda, tect, tect, prisel bos
k reki, pa tudi ta te ne bo ocistila, ne bo znala sprati pretek-
losti, resite sedanjosti, oplemenitite prihodnosts, zato rajst tect
skozi to krajino, legende so strasne, in tudi na mine pazi, da
ne raznese tvoje zgodbe.

»Je pac tako, navodilo imamo, da moramo najprej izolira-
tt DNK, potem pa smemo posmrtne ostanke pokopati, sele ko
zberemo najmanj Sestdeset odstotkov okostja. Prej ne.«

Deenka ... En odstotek je en del od sto. Kako naj seste-
jem, koliko odstotkov ze imajo? Kako naj to vprasam? Zame
je moj sin tiso¢odstoten. Ne verjemi nikomus; sin moy, rekli tu
bojo, da te ni dovolj, da bi te pokopali, strasili te bojo, da te bo
mrces pozrl, razgrizel tvojo zgodbo, s sabo vzemi venec rozni,
drzi tespih v razrezanih dlaneh, drzi svoj strah, mogoce ti Se
prav pride, ker te zgodbe ne bos mogel pripovedovaty, ta zgodba
Je resnicna, resnice pa nikoli ne moremo povedatr, to Ze dobro
ves zdaj, ko prispes k obali in je tam brezdanje morje in stopis
vany, da bi se umil, da bt si spral kraste in spraskal s sebe vso
to skorjo, pod njo utripa skelece meso, sonce ga Zge, poiskati s
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moras votlino, da se skryes in st usesa zamasis pred Zebranjem
Zalujocih Zensk in pred corcanjem Zuzelk, tect, tect, naydi vot-
lino, tam dalet dalec.

Vodja skupine za izkopavanje grobis¢ me cudno gleda,
ampak jaz vem, da je moj sin vsenavzoc, tako kot bog. Je tu-
kaj in tam in tu zgoraj in spodaj, predvsem pa na stirith koncih
zemlje, kot je Alah navzoc¢ na stirith straneh neba.
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Sixty Percent

My son is all-present. He is here and there and above and
below, but most of all he is in four places. Because there are
secondary and primary pits, the head explains.

I’d tell him, my son, if he was standing here before me,
Run, my boy, run, your breath outscreams the horror of the
Jorest whose edge witnessed the terrible story from a distance,
run, you’ll come to the territory under our control, run, may
Allah help you, run, maybe a tree will toss you a golden_fruit,
a juicy apple to moisten your parched mouth, to send new vigor
coursing through your veins.

“The primary pits are those they fell into,” explains the
head of the excavation group. “T'he secondary pits are where
they were reinterred, well, actually just carted there by dig-
gers and trucks, together with the soil.”

Don’t look back, I’d tell my son if he was standing here
before me, I'd take his hand and tell him, Maybe they’re after

you, maybe they know you were just pretending, maybe they
know you’re alive and hurrying through the magic forest which
enfolds you win black joy, run, your left shoe has practically no
sole lefl, stones are hurting you, dried twigs are hacking into
your foot but the pain s helping you because it’s at least partly
blotting out that scene in the clearing, run, run after the sun
that keeps falling, falling, and when you catch up with it, you
can ask why it allowed all that to happen and then ran away,
somewhere below s the sea, it’s there that the orangey ball
sinks, run, run, my boy, to catch up.

“Why would anyone want to reinter them, it’s just extra
work,” I ask. The head of the group gives me an odd look.
“Because the primary pits were discovered by American sa-
tellites, ma’am.”

I’m all at sea. What American satellites? What zs a satel-
lite, anyway? All I know is that I’d gently push my son into
flight, Run, my son, till you reach the sea, then the Drina
Wholves won’t get you in their clutches, better to be torn by
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sharp cliffs than tortured by Arkan’s Tigers and twisted by
the queen of death around her fingers and stretched on the
rack of her hand, run, run, better vanish into a tree top or
wizen nto a root, better freeze into gnarled tree bark, elves
will help you if they are kind, if there is any kind crea-
ture left in the world at all, pour yourself into a puddle,
evaporate into a cloud, crystallize into the night air or just
run, run, run...

“Satellites are machines, ma’am, that watch the earth
from space. Earlier, for instance, they’d taken pictures of neat
green grass in the area near Zvornik, and some months later
they noticed that everything was dug up. That’s suspicious.”

He probably means that it’s suspicious because something
has been newly buried there.

“Do you understand, ma’am?”

I’'m not sure. But how could they have lost pieces of my
son on the way? And if we’ve got a primary and a seconda-
ry burial site, that makes only two pits. Now the remains of
my son were found in four places and brought together. Four
minus two makes two, two pits are still missing. Or have they
found, say, two limbs in each?

“When the Serbs saw the American satellite images they
panicked, ma’am, you see, and started transporting the con-
tents of the burial sites to different spots, to cover the traces.”

All four pieces click together before my eyes and I tell my
patched-up son who is missing a piece of the skull, his left
hand and his right leg below the knee: You’re hearing pain al-
ready, you’re feeling the roars, you’re waiting for angels, you’re
singing death songs, you’re crumpling the burial soil in hand,
you’re smelling the grave, the kabuy, stop thinking, my boy, just
run, run, you’ll come among good people, Allah-birum, God
knows, you’ll come among people with the sky and the sun and
the moon in thewr eyes, among those who know nothing, those
who have been spared, ask them nothing, they won’t know the
answers, just look at you in surprise and give you a_forbearing
smile, they’ll say, You’re full of flies and mosquitoes and other
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bugs, they’ll say, Clean yourself up, you can’t enter our clean
houses looking like this, our houses have never been sullied and
you are covered with bees’ blood and wasps’ gall, wash up be-
Jore you cross our thresholds, wash up so that you don’t carry
this verman wnto our homes, go belind the house and wash
away all the filth, and you’ll go behind the house and turn on
the shower and take off your rags and scrub and scrub, and at
last, still dirty, you’ll shuffle before the people who still carry
the sky and the sun and the moon in thewr eyes and admat that
you’re dirty_forever, and they’ll shake their heads saying, You'd
better go, we’re afraid of that filth_from the underworld, from
the aluret, we’re afraid of you, better run!

But why won’t they bury him? Why must I press him to
keep running even now when he’s no more?

“Those are the rules, ma’am, we have our orders.”

I don’t know if I can trust him, this head of the excavation
group, My son, better run or you’ll get caught by those who did
this to you, run, ahbab, friend, run, will say the people who
stll carry the sky and the sun and the moon on thewr tongues,
and you’ll want to protest, I wasn’t in the underworld at all,
1 was in a clearing, but you won’t convince them and you’ll
start runnming again, with _fresh breath you’ll make your way
south through Bosnia till you reach the sea in which the sun
sets, till darkness falls, till aksham falls, till Satan comes, till
Sheitan comes, and then you’ll hear the tevhud, the prayer for
the dead that is chanted only by women, for only they are left
behind their husbands’ outlines, and you, who were meant to
go with them to the aharet, you’ve escaped from the pile of thewr
wilted limbs and are roaming the world like a phantom, still
trampling this forest soil, run, run, you’ll come to the rwer but
not even the rwer will cleanse you, it won’t know how to wash
out the past, save the present, ennoble the_future, so you better
run through this landscape, the legends are terrible, and watch
out _for manes too, or your story maght be blowwn up.

“Those are the rules, we have orders to isolate the DNA
first, and interment is allowed only when at least sixty percent
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of the skeleton have been assembled. No earlier.”

Dee-en-ay... One percent is one part out of a hundred.

How do I calculate how many percent they already have?
How do I ask that? For me, my son is a thousand percent.
Don’t believe anyone, my son, they’ll tell you that there isn’t
enough of you to bury, they’ll try to_faze you with talk of how
you’ll be picked apart and your story chewed up by vermin,
lake your prayer beads with you, clasp the tesbih in your cut
hands, clasp your fear, it may prove useful yet because you
won’t be able to tell this story, this story is true and truth can
never be told, you know that well by now, when you come to
the coast and the boundless sea s there and you wade in to
wash, to clean away the clots of blood and scrub away all
that caked dirt, there’s smarting flesh pulsing underneath, it’s
being burnt by the sun, you have to find yourself a cave to hide
wn and block your ears from the chant of mourning women and
chirping of wnsects, run, run, find a cave, somewhere_far, far
away.

The head of the group for burial site excavation is giving
me odd looks, but I know that my son is all-present, like God.
He is here and there and above and below, but most of all he
is present in four places in the earth, just as Allah is present in
the four directions of the sky.

Translated by Nada Grosely
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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, Reinhard P Gruber; Ingram Hartinger; Zbigniew Herbert, Gert Hofmann,
Tadeusz Konwicki, Lojze Kovacié; Slavko Mihalié, Gerhard Roth, Milan Rifus, FEva
Schmidt, Jan Skdcel, Wistawa Szymborska, Fulvio Tomizza, Istvan Vas, Igor {idié
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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 Prunc

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, Libomir Feldek, Carmela Fratantonio, Erzsébet Galgéczi,
Peter Handke, Bohumil Hrabal, Geda Facolutt, Dmgo Jancar; Alfied Kolleritsch, Ryszard
Krynicki, Andrze) Rusmiewicz, Giuliana Morandini, Agnes Nemes Nagy, Jan Skdcel, Gregor
Strnisa, Wistawa Szymborska, Dominik Tatarka, Veno Taufer;, Pavle Ugrinoy, Adam
Lagajewski, Vitomil Supan

DISPUT / DISPUTATION: Claudio Magris: Ewaldova bakla / Ewald’s Torch

skeck

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 Esterhazy
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Joze 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:



Burgitta Arens, Francesco Burdin, Sandor Csodri, Jaroslav GQka, Miroslav Cervenka, Milan
Dekleva, Dangjel Dragojevié, Benedikt Dyrlich, Viado Gotovac, Marian Grzesczak, Klaus
Hoffer, Anton Hykisch, Gert Jonke, Ldszlo Latoy, Ewa Lipska, Marcelyus Martinaitis,
Vesna Parun, Erica Pedretti, Richard Pietrass, Ilma Rakusa, Christoph Ransmayy, Renzo
Rosso, Jaroslaw Marek Rymkiewicz, Ryszard Schubert, TomaZ Salamun, Rudi geligo, Josef
Simon, Aleksandar Tisma, Fudita Vaiciunaite, Tomas Venclova, Giorgio Voghera, Josef
Winkler; Dane Zaje, Stefan ,%7@

DISPUT / DISPUTATION: Czestaw Mitosz: Cetrta ucna ura / The Fourth Teaching
Lesson
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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 Skacel
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 Csodr, Miroslav Dudok, Bogumil DPuzel, Petar Gudelj, Christoph Hewn, Milan
Jesth, Gert Jonke, Eugeniusz Kabate, Danilo Kis, Ivan Klima, Jury Koch, Kajetan Kovié;
Gabriel Laub, Florjan Lipus, Miklos Meszily, Emil Mikulenaite, Adolph Muschg, Tadeusz
Nowak, Josip Osti, Tone Pavéek, Kornelyus Platelis, Ingrid Puganigg, Miroslav Putik, Alojz
Rebula, Carlo Sgorlon, Werner Sollner; Andrzey Szezypiorski, Antonio Tabucchi, Dubravka
Ugresic, Miroslav Valek, Dragan Veliki¢, Ligio Zanini

DISPUT / DISPUTATION: Gydrgy Ronrdd: 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, Andreg) Blatnik, Leon Briedis, Miroslay Cervenka, Ales Debeljak,
Nedjeliko Fabrio, Andrds Fodoy, Branko Gradismik, Niko Grafenauer, Reinhardt 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 Mattionr, Libuse Monikovd, Péter Nddas, Gdspdr Nagy,
Boris Pahor, Miodrag Pavlovié, Giorgio Pressburger;, Fva Schmidt, Knuts Skujenieks, Foze
Snoj, Andrzey Szeypiorska, Jan Josef Szezeparisk, Susanna Tamaro, Ladislav Tazky, Goran
Tribuson, BoZena Trilecovd, Ludvik Vaculik, Joachim Walter, Anka Zvagar

DISPUT / DISPUTATION: Veno Taufer: Izzw ali zgaga? / Challenge or Hassle?

seksk

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, Andre) Broay;, Lenka Chytilovd, Heinz Czechowski, Istvdn Eorsi, Lajos
Grendel, Fabjan Hafner, Reto Hanny, Ivanka Hergold, Andrej Hieng, Alois Hotschmig,
Vit'azoslav Hronee, Anna Jokai, Donaldas Kajokas, Milan Klet, Mirko Kovac, Lojze
Krakar, Vit Kremlicka, Bronistaw Maj, Laura Marchig, gtg?m Morav(ik, Luko Paljetak,
Oskar Pastior; fure Potokar, Hans Raimund, Rolandas Rastauskas, Gyorgy Somlyd, Mario
Susko, Ivo Svetina, Susanna Tamaro, Arvo Valion, Szaboles Virady, Bite Vilimaité, Alena
Vostra, Joachim Walther, Ernest Wichnen, Josef Winkler

DISPUT / DISPUTATION: Viado Gotovac: Skica o Atlasu / Sketch of the Atlas

skeck

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: Jaroslav 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 éegec, Slavenka Drakuli¢, Gustav Fanus,
Dusan Jovanovié, Ferenc Juhdsz, Ryszard Rapuscuiski, Marie-Thérése Kerschbaume,
Eftim Kletnikov, Krzysztof Koehler, Uwe Rolbe, Murko Kovac, Endre Kukorelly, Krzysztof
Lisowski, Drahoslav Machala, Vytautas Martinkus, Toan Minatti, Libuse Monikovd, Boris
A. Novak, Lajos Parti Nagy, Aarne Puu, Gerhard Roth, gtgﬁm Strazay, Fana Stroblova,
Marjan Tomsic, Miloslav Topinka, Dragan Veliki¢, Jani Virk, Peter Waterhouse

DISPUT / DISPUTATION: FEvgen Bavcar: Univerzalizmi in njihova Facies
Hypocritica / Universalisms and Their Facies Hypocritica
Péter Esterhdzy: Postmodernt barbarizem ali Evropa brez lastnosti / Postmodern Barbarism
or Europe with No Characteristics

sl

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 Monikova

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:

Lséfia Balla, Jozef Baran, Roberto Dedenaro, Helmut Einsendle, Alojz IThan, DZevad
Karahasan, MatjaZ Kocbek, Viastimil Kovalctk, Marko Kravos, {vonko Makovié, Ldszlé
Merton, Robert Menasse, Francesco Micieli, Marjeta Novak Kajzer, Paul Parin, Dents PoniZ,
Daina Pranckietyté, Carlo Sgorlon, Arvo Valton, Michal Viewegh, Piotr Woiciechowski,
Ifigenyja agoricnik Simonovic

DISPUT / DISPUTATION: Georges-Arthur Goldschmidt, Viado Gotovac, Ldszlo
Krasznahorkai, Antonin [f. Liehm: Edvard Kocbek — Palica / Edvard Kocbek — The Stick

skekck

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 Gstitiner; Gunnar D.
Hansson, Daniel Hevier, Vit'azoslav Hronec, Pawet Huelle, Richard Jackson, Goran Ignjatije
Jankovié, DZevad Karahasan, Lubor Kasal, Thomas Kling, Majda Ene, MiklavZ Komel,
Jurgis Kuncinas, Fert Lainscek, Phillis Levin, Svetlana Makarovié; Giuseppe Mariuz, Fdnos
Marno, Matgga Matevski, Andrej Medved, Slavko Mihalié, Dusan Mitana, Grzegorz
Musiat, Aleksander Persolja, Gyirgy Petri, Juan Octavio Prenz, Lenka Prochdzkovd,
Gianfianco Sodomaco, Matthew Sweeney, TomaZ Salamun, Igor Skamperle, Jachym Topol,
Urs Widmer, Uro$' Qupan

DISPUT / DISPUTATION: Alain Finkielkraut: Intelektualci, politika in vojna /
Intellectuals, Politics and War
ok

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA
SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV ZA LETO 1995 JE PREJEL / THE
SLOVENE WRITERS’ ASSOCIATION AWARDED THE 1995 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 Acin, Kurt Aebli, Marjorie Agosin, Eugenijus Alisanka, Marcin Baran, Arni Bergmann,
Kizystof Buelecki, Dariusz Bittner; Loredana Bogliun, Berta Bojetu-Boeta, Tereza Bouckovd,
Lucas Cejpek, Roza Domaseyna, Ertk Groch, Gunnar D. Hansson, Nora Ikstena, Richard
Jackson, Marzanna Bogumita Kielay, Rade Kisti¢, Phillis Levin, Tonko Maroevié, Manfred
Moser, Danielius Musinskas, Radovan Pavlovski, Tone Perci¢; Sibila Petlevskr, Juan Octavio
Prenz, Raoul Schrott, Zorko Simcic; Rudolf Sloboda, Andrze Stasiuk, Matthew Sweeney,
Tomaz Salamun, Fdn Strasser Zsuzsa Tdkdcs, Dezso Tandor, Jaromir ‘Typlt, Milos Vacik,
Sasa Vegri, Pavel Vilikovsky, Ernest Wichner, Ciril Zlobec, Viado Zabot, Aldo Zerjal
DISPUT / DISPUTATION: Lojze Kovacic: Ali pisatelj potrebyje svet, ki njega ne
potrebuge? / Does a Writer Need the World Which Doesn’t Need Him?

seksk

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 -
Kaca 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 Borkovee, Magda Carnect, Karol Chmel, Claude Michel
Cluny, Branko Cegec, Kaca Celan, Zita Cepaité, Stefano Dell’antonio, Ljiljana Dirjan,
Dusan Dusek, Milan Dordevié, Menna Elfyn, Jdanos Hay, Ann Jiderlund, Antanas A.
Jonynas, Julian Kornhauser, Andrds Ferenc Kovdcs, Viadimir Rovacic; Friederike Kretzen,
Enzo Martines, Lydia Mischkulnig, Brane Mozetic; Boris A. Novak, Iztok Osojnik, ,Zvarko
Petan, James Ragan, Ales Razanov, Hansjirg Schertenleib, Trin Soomets, Karel Siktanc,
Ales Steger, Thorgeir Thorgeirson, Maja Vidmay, Martins Zelmenis

DISPUT / DISPUTATION: Svoboda imaginacye — imaginacyja svobode / Imagination
of Freedom — Freedom of Imagination

Branko Miljkovié: Poezijo bodo vst pisali / Everybody Will Be Whiting Poetry

sekesk

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:

Attila Baldzs, Pauls Bankovskis, Peters Bruveris, Stefan Chwin, Gillian Clarke, Vittorio
Cozzoli, Vera C?ejkowka, Luutauras Degésys, Evald Flisar; Franjo Francic; Niko Grafenauer;
Marianne Gruber, Aime Hansen, foze Hudecek, Hanna Johansen, Vanda Fuknaité, Mila
Kacié; Doris Rareva, Istvdn Rovdes, Raya Lange-Miiller, Kristina Ljaljko, Peter Macsovsky,
Herbert Maurer; Neza Maurer, Christopher Merrill, Nicole Miiller, Ewald Murrer; Miha
Obit, Albert Ostermaier; Pavao Pavlicic, Delimir Resicki, Brane Senegacnik, Abdulah Sidran,
Andrzeg Sosnowskr, Prerre-Yoes Soucy, Ragnar Stromberg, Olga Tokarczuk, Alta Visovd,
Anastassis Vistonitis, Anatol Viarcinski, Andrew Zawadcki

DISPUT / DISPUTATION: Daimon zapeljevanja / Daimon of Temptation
Raner Maria Rilke: Oife) © Evridika © Hermes / Orpheus * Eurydike « Hermes

seksk

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 Nadas



Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Orsolya Gallos

KRISTAL VILENICE 1998 / 1998 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD -
Peter Semoli¢

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, Andrer Boduu, Jan Cikvin, France Forsinerié; Natasza Goerke, Felicitas
Hoppe, Loé Jenny, Arne Johnsson, Jut Kratochvil, jJosé Jorge Letria, Vida Mokrin Pauer,
Maja Novak, Osamleni tekact, Hava Pinhas Coen, Ilma Rakusa, Izet Sarqjlié, Peter
Semolic, Marko Sosic, Alvydas Slepikas, Slobodan Snajder, Pia Tafdrup, Veno Taufer, Liszlé
Villdnyi, Milan Vincetic, Hugo Williams, Andrea Zanzotto

DISPUT / DISPUTATION: Timothy Garton Ash: Konec sioletja, zacetek tisocletja /
The End of the Century, the Beginning of the Millennium

skekck

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

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 Gjanton, Richard Flanagan, Marius Ivaskevicius,
Richard Jackson, Jana Jurdiiovd, Jaan Kaplinski, DraZen Katunarié, Taja Kramberger,
Ryszard Krynicki, Franco Loi, Miha Mazzini, Milos Mikeln, Mimmo Morina, Andre
Morovic, Amir Oy, Rdzvan Petrescu, Asher Reich, Christopher Reid, Rathrin Riggla,
Ljudmila Rubljévska, Anna Santoliquido, Armin Senser;, Sande Stojéevski, Vojo Sindolic;
Adriana Skunca, Oté Tolnai, Bogdan Trojak, Nenad Velickovié, Karen Volkman, Dane Zajc

DISPUT / DISPUTATION: Trst na zacetku 20. stoletja: futuristicna utoptja ali mozni
model za nadnacionalno in ustvarjalno sozitje v zdruZeni (Srednji) Evropi / Trieste at the
Beginning of the 20" Century: A Futuristic Utopia or Realistic Model of Trans-National
and Creative Coexustence of People in the Common (Central) Europe

skekck

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 Mihalié



Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Veno Taufer

KRISTAL VILENICE 2000 / 2000 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD -
Istvan 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: 5 3

Loran Ancevski, Peter Bozi¢, Uke Bucpapay, Ales Car, Primoz Culnik, facques Darras,
Lidija Dimkovska, Mircea Dinescu, Michael Donhauser, Janis Elsbergs, Leopold
Federmaw; Mila Haugovd, Leljko ITvankovié, Liudvikas Jakimavicius, Urs Karpf,
Georgiu Konstantinoy, Hasso Krull, Gary Lawless, Umberto Mangani, Erik Menkveld,
Jaume Perez Mowwntaner, Imre Oravecz, Silvana Paletti, Katherine Pierpoint, Angelina
Polonskaya, Milorad Popovic, Ana Ristovic, Sudeep Sen, Marcin Sendeckr, Ronny Someck,
Marjan Strojan, Brina Svigelj Mérat, Yorgos Veis, Istvan Viriss, 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 / Witer in the Off-Centre of Time

Régis Debray, Zdenko Vidlovec: Literatura in medyi / Literature and the Media

skeck

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 Babacié, Mohammed Bennis, Natalka Bilocerkivec, Casimiro de Brito, Richard
Burns, Peteris Cedrins, Robert Davis, Michel Deguy, Ferida Durakovié, Andreas Ehin,
Hans Eichhorn, Mauro Faccioni Filho, Michael Farrell, Liszlo Garaczi, Greg Gatenby,
Adam Globus, Adela Greceanu, Petr Hruska, Valdo Immovilli, Dragan Jovanovi¢ Danilov,
Laurynas Ratkus, Viadimir Kavcic; Katica Kjulavkova, Barbara Korun, Marusa Krese,
Roman Ludva, Sonja Manojlovié, Narlan Matos, Maridn Miléik, Ban’ya Natsuishi,
Claudio Pozzani, Matthew Rohrer; Erik Stinus, Franco Supino, Vivienne Vermes, Thor
Villyalmsson, Hans van de Waarsenburg, Adam Wiedemann

DELAVNICE / WORKSHOPS: Prevajanje poezye, O estetski  komponents
vsakdanjega Zwlenja / Translating Poetry, On the Aesthetic Component of the Everyday
Lif

MLADA VILENICA 2001 / 2001 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD -
Spela Poljak

seksk



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 -
Pal Zavada

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 Enrique Adoum, Dritéro Agolli, Andriy Bondar;, SneZana Bukal, Bora Cosic, Jozefina
Dautbegovié, Tawja Diickers, Oswald Egge, Chuah Guat Eng, Jaksa Fiamengo, Ioan
Flora, Janice Galloway, Sinan GudZevié, Michdl Hvoreckp, Anatol Rudravee, Anatoly
Rudyjavicki, Leena Lander;, Franco Manzoni, Macie) Melecki, Dusan Merc, Petr Mzkes
Vinko Moderndorfer; Herta Miiller, Patricia Nolan, Knut Odegdrd, Jfusto jJorge Padron,
Monika Van Paemel, Ratimir Pavlovic, Janis Rokpelnis, Ken Smith, Glen Sorestad, Luan
Starova, Vidosav Stevanovié, Luctja Stupica, Tone Skrjanec, Willem Van Toorn, Pdl Zdvada

DELAVNICE 7/ 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

Kk

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 Kovaé
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 Abalugd, Hana Andronikova, Rostas Assimacopoulos, Viadimir Balla, Marek
Buericzyk, Boris Biletié, Gordana Mihailova Bosnakoska, Nicole Brossard, René de
Ceccatty, Paulo da Costa, John E Deane, Paulette Dubé, Lynn Emanuel, Pavle Goranovié,
Norbert Gstrein, facques Izoard, Rutger Kopland, Herkus Kuncius, Taras Luchuk, Donal
MecLaughlin, Tom Petsinis, Vivienne Plumb, Gregor Podlogas, Alek Popov, Stella Rotenberg,
Paolo Ruffilli, Fiona Sampson, Ljudka Silnova, Andre E. Skubic, Eira Stenberg, James
Tate, Krisztina Toth, Suzana Tratmik, Christian Uetz, Viadimir Vertlib, Erika Vouk, Juli
Leh

DELAVNICE /7 WORKSHOPS: Prevajanje poezije, Prostori transgresye, Revija v
reviyi / Translating Poetry, Places of Transgression, Review In Review

MLADA VILENICA 2003 / 2003 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD -
Ziga Mohoric, 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 Slibar, 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:

Jan Balabdn, Muharem Bazdulj, Eric Brogniet, Stefan Caraman, Dasa Drndié, Martin
Fahrne, Edward Foster, Georgi Gospodinov, Gintaras Grajauskas, Damela Kapitdriovd,
Vojislav Karanovié, Arljom Ravalevski, Juris Kronbergs, Alain Lance, Sydney Lea, Vasyl
Makhno, Ratarina Marincic; Txema Martinez Inglés, ValZina Mort, Novica Novakovié, Gino
Pastega, Szildrd Podmaniczky, Aleksandar Prokopies, Barbara Simoniti, Peter Steiner; Anni
Sumari, Viadimir P Stefanec, Cai Tianxin, Krzysztof Varga, Peter Weber; Andrea Zanzotto

PREVAJALSKA DELAVNICA / TRANSLATION WORKSHOP: Mererid
Puw Davies, Lours De Paoy, 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
ek

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 Gauf
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Vesna Kondri¢ Horvat, Drago Jancar

KRISTAL VILENICE 2005 / 2005 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD —
Vladas Braziunas

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 Barisevic; Viadas Braziinas, Anna Maria Carpi,
Theodora Dimova, Jure Jakob, Janez Kajzer, Viliam Klimdcek, Olivera Korvezirovska,
Coetka Lipus; Faan Malin, Fim McGarrah, Anna Mitgutsch, Sinead Morrissey, Dusko
Novakovic, Gregor Pape, Leung-Ping Kwan, Jean Portante, Jsuzsa Rakovszky, Ralf
Schlatter, Stephanos Stephanides, Faruk Sehié, Magdalena Tulli, Milos Urban, Liliana Ursu

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE
DISCUSSION AT VILENICA: »Moznosti sobivanja razlicnih kultur v Evropt in
proces iskanja nove kulturne paradigmec / “The Possibilities of  Coexustence of Different
Cultures in FEurope and the Process of Searching a New Cultural Paradigm’
MODERATOR: Ales Debeljak

MLADA VILENICA 2005 / 2005 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD -
Rozana Svara, Eva Mohori¢



MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA SLO-
VENSKIH PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2006 JE PREJEL / THE SLOVENE
WRITERS’ ASSOCIATION AWARDED THE 2006 VILENICA INTER-
NATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Miodrag Pavlovi¢

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, Allierd Bacharevic; Szildrd
Borbély, Yiorgos Chouliaras, Daiva Cepauskaité, Ervin Fritz, Tatjana Gromaca, Brian
Henry, Oto Horvat, Nora luga, Iva Jevti, Ekaterina Yossifova, Zdenko Kodric, Marius
Kopesay, Miran Kosuta, Mojca Kumerde), Terézia Mora, Burgit Miiller-Wieland, Tonu
Onnepalu, Claudio Pozzani, Gabriel Rosenstock, Goran SamardZic, Ostap Slyvynsky, Breda
Smolnikar, Olga Tokarczuk, Marko Ursi¢; Raphael Urweider

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE
DISCUSSION AT VILENICA: »Kdo slisi sosedovo zgodbo?« / “Who Can Hear One’s
Neighbour’s Story?’ )

MODERATORKA / MODERATOR: Simona Skrabec

DOBITNIK STIPENDIJE SEP 2006 / 2006 CEI FELLOWSHIP WINNER:
Goce Smulevski, Makedonya / Macedonia

MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESSER-
KNOWN LITERATURES OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Sodobna baskovska
knjizevnost / Contemporary Basque Whiting: Barnardo Atxaga, Harkaitz Cano, Miren Agur
Meabe, Rikardo Arregi, Rirmen Uribe

MLADA VILENICA 2006 / 2006 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD —

Dita Skali¢, Aljaz Ferencek, Miroslava Furtkevicova

sk

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, Vtautas Deksnys, Dagnija Dretka, Kristina Ehin, Garolyn Forché Mattison, Neje
Gazvoda, Sonja Harter, loana leronim, Andrej Kurkov, Meta Kusa; Ermis Lafazanovski,
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Agi Mishol, Senadin Musabegovié, Ales Mustar; Dennis O’Driscoll, Maja Panajotova,
Roberto Pazzi, Momka Rinck, Edi Shukriu, Piotr Sommer, Igor Stzks dn Stmsser Sami
Tchak, Tomas Transtrimes, Christina Viragh, Maya? Jupancic; Barys Lancak

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE
DISCUSSION AT VILENICA: »(Samo)cenzura danes: literarna cenzura v luct
politicne korektnostic / “(Self) Censorship Today: Literary Censorship in the Light of Political
Correctness’
MODERATORKA / MODERATOR: Alenka Puhar
DOBITNICA STIPENDIJE SEP 2007 / 2007 CEIFELLOWSHIP WINNER:
Mariana Kyjanovska / Marianna Kiyanovska, Ukrajina / Ukraine
MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESSER-
KNOWN LITERATURES OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Sodobna knjizevnost
v irscing / Contemporary Literature in Irish: Celia de Fréine, lomds Mac Sioméin, Dairena
Ni Chinnéide, Michedl O Conghaile, Cathal O Searcaigh, Gabriel Rosenstock
MLADA VILENICA 2007 / 2007 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD -
Katja Lavrencic, Matic Moze

seksk

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA
SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2008 JE PREJEL / THE
SLOVENE WRITERS’ ASSOCIATION AWARDED THE 2008 VILENICA
INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Andrzej Stasiuk
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Jana Unuk

KRISTAL VILENICE 2008 / 2008 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD -
Andrej Hadanovic¢

SLOVENSKA AVTORICA V SREDISCU 2008 / SLOVENIAN AUTHOR
IN FOCUS 2008 — Svetlana Makarovic

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:

Jury Andruhovié; Laslo Blaskovié, Cvetanka Elenkova, Iztok Geuster, Andre) Hadanovic,
Kica Kolbe, Florin Lazarescu, Arian Leka, Yang Lian, Diego Marani, Fean-Michel
Maulpoix, Irina Nekit, Imre Oravecz, Marina Palg, Ulrich Pelmn Tvana Sajko, Peter
Stamm, Magdalena Svetina Tercon, Dusan Sarotar; Bina Stampe Zmave, Fiiri Talvet, Zoé
Valdés, Andrea Winkler; Yo Yo, Inga Zolude

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE
DISCUSSION AT VILENICA: »Avtor med tekstom in kontekstome / “The Author
between Text and Context’

MODERATOR: Marko Ursi¢

DOBITNICA STIPENDIJE SEP 2008 / 2008 CEIFELLOWSHIP WINNER:
Tvana Sajko, Hrvaska / Croatia

MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESSER-
KNOWN LITERATURES OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Sodobna litovska
knjizevnost / Contemporary Lithuanian Whiiting: Eugenijus Alisanka, Biruté Jonuskaite,
Sugitas 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 Bertovd, Ines Cergol, Kalin Donkov, Umberto Galimberti, Forrest Gander, Andrea Grill,
Miljenko Jergovié, Stefan Kardos; Yasmina Khadra, Herkus Kuncius, Alejandra Laurencich,
Luljeta Lleshanaku, Dan Lungu, Tone Partlic; Jana Putrle Srdié, Peter Rezman, Victor
Rodriguez Nifiez, Maria Sleahtifchi, Ewa Sonnenberg, Viada UroSevic, Oksana Zabuzko

OKROGILA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE
DISCUSSION AT VILENICA: »Izbira med svobodo in zapovedjo: literarna avtonomya
i mehanizmi izborac /' ‘Choice between Freedom and Command: Literary Autonomy and the
Mechanics of Choice’

MODERATOR: Andrej Blatnik

DOBITNIK STIPENDIJE SEP 2009 / 2009 CEI FELLOWSHIP WINNER:
Dragan Radovancevic, Srbya / Serbia

MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESSER-
KNOWN LITERATURES OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Flandrija na Vilenict
/ Flanders at Vilenica: Miriam Van Hee, Stefan Hertmans, Monika Van Paemel, Peter
Verhelst

MLADA VILENICA 2009 / 2009 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD -
Jana Stekar, Gaja Rupnik Caruso

seksk

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 /7 2010 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD -
Goran Vojnovi¢

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 Dehnel, Kristin Dimitrova, Veronika Dintinjana,
Aris Fuoretos, Ludwig Hartinge, Enes Rarié, BlaZe Minevski, Salvatore Niffoi, Radoslav



Petkovié, “laras Prohasko, Viktdria Radics, Maja Razborsek, Joachim Sartorius, 1llja Sin,
Octavian Soviany, Veronika Sikulova, Fachym Topol, Suzana Tratnik, Goran Vojnovic, C. D.
Weright, Agné faygmkalyle

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE
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: Tana Lesnicar Pucko

DOBITNICA STIPENDIJE SEP 2010 / 2010 CEI FELLOWSHIP WINNER:
Meaja Hrgovic, Hroaska / Croatia

MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESSER-
KNOWN LITERATURES OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Wales na Vilenici /
Wales at Vilenica: Lloyd JJones, Sidn Melangell Dafydd, Wiliam Owen Roberts, Angharad
Price

MLADA VILENICA 2010 / 2010 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD -
Nina Rozman, Rok Muhic, Lidija Magdevska

sk

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA
SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2011 JE PREJEL / THE
SLOVENE WRITERS’ ASSOCIATION AWARDED THE 2011 VILENICA
INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Mircea Cartarescu
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Lidija Dimkovska

KRISTAL VILENICE 2011 7 2011 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD -
Dan Coman .

SLOVENSKI AVTOR V SREDISCU 2011 / SLOVENIAN AUTHOR IN
FOCUS 2011 — Drago Jancar

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, Gyinrgy
Dragomdn, Jean-Michel Espitallier; Xavier Farré Vidal, Guy Helminger; Stanka Hrastel),
Lyiljana Joki¢ Kaspar, Gorazd Kocijandic; Tatjana Komissarova, Alain Lance, Vesna Lemaid,
Viadimir Levcev, Nikola MadZiron, Alberto Manguel, Aleksander Persolja, Edo Popovic,
Angelika Reitzer, Tomasz Rézycki, Lubica Somolayovd, Ognjen Spahié, Agron Tufa, Arturas
Valionis, fan Wagner

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE
DISCUSSION AT VILENICA: »Beri me v Zivoc / ‘Read Me Live’
MODERATOR: Gregor Podlogar

DOBITNIK STIPENDIJE SEP 2011 / 2011 CEI FELLOWSHIP WINNER:
Ognjen Spahic, Crna gora / Montenegro

MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESSER-
KNOWN LITERATURES OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Turcyja na Vilenici /
Turkey at Vilenica: Nazli Eray, Nedim Giirsel, Mehmet Yagin

MLADA VILENICA 2011 / 2011 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD -
Julija Zeleznik, Teja Gerjovi¢, Lara Ruzi¢ 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 Albahari
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, Ldszl6 Darvasi, Dimitré Dinev, Dusan Dusek, ineb
el Rhazoui, Maja Haderlap, Petr Hruska, Igor Isakovski, Erica Johnson Debeljak, Colm
Keegan, Rumen Leonidov, Dorota Mastowska, Indrek Mesikepp, Miroslav Micanovid,
Paul Muldoon, Ioana Nicolaie, Tom Petsinis, Sebastyjan Pregel), Pino Roveredo, Monique
Schwitter;, Bekim Sejranovié, Dmatry Strocev, Karlis Verdins, Gian Mario Villalta, Fiaxin
Wang, Aldo Zerjal

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE
DISCUSSION AT VILENICA: »>Avtorji nomadic / ‘Nomadic Writers®
MODERATORKA / MODERATOR: fva Kosmos

DOBITNICA STIPENDIJE SEP 2012 /2012 CEIFELLOWSHIP WINNER:
Ajla Terzié, Bosna in Hercegovina / Bosnia and Herzegovina

MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESSER-
KNOWN LITERATURES OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Hebrejska knjizZevnost
na Vilenict / Hebrew literature at Vilenica: Hana Amichai, Sami Michael, Hava Pinhas-
Cohen, Nurit Zarchi

MLADA VILENICA 2012 / 2012 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD -
Tilka Namestnik, Marta Radi¢, Veronika Martinci¢

skekck

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA
SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2013 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 Auzina, Mauro Covacich, Silvija Coleva, Radka Denemarkovd, Rodica Draghincescu,
Miriam Drev, Katharina Hacker; Olly Heikkonen, Brian Henry, Ignacy Karpowicz, Viadimir
Kopicl, Tone Kuntner; Gerry Loose, Tanja Maljarcuk, Alan McMonagle, Tomislav Osmanl,
Vanja Pegan, Ana Pepelnik, Katja Perat, Milan Rakovac, Zhao St, Martin Solotruk, Brita
Stetnwendtner

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE
DISCUSSION AT VILENICA: >Nadih mejac / Inspiration of Borders’
MODERATORKA / MODERATOR: Vesna Humar

DOBITNIK STIPENDIJE SEP 2013 / 2013 CEI FELLOWSHIP WINNER:
Artem Capay / Artem Chapeye, Ukrajina / Ukraine

MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVN OSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESSER-
KNOWN LITERATURES OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Svica na Vilenici /
Switzerland at Vilenica: Lukas Brfuss, Arno Camenisch, Pietro de Marchi, Michel Layaz,
Ilma Rakusa

MLADA VILENICA 2013 / 2013 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD -
Ajda Furlan, Jerneja Rupnik, Eva Salopek

ekl

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA
SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2014 JE PREJEL / THE
SLOVENE WRITERS’ ASSOCIATION AWARDED THE 2014 VILENICA
INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Laszlo 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 Sosi¢

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 Bodrozié, Liliana Corobea, Artem Ca[)cy, Patrick
deWitt, Ivana Dobrakovovd, Enes Halilovié, Elsa Korneti, Asko Kiinnap, Fdnos Lackfi,
Fiston Mwanza Mujila, Andre) Nikolaidis, Tomislav Osmanli, Ioana Péroulescu, Tone
Persak, Alek Popov, Stanislava Repay, Jaroslav Rudis; Roman Simi¢ BodroZié, Linda
Spalding, Dimitra Xidous, Visar hiti

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE
DISCUSSION AT VILENICA: »Iz jezika v jezike / “From Language to Language’
MODERATORKA / MODERATOR: Erica johnson Debeljak

DOBITNIK STIPENDIJE SEP 2014 / 2014 CEI FELLOWSHIP WINNER:
Mirko BoZzié, Bosna in Hercegovma / Bosnia and Herzegovina

MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI EVROPE NA VILENICI / LESSER-
KNOWN LITERATURES OF EUROPE AT VILENICA: Luksemburg na Vilenict
/ Luxembourg at Vilenica: Alexandra Fixmer, Guy Helminger, Nico Helminger;, Pol Sax
MLADA VILENICA 2014 / 2014 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD -
Lota Martinjak, Patricija Kavcic, Lara Ruzic¢ Povirk
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MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA
SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2015 JE PREJEL / THE
SLOVENE WRITERS’ ASSOCIATION AWARDED THE 2015 VILENICA
INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Jachym 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 Jesih

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 Fercec, Oﬁhlazt/z
Foyle, Antanas Gailius, Polona Glavan, Aleksandar Hemon, Karlo Hmeljak, Andrej Hocevar,
Etgar Reret, Elke Laznia, Artis Ostups, Blerina Rogova Gaxha, Christoph Simon

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE
DISCUSSION AT VILENICA: »Odzven prostorac /' “‘Reflections of Place’
MODERATOR / MODERATOR: Bostjan Narat

DOBITNIK STIPENDIJE SEP 2015 / 2015 CEI FELLOWSHIP WINNER:
Katerina Ralitko / Kateryna Kalytko, Ukrajina / Ukraine

MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN
LITERATURES AT VILENICA: Indya na Vilenici / India at Vilenica: Sitanshu
Yashaschandra, K. Satchidanandan

MLADA VILENICA 2015 / 2015 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD -
David Cop, Kiara Sara Knafelc, Chiara Lepore, Lina Malovi¢, Spela Zadel

seksk

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 Ugresié
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 Basi¢, Alexandre Bergamini, Ales Berger, Jana Bodndrovd, fulja Cimafejeva,
Fatricya Dodic; Martin Dyay, Dana Grigorcea, Jovica Tvanovski, Katerina Ralitko, Cvetka
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Lipus, Valerio Magrelli, Aksinija Mihajlova, Carlos Pascual, Ular Ploom, Gdbor Schein,
Robert Schindel, Korana Serdarevi¢, Mariusz Steniewicz, Bogdan Suceavd, Katerina
Tuckovd, Les Wicks

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE
DISCUSSION AT VILENICA: »Literatura in etikac / “Laterature and Ethics’
MODERATOR / MODERATOR: Carlos Pascual

DOBITNICA STIPENDIJE SEP 2016 / 2016 CEI FELLOWSHIP WINNER:
Tanja Bakic, Crna gora / Montenegro

MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN
LITERATURES AT VILENICA: Latvyja na Vilenici / Latvia at Vilenica: Ingmara
Balode, Artis Ostups, Arvis Viguls

MLADA VILENICA 2016 / 2016 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD -
Misa Gregoric, Nejka Vratnik, Ekaterina Mihajloska, Aljaz Primozi¢, Lara
Ruzi¢ Povirk, Alja Tursunovi¢, Eric Renzi, Lota Martinjak, Tomi Petek

ekl

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 Andruhovié¢
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Ales Steger

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, Andre) Blatnik, Antonella Bukovaz, Rumena BuZarovska, Anja Golob, Alenka
Jensterle DoleZal, Boris Juki¢, Esther Kinsky, Viadimir Pistalo, Delimir Resicki, Samir
Sayegh, Fahredin Shehu, Hedi Whss, Kerrie O’Brien, lain Reid

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE
DISCUSSION AT VILENICA: »Literatura, ki spreminja svet, ki spreminja literaturoc
/ “Luterature That Changes the World That Changes Literature’

MODERATORKA / MODERATOR: Iva Kosmos

DOBITNIK STIPENDIJE SEP 2017 / 2017 CEI FELLOWSHIP WINNER:
Andry Lyjubka / Andriy Lyubka, Ukrajina / Ukraine

MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN
LITERATURES AT VILENICA: Norveska na Vilenict / Norway at Vilenica: Inger
Elisabeth Hansen, Torgeir Schyerven

MLADA VILENICA 2017 / 2017 YOUNG VILENICA AWARD -
Rebeka Dezelak, Sara Lindi¢, Una Ljubin, Laura Marki¢, Nika Mravlja, Vesna
Muzek, Laura Vuga

ek
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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

Ilya Troyanov
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
readlngs David Bandel), Petre Barbu, Eilis Vi Dhuibhne, Wioletta Grzegorzewska, Brian
Henry, Sota latasvili, Noémi Kiss, Ursula Kovalyk, Andry Ljubka, Karin Peschka, PrimoZ
Repar; Stuart Ross, Simona Semeni¢

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE
DISCUSSION AT VILENICA: »Pisati in prezivetic / “‘Whiting and Surviving’
MODERATOR / MODERATOR: Ajjosa Harlamov

PREJEMNICA PISATELJSKE NAGRADE SEP 2018 / 2018 CEI AWARD
FOR WRITERS IN RESIDEN CE: Maria Paula Erizanu, Moldavya / Moldova
MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN
LITERATURES AT VILENICA: Malta na Vilenici / Malta at Vilenica: Clare
Azzopardy, Norbert Bugeja, Immanuel Mifsud, Loranne Vella

sk

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 Babaci¢

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 Andonovsk, Ayesha Chatlerjee, Maria Paula Erizanu,
Jasmin B. Frelih, Jvonko Karanovié, Enes Karié, Natasa Krambergey, Jonas Liisches
Ace Mermolja, Amanda Mihalopulu, Manjola Nasi, Sverrir Norland, Carolina Pihelgas,
Elizabeth Reapy, Ivana Sojat

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE
DISCUSSION AT VILENICA: »Ego in_fabulac
MODERATOR: Andrej Pleterski



PREJEMNIK PISATELJSKE NAGRADE SEP 2019 / 2019 CEI AWARD
FOR WRITERS IN RESIDENCE: lvan Sopov / Tvan Shopou, Severna Makedonija
/ North Macedonia .

MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN
LITERATURES AT VILENICA: Sodobna italyanska poezyja na Vilenict /
Contemporary Italian Poetry at Vilenica: Silvia Bré, Maria Grazia Calandrone, Claudio
Damiani, Gian Mario Villalta

skekok

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 Haugova
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: 7homas Antonic, Mary Costello, Krystyna Dgbrowska, Nina Dragicevic,
Volha Hapejeva, Ausra Kaziliinaité, Marko Kravos, Miroslav Lajuk, Elena Medel, Sibila
Petlevski, Marek Smdelka Kaja Terzan

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE
DISCUSSION AT VILENICA: »Evropa se siri in kréi. Quo vadis?c / ‘Europe is
expanding and shrinking. Quo vadis?”’

MODERATOR: Luka Novak

PREJEMNIK PISATELJSKE NAGRADE SEP 2020 / 2020 CEI AWARD
FOR WRITERS IN RESIDENCE: Jasen Vasilev / Yasen Vasilev, Bolgarya /
Bulgaria

MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN
LITERATURES AT VILENICA: Islandya na Vilenici / Iceland at Vilenica: Ragnar
Helgi Olafsson, Kristin Omarsdéttis, Berghéra Snebjornsdéttir

ekl

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
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following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2021 and took part in the
literary readings:

Loltan Danyi, Matthias Giritz, Kristina Hocevar, Jazra Khaleed, Larissa Laz, Jani Oswald,
Lena Ruth Stefanovic, Nenad Velickovi¢

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE
DISCUSSIONS AT VILENICA: »Evropa se Sirt in krci. Strah in pogume / “Europe is
expanding and shrinking. Fear and courage’

MODERATOR: Ajjosa Harlamov, Luka Novak

PREJEMNIK PISATELJSKE NAGRADE SEP 2021 / 2021 CEI AWARD
FOR WRITERS IN RESIDENCE: Stefan Boskovié, Crna gora / Montenegro
MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN
LITERATURES AT VILENICA: Portugalska na Vilenici / Portugal at Vilenica:
Sandro William Junqueira, Alvaro Seiga

skeck

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA
SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2022 JE PREJELA / THE
SLOVENE WRITERS’ ASSOCIATION AWARDED THE 2022 VILENICA
INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Amanda Aizpuriete

Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Aljosa Harlamov

KRISTAL VILENICE 2022 / 2022 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD -
Gail McConnell .

SLOVENSKI AVTOR V SREDISCU 2022 / SLOVENIAN AUTHOR IN
FOCUS 2022 — Andrej Blatnik

V publikaciji Vilenica 2022 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2022 and took part in the
literary readings: Katia Sophia Ditzler; Dejan Dukovski, Hanna Komas, Gail McConnell,
Kristian Novak, Renato Quaglia, Natalka Snjadanko, Tvo Stropnik, Tatiana Tibuleac

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE
DISCUSSIONS AT VILENICA: »Evropa se Siri in kict. Pisatelj in njegov habitus< /
Europe is expanding and shrinking. The writer and their habitus’

MODERATOR: Aljosa Harlamov, Nina Jerman

PREJEMNICA PISATELJSKE NAGRADE SEP 2022 / 2022 CEI AWARD
FOR WRITERS IN RESIDENCE: Luiza Bouharaoua, Hroaska / Croatia

MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN
LITERATURES AT VILENICA: Estonga na Vilenici / Estonia at Vilenica: Kitlin
Kaldmaa, Igor Royjuh

skeck

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA
SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2023 JE PREJEL / THE
SLOVENE WRITERS’ ASSOCIATION AWARDED THE 2023 VILENICA
INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Ott6 Tolnai
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Jutka Rudas



KRISTAL VILENICE 2023 / 2023 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD —
Shpétim Selmani

SLOVENSKA AVTORICA V SREDISCU 2023 / SLOVENIAN AUTHOR
IN FOCUS 2023 — Barbara Korun

V publikaciji Vilenica 2023 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2023 and took part in the
literary readings:

Jake Buttigieg, Marij Cuk, Ariane Koch, Gasper Kralj, Wojciech Kuczok, Shpétim Selman,
Jan gkrob Tonia Tzirila Laharatu

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI 7/ CEI ROUND TABLE DISCUS-
SIONS AT VILENICA: »Raznoliki obraz Evropec / “The Diverse Face of Europe’
MODERATOR: Ajjosa Harlamov

PREJEMNICA PISATELJSKE NAGRADE SEP 2023 / 2023 CEI AWARD
FOR WRITERS IN RESIDENCE: Tijana Rakocevié, Crna gora / Montenegro
MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN
LITERATURES AT VILENICA: Avstrya in Neméya na Vilenicr / Austria and
Germany at Vilenica: Silke Scheuermann (Nemcya / Germany), Max Sessner (Nemcija /
Germany), Thomas Stangl (Avstrija / Austria), Andreas Unterweger (Avstrya / Austria)

skekck

MEDNARODNO LITERARNO NAGRADO VILENICA DRUSTVA
SLOVENSKIH PISATELJEV ZA LETO 2024 JE PREJEL / THE
SLOVENE WRITERS’ ASSOCIATION AWARDED THE 2024 VILENICA
INTERNATIONAL LITERARY PRIZE TO

Miljenko Jergovié
Utemeljitev nagrade / Laudation: Durda Strsoglavec

KRISTAL VILENICE 2024 / 2024 CRYSTAL VILENICA AWARD —
Dominik Srienc .

SLOVENSKI AVTOR V SREDISCU 2024 / SLOVENIAN AUTHOR IN
FOCUS 2024 — Du$an Sarotar

V publikaciji Vilenica 2024 in na literarnih prireditvah so sodelovali / The
following are represented in the Vilenica Almanac 2024 and took part in the
literary readings:

Lamija Begagic, Ryan Falzon, Efstatia Paliodzika, Paolo Rumiz, Robert Serban, Muanis
Sinanovié, Domintk Srienc, Jerngy Qupanic

OKROGLA MIZA SEP NA VILENICI / CEI ROUND TABLE
DISCUSSIONS AT VILENICA: »Ikar 2.0« / “Icarus 2.0

MODERATOR: Ajjosa Harlamov

PREJEMNICA PISATELJSKE NAGRADE SEP 2024 / 2024 CEI AWARD
FOR YOUNG WRITERS: Monika Herceg, Hrvaska / Croatia

MAN]J POZNANE KNJIZEVNOSTI NA VILENICI / LESSER-KNOWN
LITERATURES AT VILENICA: Ceska na Vilenici / Czech Republic at Vilenica:
Petr Hruska, Dora Kaprélovd, Lenka Kuhar Daithelovd






Clani zirije 2025
Jury Members 2025

Gregor Podlogar, predsednik zirije, pesnik / president of the jury, poet
Aljaz Koprivnikar, podpredsednik zirije, pesnik, literarni kritik / vice-
president of the jury, poet, literary critic

Veronika Dintinjana, pesnica / poet

Ludwig Hartinger, urednik, prevajalec, pesnik / editor, translator, poet
Martin Lissiach, literarni posrednik / literary mediator

Ales Mustar, pesnik, prevajalec / poet, translator

Tone Persak, pisatelj / prose writer

Saso Puljarevié, prevajalec, urednik / translator, editor

Diana Pungersié, literarna kriticarka, prevajalka / literary critic,
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 slovenséino na Filozofski fakulteti Univerze v Ljubljani /
Associate Professor of South Slavic Studies and translation into Slovenian
at the Faculty of Arts, University of Ljubljana






Konzultanti 2025
Consultants 2025

Lindita Arapz, pisateljica, prevajalka (Albanija, Nemcija) / writer,
translator (Albania, Germany)

Agneszka Bedkowska-Kopczyk, prevajalka, docentka na Tehnisko-
humanisti¢ni akademiji v Bielsko-Biati (Poljska) / translator, senior
lecturer at the Academy of Technology and Humanities in Bielsko-Biata
(Poland)

Ljudmil Dimitrov, prevajalec, urednik (Bolgarija) / translator, editor
(Bulgaria)

Orsolya Gallos, 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, Ceéka) / 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 Zurich (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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