Publications Office

Publications.eu.int

00_2004_2297_cover.indd 1

ISBN 92-894-9358-5

789 81

4935

9 289

J-NL-7¥9-70-79-Y)

uoruy) uvadoing ayj Jo sagpig 4oqQUIAINT MaN U], Y] uiof ainviagT Sunog « Keq Kep

European Commission

Young Literature from

the Ten New Member States of
the European Union

2-12-2005 12:02:36



00_2004_2297_cover.indd 2

SALES AND SUBSCRIPTIONS

Publications for sale produced by the Office for Official Publications of the
European Communities are available from our sales agents throughout the
world.

You can find the list of sales agents on the Publications Office website
(http://publications.eu.int) or you can apply for it by fax (352) 29 29-42758.

Contact the sales agent of your choice and place your order.

2-12-2005 12:02:36



European Commission

May Day

Young Literature from
the Ten New Member States of
the European Union

01_2004_2297_testo.indb 1 @ 2-12-2005 8:36:00



Europe Direct is a service to help you find answers
to your questions about the European Union

New freephone number:
0080067891011

Compiled by Kovécs Zsuzsanna with the assistance of Vera Pejovi¢ and Wanda Vrbata-Greplowska.
The editors would like to express their gratitude to all those who have taken the time to assist us at any
stage in the preparation of this book. Without your invaluable help May Day could not have come true.
Copyright owned by:
Eugenijus Ali$anka, i§ traukinio istorijos, langas j europg, seeing is believing © DuMont Literatur
und Kunst Verlag GmbH & Co KG
Translation © Laima Sruoginis « Photograph © Eugenijus Ali$anka
Pauls Bankovskis, Zeltitas klusésanas nedéla © Pauls Bankovskis
Translation © Mara Simane « Photograph © Anda Bankovska
Maria Grech Ganado, Laringa © Maria Grech Ganado
Translation © Maria Grech Ganado « Photograph © Xandru Grech
Mehis Heinsaar, Liblikmees © Mehis Heinsaar
Translation © Tiina Randviir « Photograph © Scanpix/Toomas Huik
Michal Hvorecky, Brand Party © Michal Hvorecky
Translation © Slava Kafka « Photograph © Jena Simkova
Giir Geng Korkmazel, Siir degil, su © Giir Geng Korkmazel
Translation © Aydin Mehmet Ali « Photograph © Giir Geng Korkmazel
Taja Kramberger, Que fragilidad © Taja Kramberger
Translation © Ana Jelnikar « Photograph © Taja Kramberger
Myrto Meletiou, Movn, Running Away, The Wall © Myrto Meletiou
Translation © Myrto Meletiou « Photograph © Myrto Meletiou
Immanuel Mifsud, Rubi © Immanuel Mifsud
Translation © Maria Grech Ganado « Photograph © Immanuel Mifsud
Nora Nadjarian, Meta€t, Andovi otig ITAatpeg © Nora Nadjarian
Translation © Nora Nadjarian « Photograph © Bill MacFarlane
Peter Semoli¢, Vecerni klepet, Oce, Branje Octavia Paza © Peter Semoli¢
Translation © Ana Jelnikar « Photograph © Tihomir Pinter
Renata Serelyté, Dama su karvablyniais © Renata Serelyté
Translation © Milda De Voe « Photograph © Vladas Brazitinas
Janis Sterns, Jara © Janis Sterns
Translation © Dens Dimins « Photograph © Janis Sterns
Peter Sulej, Program je program © Peter Sulej
Translation © Martin Solotruk  Photograph © Peter Sulej
Olga Tokarczuk, Dom dzienny, dom nocny © Olga Tokarczuk
Translation © Antonia Lloyd-Jones « Photograph © Olga Tokarczuk
Zilahy Péter, Az utolsé ablakzsiraf © Zilahy Péter
Translation © Zilahy Péter « Photograph © Toth Laszl6
Anna Zonova, Postovni schrédnka © Anna Zonova
Translation © Alex Zucker  Photograph © Anna Zonovéa

A great deal of additional information on the European Union is available on the Internet.
It can be accessed through the Europa server (http://europa.eu.int).

Cataloguing data can be found at the end of this publication.

Luxembourg: Office for Official Publications of the European Communities, 2005

ISBN 92-894-9358-5

© European Communities, 2005

Reproduction is authorised provided the source is acknowledged.

Printed in Italy

PRINTED ON WHITE CHLORINE-FREE PAPER

01_2004_2297 testo.indb 2 @ 2-12-2005 8:36:00



Contents

Olga Tokarczuk
AINIOS. oottt 8
AINOS .ottt s 9

Mehis Heinsaar

LIDIKIMEES ...t 32
BUtterfly Mam......c.cuuieiiieireieiieieeiesiie s essssae s ses 33
Pauls Bankovskis
Zeltitas klusé$anas Nedela........ccoviieiririieirinirenceeecee e 48
The Week of Golden Silence.....c..cuuuiciereieiieieieineeeseiseiseseeseeseeseesesceseene 49
Janis Sterns
JUT@ ettt et er e sa et e b e e b e beens e beera e b e beebeern e beene e s esenreennenne 56
THE SEQ .ottt 57
Peter Semolic¢
VECerni KIEPEt......cuvuiuiuiiieiciici it 64
An Evening Chat........co.oiriiciescs s sssssssssens 65
S O
FatRer ... e =
Branje Octavia Paza... . g
Reading Octavio PazZ.........ccoueereenieneiniiiineireeneseescse e ssesenne
Taja Kramberger
Que fragilidad... 72
Que fragilidad.......ceeevrieririir e 73

Immanuel Mifsud

Maria Grech Ganado
Laringa.... .88

DEVYOVTOG wervvriitiiiiiiniei i 92
RUNNING AWAY ..ot 93
TO TELXOG v 94
The Wall ...t 95

01_2004_2297 testo.indb 3 @ 2-12-2005 8:36:00 ‘



May Day

<]

Giir Geng
SHE AL, SU oo e 96
Not Poetry But Water ... 97
Nopa Nat{apiav « Nora Nadjarian
METAUEL covieeee ettt sttt bttt st et seeae 98
SHIK ettt 99
ANGOVL OTIG ITAGTPEG wevvererrereeerieeieieeeieieee et saes

Nightingale at Platres ....

Renata Serelyté
Dama su Karvablyniais ........cceveeeiniininiiniiniiiieeeeeese e 102

Lady with COWShIt......ccoviiiiiiiiiicc e 103
Eugenijus Alisanka

18 trauKinio ISTOTIJOS.....vuuiuuierrieciicisciciiccie i eaes 108

From the History of the Train .......cccocueeicuneueincvniieineieiseeniessieseseiaees 109
Peter Sulej

Program je program ... 114

Program is Program ... 115
Michal Hvorecky

Brand Party 116

Brand Party 117
Anna Zonova

POStOVIE SCATANKA ... 126

The MailbOX......cvuuiiiiiiciciciciicicee s 127
Zilahy Péter

Az utols6 ablakZSIraf..........c.ovviiic s 140

The Last Window Giraffe ..., 141

‘ 01_2004_2297 testo.indb 4 @

2-12-2005 8:36:01



Preface

Dear Reader,

You hold in your hand a very special publication. This time it is not a new
directive or EU policy that you will find inside. This time it is literature! It is a
unique and original way to celebrate the enlargement of the European Union and
the arrival of new cultures and languages in the EU institutions.

Turn a few pages and you will come across a variety of forms - short stories,
excerpts from novels and poetry, a variety of themes and of languages. The
authors all come from the new Member States that joined the European Union
on 1 May 2004, and the anthology has been compiled by European Commission
translators from those countries.

It should come as no surprise that translators choose to celebrate EU
enlargement through text, not just through a toast. After all, the textual work
they do is aimed squarely at furthering the integration of the new Member States
and their languages. But the type of writing they have included in this book is
nothing like what you will have grown accustomed to reading in the context of
the enlargement. The fresh language of these literary works and the richness of -@
the ideas in them remind us that there is more to the ten new Member States
than just dry statistics, economic indicators, facts and figures. They bring with
them their unique cultures, their histories and traditions, and this book is an
invitation to explore them. It is also a useful and eloquent testimony to the
vitality and strength that multilingualism and cultural diversity bring to the
construction of our Europe and to the institutions tasked with carrying it out.

feq feyy

So take a comfortable seat and prepare for a journey. No matter where you
start, whether on the coast of the Baltic or the Mediterranean or on the River
Danube, I am sure you will find many beautiful phrases and stanzas, gripping
plots, original metaphors and interesting characters on your way.

See you somewhere along the track,

Karl-Johan Lonnroth
Director-General for Translation
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Editors’ preface

“... and the Elders said: that was the longest winter in Europe”. This could be
the ending of a fictional story if we did not know that it was stark reality. They say
all winters come to an end sooner or later. The long European winter ended on
May Day 2004.

It was a winter marked by not just a chilly climate but a cold war, not just
barriers but an iron curtain. As May Day 2004 brushed aside the remnants of the
Iron Curtain and restored unity, spring returned to Europe. Spring brings the
renewal of life, fertility and a new abundance in nature, with lush green fields and
lilac blossom. May Day is the delightful festival of all this. But on May Day 2004
the dance of joy was an expression of both the new energy brought by the new
member states and the celebration of the new European spring, as the lifeblood
of Europe was restored to its furthest-reaching limbs.

The arrival of the European spring denotes a fresh start for the whole of
Europe, as new vistas and new opportunities open up for a unified Europe. To
express this dynamism and youthful spirit, we have selected the work of some of
the best young writers and poets from across the new member states, innovators
yet also carriers of continued traditions, in a bid to display the talent, originality,
and exciting imagination of a long-hidden part of Europe.

And the languages they use as their creative carrier — well, they also vary
enormously: from one of the oldest European languages (Lithuanian), to non-
Indo-European languages (Estonian and Hungarian) to the unique Maltese, the
only Semitic language written in the Latin alphabet. To outsiders, all of them may
seem to be united by a single, striking trait: all are incredibly difficult to spell and
virtually impossible to pronounce.

Thus, kind Reader, we invite you to take a deep breath and plunge into this
diverse linguistic and literary experience. We hope it will allow you not only
to discover fascinating and hitherto unknown treasures but also to enjoy a
thoroughly delightful adventure. Why not take this slim volume as you would an
apéritif - something to tempt you into further explorations. In that spirit, enjoy
your May Day!

Kovacs Zsuzsanna
Vera Pejovic
Wanda Vrbata-Greplowska

01_2004_2297_testo.indb 7 @
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Olga Tokarczuk

»Dom dzienny, dom nocny*

Amos

Krysia z Banku Spétdzielczego w Nowej Rudzie miata sen. To bylo wezesna
wiosna sze$¢dziesigtego dziewiatego roku.

Snilo jej sie, ze styszy glosy w swoim lewym uchu. Najpierw to byt glos
kobiecy, ktéry mowit i mowil, ale Krysia nie wiedziala co. Zmartwila si¢ w tym
$nie. ,,Jak bede mogla pracowac¢, gdy wciaz kto$ mi bedzie brzeczal w uchu?“
Myslata w tym $nie, ze taki glos mozna wylaczy¢, tak jak wylacza si¢ radio albo
odktada stuchawke telefonu. Ale nie mozna byto. Zrédto dzwieku tkwito gleboko
w uchu, gdzie$ w tych pokretnych korytarzykach, petnych bebenkéw i spiral,

w labiryntach podmoktych blon, ciemnych jaskiniach wnetrza. Nie ttumito go
grzebanie palcem ani zatykanie uszu dlonimi. Krysi wydawalo sig, ze caly §wiat
musi slysze¢ ten hatas. Moze zreszta tak byto - caly $wiat wibrowat od glosu.
Powtarzaly si¢ wcigz jakie$ zdania, gramatycznie calkiem poprawne, pigknie
brzmigce frazy, lecz nie mialy sensu, udawaly tylko ludzka mowe. Krysia bata

sie ich. A zaraz potem odezwal sie w uchu Krysi inny glos, meski, przyjemny i
czysty. Milo bylo z nim rozmawia¢. ,Mam na imi¢ Amos*, powiedzial. Zapytal o
jej prace, o zdrowie rodzicéw, ale w gruncie rzeczy - takie miata wrazenie - wcale
to nie bytlo mu potrzebne; wiedzial o niej wszystko. ,,Gdzie ty jestes?, zapytata go
niepewnie. ,W Mariandzie®, odpowiedzial, a ona wiedziata, ze jest taki region w
centralnej Polsce. ,,Dlaczego stysze cie w moim uchu?®, chciala jeszcze wiedzie¢.
»Jeste$ niezwykla osoba i pokochatem cie. Kocham ci¢® To samo dzialo sie
jeszcze trzy, cztery razy. Ten sam sen.

Rano pita kawe wsrod bankowych papieréw. Na dworze padal mokry $nieg i
zaraz topnial. Wilgo¢ przenikala nawet do ogrzewanych biur Banku, okupowata
plaszcze na wieszakach, damskie torebki ze skaju, kozaczki i interesantéw. I tego
niezwyklego dnia Krysia Poptoch, szefowa dzialu kredytéw, zrozumiala, ze po
raz pierwszy w zyciu jest totalnie, wszechmocnie i bezwarunkowo kochana. Byto
to odkrycie potezne jak uderzenie w twarz. Zakrecilo jej sie w gtowie. Widok sali
banku zbladl, w jej uszach na chwilg zapanowata cisza. W tej milosci, ktora ja
nagle zalala, Krysia poczula sie jak nie uzywany do tej pory czajnik, ktéry po raz
pierwszy napelniono krystaliczng woda. Opuszczona kawa stygta.

Zrobita tak: wyszta wcze$niej z pracy i znalazta si¢ na poczcie. Wzieta ksiazki
telefoniczne duzych miast centralnej Polski: £6dz, Sieradz, Konin, Kielce,
Radom, oczywiscie Czestochowe, w konicu chodzilo o Mariand. Otwierala pod



Olga Tokarczuk

Amos

Krysia from the Cooperative Bank in Nowa Ruda had a dream. It was early in
the spring of 1969.

She dreamed she heard voices in her left ear. At first it was a woman’s voice
that kept on talking and talking, but Krysia couldn’t work out what it was saying.
She felt worried in the dream. “How am I going to work if someone keeps
droning in my ear?” she said to herself. She thought she might be able to switch
the voice off, just like switching off the radio or hanging up the telephone, but
she couldn’t do it. The source of the sound lay deep in her ear, somewhere in
those small, winding corridors, those labyrinths of moist membrane, in the
dark caverns inside her head. She tried sticking her fingers in her ears, she
tried covering them with her hands, but she couldn’t stifle it. She felt as if the
whole world must be able to hear this noise. Maybe that was it — the voice was
making the whole world vibrate. Some sentences kept being repeated - they
were grammatically perfect and sounded fine, but they made no sense, they
were just imitations of human speech. Krysia was afraid of them. But then she
started hearing a different voice in her ear, a man’s voice, clear and pleasant. “My
name is Amos,” he said. It was nice to talk to him. He asked about her work,
and about her parents’ health, but in fact - or so she imagined - he didn’t really
need to, because he knew all about her already. “Where are you?” she asked
him hesitantly. “In Mariand,” he replied; she had heard of this region in central
Poland. “Why can I hear you in my ear?” she asked. “Youre an unusual person,”
said Amos, “and I've fallen in love with you. I love you.” Krysia dreamed the same
dream three or four more times, always with the same ending.

feq feyy
)
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In the morning she drank her coffee surrounded by piles of bank
documents. Outside sleet was falling and immediately melting. The damp
penetrated the banKk’s centrally heated offices, permeating the overcoats on
their pegs, the bank clerks” imitation leather handbags, their knee boots and
even the clients. But on that unusual day Krysia Poptoch, head of the bank’s
credit division, realized that for the first time in her life she was wholly and
unconditionally loved. This discovery was as powerful as a slap in the face.
It made her head spin. Her view of the banking hall faded, and all she could
hear was silence. Suddenly suffused with this love, Krysia felt like a brand new
kettle, filled for the very first time with crystal-clear water. Meanwhile, her
coffee had gone cold.

o]
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May Day

A i umalowanym paznokciem wiodfa po kolumnach nazwisk. Nie bylo Amosa
czy Amoza w Lodzi, Sieradzu, Koninie i tak dalej. Nie byto go posrdd nielicznych
abonentéw na wsiach. To, co teraz czula, najlepiej byloby nazwa¢ oburzeniem.
Wiedziala przeciez, ze gdzie$ tam musial by¢. Siedziala przez chwile z pustka

w glowie, a potem zaczeta jeszcze raz. Wziela tez Radom, Tarnéw, Lublin i
Wrhoclawek. Znalazla Lidie Amoszewicz i Amosinskich. Potem jej zdesperowana
inteligencja zaczeta kombinowaé: Amos, Soma, Maso, Samo, Omas, az dlonie o
umalowanych paznokciach zlamaly ten senny szyfr - A. Mos, Sienkiewicza 54,
Czestochowa.

Krysia mieszkata na wsi, z ktérej do miasta wozil ja niebieski, brudny autobus.
Pial si¢ po serpentynach i zakretach jak przyszarzaly zuk. Zima, gdy wczesnie
robi si¢ ciemno, jego rozpalone oczy omiataly kamieniste zbocza gor. Byt
blogostawiony. Pozwalat ludziom poznawac swiat za gérami. Od niego zaczynaty
sie wszelkie podroze.

Codziennie dojezdzata nim do pracy. Od momentu, w ktérym zabierat ja z
przystanku az do tego, gdy stawala przed masywnymi drzwiami Banku, mijalo
dwadziescia minut. Przez tych dwadzie$cia minut $wiat zmieniat sie nie do
poznania. Las stawal si¢ domami, potoniny placami, faki ulicami, a strumien
- rzeczka, ktora codziennie byla innego koloru, poniewaz miala nieszczescie
plynac koto hal wiokienniczych Blachobytu. Krysia jeszcze w autobusie zmieniata
gumowce (méwila na nie wellingtony) i wktadata pantofle. Obcasy stukaly na
szerokich poniemieckich stopniach budynku.

Byla najelegantszg osobg w Banku. Modna fryzura - starannie utozona blond
trwala, odrosty ufarbowane. Jarzeniowe $wiatto wydobywato z wloséw lalkowo-
brylantowe refleksy. Jej lepkie od tuszu rzesy rzucaly delikatne cienie na gladkie
policzki. Perfowa szminka dyskretnie podkreslata ksztalt ust. Im byla starsza, tym
bardziej si¢ malowala. Czasem juz mowila sobie ,,przestan, doé¢ tego', ale potem
miala wrazenie, ze plynace lata odbieraly jej twarzy wyrazisto$¢, zamazywaly
rysy. Wydawalo jej si¢ nawet, Ze rzedna jej brwi i blakna niebieskie teczowki, ze
linia warg robi si¢ coraz bardziej niewyrazna, a cala twarz staje si¢ nieokre$lona,
jakby chciata zanikna¢. Tego Krysia bala sie najbardziej. Ze zniknie, zanim sie
rozwinie i stanie naprawde.

W wieku trzydziestu lat mieszkala z rodzicami na wsi pod Nowa Ruda. Ich
dom stal pefen nadziei przy skreconej w serpentyny lokalnej dziurawej szosie,
jakby spodziewat sie, Ze samo to polozenie przyniesie mu udzial w historii, w
przemarszach wojsk, w przygodach poszukiwaczy skarbow, w poscigach Strazy
Granicznej za przemytnikami spirytusu z Czech. Ale i szosa, i dom nie miaty
szczescia. Nic sie nie dzialo. Las polozony nad domem przerzedzal sie tylko, jak
brwi Krysi. Jej ojciec wycinat systematycznie mlode brzozki na dyszle i dragi,
$wierki na bozonarodzeniowe choinki, $ciezki zamazywaty si¢ w wysokich
trawach, zupelnie jak linia jej ust, blakly pomalowane na niebiesko $ciany ich
domu. Jak oczy Krysi.
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That day she left work early and made her way to the post office. She got out
the phone books for all the large cities in central Poland: £6dz, Sieradz, Konin,
Kielce, Radom, and Czgstochowa, home of the Black Madonna, the Virgin
Mary’s city. She opened each one at A and ran a painted fingernail down the
columns of names. There was no Amos or Amoz in £6dz, Sieradz, Konin and so
on. She couldn’t find him among the small list of names from the surrounding
countryside either. What she felt now would best be described as indignation.
She knew he must be out there somewhere. For a while she sat still, her mind a
blank, and then she began all over again, taking in Radom, Tarnéw, Lublin and
Wrhoclawek as well. She found Lidia Amoszewicz and the Amosiniskis. Then in
desperation she began to contrive new combinations: Amos, Soma, Maso, Samo,
Omas, until finally her painted fingernails broke the dream code - there he was,
A. Mos, 54 Sienkiewicz Street, Czestochowa.

Krysia lived in the countryside, and every morning a dirty blue bus took
her to town, crawling up the twists and turns of the road like a dingy beetle. In
winter, when darkness fell early, its blazing eyes swept over the stony mountain
slopes. The bus was a blessing - it gave people the chance to know the world
beyond the mountains. All manner of journeys started in it. Krysia’s journey to
work took twenty minutes, from the moment the bus picked her up at the stop
to the moment she stood before the massive doors of the bank. In those twenty
minutes the world changed out of all recognition. The forest became houses,
the mountain pastures became town squares, the meadows became streets,
and the stream became a river, which was a different colour every day, because
unfortunately it flowed past the Blachobyt textile mill. Still on the bus, Krysia
would change her gumboots for a pair of court shoes. Her heels clicked on the
broad steps of the old German building.

feq feyy
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Krysia was the most elegant girl at the bank. She had a fashionable hairstyle
- a well-shaped blonde perm with carefully dyed roots. The fluorescent lighting
brought out its highlights. Her mascara-coated lashes cast subtle shadows on her
smooth cheeks. Her pearly lipstick discreetly emphasized the shape of her mouth.
As she grew older, she wore more and more make-up. Nowadays she sometimes
told herself “stop, that’s enough”, but she worried that the passing years were
blurring her features, depriving her face of definition. She thought her eyebrows
were thinning, her blue irises fading, and the lines of her lips growing fainter and
fainter — her whole face was becoming foggy, as if it were trying to disappear.
This was Krysia’s greatest fear — that her face would disappear before it had
developed and truly come into being.

At the age of thirty she still lived with her parents. Their house stood beside the
winding, pot-holed local highway, looking hopeful, as if it expected this location
to bring it a role in history, in the march of passing armies, in the adventures of
treasure hunters, or in the border guards’ pursuit of bootleggers from the Czech
Republic. But neither the highway nor the house had much good fortune. Nothing
ever happened, except that the forest above the house grew sparser, like Krysia’s

01_2004_2297 testo.indb 11 @ 2122005 8:36:02 ‘



May Day

W swoim domu Krysia byla wystarczajaco wazna, zarabiala przeciez
pieniadze, robila zakupy, ktore dzwigata w uszytych przez matke torbach.
Miala swoj pokdj na poddaszu, z wersalka i szafg na ubrania, ale dopiero w
Banku stawala si¢ kims. Tu bylo jej biuro, oddzielone od sali interesantéw
przepierzeniem ze sklejki, tak cienkiej jak tektura. Siedzac przy swoim biurku,
styszala wigc bankowy gwar - skrzypienie drzwi, szuranie ciezkich chtopskich
butéw po drewnianej podlodze, szmer przyciszonych, wiecznie plotkujacych
kobiecych glosow i stukanie dwdch ostatnich liczydet, ktérych kierownictwo nie
zdazylo jeszcze wymieni¢ na bardziej nowoczesne terkoczace maszyny z korbka.

Okoto dziesiatej zaczynat si¢ codzienny rytual picia kawy. Brzeczaty
aluminiowe lyzeczki i denka szklanek uderzaly delikatnie o spodki, te biurowe
dzwonki. Zmielona, cenna kawa, przynoszona z domu w stoikach po dzemach,
obdzielala sprawiedliwie szklanki, wrzatek tworzyt na jej powierzchni gruby
brunatny kozuszek, ktory zatrzymywat na chwile wodospady cukru. Zapach
kawy wypelnial po sufit Bank Spotdzielczy w Nowej Rudzie, a chtopi, ktérzy
akurat teraz stawali w kolejce, pluli sobie w brody, ze trafili akurat w ten kawowy
$wiety czas.

Wtedy to Krysia przypominala sobie swoj sen.

Jakie to bolesne by¢ kochanym za nic, czyli za to, Ze si¢ jest. Jaki niepokoj
niesie taka milo§¢. Jak z niedowierzania placza sie myéli i serce puchnie od
przy$pieszonych uderzen. Jak §wiat odsuwa sie i traci dotykalnos¢. Krysia nagle
stala sie samotna.

Po Swietach Wielkanocnych przyszto do Banku zawiadomienie o
kursokonferencji w Czestochowie dla pracownikéw Banku. Uznata to za
najprawdziwszy znak i pojechata. Pakujac swoje rzeczy do torby ze skaju,
pomyslata o Bogu. Ze pomimo tego, co o nim méwig, on zawsze zjawia sie w
najwlasciwszym momencie.

Wiozly ja zaspane pociagi, petne wymietych ludzi. Nie bylo wolnych miejsc
w przedziatach, wiec stata przyklejona do brudnej szyby w korytarzu i drzemata
na stojagco. Potem kto$ wysiadl w noc i wreszcie mogla usig$¢. Wceidnigta miedzy
rozgrzane suchym powietrzem ciata usnela i spata ci¢zko, czarno, oleisto,
zupelnie bez obrazow, nawet strzgpkéw mysli. I dopiero gdy sie obudzita,
zrozumiala, Ze wyruszyta w podroz; przedtem to bylo tylko przesuwanie si¢
W przestrzeni, zwyczajna, nieuwazna zmiana miejsc. Tylko sen zamyka stare
i otwiera nowe, umiera jeden cztowiek i budzi si¢ drugi. Ta czarna przestrzen
bez wlasciwosci migdzy dniami jest prawdziwym podrozowaniem. Na szczescie
wszystkie pociagi z Nowej Rudy w daleki $wiat kursuja w nocy. Pomyslala, ze po
tej podrdzy nic juz nie bedzie takie samo jak przedtem.

Nad ranem znalazla sie w Czestochowie. Bylo jeszcze za wezeénie, zeby
dokadkolwiek péjé¢, wiec w dworcowym barze zaméwita herbate i grzala rece,
obejmujac szklanke. Przy sasiednich stolikach siedzialy stare kobiety zakutane w
kraciaste chusty, przepaleni tytoniem mezczyzni, sprasowani zyciem mezowie i
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eyebrows. Her father kept chopping down the young birch trees to make poles
and rods, and every year he cut down the spruces for Christmas trees. Meanwhile
the pathways in the tall grass grew blurred, just like the line of her mouth, and the
sky-blue walls of their house kept fading, like Krysia’s eyes.

At home Krysia was quite important; she earned money and did the shopping,
carrying it home in bags her mother had made. She had her own room in the
attic, with a sofa-bed and a wardrobe. But only at the bank did she really start to
come into her own. Her office was separated from the banking hall by a plywood
partition as thin as cardboard. As she sat at her desk she could hear the hubbub
of the bank - doors creaking, heavy farm boots shuffling across the wooden floor,
the murmur of women’s voices gossiping and the rattle of the two remaining
abacuses that the management hadn't yet got round to replacing with the modern
machines with handles that made a whirring sound.

At about ten the daily coffee-drinking ritual began, announced by the clatter
of aluminium teaspoons and the sound of glasses striking softly against saucers
- the usual office chimes. The precious ground coffee brought from home in jam
jars was shared equally between the glasses, and formed a thick brown skin on
the surface, briefly holding up the torrents of sugar. The smell of coffee filled the
bank to the ceiling, and the farmers queuing for service kicked themselves for
having run into the sacred coffee hour.

After the Easter holiday the bank received information about a training course
for employees to be held in Czestochowa. Krysia saw it as an undeniable sign and
decided to go. As she was packing her things into her synthetic leather bag, she
thought of God, and that despite what they say about him, he always turns up at
the crucial moment.
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Sluggish trains full of crumpled people took her there. There were no seats
free in the compartments, so she stood glued to a grubby window in the corridor
and dozed standing up. Someone got out in the middle of the night, and at last
she could sit down. Squashed between hot bodies in the dry air she fell into a
heavy, solid sleep, without any images at all, not even the tail-ends of thoughts.
Only when she awoke did she realize that she was on a journey; until then she
had just been drifting about in space, casually changing location. Only sleep
closes the old and opens the new — one person dies and another awakes. This
black, featureless space between days is the real journey. Luckily all the trains
from Nowa Ruda to the world at large run at night. It crossed her mind that after
this journey nothing would ever be the same.

She found herself in Czgstochowa before daybreak. It was still too early to go
anywhere, so she ordered some tea at the station bar and warmed her hands on
the glass. At the neighbouring tables sat old women swathed in checked shawls
and men stupefied by tobacco — husbands and fathers crushed by life, with
leathery faces like old wallets, and children flushed with sleep, from whose half-
open mouths trickled thin streaks of dribble.
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May Day

ojcowie o twarzach jak zniszczone portfele, dzieci zarumienione od snu, ktérym
z kacikow pototwartych ust saczyl si¢ cienki ktaczek éliny.

Czekanie na $wit trwalo dwie herbaty z cytryna i jedng kawe. Znalazla
ulice Sienkiewicza i szta nig w gére, samym $rodkiem, bo samochody jeszcze
sie nie obudzily. Patrzyta w okna i widziala geste marszczone firanki, i fikusy
przytulone do szyb. W niektérych oknach $wiecilo sie jeszcze $wiatlo, ale bylo
blade, niewazne. W tym $wietle ludzie w po$piechu ubierali sie, jedli, kobiety
dosuszaty nad gazem ponczochy albo pakowaly kanapki do szkoty, $cielone 16zka
zatrzymywaly do nastepnej nocy cieplo cial, §mierdzialo przypalone mleko,
sznuréwki wracaly w bezpieczne dziurki butéw, radio podawalo wiadomosci,
ktorych nikt nie stuchal. Potem natkneta si¢ na pierwsza kolejke po chleb.
Wszyscy w kolejce milczeli.

Sienkiewicza 54 - to byla duza, szara kamienica ze sklepem rybnym
na parterze i przepastnym podworkiem. Krysia staneta przed nig i powoli
przygladata sie oknom. M6j Boze, byly takie zwyczajne.

Stata tam z pot godziny, az w koncu przestala czu¢ zimno. Szkolenie bylo
nieskonczenie nudne. W zeszycie, specjalnie kupionym do robienia notatek,
Krystyna malowala dlugopisem esy-floresy. Zielone sukno prezydialnego
stotu dodawalo jej jakiej$ otuchy. Gladzita je odruchowo. Pracownicy bankow
spoldzielczych wydawali sie jej podobni. Kobiety mialy tlenione wlosy obciete na
simoneg i cyklamenowe usta. Mezczyzni - w granatowych garniturach i z teczkami
ze $winskiej skory. Jakby sie umowili. Dowcipkowali w przerwach na papierosa.

Na kolacje byt chleb z z6ttym serem i herbata w fajansowych kubkach.

A po kolacji wszyscy przeniesli si¢ do $wietlicy, na stolach pojawita si¢ wodka
i korniszony. Kto$ wyjat ze skorzanej teczki komplet blaszanych kieliszkéw. Reka
mezczyzny bladzila po obciagnietych nylonem kolanach kobiety.

Krysia poszla spa¢ lekko wstawiona. Jej dwie wspotmieszkanki zjawily si¢ nad
ranem i szeptem napominaly sie, Zeby by¢ cicho. Tak to trwalo trzy dni.

Czwartego dnia stanela przed pomalowanymi na brazowo drzwiami, na
ktorych wisiala porcelanowa tabliczka: A. Mos. Zapukala.

Otworzyt jej wysoki, szczuply mezczyzna w pizamie i z papierosem w ustach.
Mial ciemne, przekrwione oczy, jakby nie spat od dawna. Zamrugaly, gdy zapytata:

»A. Mos?“

»Tak’, potwierdzit. ,A. Mos".

Usmiechnela sig, bo wydalo jej sie, ze rozpoznaje glos.
,»To ja jestem Krysia“

Cofnat si¢ zaskoczony i pozwolil jej wejs¢ do przedpokoju. Mieszkanie bylto
male i ciasne. Zalewalo je srebrne $wiatlo jarzeniowek, przez co wydawato sie
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Two lemon teas and one coffee later, dawn finally came. She found
Sienkiewicz Street and walked right up the middle of it, because the cars weren’t
awake yet. She looked into the windows and saw thick, pleated curtains and
rubber plants nestling up against the glass. In some of the houses the lights were
still shining weakly. By this light people were hurriedly getting dressed and eating
breakfast, women were drying out their tights over the gas or packing sandwiches
for school, beds were being made, trapping the warmth of bodies until the
following night, there was a smell of burned milk, shoelaces were being threaded
back into their nice safe holes, and the radio was broadcasting news that no one
was listening to. Then she came across the first bread queue. Everyone in the
queue was silent.

Number 54 Sienkiewicz Street was a large, grey apartment block with a
fishmonger’s shop on the ground floor and a canyon-like courtyard. Krysia stood
in front of it and slowly studied the windows. My God, they were so ordinary. She
stood there for half an hour, until she stopped feeling the cold.

The training course was extremely boring. In the exercise book she had
bought specially to make notes, Krysia doodled with her pen. The green cloth
on the chairman’s table cheered her up a bit. Absent-mindedly, she stroked it.
The Cooperative Bank employees seemed all alike to her. The women had
fashionably cut peroxide hair and bright pink lips. The men wore navy blue suits
and had pigskin briefcases, as if by mutual agreement. They cracked jokes in the
cigarette breaks.

For dinner there was bread and cheese and mugs of tea. After dinner everyone
went through to the clubroom, where vodka and gherkins had appeared on the
tables. Someone produced a set of tin shot glasses from his briefcase. A man’s
hand wandered over a woman’s nylon-clad knees.
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Krysia went to bed feeling rather tipsy. Her two room-mates turned up
around dawn and shushed each other in a loud whisper. And so it went on for
three days. On the fourth day she stood before a brown door bearing a china
nameplate reading “A. Mos”. She knocked.

The door was opened by a tall, thin man in pyjamas with a cigarette in his
mouth. He had dark, bloodshot eyes, as if he hadn’t slept for days. They blinked
when she asked, “A. Mos?”

“Yes,” he said. “A. Mos”
She smiled, because she thought she recognized his voice. “Well, 'm Krysia.”

Surprised, he stepped aside and let her into the hall. The flat was small and
cramped, flooded in fluorescent light, which made it look grubby;, like a station
waiting room. There were boxes of books, piles of newspapers and half-packed
suitcases lying about. Steam came gushing through the open bathroom door.

“It's me,” she repeated. “I've come”
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niechlujne, jak dworzec. Wszedzie staly kartony z ksigzkami, lezaly sterty gazet,
na wpot spakowane walizki. Przez otwarte drzwi do tazienki buchata para.

,»To ja“, powtorzyta. ,,Przyjechatam®.
Mezczyzna nagle okrecil si¢ wokot i rozesmial.

»Ale kim pani jest? Czy ja panig znam?“ Nagle uderzyl si¢ w czolo. ,,Jasne,
pani jest, pani jest..., pstrykal palcami w powietrzu.

Krysia zrozumiala, Ze jej nie poznaje, ale nie bylo w tym nic dziwnego. Znal
ja przeciez inaczej, przez sen, od $rodka, nie tak normalnie, jak znaja si¢ wszyscy
ludzie.

»Ja panu wszystko wytlumacze. Moge wejs¢ dalej?*

Zawahal sie. Popidt z papierosa upadl na podloge i mezczyzna pokazal jej reka
pokdj.

Zsungta pantofle i weszla.

»Widzi pani, ja si¢ pakuje®, mezczyzna ttumaczyl batagan. Wymigta posciel
z wersalki wynidst do innego pokoju. Wrocil i usiadt naprzeciwko niej. Sprana
pizama odslonila pasek ciala na jego piersiach; bylo chude i kanciaste.

»Panie A. Mos, czy czasem si¢ panu co$ $ni?*, zapytala niepewnie i od razu
wiedziala, ze zrobita bltad. Mezczyzna roze$mial sig, uderzyt otwartymi dforimi w
pasiaste uda i popatrzyl na nig ironicznie, jak jej sie zdawalo.

»A to dopiero, przychodzi pani do nieznajomego faceta i pyta pani, czy mu sie
co$ $ni. To jak sen, jak sen...”

»Ja pana znam®

»Tak? A skad to pani mnie zna, a ja pani nie? Ach, moze si¢ znamy z imprezy
u Jasia? U Jasia Latki.*

Pokrecita przeczaco gtowa.
,»Nie? No to skad?*
~Panie A. Mos...“
»Mam na imi¢ Andrzej. Andrzej Mos*.
»Krystyna Poploch®, powiedziata.
Oboje wstali, podali sobie rece i usiedli zaktopotani.
,»No wigc..., odezwat si¢ chwili.
»Nazywam sie Krystyna Poptoch...“

»To juz wiem"®
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The man turned round and laughed. “But who are you?” he said. “Do I know
you?” He clapped his hand to his brow. “Of course, you're... you're...” he said,
snapping his fingers in the air. Krysia realized that he didn’t recognize her, but
there was nothing odd about that. After all, he knew her in a different way;,
through a dream, from the inside, not the way people usually know each other.

“T'll explain everything. May I go on in?”

The man hesitated. The ash from his cigarette fell to the floor and he ushered
her into the sitting room. She took off her shoes and went in.

“I'm packing, as you can see,” said the man, explaining the mess. He removed
the crumpled bedclothes from the sofa-bed and took them into another room,
then came back and sat down opposite her. His faded pyjamas exposed a strip of
bare chest; it was thin and bony.

“Mr A. Mos, do you sometimes have dreams?” she asked hesitantly and
immediately knew she had made a mistake. The man laughed, slapped his thighs
and gave her a look that seemed ironic.

“Well I never - a young lady comes to see a strange man and asks if he has
dreams. It’s just like a dream””

“But I know you”

“Do you? How come you know me, but I don’t know you? Oh, maybe we met
at Ja$'s party? At Ja$ Latka’s?”

She shook her head.

“No? Where was it then?”
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“Mr A. Mos..”
“My name’s Andrzej. Andrzej Mos.”

“Krysia Poploch,” she said. They both stood up, shook hands and sat down
again awkwardly.
“So...” he said after a while.
“My name’s Krysia Poploch..”
“I know that”

“...I'm thirty years old, I work in a bank, where I'm quite senior. I live in Nowa
Ruda - do you know where that is?”

“Somewhere near Katowice?”

“No, no. It’s near Wroctaw””

“Aha;” he said distractedly. “Would you like a beer?”
“No, thank you”
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»..mam trzydziesci lat, pracuje w banku i petni¢ odpowiedzialna funkcje.
Mieszkam w Nowej Rudzie, wie pan, gdzie to jest?*

,Gdzie$ koto Katowic*

»Wcale nie. To w wojewddztwie wroctawskim®

»Acha‘, powiedzial nieuwaznie. ,Nie napije si¢ pani piwa?*
»Nie, dziekuje.

,»No to ja si¢ napije®

Wistal i poszedt do kuchni. Krysia zobaczyta na meblo$ciance maszyne do
pisania i wkrecony w nig papier. Nagle pomysélata, ze tam jest napisane, co ma
teraz zrobi¢, jak to powiedzie¢, i nawet podniosta sie, ale Andrzej Mos wrdcil z
butelkg piwa w reku.

»Prawde méwiac, myslatem, ze pani jest z Czgstochowy. Nawet wydawalo mi
sie przez chwile, ze panig znam®

»Tak?*, ucieszyla si¢ Krysia.
»Nawet myslatem, ze...", jego oczy zablysly. Pociagnat z butelki spory tyk.
»Ze co?“

,Wie pani, jak to jest. Nie pamigta si¢ wszystkiego. Nie zawsze. Moze miedzy
nami co$ bylo? Na imprezie u...“

,»Nie, powiedziata szybko Krysia i poczula, ze robi si¢ czerwona. ,Nigdy pana
przedtem nie widziatam®

»Jak to, méwita pani, Ze mnie zna?“
»No tak, ale tylko pana glos®

»Moj glos? Boze, co pani kombinuje? Ja chyba $nie. Przychodzi do mnie lala,
twierdzi, ze mnie zna, ale widzi mnie pierwszy raz w zyciu. Zna tylko mdj glos...*

Nagle znieruchomiat z butelka przy ustach i wpil si¢ w Krysie wzrokiem.

»Juz wiem. Pani jest z UB. Znasz mdj glos, bo podstuchujesz moje telefony, tak?*

»Nie. Pracuj¢ w banku...”

»Dobra, dobra, ale ja juz dostalem paszport i wyjezdzam. Wyjezdzam,
rozumiesz? Do wolnego $wiata. Pakuje sie, jak widzisz. To juz koniec, nic
mi nie mozecie zrobi¢*.

»Niech pan nie...”
»Czego chcesz?“

»Pan mi sie $nil. Znalaztam pana przez ksiazke telefoniczng.“
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“Well, 'm going to have one”

He stood up and went into the kitchen. Krysia noticed a typewriter on the
desk with a piece of paper in it. Suddenly she got the idea that what she should
do and say next was written on it, so she got up to take a look, but Andrzej Mos

came back with a bottle of beer.

“Actually, I thought you were from Czgstochowa. For a while there I even
thought I knew you.”

“Really?” said Krysia, perking up.

“I even thought...” he said, his eyes shining. He took a large swig of the bottle.

“What?”
“You know how it is. You don’t remember everything. Not always. Was there
something between us? At the party at..”

“No,” said Krysia quickly and felt herself go red. “I've never seen you before”

“But didn’t you say you know me?”

“Yes, I do, but only your voice”
“My voice? God, what are you on about? I must be dreaming. A girl comes
round and insists she knows me, but it’s the first time she’s ever seen me in her

life. She only knows my voice...”

Suddenly he froze with the bottle to his lips and his eyes bored into Krysia.
“Now I know. You're from the secret police. You know my voice because you've

been tapping my phone, right?”
“No. Iworkin a bank...”

“All right, all right, but 've got my passport now and I'm leaving. I'm leaving,
get it? For the free world. I'm packing up, as you can see. It’s all over, you people

can’t do anything to me now””
“Please don't...”
“What do you want?”
“I dreamed about you. I found you through the phone book.”

The man lit a cigarette and stood up. He started pacing up and down the
cluttered room. Krysia took her identity card out of her handbag and placed it

open on the table.
“Please take a look, I'm not from the secret police”
He leaned over the table and looked at it.
“That doesn’t prove a thing;” he said. “You don’t write in an identity card that

: t poli do you?”
you re a secret policeman, do you.
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Megzczyzna zapalil papierosa i wstal. Zaczat chodzi¢ po zagraconym pokoju
od okna do drzwi. Krysia wyciagnela z torebki dowdd osobisty i potozyta otwarty
na stole.

»Niech pan popatrzy, nie jestem z zadnego UB*
Nachylit si¢ nad stotem i obejrzal dokument.

,»T0 niczego nie wyjasnia‘, powiedzial. ,,Przeciez w dowodzie nie wpisuje sie,
ze ubek®.

,»Co mam zrobi¢, Zeby mi pan uwierzyl?*

Stanat nad nig i palil papierosa.

»Wie pani co? Robi sie p6zno. Ja zaraz mam zamiar wyjs$¢. Jestem uméwiony.
Poza tym pakuje si¢. Musze pozalatwiaé rézne wazne sprawy*.

Krysia wzigta ze stotu swéj dowdd i wlozyta go do torebki. Gardlo jej si¢
zacisnelo bole$nie.

»T0 ja juz pdjde”

Nie protestowal. Odprowadzit jg do drzwi.

,Wiec $nitem sie pani?*

»Tak’, powiedziala wsuwajac pantofle.

,»1 znalazta mnie pani przez ksigzke telefoniczng?“
Kiwnela glowa.

»Do widzenia. Przepraszam®, powiedziata.

»Do widzenia®

Zbiegta po schodach i znalazla sie na ulicy. Szta w dot do dworca i ptakala.
Tusz z rzes rozpuszczal sie i szczypal w oczy; to dlatego swiat rozmazat sie
na $wietliste, kolorowe plamy. W kasie powiedzieli jej, ze ostatni pociag do
Wroctawia juz odszedl. Nastepny byl rano, wiec poszta do dworcowego baru
i zamowita herbate. Nic nie my$lata, patrzyla tylko na ptywajacy monotonnie
plasterek cytryny. Z peronéw do wnetrza dworca wplywala mglista wilgotna
noc. To nie dowéd, zeby nie wierzy¢ snom, pomyélata w koncu Krysia. One
zawsze majg sens, nigdy sie nie myla, to $wiat realny nie dorasta do porzadku
snu. Ksigzki telefoniczne ktamia, pociagi obierajg niewtasciwe kierunki, ulice
wygladaja zbyt podobnie, mylg si¢ litery w nazwach miast, ludzie zapominajg
wlasne imiona. Tylko sen jest prawdziwy. Wydalo jej sie, Ze znowu styszy ten
cieply, peten milosci gtos w lewym uchu.

»Zadzwonilem na informacje. Ostatni pociag do tej pani Nowej Rudy juz
odszedl, powiedzial Andrzej Mos i usiadt przy jej stoliku. Na mokrej ceracie
narysowal palcem krzyzyk. ,Rozmazala sie pani®
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“What can I do to convince you?”
He stood over her, smoking his cigarette.

“You know what? It’s getting late. I'm just on my way out. I have an appointment.
And besides, I'm packing. I've got all sorts of important things to see to””

Krysia took her identity card from the table and put it back in her handbag.
Her throat felt painfully tight.

“T'll be off, then”

He didn’t protest. He saw her to the door.

“So you dreamed about me?”

“Yes,” she said, slipping on her shoes.

“And you found me through the phone book?”
She nodded.

“Goodbye. I'm sorry; she said.

“Goodbye”

She ran down the stairs and found herself in the street. She walked down the
hill towards the station, crying. Her mascara ran and stung her eyes, turning the
world into a brightly coloured blur. At the ticket office she was told that the last
train for Wroctaw had just left. The next one was in the morning, so she went to
the station bar and ordered some tea. Her mind was a blank as she sat staring
at the slice of lemon floating limply in the glass. From the platforms a damp,
foggy night came drifting into the station hall. This is no reason not to believe
in dreams, it finally occurred to her. They always make sense, they never get it
wrong — it’s the real world that doesn’t live up to their perfection. Phone books
tell lies, trains go in the wrong direction, the letters in the names of cities get
mixed up, and people forget their own names. Only dreams are real. She thought
she could hear that warm voice full of love in her left ear again.
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“I called the travel information. The last train to Nowa Ruda has already
gone,” said Andrzej Mos, and sat down at her table. He drew a little cross on the
wet oilcloth. “Your make-up’s run”

She took out a handkerchief, wetted the corner with spit and wiped her eyelids.

“So you dreamed about me? It’s an incredible honour to be dreamed about
by someone you don’t know, who lives at the other end of the country... So what
happened in the dream?”

“Nothing. You just spoke to me.”

“What did I say?”
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Wyciagnela z torebki chusteczke, poélinila rozek i wytarta powieki.

»A wigc $nitem si¢ pani? To niezrozumiale wyrdznienie tak $ni¢ si¢ komus,
kogo si¢ nie zna, kto mieszka na drugim korncu kraju... No i co tam byto w tym
$nie?“

»Nic. Tylko pan do mnie méwil®

»Co mowilem?“

Ze jestem niezwykla i ze mnie pan kocha®

Pstryknal palcami i przeciagle spojrzal w sufit.

,Cz to za dziwaczny sposob poderwania faceta. Jestem pelen uznania®

Nie odezwala si¢. Malymi tyczkami saczyta herbate. ,,Chciatabym by¢ juz w
domu*, powiedziata po chwili.

»Chodzmy do mnie. Mam dwa pokoje‘.
»Nie. Poczekam tutaj*.
,»Jak pani chee®

Poszedt do bufetu i przyniost sobie kufel piwa.

@m »Mysle, ze nie jest pan A. Mosem. To znaczy tym, ktory mi sie $nil. Musialam
sie gdzie$ pomyli¢. Moze to inne miasto, nie Czgstochowa

»Moze®,

May Day

»Bede musiala znowu szukac¢*.

Mezczyzna gwalttownie postawit kufel na stole, az wylalo si¢ troche piwa.
,»Szkoda, Ze nie poznam rezultatow*.

»Ale gtos ma pan podobny*

»Chodzmy do mnie. Prze$pi sie pani na tdzku, a nie przy stoliku w barze®

Widzial, ze si¢ zawahata. Bez tego koszmarnego tuszu na rzesach wygladata
mlodziej. Zmeczenie rozpuscito wizerunek prowincjonalnej panci.

»Chodzmy*, powtorzyl, a ona wstata bez stowa.

Wziat jej bagaz i ruszyli z powrotem pod gére, pusta juz ulica Sienkiewicza.
»1 co bylo jeszcze w tym $nie?, zapytal, $cielac jej wersalke w duzym pokoju.
»Juz mi sie nie chce o tym méwic. To niewazne®.

»Napijemy sie piwa? Albo wédki na dobry sen? Moge jeszcze zapali¢?“

Przytakneta. Zniknat w kuchni, a ona po chwili wahania podeszta do
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“That I'm unusual and that you love me”

He snapped his fingers and took a long stare at the ceiling.
“What a crazy way to pick a guy up! I take my hat off to you”
She didn’t reply, just went on sipping her tea.

“I wish I was at home now;” she said at last.

“Let’s go to my place. I've got a spare bed”

“No. I'm going to wait here”

“As you wish?”

He went to the buffet and got himself a mug of beer.

“I don’t think you are A. Mos. I mean not the one I dreamed about. I must
have gone wrong somewhere. Maybe it’s another city, not Czestochowa.”

“Maybe”

“T'll have to look again”

The man plonked his mug down on the table with such force that he spilled
some beer.

“Pity I won't know the results.”

“But you do have a similar voice”
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“Let’s go to my place. You can spend the night in a bed, not at a bar table

He could see that she was wavering. Without the ghastly mascara she looked
younger, less provincial.

“Let’s go,” he repeated, and she stood up without a word.

He took her luggage and they went back up the hill. Sienkiewicz Street was
deserted now.

“And what else was in the dream?” he asked, as he made up the sofa-bed in
the main room for her.

“I don’t want to talk about it any more. It doesn’t matter.”

“Shall we have a beer? Or some vodka as a nightcap? Mind if T light up?”

She agreed. He disappeared into the kitchen, and after a moment’s hesitation
she went up to the typewriter. Before she had even read the title of the poem
written there her heart began to beat. It said: “A Night in Mariand”. She stood
over the typewriter as if rooted to the spot. Behind her, clattering about in the
kitchen, was Amos from her dream, a real, live skinny man with bloodshot eyes,
someone who knew everything and understood everything, who entered into
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maszyny. Zanim jeszcze przeczytala tytul jakiego$ wiersza, zaczelo jej bic serce.
Tytul brzmial: Noc w Mariandzie. Stala nad maszyna jak sparalizowana. Za jej
plecami, w kuchni pobrzekiwal szklem Amos z jej snu, zywy, cieply, szczupty
mezczyzna o zaczerwienionych oczach, kto$, kto wszystko wie i wszystko
rozumie, kto wchodzi w ludzkie sny, sieje tam mifo$¢ i niepokoj, ktos, kto
porusza $wiatem, jakby $wiat byl kurtyna, ktéra zastania sie jaka$ inng prawde,
prawde nieuchwytna, bo nie podparta rzeczami, zdarzeniami, niczym trwatym.

Dotkneta drzacym palcem klawisza.
»Pisz¢ wiersze®, powiedzial za jej plecami. ,Wydalem nawet tomik*®
Nie mogla sie odwrdcié.

»No, prosze, niech pani siada. Teraz to juz nie ma znaczenia. Jad¢ do wolnego
$wiata. Napisze do pani, jak mi pani da adres®

Uslyszala jego glos tuz za soba, po lewej stronie.

»Podoba sie pani? Czyta pani poezje? To tylko szkic, jeszcze go nie
skonczylem. Podoba si¢ pani?“

Spuscita glowe. W uszach dudnita jej krew. Dotknat delikatnie jej ramienia.
»Cos sie stalo?®, zapytal.

Odwrdcita si¢ do niego i zobaczyla wpatrzone w siebie ciekawie oczy. Poczula
jego zapach - papierosow, kurzu i papieru. Przytulila si¢ do tego zapachu i stali
tak bez ruchu kilka minut. Jego rece uniosly si¢ i zawahaly przez chwilg, a potem
zaczely ja gladzi¢ po plecach.

»A jednak to ty, znalaztam ci¢®, powiedziala szeptem.
Dotknat palcem jej policzka i pocatowal ja.
»Niech ci bedzie®.

Wsunal palce w jej tlenione wlosy i przyssat sie do jej ust. Potem pociagnal ja
na wersalke i zaczal rozbiera¢. Nie podobalo sie¢ jej to, byto zbyt gwaltowne, nie
czula przyjemnodci, ale to mialo by¢ jak ofiara. Musiala na wszystko pozwoli¢,
wigc wysuwala sie z garsonki i bluzki, i pasa do poriczoch, i biustonosza. Jego
chuda klatka piersiowa przesunela si¢ przed jej oczami - sucha i kanciasta jak
kamien.

»No to jak mnie styszala$ w tym $nie?, zapytal rozdyszanym szeptem.
Moéwites mi w uchu®

AW ktérym uchu?®

W lewym®

»Tutaj?*, zapytal i wsunat jej jezyk do ucha.
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people’s dreams, sowing love and anxiety, someone who moved the world aside as
if it were a curtain concealing some other, elusive truth.

Her fingers trembled as she touched the keys.
“I write poetry;” he said behind her. “I've even published a small volume.”
She couldn’t turn round.

“Do sit down. It doesn’t matter any more, because I'm off to the free world
now. Give me your address and I'll write to you.”

She could hear his voice just behind her, in her left ear.

“Do you like it? Do you read poetry? It’s just a draft, I haven’t finished it yet.
Do you like it?”

She let her head drop. The blood was pounding in her ears. He gently touched
her arm.

“What’s the matter?” he asked.

She turned round to face him and saw his eyes fixed on her curiously. She
could smell his scent - of cigarettes, dust and paper. She snuggled up to that
scent, and they stood there without moving for several minutes. For a while he
held his hands away from her, wavering, then he began to stroke her back.

“It is you, I've found you,” she whispered.

He touched her cheek and kissed her.

feq feyy
)
S

“If you like”

He pushed his fingers into her peroxide hair and pressed his lips to hers. Then
he pulled her onto the sofa-bed and started to undress her. She didn’t like this, it
was too abrupt, she wasn't going to enjoy it, but it had to be done, like a sacrifice.
She had to allow him anything, so she slipped out of her dress, and her blouse,
her suspender belt and bra. His thin rib cage loomed before her eyes, dry and
angular like a stone.

“So how did you hear me in the dream?” he asked in a breathy whisper.
“You spoke in my ear”

“Which one?”

“The left one”

“Here?” he asked and slipped his tongue into her ear.

She squeezed her eyelids shut. She could no longer break free. It was too
late. He was pinning her down with the whole weight of his body, touching her,
penetrating her, piercing her. But somehow she knew that this had to happen,
that she had to give Amos his due first, before shed be able to take him away with
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Zacisnela powieki. Juz si¢ nie mogta uwolni¢. Bylto za p6zno. Przygniatat ja
calym cigzarem ciala, dopadt ja, penetrowal, przebijal. Ale skads wiedziala, ze
tak wlasnie musi by¢, ze najpierw trzeba da¢ Amosowi to, co mu si¢ nalezy, zeby
potem jego samego mdc zabra¢ ze sobg i posadzi¢ przed domem jak roéline,
jak wielkie drzewo. Dlatego poddata si¢ temu obcemu cialu, a nawet objela je
niezdarnie rekami i wlaczyta si¢ w rytmiczny dziwaczny taniec.

»Niech ci¢ szlag®, powiedzial potem mezczyzna i zapalil papierosa.
Krysia ubrala si¢ i usiadfa przy nim. Nalal wédki do dwdéch kieliszkow.
»Jak ci bylo?*, spojrzal na nig krotko i wypit wodke.

»Dobrze*, odpowiedziata.

,Chodzmy spac*.

JTeraz?“

»Jutro masz pociag.“

JWiem"

JTrzeba nastawi¢ budzik"

A. Mos powlokt sie do lazienki. Krysia siedziata bez ruchu i przygladata si¢
$wiatyni Amosa. Sciany byly pomalowane na pomaranczowo, ale w zimnym
$wietle jarzeniowek stawaly si¢ nieprzyjemnie sine. W miejscu gdzie od $ciany
odstawala stomiana mata, wida¢ byto bardziej jaskrawy kolor pomarariczy.
Wydalo jej sig, ze $wiecil, ze razit w oczy. Przy oknie wisiata okopcona
papierosowym dymem firanka, a po prawej stala opustoszala meblo$cianka z
maszyna do pisania, w ktorej tkwita Noc w Mariandzie.

»Dlaczego mnie pokochales?®, zapytata go, kiedy wrdcil. ,,Czym si¢ r6zni¢ od
innych ludzi?“

»1y jeste$ walnieta, jak Boga kocham®

Znowu mial na sobie te roztazgcg si¢ na piersiach pasiastg pizame.

»Co to znaczy, Ze jestem walnigta?“

»Jeste$ wariatka. Odbito ci

Nalat sobie kieliszek wodki i przechylil go jednym haustem. Powiedziat:

»Przyjechatas do nieznajomego faceta przez pot Polski. Opowiedziatas mu
swdj sen i poszlas z nim do 16zka. To tyle. Jestes walnieta®

»Dlaczego mnie zwodzisz? Dlaczego nie przyznasz si¢, Ze jestes Amosem i
wiesz o mnie wszystko*

»Nie jestem zadnym Amosem. Nazywam si¢ Andrzej Mos®
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her and plant him in front of her home like a huge tree. And so she surrendered
to the alien body, and even embraced it awkwardly, joining in the bizarre,
rhythmical dance.

“Cheers,” the man said afterwards and lit a cigarette.
Krysia got dressed and sat down beside him. He poured vodka into two shot

glasses.
“How was it for you?” he asked, briefly glancing at her and draining the vodka.

“Fine,” she replied.
“Let’s get some sleep””

“Already?”

“You've got a train to catch tomorrow.”

“T know.”
“Td better set the alarm.”

A. Mos shuffled off to the bathroom. Krysia sat still and looked around
Amos’s temple. The walls were painted orange, but the cold fluorescent light
made them look a dull shade of blue. Where a patch of hessian had come away
from the wall she could see a brighter orange colour. It seemed to be shining,
dazzling her. A curtain yellow with cigarette smoke hung at the window, and
to her right stood the abandoned desk and the typewriter with “A Night in

Mariand” in it.
“Why did you fall in love with me?” she asked when he came back. “What
makes me different from other people?”

“For God'’s sake, you're cracked”

“What do you mean, I'm cracked?”

“You're crazy. Off your rocker”

He poured himself a shot of vodka and downed it in one.

“You came half way across Poland to see a complete stranger;,” he said. “You
told him your dream and you went to bed with him. That’s it. You're cracked”

“Why are you lying to me? Why don’t you admit youre Amos and you know
all about me?”

“I'm not Amos. My name’s Andrzej Mos.”
“What about Mariand?”
“What Mariand?”

“A Night in Mariand. What’s Mariand?”
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»A Mariand?“

»Jaki Mariand?“

»Noc w Mariandzie. Co to jest Mariand?“
Roze$mial si¢ i usiadl przy niej na krzesle.

»To knajpa na Rynku. Przychodza tam wszystkie miejscowe menele i pija
wode. Napisatem o tym wiersz. Wiem, ze jest marny. Pisalem lepsze kawalki®.

Patrzyla na niego z niedowierzaniem.

Powrotna podroz byla petna trzasku zamykanych drzwi - trzaskaly drzwi
do nocnego pociagu, drzwi przedziatéw, ubikacji dworcowych, autobuséw. W
koncu gtucho trzasnely drzwi wejsciowe do domu. Krysia rzucita torbe i polozyla
sie na tézku. Spala caly dzien. A gdy wieczorem zaniepokojona matka zawolala
ja na kolacje, Krysia zapomniala, ze gdziekolwiek wyjezdzata. Sen, jak gumbka,
wymazat calg podrdz. Ktérejs z nastepnych nocy Krysia uslyszata w swoim
lewym uchu znajomy glos: ,To ja, Amos, gdzie byta§?“

»Jak to, nie wiesz, gdzie mogtam by¢?“ ,Nie wiem", odpowiedzial. ,Czy nie
wedrujesz razem ze mna?“ Glos zamilkl, Krysi wydalo sig, ze to milczenie byto
wyrazem jakiego$ zawstydzenia. ,,Nigdy nie odchodz tak daleko®, odezwal si¢
w jej uchu po chwili. ,Co to dla ciebie znaczy daleko?*, zapytala go ze zloscia.
Chyba wystraszyl si¢ tego tonu, bo umilkl, a Krysia musiala si¢ obudzi¢.

Po tej wyprawie do Czgstochowy nic juz nie bylo takie samo jak przedtem.
Ulice w Nowej Rudzie wyschly, zalalo je storice. Dziewczyny ustawialy na
biurkach bukiety z forsycji. Schodzit lakier z paznokci, u nasady tlenionych
wloséw pojawily sie ciemne odrosty i popychaly jasne koncéwki ku ramionom.
W potudnie otwierano wielkie okno w sali bankowej i ptynal przez nie gwar z
ulicy - glosy dzieci, smugi hatasu samochoddw, nagly pospieszny stuk damskich
szpilek, trzepot skrzydet gotebi. Wychodzilo si¢ z pracy z przyjemnoscia. Waskie
uliczki kusily, zeby nimi przej$¢, popatrze¢ w twarz ludziom, zapamietad jaki$
szczegolny podwoérkowy pejzazyk. Zapraszaly kawiarnie, zadymione przestrzenie
pelne ciekawych spojrzen i leniwych rozméw. I dalej: nie$miertelnos¢ kaw
parzonych w szklankach, dzwonkowaty dzwiek aluminiowych tyzeczek.

W maju Krysia poszta do jasnowidza i zapytala go o swoja przysztosc.
Jasnowidz postawil jej horoskop, a potem diugo koncentrowat si¢ z zamknietymi
oczami.

,»Co chcesz wiedzie¢?, zapytal jg.

»Co ze mna bedzie?", powiedziala, a on musial widzie¢ pod powiekami jakie$
rozlegle przestrzenie, bo jego galki oczne poruszaly si¢ w lewo i w prawo, jakby
ogladaly wewnetrzne krajobrazy.

Krysia zapalila papierosa i czekala. Jasnowidz zobaczyl popielate doliny, a w
nich resztki miast i wiosek, obraz byt nieruchomy, martwy, spopielony i z kazda
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He laughed and sat on a chair beside her.

“It's a pub in the market place. All the local boozers drink there. I wrote a
poem about it. I know it’s bad. I've written better things”

She stared at him incredulously.

The return journey was filled with the crash of closing doors - the door of the
night train crashed shut, as did the doors of compartments, station lavatories and
buses. Finally the front door of the house gave a hollow crash behind her. Krysia
threw down her bag and went to bed. She slept all day, and when her anxious
mother called her down to dinner in the evening, Krysia had forgotten that she
had been anywhere at all. Sleep, like an eraser, had wiped out the entire journey.
A few nights later Krysia heard the familiar voice in her left ear. “It's me, Amos,
where have you been?”

“How come you don't know where I've been?” “I don’t,” he replied. “Don’t
you travel about with me?” she asked. The voice fell silent. Krysia felt that this
silence expressed some sort of embarrassment. “Never go so far away again,” he
answered in her ear shortly after. “What do you mean by far away?” she asked
him angrily. Maybe her tone frightened him, because he said nothing, and Krysia
had to wake up.

After the trip to Czg¢stochowa nothing was the same. The streets of Nowa
Ruda dried out and were flooded with sunshine. The girls put bunches of
forsythia on their desks. The varnish began to peel oft Krysia’s nails, the roots
of her peroxide hair grew dark and the fair ends worked their way down to her
shoulders. At noon a large window in the banking hall was opened, letting the
din from the street flood in - children’s voices, the noise of cars streaming by, the
rapid clatter of stiletto heels, and the flutter of pigeons” wings. It was a pleasure to
leave work. The narrow streets beckoned you to enter, to look at the people’s faces
and be reminded of a painting of a courtyard scene. The cafés were inviting, their
smoke-filled expanses full of curious glances and idle conversation. Even better,
they offered the timeless fragrance of coffee brewing in glasses and the clink of
metal teaspoons.
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In May Krysia went to see a clairvoyant and asked him about her future. The
clairvoyant read her horoscope, then spent a long time concentrating with his
eyes shut.

“What do you want to know?” he asked her.

“What’s going to happen to me?” she said, and he must have been able to see
into distant space beneath his eyelids, because his eyeballs kept moving from left
to right as if he were surveying inner landscapes.

Krysia lit a cigarette and waited. The clairvoyant saw ash-grey valleys, with the
remains of cities and villages. The scene was dead still, and was growing dimmer
from moment to moment. The sky was orange, low and thin as nylon. There was
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chwila blaknat. Niebo w nim bylo pomaranczowe, niskie i lekkie jak poszycie
namiotu. Nic si¢ nie poruszalo, nie bylo zadnego wiatru, ani okruszka zycia.
Drzewa przypominaly kamienne stupy, jakby dotknat je ten sam wzrok co zone
Lota. Wydawalo mu sig, ze slyszy, jak delikatnie trzeszcza. Nie bylo tam ani Krysi,
ani jego samego, ani kogokolwiek. Nie wiedzial, co ma powiedzie¢. Poczul tylko
skurcz w brzuchu ze strachu, ze bedzie musiat teraz klamac i zmyélac.

»Nigdy nie umiera sie raz na zawsze. Twoja dusza bedzie tu przychodzi¢
jeszcze wiele razy, az znajdzie to, czego szuka®, powiedzial, a potem wzial glebszy
oddech i dodal: ,Wyjdziesz za maz i urodzisz dziecko. Bedzie chorowa¢, a ty
bedziesz o nie dba¢. Twoj maz bedzie od ciebie starszy i uczyni ci¢ wdowa. Twoje
dziecko odejdzie od ciebie, wyjedzie daleko, moze za ocean. Bedziesz bardzo
stara, kiedy umrzesz. Umieranie sprawi ci przyjemno$c®

To tyle. Krysia odeszla spokojna, bo to wszystko wiedziala. Niepotrzebnie
wydatla pienigdze. Mogtaby za nie kupi¢ seledynowa bluzeczke bouclé, jakie
przychodzily w paczkach z zagranicy. W nocy znowu ustyszata glos Amosa.
Powiedzial: ,Kocham cig, jeste$ niezwykta osoba®

W poéténie wydawalo si¢ jej, ze rozpoznala ten glos, Ze ma pewno$¢, do kogo
nalezy, i usneta szczesliwa. Ale jak to bywa ze snami i potsnami, rano wszystko
odplynelo i zostalo jej tylko niejasne wrazenie, ze co$ wie, tylko nie bardzo
rozumie co. I to bylo wszystko.

Olga Tokarczuk (1962) studiowata psychologie na
Uniwersytecie Warszawskim. Zadebiutowata w 1992
roku powiescia Podroz ludzi ksiegi. W 1995 roku ukazata
sie jej kolejna powies¢ E.E. a nastepnie Prawiek i inne
czasy (1996), Dom dzienny, dom nocny (1998) i zbior
opowiadan Gra na wielu bebenkach (2000). Ksigzki

Tokarczuk zostaty przettumaczone m. in. na francuski,
niemiecki i hiszpanski. Autorka mieszka i pracuje w
Sudetach.




nothing moving, not a breath of wind, not a hint of life. The trees looked like
stone pillars, as if frozen by the same sight as Lot’s wife. He thought he could hear
them creaking gently. Krysia wasn’t in this landscape, nor was he there either, nor
anyone. He didn’t know what to say. He only felt a spasm of fear in his stomach at
the thought that now he would have to lie and invent something.

“No one dies for ever. Your soul will come back again many times, until it
finds what it’s looking for,” he said, then took a deep breath and added, “You'll get
married and have a child. It will fall ill, and you’ll look after it. Your husband will
be older than you and will leave you a widow. Your child will go away from you,
far away, over the ocean perhaps. You will be very old when you die. Dying will
not cause you pain.”

That was all. Krysia went away calm, because she knew all that already. She
had spent her money in vain. She could have bought a willow-green bouclé
blouse of the sort that were arriving in bundles from abroad. In the night she
heard Amos’s voice again. “I love you, you're an unusual person,” he said.

In her sleepy state she thought she recognized the voice, and felt sure she
knew whose it was, and she fell asleep happy. But as happens with dreams and
semi-dreams, in the morning it had all melted away and she was left with nothing
but a vague impression of knowing something, without being quite sure what.
And that was all.
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Translated by Antonia Lloyd-Jones

Olga Tokarczuk (1962) studied psychology at Warsaw
University. Her first novel, The Journey of the People of
the Book, was published in 1992. Her further novels
include E.E. (1995), Time Immemorial and Other Times
(1996), House of Day, House of Night (1998) and Playing
Many Drums (2000). Her books have been translated
into several languages, including French, German and
Spanish. She lives and works in the Sudety region of
south-western Poland.
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Mehis Heinsaar

Liblikmees

Kui Anselm tsirkusedirektori kabinetti sisenes, vajus ta suu imestusest
ammuli - talle tundus, nagu istunuks hetk aega tagasi otse tema ees asetseva
laua taga kalapeaga mees. Ent arvatavasti see toesti ainult viirastus talle nii,
sest hetk hiljem kukkus teda sealtsamast laua tagant sdimama téiesti
normaalne - viike, paks ja kiilakas meesolevus: ,,Kuidas te julgete ilma
koputamata minu kabinetti siseneda — milline tilbus! Ukse peal oli ju silt, et
mul on praegu louna - tdesti, lausa ennekuulmatu ebaviisakus. Kelleks te end
oige peate ja misasja te siit iildse otsite, kui kiisida tohib. Véi ei - parem kaduge
kus see ja teine!“

Aga Anselm otsustas siiski mitte nii kergelt alla anda, sest tal oli kindel
plaan saada Boruslawski maagilisse tsirkusesse toole.

»Ma toesti viga vabandan, hérra direktor, ...kui te seda ikka olete,*
ent nihes paksukese drrituvat nagu, veendus Anselm, et tegu on siiski
Boruslawski endaga. ,,Khm, niisiis, hérra direktor, julgen nimelt otse vilja
delda, et mul on soov saada teie tsirkusesse mustkunstniku kohta.“ Seda
kuuldes muutus paksuke korraga valvsaks, kiiruga libistas ta end toolilt
maha ning sibas dhkides Anselmi nina alla, puurides oma kummalised
pungsilmad teise omadesse: ,,Nii, nii — voi siis sinnapoole te rihite. Kas te
lugesite kuulutuse ikka hoolikalt 1dbi?“ , Aga selle peale ma ju tulingi, imestas
Anselm teise umbusklikkust. ,,Just, just, aga siis pidite ka mirkama, et meilt
saab t66d vaid tdeline oma ala meister,” ja paksukese suunurk tdmbus dkki
muigvele, ,,on teil ehk mingi dokument tihes, mis seda toendaks voi ehk
hookuspookuste nimekiri?“ Sddrane surveavaldus muutis Anselmi héile juba
veidi ebakindlamaks: ,,Noh, mingeid pabereid mul kiill ette ndidata pole,“
pomises ta maha vaadates, ,,aga ma vdin kaardimaja mone hetkega valmis
teha ja kiitilikuid paarikaupa torukiibarast vélja tirida ning publiku hulgast
oma kikilipsu...“ Siinkohal katkestas Anselm oma loetelu, sest Boruslawski
muigamine oli juba itsitamiseks tile ldinud. ,,Seda ma arvasin,“ lausus ta
viimaks, ,,kulla mees, see on ju iganenud repertuaar, te voite neil aladel olla nii
tubli kui tahes, aga tinapéeval ei koida see enam publikut. Mingid kiitilikud ja
kaardid ja muu tilu-lilu.

Votame kasvoi meie eelmise mustkunstniku, Ernesto. Temaga vois juba
enam-vihem rahule jadda. Ernesto ampluaa oli nimelt Pisikeste Asjade
Moondamine - ja sel alal oli ta tdesti meister. Naiteks vois ta jollitada mone
pealtvaataja tasku-uuri, kuni see koige ehtsamaks linavastrikuks muutus,
voi pornitseda kellegi pintsakun66bi vaskkrossiks — kikitegu tema kées.
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Mehis Heinsaar

Butterfly Man

When Anselm entered the circus director’s office, his jaw dropped in
amazement — it seemed to him that a moment ago the man sitting at the desk
there in front of him had the head of a fish. However, it must just have been
a trick of the eye because, next second, a perfectly normal - small, fat, bald
- man began yelling at him: “How dare you come into my office without
knocking? What cheek! It says on the door that 'm having lunch, doesn’t it?
Who do you think you are and what do you want, may I ask? Or better not
— just get the hell out of here!”

Anselm was not going to give in so easily because he was determined to
get a job at the Boruslawski magic circus.

“I'm really awfully sorry, sir ... you are the director, I presume,” but on
seeing the man’s face cloud over, he knew it was indeed Boruslawski himself.
“Er, well, Mr Boruslawski, I'll be quite frank with you - I'd like to get the
conjurer’s job in your circus” On hearing this, the little man suddenly grew
attentive, he quickly slipped off his chair, scurried, panting, over to Anselm
and stared up into his face with his goggly eyes. “Ah, so that’s what you're after.
Did you read the advertisement carefully?” “I did,” said Anselm, somewhat
surprised at the man’s suspicious gaze. “In that case you must have noticed that
only a really skilled master stands a chance here,” and suddenly the corners
of the man’s mouth turned up into a smile. “Perhaps you’ve got some
document to prove your skill or a list of tricks that you can perform?” Anselm’s
voice took on a slightly less secure tone: “T don’t think I have any papers;” he
mumbled, staring at the ground, “but I can build a house of cards in a jiffy
and pull pairs of rabbits out of a hat and ...” Anselm halted as Boruslawski’s
grin turned into a sneer. “Just as I thought,” he said, “my dear man, that’s all
old hat, it doesn’'t matter how good you are at it, rabbits, cards and all that stuff
just don't grab audiences today. Let me tell you about our last conjurer Ernesto.
He was quite on the ball. His forte was Transforming Small Objects - and he
was a true master. For example, he could gaze at a spectator’s watch until it
turned into a real wagtail, or stare someone’s jacket button into a copper coin
- easy as pie for him! Once he even turned a lady’s shoelace into a blindworm.
Admittedly, the lady had a heart attack, but what a trick, eh? Ernesto’s
performances often dragged on until midnight, but the audiences were
prepared to stick it out quite happily, because it was real art. Do you
understand?” Anselm nodded in deference. “But what happened to him?”
“What happened, what happened - what usually happens in these cases.
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Kord suutis see mees ithe daami kingapaela koguni vaskussiks moondada,
daam sai kiill ataki, aga trikk missugune — eks ole!? Ernesto etteasted venisid
sageli kiill keskooni vilja, aga samas oli publik roomuga valmis kannatama,
sest tegemist oli toelise kunstiga. Moistate?“ Anselm noogutas aukartlikult
pead: ,,Aga mis siis temaga 1opuks juhtus?“ ,,Mis juhtus, mis juhtus - tavaline
asi sadraste puhul, mida rohkem annet, seda vihem arukust. Mees piitidis
ithel etendusel pingpongipallist kuldkera vilja pornitseda - ja viimaks sai
ajurabanduse. Hindas oma voimeid lihtsalt iile... Aga niiiid, andke andeks,
hakkas mul veidi kiire. Ja teid enese juurde todle votta ei saa ma kahjuks
kuidagi, sest meil kdib siin haritud publik ning teiesugused vilistatakse kahjuks
vilja - nii et head péeva.”

»T'dhendab, mind pole siin maailmas enam kellelegi vaja,“ mdtles Anselm
meelemasenduses, ,ja tott-6elda pole ma oma oskustest ju isegi mingit rodmu
veel eales tundnud, nii et Boruslawskil on tdielik 6igus mind vilja visata.”
Norguspii poordus ta minekule.

Ukselinki puudutades murdus Anselmis miski ja see miski eraldus temast
trobikonna liblikate kujul ning kandus mooda direktori kabinetti laiali.
Anselmil hakkas niitid korraga véga kiire — néost lubivalgeks muutudes hakkas
ta kitega vehkides noid holjujaid taga ajama, purustades seejuures mitu
lillevaasi ning ithe kuldkalakestega akvaariumi. Kui ta mone liblika kitte sai,
krompsutas ta selle sealsamas ka kohe éra, ise poolmetsistunud pilgul direktori
poole kiigates, kes omakorda tardunud poosis mustkunstnikku jélgis.

»Mul on parajasti 1ounaaeg, piitidis Anselm end tobedalt vilja vabandada,
»ja ma olen oma so0giaegade suhtes viga tipne.“ Seejérel, saades aru, kui
jaburas olukorras ta on, pages mustkunstnik kiiruga ruumist vélja.

Trepist alla joostes tundis Anselm, et keegi on tal dhkides kannul, ning
ta lisas hoogu. Ent vilisukse juures sai himmastavat kiirust tiles ndidanud
tsirkusedirektor pogeneja siiski kitte: ,Kuhu te ometi tormate, mees — see, mis
te minu kabinetis dsja korraldasite, oli ju koige ehtsam klounaad, ja pealegi
need kirjud liblikad, mis teie kehast eraldusid...“

»-.. 0h, ma palun, palun drge norige mu ihuvea kallal,“ katkestas teda
Anselm, ,ma olen selle pérast niigi kiillalt palju kannatanud. See on alati nii, et
kui ma midagi véga siigavalt 14bi elan, hakkab neid minu ihust lenduma, ning
see viib mind alati endast vilja. Juba koolis kiusati mind selle pérast taga ning
mu ldhimad sugulased ja isegi nemad négid minus potentsiaalset vardjat, kuigi
mu moistus oli ja on igati normaalne.

Ainult iiks maniakaalne naisbioloog tundis minu fenomeni vastu
loomuvastast huvi ja hakkas koguni mu armukeseks, et saaks aga pohjalikult
mind uurida. Kiill avastas ta minu ihuliblikais sarviknaksureid, kiill mingeid
angelheina-kirivaksikuid, tile koige aga meeldisid talle suur-kiirgliblikad, mis
eraldusid minust ihulise ekstaasi ajal. Uldse aga loendas ta neid kokku iile
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The more talented, the less brains. One evening he tried to stare a ping-pong
ball into a golden globe and suffered a stroke. Overestimated his own powers...
and now, I'm afraid you’ll have to excuse me, I'm in a bit of a hurry. There’s no
way I can offer you a job here, our audiences are well-educated, they will boo
you off. So, good day to you”

“Nobody in this world needs me anymore,” thought Anselm in despair,
“and to tell the truth ... Boruslawski is quite right to throw me out” Downcast,
he turned to go.

As he touched the door handle, something in Anselm snapped and
separated from him in the form of a swarm of butterflies, scattering in all
directions around the director’s office. Anselm turned deathly pale and started
to flap his arms about, trying to catch the fluttering creatures. In the process he
smashed a few vases and an aquarium with a few goldfish in it. The butterflies
he caught he stuffed into his mouth, casting wild glances towards the director,
who was standing petrified, watching the conjurer’s every move.

“I usually have lunch at this time,” was Anselm’s stupid explanation. “And
I want to keep to my meal times.” Realising how feeble this sounded, the
conjurer fled from the room.

As he ran downstairs, he heard someone panting behind him, and ran
faster. At the front door, however, the director caught up with the fugitive.
“Hey - what’s the big hurry? What you just showed me, all those butterflies —
that was brilliant!”
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“... Oh, please, don't mock my disability; interrupted Anselm. “I've suffered
enough already. It’s always the same, every time I experience a strong emotion,
these creatures start flying off my body. I was bullied at school for it, and my
relatives, even my parents, saw me as some kind of freak although I've always
been of perfectly sound mind.

Only a maniac biologist once took a perverse interest in my phenomenon;
actually, she became my mistress in order to examine me more thoroughly.
Among my body butterflies she found marsh carpets and bagworm moths,
but she took a particular fancy to the purple emperors who emerged when
I experienced physical ecstasy. She counted over five hundred species, each
supposedly indicating a particular mood of mine. I finally got fed up with her
nonsense and sent her packing. So now you know.”

“But it’s simply fantastic!” exclaimed the director, overjoyed. “Your biologist
was a gem and you, my dear young friend, are a great magician. Tomorrow
you will be our star attraction - if you're happy with that, of course - and your
salary will be tripled. Come and meet your wonderful colleagues, who will
show you your quarters.” The flushed director dragged Anselm to the back
rooms and pressed an unexpectedly large sum of money into his hand. “This is
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viiesaja liigi, iga liik pidavat vastama erinevale meeleseisundile minus. Viimaks
sai mul tema tobedast fanatismist villand ja ma ajasin ta minema, niitid te
siis teate.”

00, see on lihtsalt fantastiline,“ hiiiiatas seepeale tilirodmsaks muutunud
direktor, ,,see teie bioloog oli lihtsalt kullatiikk ja teie, mu noor sdber, olete
niitidsest suur maag ja volur, seda ma garanteerin teile. Juba homsest olete
meie tsirkuse peaesineja — muidugi kui te ise sellega nous olete - ja tasu saate
kolmekordse. Tulge ja tutvuge niitid aga oma suurepiraste kolleegidega, kes
juhatavad teile ka 6omaja kitte, ja Ghetav direktor vedas Anselmi tsirkuse
tagaruumidesse ning surus talle seal pihku ootamatult suure summa raha.
»See on avansiks. Irmgiird!“ hoikas ta seejrel kuskile tahapoole: ,,Tule ja
tutvusta meie noorele volurile tema uut kodu.“ Seda 6elnud, tegi direktor
Anselmi suunas kerge kummarduse ja lahkus.

Irmgiirdiks hiiitu osutus tohutuks, hiiglakasvu naisterahvaks, kelle pikkus
vois tletada isegi kolme meetri piiri. Ta paksud punased juuksed olid pdimitud
hobusepatsi ning kui ta naeratas, paljastus naise suus rida teravaid valgeid
hambaid. ,,Irmgiird, l6vide vditja,“ tutvustas ta end madalal ja nurruval héilel
ning ulatas Anselmile ke, mis oli tdis kriimustusi. ,V4ga tore — mina olen
Anselm — keskpédrane mustkunstnik ja niitidsest voib mind vist ka liblikmeheks
hiitida,“ kohmas Anselm totralt oma jalgu pornitsedes. Irmgiird aga haaras
muigvel sui tema kasivarrest ning nonda liks see imelik paar tsirkuse
tagaruumidega tutvuma.

Seal kohtas Anselm tisnagi kummalist inimgaleriid, sattudes otsekui
mingisse veidrasse unendomaailma. Ta négi seal ldbipaistva ihuga meest
istumas kesk ldbipaistmatu ihuga kaunitare, kes olid palgatud vist tema
haaremiks, ta ndgi iiht vana kortsulist naist, kel kasvas otsaees pikk valge sarv
ja kelle mahe hingedhk meenutas Anselmile mingit unustuseh6lma vajunud
maailma. Lae all holjusid ringi kaks kasitiibset last ja nende lend meenutas
vigagi nahkhiire oma. Veel oli seal grupp erinevaid harjutusi sooritavaid
akrobaate, kelle isedrasuseks oli see, et nende nahk oli kalasoomustega kaetud.
Ja koigi nende tegelaste timber sagis arvutu hulk teenreid, valmis tditma
yartistide® pisimaidki soove.

Anselm tundis end selle seltskonna keskel liikudes iisnagi ebakindlalt,
ning jarjest keerulisem oli tal aru saada sellest, kas siia on mingi hunnik
virdjaid maailma erinevaist paigust kokku tassitud voi on tegemist toesti
haruldaste, imeliste olenditega, kelle hulka niitidsest temalgi on au kuuluda.
Kui Irmgiird veel Anselmilt kiisis, mida ta oma uuest kollektiivist ka arvab,
oskas too ainult areldi dlgu kehitades vastata: ,,Voib-olla oleks siiski parem, kui
ma keskpirase mustkunstnikuna oleksin kusagil mujal oma ametit jatkanud
- siin votab kuidagi kdhedaks.“

Sddrane jutt ajas Irmgiirdi sootuks marru, ta haaras Anselmi mantlikraest
kinni ja tdmbas liblikmehe nagu takukoonla oma uhkete rindade vahele. ,,Sa
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an advance. Irmgiird!” he yelled. “Come and show our young magician his
new home!” The director made a slight bow and left.

Irmgiird turned out to be a huge woman, possibly more than three metres
tall. Her thick red hair was tied back in a ponytail and her smile revealed a row
of sharp white teeth. “Irmgiird, lion tamer;” she introduced herself in a low
purring voice and held out a scratched hand. “Glad to meet you - I'm Anselm
- mediocre conjurer and I suppose you could now call me butterfly man too,”
muttered Anselm, staring foolishly at his feet. Smiling, Irmgiird took him by
the arm and the odd couple went to explore backstage.

Anselm saw a really weird selection of people there, it was rather like
wandering into some kind of strange dream world. He saw a man with a
transparent body surrounded by gorgeous women with non-transparent
bodies, who seemed to form his harem; he saw an old wrinkled woman
with a long white horn growing out of her forehead and whose sweet breath
reminded Anselm of a long-forgotten world. Two children with wings for arms
were floating near the ceiling and their flight resembled that of bats. There was
also a troupe of acrobats practising various routines, who were distinctive in
that their skin was covered in fish-scales. Countless attendants were bustling
around everywhere, ready to satisfy every whim of the “artistes”.

Anselm felt distinctly uneasy as he moved through this company, and it
grew harder for him to work out if this was just a collection of freaks from
different parts of the world or if these were rare and wonderful creatures
whose ranks he now had the honour of joining. When Irmgiird asked him
what he thought of his new colleagues, he shrugged shyly and replied: “Maybe
I would be better off as a mediocre conjurer somewhere else - it’s rather
intimidating here””
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This comment really made Irmgiird fly off the handle; she grabbed Anselm
by the collar and clasped him between her magnificent breasts. “You're just
a stupid little shithead to talk like that,” she rasped viciously, “do you think
I'm some kind of monster too? Maybe I should be ashamed of my might and
beauty, is that it?” For the duration of this tirade Anselm was forced to look
into her dark green eyes and breathe in the heady smell of musk emanating
from between her breasts; suddenly a huge cloud of emperor butterflies burst
forth from him, a sign of supreme ecstasy.

Seeing this, Irmgiird immediately relented, squatted down in front of
Anselm and spoke in a much softer tone: “Tell me, Butterfly Man, why are
you ashamed of your peculiarity? Why pretend to be a stupid charlatan when
clearly you are not? Your place is here with us. Out there we are all regarded
as freaks and cripples, but here we are admired as demigods. Come, I'll show
you your rooms.” Irmgiird took hold of Anselm’s hand as if he were a little
child and led him to his new home. This seemed rather luxurious, he was
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oled toepoolest ainult iiks véike ja rumal sitapea, kui sa saddraselt koneled,“
kahistas naine tigedalt, ,ehk pead sa ka mind tiheks suureks monstrumiks,
mis? Ehk peaksin ka mina oma vagevust ja ilu hdbenema, ah?“ Et Anselm
oli sunnitud kogu séimuvalingu aja Irmgiirdi stigavrohelistesse silmadesse
vaatama ning hullutavat muskuselohna sisse hingama, mis hiidnaise rindade
vahelt voogas, eraldus temast korraga terve suur parv kiirgliblikaid, mis oli
iilima ekstaasi tunnusmargiks.

Sellist muutust nahes Irmgiird leebus ja kiikitades Anselmi ette maha,
rddkis temaga niitid hoopis pehmemal toonil. ,,Utle mulle, liblikmees, miks sa
kiill hibened oma erilisust? Miks tahad sa mangida mingit tobedat $arlatani,
kui sa loomu poolest seda ometi pole? Just siin, meie seas on su dige koht ja
sa pead selle tosiasjaga harjuma. Seal, nende hulgas elades, suhtutaks meisse
koigisse kui monstrumeisse voi invaliididesse, ent siin rambivalgel imetlevad
nad meid kui pooljumalaid neile kittesaamatust maailmast, ja nii see just
peabki olema. Tule, ma juhatan sulle niiiid 66bimispaiga kitte,“ ja Irmgiird
vottis Anselmil otsekui vdikesel lapsel, kes on pea kaotanud, kéest kinni ning
talutas ta oma uude elamispaika.

Juhatanud Liblikmehe tema tisnagi luksuslikku elutuppa ja andnud tema
kasutusse kaks kiilaspdist teenrit (kellest iiks kohe Anselmi kingi ja teine
tema kuube harjama asus), kummardus aga hiidnaine veel korra mehe
korva ligi ning sosistas, et ootab teda parast homset etendust enesele kiilla,
mispeale Anselmist eraldusid samas neli voi viis randtdhtoolast (ehk siis
Macdunnoughia confusa’t) — need olid juba ilisuure segaduse tunnuseks
liblikmehe hinges.

Alles parast stidagod suikus endine mustkunstnik painajalikku ja viirastusi
tdis unne, oli ju tema elu saanud liigagi dkilise p66rde. Mingil ajal ilmnes
Anselmile unes, et ta komberdab hiidpdrnikana tsirkuseareenile ning publikki
koosneb inimsuurustest sitikaist ja sajajalgseist, kes koik kihinal-kahinal
Anselmi etteastet ootavad. Seejérel hakkabki ta eneselt vastikuid musti
koorikuid dra tirima, kuni seisab viimaks alasti, viriseva noorukina keset
platsi. Siis s6ostab aga hiidputukaist koosnev publik talle korraga kallale ja
pistab ta aplalt nahka.

Kui Anselm hommikul drkas, oli see tobe unenigu tal dnneks meelest
ldinud. Ometi oli tema hinges mingi lapselik hirm piisima jadnud, eelaimus, et
ohtusel etendusel ei lihe see koik ndonda lihtsalt, kui voiks arvata.

Et veidigi oma vaeseid viikseid nérve rahustada, liks Anselm linna peale
hulkuma, ent igal tdnavanurgal, kuhu ta ka ei ldinud, seisis juba suuri ja
kirevaid kuulutusi, kuhu oli kirjutatud midagi taolist: ,Teid kutsub maagiline
tsirkus! Iga etteaste on kui maailmaime! Ohtu naelaks — LIBLIKMEES!

— kohale on kutsutud ka maailmakuulus entomoloog hérra Amirgaldi,
tuvastamaks seniavastamata liblikaliike. Tulge ja te ei kahetse!*
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even given two bald attendants (one immediately started polishing his shoes
and the other his jacket). Before leaving, the huge woman bent down and
whispered in his ear that she would wait for him in her room after the next
day’s performance. At once, four or five dewick’s plusias (Macdunnoughia
confusa) detached themselves from Anselm - a sign of the utter confusion in
the Butterfly Man’s soul.

It was only after midnight that the former conjurer fell into a nightmarish
and delirious sleep. His life, after all, had taken such an unexpected turn.
At some point he saw himself staggering into the arena in the form of a huge
beetle while the audience, consisting of man-sized bugs and centipedes,
waited impatiently for his performance. Anselm started to peel off his
disgusting black shell until he was standing in the middle of the arena, a
shivering naked young man. Suddenly the audience rose up, stormed into
the arena and devoured him greedily. Fortunately, he had forgotten the bad
dream by the time he woke in the morning, but a childish fear stayed with
him, a premonition that all would not be quite as simple as expected at the
evening performance.

To calm his poor nerves, Anselm went for a stroll round town, but on every
street corner, wherever he went, he saw huge posters announcing the circus:

“Welcome to the magic circus! Every act is a wonder of the world! The
star attraction - BUTTERFLY MAN! World famous entomologist, Professor
Amirgaldi, will be present to identify previously unseen species! Come and
you won't regret it!”
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At every poster, two or three Baltic Graylings (Oeneis jutta) detached
themselves from Anselm, denoting average fright, and soon he was forced to
return to the circus so as not to attract too much attention to himself.

As the evening progressed, Anselm’s fear turned into an overwhelming
apathy towards everything around him. Before the performance he chose an
ordinary tailcoat, at least three sizes too big, and a totally ill-suited silly cap
with a long peak. The attendants watched him anxiously, but did not dare
interfere. Anselm then took up his position behind the curtain and waited for
his turn, sinking slowly into ever deeper torpor.

Suddenly, as if from nowhere, the circus director himself appeared,
all flushed and panting and accompanied by a spindly man wearing a
pince-nez, who immediately started examining Anselm with the utmost
care. “May I introduce Professor Amirgaldi - hang on, what on earth are you
wearing? You don’t look anything like a magician, but I suppose you know
what you are doing. Youre on in 7 minutes” Then he was gone, leaving the
sharp-eyed professor and the completely expressionless Anselm staring at
each other.
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Iga uut kuulutust kohates eraldus Anselmist paar-kolm rabasilmikut
(ehk Oeneis jutta’t), mis tdhendas tema puhul keskmist ehmatust, ja nii oli
liblikmees peagi sunnitud tsirkusesse tagasi po6rduma, et mitte juba paeval
enesele liigset tahelepanu tdommata.

Ohtu edenedes kasvas aga hirmutunne Anselmis iile valdavaks apaatiaks
koige timbritseva vastu. Etenduse alates valis ta enesele garderoobist suvalise
fraki, vahemalt kolm numbrit talle sobivast suurema, ja mingi tobeda pika
nokaga miitsi, mis tema imagoga iildse ei sobinud. Teenrid jilgisid liblikmehe
tegevust iisna drevate nagudega, ent teda keelata ei julgenud nad samuti mitte.
Siis lonkis Anselm eesriide kdrvale ootama oma esinemisjérjekorda ning mida
lihemale joudis tema kord ette astuda, seda resigneerunumaks mees muutus.

Korraga ilmus teab kust vélja punetav ja puhisev teatridirektor ise,
kievangus keegi napitsprillidega kuivetunud mees, kes kohe Anselmit iilisuure
huviga silmitsema asus. ,Saage tuttavaks,“ sonas direktor Boruslawski, ,see
siin on hérra professor Amirgaldi - liblikmees, muide mis pagana kupatuse sa
endale selga oled ajanud, voluri moodi sa niitid kiill eriti vilja ei nde — aga noh,
eks sa ise tea. Peaasi, et etendus oleks ehe, teie etteaste algab seitsme minuti
pérast.“ Ning juba ta oligi jalle kadunud, jittes teravapilgulise professori ja
sisutithja ilmega Anselmi omavahel tott vahtima.

Et padseda sellest tobedast seisukorrast, lonkis liblikmees eesriide juurde
ning piilus areenile, seal tegi sddelevas trikoos Irmgiird oma lovidega viimaseid
trikke - ta oleks tdesti sobinud Heraklese naiseks. Saal oli rahvast pilgeni tiis,
kuulutused olid oma t66 teinud, ning juba kostiski kiteplagin - niitid oli tema,
Anselmi, kord.

Ohetav Irmgiird, kes Liblikmehest kahe isaléviga mddda kiirustas, saatis
talle onnelikul ilmel 6husuudluse, ja kui Anselm viimaks koos professori
ning teenritega areenile ilmus, kolas tormiline aplaus. Anselmi tikskoiksust
see ei hdirinud, ta istus masinlikult ringi keskel asuvale toolile, heitis jala iile
polve, ning asus siis huvitult oma paremat kinga silmitsema. Saalis valitses
haudvaikus.

,Toepoolest,“ motles Anselm omaette muiates, ,,tdna ndevad nad maailma
vaimukaimat etendust — imemees, kes tuleb ja istub lihtsalt monda aega toolil,
jalg tile teise, ning jalutab siis jille minema.“ Korraks tundus sddrane etteaste
talle eneselegi {isna huvitav.

Samal ajal sebisid teenrid juba tisna drevalt Anselmi timber ringi, professor
Amirgaldi, kisi koos plekist ruuporiga suu juures, oli iga hetk valmis rookima
liblikate ladinakeelseid nimetusi, ent liblikmees istus endiselt tithja ilmega oma
toolil, vedrutades nagu moni tileskeeratav nukk oma paremat jalga. Etteaste
algusest oli m66dunud tund. Saal oli ikka veel vaikne — ent kauaks?

Siis tousis esimeses reas istuv direktor veidi drritunult piisti ja viipas tithe
teenritest enese juurde, sosistades tollele midagi korva. Teener p66rdus kiiruga

‘ 01_2004_2297 testo.indb 40 @

2-12-2005 8:36:07



In order to get out of this embarrassing situation, the Butterfly Man
sauntered over to the curtain and peeped out at the arena where Irmgiird,
in a sparkling leotard, was just finishing her routine with the lions - she really
would have made a perfect wife for Hercules. The circus was packed, the
advertisements had worked, there was the applause already — now it was
Anselm’s turn.

A flushed Irmgiird rushed past the Butterfly Man with two lions, she
blew him a happy kiss, and when Anselm, the professor and the attendants
appeared in the arena, they were greeted with thunderous applause. This did
not shake Anselm’s indifference; he sat down on a chair in the middle of the
ring, crossed his legs and fixed his eyes on his right shoe. You could have heard
a pin drop.

“Well, well,” thought Anselm, smiling to himself, “today they are going to
see the wittiest performance in the world - a miracle man who just sits on
a chair for a while with his legs crossed, and then walks away again” For a
second, such a spectacle even seemed rather interesting.

In the meantime, the attendants were anxiously bustling around Anselm,
and Professor Amirgaldi, holding a tin loudspeaker at his lips, was poised to
yell out the Latin names of the butterflies, but the Butterfly Man was still sitting
on his chair, his face a blank, swinging his right leg like a wound-up doll. An
hour passed. The audience was still quiet - but for how long?

Suddenly the circus director, who was sitting in the front row, stood up en
in some agitation, and beckoning an attendant whispered something in his
ear. The attendant rushed back to the others with a conspiratorial look on his
face. This activity in the arena caught the attention of the audience, who began

fidgeting in anticipation.

feq feyy

Each attendant took a small object from his pocket - a quill, half an onion,
a small pair of pincers. They gathered around Anselm and tried to make him
laugh or cry, anything to bring him out of this defiant mood. However, they
achieved nothing more than a few silly giggles.

Some of the spectators now began to think that this was in fact a
mummified Butterfly Man whom the others were trying to revive, and
they applauded enthusiastically at every sound Anselm produced. The
others, however, frowned at them knowingly, indicating that they had got
it all wrong.

A few more hours went by without anything special happening. The
audience, although well trained in waiting for a miracle to happen, was getting
restless. Then came the first catcalls, some people walked out, grimaces of
contempt on their faces. Most of the audience, however, which was largely
made up of natural scientists of varying degrees of competence, decided to
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tagasi, sosistades omakorda teistele teenritele midagi saladusliku ndoga.
Liikumine areenil muutus asjalikumaks ja publik hakkas ménuga nihelema
— tundus, et asi siiski edeneb.

Iga teener vottis niitid taskust mingi vdikese abiinstrumendi vilja, kes
hanesule, kes pooliku sibula, kes jélle viikesed nipitstangid. Siis koguneti
trobikonnas Anselmi timber ja piiiiti teda ajada kas nutma voi naerma, igal
juhul oma trotslikku meeleolu muutma. Ent peale mone totra itsituse ei
saavutanud nad liblikmehe juures midagi.

Monedele pealtvaatajaskonna hulgast jdi aga seepeale mulje, et tegu on
hoopis mumifitseeritud liblikmehega, keda niitid rahva silme all piititakse ellu
dratada ning nad aplodeerisid tormiliselt iga Anselmi héilitsuse peale, ent
teadjamad andsid sdérastele kulmu kortsutades mérku, et nad on asjast siiski
valesti aru saanud.

Nonda kulus veel paar tundi, ilma et midagi erilist oleks juhtunud.
Publik, kes oli kiill harjunud enamjaolt imetegusid kannatlikult ootama,
hakkas siiski vihehaaval drrituma. Kostis esimesi monitavaid vilesid, méni
publiku hulgast lahkus, demonstratiivne polgusegrimass naol. Aga enamik
pealtvaatajaskonnast, kelle hulgas suure osa moodustas erineva tasemega
loodusteadlasi, otsustas siiski kohale jadda, et naha, millega see pentsik etteaste
1opeb. Nende seas ka 6nnetu ndoga Irmgiird ja vihast ning masendusest
longuvajunud tsirkusedirektor.

Keskooks oli Anselm oma puust toolil vajunud siigavasse unne. Ta négi end
viikese poisina lamamas iihel kevadisel vélul, kied kukla all, ning tal oli lihtne
ja hea olla. See ndgemus tollest 6hkkergest paevast ilmus talle nii selgelt silme
ette, et akki oli liblikmehel kindel veendumus, et ei enne ega pérast seda paeva
pole teda tegelikult olemas olnudki.

Sellest ideest siittinult pahvas Anselmi ihust lendu terve parv lddne-
stigisoolasi, mis tadhendas vaimustumist ootamatu kinnisidee tile. Professor
Amirgaldi, kes oli igavusest ja visimusest samuti juba magama jdamas,
ehmatas end sddrast vaatepilti nahes tikksirgeks ning kisendas vaimustunult
ruuporisse: ,,Agrichola macilenta! — Fantastico! Agrichola macilenta!”. Rahvaski
oli oma toolidelt piisti karanud ning aplodeeris tormiliselt Anselmi imeteo
peale — ent see oli alles algus. Anselm, olles oma unenéo kaudu dratundmisele
joudnud, et kogu ta hilisem elu, vorreldes tolle ainsama dhkkerge paevaga, on
olnud vaid méttetu varjuteater, langes niitid sedavord kaootilisse meeleollu,
et kaotas korraga igasuguse kontrolli enese iile. Kogu tema tunnete nivoo
paiskus sadade eri liblikaliikidena esile, nii et peagi polnud inimkeha iildse
enam margata — koerlibliklaste parved vaheldusid mérslastega, poualibliklased
vaheldusid stigislastega, udeselglaste parved jillegi kireslastega - ja neis
tuhandeis holjujais olid tallel Anselmi tulevaste ja minevate paevade r66mud,
kurbused ning métted.
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stay put, just to see how it would all end. Among them were Irmgiird, who
looked most unhappy, and the circus director, who sat slumped and desolate
in his seat.

By midnight, Anselm had sunk into a deep sleep. He saw himself as a small
boy lying in a meadow in spring with his hands clasped behind his head.
Everything was rosy. The vision of that gossamer light day appeared so clearly
before his eyes that the Butterfly Man knew for certain, right there and then,
that he had never actually existed before or after that day.

Inflamed by this idea, a swarm of yellow-line quakers erupted from
Anselm’s body, denoting raptures over an unexpected idée fixe. The sight
startled Professor Amirgaldi, who had been falling asleep from boredom and
exhaustion. He jumped up and started yelling into his loudspeaker: Agricola
macilenta! Fantastico! Agricola macilenta!” People in the audience were getting
to their feet too and deafening applause filled the house - but that was just the
beginning. The dream had made it clear to Anselm that, compared with that
far-away gossamer light day, his entire subsequent life was nothing more than a
meaningless shadow theatre. He slipped into such a chaotic state of mind that
he lost all control of himself. The entire spectrum of his emotions burst forth in
hundreds of species of butterfly so that in no time his body was not even visible
any more. Brush-footed butterflies mingled with bagworm moths, yellow-
white butterflies fluttered around with autumn silkworm moths, swarms
of false owlet moths blended into swarms of burnet moths — and all these
thousands of tiny gliding creatures expressed the joys, sorrows and thoughts of
Anselm’s past and future days.

feq feyy

At the sight of such a riot of colours, the mood of the audience became
increasingly euphoric. Some tearfully hugged those standing next to them,
some produced bottles of wine from their coat pockets and downed the
contents in one go — everybody tried to respond to Anselm’s miracle in his
own way. The circus director was overjoyed and leapt from his seat and did a
somersault, which was most unexpected, given his bulky frame. This dramatic
outburst of joy immediately earned him a separate round of applause. Only
Irmgiird stood, strangely sombre and quiet, in the midst of the jubilant crowds
and watched Anselm’s transformation with an anxious expression on her face.

At the same time Professor Amirgaldi was jumping up and down around
the multitude of butterflies, under which a man was presumably still sitting,
and shouting new Latin insect names into his loudspeaker: “Sideridis
reticulata! Hadena confusa! Amphipoea!” ... until his voice grew hoarse and
finally broke off altogether. Several knowledgeable persons immediately
emerged from the crowd (far less competent than Mr Amirgaldi, of course),
rushed into the arena and started milling around in a highly agitated manner,
shouting at the top of their voices. The world famous professor did not like
this at all. Brandishing the loudspeaker, he attempted to herd the amateur
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Koike seda vérvide pillerkaari nahes laks ka rahva meeleolu itha
eufoorilisemaks. Moni kukkus pisarsilmil enda korvalseisjaid kallistama, moni
vottis pouest aga veinipudeli ning kummutas selle the soomuga tilgatumaks
- igaiiks piiiidis Anselmi imeteole omamoodi vastata. Ulirdémsaks muutunud
tsirkusedirektor viskas oma kohalt piisti karates koguni ithe 6husalto,
mida tema rasket keret arvestades poleks osanud oodata, ning see efektne
rodmuavaldus sai kohe ka omaette aplausi osaliseks. Ainult Irmgiird seisis
kuidagi vaikselt teiste hurraahiitidjate vahel ning vaatas tosise ja isegi dreva
ndoga Anselmi muundumist.

Samal ajal tantsiskles professor Amirgaldi muudkui timber liblikakuhila,
mille all kuskil ka inimene pidi olema, ning kisendas ruuporisse itha uusi
ladinakeelseid putukanimesid: ,,Sideridis reticulata! Hadena confusa! Amphipoea
oculeal” .. kuni ta hial kihedaks muutus ja sootuks katkes. Sellepeale ilmus
rahva hulgast aga kohe uusi teadjamehi (muidugi hoopis vihem kompetentseid
kui hdrra Amirgaldi) areenile ringi sebima ning tiksteisest iile karjuma, mis
maailmakuulsale professorile sugugi ei meeldinud. Sedamaid asus ta isehakanud
tarkpéid ruuporiga tagudes publiku kohale tagasi ajama, ent sellest tekkis ainult
veelgi suurem segadus ja tiilin, nii et areenil toimuvast jai juba laadapalagani
mulje.

Uhel hetkel kogu see kira ja elevus lakkas, kui margati, et liblikaid oli
tsirkusesaali ilmunud juba kummaliselt palju. Ent neid eraldus Anselmist
ikka veel ja veel, kuigi terve areen oli midhkunud juba kirevasse holjumisse,
ning pealtvaatajailgi kippus hingamisruumi napiks jidma. Viljapdasu otsides
tungisid liblikad rahvale suhu ja silma, ja inimeste imetlushiitided laksid niitid
iile aevastamiseks ja drevushoikeiks. Sddrane ime tundus enamiku jaoks juba
liigagi pealetiikkiv ja hirmutav.

Uhel hetkel koputas ka murelik Irmgiird oma suure sérmega direktori
ikka-veel-hurraatavale kiilaspeale ning avaldas ta korva sisse arvamust, et
tema meelest pole Anselmiga asjalood péris korras. Ja kui direktor seepeale
tmbritsevat kaost kaine pilguga vaagis, muutus ta heleroosa kuppel pikkamisi
vahkpunaseks. ,, Anselm, jita kohe jarele — voi ma vallandan sind paugupealt!*
— just sedasi kavatses ta karjuda -, ent juba esimese sona jdrel tungis talle
kiimmekond ahastiib-hdmarvaksikut (mis tahendasid Anselmi tundeskaalas
kirglikku eneseunustust) otse hingetorru, nii et Irmgiird pidi talle tiikk aega
kiega vastu selga taguma, et tahtis mees mitte kohasse ei limbuks. Seejarel
tungis tsirkusedirektor labi tiheda liblikapadriku poolkinnisilmi teed rajades
areenile ning surus oma kied sinna, kus pidi olema mustkunstniku keha,
ent ainus, mis ta kesk putukakuhilat tabas, oli tukslev inimsiida, ja seegi
hajus aegamisi rabelevaiks liblikaiks ta pihus. Sel hetkel tabas Boruslawskit
- olgu mainitud, et just direktor Boruslawski oli omal ajal iiks kuulsamaid
ja hinnatumaid mustkunstnikke maailmas, kelle pohinumber seisnes enese
tirgkalaks ehk latimeeriaks moondamises, ent kes hiljem kaotas endasse usu
ning asutas lohutuseks selle ainulaadse tsirkuse - tdeline himming ja samal ajal
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busybodies out of the arena and back to their seats. His efforts generated even
greater confusion so that it all became increasingly like a fairground free-for-all.

At a certain point, though, all the noise and excitement subsided as people
noticed that there were in fact strangely many butterflies in the circus. And yet,
more and more were emerging from Anselm’s body although the entire arena
was already quite full of the colourful, floating creatures. There was hardly
breathing space any more. Desperately seeking a way out, the butterflies
squeezed into people’s mouths and eyes and cries of admiration were now
turning into sneezes and shrieks. This particular miracle seemed somewhat too
overwhelming and frightening for most.

Irmgiird, now more worried than ever, tapped her large finger on the still
jubilant director’s bald skull and whispered in his ear that she thought things
were not well with Anselm. The director duly looked around at the raging
chaos with a more sober eye, and his pale pink pate slowly turned bright red.
“Anselm - stop it immediately — do you hear - or I'll sack you!” This is what he
planned to yell, but the second he opened his mouth, a dozen or so scorched
wing butterflies (denoting passionate abandon on Anselm’s scale of emotions)
rushed into his windpipe so that Irmgiird had to give him quite a few slaps on
his back to prevent the distinguished man from suffocating. Pulling himself
together, Boruslawski forced his way through the dense swarms of butterflies
into the arena, and stretched out his hands to where the conjurer’s body was
supposed to be, but the only thing he managed to get hold of was a throbbing
human heart, and even that gradually turned into wildly fluttering butterflies
in his hands. Precisely at that moment Boruslawski - let it be noted here that
he used to be one of the most sought-after and famous conjurers in the world
whose main attraction was turning himself into the primeval fish latimeria, but
who later lost faith in himself and as a consolation set up the present unique
circus — was seized by genuine bewilderment and at the same time seething
envy because here was a man who had exceeded his wildest fantasies in the
field of metamorphosis.

feq feyy
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In the meantime the circus attendants had fortunately had the presence of
mind to open all the doors and windows so that most of the butterflies and
people had already poured out of the suffocating building and into the waking
city.

Swarms of butterflies soon covered the entire sky above the city and the
people coming from the circus filled the streets, causing much excitement
among sleepy citizens on their way to work.

Only a few especially enthusiastic entomologists remained in the circus,
among them Professor Amirgaldi, who was now running around between the
rows of chairs trying to catch the rarer species of butterfly or those that were
actually not even discovered yet.
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ka meeletu kadedus, oli ju leidunud iiks mees, kes trumpas iile tema julgemadki
fantaasiad metamorfooside alal.

Vahepeal oli tsirkuseteenritel 6nneks pahe tulnud avada koik uksed ja
aknad, nii et suurem osa liblikaist ja inimestest oli juba umbsest hoonest vilja
péddsenud, tulvates laiali mooda drkavat linna.

Liblikaparved katsid peagi kogu taeva linna kohal ning etendusel viibinud
inimesed koik linnatédnavad, tekitades uniste to6leminejate seas omakorda
suurt elevust.

Saali jdid vaid moned iiksikud fanaatikutest entomoloogid, nende seas ka
maailmakuulus professor Amirgaldi, kes jooksis niitid tooliridade vahel ringi,
ajades putukavorkudega haruldasemaid voi hoopis seniavastamata liblikaliike
taga.

Ja toolil, kus veel tunni aja eest oli istunud mustkunstnik Anselm, lebas
niitid vaid kortsunud frakk ja nokamiits. Tooli taga seisis aga endiselt
tsirkusedirektor Boruslawski, kurvad latimeeriasilmad jalgimas viimast
ohkutdusvat liblikat. See oli harilik taevastiib, kes tiirles saalis veel monda aega
niisama ringi ning peatus viimaks akna all seisva Irmgiirdi 6lal. Hiidnaine
selles liblikas peidus Anselmi parismina, see miljondikosa mustkunstnikust,

@m kes on ometi kord vaba kogu inimkeha eksitavast tunderagastikust, ja tahab

niitid midagi ainulist talle moista anda, mida enne ei saanud voi ei osanud...

...siis aga haaras hommikune tombetuul liblika enesega iihes ja Irmgiird
kaotas ta peagi silmist.

May Day

Mehis Heinsaar (stindinud 1973) on uuema eesti

kirjanduse Uks téusvaid tahti. Soovinud algselt
pikamaajooksjaks saada, otsustas ta peagi hoopis
[Ghijuttude kirjutamise kasuks, mille eest on ta
juba mitu mainekat preemiat palvinud. Tema kaks
novellikogumikku on ,Harra Pauli kroonikad" ja
Vanameeste ndppaja”“.
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On the chair where the conjurer Anselm had been sitting an hour ago
there now lay just a crumpled tailcoat and a peaked hat. The circus director
Boruslawski was still standing behind the chair, his sad latimeria eyes following
the flight of the last butterfly. It was an amanda’s blue that circled around the
circus a few times and then landed on Irmgiird’s shoulder as she was standing by
a window. The giant woman eyed its iridescent light blue wings and thought that
maybe this was Anselm’s true self, a millionth part of the conjurer, finally free of
the entire disconcerting web of emotions of the human body, and maybe he now
wanted to tell her something momentous, something that he could not or did not
know how to say before ...

... but then the morning breeze snatched the butterfly away and Irmgiird soon
lost sight of it.

Translated by Tiina Randviir
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Mehis Heinsaar (1973) is one of the rising stars of new
Estonian literature. Originally aspiring to become a
long-distance runner, he soon moved on to writing
short stories, for which he has already received several
prestigious awards. He has published two collections
of short stories, Mr. Paul’s Chronicles and Snatcher of
Old Men.
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Pauls Bankovskis

Zeltitas klusésanas nedéla

Pirmdiena

Pavisam parastas deribas. Més noslédzam tas svétdienas pievakaré
— vakar vakara. Aiz liela, spogulgluda kafejnicas loga garam slidéja gajéji un
braucéji. Ka zivis akvarija. Drébju pakaramie pie ieejas atgadinaja satuntulotus
putnubiedéklus. Jau krésloja, un spuldzes sava spozuma uz debesim atstaja
nomacos$u un griti izdzé$amu iespaidu.— Nesaki ne ,,ja’, ne ,n€”; ne ,,balts”,
ne ,,melns”, — tu puskrésla ¢ukstéji. — Kurs to pirmo vardu teiks, tas to putru
apédis.— Runasana sudrabs, klusé$ana — zelts, — es piebalsoju. Tobrid man
neienaca pat prata, ka runasana sakamvardos, parunas un skaitampantinos
uzskatama par nenovér$amas nelaimes priek$véstnesi. Ja vien ta patiesi
ir nelaime. Deribas pelnu putra netika pat pieminéta. Tas bija kaut kas
nesalidzinami prozaiskaks — paris pudeles pussalda $ampaniesa, tafelite ragtas
$okolades, turza ar pistacijam vai kréjuma konfektes, kas tev tik Joti iet pie
sirds. Zaudétajs nebus tas, kur§ pirmais ierunasies, bet gan tas, kur§ partrauks
neatbildésanu.

Lai notiek! Viesmilis ar mulsu smaidu kluva par deribu liecinieku.

Péc tam es stavéju vilciena durvis, un més parmijam neveiklus Zestus. Gluzi ka
divainie Jaudis, kas médz sarunaties caur aizejo$u vilcienu, tramvaju vai autobusu
logiem. Tu stavéji uz stacijas perona un kopa ar gredzeniem tavos kustigajos
pirkstos zibéja spozi sarta cigaretes oglite.

Pirms més vél bijam vienojusies par kilu un pieaicinajusi pie galdina viesmili,
tu teici, ka mani milot. Un tiesi tadé] tas basot interesanti — parbaudit, uz ko
masu milestiba spéjiga. Vai gluzi otradi — kur atrodas tas spéku izsikuma robeza.

Tu ar slaidu Zestu pamaji, un kosais cigaretes gals nozuda zem vilciena.
Vilciens iztrukas un saka slidét uz prieksu, ta¢u durvis palika vala — acimredzot
tas bija sabojatas. Véj§ buzinaja manus matus un pa galvu maisijas savada doma
— kapéc gan neizlékt lauka? Neizlekt tapéc, ka neizlekt. Un es pagriezos, lai ieietu
vagona, kur sédéja paris samiegojusies cilveki.

Pats pirmais, ko $orit no rita véléjos darit — tev piezvanit, tomér tadal
aptveéru, ka tam nav nozimes — tu man neatbildési tapat. Un es atturéjos.

Kopa ar jau no rita iereibusiem vai pagirainiem stradniekiem es braucu
uz darbu. Lidz pat vakaram es par tevi nedomaju. Un tikai tad — apméram

‘ 01_2004_2297_testo.indb 48 @

2-12-2005 8:36:09



Pauls Bankovskis

The Week of Golden Silence

Monday

It was a very common type of bet. We made it Sunday evening, yesterday.
Pedestrians and cars slid by the window of the café. Like fish in an aquarium.
Coats hung on the rack near the entrance like stuffed scarecrows. Darkness was
descending, and the lights left an oppressive and indelible impression on the sky.

“Say neither ‘yes’ nor ‘no’ nor ‘white’ nor ‘black’ ...;” you whispered the
children’s rhyme in the dusk. “The first of us to speak, will the porridge eat”.

“Silence is golden,” I chimed in. It didn’t occur to me then that nursery
rhymes, teasers and proverbs are the inevitable harbingers of misfortune. If what
happened really was a misfortune.

We didn’t even mention porridge made of ashes, the classic fare of nursery
rhymes, as the stake in this bet. We wagered on something much more prosaic
- a few bottles of demi-sec, a bar of bitter-sweet chocolate, a can of pistachio nuts
or the cream candies that you eat with such gusto.
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The loser won't be the one who first initiates a conversation with the other, but
the one who first responds. The bet is on! We invited the waiter to our table, who,
with a hesitant smile, bore witness to our wager.

Afterwards, I stood at the door of the train, and we exchanged awkward
gestures. Just like all the strange people who forever seem to be carrying on final
discussions through the windows of departing trains, trams and buses. You were
standing on the station platform, and the butt of your cigarette flashed together
with the rings on your lively fingers.

Even before we had agreed about the stakes and had invited the waiter to our
table, you told me that you loved me. And exactly for this reason - you thought it
would be interesting to test the power of our love or to discover the extent of our
endurance.

With a graceful gesture, you waved farewell and the embers of your cigarette
disappeared. The train jerked forward and started to slide away. But the doors
remained open. Obviously they were broken. The wind ruftled my hair and a
strange thought entered my mind - why not jump out? The answer is simple.
Because there is no reason to jump. And I turned around to enter a train car
occupied by a few sleepy passengers.
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vienpadsmitos — piezvaniju, lai parliecinatos, ka klausulé dzirdama tava elpa.
Es neko neteicu, tu man pie auss paris reizes nepacietigi atkartoji:

— Hallo! Hallo!

Pirmo dienu més bijam izturéjusi.

Otrdiena

Meés satikamies pasa pilsétas sirdi un, protams, neparmijam ne varda. Es
tevi panacu pie gajéju parejas bridi, kad dega sarkana gaisma, un pavisam viegli
piediros tavam elkonim. Tu neatskatijies, tikai pasmaidiji. Sadevusies rokas
més kaut kur gajam. Nevaréja saprast, kur§ kuru vada — més bijam ka divi
mémuma parpemti aklie. Pirms briza bija norimis pérkona lietus, un miklas ielas
smarzoja péc strauji atdzisu$a un savalgusa pika. Sakarsusas masinas kapinaja
udens tvaikus. Pa atvérto logu mis panaca mazohistiska muzika. Kad klusédami
bijam nosolojusi jau kadu stundu, nonacam uz tilta. Zem ta vidéja mazi gimenes
darzini, privatmajas un asfaltéts laukums ar milzu grédas sakrautam nolietotam
vieglo automasinu riepam. Tu ar elkoniem atbalstijies pret tilta margam un
samiegtam acim raudzijies uz priek$u — tur, kur aizvijas un izliecas dzelzcela
sliedes. Taluma tas sapluda ar elektribas vadiem un zilganu dimaku. Starp
sliedém mirdzéja zilas uguntinas, ar klakski parbidijas parmijas. Es izjutu
pieaugo$u nemieru, lai gan tam nebija ne mazaka iemesla — més tur stavéjam
divi vien. Garam brazas masinas, zem mums aizgrabéja precu vilciens diviem
vagoniem. Riepam piekrautaja laukuma kaut ko metinaja. Piepesi es apjautu
sava nemiera céloni — vainiga bija §i necila un nepazistama vieta. Mani tracinaja
un padarija nervozu tas, ka tu te stavi un iedzilinies $aja industriali kretiniskaja
ainava. Ja, tu pat atlavies uzsmaidit un jautri ielakoties man acis. Tad tu pastiepi
roku un apstadinaji garambrauco$u taksometru, ko lidz pat pédéjam bridim es ta
ari nebiju pamanijis.

— Es tevi milu, — tu atri nobéri un ieléci masina. Aizcirtas durtinas, un tu
biji prom. Taksometra loga vél pazibéja gaisa skupsta sastingusi pirksti. Patiesiba
ta bija nekrietna provokacija. Par laimi es neko nepaspéju atbildét. Citadi batu
zaudgjis deribas.

Tresdiena

Sodien vélgjos tevi satikt. Kad mani mekléjumi pilséta izradijas nesekmigi,
devos uz tavu maju. Més dzéram auglu sulu un klausijamies jaunu kaseti, kuru,
ka es nopratu, tu vakar péc aizbrauksanas no tilta biji iegadajusies. Izgajusi lauka,
meés iekapam autobusa, kas saulé bija sakarsis un pieputéjis ka maza siltumnica
vai éka Saules pilséta. Neizkapdami braucam lidz bridim, kad atklajas, ka esam
veikusi pilnu apli. Més radijam viens otram arpusé redzamo un notieko$o un
nemitigi sasmaidijamies. lespéjams, no malas més izskatijamies péc diviem
idiotiem. Kads netirigs puiselis autobusa pietura muas izmédija. Pirms $kir$anas
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I wanted to call you first thing in the morning. Still, I suddenly realised the
senselessness of it - you wouldn’t answer me anyway. And so I refrained.

I took the morning train to work - together with labourers who were either
hungover or already drunk. I didn’t think about you until evening. And it was
only around eleven oclock that I called you to reassure myself that it was your
breath I was hearing at the other end of the phone. I didn’t say a word as you
impatiently repeated “hello, hello” in my ear. We had survived the first day.

Tuesday

We met in the very heart of the city without, of course, exchanging a word.
I caught up with you at a crosswalk when the light was red and touched your
elbow lightly. You didn’t look back - you merely smiled. Hand in hand, we set
off. It was impossible to understand who was leading who - we were like two
dumbstruck blind people. A thunderstorm had died down a while before, and the
damp streets smelled of cooled tar. Water was steaming off overheated cars and
some sort of sadistic music descended upon us from an open window.

After walking for about an hour we arrived at a bridge. Beneath it were small
family gardens, private homes, an asphalted area with huge piles of tyres. You
leaned against the rail of the bridge and squinted at the railroad tracks winding
and bending ahead. At the horizon they fused with electricity wires and a bluish
haze. Small blue signal lights twinkled above the tracks, the switches clanked.

I felt a growing disquiet, which was totally unfounded. The two of us were
alone. Cars dashed by and, beneath our feet, a freight train rattled towards its
destination. In the area with the tyres someone was welding.
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Suddenly, I realised that the source of my restlessness was this plain and
unfamiliar place. I became angry and nervous because you were standing here,
engrossed in this stupid, industrial landscape. Yes, you even dared to smile at me
and look into my eyes.

Then you stretched out your hand and hailed a passing taxi, which I hadn’t
even noticed.

“I love you” — you muttered quickly and jumped into the car. The door
slammed shut, and you were gone. Your fingers — frozen in the act of blowing a
kiss — flashed in the window of the taxi. This was, actually, an unfair provocation.
Fortunately, I didn’t have the time to respond. Otherwise, I would have lost the bet.

Wednesday

Today I longed to meet you. Failing in my search around the city, I went to
your place. We drank fruit juice and listened to a new cassette which, I gather,
you bought yesterday after leaving the bridge.
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mums apbrinojama karta izdevas vienoties par ritdienas planiem. Tas prasija
apméram pusstundu ilgu piepali.

Majupejot es atkal izjutu nejédzigo nemieru. Tagad man $kita, ka taja
vainojama piespiedu klusésana. Bérniba, kad meés smiltis izkasatas bedrités
noglabajam mazas pukites, akmentinus un varavik$nainas trauku sukes, to visu
parsedzam ar stiklinu un rapigi apbéram ar zemi, $ajos maksligajos noslépumos
obligati ar kadu vajadzéja dalities. Noslépums, kuru neviens nezina jau nav
nekads noslépums. Kada dziesma gan dzied, ka tie$i milestiba esot noslépums,
kuru nav kam izstastit. Gluzi ki par mums.

Ceturtdiena

Kad ierados norunataja vieta pie Daugavgrivas bakas, tevis tur nebija. Pret
jura samestajiem akmeniem un betona blukiem $tpojas un klunkskéja gurdeni
vilni, osta sagrabinajas celtni un kugi, bet uz mola, talu jara notika kaut kadi
remonta vai celtniecibas darbi. Ik pa bridim turp brauca ar akmeniem piekrautas
masinas, pécak krasta atgriezas tuksas. Es nosédéju lidz pievakarei, bet tu ta ari
neatnaci. Varbit es kaut ko biju sajaucis.

Piektdiena

Atslédzu telefonu un cauru dienu pavadiju neizgdjis no istabas. Véroju, ka
aiz loga parvietojas gaismas un pagalma augosa koka lapotnes énas. Ka rita pusé
aiziet, bet pievakaré parnak kaimini. Ta bija kop$ pusaudza gadiem senaizmirsta
sajuta, kad véléSanos ir tik daudz, ka negribas pilnigi neko. Lai to parvarétu,
iztélojos, ka esmu slims. Uzmekléju termometru un patiesi — temperattra par
paris gradiem parsniedza normalo. Tas bija nevainojams attaisnojums dienu ilgai
dikdienigai gul$nasanai, kuras laika izsmékeéta pacina cigaresu.

Sestdiena

Uz norunato vietu pie bakas tu tomér atnaci. Un ziméji smiltis, ka esi te bijusi
aridzan vakar. Es, protams, kluséju.

Véj$ pari pludmalei pata smalkus smil$u graudinus, tie lipa pie pirkstiem un
pédam. Ada no sala juras gaisa kluva lipiga, bet ausis vél ilgi péc tam Salca ka
mazos, pie galvas pielipinatos gliemeZzvakos.

Vasara laikam ir pagajusi — klajas vietas pat dienas vida klast véss. Lai gan
aizvéja vél aizvien valda karstums. Atvasara. Babu vasara. Indianu vasara. Katram
savs.

Aizlidusi aiz milziga saraséjusa pludina, més pamanijamies un atlavamies pat
sauloties. Tu nogérbies pilnigi kaila. tatu man neradas ne mazaka vélésanas tev
pieskarties. Sagérbos un devos majup. Tu paliki turpat un neko neteici.
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Setting off from the house, we stepped into a bus which was heated and dusty
like a small greenhouse or some building in Sun City. We rode without speaking
until we realised that we had gone full circle.

We pointed out objects and events, smiling at each other. It’s quite possible
that to bystanders we looked like idiots. Some unkempt boy at a bus stop clowned
us. Before parting, by some divine chance, we managed to come to an agreement
about the next day’s plans. That required half an hour’s worth of effort.

On my way home, I was overcome by the illogical restlessness once again.
Now I was sure that our self-imposed silence was to blame. In childhood, we hid
small flowers, pebbles and broken dishes in holes dug in the sand, covered the
secrets with broken glass, and carefully evened out the ground. Even then we felt
compelled to share make-believe secrets about the whereabouts of the treasures
with someone. A secret unknown to anyone isn’t really a secret. Love is a secret
and no one to tell say the words of a song. It’s almost as if the song is about us.

Thursday

When I arrived at our arranged meeting place near the Daugavgriva
lighthouse, you were not there. Tired waves clunked against the concrete blocks
and rocks dumped out into the sea. Ships clanked in the port and some sort
of construction work was taking place out on the breakwater. Every once in a
while, trucks filled with rocks drove out to the site, only to return much later,

empty. I sat there until twilight, but you never came. Maybe I had misunderstood Zlen
something. g
Friday

I disconnected the telephone and spent the entire day in the confines of my
room. I watched the passage of sunlight and the shadows of the tree grow in
the yard. The feeling was one I had forgotten since my youth - so many desires
culminating in indifference. In order to overcome this sensation, I acted as
though I were sick. I found a thermometer and - lo and behold - my temperature
really was a few degrees higher than normal. That was the perfect excuse for a
day of loafing — and smoking a whole pack of cigarettes.

Saturday

You actually did come to the designated meeting place near the lighthouse.
And you wrote in the sand that you had also been there yesterday. Of course, I
kept silent. The wind blew fine grains of sand across the beach; the sand stuck to
our fingers and heels. Our skin grew sticky from the salty sea air and for a long
time afterwards our ears, like small seashells pinned to our heads, roared the
sound of surf.
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Svetdiena
Masu deribas ir noslégusas.

Atkal sézam taja pasa vieta, kur pirms nedélas. Tu man kaut ko stasti, bet es
neklausos. Man laikam vajadzétu ko teikt, ta¢u nav vélé$anas. Mana mate médza
sacit, ka viens no derétajiem vienmér esot mulkis, otrs — krapnieks. Soreiz
laikam noticis citadi. Més abi esam gan uzvarétaji, gan zaudétaji. Zél, bet es
nekadi nespéju atsaukt atmina masu norunato kilu, kas kopigiem spékiem ieguta
un tagad gaida izpirk§anu. Varétu tev pajautat, ta¢u negribas.

Tu véro manas rokas, kas skalina glazé peldo$os ledus gabalinus. Atceries — ar
plaukstu satver glazi aiz aug§malas ta, lai ta pilniba batu nosegta, un saskandina.
Vecs joks. Juras akmentinu skana. Varbat man vajadzétu kaunéties par to, ka
péc nedélu ilgas klusésanas vienigais, ko spéju iedomaties, ir banalas iedzer§anu
aspratibas. Tavs skatiens taustas gar manu ausi, deniniem vai deguna pamatni,
lai ticami imitétu lakoganos tiesi acts. So triku macija kadas labas uzvedibas
rokasgramatas autors. Gramatu meés iegadajamies apméram pirms gada un kopigi
vakaros lasijam.

— Nav ko teikt, — viens vai abi no mums saka, konstaté, doma. Meés
piecelamies, lai norékinatos un ietu. Vél aizvien més neesam parmijusi ne varda.

Pauls Bankovskis (1973) Latviesu rakstnieks,

studéjis filozofiju, vairaku romanu un stastu
krajumu autors. Darbi tulkoti anglu, vacu,
zviedru, somu valoda. Strada par redaktoru
laikraksta ,Diena”. Dzivo Riga.
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It must be the end of summer. It can get chilly even at noon - although it is still
hot where there is no wind. Indian Summer. Atvasara. Babje ljeto. To each his own.

Slipping behind the rusty buoys, we allowed ourselves to go sunbathing. You
took off all your clothes, but I wasn’t even tempted to touch you. I dressed and
headed homeward. You stayed there and didn’t say a word.

Sunday

Our bet has ended. We are sitting at the same place we sat exactly one week
ago. You're telling me something, but 'm not listening. I probably should reply,
but I have no desire to do so. My mother used to say - one betting partner is a
fool, the other, a cheat. This case is a little different. Both of us are losers and both
- winners. 'm embarrassed to admit it, but I simply cannot remember the stakes
we played for. I should ask you, but I really don’t feel like it.

You are watching my fingers as they stir the pieces of ice in my glass.
Remember to hold the glass by the rim with the palm of your hand so that it
completely covers the top, and make a toast. The sound is like pebbles in the sea.
It's an old joke. Maybe I should be ashamed of the fact that, following a week of
silence, the only thing I can think of are stupid bar jokes.

Your gaze touches me around the ear, the temples, or the base of my nose - in
order to plausibly imitate a direct look into my eyes. This was a trick invented by
the author of an etiquette book. We bought the book about a year ago and read it
together in the evenings.
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“There’s nothing to say”, one or both of us admit. We get up to pay the bill and
go. We still haven't exchanged a word.

Translated by Mara Simane

Pauls Bankovskis (1973) studied philosophy
and has written several novels and collections
of short stories. His work has been translated
into English, German, Swedish and Finnish.
He works as an editor for the newspaper Diena.
He lives in Riga.
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Jura

»Uz mana zilbalti pukota galdauta stav mazins, balts spainitis ar dzeltenam
pukem. Tas ir skaistas. Tadas aug ari pie majas. Es lénitinam édu to pasu sasodito
Sokoladi un domaju par tevi. Es neprasisu, cik biezi tu doma par mani. Tas jau
bitu banali. Un tomer...

Agrak es centos saprast, kadas meitenes tev patik, jo man ari gribéjas tev patikt.
Bet viss bija velti, un tev bija un palika vientulnieka sirds. Es domaju - man nav ko
jaukties vina dzive. Un tad peksni tas notika: es, tada, ka te stavu, peksni iemiléjos
tevi. Un tu peksni biji iemiléjies mani péc tam, kad man vairs nebija ceribu, ka més
vispar varétu biit piemeéroti viens otram. Bet tagad, ka es beidzot esmu sapratusi,
meés esam viens otram [oti pieméroti. Es patiesi nevaru iedomaties, ka kads vel tik
labi prastu mani nomierinat, mani klausities, mani milét... ta.

Neaizmirsti izdomat miisu bérniem vardus! Neaizmirsti uzsmaidit savam
attelam spoguli, ka smaidiji man! Man pietrukst tavu glastu, milais. Bet manas
acis, lapas un ada tavu skupstu pieskarienus atcerésies vienmer. Vienmer.

(skan Ricardsa dziesma - man ta briesmigi patik. Ta skanés misu kazas,
noteiktil!l)

Es negribu bit moderna, milais. Es gribu biit vecmodiga un mileét tevi visu
mizu. Kad més iesim pastaigat, badami veci, es prasisu, vai tev salst rokas. Es
ielikSu savu cimda térpto roku tava elkoni, un més buisim visskaistakais vecais
paris.

TitkstoSiem dzerto un nedzerto skiipstu tev no manis. Es tevi [oti milu. Vienmér
tava..”

— Ko tu tur lasi? — aizsmakusa balsi iergjas Katija.
Jaunais cilvéks satracies kaut ko klusi nomurminaja un steidzigi iegrtda tikko
lasito veéstuli atvilkné.

— Talit bas pusdienas, bet tev jaatnes tomatu mérce, — Katijas balsi jautas
paveéloss tonis.

Karstais ara gaiss nelava jauna cilvéka domam rast sistematisku sakartojumu;
tas skréja cauri vina pratam neaizkerdamas, cita péc citas. Agrak es medzu sanemt
Sadas vestules. Kur tagad ir palikusi tas rakstijusi — es nezinu. Kliedziet uz mani,
skatieties parmetoi, sitiet — un es vienalga nespésu atbildet. Nav sarezgitakas
lietas par cilveka pratu. Ir viegli paredzét, kas notiks. Viss tacu notiek tik vienadi,
tik shematiski. Bet vél nekad nevienam nav izdevies pateikt, atbildet, Kapéc ta...
Kur slépjas ricibas motivacija? Katram savs iemesls, bet Kapéc? Kur ir céloni? Kas
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Janis Sterns

The Sea

“There is a tiny white bucket with yellow flowers on my table, with its blue
and white flowered cloth. They’re beautiful. They grow near the house. 'm slowly
eating the same bloody chocolate and I'm thinking of you. I won’t ask how often
you think of me. It would be trivial. And still ...

I used to try and understand what type of girl you liked, because I wanted
you to like me as well. But it was all in vain, for your heart was solitary and so
remained. I thought - I shouldn't interfere with his life. And then something
happened, out of the blue: I fell in love with you right on the spot. And you did
the same when I had already lost hope that we could in any way be compatible
with each other. But now I have finally realised that we really are meant for each
other. I truly cannot imagine anybody else but you to console me so deeply, to
listen to me so carefully, to love me ... so.

Don’t forget to think of names for our children. Don't forget to smile at your
reflection in the mirror just as you smiled at me. I miss your caresses, dear. But
my eyes, lips and skin will keep the touch of your lips forever. Forever (the song
by Richards is on right now - I absolutely adore it. It will definitely be played
during our wedding ceremony, no doubt about it!!!)
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I don't want to be modern, my beloved. I want to be old-fashioned and love
you all my life. When we are old and go out for a walk, I will ask you if your
hands are freezing. I will tuck my gloved hand under your elbow and we’ll be the
most beautiful old couple ever.

I send you thousands of the kisses consummated and unconsummated. I love
you very much. Yours forever ...

‘What are you reading there?’ Katy gave a hoarse bark.

The young man started and muttered something softly, and quickly put the
letter hed just read into a drawer.

‘Lunch is nearly ready but you haven’t fetched the tomato sauce; Katy’s voice
sounded imperative.

The sweltering air outside prevented the youth from thinking coherently; his
thoughts were rushing through his mind like birds, one after another. I used to
receive such letters before. Where is the person who wrote them - I don’t know.
Yell at me, condemn me with your glances, beat me — and I wouldn’t know the
answer. Nothing is more complicated than a human mind. It is easy to expect
what is going to happen. Everything that happens is so uniform, so predictable.
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ir tos radijis? Reizeé tik vienkarsi un tik sarezgiti, tik gruti saprotami. Vina toreiz
teica: ,, Tev ta bis labak...” Pie velna, ka cits var zinat, ka cilvekam bis labak? Un
gadsimtiem ilgi viena un ta pati atruna. Un tai tic, to pienem ka aksiomu. Velak..
vélak aizmirst, aizmirst visu.. Cik es vél par to domasu, ir pagajusi vairaki gadi.
Jaunais cilvéks piespieda sevi domat par ritdienas jubileju: vins un Katija dzivoja
kopa jau divus gadus. Vinu attiecibas nevaréja saukt par romantiskam, tas veidoja
drizak divu cilvéku lietiska koeksistence, un tomér tas bija, tas vismaz pastavéja,
salidzinot ar §i laika pasaulei raksturigo islaicigumu, straujo mainibu un mazigo
métasanos no vienas bedres otra. Pirmie astoni ménesi péc Tas Dienas bija
viena liela, apzinas gadu simtus gara métasanas starp sapju pilnam realitates
atskarsmém un aizmir$anos, starp patiesibas mirkli un kartéjo bégsanu. Tagad
bija stabilitate. Varbut ta nebija ista laime, tikai izmisuma saites starp diviem
pratiem, ne sirdim. Tacu bija labi, labak neka pirms tam. Kad nebija neka.

Pie pusdienu galda vins joprojam kluséja.

— Tu atkal parlasiji véstules? — Katijai nepalika apslépts nekas. Parak labi
vina pazina sava drauga raksturu un domas. — Es saprotu, ir grati. Tacu tev ir
japarstaj par tam domat. Més abi zinam, nevar izstumt veselu dzives periodu no
apzinas ta, lai nepaliktu sekas, tacu tev tomér jadoma par to, kas tev ir un var bat,
un bas, ja nekavésies domas pie ta, kas ir aizgajis nebutiba.

— Reizém ta gribas piedzerties, — vin$ novilka. — Kadreiz tas médza lidzét.
— Tu pats tam netici.

— Neticu gan. Tacu visu $o laiku es, ne reizi es neesmu pieskaries alkoholam
un joprojam tik bieZi atceros. Varbait mana dveésele vienkarsi asino un ta vien
bréc péc narkozes, bet es sturgalvigi atsakos to dot?

— Ir labi ta, ka ir, un bez ta mums abiem butu daudz, daudz gratak. Neboja
to, Saustot sevi. Vienlidz skaidrs ir tas, ka tu neesi vainigs, ka tas, ka ta ir pagatne.

— Tu jau zini, ko es par to domaju. Un savas domas es nemainisu.

— Reizém es par to domaju... Ja man nebitu §is manas traumas... vai tu ar
mani kadreiz gulétu?

— Ladzu, neruna par to... Es nezinu. Mana dzivé nebus vairs nevienas
sievietes... Es domaju, ta, tiesi ka sievietes...

— Vél péc desmit gadiem tam nebiis nozimes... Un pargulésana nebit
nenozimé, ka tev §i sieviete ir ka sieviete. Liela dala cilvéku tam nepieskir tik lielu
nozimi. Un tu tacu neesi $kists. Tev ir bijusas sievietes.

— Tas ir savadak. Tiesi ta, ka tu to domaji — garamejot. Nepardomati un
nesvarigi. Tu man parak daudz nozimé, lai es tads butu ar tevi.

— Es zinu. Tu $odien paliksi majas?

— Droéi vien né... Né, man jaiet.
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But there isn't a single human being who could have answered. Why is that...?
Where are the underlying reasons? Everyone has a reason, but why? Where are
the causes? Who made them? So simple and complicated, so difficult to grasp.
She told me then: 1l be better for you... How the hell can one know what

is better for someone else? The same excuse handed out over and over again,
century after century. And believed in, accepted as an axiom. And later... later
everything’s forgotten, clean forgotten. How long can I keep thinking about

it, it’s years since it happened. The young man forced himself to think about
tomorrow’s anniversary. He and Katy had now been together for two years. Their
relationship could hardly be called romantic, it was rather a practical symbiosis
of two people, and yet it was there, it existed at least and was more durable than
this fleeting reality with its dynamic change which wavered from one extreme
to the other. The first eight months after That Day were just a great flux, felt like
ages, somewhere between painful exposure to reality and oblivion, between a
moment of truth and another escape. Now there was stability. Maybe it wasn’t
real happiness, just bonds of despair forged by and between two minds, not
hearts. But it was fine, much better than before. When there had been nothing.

He continued to say nothing.

‘Have you been reading the letters again?” Nothing escaped Katy. She knew the
nature and the thoughts of her friend all too well. T understand it must be hard.
But you must stop thinking about them. We both know it’s impossible to banish a
whole period of your life from your mind without leaving a trace, but you've got
to think now of what you have and what you might have, if you could just forget
things past and gone’
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‘T sometimes feel Id like to get as drunk as a skunk; he muttered. ‘It used to help’
“You don’t believe that’

“True. But I haven't touched alcohol once since then, yet these thoughts
still come back so often. Perhaps it's my soul that’s bleeding and begging for
anaesthetics I obstinately refuse to give it?’

‘We're fine just as we are and, if we didn’t have this, wed both have a much
harder time. Don’t spoil what you have by blaming yourself. Your innocence is
clear, as clear as the fact that it is all in the past’

“You know what I think about it. I won't change my mind’

‘Sometimes I also think about it... If this hadn’t happened to me... would you
sleep with me?’

‘Please, stop it... I don’t know. I won't have another woman in my life... That’s

what I meant, possessing a woman as a woman...

‘In ten years it won’t make any difference anyway... Having sex with a woman
doesn’t necessarily mean you possess that woman as a woman. Most people don’t
really make a big deal of it. And you're no virgin either. You've had women.
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— Pasveicini jiru no manis. Ja vien tu spétu iedomaties, ka es reizém gribu
vienkarsi pastaigaties gar juras krastu! Ja es to varétu, ta vienkarsi staigat, drosi
vien tad §i véléSanas nebutu tik skaudra, nebutu tik daudz prieka.. Prieka par
sajutu, kailai pédai pieskaroties smiltim, pa reizei iekapjot kada steidzigaka
vilniti.. Tas ir tapat ka tev — pati vélésanas ir skaista, kameér tas apmierinajums ir
neiespéjams... Ja to varétu sasniegt, pirma reakcija batu meZoniga laime, ta¢u péc
tam sekotu frustracija. To tu zini ne sliktak par mani, tikai centies aizmirst.

Jaunais cilveks stavéja istaba pie spogula un aplikoja uz kakla pulséjosas
vénas. Tajas plada vina dzive ar visam tas ilgam un sapém, atminu upe. Tik viegli
batu bijis to viena véziena novirzit cita gultné, laut tai izplast no krastiem un
aizskalot visu sapigo. Cik reizu vins$ ta bija stavéjis pédéjo gadu laika? Vairakus
simtus? Takstoti? Visa §1 briza dzive sastavéja no tadiem mirkliem. Pludmales
maja bija vina patvérums un reizé naves nometne. Seit vin$ uzturéjas ik reizi,
kad parpéma istas un asas atminu skumjas, ko nevaréja vairs remdeét apatija vai
logiskos spriedumos. Ka $odien. Vins izgaja uz terases. Vilnu troksnis parmaca
visas apkartnes skanas. Sodien jiira mani nesagaidis. Sis ir ipass vakars. Ta vin$
médza teikt katru reizi. Kartéja shéma, kuru neviens nebija veidojis, rakstijis. Ta
nejausi notika pirmo reizi un neapzinati vienmér atkartojas.

Si tomer bija ipasa reize. Jira trakoja, un pie tas nebija neviena pasa cilveka.
Jauneklis, drébes nenovilcis, iebrida lidz gurniem tdeni. Vins skatijas un skatijas
tumsajas debesis, bet jira nestajas vinu aicinat sava klépi. Vel ne, mat, vél ne
Soreiz... Es baidos. Tev es nekautréjos atzit, ka tikai bailes liedz man tevi paklausit.
Katijai es nevaru to teikt. Vinas ticibas dzivei pamatakmens ir mana ticiba, ko
vina neapzindas esam tik vaju, kada ta reali ir. Tu jau zini, mat, tu mani pazisti
ka neviens cits, tikai tu un vél Méness, mans tévs.. Bet Sodien vina te nav, vins ir
paslepies makonos, lai nebitu mani jasatiek.. Es vinu saprotu un atbalstu... Ko
vins varétu man pateikt tadu, kas mani apmierinatu? Viriska cietsirdiba, zobus
sakodusi, més paejam viens otram Sodien garam. Nu es iesu prom ari no tevis,
mat...

Vins$ aizdedzinaja sveci un nostatija tai prieksa uz galdina krasaina stikla
platniti ar izgrieztiem ornamentiem. Caur tiem spido$a gaisma spokaini
atstarojas uz vina kailas adas un telpas sienas, griestiem, gridas. Jauneklis
aizdedzinaja cigareti. Kad ta bija kartigi iedegusies, vin$ ar nagiem noknieba
mazu hai$a masas gabalinu un uzlika to uz oglites cigaretes gala. Branais
brinums izdvesa biezu dumu straklinu; jauneklis atri pielika tai stikla cauruliti
un iesiica to sevi. Dumi piepildija plausas un tadal ka karsts vilnis iesitas galva.
Péc vél viena dama énu kontiras kluva asakas, tas it ka materializéjas un kluva
telpiskas. Katra no tam elpoja sava ritma, un katrai bija sava sape, savs stasts
stastams, bet nakts prieksa vél solijas but gara. Tre$a reize; vél dazas minttes, un
tad jau bezapzina, kam cauri stravoja paralélas realitates skaidra uztvere. Nedz
laiks, nedz telpas jédziens netraucéja ar savu klatbatni, tacu eksistences robezas
nebija sagrautas. Es pastavu, kaut manis vairs nav. Es apzinos, kaut nespéju domat.
Acumirkliga laime un piepildijums, un reizé naves demonstracijas versija. Es zinu,
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“That’s a different story. That's how you meant it — superficially.
Inconsiderately, casually. You mean too much to me to behave like that with you’

‘I know. Are you staying home today?’
‘T suppose not... No, I've got to go’

‘My greetings to the sea. If you could only imagine how I sometimes wish I
could simply go for a walk along the shore! But, at the same time, if I could walk
so simply, so effortlessly, this desire wouldn’t be so desperate, it wouldn’t afford
me so much pleasure. A tactile sort of pleasure, when your bare foot touches
sand, now and then lapped by a dashing wavelet... It’s the same with you - the
desire itself is beautiful, as long as it remains impossible to fulfil. If you could
attain this desire, the initial reaction would be unrestrained, wild happiness, but
then frustration would creep in. You know all this as well as I do, but you just
deliberately try and forget it’

The young man lingered in front of a mirror and examined the throbbing
veins on his neck. His whole life was running through them, with all his cravings,
pains, a river of memories. Wouldn't it have been easy to make it change its
course, just like that, at one stroke, remove the banks that contain it, let it run
loose and wash all the pain away? How many times had he been standing like this
in recent years? Hundreds? A thousand? His current life was simply a succession
of moments such as these. The sea-side cottage was his refuge and, at the same
time, his death camp. He came there every time when a real and penetrating
sadness brought about by memories pierced him, and he felt that apathy and
logical reasoning wouldn’t appease it. Just like today. He went out onto the
terrace. The sound of the waves suppressed all the other sounds. The sea will not
welcome me today. This is a special evening. This is what he always said. Another
plot written or shaped by nobody. It just so happened, by chance, the first time,
and was always, unconsciously repeated.

feq feyy
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But this time, however, was special. The sea was raging, the beach deserted.
The young man, without taking off his clothes, waded into the water up to his
hips. For a long time he kept contemplating the dark skies but the sea wouldn’t
stop and take him to its bosom. Not yet, mother, not this time... I'm scared. I'm
not ashamed to tell you that only my fear keeps me from obeying you. I can’t
tell Katy about it. Her belief in life is based on my faith and she cannot see how
tenuous this really is. You know it, mother, you know me better than anyone
else, just you and the Moon, my father... He is not here today, hiding behind the
clouds to avoid meeting me... I understand him, I support him... Is there anything
he could tell me that would comfort me? Male cruelty, gritting our teeth, we pass
each other like strangers. Now it’s time to part from you too, mother...

He lit a candle that stood on a small table and placed a decorative glass plate
next to it. The eerie light fell onto his naked skin, and cast flickering glints at
the walls, ceiling and floor. The young man lit a cigarette. When it was glowing,
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ka elpoju, tikai tapec, ka dzirdu savu elpu. Tik skala, tik apdullinosa cauri visam
Sim klusumam. Vieniga skana, kas notur mani pie zemes. Bet ta gribas vienkarsi
aizlidot... Nomirt? Ne! Bet ari nepalikt dzivam... Jauneklis iebaza roku zem
spilvena. No péksna sasprindzinajuma vina piere norasoja sviedru lasitém, kad
pirksti pieskaras vésam metalam. Katru reizi §1 spéle, atkal stavot pie spogula un
lemjot pasam savu likteni. Soreiz viss joprojam bija citadi. Vai varbiit...

Saviens spalgi parcirta sapna diimaku. Stikls lidz ar sveci saskida sikas
drumslas, telpa iegrima tumsa. Viss bija beidzies. Rit biitu bijusi jubileja. Bet es
neiesu atpakal, es vairs nevaru.

— Pasniedz, ladzu, man salstraucinu, — paladza Katija.

May Day

Janis Sterns

Dzimis 1979. gada 7. marta, studéjis latviesu un klasisko filologiju
Latvijas Universitaté, tad uzsacis socialas psihologijas studijas.
¢ Intereséjas par psihiatriju, biologiju un internetatkaribas
— fenomenu. Stradajis dazados darbos - bijis datorsistému
administrators, Arlietu ministrijas vecakais referents, pec tam
ieintereséjies par politisko jaunatnes organizaciju darbibu Latvija. Sobrid
aktivi darbojas LSDSP un virkné NVO. Literaro darbibu uzskata par vienu no
saviem hobijiem. Presé un interneta publicéti apméram 25 vina darbi.
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he nipped off a small lump of hash and put it onto its burning end. The brown
marvel gave off a thick puff of smoke and the youth grabbed a small glass tube
and sucked in. The smoke filled his lungs and a hot wave immediately rushed

to his head. After another drag the outlines of the shadows sharpened up, they
became sort of material and dimensional. They each breathed at their own
rhythm, had their afflictions, their narratives, and the night awaiting him seemed
long. Inhale again, a few minutes, and then unconsciousness, along with the
lucid perception bestowed upon him by some immaterial, parallel reality. Neither
space, nor time were weighing him down by their presence, yet the frontiers of
his existence were still there, unbroken. I do exist though 'm no longer here. 'm
conscious though I'm no longer able to think. A momentary flash of happiness,
fulfilment, and a foretaste of death. I only know I'm breathing because I can hear
my breath. So loud, so deafening, it cuts through the silence. The only sound that
keeps me aground. But I so much want to fly away... To die? No! But not to stay
alive either. The young man put his hand under the pillow. The sudden strain
caused beads of sweat to cover his forehead, as his fingers touched the cool piece
of metal. Always the same game, standing by the mirror and deciding on his own
fate. But this time everything still was different. Or perhaps...

A shrill gunshot tore the veil of the dream apart. The glass and the candle were
smashed into tiny pieces, and the room was suddenly plunged into darkness.
It was all over now. It would have been the anniversary tomorrow. But I'm not
going back, I can’t do that any more.

‘Could you pass me the salt, please?’ Katy asked.

feq feyy
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Translated by Dens Dimins

Janis Sterns (1979) studied Latvian philology and classical
studies at the University of Latvia, and later moved on to social
psychology. His interests include psychiatry, biology and
internet addiction. He has been employed as computer system
administrator and as a senior desk officer at the Ministry of

Foreign Affairs, before taking part in political youth movements

in Latvia. Currently he is an active member of the Latvian Social
Democratic Workers’ Party and various NGOs. He considers literature as a
hobby. He has about 25 publications in the media and on the Internet.

#
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May Day

Peter Semolic

Vecerni klepet

Véasih, ko mi je dolgcas,

se pogovarjam z Bogom.
Pregledujeva vzorce v linoleju,
njihovo ritmi¢no ponavljanje
na kuhinjskih tleh.

1z teh lis, rec¢em,

lahko razbere$ medveda,
iz teh macko,

in ¢e odmisli$ klobuk

pri tem sme$nem mozaku,
dobis levjo glavo.

Okorno ponavlja za mano:
Medved, macka...

Vedno znova za¢uden,

ko enak lik najde ob kredenci
ali pod oknom.

Vidis to ¢rto,
ki prepolavlja pod?

Koliko neskladnosti vnasa v podobe.

Tu bi lahko bil bizon,
a se je izcimil le pohabljen
konjski hrbet.
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Bizon, konjski hrbet...

Crkuje kot otrok ob prvem berilu,
zgrozen nad ¢rno razpoko,

ki prepolavlja kuhinjska tla.

KaZem naprej, proti vratom na
hodnik,

Kkjer se pri¢nejo predeli posasti,

fantasti¢nih bitij brez glav,

grozljivih spak brez teles.

Pocasi ga izrivam ven,

ker je Ze pozno in bi rad spal.

A ko pono¢i vstanem,

da bi popil kozarec vode,

$e vedno stoji na pragu,
zazrt v tenko raz,

ki tece od zida proti oknu,
kot nekdo,

ki se je izgubil v tujem mestu
in ne zna jezika,

da bi vprasal za pot.
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Peter Semolic

An Evening Chat

Sometimes, if I am bored,

I talk to God. We examine
patterns in the linoleum together,
rhythmical repetitions

on the kitchen floor.

In these shapes, I say,
you can see a bear,

and in these a kitten,
and if you ignore the cap
on this funny chap

you get a lion’s head.

Awkwardly he repeats after me:

abear,acat...

And is utterly amazed whenever he
finds

the same shape next to the
sideboard

or beneath the window.

Can you see this line

cutting the floor in half?

What disharmony it brings into the
images.

This here could be a bison,

but it turns out merely a deformed

horse’s back.
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A bison, horse’s back ...

He spells like a child at his primer,
enraged over a black crack

that cuts the kitchen floor in half.

I point forward, towards the door
into the hallway,

where the monster zone begins,

the zone of fantastical creatures
without heads,

horrible freaks without bodies.

Slowly I push him out,

after all, it is late and I would like to
sleep.

But when I get up at night

to have a glass of water

he is still standing at the door,

staring into a thin line

that runs from the wall to the
window

like someone

who is lost in a foreign city

and does not know the language

to ask the way.

Translated by Ana Jelnikar
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May Day

Oce

To no¢

sem sanjal o tebi,
oce.

V podobi jelena
si priSel v moje
sanje

in se ustopil vrh
travnatega

grica.

Poklical sem te
po imenu,

oce.

Poklical sem te
z besedo: oce.
Rekel sem:

Glej,

moji ocesi sta
dva mokra cvetova
ob gorskem
potoku.

Pridi

in tvoj topli
jelenji jezik
naj osusi roso,
ki je padla

na moje

oci.
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Ti pa si stal

kot v nekem drugem
svetu,

kot v nekih drugih
sanjah,

vrh grica,

poraslega s travo.

Otresel si s svojim
mogoc¢nim
rogovjem

in izginil v belem
oblaku
nikogarsnjih

sanj.
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Father

Last night And you stood

I dreamt about you, as in another

father. world,

You came as in another

into my dream dream,

as a deer on a mound,

and stood astride overgrown with grass.

a grassy

mound. You shook your
mighty

I called you antlers

by your name, and vanished in the white

father. cloud

I called you of no one’s

by the word: father dreams.

I said:

Look,

my eyes are

two wet flowers
by the mountain
stream.

Come,

let your warm
deer tongue

dry the dew
that fell upon
my eyes.
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Translated by Ana Jelnikar
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May Day

Branje Octavia Paza

Nocoj plujem po vseh svojih rekah, nosen s tokom
govorice, plujem, ko govorim, govorim, ko plujem...

... reke, lesketave kot otroski smeh, staccato brzic, hitri
zdrsi prek kaskad, zanosno padanje prek slapov, delci
vode in v vsakem sonce in kon¢no pena, mehurji zraka, ki me
oblivajo kot velikanski jakuzzi...

... reka, veliki rjavi bog, me nosi kot spec¢e bruno skozi
visoko poletje, brenc¢anje zuzelk, plujem, ko govorim,
govorim, ko plujem, vidim: sinje nebo, oblaki in ribe plavajo
Cezenj, raki se skrivajo v kro$njah dreves, v zeleni eksploziji
joie de vivre, jata mladic prhne iz njih kot preplasene prepelice...

... vidim: pravilni Narcisov obraz, tezke kvadre florentinskih
zgradb, loke mostov, prek katerih te¢ejo verzi o minevanju
(Apollinaire) in verzi pesnitve, ki jo berem...

... vidim sebe v menjavi letnih ¢asov in svojo ljubezen,
zalostno kot vrba, ki se sklanja nadme, ki sem reka, ki plujem
skozi zimo, skozi mesto de la Tour Unique du Grand Gibet et
de la Roue...

... reka sem, odsotno sprejmem nesre¢nega ljubimca,
vélikega pesnika in nisem zalosten, ko se obarvam s krvjo, in
nisem vesel, ko se topijo ledeniki, ko se dvigam v nebo, ne
prizadeneta me niti jez niti nasip...

... reka, temno boZanstvo onkraj prepletajocega se
barjanskega zelenja, brez¢utno blatno bozanstvo, moja usta te
imenujejo Amazonka, ti recejo Nil, Misisipi, moje oci
postavljajo ob tebi skrivnostna mesta (Eldorado), jaz
te delam za Okinavo...

... mladenica, lepa kot Hijacint, drgetajo¢a v rosnem jutru,
zreta vate, izgubljena v sebi, zreta vate, lepa kot Hijacint,
a ti se niti ne ozre$ nanju...

Nocoj plujem po vseh svojih rekah, zvezde, zvezde
globoko pod mano, nocoj plujem po sebi, plujem, ko govorim,
govorim, ko plujem, plujem po sebi, razmnoZenem v nestete
tokove, potok sem, ob katerem brusim noz, divja deklica se
umije v meni po hitrem ljubljenju na produ, moja ljubezen
sega vame in mi rec¢e Kolpa in mi re¢e Rokava in mi rece
“hladi§, odstira$ pot” in mi rece, ti si led, led, led...
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Reading Octavio Paz

Tonight I am sailing down all my rivers, borne by the stream
of words, I sail as I speak, I speak as I'sail ...

... rivers, glittering like a child’s laughter, the staccato of rapids, the fast
chutes over cascades, rapturous drops down waterfalls, beads
of water, in each the sun, and finally the foam, bubbles of air
engulfing me like a great Jacuzzi ...

... the river, the big brown god, carries me like a slumberous bough through
the height of summer, the buzzing of insects, I sail as I speak,
I speak as I sail, I can see: the blue sky, clouds and fish swimming
across, crabs hiding in treetops, in the green explosion of
joie de vivre, a flock of fry takes wing like startled quails.

... I can see: Narcissus perfect countenance, heavy ashlars of Florentine
masonry, arcs of bridges traversed by poetry on transcience (Apollinaire)
and by the lines of an epic, I am reading ...

... I can see myself in the turning of the seasons, and my love,
sad as a willow, bowing over me, who am a river sailing
through winter, through the city de la Tour Unique du grand Gibet et
de la Roue ...

... Tam a river, absentmindedly receiving an unhappy lover,
a great poet, and I am not sad, when I stain myself with blood, and
I am not happy, when ice sheets thaw away, when I soar into the sky, neither
the dam nor the dyke can touch me ...

feq feyy

... the river, the dark deity from beyond the swampy
entangled greenery, callous mired deity, my mouth
has a name for you - the Amazon, it calls you the Nile, the Mississippi, my eyes
erect secret places at your side (Eldorado), I
turn you into Okinawa ...

... two youths, as beautiful as Hyacinthus, atremble in the dewy morning,
gazing at you, lost in themselves, gazing at you, as beautiful as Hyacinthus,
and you, you don’t even spare them a glance ...

Tonight I am sailing down all my rivers, with you stars, stars
in the depths below me, tonight I am sailing myself, replicated into
countless currents, I am a stream, against which I sharpen a knife, a wild girl,
hastily making love upon the gravel, cleanses herself in me, my love
reaches into me and tells me River Kolpa and tells me River Rokava and tells me
“you cool and unveil the path” and tells me, you are ice, ice, ice ...

... I'speak and am spoken, I sail and am sailed, I am real
and I am an illusion, I am water, flooding over me, I am a swimmer
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May Day

... govorim in govorjen sem, plujem in plut sem, resni¢en
sem in privid sem, voda sem, ki me obliva, plavalec sem, ki
ostro reze enakomerni tok, po¢asni hod reke proti morju,
morje sem, ki je reka vseh rek, nebo sem, ki je morje morja...

Ljubljana, poletje 1998:
Na vrtu predmestne kr¢me berem Octavia Paza, sivi ¢aplji se
kot dobra zmaja spreletavata v prosojnem veceru...

... enakomerni brum Ljubljanice ob zapornicah, svetlobno
telo reke, veliko sonce ugasa v nje;j...

... poberem za otrosko pest velik kamen izpod nog in ga
vrzem prek ograje v vodo...

... ne beri me kot zgodbo, beri me kot koncentri¢ne kroge
navodi...

Presernovega sklada (2001).

Peter Semolic se je rodil v Ljubljani leta 1967, Studiral
je splosno jezikoslovje in sociologijo kulture na
Filozofski fakulteti v Ljubljani. Je avtor Sestih pesniskih
zbirk, za svoje delo pa je prejel ve¢ nagrad, med
drugim tudi Jenkovo nagrado (1997) in nagrado
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cutting sharply across the constant currents, the slow amble of the river towards
the sea,

T am the sea, which is the river of all rivers, I am the sky, which is the sea of all
seas ...

Ljubljana, summer 1998:
In the garden of a suburban tavern I am reading Octavio Paz, two grey herons
flitting to and fro like fine kites beneath a translucent evening sky ...

... the constant roaring of the Ljubljanica by the railings, the river’s
body of light, in it the big setting sun ...

... from beneath my feet I pick up a stone the size of a childs fist and fling it
across the fence into the water ...

... don’t read me like a story, read me like concentric circles
on the water ...

Translated by Ana Jelnikar

feq feyy
)
S

Peter Semoli¢ (1967) studied general linguistics and

cultural studies at the University of Ljubljana. He is

the author of seven books of poetry. He has received
many prizes for his work, including the two most
eminent awards in Slovenia, Jenko's Poetry Prize
(1997) and the Preseren Prize — the National Award
for Literature and Arts (2001).
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Taja Kramberger

Que fragilidad
Zavre¢i modrost Kdo se zlomi pod
je modrost tezo vetra?

Spim
Zavreci pamet
je pamet Zdrobiti lu¢
je svetloba

Telebniti po tleh
je stati pokonci Zavredi zavrzeno
je vrnitev
Kje si jutro?
V luzi Post mortem vrniti nasmeh
zivljenju je cudez
Kam gres tema? neskon¢no vedji od kaplje rose
Dezujem veli¢astnej$i od zrna soli
spokojnejsi od bakle v o¢eh
@n Kdo me vzdrzuje zivim zopet
= nad mejo zmogljivosti? ljubim ponovno
EY Diham ¢udim se spet
=

Kdo napenja mreze
upora?
Nimam

Taja Kramberger, rojena 1970 v Ljubljani (Slovenija).
Doktorski $tudij zgodovinske antropologije. Studijske
Stipendije v Parizu (EHESS, CRH, MSH) in Budimpesti

(Collegium Budapest - IAS). Tri knjige poezije: Marcipan/
Marzipan (1997), Spregovori morje/The Sea says (1999),
Protitok/Gegenstrémung (v nemscini, 2002). Za 2004
predvidena izida Cetrte, v 4 jezikih (slov., it., angl. in fr.) z naslovom Mobilizacije/
Mobilizations, in pete Zametni indigo/Velvet indigo. Prevaja literaturo iz
italijanscine, francoscine, anglescine in Spanscine.
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Taja Kramberger

Que fragilidad
To discard wisdom Who breaks under
is wisdom the weight of the wind?
I'm asleep
To discard sense
is sense To crush light
is brightness

To fall flat on your face

is to stand upright To discard the discarded
is a comeback

Where are you, morning?

In the puddle To give a smile back to life
post mortem is a miracle

Where are you heading, darkness? infinitely larger than a bead of dew

I'm raining grander than a grain of salt

calmer than the torch in your eyes

Who keeps me above I live again -
the limit of endurance? Ilove once more < |en

I'm breathing I marvel all over 2
Who pulls the nets
of resistance?

I do not have

Translated by Ana Jelnikar

Taja Kramberger (1970) studied historical anthropology.
She received fellowships in Paris (EHESS, CRH, MSH), and
Budapest (Collegium Budapest — IAS). She has published
three books of poetry: Marzipan (1997), The Sea Says (1999),
Gegenstrémung (in German, 2002). A further two collections
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May Day

Immanuel Mifsud

Rubi

1977

Rubi dejjem thares fil-vojt. Saqajha bojod karti, irqaq, mimlija ponot.
Xagharha isfar twil u mhabbel u mghaqqad. Rubi tifla fqira. Ittraskurata.

- Tilghabx maghha jew ma’ huha dik.
- Ghaliex ma?

- Ghax hekk.

- Imma ghaliex, ma?

- Ghax hekk ghidtlek jien!

Ahna u nisimghu l-quddiesa noqghod inhares lejha, lejn xagharha l-aktar,
u lejn saqajha rqaq kwazi jispiccaw fix-xejn. Hi toqghod tiekol il-helu minn taht
u tilghab bi¢-centezmu li suppost titfa’ fis-sassla u li dejjem, ninnota, titfghu
fil-but tal-libsa malli jasal is-sagristan biex jigbor.

Naraha kullimkien lil Rubi: il-knisja, il-bandli, il-gnien themm isfel, il-wied
ma’ huha u s-subien I-ohra, il-pjazza, ghand Mary tal-merca tixtri niskwart
kunserva u niskwart ceder ... naraha kullimkien minbarra I-iskola. Qatt ma rajtha
l-iskola, la fil-bieb, la f’xi klassi, la fil-bitha.

- Int kif qatt ma tkun I-iskola?

Rubi thares lejja bic-ciera.

- Int xX'tindahal x’naghmel jien, haga kerha?

- Ommok ma tghidlek xejn?

- X’inhu affarik, kurzitajr?

- Taf li jistghu jiehdu ’1 missierek il-habs jekk jagbduk?
Rubi tagbad tidhaq u wiccha donnu jisbieh.

- Int fejn tahseb li qieghed missieri, l-iblah? U toqghodx issaqgsi fuq in-nies,
orrajt, ghax ingib lil hija ghalik!

Ghajnejha celesti.
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Immanuel Mifsud

Ruby

1977

Ruby always stares into space. Her feet are paper-white, thin, pimply. Her long
blonde hair is always a knotted mess. Ruby is a poor girl. Neglected.

- Don’t play with that one, or her brother.
- Why not, ma?

- Because.

- But why not, ma?

- Because I said so!

While we are at mass I keep staring at her, at her hair mostly, and at her
thin feet almost tapering into nothing. She sneaks sweets into her mouth and
plays with the cent she is meant to throw into the basket and which, I notice,
she always throws into the pocket of her dress as soon as the sacristan starts the

collection.

feq feyy
)
S

I see Ruby everywhere: in church, at the swings, in the garden down there, in
the valley with her brother and the other boys, the piazza, at Mary’s, the grocer’s,
buying a bit of tomato paste and the same of cheddar..... I see her everywhere
except for school. I never saw her at school, not at the door, not in any class, not
in the yard.

- How come you're never at school?
Ruby looks at me crossly.

- Don’t interfere, fat face!

- Doesn’t your mother get angry?

- Is it your business, nosy parker? — Don't you know that they can put your
dad in jail if they find out?

Ruby starts to laugh and her face seems to grow prettier.

- Where do you think my dad already is, idiot? And stop snooping around,
orrite, cause I'll set my brother on you!

Her eyes are sky blue.
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May Day

1981

Rubi bil-flokk ahmar bit-torc¢a tagbad fuq sidirha. Rubi fuq it-trakk mal-
partitarji So¢jalisti, tkanta l-innijiet u thabbat idejha mal-genb tat-trakk. Tolqtok,
tigbidlek ghajnejk mill-ewwel; xagharha twil isfar sabih itir mar-rih kiesah ta’
tmiem Novembru. Jien bil-glekk u l-ingravata ta’ l-uniformi ta’ l-iskola, lura lejn
id-dar. U f’kamarti, jien u nipprova nibda xihaga, nerga’ nqatta’ hin twil nara lil
Rubi tghajjat ferhana ghax ir-rebha taghhom terga’ tkun.

- Ma, taf li Rubi mal-Lejber?

Ommi tibqa’ tagli ¢-¢anga fit-tagen minghajr manku.

- U int kif taf? Ma rridekx titkellem fuq il-politka, thimt?

- Le ma tkellimtx fuq il-politka, ma. Rajtha fuq it-trakk tal-Lejber.

- Mhix bicca taghna fejn tmur Rubi u fejn imur kulhadd. Lesti ha tiekol.
— Allura ahna Nazzjonalisti, ma?

- Diga ghidtlek biex ma titkellimx fuq il-politka. Ejja, fittex lesti ha tiekol.

Jien u nibla’ ¢-¢anga mill-platt tal-pajreks nerga’ nara lil Rubi, nara xagharha
jghum fl-ajru u niftakar li ghajnejha celesti. U niftakar f’sidirha qed jintefah taht
it-torca tagbad.

1982

Ahna u nisimghu lil Bob Marley fuq radju kazett imkisser, Simon jigbor
il-flus biex jithallas tal-haxixa li xtara minghand xi hadd li jmur l-iskola mieghu.
Kulhadd jitbissem bghajnejh diga miksura, l-aktar meta Rubi tmur f’rokna
tal-garaxx u tinza’ hwejjigha flok thallas is-sehem taghha. It-tliet subien li ahna
nagsmu sehemha u gisimha bejnietna.

Kull nhar ta’ Gimgha hadnieha drawwa fil-garaxx ta’ missier Simon. Gieli
nkunu hafna u flok lil Marley jkollna s-Sex Pistols jihdulna s-sentimenti ta’
mohhna u jaghtuna pjacir kbir, ma’ l-amfetamini misruqa u Rubi tagbez fin-nofs
bla hwejjeg.

Jien dejjem inharsilha lejn xagharha isfar, imhabbel, imqanfed, mghaqqad;
u meta mmissha dejjem nibda b’xagharha. U meta ddur u thares lejja bharsitha
celesti, jaghtini li nigbidha ghalija wahdi, nehodha "1 boghod ghalija biss u
ninsew lill-bqija.

U dan l-ahhar sirt sahansitra nqum bil-lejl, bnixfa kbira f’halqi u bl-istampa
ta’ gisem Rubi jizfen ghalija f’kamarti, imxarrab ghasra bil-qtar tax-xita. U
jaghtini li ncemplilha, imqar f’xi t-tlieta ta’ filghodu, biex nghidilha tohrog
mieghi, imqar darba, is-Sibt filghaxija.

‘ 01_2004_2297 testo.indb 76 @

2-12-2005 8:36:15



1981

Ruby in a red T-shirt flaunting the flaming torch on her breast. Ruby on
the truck with other Socialist supporters, singing the party anthems and banging
her hand against the trucK’s side. She stands out, you can’t miss her: long
beautiful blonde hair wafted by the cold wind of the end of November. I'm in
my school blazer and tie, on my way home. And in my room, as I attempt to
start on something, I slip into a long reverie of Ruby crying out gleefully because
victory’s bound to be theirs.

- Ma, did you know Ruby’s with Labour? My mother goes on frying the bit of
beef in the pan without a handle.

- And how do you know? I don’t want you talking about politics, do you
understand?

- No, I didn’t talk about politics, ma. I saw her on the Labour truck.

- It’s not our business where Ruby or where anybody goes. Get ready for
your tea.

- Does that mean we're Nationalists, ma??

- I've already told you not to talk about politics. Go on, hurry up and get
ready for your meal.

As T wolf down the beef off the pyrex plate, I see Ruby again, I see her hair
waving in the air and I remember that her eyes are sky blue. And I see her breasts
swelling under the flaming torch.

feq feyy
)
S

1982

While we listen to Bob Marley on a battered radio cassette, Simon collects
the cash we owe him for the grass he’s bought at his school. We all smile with
eyes which are already glazed, especially when Ruby goes to a corner of the
garage and strips instead of paying her share. The three of us boys share her
portion and her body between us.

It's become a habit. Every Friday we meet in Simon’s father’s garage.
Sometimes there are more of us and instead of Marley, it’s the Sex Pistols
who blow our mind and give us lots of pleasure, together with the stolen
amphetamines and Ruby prancing around naked.

I always stare at her blonde hair, tousled, messy, knotted; and when I touch
her, T always start with her hair. And when she turns and looks at me with her
sky blue gaze, I feel tempted to make her mine alone, to take her far away with
me alone where we can forget everyone else.

And lately I even wake at night, with a dry mouth and with the image of
Ruby’s body dancing for me in my room, soaked with rain drops. And I want to
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May Day

Is-Sibt filghaxija lil Rubi ma jaraha hadd. Ghalxejn infittxuha d-disco tas-Sixth
Form, ghalxejn nistaqsuha fejn tmur. Nafu biss li gieli tkun gieghda tistenna
fit-tarf tat-triq taghhom u mbaghad tigi Escort Mark 1 vjola bil-hgieg blu skur u
tigborha.

Imbaghad f’Di¢cembru, sehibna Simon, jispicc¢a hesrem bla missier.
U l-garaxx jinghalaq u ma jerga’ jinfetah qatt hlief meta nxtara minn tillar minn
barra r-rahal. U Simon jidhol dahla sew f'qoxortu u ahna naghmlu bhalu.
Ikoll kemm ahna

1985
minbarra Rubi.

Jien u sejjer ghall-ezami tal-matrikola ni¢cassa nirrevedi n-noti f' mohhi
u ninduna li ma nafx kollox. Jaghtini li mmur lura d-dar, imma min jaf xi
storja naqla’ d-dar. Hija 1-kbir kien ghamel hekk meta kellu jaghmel 1-ahhar
ezamijiet tal-ligi, u ommi u missieri ma hafruhielu qatt. Ftit ilu dahal f’kamarti
jien u nistudja u stqarrli li lanqas hu ma hafirha lilu nnifsu. U ohti kienet tajba
fl-iskola imma ggennet wara ragel sinjur u harbatha. Anki lil ohti ma hafruhielha
qatt, avolja ommi tghid li mn’alla hekk ghax sabet ragel tal-gabra u li kieku
kompliet tistudja setghet sfrattat. U allura nirkeb il-karozza tal-linja b’ qalbi
diga gieghda ttaqtaq. Issa jekk ma nghaddix inwahhal fihom; nara X’nivvinta
u nwahhal fihom. Nghidilhom li ma ridtx naghmel I-ezamijiet u ahjar issa milli
naghmel bhal hija.

U niftakar fi shabi. Diga bdew jahdmu. Simon diga ghandu karozza; mhix
xi haga ta’ barra minn hawn imma ghandu wahda u t-tfajliet aktar jingibdu
lejh meta jcekeek ic-¢wievet tal-karozza. Minn fuq tal-linja nara n-nies jilaghqu
x-xemx sabiha ta’ Mejju fuq il-funtana mejta tat-Tritoni u jien ninkedd aktar.

Imbaghad, kif il-karozza titharrek ftit, fuq il-funtana, nilmah lil Rubi, liebsa
qalziet iswed inkaxxat maghha, flokk iswed kollu rqajja’ u labar tas-sarwan
u gakketta tal-gild sewda kollha ponot lewn il-fidda. Xagharha kull kulur u
mgiddem. Bi flixkun imbid imwahhal ma’ halgha, ta’ hdejha mixhut minn tulu
jmellsilha daharha.

Inxejrilha, thares lejja, tarani, tibqa’ thares.

Ma taghrafnix. Minflok, terga’ ttella’ I-flixkun ma’ halgha u taqa’ lura.

1991

Ferhanin se ntiru, jien u Marthese nippuzaw bit-toga u l-berettin u I-lawrja
f’idejna ghall-mitt ritratt hdejn il-funtana armata ghall-okkazjoni. U niehdu
ritratt ma’ kull professur jippoppa sidru ghall-okkazjoni ukoll.
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phone her, even though it is three in the morning, to ask her out, if only once,
on a Saturday evening.

On a Saturday evening nobody ever sees Ruby. We look for her in vain at the
Sixth Form disco. We ask her in vain where she goes. We only know that she
often waits at the end of their street until a purple Escort Mark 1 with dark blue
windows drives up, and she gets in.

And then in December, Simon’s father suddenly dies. And the garage is closed
and remains closed till it is sold to a panel beater from another town. Simon
withdraws into his shell and we do so too. All of us

1985
except Ruby.

On my dazed way to my matriculation exam, I did a bit of mental revision
and realized there were blanks in my knowledge. I felt an urge to go back home
but I knew all hell would break loose. That’s what my elder brother had done just
before his law finals, and my parents have never forgiven him. Some time ago,
he came into my room while I was studying and confessed that he hadn’t even
forgiven himself. And my sister was good at school, but shed fallen for a rich
man whod disrupted her studies. They never forgave my sister either, though my
mother says it’s all for the best because shed found a good man to settle down
with, and if shed gone on studying they might have broken up. And so I get on
the bus with my heart already pounding. Now if I don’t pass, I'll put the blame
on them: I'll think of something and put the blame on them. I'll tell them I didn’t
want to take the exams, that it’s better to give up now instead of doing what my
brother did. And I think of my friends. They’ve all already found a job. Simon
already has a car; it’s nothing special but he has one, and girls are more attracted
to him when he jingles the keys. From the bus I watch the people by the dead
Triton fountain licking up the warm sun, and I feel even more pissed oft.

feq feyy
)
S

Then, as the bus starts to move, there by the fountain, I see Ruby, in skin-
tight black trousers, a torn black top pinned together by safety-pins, and a black
leather jacket covered in silver studs. Her hair is a riot of colours and filthy. A
bottle of wine is glued to her mouth and the guy lolling on the ground next to her
is stroking her back.

I wave at her, she stares at me, she sees me, she keeps on staring.

She doesn’t recognize me. Instead, she puts the bottle to her lips again and
falls back.

1991

Beaming with happiness, in our togas and mortar-boards and with our degrees
in our hands, Marthese and I pose next to the bedecked fountain for some
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May Day

IlI-profs Grima jehdilna blidejna.

- Nawguralkom, hej, nawguralkom; anki ghax smajt li dalwaqt tichdu I-pass.
Awguri!

Marthese ferhana aktar minni.
- Fadlilna sena ohra, profs.
- Eh, sena tghaddi malajr hafna. Awguri!

Qabel nitilqu ghall-festa f’Paceville, inhares lejn il-librerija u ma nafx ghaliex
niftakar fil-Gimghat fil-garaxx, fir-Rifffs ikantaw Dance Music For Eighties
Depression, u fl-ghajnejn celesti ta’ Rubi. Kont hsibt li nsejthom ghal kollox lil
shabi tat-triq. Ghax issa jien ta’ l-iskola, u meta jarawni (rari hafna) jitfixklu.
Gieli nieqaf inkellem lil Simon, nistagsih kif sejjer, u jghidli li bzewgt itfal
ikollu jaghmel hafna sahra u l-mara tiehu x-xoghol tal-fabbrika d-dar, inkella
ma jlahhqux. Insemmu lill-hbieb kollha f’litanija bhal tal-qaddisin; kollha
nsemmuhom, wiehed wiehed, minbarra ’l Rubi.

1995

Marthese issir taf li ghal din 1-ahhar sena, wara x-xift ta’ bil-lejl kont nibqa’
sejjer ghand Sandra minflok id-dar. Ratna kemm-il darba hirgin mill-isptar u
darba saqet warajna.

- Ara x’se taghmel, Joe, mil-lum ’il quddiem kellimni bl-avukat. Qatt ma
mmaginajt li se tkun daqshekk hanzir mieghi. Xi hsibtni lili; li mghandix
ghajnejn f’wicci? Ul dik x’rajthilha bi¢¢a ners mahmuga? Kif ma tisthix minnek
innifsek; kellek taqa’ dagshekk fil-baxx! Qabbad avukat; miniex se nkellmek
aktar. Imn'alla mghandniex tfal. Imma ha nghidlek: li kellna xorta konna
nispiccaw hekk. Ara ma tahsibx li kont se noqghod minhabba t-tfal!

Wara li niffirma d-dokumenti kollha ghand l-avukat tieghi ghal
separazzjoni bonarja, immur ghand Sandra, nghidilha li se nikri appartament
Birzebbuga u nistagsiha tridx tidhol mieghi. Sandra ged tahsibha biex tazzetta
ma’ xihadd, tizzewweg u tipprova tinsa l-istorja taghna. Tghidli dan bid-dmugh
f’ghajnejha celesti u qabel nitlagha tghidli li jiddispjaciha ghal dak li ghamlet.
Inhares lejha u mmellsilha ftit xagharha isfar u nitbissmilha avolja xtaqt
insawwatha. Wara kollox kienet hi li ghamlet 1-ewwel pass dakinhar li konna
f’party niccelebraw bil-gamma-hydroxybutyrate. U issa tghidli li jiddispjaciha,
li tixtieq tazzetta ma’ xihadd tal-galbu ghax zmien I-avventura spicca, jew
ghandu jispicca.

Jien miniex tal-galbu. Jien ragel hazin.

Icempel it-telefon u nisma’ lil Simon jistagsi ghalija. Lanqas gharaftu. Jitlobni
mmur malajr ghandu ghax it-tifel jahraq. Jien u hiereg mid-dar bit-tarag ta’ 1-
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hundred photos. And we have our photos taken together with every professor
popping his chest out for the occasion. Professor Grima shakes our hands.

- Congratulations, eh, congratulations; also because I've heard that you’ll soon
tie the knot. Good luck!

Marthese is even happier than I.
— There’s still a year to go, Profs.
- Eh, a year goes by very quickly. Good luck!

Before we leave to celebrate in Paceville, I look back at the library and, God
knows why, I think of those weeks in the garage, of the Rifffs singing Dance
Music for Eighties Depression, and of Ruby’s pale blue eyes. I thought I'd totally
forgotten my street companions. Because now I'm a scholar, and when they see
me (very rarely) it confuses them. Sometimes I stop to chat with Simon, I ask
him how he’s getting on, and he tells me that because of the two children he has
to be very frugal and that his wife must take factory work home for them to cope.
We mention all our friends in a litany, as with the saints; we mention them all,
one by one, except for Ruby.

1995

Marthese finds out that throughout this last year, instead of going home after
my night-shift, I have been going to Sandra’s. Shed seen us leaving hospital many
a time and once she followed us.

feq feyy
)
S

- Do what you will, Joe. From today onwards speak to me only through my
lawyer. I'd never have thought you could treat me so shabbily. What did you
think? That I was blind? And what do you see in a mere crappy nurse? How can
you look yourself in the face after sinking so low? Find a lawyer; I won’t speak to
you anymore. Thank God, we have no children. But I'll tell you one thing: even if
we did it would end this way. Don’t for one minute think that I would have stayed
on because of the children.

As soon as I sign all the papers necessary for my separation at the lawyer’s, I
go to Sandrass, I tell her 'm renting an apartment in Birzebbuga, and ask if she
wants to move in with me. Sandra is thinking of settling down with someone,
getting married and trying to forget our whole affair. She tells me this with tears
in her light blue eyes and before I leave she tells me she is sorry for what she
has done. I'look at her and stroke her blonde hair gently, and I smile at her even
though I feel like hitting her. After all it was she who made the first move on the
day we were partying with gamma-hydroxybutyrate. And now she tells me she’s
sorry, that she wants to settle down with someone decent, because her time for
adventuring is over, or should be over. I am not a decent guy. 'm a bad guy.

The phone rings and I hear Simon ask for me. I hadn’t recognized him. He asks
me to hurry to his place because his son is burning with fever. As I leave the house
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May Day

irham li bena n-Naxxar Simon ifakkarni fil-garaxx ta’ missieru. Niftakar f’Rubi li
l-ahhar li rajtha kienet hdejn i¢-centru tad-Detox jien u hiereg mill-isptar.
Joftrili grokk wiski u nghidlu li mghaggel.

- Meta jkollok bzonn, Simon, tiddejjaq xejn. M’'ghandu xejn; dagsxejn
deni. Hawn virus bhalissa jattakka t-tfal. Tinkwetax. Imma jekk ikollok bzonn
tiddejjagx iccempel, imma ¢cempilx aktar fuq dak in-numru ghax se ni¢¢aqlaq
minn hemm.

Jien ragel hazin; ma nbdiltx minn dak iz-zmien tal-Gimghat fil-garaxx.

1999

Wara x-xift ta’ bil-lejl nigi dritt id-dar; nixghel l-airconditioner, ninhasel u
mmur dritt fis-sodda, norqod. Il-bahar jista’ ma jezistix ghalija. F’Birzebbuga
zgur li le. Niddejjaq nara ¢-corom familji bit-tfal iwerzqu u jilaghqu 1-gelati, u
niddejjaq inhares lejn id-dinozawri tal-port hieles. Malli nqum nagbad ktieb u
nibda naqra. Darba fil-gimgha tigi seftura tnaddafli kull rokna ta’ I-appartament
u jien noqghod inhares lejha minn wara 1-ktieb, noqghod niflilha t-toppu ohxon
lewn id-deheb u ghajnejha lewn is-sema ¢ar. U niehu gost naraha tihmar u
tbaxxi rasha meta tagbadni nharsilha, l-istess kif ghamlet meta qaltli li ratni fuq
il-programm tat-televixin tal-Gimgha filghaxija meta stidnuni nitkellem fuq il-
problemi tal-menopawsa u I-krizi psikologika li din iggib maghha. Gieli nohrog
nippassigga jew immur sal-palestra ha nzomm gismi intunat. Gieli nibqa’ rieqed
u tqajjimni s-seftura bit-tahbita fitta fuq il-bieb, u meta naraha thares lejja b’ dik
il-harsa misthija ggeghilni nitbissem u nkun irrid nehodha fi hdani u nghidilha
hafna affarijiet li zgur jiskomodawha.

1999, Dicembru

Is-sigra tal-Milied tixghel u titfi. Fl-isfond it-tfal ikantaw dwar il-lejl ta’ skiet
li kellu jibdel l-istorja kollha. Fuq it-televixin dokumentarju-twissija dwar il-
katastrofi possibbli minhabba 1-Y2K.

Nisma’ I-qanpiena u nagbad {’idi r-ricevitur ta’ l-interkom.
- Dr Farrugia?

- Iva?

- Kif int, Dr Farrugia?

- Min int? Miniex naghrfek.

- Jimporta nitilghu nkellmuk ftit?

- Ma narax pazjenti d-dar jiddispjacini.

‘ 01_2004_2297 testo.indb 82 @

2-12-2005 8:36:16



with the marble staircase which he has built in Naxxar, Simon reminds me of his
father’s garage. I think of Ruby and that the last time I saw her on my way out of
hospital was next to the Detox centre. He offers me a drink and I say I'm in a hurry.

— When you need me, Simon, don’t hesitate. There’s nothing wrong with him;
a slight fever. There’s a virus going around which children catch. Don’t worry. But
if you feel the need , don’t worry about phoning me, but don't phone me anymore
on that number because 'm moving.

I'm a bad guy; I haven't changed since that time of Fridays in the garage.

1999

After the night shift I come straight home; I put on the air conditioner, wash
and go straight to bed, to sleep. The sea might as well not exist for me. Definitely
not in Birzebbuga. I can't stand seeing those flocks of families with children
screaming and licking their ice creams, I can’t stand the dinosaurs in the free
port. As soon as I wake I grab a book and start to read. Once a week a maid
comes to clean each and every corner of the flat, and I watch her over the cover
of my book. And I scrutinize her big golden bun and eyes like the clear sky. And
I enjoy watching her blush and ducking her head when she catches me watching,
exactly as she did when she told me shed seen me on TV in a Friday evening
programme, where I'd been invited to speak about menopause problems and the
psychological crisis it brings with it. Sometimes I go out walking or I go to the
gym to keep my body toned. Sometimes I go on sleeping and the maid wakes me
with a persistent knock on the door, and when I see her glance at me with that
shy look of hers, it makes me smile, and I want to take her in my arms and tell
her lots of things which would surely embarrass her.

feq feyy

December 1999

The Christmas tree lights flicker. In the background the children sing about
the silent night which was to change the whole of history. On TV a documentary
- warning about the Y2K and its threatening catastrophes.

I hear the doorbell and I answer the intercom.

- Dr. Farrugia?

- Yes?

- How are you, Dr. Farrugia? - Who is it? I haven’t recognized you?
- May we come up to speak to you?

- I'm sorry. I don’t see patients at home.

- No, no, it’s not about sickness we wish to speak to you. Or rather it is about
sickness, but about the sickness of the soul.
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May Day

- Le le mhux fuq mard irridu nkellmuk. Anzi fuq mard irridu nkellmuk,
imma mard tar-ruh.

Inkemmex ghajnejja.
- Mard tar-ruh?
- Inti jimporta nitilghu nkellmuk ftit?

Il-lehen ta’ dik il-mara fuq l-interkom jinstema’ perswaziv bizzejjed li nagbad
u niftah il-bieb tisfel. Mill-bieb ta’ fuq nara mara u ragel libsin il-kowt b’xi rivisti
f’idejhom. Malli joqorbu nintebah li m’huma hadd hlief il-koppja li dan 1-ahhar
gew fl-appartament tal-pjan terran, dawk li jipparkjaw il-Peogeot 306 quddiem
il-bieb b'mod li xi kultant ma tkunx tista’ tidhol sew u jien nitkaza kif ma jahsbux
ftit fil-proxxmu meta mal-hgiega ta’ wara wahhlu stiker b'Let the Light of God
Guide You.

Titkellem il-mara.
- Kif int, Dr Farrugia?
- Insomma, mhux hazin. M’ghandix wisq hin pero.

- Mahniex se ndewmuk, tibzax. Nafu li f'dawn iz-zminijiet kulhadd ikollu
hafna x’jaghmel.

Ir-ragel joqghod pass warajha u jitbissem donnu ma jafx jisserja ftit.
- Insomma, ghiduli xi tridu.

- Gejna biex inkellmuk ftit dwar il-bxara t-tajba u I-migja ta’ Kristu. Ahna
nghixu fi zminijiet difficli minhabba I-istorbju li hawn madwarna, spe¢jalment
dawn iz-zminijiet u ninsew l-ispirtu, ninsew dak li huwa veru u importanti ghas-
sahha spiritwali.

- Ara ha nghidlek, sinjura, jien bniedem tad-dinja u m’ghandix wisq hin ghal
dawn l-affarijiet. Jekk tridu tidhlu tiehdu grokk tal-festa bil-qalb kollha, imma
s-suggett ma tantx jinteressani.

- Ghidtlek li rridu nkellmuk fuq il-mard tar-ruh. M’'ghandek qatt tinsa li s-
siegha se tasal u ma ddumx.

- Sinjura, hu pacenzja, habbat lil ta® magenbi, imma lili hallini ftit bi kwieti.
Ghidtlek, jien bniedem tad-dinja.

- Ghalhekk gejna nkellmuk, Dr Farrugia. Ghax int kont bniedem tad-dinja u
hekk ghadek u gejna nsalvawk.

- Int forsi ma tafx xjigifieri tkun bniedem tad-dinja. Intom nies tajbin,
temmnu u x'naf jien. Imma mhux kulhadd bhalkom. Ma tafux xi tfisser tkun
bniedem tad-dinja. U issa jekk ma jimpurtax ...
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I frown.
— The sickness of the soul?
- Do you mind letting us speak to you for a while?

The woman’s voice over the intercom sounds persuasive enough to make
me open the door downstairs. From my door I see a man and a woman, both
in coats, carrying magazines. As they approach I realize that they are none
other than the couple who recently came to the ground floor apartment, those
who parked their Peugeot 206 so close to the door that it was difficult to get
in properly, so that I was shocked that they had no consideration for their
neighbour, considering the sticker stuck on the back “Let the Light of God Guide
You” It is the woman who speaks.

- How are you, Dr. Farrugia?
— Not bad. However, I don’t have much time.

- We won't take up much of your time, don’t worry. We know that everybody
is busy at this time.

The man stands a step behind her and smiles as if he is incapable of looking
serious.

— Well, tell me what you want.

- We have come to speak a few words to you about the good news and the
coming of Christ. We live in difficult times because of confusion all around us,
especially at this time of the year and we forget the spirit, we forget that which is
true and important for our spiritual health.

feq feyy
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- Look, let me tell you, madam, I'm a man of the world and I don’t have much
time for these things. If you wish to have a drink because of the season, you're
very welcome, but I'm not interested in what you want to talk about.

- I told you we want to speak to you about the sickness of the soul. You must
never forget that your hour will come, and soon.

- Madam, be patient, knock at my neighbour’s door, but leave me in peace.
I've already told you I'm a man of the world.

— That is why we have come to speak to you, Dr. Farrugia. Because you were a
man of the world and still are and we have come to save you.

- Perhaps you don’t know what it means to be a man or woman of the world.
You are good people, you have faith and so on. But not everybody is like you.
You can’t understand what it’s like to be a man of the world. And now if you don't
mind....

— Of course I know what it’s like to be a woman of the world!
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- Dazgur li naf Xjigifieri tkun bniedem tad-dinja.

Is-sinjura tinza’ n-nuccali kbir tax-xemx li dejjem tilbes anki fi granet
imsahhba u quddiemi jitfaccaw zewg ghajnejn celesti jharsu lejja u jitbissmu.

- Rubi!
Rubi titbissem aktar, imma wiccha jibqa’ serju.

- Kif jista’ jkun?!

- It-toroq tal-Mulej, Dr Farrugia, huma mohbija, imma huma hafna. Fahhar
lill-Mulej, Dr Farrugia, lilna baghatna apposta ghalik biex nghinuk issib it-triq
mohbija li hemm lesta ghalik.

May Day

Immanuel Mifsud twieled fit-12 ta’
Settembru 1967, l-izghar minn familja ta’
haddiema ta’tmint itfal u trabba’ fir-Rahal
il-Gdid. Jghallem il-Letteratura Maltija
fl-Universita ta’ Malta. Ippubblika sitt
gabriet ta’ poeziji u novelli u waqqaf
numru ta’' gruppi ta’ teatru ta’ricerka.

‘ 01_2004_2297 testo.indb 86 @

2-12-2005 8:36:17



The woman removes her big sunglasses which she always wears even on
cloudy days, and two light blue eyes appear looking straight at me and smiling.

- Ruby!
Ruby’s smile grows wider, but her face remains serious.

- How can it be?!

— The ways of the Lord, Dr. Farrugia, are strange, but they are many. Praise the
Lord, Dr. Farrugia, He has sent us purposely for us to help you find the hidden
way which is ready for you.

Translated by Maria Grech Ganado

feq feyy
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Immanuel Mifsud (1967) teaches Maltese
Literature at the University of Malta. He
has published six collections of poetry
and short stories, and is the founder of
numerous experimental theatre groups.
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May Day

Maria Grech Ganado

Laringa

Konna poggejna bilgieghda
fuq l-ghatba tal-k¢ina, inqaxxru l-laring.
Bhal gisu mdendel mis-saqaf tal-bitha
l-qamar werwirna daqs kemm kien mimli,

ahmar, sabih. Jiena qomt bsabta, nidhaq
‘Ha nduqu’. Int gbadtli idi I-leminija
u hekk, ghal gharrieda, gdimtli qamar zghir
hawn taht il-minkeb fejn il-gilda tibjad.

Hassejtni ninqasam felli felli.
Felli ghal meta tweggaghni,
felli ghal meta taghdirni, ghal meta
tordnali nitlaq kollox u nigi hdejk.

U felli mimli meraq ghal meta thobbni,
tmellisli xaghri, tmellisli sidri,
u tigdimni bil-mod hawn taht il-minkeb
taht qamar laringa jahraq f’ghajnejk.

Mwielda fl-1943, Maria Grech Ganado

harget zewg gabriet ta’ poeziji bil-Malti,

I1zda Mhux Biss (1999)- li ghalih inghatat
I-ewwel premju ghall-poezija mill-Kunsill
Nazzjonali tal-Ktieb, Skond Eva (2001), u
dan I-ahhar, il-gabra bl-Ingliz, Ribcage
(2003). Fis-sena 2000, Maria inghatat
il-Midalja ghall-Qadi tar-Repubblika
bhala gieh ghall-hidma sfiga taghha
fit-taghlim u I-kitba.
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Maria Grech Ganado

Orange

We were sitting together on the kitchen step
peeling oranges, I remember. As though
suspended from the courtyard’s ceiling,
the moon terrified us, it was so full, so rich,

so red. I started up, laughing
“I'll taste it”. You grabbed my right hand, and
without warning, bit a small moon into the flesh
under my elbow where the skin turns white.

I felt myself fall open into segments,
a segment for when you hurt me, a segment
for when you're sorry, for when you order me
to drop everything and come to you -

and one segment gorged with juice for when you love me -
you caress my hair, you caress my breasts

and you bite me gently here, under the elbow,
with a blood-orange moon ablaze in your eyes.

feq feyy
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Translated by Maria Grech Ganado

Maria Grech Ganado (1943) has
published two collections of poetry
in Maltese, Izda Mhux Biss (1999) - for
which she received the National Book
Council’s Tst prize for Poetry — and Skond
Eva (2001), and recently a collection
in English, Ribcage (2003). In the year
2000, Maria received a prestigious
national award, Midalja ghall-Qadi tar-

Repubblika (Medal for Service to the
Republic) in recognition of her teaching and writing.
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Movn

e eida aA

oTO pmap

Vo TPLYVPVAG O XAHEVT.

Ot dvBpwmot pua pala poyeg
YOpw cov

va voBedovy To TOTO GOV e TNV
avao@daAeld Toug.

e eida TaAL

va Kpepéoat

ar’ ™ OnAwd Tov Taparoyov
YAXVOVTAG Vo PPELG avTO TO KATL
Va TUOTEYELG.

Kiev fpBeg edw povn,

@evyelg mapéa pe Ta dekddeg
BAéppata ov

Kapewdnkav Biata ato koppi cov

{ntdvtag ™ Atpwon.

O& oot TavTa pHovn
Kat to Eépelg.

Ayévyntn n ovpumovia

oTa oTAdYva

TWV TEPACTIKWV TTOV 0e PAETOVV Vau
neBaivelg and aopuiia.

Tati Eéxaoeg kat maAL

va BaAelg T paoka

auTr

TIOL POPAVE OAOL KAl TOVG KPATAEL
{wvtavoig.
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Méypt va oke@TODY €V AANO TpOTIO
va emPLboovy

niivovTag To aipa kdmolov
AVUTTEPACTILOTOV,

avLTTOYiaoTOV TTEPATTIKOD

oav Kat oéva.

Ze eida.

Téhaoeg Staxprtid kot petd xdbnkeg
ot Bpox

1 avpa oov va xapalet Tov ayépa Kt

€0V VO TPOXWPAG.

Akolovbw T'axvapia mov agrvelg
otn Adomn
Kat oe Bpiokw.

Ze apndlw and to xépL.
«Kteyw eipat povnp,
YiBvpilw.

«Ag poxwpaypte padi».
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Myrto Meletiou

On Your Own

I saw you again Until they think of a new way to
at the bar survive
moving around like an incompatible by sucking the blood out of an
figure. undefended,
A troop of flies, they seemed; unsuspicious creature like you.
the people that rambled around you,
adulterating your drink with their I saw you.
insecurity. You smiled discreetly and then
vanished in the rain,
I saw you again your aura tearing the wind while
hanging by the loop of insanity you walked away.
searching to find something to
believe in. I follow the traces you leave
in the mud, and
And even though you have come I find you.
here alone
you leave accompanied with the I grasp you by the hand. =
million “I am alone too, = en
glances that got stuck on your body I whisper. =
like leeches “Let’s move on together”.

demanding to be redeemed.

You’'ll always be on your own, and
you know that.
Translated by Myrto Meletiou

Consolation is yet unborn in the
strangers that pass you by
while they see you suffocating.
You have forgotten again to wear
that mask
which all others wear and keeps

them alive.
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®evyovrag

Mropeig va @Uyelg yUailov, pa

néavta Oa yvpvag o’ avtd to

OKOTEVO SwATLO e TO Bapmod ewg

Tpéxovtag Ewmiow amd avapvioels.

Mrnopeig va @Uyelg yrailov, pa

Sev umopeig va kpv@teig amd ™

SnAntnpLddn oour| mov

dgnoav mow Ta Kapéva cov
Ovelpa Kal

TOL TAPLYEVHEVA OOV EVOTIKTAL.

To ocwpa oov éxel yivel éva

LauTd Ta podXa IOV POPAG
Xpovia Twpa,

Xwpic va vidOelg Ty avaykn

vara€eig 1) va mAvBeig.

Kievw kamote eixeg 10 Kovpdyto va

otékeoal akivnTog

KaBig Ta KavTd Lov AdyLa

0oV ‘katyav Tn odpKda,

de viwBeig mia

VY avaykn vV avTiueTwmnioelg
timota.

Topa Eépw, Twg,

Onwg 1 AOYa Awbvet To kepi,

£TOL KL 0T Ty 1) SLkr) pag yvworr
Ko

Tumkn Stadikaoia.

Tpa éxetg xabei.

Kievd Sev eioat ma opatdg

oe Viwbw oTIg 4deleg oeidec Tov

EeTuliyovtan pmpootd pov,

kabwg mpoonadw va apalwtiow

ToV TOVO Hov o¢ Aiyeg Mé€elg,

eAmiCovrtag mwg Oa peiver exel

yia avTa,

TaySevpévog Kat EeXaopEVoG.

‘Ooo kL av pooTadwd

Sev umopw va avaotnow

000 KATIOTE LOLPACTHKALE.

To KoppATIAOHEVO pag TdBog

OTOLXELWVEL TOVG XTVTIOVG TNG
KapdLag pov
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oav @avtaoua, TpoomadwvTag
va KAEyeL

70 pLOUO TOVG KaL VoL TOV KAVeL
S1Ko6 Tov.

Mrnopeig va @Uyelg yrakopa
i gopd,

pa va Eépelg wg elda

miow amod TN Hdoka cov.

Edv petvelg xapévog yla mdvta

va Qupdoat mwg kamote

eixeg ™V kapdid pov.

Mia kapdid oo Svvatr Tov

KPATOVOE OPUYHO KAl ylat TOVG
Svo pag.

Tpa avtn n kapdid avrjket aAov.

Aev pnopei va Eexdvel

oo {npd g éxelg kdvet.

Metappdobyke amd
1 Muptd) MeAetiov
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Running Away

(original version)

You can run away, but Now, this heart belongs elsewhere.
you’ll always come back to It can’t find it possible to undo
that dark room with the dim light all the damage that you've done.

chasing your memories around.

You can run away, but

you cannot hide from the

poisonous seethe of your

burned dreams and

your embalmed instincts.

Your body has become one with

those clothes you've worn for years
without feeling

the obligation to change or bathe.

And even though you've once had the
courage to stand still while my

sizzling words burned your flesh,

you no longer feel

the need to confront anything.

Now I know, that

as the flame melts the candle,

that too was a natural procedure

for us to follow.

You are gone now. And though

you are no longer visible, I

can sense you in the empty pages that
unfold before my eyes, as I

try to capture my pain in

a few words, hoping that it would

stay there for ever,

trapped and forgotten.

No matter how hard I try, I

cannot revive what we once shared.

Our scattered passion haunts my heartbeats
like a ghost, trying to steal the rhythm and
make it his.

You can run away once more, though
bear in mind that I've seen behind your mask.
If you stay this lost for ever, know that
once you had my heart. A heart that was
strong enough to keep a pulse for

both of us.
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To Teixog

[Tepimhaviépat yo wpeg 0to Spopo
dokoma.

Xpovia mov TEpATAY, aoVvdeta Kat
acvyxpovioTa.

ZnKdVw T0 PAPOG TWV XPOVWY IOV
KeltovTal miow pov vekpd, Kat

kTilw yOopw pov éva Teixog.

«Edw péoa eipan ac@alner, Mw.
To picog pov &épet va kavel mavta to
owoTo.

Kamoteg otrypég korralw mépa anod
TO TeioG.

[Tavépopen pa mapdhvtn {wry o€
6,1t Sw.

Koputd mov Stydve yia otopyn.

Yuyég maparnuéveg oTnV AKpn TOL
Spopov.

Matwpéva xépta mavTov, ETola
va oov Egokioovy Tn adpka kat
VL 60V QAV’ Ta CwBIKA e TNy
TPWTT evKalpia.

«Edw péoa eipan ac@alner, Mw.
To picog pov &épet va kavel mavta to
OwoTO.

Omote kortafw mépa amd To Teiyog

QwvEG Yibupilovy péoa 0To KeQAAL
pov.

Xtov kaBpé@tn vapyel TavTa

auTOG 0 AANOG TTOV [Le KOLTdel
emipova.

AKOVW TOVG KTUTIOVG AT TO POAOL

TIOV TIAEL EVAVTLOL OTNV
AVUTTEPAOTILOTI) OLOPPLAL LLOV, KAl

vidoOw va Tviyopon

wpa pe TNV wpa. Aemto pe AemTo.

«Edw péoa mpémel va gipat
ao@anor, Aéw.

To pioog pov &épet va kavel mavta T0
OWoTO.

Mévw katw or'to vepo,

naytdevpLévn. Makpud anéd kdde
avBpwmivo ixvog.

Ta Svo pov mddia yivovtat técoepa.

Ta téooepa xAddes.

Agv viwBw. ATAG KOALHTTAW.

«@a gipal pa xapar, Aéw.

To picog pov &épet va kavel Ta TavTa.
ZwoTd.

Metappiodnie amd
™ Muptw) Meletiov

H Muptw Méeletiou yevvriBnke 1o 1982 0T Asukwaoia.
Twpa Telelwvel Ti¢ ommoudég g oto Cyprus College otov
KAado tng Yuyoloyiag, evi mapakoAouBnoe kal pabripata
AYYAIKTig AoyoTexviag. TKOTIEVEL VOl CUVEXIOEL TIG OTTOUSEG TNG
oTnNV APEPIKN, KAvovTag LETAMTUXIaKO 0T XopoBepaneia.
‘Htav n ekd6Tpia Tou meptodikov «DOAep: To AoyoTeXVIKO
Meptodikd», éva @OITNTIKO TTEPLOSIKO AOYOTEXVIAG KAl TEXVWV,
T0 omoi0 €KSISETO 2 POPEC TO Xpovo amd To Cyprus College katn
BonBd¢ ekdoTPIa Tou «Cadences», Tou AoyoTeXVIKOU TEPLOSIKOU TTou PO Kal
avTIKatéoTnoe To GAep. AINyHATA TNG KAl TIOIHATA TG SNHOCIEVBNKAV OTIG
TTPWTEG EKSOOELG TWV TIEPIOSIKWY AUTWV.
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The Wall

(original version)

I wander for hours in the streets aimlessly. feel like drowning

Years spent, unrelated and asynchronous. hour by hour. Minute by minute.
I lift the weight of those years laid behind me, and

build a wall around me. ‘I should be safe in here] I say.

My hate knows how to do things right.
‘I will be safe now’, I say.

My hate knows how to do things right. I remain underwater,
trapped. No more people.
At moments I look over the wall, My two legs turn four.
Beautiful, still life in all I see. My four turn millions.
Bodies thirsty for affection,
souls dumped by the side of the road. I don't feel, just swim.
I shall be fine) I say.
Bloody hands everywhere, ready to My hate knows how to do things.
tear you open and Right.

eat your guts at
first chance.

‘T am safe in here, I say.

My hate knows how to do things right.
Whenever I look over the wall

voices whisper in my head.

In the mirror there’s always someone else
looking from there.
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I listen to the battles of the clock
against my defenseless beauty, and

Myrto Meletiou (1982) is currently in her last year at Cyprus

College where she majors in psychology and minors in
English literature. She further intends to obtain a Master’s
degree in dance therapy. She is the editor of Flair: The
Literary Magazine, a students’ journal of literature and the
arts, published twice a year. Her short stories and poems are
often featured in literary publications.
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Siir degil, su

Kibrish Sairlere

Aphrodit'ten beri agk ¢opliigiine dondii bu ada.
Isgalci irklarin koklerine karigan ayaklarimiz
Kimildadikea kemik yiginlar1 kitirdiyor
Agirligimiz altinda.

Toprak &ylesine yiiklendi ki 6liimgirasiyla
Tek kurtulus
Siir degil
Su!

Asiri 1s1 nedeniyle taglar bile eriyip

Derelerle denize akt:
@ Yaban diller erimis bakir gibi yakt1

zE Cinsel istila ile agilan agzimizi.
= Az bir ada i¢in bu kadar siir gok
Artik yazmayin
Agag dikin

Yada su!

Giir Geng, 1969 yilinda Baf'ta dogdu. 1992'de adadan ayrildi. Dort
yil Turkiye'de yasadiktan sonra Britanya'ya yerlesti. Dansorlik,
barmenlik, tercimanlik gibi cesitli islerde calisti. 2003 yilinda Kibris'a
geri dondu. Siir kitaplari: Yarimlik, 1992 / Ye, 1994 / Yolyutma, 2000.
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Guir Geng

Not Poetry But Water
For Cypriot poets

Since Aphrodite this island has turned into the rubbish dump of love.
Our feet tangled in the roots of invaders

Bone piles crack as we move

under our weight.

The earth so over-saturated with death syrup
The only escape
is not poetry
but water!

Due to excessive heat even stones have melted
and flowed in streams into the sea

Foreign tongues like melted copper burns
Our mouths opened with sexual invasion.

For such a small island so much poetry
Do not write anymore
plant trees
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or water!

Translated by Aydin Mehmet Ali

Giir Geng (1969) was born in Pafos, then between 1992 and 1996 he
lived in Turkey, before settling in Britain. Recently, however, he has
returned to Cyprus. Glr Geng has held various jobs, such as dancer,
barman and interpreter. He has published three books of poetry,
Divided (1992), Eat (1994) and Swallowing-the-Road (2000).
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Nopa Nat{apiav

Meta&t

Avoifn. AyyiEeg ta pOMa pe To Séppa oov
KL €volwoeg otyovpld. Avth eivat i) {wrj pov,
OKEPTNKEG, AVTO TO PPETKO PUAAO HOVPLAG.
Kot pdonoeg olwmnAd Tig mpaotveg OTLypég
KL avapwThOnKeg av avTo orpaLve

TIWG UEYAAWVEG, £TOL IOV YOVOKWYVE

KOl LAKPALVE TO KOPL oOv.

Mia pépa, dpyoeg va yvébeig

TO XPLOAPEVIO KOUKOVAL YOpW GOV.
Davnke oav va kpuBocovva Aiyo

TO Aapmpo gwg Tov HALov,

OaV Va [Lag amoXaLpETOVOEG.

2xedov oav va méBarves. Ma kdvape Aadog.
H paxpia ekeivn evbeia ypappn

nrave n {wr) cov o€ peTdéL -
yviola kat Aevkr.
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Nora Nadjarian

Silk

In spring, your skin touched the leaves,

and you felt safe. This is my life,

you thought, a fresh mulberry leaf,

and silently savoured the green moments

in your mouth. Is this growing up,

you wondered. Your body stretched and filled.

One day, you started to spin the cocoon

of gold around you. It was a little like hiding
from bright sunlight, like saying goodbye.
Like dying, almost. But we were wrong.
Because that long, continuous thread

was your life in silk —

pure, white.
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Translated by Nora Nadjarian
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The Voice at the Top of the Stairs (2001) kat Cleft in
Twain (2003). TiuriBnke pe BpaPeia og MAyKOOUIO
Slaywviopd moinong (Scottish International Open
Poetry Competition) kai Stakpibnke oto Staywviopd
Tou KotvomoArelakoU XuvSéapou Padlopwviag

«Commonwealth Short Story Competition».

‘ 01_2004_2297 testo.indb 100 @

2-12-2005 8:36:20



Nightingale at Platres

Seferis heard you, long ago.
Your voice in the summer air,
exulted, filled all silence —
every empty crack.

He realised then, all his years
had been ugly crow songs
tied to the ground;

hoarse fools, croaking.

He recorded it in memory
as that one moment, when
a thousand heavy hours
forgot their weight and flew.

Translated by Nora Nadjarian

Nora Nadjarian was born in Limassol, Cyprus, and

educated in the UK. She writes both poetry and short
fiction, and has published two collections of poetry:
The Voice at the Top of the Stairs (2001) and Cleft in
Twain (2003). She has won international awards,
including prizes in the Scottish International Open
Poetry Competition and the Commonwealth Short
Story Competition.
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May Day

]

Renata Serelyté

Dama su karvablyniais

Zalioje prietemoje lyg prapliupusioje litityje juodavo nitiras karviy siluetai.
Rugpjucio pieva, nebetekusi savo kvapniy garbanuy, $alta ir drégna, guléjo ant
zemés. Peraugusios Sunramunés, susispietusios $alikeléje, linko j rudo vandens
pilnas provézas lyg i blausius veidrodzius, $iurks¢iame drobiniame danguje skydo
keli tamsus dryziai - lyg kas buty perbraukes neplautu teptuku.

Zita garsiai $lepséjo $alikele, varydamasi dviratj.

Vienas dangaus pakrastys, lyg koks atsiskyrélis, gilus ir mélynas, su
$vie¢ianciomis balk§vomis démémis. Zita uzverté galvg ir nusiSypsojo.

Atsargiai, karviameéslis!.. Zita perSoko, bet dviracio nesuspéjo pakreipti, ir abu
ratai pervaziavo dar nesuspéjusj suragéti blyna. Zita nusikeike.

I§ tolumoje baltuojancio miestelio j tamsias ganyklas sruvena ramybe.
Kazkur girgsi armonika, tampoma nejgudusiy ranky. Kai ji nutyla, pasidaro taip
$mekliskai tylu, kad neiskentes susttigsta $uo, Zitirédamas j aukstus bulvienojus.
Kazkas, atidarydamas langa, susnypscia - cit, bestijal.. Apmirusiame mieZiy
kvadrate aidi garsus Ziogy ¢irpimas.

Zita Slepsi purvina Salikele, jsitvérusi dviracio vairo, ir klausosi, kg spiegia
naktiniai masalai, sukdami ratus vir§ galvos.

Toli, miestelio gale, jzuliai suplerpé motociklas ir nuriaumojo menkai
teapsviesta gatve.

Zita stipriau suspaudé dviradio vaira ir paspartino zingsnj. Pazvelgé i savo
rankas ir nelinksmai i§siviepé: smilius ir nykstys nubrozdinti, mazylis nulazusiu
nagu, delnai pajuode.

Slysteléjo koja, ir skystas balos purvas aptaské nutrintas kelnes.

Kieme ant suolo tupéjo katé. Atrodé, kad gintarinés jos akys i$ tolo $viedia.
Sutarskéjus kibirams, nusoko nuo suolo ir neskubom atkiceno prie $ulinio. Zita
ipylé jai pieno.

Nuvedusi dviratj | malkine, Siek tiek uzgaiSo. Zitréjo i skiedry ir sausy $akeliy
kravas, primenancias iSmirusius skruzdélynus. ,,Jie ilgiau gyvens uz mane. Gulés

- suzmeke, supuve, susimai$e su zeme, virte tranésiais, bet jie bus... o manes...“

Tamsiame prieangyje nuspyreé kaliosus. Vienas i jy trenkesi j duris,
palikdamas purving déme.
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Renata Serelyté

Lady with Cowshit

Cow silhouettes darkened against the green twilight as if revealed by the
sudden rain. The August meadow, missing its once-fragrant curls, lay cold and
wet on the ground.

Along the side of the road, overgrown clumps of dog-fennel leaned over ruts
of brown water as if to dull mirrors. A few dark slashes faded into the coarse
linen sky, as though someone had dragged an unwashed paintbrush across it.

Zita led her bicycle along the roadside, splashing loudly.

One corner of the sky - the separatist — shone deep and blue with white spots.
Zita tilted her head back and grinned.

Careful, cow-shit!

Zita leaped over it, but had no time to avert her bicycle. One wheel followed
the other through the soft lump. Zita cursed.

From the distant white village, peace flowed into the dark pastures.
Somewhere a concertina creaked, yanked by amateur hands. When that sound
stopped, a ghostly quiet fell, until somewhere a dog looking at tall potato plants
lost patience and howled. Then someone opened a window and wheezed, “Shut
1” The dying fields of barley echoed with chirping crickets.
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up, beast

Zita splashed along the muddy roadside, gripping the handlebars of her bicycle
and listening to the screams of the night midges which spun circles overhead.

Far away, at the town line, an insolent motorcycle made a plurp-p-p and then
roared onto the poorly lit road.

Zita clutched the handlebars and doubled her stride. She glanced down at her
hands and grimaced: her thumb and index finger were bruised, her pinkie had a
broken nail, and her palms were black.

Then, her foot slipped, and the watery mud from a puddle splattered across
her faded pants.

The cat had been perched on a bench in the yard. Its amber eyes seemed lit
from afar. The milk cans clattered; the cat leaped off her bench and languidly
kittied-up to the well. Zita poured her some milk.

She led her bicycle to the woodshed; there, she lingered. She looked through
the pile of wood-chips and dried twigs; it reminded her of an empty ant-hill.

“These will outlive me. They will lie slumped, moldering, mixing with dirt,
decomposing, but they will remain... while L..”
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May Day

- Vél i$mauni?.. - senatviskai sugirgzdéjo durys. Zita neatsaké. Dazési lapas.
Siek tiek per ryskiai, negu deréty.

- Nepareik girta, - durys cypdamos uzsivére, ir kosulys uzspringo koridoriaus
tamsoje.

Pro pusiau uztraukta uzuolaidg Zita mateé, kaip senelé eina kiemu, atki$usi
alkanes atgal, ir jos rankos keistai tabaluoja.

Kazkodél pasidaré trosku, lyg kidros dugne, po maurais. Zita piktai bloské
uzuolaidg. Zalia prietema keistai nudazé kambarj, ir Zitai pasirodé, kad jéjo
kazkas svetimas. Ne, jis jau seniai ¢ia. Alsuoja ne$vankiai, zitiri i$ padilby,
i$sidrebes lovoje. Zita suspaude lapas. Se, e!.. Turék mano nusidévéjusia i$narg.
Mano kasdienj drabuzj. Uzsiklok ja lyg antklodés atvartu suskirdusias kojas. Bus
$il¢iau.

Senelé nesa kiemu aprikusj puodg be asos. I§ viralinés ruksta damai, ir pilkas
ruozas lyg pelenai gula ant dangaus.

- Nepareik girta... - Zita uzsimové batelj ant kojos ir pastukseno j grindis.
P$83l.. - ji papaté lapas ir nusisuko j veidrodj.

Brolis nueina kiemu ir suka j viraline. Pro jos langus i§ tamsos Zéruoja Zaizdro
Zarijos. Paskui jos dingsta — langelj uzdengia blyski paklodé. Matyt, prausis.
Sestadienis.

Girta, chm!.. Zita nusiypso.

Zvaigzdéta rugpjacio naktj, po atlaidy, ja uz parankiy namo parvilko
du vyrukai. Vienas dar visai pyplys. Slyksty spirita gérém, - sumurma Zita,
- slyksty...

Ir ji nudelbia akis, bet vél tuoj pakelia. JZaliai pasiziari j tamsy dangy.
Akvariumas. Maurotas akvariumas.

Kazkas nudunksi kiemu, net zemé sudreba. Oho. Gal Kerzikiokas. Gal jam
brolio prireiké, pasitart ar $iaip dél darbo. Bendradarbiail.. Zita noréty nusijuokti,
bet tamsa uZgniauZia jai burng. Berniokas ir trisdesimt penkeriy mety papaikélis,
kuris gyvena vienas, toli nuo Zmoniy, miske!.. Bet jis kasdieniskai mielas, kaip
malky kagis ar medziy guotas prie $ventoriaus, nuséstas rékianc¢iy varny. Arba
garuojantis karveés blynas ganykloje.

Zita bereik§miu zvilgsniu nudelbia naujus savo batelius. Kam juos apsiavé?..
Juk eit teks pagrioviu, kur pava dumblas ir dvelkia gaiZia drégme. Tamsus kramai
tvoskia gyvuliy aitrumu.

04, kaip jis nemokéjo buciuotis, — nusipurto Zita.

O kas mokéjo?.. Niekas, — vangiai prisipazjsta ji ir priglaudzia galva prie
lango stiklo. Gal neit?.. Zalia tamsa tyvuliuoja uz lango lyg vanduo, ir gal jau
visi prigéré - ir senelé, ir atidunkséjes lyg dinozauras Kerzikiokas, ir tévas, kuris
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On the dark porch, Zita kicked off her galoshes. One of them slammed into
the door, leaving a sloppy mark.

“Running off again?”

The door made an old-fashioned whine. Zita didn’t respond. She painted her
lips. Somewhat more garishly than she should.

“Don’t come back drunk”

The screeching door closed, and a cough choked out from the darkness in the
corridor.

Through the partially drawn curtains, Zita watched her granny walk across
the yard, elbows stuck back, hands dangling awkwardly.

She suddenly became as thirsty as the bottom of the pond under duckweed.
Zita yanked the curtain closed. The green twilight had painted the room in a
peculiar light, and Zita thought she felt a stranger’s presence in the room. No,
he had already been there for a long time: obscenely panting, gazing at her
with sullen distrust while sprawled on the bed. Zita pressed her lips together.
Here! Take my flayed skin. It's my everyday outfit. Go ahead, use it to wrap your
chapped feet like you would the corner of a blanket. It will certainly warm them.

Granny carried an earless pot through the yard. Smoke rose from the smoke-
house; the gray stripe spread across the sky like ashes.

“Don’t come back drunk”

Zita put a small shoe on her foot and stamped on the floor. Pbb-b-b! She blew
noisily through her lips and turned to her mirror.
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Her brother walked across the yard and turned towards the smoke-house.
Cinders from the furnace sparkled through its dark windows. Then they vanished
- the window was covered by a pale sheet. He was obviously going to bathe.
Saturday.

That star-filled August night, after indulgences, two young guys dragged Zita
home by her armpits. One was just a baby...

“Those were bad spirits we drank,” murmured Zita, “Bad..”

And she lowered her eyes, only to raise them again. Annoyed, she looked up
at the dark sky. An aquarium. A Moorish aquarium.

Something had made a rumbling noise in the yard; the ground shuddered. It
might be Kerzikiokas. Hopefully, he only needed to speak with her brother, to ask
for advice or just to chat about work. Colleagues!

Zita wanted to laugh, but the darkness gagged her. He was just a baby with
thirty-five years” experience at being an idiot who lived all alone out in the
woods, far from humanity...

And he’s normally rather soothing - oh sure, like a log pile covered with
screaming crows beside a shrine. Or like a steaming cow-pie in a pasture.
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jau kelinta diena nepareina i§ miestelio, — tik brolis prausiasi viralinéje, jaukiai
pleskena $iltas vanduo, nuo zaizdro Zarijy dvelkia $iluma, ir jis nezino, kad lauke
- zalias potvynis.

Gal neit?.. Kaip - neit?.. Ry8kios Zitos lipos nejuda, tik akys staiga
prisimerkia, lyg priZertos smélio.

Trinkteli nuspardytos durys, kazkas pliaksteli j Zalig prietema ir nukauksi
zvyruotu akvariumo dugnu. Brolis viralingj suklista, nustoja turskesis. KAS ¢ia?..
- Jis minutéle klausysis, paskui nusi$luostys nuo nosies lasa ir pasisems i$ katilo
kar$to vandens.

Tamsa slenka Zitai i§ paskos ir striuka jos sijonélj apdangsto juodo velitro
gabalais, kad nesimatyty pliky koju, bet $ios placiai zirgteli i priekj, veliaras plysta
lyg voratinklis, lieka guléti ant kelio, ir tamsa lyg vargseé senuté ima puldinéti i§
vienos puses j kitg. Jos alkaneés atsiki$e, rankos keistai tabaluoja, i$ pievos kyla
rukas — baltas pirties garas, ir tamsa sustingusi zitri j jj.

Renata Serelyté gimé Kupiskio rajone,
Simoniy kaime. Ji studijavo lietuviy kalba

ir literatdra Vilniaus universitete, o Siuo
metu dirba redaktore. Serelytés trumpuose
prozos kariniuose atsiskleidzia jos santykis
su gimtuoju kaimu, kurj ji paliko iSvykdama
studijuoti j sostine.




Zita cast an insignificant glance down onto her new shoes. Why did she put
them on? Theyd just end up in a ditch, where mud rots and dampness reeks.
Where dark bushes stink of the bitterness of animals.

“Ugh, he did not know how to kiss,” Zita shuddered.

But who could? No one, she sluggishly admitted and snuggled her forehead to
the window glass. Maybe I shouldn’t leave...

Green darkness lay outside the window like water. Maybe everyone would
drown - the little old woman, the rumbling dinosaur Kerzikiokas, and her father,
who hadn’t been home from town for who knew how many days now — maybe
her brother would survive, bathing in the cook-house, in the cosy splash of warm
water, unaware of the green flood outside.

Should I stay...2 How could I think that?
But maybe?

Zita's gaudy lips did not move, but her eyes closed suddenly, as if sand were
thrown at them.

The marred doors clinked; something plopped into the green twilight and
landed with a light tap onto the graveled bottom of the aquarium. In the smoke-
house, her brother stopped to listen, stopped splashing. What — who - was that?
He stopped to listen, then wiped a drip from his nose with his towel, and bailed
more hot water from the cauldron.

Darkness slunk up behind Zita and covered her tiny skirt with a piece of black
velour to hide her naked legs; these took wide stallion strides forward, and the
velour tore like a spider-web and lay prone on the road. Darkness, like a poor old
woman, began to fling herself from one side to another, her elbows sticking out
behind, her hands dangling awkwardly. Fog. The darkness stiffened. With steam
from the bath, the darkness watched the fog rise from the fields.
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Translated by Milda De Voe

Renata Serelyté was born in Kupiskis district,

in the village of Simoniai. She studied
Lithuanian literature and linguistics at Vilnius
University, and now works as an editor.
Serelyte’s short prose pieces examine her own
relationship to her native village, after having
left the village to study in the capital.
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Eugenijus Alisanka

i$ traukinio istorijos

josé saramago ZodZiais portugalai turi naujy teritorijy
uzkariavimo patirtj

Ir mes banam uzkariave pasaulj pries atsikeldami is lovos;
Bet atsibundame - ir jis jau neperzvelgiamas,
Atsikeliame - jo nebéra

Fernando Pessoa

sveikas fernando $is rytas toks kaip visi
po uzuolaida véjas plikos viesbucio sienos
vamzdziais §nioksc¢ia akveduko atnestas
kalny vanduo abu tylim apie tg patj
tavo amzZiaus pradZzia mano pabaiga
europos pakrasty boco do inferno kur nutriksta
gelezinkelio linija ir eilérascio eilute
nedaug ir manes esancio ¢ia
kritiné turisto masé kurios uZztenka
vienam eiléras¢io sprogimui
galiu gerti zalig vyng i§ backos rikyti tol
kol leis likimas je ne suis personne
ir tai mane dziugina fotografuoju
atminties negatyvuos retu$uodamas miesta
barbary palikuonis ilgais véjo plaikstomais
plaukais uzkariaujantis europg
seku akimis dimus tarsi jie biity mano kelio Zenklai

seeing is believing

turédiau paradyti laiska bent atvirute i88siysti
su graziausios europos aikstés atvaizdu:
geéliy mozaika kurig naktj trypia girty futbolo sirgaliy
ordos ryte stiklo $ukés kraujo pédsakas
nutrikstantis prie dioniso mégstamos uzeigos
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Eugenijus Alisanka

From the History of the Train

1.
in the words of josé saramago
the portuguese have experience conquering new lands

We have conquered the world before we even get out of bed,
but when we awake that world is unknowable.
We rise and it is gone.

Fernando Pessoa

good morning fernando this morning seems like all the rest
beneath billowing curtains lie naked hotel room walls
pipes gurgle with mountain water brought
down by aqueducts
we are both silent about the same thing
the beginning of our age and the end of mine
on the edge of europe boca do inferno where
the railroad line ends and the poem’s line breaks
there is not much of me here
only the critical mass of tourist brochures
enough to burst one poem into existence
i can drink spring wine from a barrel smoke as long
as fate allows je ne suis personne
and that makes me glad i take photographs
retouching the negatives of the city in my memory
the descendant of barbarians with his long hair
blowing in the wind is ready to conquer europe
i follow walfts of smoke with my eyes
as though they marked my way

4.
seeing is believing

i really should write a letter or at the very least a postcard
with an image of one of europe’s most beautiful squares:

a horde of drunk soccer fans trample a mosaic of flowers through the night
in the morning shards of glass and
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ir a$ taip noréciau buti lauzyti dievo kang
priimti beprotybés komunija $okti $aukti
nei$eina todél fotografuoju

architekttros detales vitrazus kolonas
myzantj berniuka i§ bronzos tikédamas
kada nors pravers

kada nors sudéliosiu europos pasjansa

taip kad nelikty né vienos kortos

$iaip ¢ia tylu pats ciklono vidurys

belgai ramas kaip belgai muziejai

dirba iki i$nakty turédiau uzeiti

turédiau nupirkti kg nors lauktuvéms
neiskentes spjaunu sakau mesk $ituos niekus
eugenijau ir taip neturi kur déti savo

sapny suvenyry istorijy kelkis ir eik

europos $udra i§ vieno miesto j kit

eik ir ziarék kaip mirtis vis graZesniais veidais
maitina kratim gyvenimo dziaugsma

kada nors pravers

langas j europg
zavtra na rabotu... ech, nie perezyvaite, jes¢io mozno nakalbasit’sia, poveselitsia

i§ sekmadieninés Peterburgo radijo laidos

$tai ir prasideda platybés neaprépiamos erdves
kur net mirtis su mirtim per kalnus nesusieina
kaip jos sutilpo j mandel§tamo rima gal ir ne visai
dar kySo necenziriniai ZodZiai
indoeuropietiskos galinés
melodinis kirtis uz re$oty groty
laikas sustojo laikrodis tiksi toliau
taisyklinga miesto geometrija
tau svetima biciuli sergejau
neprigyji vienatvés kvadratuos
ir a§ véluoju i visus jmanomus traukinius
nerandu i$éjimo i§ viesbucio labirinto
suku ir suku ratais vel kaip vaikystéj
skaiciuoju iki desimties ir atsimerkiu
ausyse $vilpia véjas nuo nevos
tavo miestas lukstas po luksto nuogéja
suplyse stogai todél ir poezijos reikia daugiau



bloody traces break off by

dionysus’s favourite pub

and i would like to be like that

break the body of christ

accept the communion of insanity dance and shout

it doesn’t work therefore i photograph architectural details
stained-glass windows columns

a small bronze boy peeing thinking

someday this might be useful

someday 7’1l arrange europe’ solitaire

so that not even one card will be left

otherwise it is quiet here in the very center of the cyclone
the belgians are calm as belgians

the museums are open until late at night i should visit one
i should buy a souvenir - something -

ican’t stand it anymore i spit and i say

to myself forget all this nonsense

eugenijus as it is you have nowhere to put

all your histories — dreams - souvenirs get up and go
you european untouchable from one city to the next

go and see how death with an ever prettier face

nurses the joy of life

someday it might be useful
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9.
window to europe

zavtra na rabotu... ech, nie perezyvaete, jeshchio mozno nakalbasit’sia, poveselitsia
(Tomorrow it’s back to work...well, don’t worry,
we still have time to pig out and party)

from a Sunday Saint Petersburg radio show

and so here the wide expanses of land begin
even death does not meet death in the mountains
how did it ever all fit into mandelstam’s rhymes or maybe it didn’t
a few uncensored words peek out
indo-european noun-endings
a melodic accent behind reszoty prison camp bars
time stopped but the watch continues ticking
the precise geometry of the city
is foreign to you my friend sergei
cannot get used to the squares of loneliness
and i am late for every conceivable train
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ir meilés net ir tos kurig matuoja valandom
graziausios europoje nevskio mergaités

dar baltosios naktys matos gerai

smailios kratys kupoly kryziai ledy veziméliai
sekmadienio naktis sergejau dar turim laiko

z

=
Eugenijus AliSanka (g. 1960) - poetas, eseistas,
vertéjas. Zurnalo The Vilnius Review, leidZziamo
angly ir rusy kalbomis, vyriausiasis redaktorius.
Yra ileides keturias poezijos, dvi esé, tris
vertimy knygas. Jo poezija versta j daugiau negu

penkiolika kalby.
112
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i cannot find my way out of the hotel’s labyrinth

i turn and turn in circles again like when i was a child
i count to ten and open my eyes

the wind from the neva whistles in my ears

your city grows naked peel after peel

the roofs are torn apart and that’s why one needs more poetry
and love even the kind that is measured by the hour
by the most beautiful girls of the neva

the white nights make vision perfect one can see
spiky breasts the cupolas’ crosses ice carts

it’s a sunday night sergei we still have time

Translated by Laima Sruoginis
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Eugenijus AliSanka (1960) is a poet, essayist,

translator. He is the editor-in-chief of The Vilnius

Review published in English and Russian. He has
published four collections of poems, two books of
essays and three books of poetry translations. His
poetry has been translated into more than fifteen
languages.
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Peter Sulej

Program je program

program je program

cely ¢as nam lezal rovno pred o¢ami
ach pokym sme neprigli na to Ze

program je program

a

zdanlivo

nezanechal informécie o svojom vzniku

o svojich cieloch & opusoch

pre¢o a hlavne naco takd rozmanitost

v kazdom jednom module cely vesmir

kto ho sem vobec nainstaloval?

komplikovanost klu¢kovanie v slu¢kdch historie?
chce sa s nami hrat na slepu babu

v zéhradéch genetickych $truktar

@m uloha rychlosti nasich strojov a kryptografie

program je program

opakujem: program je program

a pritom interpretacia sa nemusi javit zloZitejsia
od ¢itania Mechurika Kos¢urika dietatom
ktoré v nas stéle drieme roky neprebudené

nehovori ni¢ o svojom konci

Peter Sulej (1967) absolvoval $tudium na Vysokej $kole
technickej v Kosiciach. Pracoval medziinym ako $éfredaktor
¢asopisu o su¢asnom umeni VLNA a technicky riaditel
festivalu Ars Poetica. Zalozil vydavatelstvo Drewo a srd.
Vydal pat basnickych zbierok a dve zbierky poviedok.
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Peter Sulej

Program is Program

program is program

all the time it has been lying right before our eyes
oh until we figured out

that program is program

and

apparently

did not leave any info on its origin

on its goals & opuses

why and chiefly what for all this variety

all of the universe in every single module

why the hell did install it here?

the intricacy, zig-zaging in the loops of history?

it feels like playing a game of blindfolding with us
in the gardens of genetic structures

the role of speed of our machines and cryptography
let me repeat: program is program
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and interpretation does not have to seem any more complex
due to reading Dino Barney by a child

that has been dormant in us for ages

it will just say:

program is program
apparently
saying nothing of its end.

Translated by Martin Solotruk

Peter Sulej (1967) studied at the Technical University in

Kosice. He has held several jobs, including that of editor-in-
chief of the contemporary art magazine VLNA and technical
director of Ars Poetica Festival. He founded the publishing
house Drewo a srd. He has published five collections of
poetry and two books of fiction.

)
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Michal Hvorecky

Brand Party

23. kapitola
Nastalo polro¢né najhektickejsie obdobie mojho Zivota.

Neprestajne som cestovala z miesta na miesto. Ak vam zamestnavatel plati
business class letenky, vobec vam neprekaza, ked sa kapitdl v mene preniknutia
na nové trhy zrieka poziadavky demokracie, aby nestratil volny pristup
k novych obchodnym partnerom.

Navysovala som rozpocet. Presvied¢ala opinion lidrov. Rokovala
s desiatkami potencidlnych sponzorov. Schvalovala jednotlivé zlozky
reklamnej kampane. Vyberala najvhodnejsie lokacie. Bookovala $pickovych
hudobnych interpretov. Vybavovala barter s leteckymi spolo¢nostami
kvoli prevozu hosti i G¢astnikov. Zabezpecovala distribuciu propaga¢nych
materidlov. Dohadovala produkéné otazky. Koordinovala plén s mestskymi
uradmi, policiou i armadou, presnejsie povedané - podplacala som vsetkych
moznych byrokratov.

Mozno to vyzerd hrozivo, ale ja som akurat zadévala prikazy, ktoré som
dostavala zhora. V3etci pre nds pracovali svedomito, pretoze sme ich nanajvy$
svedomito platili. Randers si ma v novej funkcii nevedel vynachvalit.

No napriek tomu zostavali v naSom plane zddrhely, ktoré bolo treba riesit
¢im skor. Najlepsie osobne a ihned. Nevdhala som a rovno som si dohodla

X7

terminy rokovani s najva¢$imi konkurentmi.

V slnkom preziarenom Berline som sa na ulici Pod lipami stretla
s organizatormi Love Parade.

Predtym som nevedela, Ze toto mesto stoji na piesku. P4¢ilo sa mi tam viac,
nez som c¢akala. Akurat kvoli reklamnym slne¢nikom som slavne lipy po cely
Cas takmer nevidela.

Prezliekla som sa za bohatu raverku. Natiahla som si tyrkysové tricko
s bordovymi flitrami a obtiahnuté zvonové nohavice z hrubého lesklého
latexu. Moje nové tenisky vyzerali ako bezecké tretry zo $estdesiatych rokov
minulého storocia, ale s akymikolvek inymi by som posobila nedéveryhodne.
Okolo krku som si dala strieborny ndramok s trojcentimetrovymi ostnami.
Mobil som vloZila do strieborného obalu, aby nepdsobil nudne. Melodiu
zvonenia som si stiahla z prvého miesta aktudlneho britského rebricka
tane¢nych singlov. T4 hitova odrhovacka znela, akoby ju tvorca na mobile
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Michal Hvorecky

Brand Party

Chapter 23.
This happened to be the most hectic period of my life.

I continuously travelled from one place to the next. If your employer covers
the costs of your business class tickets, you don't mind in the least that the capital
renounces the need for democracy in the name of infiltration into the new
markets, so that it would not lose the free access to new business partners.

I continued increasing the budget. I persuaded opinion leaders. I consulted
with tens of potential sponsors. I signed and sealed individual elements of the
advertising campaign. I selected the most suitable locations. I booked the top
musicians and singers. I organized a barter deal with airlines for the carriage
of guests and participants. I was in charge of the distribution of promotional
materials. I had to sort out production matters. Put bluntly - I continually had to
grease the palms of all sorts of bureaucrats.

Maybe all this sounds quite frightening, but I was just forwarding orders that I
received from the top. Everyone worked for us very conscientiously since we also
paid them in the most conscientious manner. Oscar Randers was very happy with
me in my new position.
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In spite of all this, there were still some obstacles left that had to be overcome
as soon as possible. This had to be done on a personal level and at once. I didn’t
hesitate and immediately arranged the dates of meetings with our biggest
competitors.

I met with the organizers of Love Parade in Under the Lime Trees Street in
Berlin, which radiated with sunshine.

I didn’t know till then that this city was built on sand. I liked it more there than
I had expected. The only thing was, during the whole time I was hardly able to see
any of those famous lime trees, all because of the promotional sunshades.

I disguised myself as a wealthy raver. I wore a turquoise T-shirt with purple
diamantes and a pair of tight flared trousers made of thick glossy latex. My new
trainers looked like a pair of running shoes from the nineteen sixties, but if I
had worn anything different, I would not have looked credible. I put on a silver
necklace with three-centimetre-long prickles around my neck. I placed my mobile
into a silver cover so it would not appear boring. The ringing melody I copied from
the current British dance chart number one. This flashy song sounded as if the
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aj produkoval. V ruke som drzala ¢insky vejar s bambusmi a pandou
a ovievala som sa. Celé telo som mala doslova posiate $pickovymi logami.

Sedela som vonku na drevenej stoli¢cke so slamenou vypliiou v kaviarni
pre bohatych turistov z takzvaného ekonomického severu. Vnutri to bol stary
lokél s pultom a podstavcom z lesklého mahagonu, cely oblozeny kachli¢kami
z majoliky. Vo vykladnych skriniach boli naukladané katule so zékuskami
a pernikové C¢ierne berlinske medvede.

Iba po polhodinovom meskani dorazil zly D], mizerny producent
a mimoriadne uspe$ny promotér Dr. Motte.

Zlozil si slne¢né okuliare so zltymi sklami, aby si ma premeral. Hladel na
mna nechdpavo a pochybovac¢ne. Vahala som, ¢i neodhalil pri¢inu, ktord sa
skryva za mojim imidZom. Ale zakrétko sa nezt¢astnene usmial, takZe som
naitho zjavne zap6sobila déveryhodne. Zifalo obleceného ¢loveka, ako je on,
iste ni¢ nepotesi viac, ako ked uvidi jedinca s podobnym vkusom.

Z jeho oci som videla iba zrenicky. Podla mierne zapdlenych okrajov
vie¢ok som ihned vedela, ze spava malo a zle. V§imla som si, Ze ruzovo
presvitajiice nozdry md znutra oblozené silnou vrstvou zlata, aby si eSte
vobec dokazal $nupnat.

Prisiel spolu s diev¢inou menom Uta. Oznadil ju za svoju asistentku, ¢o
bol ocividne len slusnej$i nazov pre dealerku. Obaja ma pozdravili use¢ne a
odmietli si so mnou podat ruky. Objednali si $ampanské v lavore ladu, dve
cappuccina a flau minerdlky.

Povedala som si, Ze p6jdem priamo na vec. V coolovom obleceni som
sa nechutne rychlo potila. Rovno som Mottemu navrhla, aby tohto roku
zrusil Love Parade. PoZiadala som ho, aby medidlne silnou vahou svojej
pochybnej osobnosti podporil Brand Party. Nédhradou som mu pontkla blizsie
nespecifikovany astronomicky balik penazi. Schvalne som bola stru¢na, aby
som si reakciu mohla vychutnat o to dlhsie.

Vedela som, ze Dr. Motte bréaval tolko chytrych drog, az celkom osprostel.
Uta na to ani nepotrebovala party chémiu. Obaja zosobriovali takzvany
progresivny Zivotny $tyl mds globalnej klubovej generacie, ¢o je pomerne
zlozité oznacenie pre intenzivne poZzivanie drog, nudu, Zivotné sklamania
a frustra¢né nakupy hodnotnych veci.

Najprv sa Motte nadychol a zvrastil obocie. Tvar mal znechutent a ladovo
stiahnutd. Potom sa uz-uz chystal nie¢o vyhlasit, no vzapiti zabudol ¢o.
Odrazu povedal rdzne nie, a nasledne sa ma opytal, akd bola otdzka.

Zopakovala som mu svoju ponuku doraznejsie. O presnej sume som zatial
nehovorila. Usmievala som sa.

Dlho ml¢al a faj¢il. Bol meravo vysmiaty a vysmédnuty. Kto by pri takom
mnozstve tetrahydrocanabinolu nebol? Vypil liter minerdlnej vody. Po¢ula
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songwriter had produced it on a mobile as well. I fanned a bamboo fan in my hand
with a panda on it. The whole of my body was literally covered in top brand logos.

I was sitting on a wooden chair with straw padding outside the café for wealthy
tourists from the so-called economic north. A bad DJ, a miserable producer, and
the exceptionally successful promoter Dr. Motte, arrived just half an hour late.

Dr. Motte took his yellow shade sunglasses off, so he could eye me more
carefully. He was looking at me with suspicion and doubt. For a moment I
wasn't sure whether he realized the reason behind my image. Soon afterwards,
however, he cracked a witless smile, making it clear that he had sized me up to
be a trustworthy person. Nothing makes a hopelessly dressed man, as he himself
clearly was, feel happier than seeing another man with a similar flair for clothes.

I could only see the pupils of his eyes. Judging by the slightly inflamed corners
of his eyelids, I immediately realized that he not only lacked sleep, but what little
he got was of bad quality. I noticed that his pinkish translucent nostrils were
thickly lined with gold, so that he would at least be able to have a snort.

He came with a girl called Ute. He introduced her as his personal assistant,
which was obviously only a nicer name for a dealer. Both of them greeted me
rather stiffly and refused my extended handshake. They ordered a bottle of
champagne in an ice-bucket, two cappuccinos and one bottle of mineral water.

I decided to get straight to the point. In my cool outfit I was sweating rather
profusely. Straight away I proposed to Motte to cancel the Love Parade this year. I
asked him to use the heavy weight of his queer personality to influence the media,
in order to give his support to the Brand Party. An astronomical undisclosed
bundle was offered to him as compensation for his efforts. I talked very briefly on
purpose, in order to be able to relish his reaction longer.
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I knew that Dr. Motte used to take a lot of smart drugs, that it had made him
stupid. Ute did not even need a party chemistry to be a perfect match for him.
They both personified the so-called progressive life style of the masses of the
global club generation. This is quite a complicated term to represent the constant
abuse of drugs, boredom, life disillusionments and frustrating shopping sprees for
valuable stuff.

At first Motte took a deep breath and frowned. His face took on a disgusted
look and was ice-cold. Then he was about to say something, but in the space of
a second he forgot what it was he wanted to say. Suddenly he blurted out a firm
word of refusal and asked me what the question had been.

I repeated my offer in a more assertive tone. I didn't mention the exact amount
yet. I was smiling.

He smoked and stayed silent for a long while. He was smiling numbly and
was very thirsty. Who wouldn’t be after consuming such copious amounts of
tetrahydrocanabinol? He drank a litre of mineral water. I could hear only the
breath from his chest, which protruded forward. Finally, he raised his head with
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som iba dych z jeho predklonenej hrude. Potom kone¢ne zdvihol ¢elo sperlené
potom. O¢i mu hlboko Ziarili. Suché pery odhalovali Z1té zuby.

,»Nie, to nikdy neurobim. Moja republika ldsky nie je o peniazoch.“ Hovoril
naméhavo ako kazdy, kto trapne klame. Medzi dvoma rozochvenymi prstami
drzal cigaretu, ktora prezradzala jeho zmatok.

Viecka s predizenymi mihalnicami mu klesali pod vrstvou make-upu.
Naniesol si na ne platkové kozmetické striebro od Christiana Diora. V
Ziare slnka ma ich odlesky oslepovali. Spakruky si zotrel pot zo zvlhnutych,
strapatych vlasov.

Uz ma nebavilo dlhsie ¢akat. Na strieborny kaviarensky stol som vylozila
svoj notebook. Oproti infraportu som nastavila mobil. Motte na mna vyvaloval
od halucindcii zddum¢ivé o¢i.

Milujem elektronické bankovnictvo. Urobilo uplatkérstvo ovela slu§nej$im.
Autorizovanie platobného prikazu na ulici je ohromna vec. Ked v takychto
chvilach zaddvam heslo a robim pravym ukazovikom click, mam pocit, Ze nasa
spolo¢nost funguje spravne. Ked uz dnes dokdzeme vymysliet najbezpe¢ne;jsi
a najdiskrétnejsi sposob pristupu k peniazom, znamena to, Ze sme dosiahli
nie¢o neprekonatelné.

Aj takéto myslienky mi virili hlavou, pretoZze som sa vobec nepondhlala.
Zacala som sa na Mottem dobre zabdvat. Opytala som sa ho, ¢i vie, ze o Love
Parade pisal Giinter Grass. Myslel si, Ze hovorim o nejakej odrode marihuany.
Bol zvedavy, ¢i mu ju mézem zohnat. Mna zasa zaujimalo, kolko miliénov stoji
exkluzivny sponzoring jeho nekomerénej akeie.

No Dr. Motte bol taky zhuleny, Ze sa smial, aj ked som ho urézala.
Nervoéznou rukou $tuchal do veci porozkladanych na stole. Natiahol sa po
kavu. Namiesto $alky a lyzicky v§éak mimovolne chytil kliestiky na cukor.
Malatne nimi po stole kreslil ¢udné kruhovité znaky.

Pozornost zbystril, az ked som mu na monitore ukdzala sumu 7 000 000
mariek. Aby ho LCD lesk ndhodou nepomylil, vytla¢ila som mu ponuku na
digitélny fotopapier. Schvalne som najprv urobila multiobrazovy vytlac¢ok, na
ktorom bolo ¢islo v desiatich samostatnych ramcekoch. Z tej zéplavy ndl sa
zakrutila hlava aj mne. Netrafam si odhadnit, aké kruhové vidiny to sposobilo
jemu. Ospravedlnila som sa a vytlacila papier vo forme nélepky.

Ale Motte by mi nerozumel, ani keby som mu zavratné ¢islo prilepila
na Celo.

Zmyleny sa zamracil a potom odrazu blabotal o potrebe jednoty tanec¢nej
scény i mladych Iudi na celom svete a o v§eobjimajucej laske. Vyjadril sa, ze
je nutné, aby sa vSetci prislu$nici nasej generdcie spojili, pretoze sme jedna
klubova mladez, jeden ndrod s jednym srdcom na jednej party a na jednej
zemi.

‘ 01_2004_2297 testo.indb 120 @

2-12-2005 8:36:25



sweat covering his forehead. His eyes glowed deeply, and yellow teeth showed
through his dry lips.

“No, I would never do that. My republic of love is not about money.” He talked
with difficulty, as people do who are not telling the truth. He held a cigarette
between his two quivering fingers, which demonstrated his perplexity.

His eyelids with extended eyelashes were sinking under their heavy make-up
layer. He applied strips of cosmetic silver from Christian Dior to them. I was
being blinded by their reflection in the sunshine. With the back of his hand he
wiped sweat from his wet messy hair.

I was getting bored with waiting. I put my notebook on the silver table. I set my
mobile opposite the infraport. Motte rolled his eyes, pondering in hallucinations.

I just love electronic banking. It made the bribery appear much more decent.
The authorization of the payment order in the street, what a marvellous concept.
In such moments, when entering the password and clicking with my right index
finger, I get the feeling that our society works just the way it should. If we are
already able to devise the safest and the most discreet means of accessing money,
it means we have attained something that cannot be outdone.

Those kinds of thoughts were also running through my head, for I was in no
hurry at all. I started to enjoy myself by pulling Motte’s leg. I asked him whether
he knew that Giinter Grass also wrote about the Love Parade. Motte thought I was
talking about a sort of marihuana. He wondered whether I could get it for him.

As for me, I wanted to find out how much the exclusive sponsoring of his non- = en
~<
commercial enterprise cost. g

But Dr. Motte was stoned out of his head, so much so that he laughed even
when I offended him. He kept fiddling with things on the table with nervous
hands. He reached for his coffee. Instead of his cup and teaspoon he unawares
managed to pick up a pair of sugar-tongs. He was wearily drawing strange circular
shapes on the table.

He sprang to attention only after I showed him the sum of 7,000,000 German
Marks. I printed the offer for him on digital photopaper so the LCD reflection
would not confuse him.

Puzzled, with a scowl on his face he suddenly started blabbering on about
the need for unity in the dance scene and among young people throughout the
world, and about all-embracing love. He expressed himself in the sense that it
was necessary for all people of our generation to unite because we are one club
generation, one nation with one heart, at one party and on one planet.

I seriously started considering slapping his face.

The expression on my face startled him. He pretended to be filled with
immense bitterness. I am sure he still wanted to say much more. It finally dawned
on me why his dance parties were being finished by hour-long speeches and why
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Vazne som rozmyslala, Ze mu jednu strelim.

Z vyrazu mojej tvire zmeravel. Tvaril sa, Ze ho napliia nesmierna horkost.
Chcel toho urcite povedat este ovela viac. Uz mi bolo jasné, preco svoje tane¢né
akcie zakonc¢uje hodinovymi prihovormi a na pisomné vyjadrenie svojich
infantilnych myslienok potrebuje vlastni doménu. Ale zjavne sa zlakol, ze mu
nezaplatim.

Dlho uprene hladel na sedmic¢ku a nuly. O takej sume sa mu nesnivalo ani
pri najlepsich tripoch pred dekddou. Samozrejme, ze som vedela, kolko stoji
exkluzivne sponzorstvo jeho party. Desatinu. A on, prirodzene, vedel, Ze to viem.

Bleda tvar, vycerpand a bezkrvnd, mu ocervenela. Modré Zilky na sluchach
sa zvyraznili. Okolo peri mu zlovestne potrhévalo a posklbavalo. Vraska medzi
o¢ami sa prehlbila. Uprene hladel na imagindrne obrazce, ktoré jeho ruka
vykreslila kliestikmi v rozsypanom cukre.

Ute medzi¢asom prestala u¢inkovat davka. Chvilkové chtivé a blazené
uspokojenie jej mysle vystriedal chvat a stres. O¢i mala plné akéhosi neurcitého
a podozrivého lesku. Mysel sa jej zakalila. Pod sivou a namostrenou tvarou
sa ¢rtala vyziabnutost. Pod koZou na lici sa jej po cely ¢as chvel a mihal sval.
Abstinen¢né priznaky zapijala ladovym $ampanskym. Zaberalo to. Ale iba na
stupniovanie nervozity.

Uz som toho mala akurat tak dost. Prikdzala som Mottemu, aby mi ukézal
udaje o bankovom spojeni svojej firmy. Z pocitacového kufrika som vytiahla dve
kopie zmluvy o zruseni budicoro¢nej Love Parade. Kontrakt mal $tyridsatpat
stran a stacilo ho podpisat na dvanastich miestach.

Do riadku s bankovym prikazom som pozorne vytukavala ¢islo $vajéiarskeho
konta, ktoré mi spomaleny Motte koktavo diktoval. Opantala som ho. Ako kazdy,
kto v peniazoch vidi len rozne typy praskov a tabletiek, o¢akéval, ze mu zaplatim
v hotovosti. Vysmiala som ho.

Podpisal sa s pohfdavym vyrazom na tvari mojim korporatnym perom. Na
poziadanie som mu dovolila sledovat na monitore letmy okamih, ked transakcia
prebehne tspesne a zaznie tiché pipnutie.

Vydychla som si. Rokovanie pre mna malo prichut mérnivosti a uspokojenia.

Uz som si myslela, Ze sa budem porucat, ked odrazu Uta vysko¢ila zo stolicky.
Oborila sa na Motteho. Ne¢akane mu umelym nechtom do krvi rozrezala
lice. Potupne tvrdo ho udrela do brady. Vrieskala, Ze je zapredanec a scéna ho
vyvrhne. Btsila mu do pfs pastami. Vyhrazala sa, Ze zverejni, ¢o urobil.

Najprv mi napadlo, Ze to maju pripravené vopred, aby ulahodili svojmu
svedomiu a aj tento tyzden do sytosti nakfmili la¢nych novindrov z tinedzerského
bulvaru.

Prave som sa im chystala povedat, Ze predo mnou sa za to, ze kralovsky
zarabajui na si¢asnom Zivotnom $tyle mladych, vobec nemusia hanbit. Chcela
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he needed his own domain to put down his infantile ideas. But he evidently got
alarmed that I was not going to pay him.

He stared at the figure consisting of a number seven and several zeros. He
could not have dreamt about this kind of money even during his greatest trips a
decade ago. Of course, I knew how much the exclusive sponsoring of his party
cost — one tenth of my offer. And naturally, he knew that I was aware of it.

His pale face, exhausted and bloodless, went red. Blue veins on his face turned
bluer. His lips were moving ominously. The wrinkle between his eyes deepened.
He gazed intensely at imaginary images that he created with his hand and by a
pair of sugar-tongs and scattered sugar.

In the meantime, Ute’s shot wore off. The ephemeral greedy and gratifying
feeling of her mind was replaced by anxiety and stress. Her eyes were full of some
distant and suspicious gleam. Her mind blurred. It was possible to see the gauntness
under the grey and angry face. A muscle could be seen shaking and trembling
under the skin of her cheek. She was quenching the symptoms of her abstinence
with ice-cold champagne. It worked. But only to intensify her nervousness.

I had had just about enough of it. T ordered Motte to show me the details of his
company’s bank. I pulled out two copies of the agreement on the cancellation of
next year’s Love Parade from my notebook case. The contract consisted of forty-
five pages and it only had to be signed twelve times.

In the line for the banker’s order, I carefully typed in the number of the Swiss
bank account, which the slowed-down and stuttering Motte dictated. I had
bewitched him. Just like everyone who can see only different sorts of powder and
pills in money, he expected to be paid in cash. I sneered at him.
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He signed with an expression of contempt on his face, using my corporate
pen. At his request I allowed him to get a glimpse of the monitor just when the
transaction was successfully going through, and we could hear the quiet beep.

I sighed. The meeting had a flavour of profusion and satisfaction for me.

I already thought I was going to say my goodbyes, when suddenly Ute was up
to no good - she sprang up from her seat. She thundered at Motte. Out of the blue
she cut his cheek with her artificial nail, so much so that it started to bleed. She
hit his chin shamelessly hard. She yelled that he was a traitor and that the scene
would reject him. She thumped her fists against his chest. She threatened him that
she would make his terrible deed public.

My first impression was that they had prepared the whole act beforehand to
ease their conscience, and also to feed this week’s hungry journalists from the
teenage tabloid press.

I was just about to tell them that there was no need at all to be ashamed in
front of me for making regal megabucks on the contemporary lifestyle of young
people. I wanted to explain to them that everyone who criticised them would
do the same in their shoes if they only got the chance. It is common knowledge
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som im vysvetlit, Ze kazdy, kto ich kritizuje, by na ich mieste robil to isté, ak by
na to mal prileZitost. Je predsa v§eobecne zname, Ze na generacidch X, Y a Net
zaraba ten, kto s niektorym trendom prisiel ako prvy.

LenZe situdcia sa vyostrila.

Uta schmatla roh stola a prudko nim mykla smerom k Mottemu. Ten sa
nezmohol na slovo. Chvilu mu trvalo, kym v spomalenom mozgu spracoval, ¢o
sa deje.

Cely servis sa s rachotom zosypal na dlazbu. Zarincali ¢repy. Hrkotali lyzicky.
Rozbijali sa tanieriky a pohare.

Odrazu sa Dr. Motte vzty¢il. Chytil si hlavu do dlani. S neuveritelnou
néstoj¢ivostou zakrical, ze vSetko odvoldva. Osopil sa na mna.

Takuto nevrazivost som teda po obojstranne vyhodnej transakcii neo¢akévala.
Rozzurila som sa. Pozornost navstevnikov i personalu sa ihned obratila na nas.
Dokonca k ndm zamierila skupinka zvedavych holandskych turistov. Vo vzduchu
som si v§imla krepovy oranzovy tulipan, ktory ich drzal pohromade. Takyto
vyvoj som potrebovala zo vietkého najmene;.

Bleskovo som sa postavila. Motte mi rovno do ucha vrieskal, ze som zradkyna.

Nie som stvorend pre roz¢arujuce a vznetlivé tlohy. No dnes prchkost
poznatila nejeden moj &in. Svihom som chytila Mottemu aj Ute ruky. V zlomku
sekundy som im dlane zovrela ako vo zverdku. Vzapiti som im skrutila prsty
takou silou, az zapraskali kosticky.

Nestihli ani len zakricat, a uz znova sedeli na stoli¢ckach, kazdy so svojou
prenikavou bolestou. Uta omdlela, ale vyraz na jej tvari sa tym velmi nezmenil.

Zanechala som ich medzi prevratenym stolom, porozbijanymi $alkami
a porozhadzovanymi vecami, ktoré lezali na dlazbe v chaotickom zmitku.
S pokynutim ruky a so silenym smevom som sa rychlo vzdialila z ulice Pod
lipami i z Berlina.

Michal Hvorecky (1976) vydal zbierky poviedok Silny pocit
cistoty (1998), Lovci & zberaci (2001) a roman Posledny hit
(2003). Preklady jeho knih vysli v Polsku a v Ceskej republike.
Pravidelne piSe publicistiku pre r6zne denniky a ¢asopisy. Za
svoje texty ziskal viacero literdrnych oceneni a autorskych
Stipendii (MuseumsQuartier vo Viedni, Literarisches
Colloquim v Berline, Goetheho Institut v Mnichove. Zije
v Bratislave.
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though, that someone makes money on generations X, Y and Net, who comes up
with a new trend first.

But the situation became a bit on edge.

Ute grabbed the edge of the table and pushed it wildly towards Motte. He was
unable to open his mouth. It took a while before he could work out in his slow
brain what was going on around him.

The whole table service rained down on the floor with a great noise. Glass
splinters flew everywhere. Teaspoons clattered. Plates and glasses were getting
smashed to pieces.

Dr. Motte rose abruptly. He put his head into his hands. He screamed with
incredible persistence in his voice that he had changed his mind and wanted to
call off our deal. He stormed at me.

I really didn't expect this kind of grudge after such a mutually profitable
transaction. I went completely mad. At once, personnel and visitors started
turning their attention to us. Even a group of curious Dutch tourists started
moving towards us. In the air I noticed an orange crepe paper tulip that held them
together. This kind of odd twist in the end was the last thing I needed.

In the blink of an eye I was on my feet. Motte was screaming his head off right
in my ear, accusing me of betrayal.

I was not born to act in such bewildering and choleric roles. But today a fiery
temper marked more than one of my actions. I grabbed Motte and Ute’s hands. In a
fraction of a second I gripped the palms of their hands like in a clamp. In no time I
had twisted their fingers with such strength that set their broken bones crackling.
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They did not even manage to scream before they found themselves seated
in their chairs again, each one with a piercing pain. Ute passed out, but it didn’t
affect the expression on her face too much. I left them amongst the broken cups
and scattered articles, which were lying all over the pavement together with the
upturned table. I waved my hand and with a fake smile I briskly walked away
from the street called Under the Lime Trees, away from Berlin.

Translated by Slava Kafka

Michal Hvorecky (1976) is the author of two collections of short
stories, Strong Sense of Purity (1998) and Hunters & Gatherers (2001).
His third book, the novel The Final Hit was published in May 2003.
He is regularly contributing to various newspapers and magazines.
His books have been translated into Polish and Czech. He has been
awarded many literary prizes and scholarships (Musuems Quartier
in Vienna, Austria, Literarisches Colloquim Berlin, Germany,
Goethe Institut, Munich, Germany). He lives in Bratislava.
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Anna Zonova

Postovni schranka

Devét hodin. Pokud sviti slunce, pfesouva se pravé od krajniho okna
pokoje k prostfednimu. Jeho paprsky prochazi zaluzif a vytvari na osténi dvé
svislé rovnobézné rady zrcatek. Kdyz pribliZite ruce nebo tvar, mate na kizi
vykresleny legra¢ni ornamenty. Jako Aborigindlové.

Prii.

Zena nékolikrat protocila hlinikové listy zaluzii. Neocekavala svételnou hru,
jeji pohled sméfoval k postovni schrance. Vylisovana krabice s odklapécim
zlutym vikem byla uchycena na kovové trubce zapusténé v zemi. Schranka
vydrZela neporusend zpravidla dva az tfi tydny. Nikdy ne déle. Vylisek neni
drahy. V krajnim ptipadé poslouzi i upravend umélohmotnd lahev. Ta vétSinou
zmizi do dvou dnt.

Zena pozvedla viko schrdnky a zkontrolovala polohu vodorovné prepazky.
Pak ji prosttednikem mirné odklopila, asi tak o Ctyficet pét stupnil, a nahlédla

@m dovnitf. Vracela se zpatky.

Postacka prichdzi mezi desatou a jedendctou. Jenom vyjimecné se objevila
drive. Za posledni dva roky tfikrat.

May Day

Zena zacala pocifovat v otevienych botich neptijemné vlhko. Nahrbila zdda
a hlavu vklinila co nejvice mezi ramena. Jako by se tim pohybem chtéla ukryt
pred silicim destém. Mokré, uméle vyrovnavané vlasy ziskaly opét ptivodni
zvlnéni. Dést ji prokreslil bradavky na hruskovitych nadrech. Ta zrychlovala
svij kmitavy pohyb zdroven s chiizi.

Doma si vysvlékla mokré triko a svétle zluté platéné kalhoty. Zadivala se na
spodni kalhotky. Nad chloupky a podél zlabku hyzdi ztistaly suché. Nejprve je
stahla ke kolentim, prsty nohou je shrnula ke kotnikéim. Aniz by se sehnula,
nadhodila si nohou kalhotky k ruce. Jejich suchou &sti si utfela oblicej. Pod
levym okem se chvili zastavila u tmavé modré tecky.

Kdyz nadzvedla pravé nadro a ptejela po vilhkém zdhybu, objevilo se dalsi
tetovani. Malé, asi t¥icentimetrové srdce, strana blize k hrudni kosti nebyla
zaoblend a vytvarela trojuhelnik. Kdyby nadzvedla i druhé prso, bylo by vidét
jen specenou kiizi. Dtive tam byl vyte¢kovan LUDVIK. JenZe ona nechala
nadro bez povsimnuti. Vlhkost ji prestala vadit. Mozna to bylo i tim, Ze na
kalhotkach uz neztistalo suché misto. Na mokré kuZi se spojilo nékolik kapek
a vytvotilo tenky praminek. Zacal ji stékat k mirné vyklenutému brichu.
Nevénovala tomu pozornost.

‘ 01_2004_2297_testo.indb 126 @

2-12-2005 8:36:26



Anna Zonova

The Mailbox

Nine a.m. When the sun was shining, it would move from the window on the
side of the room to the one in the middle, its rays passing through the blinds to
form two parallel lines of light along the wainscoting. If you put your arms or face
in the way, it made funny designs on your skin. Like the ones Aboriginals have.

It was raining now.

The woman twisted down the aluminum slats of the blinds. She wasn’t expecting
a light show today; her sights were trained on the mailbox: a sheet-metal box with
a yellow, flap-open lid, perched atop a metal pipe sunk into the ground. Typically,
a mailbox lasted two or three weeks at best. Sheet metal was cheap. In a pinch, a
plastic bottle worked just as well, though it usually disappeared within two days.

The woman pushed open the mailbox lid. Gently, with her middle finger, she
tipped it back to an angle of about 45 degrees and peered inside, then turned to
head back to her building.

The mail was delivered between 10 and 11. Only three times in the past two
years had it come any earlier.

The woman began to feel an unpleasant sensation of dampness in her open-
toed shoes. She hunched her back and wedged her head in as far as she could
between her shoulders, trying to shield herself as the rain gathered in strength.
Wet, her artificially straightened hair regained its waviness. The rain traced out
the nipples on her pear-shaped breasts, which quickened their bobbing motion in
time with her gait.
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Back in her apartment, she peeled off her wet T-shirt and yellow linen pants,
and examined her panties. Above her pubic hairs and along the groove of her
buttocks, they were still dry. She pulled her panties down to her knees, using her
toes to roll them all the way down to her ankles. Then, without bending over, she
kicked the panties up to her hand and used the dry part to wipe her face, pausing
for a moment at a dark blue spot underneath her left eye.

Running a finger along its moist curve, she lifted her right breast and another
tattoo appeared: a little heart, about an inch wide. The side nearest her breastbone
was flat rather than rounded, giving it a triangular shape. Had she lifted her
other breast, she would have seen only a patch of scorched skin where the name
LUDVIK had once been dotted on. But she left that breast alone. The dampness
had ceased to bother her, and in any case there wasn't a dry spot left on her
panties. A few drops of water joined on her skin, forming a slender stream that
flowed down toward her slightly protruding belly. She paid no attention to it.
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Stény pokoje byly vyli¢eny svétle zlutou a modrou barvou. Ta byla doplnéna
v celé plose o svétle ruzovy dekor hroznii. V kuchyni se prekryvaly vzory dva.
Proti musincim, jak doporucil malif.

Posadila se pred televizor. Pak si v§imla ovladace pohozeného pod
nizkym stolkem. Musela by udélat pét krokd, moznd i sedm, a jeden ohyb.
Vstala, $la nejprve ke skiini. Na vylesténé plose dveti pozorovala své télo.
Vypjala se a pokracovala po $pickach. Tésné u skiiné udélala pulobrat a zatdhla
bricho. Po tticeti odpocitanych vtefinach jej opét povolila, presunula se ke
stolku a s dalkovym ovlada¢em se vratila do kiesla. Bez vétsiho z4jmu prepnula
nékolik televiznich programu. Zastavila se u obrazu leziciho rysa. Véjitek
$tétinek na jeho usich ji rozesmadl. Po nékolika chvilich opét presla k oknu
a pohlédla na schranku. Pak se vratila ke skfini a navlékla si ¢erné krajkové
body. Jako obvykle se ji nedatilo spojit nékolik hacki v rozkroku. Latku
proto nechala volné viset. V sukni ji nebude prekazet a bez kalhotek se citila
vzdycky volnéji.

Z domu odchdazela o pul desaté. U schranky se kratce zastavila a nahlédla
do ni.

Panelové domy bez jakéhokoliv pohybu tak brzy rano pusobily opusténéji
nez obvykle.

U pétsettrojky se uvolnila plechova vypln okna. Plét, ktery se daval obvykle
pred kuchyniskd kamna, vydaval pfi jizdé po panelu nepiijemny skiipavy zvuk.
Stejné je divné, e neskondil ve sbérné. Castéji se diry oken vyplhovaly folii, v
1été prkny.

Sla po chodniku, nebo spis po né¢em, co se tak diive nazyvalo. Vyhybala
se kaluzim ve vydroleném betonu. Po nékolika metrech obesla napti¢ polozeny
obrubnik. Spi¢até podpatky ziistaly uvéznény v blaté. Zena preskocila zpét
na chodnik a snazila se vytédhnout lodi¢ky z bahna. Po nékolika pokusech to
vzdala. Otfela si ruce do zbytku travy a pokracovala bosa.

Zhruba uprostted sidli§té, v misté jakéhosi détského hriste, se Koldrovi
chystaji na vyjezd. Nékolik mésicti zdanlivé svobody na cesté. Dvé zluté
maringotky a détsky koloto¢, to zas neni tak vysoka cena. Slon, auticko, letadlo,
motorka, lokomotiva. Velbloud chybél. V détstvi se vozila jen na ném. Mivala
pocit takika absolutnf jistoty, pokud méla krytd zada. Mohlo to souviset i s
¢astou bolesti ledvin.

Jeji rodina skoncila s ko¢ovanim podle nafizeni. Koloto¢ ani stfelnici nikdy
nevlastnili. Dfevo z obytného vozu pouZili pfi prvni zimé. Bylo napusténo
vyjetym olejem, hotelo dobte, ale s otevienym ohném pred domem museli
brzy prestat.

Prej divosi, pofvavali na né sousedé. To bylo v8echno, co si mezi sebou
fekli. Ddl se o nds nezajimali. Ani my o né.

‘ 01_2004_2297 testo.indb 128 @

2-12-2005 8:36:27



Her bedroom was painted bright yellow and blue, complemented throughout
by a pink grape decor. The kitchen had two different patterns, overlapping. To
help hide fly spots, the painter had said.

She sat down in front of the television set, then noticed the remote was under
the coffee table. She would have to take five, maybe seven steps, and bend over
once. She stood, heading toward the wardrobe first, observing her body in the
polished surface of the doors. Then, arching her back, she rose up on tiptoe. Just
before the wardrobe, she did a quick about-face and sucked in her belly. Then she
counted to 30, relaxed, made her move to the coffee table, and returned to the
armchair, remote control in hand. Flipping distractedly through the channels,
she finally stopped at an image of a lynx. The bristly fans of his ears made her
laugh. After a while, she went to the window and glanced down at the mailbox
again. Then she walked back to the wardrobe and put on her black lace bodysuit.
As usual, she had trouble with some of the hooks on the crotch, so she let the
material flap down loose. In a skirt it wouldn't get in her way, and besides, she
always felt freer without any panties on.

At half past nine, she stepped out of the building, stopping briefly at the
mailbox to take a peek inside.

This early in the day, when everything was still, the prefab apartment complex
seemed even more deserted than usual.

On the bus, a metal sheet replacing one of the windows had come loose, making
an unpleasant creaking noise as the bus rumbled along. It was the kind of metal
you usually saw on the front of a kitchen stove. Strange it hadn’t ended up as
scrap. Usually they filled in the windows with foil, or boards in the summertime.
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She made her way down the sidewalk, or what had once been called one,
steering clear of the puddles in the crumbling concrete. At one point she had to
pick her way around a spot where the curb had collapsed and her pointy heels
got stuck in the mud. The woman hopped back up on the sidewalk and tried to
extract her shoes from the muck. After several attempts she gave up. She wiped
her hands on what grass was left and continued on in her bare feet.

Gathered out in the middle of the apartment complex, on the site of a sort
of playground, the Kolar family was preparing to go on a trip. A few months
of illusory freedom on the road. Two yellow caravans and a kiddie carousel
weren't such a high price to pay. Elephants, bumper cars, planes, motorcycles,
locomotives. A camel was all that was missing. As a child, that had been the only
thing the woman would ride. On the camel shed felt almost totally safe, as long as
her back was covered. Maybe because of the pain she so often felt in her kidneys.

A government decree had forced her family to put an end to their nomadic life.
They had never owned a carousel or a shooting gallery. The first winter, they used
the wood from their trailer. Doused in motor oil, it burned well, but they were
soon forced to stop building fires in front of their home.

Savages, the neighbors had screamed at them. Those were the only words that

ever passed between them. They weren't interested in knowing anything more
about us. Nor were we about them.
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V byté se nikdy necitili dobre. Kliky, pro které neméli ve svém jazyce
pojmenovani, upadavaly pii kazdém pruds$im ndrazu. U osmi déti neustale.
Bylo pak jednoduché pouzit drat jako diiv. Pach z koupelny a zachodu
znervoznoval predev$im matku. Snazila se ucpat vsechny odtokové diry, ale
neptijemny zapach jen zesilil.

»Prasata, jste opravdu prasata,“ fekla ta Zenska z tifadu a zacpdvala si nos
jesté pred bytem. D4l nesla. Ani jsme ji nezvali. My fikdme praseti balico. Ale

vvvvvv

Otécet vSemi témi kohouty a splachovat se Zena nau¢ila az od Ludvika a v
jiném byté. Dodnes citi sviravy pocit kolem Zaludku, kdy?Z narazi na jiny typ
vodovodniho kohoutku nebo vypinace, ktery nezna a nevi, jak s nim zachazet.
Pousmala se nad bratrem Andreasem. Ten chtél ozéfit cely pokoj zarovkami.
Jednoduse patndctkrat narusil kabel na zdi a Zarovky k nému pfivazoval niti.
Pojistky vyletély pii prvnim zatezu. Mozna i proto Zarovky nespustil.

Dést opét zesilil. Nohy ji zacaly promodrévat. Boty se méla pokusit prece
jen vytahnout, premyslela. PtibliZila se k obchodu. Trochu ji to uklidnilo. Na
prochlazeni ma byt opatrna. Jak fikal doktor. Obchod se smisenym zbozim
byla jedina stard budova na sidlisti. Vypadala stejné neutésené jako ty ostatni.
Kdy?z bylo vlhko, vystupoval na fasédé napis Uhrmacher. Pak zase zmizel. Zena
uvazovala, jestli se jednalo o néjakého chlapa pred nami. Jméno ji ptipadalo
cizi. Ale znélo tu néco normélné? I ona $la do obchodos nebo vyslovovala
obchod s ptizvukem. Smé$nym, jak fikali.

Moznd Uhrmacher ani nebylo jméno.

V mistech, kde se sbihal chodnik s vybagrovanym vykopem, uvidéla
malého, asi pétiletého Pistu. Hral si s holubem. S tim, co z né¢ho zbylo a pokud
se to dalo oznacit za hru. Hadrovity chumac si posadil na hlavu a drobnyma
rukama se mu snazil roztdhnout povisld kridla.

»Let, no tak let,“ domlouval mu. Odhodil ho zpét do bahna.

Vsiml si Zeny a pripojil se k ni. Mohla ho odehnat, nelibil se ji, citila se
stisnéné, kdyz se dotkl jeji ruky. A navic byl ¢ernéjsi nez vétsina zdejsich
Romu. Presto jeho ruku stiskla a vyrazili spole¢né. Pattil k nim a dalo se mu
vétit, na rozdil od bilych.

Ti sice prohlasovali, Ze jsme stejni, ale ¢loveék védél dobfe, Ze tomu tak neni.
Misto hlinénych a plechovych osad ndm postavili sidlisté s opravdovymi domy,
a my jsme v nich neuméli bydlet. Zakazali ndm kocovat a pak jsme je prestali
zajimat.

Kdyz byli kousek od obchodu, asi tak padesat metri, dést, zatim snesitelny,
se zménil v souvisly proud vody. Zbyvajici ¢ast cesty utikali.

»Budeme ¢isti, isti, ¢isti,“ kiicela Zena na chlapce.
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Her family had never felt at home in an apartment. The door handles, for which
they had no word in their language, fell off every time someone bumped into them.
Which, once they had eight children, was all the time. It was easy enough to use a
wire, the way they had before. The stink from the bathroom and the toilet had gotten
to Mother most. She tried to plug all the pipes, but the foul smell only got stronger.

“Pigs. You truly are pigs,” the lady from the agency had said, holding her nose
even before she stepped in the door. She didn’t go any farther. We didn't invite her
to, either. We call pigs balico. But that’s not that important.

It wasn't until their next apartment, after Ludvik came along, that the woman
had learned to turn off the faucets and flush the toilet. To this day, she got a knot in
her stomach whenever she encountered a new type of water faucet or an unfamiliar
light switch. She had laughed at her brother Andreas when he tried to light their
bedroom with lightbulbs. He made fifteen cuts in the cable running through the
wall and attached the bulbs to it using thread. The first cut he made, the fuses blew.

The rain picked up again. Her feet began to turn blue. She should have made
more of an effort to pull out her shoes, she thought. She was getting close to the store.
That calmed her down a little. She had to be careful not to catch cold. The doctor had
said so. The grocery store was the only old building in the complex. It looked just as
dreary as all the rest. When it was damp out, the sign saying UHRMACHER stood
out on the facade. The woman wondered whether Uhrmacher was some man who
had been there before them. The name sounded foreign to her. But then again, what
around here sounded normal? She referred to the shop - obchod in Czech - as an
obchodos, “Gypsyfying” the word. Or else she used the Czech word but pronounced it
with an accent. A ridiculous one, people said.
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Maybe Uhrmacher wasn't a person’s name at all.

Near the spot where the sidewalk ran off into a bulldozed ditch, she noticed
Pista, a boy of about five years old. He was playing with a pigeon. Or what was left
of it, anyway, and assuming you could call what he was doing “playing”” He set the
raggedy clump of feathers down on top of his head and tried with his little hands
to spread its floppy wings.

“Fly. Come on, fly;” he urged it. He tossed it back in the mud.

Spotting the woman, he latched on to her. She could have shooed him away.
She didn't like his looks, and felt uneasy when he touched her hand. Besides, he
was blacker than most of the local Roms. Still, she gave his hand a squeeze and
together they set out. He was one of them, and could be trusted, unlike the whites.

They always said we were all the same, but they knew very well it wasn't true.
Instead of our dirt-and-sheet-metal homes, they had built apartment complexes,
with real buildings, for us, they had said, and we didn’t know how to live in them.
They forbade us to lead a nomadic life, at which point we ceased to interest them.

When the woman and the boy were a little way from the shop, about 50 yards
or so, the rain, which up to then had been tolerable, turned into a nonstop torrent.
The rest of the way they ran.

“We're going to be clean, clean, clean!” the woman shouted to the boy.
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»Ja uz jsem,“ zalykal se chlapec a snaZil se srovnat s jejim béhem.

V prodejné byli jedinymi zakazniky. Zvonek, ktery se ozval pti otevieni
dveti, ptivolal za pult Mirgovou. Ptichdzela ze zadni mistnosti. Zena
prekvapenim pooteviela tsta, pak se za¢ala smat. Ne lehce, se rty prikrytymi
dlani, ale celym télem. Podfepla, naptimila se a opét podrepla. Vydavala pti
tom neuvétitelné chrochtavé zvuky. Chlapec se pii pohledu na Zenu rozesmal.
Pted udivenou Mirgovou se valeli dva blazni, jak rekla.

,»Kravo,“ dodala jesté. ,Nepoznds platinovy blond?“ a zajela si rukou do
zafivé oranzovych vlast.

Zena znovu ucitila bolest v zadech. Bala se, musi se rychle prevléknout.

Pista chtél kolacek a bilou ¢okoladu.

Zena potom néco fekla Mirgové.

Ta ji odpovédéla.

Kdyz se vratila pred dim, chlapce nechala v prodejné, aby se pohybovala
rychleji; bolest v zadech silila. Tlak v méchyti ji donutil zastavit. Vyuzila toho,
Ze se ji nepodatilo zapnout hacky body, a mo¢ila vestoje. Pritom opét nahlédla
do schranky.

V pokoji se rychle svlékla z mokrého obleceni. Zabalila se do deky. Pak si
uvarila ¢aj, hodné ¢aje. To pomdhd. Ale jenom nékdy, pokud se zanét udrzi
v cestich a méchyii a nepostupuje vys. Tlak v podbtisku neustaval. Zena si
naplnila vanu asi tak z jedné tfetiny horkou vodou a sedla si do ni. Nepfijemné
péleni po chvili zmizelo. Na polici nasla jesté zbytek praska. Pro jistotu si tfi
vzala. Napéti mirné povolilo. P¥inutila se opét obléct a zabalila se do deky.

Probudila se, kdyz si ve spanku posunula nizkou stolicku, kterou méla
podloZené nohy. Nevédéla, kolik je hodin. Dést zkresloval i svétlo v pokoji.
Nebude vic nez dvandct, ale spi$ ptl dvandcté, fikala si. Se$la dolii ke schrénce.
Dnes byla prazdna. Nékdy do ni postacka vhodi alespon reklamni letacky.

Na téch poslednich byly poéitace. A tiskarny. Zena si vie peclivé prohlédla.
Vypadalo to jak televize a na obrazovce bylo dév¢e v plavkach. Dvojdilnych.
Zena se usméla pti vzpomince na oranzovou Mirgovou. Ani po obarveni

se nepodobala zené z obrazovky. Ta byla opravdu blond. A kdo by taky fotil
starou Romku. Na po¢itac.

Vystupovala po schodech a napadlo ji, Ze si tam mohla vhodit nékteré
starsi letacky. Stejné si presné nepamatuje, co na nich je. Slo se ji leh&eji. Bolest
v zadech taktka ustoupila. Postu necha na zittek nebo na odpoledne, pokud
prestane priet. Nachlazeni opravdu nechtéla riskovat. Zvlasté ne nemocnici.

Teprve kdyz vysla pied dvete bytu, vzpomnéla si, Ze neptiklopila viko
schranky. Ve spodni ¢4sti krabice jsou otvory, voda by se tam neméla drZet.
Presto se vrétila a dala dekl do spravné polohy. Pro jistotu se jesté podivala
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“I already am,” panted the boy, trying to keep up.

In the store, they were the only customers. A bell rang as they opened the
door, bringing Mirgov4, the saleswoman, out of the back room. The woman’s jaw
dropped in surprise, then she started to laugh—not softly, covering her mouth
with her hand, but with her whole body: squatting down, straightening up, and
squatting back down again, all the while making these incredible snorting sounds.
At the sight of this, the boy burst out laughing too.

“Silly cow;” Mirgova said. “Can’t you tell a platinum blonde when you see one?”
She ran a hand through her head of bright-orange hair.

The woman felt a pain in her back again. She ought to change her clothes
quickly, she thought.

Pista asked for a pastry and a bar of white chocolate.
The woman said something to Mirgova.
Mirgova said something back.

Then the woman returned to her building, leaving the boy in the store so she
could move faster; the pain in her back was getting worse. She was finally forced
to stop by the pressure in her bladder. Taking advantage of the fact that she
hadn’t been able to close the hooks on her bodysuit, she urinated standing up,
meanwhile taking another peek into the mailbox.

Back in her room, she quickly peeled off her wet clothes and wrapped herself
in a blanket. Then she made some tea, a lot. That helped. But only as long as the
infection stayed down in her urinary tract and bladder, and didn’t go any higher.
The pressure in her belly wasn't letting up. The woman filled the bath about a third
of the way with hot water and climbed in. After a while, the unpleasant burning
sensation went away. On the shelf, she found a few pills left. Just to be safe, she
took three. The tension subsided a little. She forced herself to get dressed again
and wrapped herself up in the blanket.
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She woke from her sleep when the stool her feet had been resting on tipped over.
She wondered what time it was. The rain muted even the light indoors. It couldn’t
be past 12, she thought, probably more like 11:30. She went downstairs to the
mailbox. Empty. Sometimes the woman who brought the mail would toss in some
flyers, if nothing else. The last few had been for computers. Computers and printers.
The woman had studied them all carefully. One computer looked like a TV set,
with a girl in a bathing suit on the screen. A two-piece suit. The woman smiled,
remembering the orange-haired Mrs. Mirgova. Even after dying her hair, she still
didn’t look like the woman on the computer screen. She was a real blonde. And
besides, whod want to take a picture of some old Romani woman? For a computer.

As the woman climbed the stairs, it occurred to her to toss some old flyers in
there herself. She couldn’t remember what was on them anyway. She was walking
lighter now. The pain in her back had nearly stopped. She would leave the mail
for tomorrow, or afternoon, if it stopped raining. She didn’t want to risk catching
cold. Especially not if it meant the hospital.
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dovnitf, i kdyz bylo jasné, Ze kolem domu nikdo neprosel. Pak se vracela
klidnéjsi.

Ve vedlej$im byté se ozyval hluk. Bez zaklepani vesla. Sousedé pravé vstali a
dohadovali se, kdo pujde nakoupit.

»Néco mam,* fekla zena a $la pro igelitovou tasku. Vytahla cely chleba. Na
povrchu byl vihky. Butka ho nakrdjela. Chutnal nakysle. Zdélo se, Ze détem to
nevadi. Mohlo to byt i tou marmelddou.

Zena odmitla cigaretu. Caj si vzala. Hrnek byl ohmatany;, na ¢aji napocitala
mastnd oka, asi ¢tyfi. Nebyla piili§ velka. Pocitila mirnou nevolnost, ale ¢aj
dopila.

Nedékovala, mezi svymi to nebylo nutné. Dékuji si jen bili. Néco si vykupuji
a predplaceji. Zena nevédéla co. Prosté néco. Ani Ludvik ji to nedokazal
objasnit.

Butka odesla do vedlej$i mistnosti. Zena si dolila je$té trochu ¢aje. Neméla
chut ho pit. Jenom tak vyplitovala ¢as, nez se Butka vrati. SlySela jeji tlumeny,
premlouvajici hlas. ,,Pojd se ukazat, co by se ti sméla.“ Zaroven s Butkou se
objevil Kokolili. S vyholenou hlavou. Dnes v8ichni blazni s vlasama, pomyslela
si zena. Nesmila se. Kokolili vypadal spiSe zubozené, s holou lebkou a
strni$tém voust. Mél obleceny tmavé modré tepldky. Pruhy byly jen na bocich.
Do pasu byl nahy. Pti vyholené hlavé mu vystupovala Zebra néjak dtiraznéji.

»Pro¢? zeptala se Zena.
,Chtél to,“ odpovédéla Butka. S tim, Ze byl opily, se po¢italo. Byl citit i ted.

Kokolili si sedl k détem a dojedl patku chleba. Zena se zaklonénim trupu
odtéhla. Chtéla se zeptat, jestli nemél v§i a pro¢ si hlavu neposypal DDT.
Ale nezeptala se. Uz se nevyrabi. Vybavila si svou kdru pred lety ve skole.
Preventivné i bez v3i. Prasek vytvéarel na ¢ernych vlasech bilé tecky. Pry hnidy,
smély se ji déti.

Zacala ji svédét hlava. Poskrabala se aZ za dvefmi. Predtim se Butky zeptala,
co bude varit. Ale nezajimalo ji to. Jist s nimi nechtéla.

Kdyz se vratila domu, pfesla nejprve k oknu a podivala se na schranku.
Jakysi déda v saku a dvéma radami vojenskych vyznamendni prosel kolem
bloku. Pfed schrankou zasalutoval. Nikdo jiny tam nebyl.

Zena se uklidnila. Vytdhla z ploché krabice na kredenci né&kolik archit
papiru a usadila se k umakartovému stolu. Nohy byly z kovu, asi ze Zeleza.
Nevédéla to presné.

Nez zacala psat, shrnula doptedu ubrus. Aby neprotrhavala papir. Psala
tuzkou. I obalky. Nékdy k tomu na posté méli vyhrady. Pak obtahovala adresu
jesté jednou propiskou na pruzince.
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It wasn’t until she was standing outside the door to her apartment that she realized
she had forgotten to shut the mailbox. There were openings in the lower part, so
the water wouldn’t be trapped inside. Still, she walked downstairs and flipped the lid
back into position. Just in case, she peeked inside again, even though it was obvious
no one else had been by the building. Calmer again, she returned upstairs.

A noise came from the apartment next door. She walked in without knocking.
The neighbors had just gotten up, and were having an argument about who would
go do the shopping.

“I've got something,” the woman said, and went back to her place, returning
with a plastic bag. She pulled out a whole loaf of bread. The surface was damp.
Butka cut it up into slices. It tasted sour. The children didn’t seem to mind. Maybe
because of the jam.

The woman declined a cigarette. The tea she accepted. The mug was worn from
handling, and she counted four grease spots on the surface of her tea. They weren't
too big. She felt a little queasy, but drank it all.

She offered no thanks; among your own, there was no need. Only white people
thanked each other. They were always buying or paying for something. The woman
didn’t know what. Just something. Even Ludvik hadn't been able to explain it to her.

Butka went into the next room. The woman poured herself a little more tea.
She had no desire to drink it. She was just killing time until Butka returned. From
the next room she could hear Butka’s muffled voice, trying to persuade someone:
“Come on out and show yourself. She isn’t going to laugh?”

Kokolili stepped into view at the same time as Butka. His head was shaved
bare. Everybody’s gone nuts with their hair these days, the woman thought. She
didn’t laugh. Kokolili looked more forlorn than anything else, she thought, with
his bare skull and his stubbly beard. He had on a dark-blue track suit. Stripes
running down the sides. He was naked to the waist. With his head shaved, his ribs
seemed to stick out more.
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“How come?” asked the woman.

“He felt like it,” Butka replied. That he had been drunk was a given. The woman
could smell it on him even now.

Kokolili sat down with the children and finished off a heel of bread. The
woman leaned away. She wanted to ask if he had had lice and why he hadn’t used
DDT. But she didn’t. They didn’t make that stuff anymore. She remembered her
own cure, years ago, in school. Preventively. She hadn’t even had lice. The powder
had made white spots in her black hair. Nests, the children had laughed at her.

Her head began to itch. She didn’t scratch it until she was outside the door.
Before that, she asked Butka what she was going to cook. She didn't really care,
though. She didn’t want to eat with them.

When she got home, she went straight to the window and looked out at the
mailbox. An old man in a coat with two rows of military decorations was walking
around the block. As he passed the mailbox, he saluted. There was nobody else
in sight.
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Drahd Suki, potad Té miluji a moc o Tebe stojim. Kromé osloven{ vétu
opsala z barevného ¢asopisu. Koupila ho pted ¢trnacti dny. Ludvik ji nikdy
netikal Suki, jenom Jolano. V tom byla potiz.

Matka a otec uz nefvou, Ze spolu budem. Obarvis se a nebudes se stykat s
vasima. To by nesnesli. Matka nakonec tikala, Ze ani nejsi tak cernd a moc se to
nepoznd. Od Anny jsem se odstéhoval, stejné byla blbd.

Jesté napsala Navzdy Tviij Ludvik. Pouzila k tomu opét ¢asopisu.
Do zbyvajicich dvou obélek zasunula nékolik reklamnich letack.
Dtiv odnasela dopisy na postu kazdy den.

V posledni dobé jen nerada vstupovala do ciziho tizemi. I kdyz posta se ji
libila. Nova ptizemni budova s velkymi okny. Mohli by si povésit jesté zaclony,
nebo zavésy s kanyrkama, je to veselejsi. Zase by méli méné svétla. Zaclony
by zakryly i barevné kvétiny na parapetech. Umélé. To se Zené libilo. Daly se
kdykoliv umyt.

Parapety jsou svétle Sedé. Stejné jako pulty a ramy prepazek. Zpocatku
jim barevné ladily i propisovaci tuzky na pruzinkach. Nékdo je asi ukradl.
Doplnili je raznobarevnymi reklamnimi koliky. Ale i tak ptisobi posta pékné.
Je samoziejmé mimo sidlisté, az za naméstim. U nds se s dopisy nepocitalo a
socialni davky prichazely az pozdéji.

I bilé Zeny za prepazkami se ji libily. Bilo-modre, tak byly obleceny. Jenom
tval mély podivné nasedlou. Predev$im ty star$i. Mozna nebyly az tak Sedé, ale
chovaly se divné. S ur¢itym vyrazem shovivavého opovrzeni.

Zena chodivala k prepaZce Cislo pét. V pétce ji urednice odpovidala na
pozdrav. Uzkost ve tvéfi u ni bylo vidét pokazdé. Zena také pocitovala strach.
Pro ten okamzik na tom byly obé¢ stejné.

«

,Iti zndmky,“ fekla Zena se zdtraznénym piizvukem. Uméla vyslovovat i
zcela Cisté. Nezdalo se, Ze by to nékdy poméhalo.
»Za kolik?“

«

»Nevim,“ Zena rozpacité preslapla. Zahlédla zase tu podivnou uzkost Zeny
za prepéazkou. To ji povzbudilo.

»Miize$ je snad zvézit, ne?“ S pobavenym napétim ¢ekala, jak urednice
zareaguje na tykdni.

Ocekavala néco. Cokoliv. Upozornéni, nadavku, vétu.
Ta jen vzala dopisy a postupné je hdzela na vahu. Zeny si neviimala.

Podél pravitka odtrhla tfi osmikorunové znamky a podala je Zené. Tahle se
neptd, pro¢ dopisy neodnesu osobné nebo nedam do jedné obalky. Nic ji do
toho neni.
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The woman relaxed. She pulled a few sheets of paper from a flat box on the
sideboard and settled down at the Formica table. The legs were metal, maybe iron.
She didn’t know for sure.

Before beginning to write, she rolled the tablecloth forward. So she wouldn’t
tear through the paper. She wrote in pencil. Even on envelopes. Sometimes the
people at the post office complained and she had to trace over the address again
with a ballpoint pen attached to the counter by a coil.

“Dear Suki: I still love you and care for you very much” Apart from the opening,
she had copied the sentence out of a glossy magazine she had bought two weeks
earlier. Ludvik had never called her Suki; only Jolana. That was the problem.

“Mother and Father have stopped screaming about us being together. You color
your hair and stop talking to your family. My parents wouldn't stand for that. In
the end, Mother admitted that you weren't all that black and you can't really tell. I
moved out of Anna’s place. Anyway, she was stupid”

At the end she wrote, “Forever yours, Ludvik” That was from the magazine, too.
The other two envelopes she stuffed with flyers.

She used to take letters to the post office every day. Lately shed had an aversion
to entering foreign territory. The post office she liked, though. A new, one-storey
building with big windows. They could have put up curtains, or drapes with
flounces. That would have been more cheery. On the other hand, there wouldn’t
have been as much light then. Not to mention that curtains would have covered
up the colorful flowers on the window ledges. Artificial flowers. The woman liked
that. That way you could wash them.
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The window ledges were light gray. As were the counters and the frames of the
service windows. Even the ballpoint pens had all been light gray to start with, until
people had started to steal them and the post office had replaced them with colorful
pens with ads on them. Still, it was a nice place. It was outside the complex of
course, all the way on the other side of the town square. They hadn't figured on there
being any mail for us, and the welfare payments hadn't started coming till later.

She even liked the white women who staffed the windows. Blue and white were
the colors they wore. Only their faces were strangely gray. Especially on the older
ones. Maybe they really weren't that gray, it was just the way they acted. An odd
mixture of patience and disdain.

The woman usually went to window number five. The clerk there always
responded to her greetings. But the woman could see the tension in her face every
time. She was scared, too. For the moment, they were equals.

“Three stamps,” the woman said, emphasizing her accent. She knew how to
pronounce clearly. But it never seemed to help.

“What denomination?”

“I don’t know;” the woman said, shifting her weight nervously. Again
she noticed how strangely uneasy the woman behind the window was. That
encouraged her.
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,Chybi vam tam smérovaci ¢islo,“ dodala jesté. Zena je doplnila.
Domt se vracela kolem paté, asi v $estndct padesat. Usnula.

Probudila ji az mnohem pozdéji Butka. Ptinesla ji vatené pirohy. Talit byl
&isty. Zena napichovala Zlutobilé trojuhelniky na vidlicku a pomalu zvykala.

»Donesu jesté, fekla Butka. Zena neodpovidala. Butka ztstavala sedét.
Kdyz vesel do kuchyné i vyholeny muz, Zena ukryla talif na zasunutou zidli.
Usta si ptikryla dlani. Tohle Ludvik nesnégel.

»Co je na tom neslusného, pred nékym Zvykat?“ roz¢iloval se.
Nedokdzala mu odpovédét. Pozdéji se prestal ptat.

Kokolili s Butkou odesli asi ve dvandct. Spici déti nechali u ni. Zena uttela
podlahu v kuchyni a pokoji. Mokrou hadru pfehodila pies zluty kbelik. Délala
to tak vzdycky. Bolest v zadech necitila. Usnula kolem druhé. Postacka ptijde

za osm aZ deset hodin

Anna Zonova (1962) vystudovala Stavebni fakultu v Brné. Je
kuratorkou vystav Gansovy muzejni a vlastivédné spole¢nosti v
Moravském Berouné. Pfilezitostné publikuje ¢lanky, pfevazné
o soucasném vytvarném uméni, v Literdrnich novindch, Hostu,

Ateliéru.

—
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“Can’t you weigh them?” The woman waited to see how the clerk would react
to such a forthright request.

She expected something. Anything. A warning, a curse, a retort. But the clerk
just took the letters and tossed them, one at a time, on the scales, paying her no
attention at all.

The clerk tore off three eight-crown stamps and handed them to the woman.
She never asked why the woman mailed so many letters or why she didn’t at least
put them all in one envelope. It was none of her business.

“You're missing the zip code,” the clerk pointed out. The woman filled it in.
She got home at around five, maybe ten to, and fell asleep.

It was much later when Butka came in and woke her. With a batch of boiled
pierogis. On a clean plate. The woman stabbed the yellowy triangles onto her fork
and slowly chewed.

“T'll go get some more,” Butka said. The woman didn’t reply. Butka remained
seated. When the bald man, too, walked into the kitchen, the woman hid her
plate on a chair tucked under the table. She covered her mouth with her hand.
Ludvik had hated it when she did that.

“What's so rude about chewing in front of someone?!” he had raged.

She hadn't been able to give him an answer. Eventually he stopped asking.

Kokolili and Butka went home at around 12, leaving their sleeping children
with her. The woman wiped the floor in the kitchen and bedroom, then laid
the wet rag over the edge of the yellow pail. As she always did. The pain in her
back was gone now. She fell asleep around two. The mail wouldn’t be coming for
another eight or ten hours still.
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Translated by Alex Zucker

Anna Zonova (1962) studied at the College of Civil Engineering
in Brno, and now works as curator of exhibitions in the Gans
Museum Society in Moravsky Beroun, Moravia. She publishes
articles on contemporary visual arts in various magazines, such
as Literdrni noviny, Host and Ateliér.

—
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Zilahy Péter

Az utolso ablakzsiraf

(részletek)

Az ablakzsiraf egy képeskonyv volt, amelybdl olvasni tanultunk, amikor
még nem tudtunk olvasni. En mar tudtam olvasni, mégis meg kellett
tanulnom, mert akkor minek az iskola. Az ablakzsiraf kozértheté médon
tarta elénk a vilagot dbécésorrendben. Mindennek megvolt a helye és értelme,
szimbolikus és hétkoznapi, megtudhattuk beldle, hogy a nap keleten kel,
sziviink a baloldalon van, az oktoberi forradalom novemberben, és az ablakon
bedrad a fény — akkor is ha be van csukva. Az ablakzsiréf tele volt hétfeju
sarkannyal, tiindérrel, 6rdoggel meg kiralyfival, és azt irta roluk, hogy nem
léteznek. Négyféle sarkanyra emlékszem, ami nem létezik, és harom kiralyfira.
Az ablakzsiraf szotagolva megtanitott olvasni a sorok kozott. Magatol
értet6dott, mint a tévémaci lefekvéskor, senkinek se jutott eszébe rdkérdezni.
Az ablakzsiraf az ablakzsiraf. Az ablakzsiraf a gyerekkorom, az 61t6z6, a
tornadra, az allando novés, egy szebb kor el6tti kor, a puha diktatura, a hazi
feladatom, az drtatlansdgom, a generaciom. Az ablakzsiraf egy konyv, aminek
az egyik szerepldje én vagyok. Hisz év mulva megkérdezte valaki, csak akkor
jottem rd, hogy az els és az utolso szo, az alfa és az omega, az ablak és a zsirdf.
Igen. Az ablak a kezdet, az ablakon 4t jon a fény, a zsirdf a véges végtelen, a
sziirrealizmus, langold zsiréfok, sose halunk meg! Egy lexikon, amelyben
benne van, ami kimaradt.

Szliz voltam, de nem zavart. Fogalmam sem volt réla. A vilag fekete-fehér
volt, a tévében lehetett nézni. Ma is eléttem a holland-argentin futball dontd
hosszabbitasa, a Baader-Meinhof és a Szojuz-Apollé 6sszekapcsolodasa,

Elvis, a kirdly, haldla (ezt nem értettem, de apam ki volt bukva), a zsanai
gazkitorés, a Mount St. Helen vulkani felhéje, a magyar tirrepiilés és a
buvoskocka-vilagbajnoksag Budapesten. A sport izgalmas volt feketefehérben,
a bokszmeccsen azt kellett figyelni, kinek hény csik van a zoknijan. Még

az els¢ randimon is emlékszem, hany csik volt a csaj 14ban, a szeme szine

madr bizonytalan, most is fekete-fehérben latom. Az els6 csok utdn a sziileim
vettek egy szines tévét, és kideriilt, hogy a hollandok narancssargdk, az olaszok
kékek, st vannak zold és voros 6rdogok, csak a németek maradtak fekete-
fehérek, mintha biintetésben lennének, az orszaguk is ketté volt vigva, nem
irigyeltem 6ket.

A hirad¢ alatt volt a fiirdetés. Anyam idénként bejott, hogy megvagyok-
e még. Apam a nappaliban tévézett. Ahhoz, hogy meg tudjanak védeni a
hazugsdgoktdl, ismerniiik kellett a részleteket. A fiirdészobaban csak anyam



Zilahy Péter

The Last Window Giraffe

(excerpts)

The window giraffe was a picture book from which we learned to read
when we didn’t know how to. I could read already, but I had to learn it anyway,
because that’s what school’s for. The window giraffe revealed the world to us in
alphabetical order. Everything had its rhyme and reason, both symbolic and
everyday. We learned from it that the sun rises in the east, that our hearts are
on the left, that the Great October Revolution was in November, and that light
comes through the window, even when it is closed. The window giraffe was full
of seven-headed dragons, fairies, devils and princes, and it told us that they do
not exist. I remember four kinds of dragons that do not exist, and also three
princes. Syllable by syllable, the window giraffe taught us to read between
the lines. It was taken as much for granted as the teddy-bear on TV before
bedtime. Nobody thought of questioning it. The window giraffe was the window
giraffe. The window giraffe is my childhood, the changing room, the PE. class,
and growing all the time, an age before a better age, the soft dictatorship, my
homework, my innocence, my generation. The window giraffe is a book, and
I am one of its characters. Twenty years later, when asked, I realized that the
first and last words, the alpha and omega, are ‘window’ and ‘giraffe’ (). Yes. The
window is the beginning, light comes through the window; the giraffe is the end
of endlessness, surrealism, flaming giraffes, we will live for ever! A lexicon which
contains what's been left out.
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I was a virgin, but it didn’t bother me. I didn’t have a clue. The world was
black and white, you could watch it on TV. It’s still in front of me: extra time in
the Holland-Argentina final, the link-up of the Baader-Meinhof and the Solyut-
Apollo, the death of the King (I didn't know who Elvis was, but dad was gutted),
the gas explosion at Zsana, the volcanic clouds over Mount St. Helens, the
Hungarian space flight, and the Rubik Cube World Championship in Budapest.
Sports were exciting in black and white; during a boxing match, you had to count
the number of stripes on the guys’ socks. I even remember how many stripes my
first date had, ’'m not sure about the colour of the eyes, I see her in black and
white. After the first kiss my parents bought a colour TV, and it turned out that
the Dutch are orange, the Italians are blue, and there are green and red devils.
Only the Germans remained black and white, as if they were being punished.
Their country was split in two as well. T almost felt sorry for them.

(') In Hungarian window is ablak, and giraffe is zsirdf. Take my word for it.
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sOhajtozasat lehetett hallani — mekkora felfordulast csinalok a kad vizben,
eldrasztom a lakast. Lemertiltem. A viz alatt egy hang sz6lt hozzam, és
elmondta, mi tortént aznap a vilagban: egy foldcsuszamlds maga ald temetett
szazotven embert Bangladesben, forradalom tort ki valahol Nyugat-Afrikaban,
megnyitottak egy 6vodat meg egy olimpiai iszomedencét, és 2:1-re nyert

az MTK a Fradi ellen. Nem tudtam ki iizenget és miért, de nyilvanval volt,
hogy tervei vannak velem, mert azt is megstgta, milyen id6 lesz. Masnap

mar tobb hangot kiilonboztettem meg a kadban, ami arra utalt, hogy egy
szervezettel van dolgom. A kommunikacié mddja logikusnak tlint, én nem
tizenhettem nekik, mert a viz alatt nem lehet beszélni, 6k pedig kizarolag

a furdetés alatt tudtak kapcsolatba 1épni velem sziileim és nevelim tudta
nélkiil. Nehezen fogtam fel, miért olyan fontos a szervezetnek, hogy részletes
informacioim legyenek a legtjabb lengyelorszagi hadgyakorlatrdl, vagy hogy
mely dundntuli kozségek emelkedtek vérosi rangra, de tudtam, ha figyelek, jelt
fognak adni. Létem mélyebb értelmet nyert a viz alatt. Amikor egy vasdrnapi
hajmosas kozben anydm mit sem sejtve a viz ala nyomott, egy kellemes néi
hang a filembe stgta, hogy elverte a termést a jégesd. Megértettem, mit varnak
t6lem, és Gszintén szolva nem volt ellenemre: rendetlenséget csindlni. Lefekvés
utan kordbban is tengeralattjarokkal és vaddszgépekkel viaskodtam a s6tétben,
eléfordult, hogy padlora keriiltem, és csak rendithetetlen kitartdsomnak
készonhettem, hogy a végsé gyézelem az enyém lett. Attdl a naptol fogva
szorgos méhként szabotéltam népi demokréciank fejlddését. Foldrengések,
dramkimaraddsok, gazrobbandsok jelezték utam. A firrdékadban szerzett
informdcidk alapjan kisziirtem a katonai objektumokat. Ha atadtak egy
gyarat, vagy erdmtvet, én ott voltam, és tettem a dolgom. A kagéesté Kémtives
Kelemenként toporgott a vasfiiggony mogott, nem sejtve, hogy a tégla hazon
beliil van.

Nemi érésem gorongyds utjat kommunista diktatorok haldla 6vezte. Els6
szexualis élményem egybeesett Mao Ce Tung haldléval, megharapott egy Diana
nevti ldny az oviban. Tito halédlakor kezdtem mutdlni, Brezsnyevnél volt az elsé
magomlésem. Harom napig komolyzene ment a rddiéban, egy kicsit tulzdsnak
tartottam, volt ahol még iskolai sziinetet is elrendeltek. Aztan sokdig nem
tortént semmi, kisérletképpen elvittem egy lanyt moziba, de tal j6 volt a film,
és gorcs allt a kezembe. A gimndziumban felgyorsultak az események, az elsé
csokot az elsé viharos éjszakatdl csak néhany honap valasztotta el. Andropov
utdn Csernyenko is beadta a kulcsot. Néhany hétre ra kovette 6ket Enver, azt
nem mesélem el. Ceausescu kivégzésekor ismerkedtem meg a G-ponttal. Kim
Ir Szen Uj szempontok szerint csoportositotta ismereteim, szerencsére a birosag
ejtette a vadat. Fidel.

Gyerekkorombol az elsé emlék, amire emlékszem: négykézlab maszom,
csendespihend az évoddban. A lefiiggonyzott teremben hold siit a fehér
takardkra. Nem lehet a hold, nem voltunk este 6voddban. Négykézlab maszok
az 4gyak alatt, attol félek, ha a tobbiek felébrednek én is felébredek. Egyediil
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Bath time was during the news. Every now and then mother would look in
to see if I was all right. Dad was watching TV in the living room. To protect
me from the lies they had to know the details. I could hear mother sighing
- what a shambles I'm making in the tub, I'm flooding the apartment. I dived
down. Under the water I heard a voice telling me what had happened in the
world that day: a landslide killed a hundred and fifty people in Bangladesh, a
revolution broke out somewhere in West Africa, a new kindergarten and an
Olympic pool were opened, and MTK beat Fradi 2-1. I had no idea who was
sending me messages in this way, or why, but they clearly had plans for me,
because they also told me what the weather was going to be like. The following
day I could distinguish several voices in the tub, which pointed towards an
organization. This manner of communication seemed logical. I couldn’t send
them messages, because you can't talk under water, and they could only get in
touch with me, without my parents and teachers knowing, during bath time. I
didn’t understand why it was so important for the organization that I should have
detailed information on the latest war games in Poland, or which Transdanubian
towns were being granted city status, but I knew that if I paid attention, sooner
or later I'd be given a sign. My life gained a deeper meaning under water. When
one Sunday mother was washing my hair and, unsuspecting, she pushed my
head into the water, a pleasant female voice whispered in my ear that the hail
had ruined the crops. I knew immediately what they expected from me, and to
be honest, I had no objections. To make a big mess. Even before this, after going
to bed, I used to battle submarines and fighter planes in the dark. Sometimes I
ended up on the floor, and it was only due to my dogged persistence that in the
end the victory was mine. From that day on, I sabotaged the development of our
people’s democracy like a busy honey-bee. Earthquakes, power failures and gas
explosions marked my way. Based on the information I received in the bathtub,
I discovered the location of military objectives. When a factory or a power plant
was inaugurated, I was there, doing what I had to do. COMECON was anxiously
fidgeting behind the Iron Curtain, not knowing that it was me who was chopping
down the bean stalk.

My bumpy road to sexual maturity was paved with the death of communist
dictators. My first sexual experience coincided with the death of Mao Zedong.
I was bitten by a girl called Diana in nursery school. My voice broke when Tito
died, and I first came when Brezhnev went. For three days there was nothing
but classical music on the radio, which I thought was overdoing it, some schools
even closed. Then for a long time, nothing. As an experiment, I took a girl to
the movies, but the film was too good, and I got cramps in my hand. Events
accelerated in high school. It was only a couple of months between the first kiss
and the first frantic fumbling. Following Andropov, Chernenko also checked out.
A couple more weeks, and it was Enver’s turn, but I'd rather not go into that. I
first found out about the G-spot when Ceausescu was executed. Kim II Sung cast
new light on my broadening horizons, luckily, the charges were dropped. Fidel...
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vagyok, egy majdnem fiktiv gyerek, egyenstlyozok a nyikorgé parkettan,
morzsak farédnak a térdembe. Kicsi vagyok, nem lat senki, kiiszom elére

a hatalmas teremben, mintha 6rak 6ta mennék. Keriilgetem a fehér leped6k
kozt lecsiing6 kezeket, labakat. Doglenek az angyalkak. Bardnyfelhdk usznak
el szabdlyos rendben, pedofil mennyorszag, puha ujjbegyek, griibedlik,
g6ndorodé tinesek. Na! Valaki szembejon az gy alatt, 9sszekoccan a fejiink,
nem latom az arcét a leped6tél. A nyakamba liheg, forro a lehelete. Jonnek
az 6vondk, fehér a ruhdjuk, fehér zoknik és fehér papucs, lapulunk az agy
alatt, megfogja a kiskezem a kiskezével, izzad a tenyere. Jaj!

1956-ban a nandorfehérvari diadal 6tszazéves évforduléjan szétlovik
Budapestet. A szovjet hadsereg a 44-es hagyomanyokat eleveniti fel Gj
helyszinek bevonasaval. Tele a varos lyukakkal, lyukak a hazak falan,
lyukak a hazak kozott, az 4j lyukak sszekeverednek a régiekkel, és allandé
beszédtémava valik, hogy egy adott hdz az ostromtol vagy a forradalomtol lett
olyan, most 56 vagy 44, nem lehet 44-es, ez 4j épiilet, dehogyis ez bauhaus,
nem latod a gorbitett teraszt. Aztan lehullott a hd és betemette a lyukakat,
Ujabb ho esett, és a friss ho osszekeveredett a régivel, mar senki nem tudta
megmondani, hogy melyik hé temette be a lyukat, és vartak az emberek az
olvadasra, mert az 6rok ho megszallta az orszdgot. Negyvenezer nagyobb
és tobb milli6 kicsi lyuk. Budapest a lyukak varosa. Ebbe a lyukas varosba
sziilettem, golyo iitotte lyukak a korhaz faldn, lyukas sirok a temet6ben.
Az orrom el6tt egy kétméteres siklo kaszott baré Schwanbergi Kruchina
Mano (- és neje Marianne) sirjaba. A bar6 56-ban halt meg, Marianne 44-
ben. Osztélyharc vagy részeg sirkoves? Aztan eltlint a sirké, és egy lyuk lett
a helyén. Aztén a lyuk helyén egy 1j sir. Nyomon kovethetd volt a lyukak
korforgdsa. A nagyapdm hdza helyén 4ll6 lyukra épiilt a hdz, amiben éltiink,
apam a kerti bombat6lcsérekben jatszott gyerekkoraban. A nagyobb lyukak
helyére hazakat épitettek, a kisebbeket szemétlerakonak hasznéltak: kidobott
tévék és elektroncsovek alltak halomban a kert végén, informacids roncstelep
a Szabadsag-hegyen. Az egyik lyukban talaltunk egy szdrnyas bombat, az is
lyukas volt. Valaki lecsavarta a robbandfejet. Felmasztunk a falra, bedugtuk
az ujjunk a lyukakba, és csukott szemmel elképzeltiik a golyot. Budapest
legtjabb térténete Braille-irdssal. Budapest szabad szemmel nem lithato,
csak tapinthato, csak a lyukain 4t latni. Olvasni a sorok kozott, hézfalnyi
hieroglifk, epikus és koltéi varidciok, haborus graffitik, sommas erotikus
tizenetek, kiforditott levéltar.

Az uttorok tizenkét pontja a normativ tizparancsolattal szemben leird
szemléletet titkkrozott. A beteljestilt jovot vetitette elénk. Az uttord kész,
tokéletes lény, ezt és ezt csindlja, példaul mindig igazat mond - a hatodik
pont. Akkor mar inkabb az Ujszovetség. Dobd vissza kenyérrel, még jo,
kajéval dobdlni, az mindig bején, ha az alkoto kifogy az otletekbdl. Akkor
jon a burleszk. De mi van, ha egy utt6ré azt mondja, hogy minden tttord
hazudik? Mert tudja meg az egész vilag, hogy a Sohar nem mond igazat,
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This is the first thing I remember from childhood: I'm crawling on all fours,
and it’s rest time at nursery school. The curtains are drawn, the moon is shining
on the white covers. It can’t be the moon though, we were never in kindergarten
at night. 'm crawling on all fours under the beds, afraid that if the others wake
up, I will wake up too. I am alone, a near-fictitious child, balancing on the
creaking parquet floor, bread crumbs drilling into my kneecap. I'm so small,
nobody sees me. 'm worming my way along the enormous room, it’s as if I'd
been doing it for hours. I am winding my way between the white sheets, trying
to avoid the dangling hands and feet. Dead little angels. Formations of fleecy
clouds float past, a pedophile’s heaven, soft fingertips, dimples, curly locks.

Right! Somebody’s coming under the bed, our heads bang against each other, but
because of the sheet, I don't see the face. Panting against my neck, hot breath. The
teachers are coming, white socks and white slippers, we crouch under the bed, a
little hand takes my little hand, a sweating palm. Hoo!

In 1956, on the five-hundredth anniversary of the triumphant battle of
Nandorfehérvar (?), Budapest is shot to pieces. Using new venues, the Soviet
army is reviving the traditions of 1944. The city is riddled with holes, holes in
house walls, holes between houses, the new holes getting mixed up with the old.
Whether a house looks the way it does because of the siege or the revolution,
because of 1944 or 1956, becomes a constant topic of conversation; it can’t be
1944, it’s a new building, no, it isn't, it’s a typical Bauhaus, can’t you see the
curved terrace? Then the snow fell and covered up the holes, then more snow
fell, and the new snow got mixed in with the old, and nobody could tell any more
which snow was covering up all those holes, and people waited for the snow to
melt, because the eternal snow was occupying the country. Forty thousand big,
and several million smaller holes. Budapest is the city of holes. I was born in
this city of holes, there were bullet holes in the hospital wall, and bullet holes in
the tombstones. A six-foot grass snake slithered into the grave of Baron Mand
Schwanbergi Kruchina (and his wife Marianne) before my very eyes. The baron
died in 1956, his wife in 1944. Was it the class struggle, or a drunken stone-
mason? Then the tomb stone disappeared, leaving a hole in its place. Then
instead of the hole, a new grave. You could follow the cycle of the holes. The
house in which we lived was built on top of the hole left by my grandfather’s
house, and as a child my father used to play in the bomb craters in the garden.
The large holes were replaced by houses, the smaller ones were used to dump
rubbish. Discarded TV sets and vacuum tubes stood in heaps at the back of the
garden, an information rubbish dump on Liberty Hill. In one of the holes we
found a winged bomb, and even that had a hole in it. Someone had screwed off
the head. We climbed walls, stuck our fingers in the holes, and with eyes closed
tried to imagine the bullets. The contemporary history of Budapest, written in
Braille. Budapest cannot be seen with the eyes, only with the fingers. It can be
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(%) Today’s Belgrade, at the time (1456) a Hungarian fortress against the Turks.
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pedig nyakkenddje van és sipja is. J6 kis sip, a Sohdr meg sem érdemli. Be kell
l4tni, az Gttord is ember. Ez lehetne a tizenharmadik. Ez olyan nyilvdnvalo,
hogy nincs is szitkség kiilon pontra. A tizenharmadik a kimondatlan pont.
Mindenkinek van gyenge pontja. En péld4ul elloptam a zoknimban a logikai
jatékot. Igaz, még kisdobos voltam, és a sziileim visszavitették velem, de
latszott rajtuk, nagyon biiszkék, mert a fiuk olthatatlan tuddsszomjat lattak

a csillogd szines karikakban és haromszogekben, a lopasrdl pedig nem volt
semmilyen pont, az bele volt épitve a rendszerbe.

A torténelmi épiilet a Sas-hegyen, ahovd iskoldba jartam, apacazarda
volt, miel6tt oktatdsi intézménnyé avanzsalt. A német bevonulaskor a
szinhdzteremben volt a f8hadiszallas, itt tartdztattdk le Budapest katonai
parancsnokat. A szinhazteremben voltak a tornadrak, szaladgaltunk
korbe-korbe a torténelmi falak kozt, honismeret zsugorfejallasban. A
magyarok a népek orszagutjan jottek, mondta a harcsabajszu, ez j6l hangzott.
Veldscsonttal stoppolnak a sztyeppén, amire ra van rovasirva: Magyarorszag,
de senki sem tudja elolvasni. Bakugras a svédszekrényen, foldre érkezéskor
ciganykerék. Tandr ur szerint van egy puszta a Csendes-6cedntdl az Alfoldig,
nagyjabol az Amur és a Duna kozott. Az egyik végén a magyarok, a masik
végén a Gulag, tgyhogy viselkedjiink. Két kézzel pofozott, hogy ne vagddjunk
el - ez volt az aranykozép. Inkabb rudra mdszom, vagy futok két kort, azt
mondta, leveszi rélam a kezét, és ram nehezedett a hangstlyaval, 6 csak
becsiiletes magyar embert akart faragni. Tudtam, hogy valami nem stimmel,
mert ahhoz képest, hogy a nyelviink a legnagyobb kincs, ami fennmaradt,
engem arra akartak ravenni, hogy fogjam be a szam, a honismeretet
egybemostak az anatdmidval, a hazafisagot a nyelvtannal, a szolidaritast
pedig a faragdssal. Széval a magyarok ezer éve jottek, és még ma is jonnek,
ha meg nem haltak. Senki se tudja, honnan, és hova. Aki tudja, téved. Vagy
nem magyar. Vagy nem becsiiletes. A magyar, az homélyba van burkolva.
Vagy odavész. Egy magyar nem felting, ugy néz ki, mint barki, barhol
kénnyen asszimilalodik, kivéve Magyarorszagon, ott nem tud elvegytilni,
megakadalyozza a kozos nyelv. Kicsit szerbhorvat a magyar. Kicsit hazatlan.
Jon a népek orszagutjan, hatalmas csordékat terel, és dlland6 harcban all.
Oridsi pofonok jonnek mégétte a bukdszéllel. Nincs kecmec. May Kéroly
és a Feszty-korkép tanulmanyozasa kozben kirajzol6dé magyarsdgképem
egyesitette a vadnyugat és a vadkelet halad6 hagyomdnyait. A magyarok ugy
éltek, mint a kovbojok, és gy harcoltak, mint az indidnok. Mikincseket
gytjtottek, megeldzve a Nagy Foldrajzi Felfedezéket. Cortez és Pisarro Lehel
és Bulcst utddai. A magyar indidnok megtamadtak a kozépkort, féluton,
mint valami postakocsit, hujjogva korbeugraltak, és lenyilaztak mindenkit,
aki kidugta a fejét. Megtdmadtdk a vikingeket és a morokat is, kifosztottak
a kolostorokat, szétrugtak Eurdpa seggét, de erre nem illik biiszkének lenni.
Nem is azért mondom. Aztdn megnézték az Atlanti-Ocednt, és réjottek, hogy
a legelSk véget érnek, nem lehet korbehujjogni a foldet, ott volt keresztben a
tenger. Mit volt mit tenni, felszalltak a postakocsira, a kerék folé. A Karpat-
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seen only through its holes, read between the lines, wall-size hieroglyphs, epic
and lyric variations, war-time graffiti, crude erotic messages, an archive turned
inside-out.

The twelve points of the Pioneers, in contrast to the prescriptive Ten
Commandments, reflect a descriptive worldview. They project a fulfilled future
before our eyes. The Pioneer is a fully fledged perfect being and acts like one
by, for instance, always telling the truth — point six. I'd rather have the New
Testament any day. If a stone is thrown at you, throw bread in return: just great,
when the Creator runs out of ideas food-fights are always an option, then it
becomes burlesque. But what if a Pioneer says all Pioneers are liars? Because
everyone knows Sohdr tells fibs, even if he has a red tie and a whistle. It’s a nice
whistle but Sohdr doesn’t deserve it. In the end we must admit the Pioneer is only
human. This could be point thirteen. Then again it’s so obvious it doesn't need
a separate point. The thirteenth point remains unspoken. We all have our weak
points. I, for one, stole a logic game and hid it in my socks. I was only a Little
Drummer at the time and my parents made me return it, but you could tell they
were really proud because in those bright red circles and triangles they saw their
son’s unquenchable thirst for knowledge. As for stealing, there was no separate
point on it: it was built into the system.

The historical building on top of Eagle Hill where I went to school was a
convent before it was promoted to an institution of learning. When the Germans
came, they used the auditorium as their headquarters, this is where Budapest’s
military commander was arrested. The auditorium later served as our gym, we
ran round and round in circles within its historic walls, history class in a tucked
handstand. The Magyars entered Hungary on the highway of nations, said the
man with the waxed moustache, which sounded good to me. They tried to hitch
a ride on the steppes using a piece of marrow-bone with “Hungary” scratched
on it in runic script, but nobody could read it. A leapfrog over the vaulting
horse and cartwheel on impact. According to master, there is a huge expanse of
wasteland stretching from the Pacific to the Great Hungarian Plain, from the
Amur to the Danube, more or less, with the Magyars at one end and the Gulag
at the other, so wed better behave. Hed slap us with both hands so we wouldn’t
lose our balance, his idea of the golden mean. I'd prefer to climb a pole or run
two circuits. No more helping hands anymore, he said, and leaned on me with
his emphasis - he just wanted to mould an honest Magyar out of me. Something
was wrong, I could tell, because considering that our language is the greatest
treasure that was left to us, they were trying to get me to hold my tongue, jumble
up history with anatomy, patriotism with grammar, solidarity with mould. In
short, the Magyars came a thousand years ago, and they’re still coming, happily
ever after. Nobody knows where they came from, or where they are headed,
and he who knows is wrong. Or not really Magyar. Or not honest. The Magyar
is shrouded in mystery, or perishes. The Magyar does not stand out, he looks
just like anybody else, he assimilates with ease wherever he may be, except in
Hungary, where he’s prevented by a common tongue. A Hungarian has a little
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medence is tenger volt, ha idejében érkeziink, hajos nép lettiink volna. Sajat
tenger, nem torténelmi, nem vérrel aztatott, nem bérelt hétvégi nyarald.

Az O betli a magyar abécé kozepén taldlhat6 szabélyos kor, melynek
minden pontja egyenl6 tavolsagra van a kozépponttol. Az O betii kdzepe ezért
a magyar nyelv kozéppontjanak tekinthetd.

Orosz tandrom szerint akkor fogom megérteni a szIav kultarét, ha
eredetiben olvasom a Hdbor1i és békét. Neki a transszibériai expresszen
sikeriilt oda-vissza. Akkor mar inkabb a Biin és biinhddés, azzal meglisznam
Moszkvaig. Talan elég lenne a blin6n keresztiilrignom magam. Visszafelé
johetnék Aeroflottal, az is milyen szép sz6. Mint egy harcigdzbdl visszaforgatott
kolniviz. A nyelv az dlcazds része volt, ugy kellett csindlni, mintha tudnank
oroszul. Nu! Negyvenot percig oroszul néztem, oroszul bélogattam, oroszul
sohajtoztam, kitettem a pad szélére a Hdbori és békét.

Eszembe se jutott, hogy a nyelvtuddsnak haszna lehet. A tudas a névekedés
feltétele volt, valami 6nmagaért valé, ha noni akartal, megcsinaltad a hazi
feladatot. Oroszul is azért tanultunk, mert egy gyonyord nyelv, nem mintha
a magyar nem lenne meseszép. Akkoriban csak az orosz tanarok beszéltek
oroszul, az 6tven koriili festett haju nék. Militans etnikai kisebbség torzsi
ritusokkal. Rogeszméjiik a jelentés, ez volt az életben maradas feltétele,
jelenteni a létszamot minden bevetés el6tt. Orosz katondt csak haborus
filmekben lattam, de az is magyarul beszél6 volt. Akkor lattam el6szor igazi
orosz katonat, amikor kivonultak. Véget ért a hideghaboru, és véget ért a béke
is, tobbé nem volt értelme meghalni érte, az oroszok eszmei értéken arultdk a
felszerelést. A haverom ejtéernyét akart venni, én voltam a tolmacs.

Pardsut jeszty, kérdeztem, van-e erny6jiik, de belerohogtem, lemaradt a ty,
te jo ég, a szovjet 1étige Gsszecseng az amcsi yes-szel, mégsem hidba tanultam.
Egyre megy a yankee go home és a pasli damoj, a megszallds egy vonal a
térképen, egy ékezet, egy kot6szo.

Nem a tankok, nem a nyolcosztaly, nem a Misa macko. Egy alairas az
ellenérzémben. A tizedes magyarul valaszolt, két vodka lesz, mondta, és
mutatta, hogy kettd, mert ketten vannak. Erdekl8dott, hogy megy a suli.
Bizalmaskodasnak vettem, és konokul morogtam magam elé, hogy nu-
nu, miképpen a Csendes Donban lattam. Elmondta, hogy neki is van egy
fia, a Szergej, és tudja, hogy nem konnyt nekiink se, mit sz6lndnk egy
Kalasnyikovhoz? Vagy itt ez a pisztoly! Nem vagyok édesszaju, de ilyen lehet
a pufinak a cukorkaboltban. Dobtarat is adna széroajandéknak, igyunk
a régi szép idokre. A régi szép id6k, amikor még nem éltem, és apdink
boldogan 6lték egymast, arra igyak az ellenséges katonaval, aki a nyelvemen
szolit. Ege segedre, mondja az altiszt, kilog a nazdardvje. Ege segedre - a
nyelv zsenidlis! Szergejt is Szergejnek hivjdk, mint a fiat, nekiink Szerjozsa -
kezembe nyomja az iiveget, és Petéfit idéz hibatlanul. Magyarorszag koltészet,
mondja. Elmesélem, hogy egy magyar tuddscsoport azonositotta Pet6fi
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bit of Serbo-Croat in him. A little bit without a country. He’s marching down
the road of nations, driving huge herds before him, and is constantly at war.
From behind, the eddy-wind slaps him in the face. My image of the Magyars,
which grew out of studying Karl May and the Feszty Panorama, combined the
progressive traditions of the wild west and the wild east. The Magyars lived like
cowboys, and fought like Indians. They collected antiquities way before the Great
Discoverers. Cortez and Pisarro are the descendants of Lehel and Bulcst. The
Magyar Indians raided the Middle Ages, holding it up halfway like some stage
coach, riding round and round, whooping and shooting arrows at anyone who
stuck their head out. They even attacked the Vikings and the Moors, plundered
the monasteries, and kicked the shit out of Europe, though that’s not something
to be proud of. That’s not why I brought it up. Then they had a look at the
Atlantic and realized that the pastures had their limit: you can’t ride round and
round the globe whooping it up, there is an ocean to cross. There was nothing
for it but to climb up on the stage coach - over the wheels, unfortunately. The
Carpathian Basin had been an ocean once. Had we arrived in time, we might
have become a seafaring people, with our very own sea, not a historical one, not
so soaked in blood, not a rented weekend cottage.

The letter O is a perfect circle found in the middle of the Hungarian alphabet,
whose every point is equidistant from its centre. Thus, the centre of the letter O
may be regarded as the centre of the Hungarian language.

My Russian teacher says I will never understand Slavic culture until I read
War and Peace in the original. She read it while riding the Trans-Siberian express,
there and back. I'd rather read Crime and Punishment, then I'd only have to go
as far as Moscow. Perhaps it would be enough just working my way through the
crime part, then on the way back I could take Aeroflot (another beautiful word,
like cologne recycled from poison gas). Language was part of the pretence. We
pretended we knew Russian. Noo! For forty-five minutes I listened in Russian,

I nodded in Russian, I sighed in Russian, and even put War and Peace on the
bench beside me.

feq feyy

I had no idea that knowing another language could actually be useful.
Knowledge was the prerequisite for growth, it was something for its own sake. If
you wanted to grow, you did your homework. Naturally, we also learned Russian
because Russian is a beautiful language — not that Hungarian isn't even more
ravishing, of course. Back then, only the Russian teachers could speak Russian
- women with dyed hair in their early fifties, a militant ethnic minority with
tribal rites and an obsession for roll calls. This was a matter of survival, taking
a head count before every mission. I had never seen a Russian soldier except in
war films, and even then, he was dubbed into Hungarian. The first time I saw a
Russian soldier in the flesh was when they withdrew from Hungary. The Cold
War had come to an end, and so too, it seemed, had peace. Since there was no
longer any need to die for, the Russians were selling off their equipment for token
sums. My friend wanted to buy a parachute. I was his interpreter.
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Sandort egy barguzini n6i csontvazban. Nem lepi meg, mondja, Oroszorszag
hatalmas. Egyaltalan nem tolakodo, inkabb készséges. Nem szivesen megy
haza, megszokott itt, szereti a magyarokat, killondsen a néket, ram kacsint,
mint aki tudja, mirdl van sz6. Visszakacsintok egy pavlovit, mert tudom, a
ndéknél kacsintani kell. Nem is zavarnank tovabb, de marasztal, tovabbra is
magyarul. Jobb lesz, ha vigydzok! Lehet, hogy nem beszél oroszul? Obi-ugor
kettds tigynok? Integetve hatralunk kifelé, az ajtoban még utanunk szol, nem
akarunk-e vinni néhany kézigranatot?

May Day
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Lepel alatt ugrdsra kész szobor cimmel jelent
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cimmel adték ki Németorszagban.
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Parashoot jesty, do they have parachutes, but I guffawed and left off the
ty. Good lord, the Russian “is” and the Yankee “yes” sound the same! It was
worth studying after all. Yankee go home or pashli damoy, it’s all the same, the
occupation just a line on the map, an accent, a conjunction. Not the tanks, not
the eight grades, not Misha bear, but a signature on my report card. The corporal
answered in Hungarian: two vodkas, he said, and he put up two fingers, because
there were two of them. He asked how I was doing in school. I resented his
familiarity and I grumbled noo-noo, just like I had seen in The Silent Don. He said
he had a son, too, Sergei, and he knows it’s not easy for us either, and what would
we say to a Kalashnikov? Or how about this pistol? Like letting Billy Bunter
loose in a sweet shop. He'll throw in a cartridge-drum as a gift, and let’s drink
to the good old days, the good old days being when I wasn't even alive yet and
our fathers were merrily killing each other off - I should drink to that with an
enemy soldier who is talking to me in my own language. Ege segedre, the N.C.O.
said, his nazdarovye sticking out a mile. Egészségedre, ege segedre: to your health,
to your ass, close enough. Sergei is also called Sergei, like his son, but we can call
him Seriosha. He hands me the bottle and quotes Pet6fi to perfection. Hungary
is poetry, he says. I tell him that a group of Hungarian scientists identified the
skeleton of Sandor Petéfi in a Barguzin grave, but it turned out to be a woman.
He says he’s not surprised. Russia is a big country. But he’s not pushy, au
contraire, he’s eager to please. Hed rather not go home, he says. He likes it here,
he likes the Hungarians, especially the women. And he winks at me, as if T was
supposed to know what he’s talking about. I give him a Pavlovian wink back,
because I know that’s what you do when you talk about women. Wed rather not
bother him any longer, but he begs us to stay, still speaking Hungarian, of course.
Td better tread carefully, maybe he doesn’t even speak Russian. An Obi-Ugric
double agent. We back away, waving. When we reach the door, he calls after us:
how about some hand grenades into the bargain?

feq feyy
)
S

Translated by Judith Sonabend
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